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POETRY.

THE cLoun,
BY PRRCY SVASHE SHELLEY.
§ bring fresh showers for the tiirsting Buwers,
From the seas and the siecuias §
1 bear light shade for the leaves wisen lodd
In their noon-day dreams.
From ing wings are shaken the dews that waken
The swoet birds every ane,
When rocked to rest on their mothee's breast,
As she dances about th wn,
¥ wield the flui! of the lashing hail,
And whiten the g--con plaius under,
And then again | dissolve it in rain,
And laugh a8 1 s b thunder.

1 am the daughter of earth and water,
And the nursling of the shy ;
| pass through the pores of occan wnd shores ;
1 change, out I cannot die.
For after the rain, when with never o staln,
The pavilion of heaven is bare,
And the winds & sunbeams with their convex glrams,
Build up the blue dome of air,
# silently laugh at my own cenotaph
And out of the caverns of rain,
Like & child from the womb, like & ghost fivm the
tomb,
1 arise and unbuild #t again,

GRIZEL COCHRANE.

ATALE OF TWEEDNOUTH Mook,

[From J. Mackay Wilson's Tales of the Busders. |

Whee the tyranny and bigutry of the last
James drove his subjects to take wp arms

ainat him, one ol the most formidable ene-
mies vo his dangerous usurpations was Sir
John Cochrane, ancestor of the present Earl
of Dundonald. He was one of the most pro-
minentactors ia Argyle’s rebellion, and for
ages a destructive doom seemed to have hung
over the house of Campbell, enveloping in a
common rui 1 all whounited their forwnes to
the cause of its chiclteins, ‘ihe same doom
encompassed Sir John Cochrane. He was sur-
rounded by the King’s troops—long, deadly,
and desperate was his resistance, bug at length
overpewered by numbers, he was taken pri-
soner, tried, and condemned to die upon the
scaffold. He had but a few days to live, and
his jailor waited but the arrival of his death-
warrant to lead him forth to execution. His

family and iis friends had visited him in pri- |

som, and exchanged with him the last, the
long, the heart-yearning farewell. But there
was one who came not with the rest to receive
his blessing—one who was the pride of his
eyes and of his house—evon Grizel, the
daughter of his love. Twilight was casting a
deeper gloom over the gratings of his prison-
house, he wis mourning for a last look of his
favorite child, and his head was pressed
against the cold damp walls of his ell to cool
the feverish pulsations that s through it
like stings of fire, when the door of his apart-
ment turned slowly on its unwilling hinges,
aud his keeper entered, foliowed by a young
and beautiful jady. Her \:fnun was tall and
commanding, her eyes dark, bright and tear-
lese, but their very brightness spoke of sor-
row too deep to be wept away, and her raven
tresses were Lnnnd over an open hrow, clear
and pure os the polished marble. ‘The unhap-
py captive raised his head as they entered—

“ I{ child? my own Grizel I he ex-
elaimed, and she fell upcn bis bossom.

“ My father !—my dear fathc: ! sobbed
the miserable maiden, and she dashed away
the tear that accompanied the words.

“ Your ioterview must be short—ver;
short,” said the jailor, as he durned and 1

them tora few m‘iinutu'lo;eﬁ::!. a
“ God help and comfort t aw
3 e hele ber
ted a kiss upon her

et ! added the unhappy father as

to his breast, and p

brow. “ I 2l f:areathat I should die with-
ont bestowing my blessing on the head of my

own and that stung me more than
deatl 3=~ hut Shou arnt comry 'y lovesthou
ort come ! and Wae Jaat bleysin g of the wietch.

ed Caaher™ e

¢ Nay ! forbear ! foulwir 1™ she exclaim-
ed 4 not thy last Bleshing !-—not thy bast !
My Fathes shall wot die

* Be caln ! be calm, my ehild ' returned
Kot % would to Heaven it §ean d comfont
thee = my own ! iy owa ! But shere is o
bope- - wathin three day sy and thou and all my
Hittie ones will be*

Fathetless~he would have said, lut the
waord died on bus tongue,

“ Three days ™ sepeated she, tuising her
bead from his breast, but eogesty prossing his

"

fotbier shall

d hey
lieady

362 the life of his somy wu \
a0t die,*
“ Nay ! nay, my Grize tetus

* be not deceived there is o ho,
my doon is sealed—ahicady
| Mgned the order for my el
wessenger of death i« now «

S Vet my father shall ne
she repeated emphaticatly, ar
hands together—4 Heaven s
| purpose,” she exclaimed,
futher, said calmiy
shall meet arain,

 What would my child ' inquired he
eagerly, gazing anxiously on her face,

& Ask not now,” she replied ; “ iy father
~ask not now, bat pray for me, and bless
me—bui not with thy last blessing,”

He again pressed her o his b

apor herneck, In

)
and

each other,

On the evening of the second day after the
interview we have mentioned, a weyvfaring
man erossed the drawbridge at Berwick, from
the north, ard proceeding down Mary gate,
sat down te rest upon a bench by the door of
an hostelrie, on the south side” of the street
nearly fronting where what was called the
“ Main-guard” then stood. He ¢it not enter
the inn, for it was ahove his apparent condie
tion, heing that which Oliver Cromwell had
made his head-qoarters & few years hefore,
and where at sornewhat earliet period Janes
the Sixth had taken wp his residence when oa
his way to enteron the sovereizoty of En-
igland.  The traveller wore & ecoipse jerkin
tastened round his hody a leathern girdle,
| and over is a short cloak composad of equally
{ plain materials,

He was evidely a younr
man, but his beaver was drawn down so as
almost to conceal his fralures, In the one
hand he carried a small vuadell, and in the
other a pilgrim’s stafl.  Maving called for a
glass of wine, he took a erust of hread from
his bundle, and after resting for a few wmi-
nutes rose to depait, The shades of pight
were setting in, and it threatened 1o Ye a
night of storme.  The heavens were gathering
black, the clouds rushing from the

den gust of wind
streets, aceompanicd by heawy drops of rain,
and the face u’ the Tweed was troubled

“ Heaven help thee, if thou intendest to
travel far in sucha night as this,” said the
Euglish gate, as the raveller passed him and
procecded to cross the bridge.

In afew minutes he was upon the borders
of the wide, desolate, and dreary moor of
Tweedmouth, which for wmiles presented a
desert of whins, fern, and stunted heath, with
here and there a dingle covered with thick
brushwood. He slowly toiled over the steep
hill, braving the storm which now raged in
wildest fury. The rain fell in torrents, and
the wind howled as a legion of famished
wolves, hurling its doleful and angry echoes
over the heath. Still the stranger pushed
onward, until he had proceeded about two or
three miles from Berwick, when, as if unable
lnn’u to brave the storm, he sooght shelter
amids‘ jome craband bramble bushes by the
waysiue, Nearly an hour had passed since he

sought this imperfect ref: and the darkness
.flige night np:lh n-mui increased to-

a, suds

bead— thiee days ! then there is bope

my father shall live. s 5 y nidfather

the friend of Fatlier Potre, “ ¢ and

the master of the Kingg— fron ha shall |

were moaning along the |

nor when the gonnd of a hore's feet was
\j .
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Maste  Suddes
bodiny the nider
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{ nd

“ Dig stremly.
The & hen
4 with feary made an ¢
"u! @ woment the ba
ting the Liidle, grasy ! s
wnd g b & gronnd, fehl
heavily on his face, fea ral Winutes
wina straneer seized the

leathorm b e mail forthe
nortlh shoalder, rushied
Actos h

| follewing murning the inha
bitants of

where Lie ro
I TR
i the mrey, but 1o trece of the
obtaing

had possed, and Sir John
lived, The miil whi
it hod been toble
nothey order fer his execotion conld
cny the intercession of his father, the
f Dy Yy with the King's conlessor,
«ful.  Grizelnow bLecame ale
Vs constant companion in prison, and
] ke 1o him words ¢ L. Nearly foutteen
!- 1 passed since the robibety of the wail
} had niited, pretracted hope in
the b of the grisoaer became more bitter
thim his first despoine Bat even that hope,
bitice as it was, perished, The intescession
of Lis father had been uvaccessful—and a

¢ Mey

ol

ttand wept { second tmie the bigoted, and would-be des- | Whose heroism and v
few moments the jailer | petic sionaieh had signed the warrant for his {we have here hurriedly
entered, and they were toin frouy the arms of | doath, and within little more than snother doy |shotehed, was, tradition says, the grordmother

wartant would reach his prison.
The will of Heaven be done ™ groaned
the captive,
1w Amen 1 returmed Grize), with
| hemenee, % but my father not die !
Again the rides with the wail had reached
the toonv of Tweedmonth, and a second time
be Yore with him the doom of Corhtones  $le
spuis ot speed, e look.
cautionsly hefore, behind, and around him,
and in his rizht hand he camied a pistol ready
| to defend Nimself.  The moon <lied »
| it the heathy rendering  de

A his horse to s utir

¢ling copse, when his horse reare
report of a pistol, the fire of which seeme
dush into its very At the same &
his cwn pistol flushedy, wnd the horse year
more violently, Yo was drven from the sad-
1 a moment the foot of the s
upon bis hreast, whe, hending ove
mandishing a short dagger in his
Gave me thine
e he ot of the K
{in him, and without ve
| did as he was commanded,
| % Nowgothy way,” said the rehber stemly
{ & but leave with me thy howse, and leave
’ with me the mail—Jlest a worie thing come
1 upon thee.”

yes,

teg was
and

The wan therefore arose, and proce
towards Berwick trembling, and the robber,
mounting the horse which he had lefty sode

rapidly acrossthe heath,

Prcparations were ‘
of Nir John Cochiane, and the efficers of the
faw waited only for the arrival of the mail
with his second death=-warrant, to lead him
| forth to the scaffold, when the tidings arived
that the mail had again been robbed. For

yet fourteen days and the life of the prisoner
!\A'||||In| be again prolenged. He again fell on
the neck of his danghter and wept, and sa
“ ft is good—the hand of Heaven is in
this I

« Said 1 noty” replied the maiden, @ nd for
the first time she wept aloud, *“that my
father shouid not die

‘The fourteen days were not yet past, when
the prison doors flew open, and the oll Earl
of Dundonald rushed to the arms of his son.

His intercession with the confessor had been
at length successful, and after twice signing

dimevery |

= {im ity whicis § dou

waking for the exeeution |

the wavrant for the execution of Sir Jobe,

| which hiad as often failed in reaching its

ydestination, the king had scaled Lis pardon

{ M hiad horried with lis fatier fiom e pu

2011 to his ewr house— his family were ling

(v around him shedding tears of joy.-ind

fthey were marvelling with gratituce a1 )
ysten rovidence that had twice

inter
| efpted the mait, saved his life, when a
1 eruved or ience. NirJoln desired
admitted, and the
ited us we have
| with the comser jerkin, but
{above hiscondition.  On entering, |

ichied Lis beaver, but rema
| % When vou have

1

ernsed id

;!r,l»-k- ¢ two papers fom his b s % cast
e in e fige 17

it Jolin elanced on then, staited, s be

de—they were his death-w

% My delivorer I exclaimed he,—% [ow

shal! Babank thee—bow repay the saviour of

oy lifct My futher~iy  childien— -thank

‘) o for me e

old Earl grisped the s
the children embraced bis
et into tears,
what rame,” eagerly inquired Sir
all Fthank my aeliverer 2
ger wept aloud, and ising Lis
raven tresses of Grizel Coclirane

of the

ey krcos,

A

e st
theaver, the
fell upon the course cloak.
“ Cracious Heaven I
tonished and enraptured father
child —my saviour !~ my own Grizel,

exclaimed the
¢ my own

as-

} Tt is upnessary to add morc—the imagina-
| tion of the reuder can supply the rest: ond
[\u snuy only add that Giizel Cochrine,

v neble ¢ fl ction

and imyporfectly
o the Jute Mir Jobn Stuart of Alianteng,
grect meat grandmother of Mr, Coutls,
celebrated banker,®

{ * Ninge the author of the “ Tales of the Borcors
| fiest published the Tale of * Grieel Cochrare,” a
slightly difforent version of it appeared in Chonbers®

Bl
the

{Jowrnal.  There is no reason to doubt the fiet of
ber heroism, but we believe it is incorrec’, as i
! geverally nffivmed, that she was the grandmotber of

Misgur,~There is certainly a dark delioht
rin b a sort of strange satisf . c-

r mise

ftion in being savage, which is unconnonly
) tine, One of the greatest pests of wy
phy is, that 1 can no longer be en,

most sin v do L regretit, To biood
nisery~—1to futter yourself thet there is

ingle eircumstance to make that exist-
esirable ;— ol ! there is wild witelory

t whether opium can reach,
fure that wine ¢ ot.

A phrenclogist remarkin
had the orpans of muic
tror

thi t some persons
Wl benevo'enee

T

Iy and equally developed, ¢ Dout t « s,"

was the teply of an individusl present, W) cse

e th persons who weuld kill one with bind-
B

e

Brastry Inveppenance.-- It is stated in a
Cincinnati paper thot three hoga were rece
i1y taken up in that city, quile intoxic
from eiting benics which were steeped in
These anima's ought to be ashamed of
| themeelves,  None but rational beings should
{ get drunk,

There are in London and its immediate en-
virons the almost incredible nuniber of 647
licenced public houses having only ten diffe-
rent names or signs. They are a8 follow, viz.
the Queen’s Head, 46 houses ; the George,
525 the Coach & Mlorses, 56 the Ship, 64 ;
the White Hart, 67; the Grapes, GJ'; the
King's Head, 795 the Crown, 71 ; the Red
Lion, 82; and the King’s Head, 91.

The most celebrated mine of speeular i
in Furope is in the island nfEll-lAPc'l("ll)is n‘i’::
has becn wrought two thousand years, gnq
now yields annually 1,600,600 ons of ore —
it stated that this wine, which is otifl

deréd inexha le, s pot one tenth of

sizeof the iron bills of Missouri,
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