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pood or ovil pradomiani=l. It wore raex= on their jrared swnts, kagh a definee
pre <1 of hardy, patisnt endwenve.—! 1o the cawtes, o 10ss back my long black
Abont the mouth weve the srong Jites of ) hair, witn i3 ~ea=-weed cotonet, @ prineess
Phyrieal power, wnd the thick sharey bair ey own rizht. L
shaded a brow, whowe xolidity and breadthi  Neither the fishernan ror his wife knew
Betol.ened anytning but @ ripicton. “how 10 tead, aed Larew up in a like izio-
I faney 1 et hads Joved power and, ranee; ard yet Iwas by no ineans void of
strengtevon then, fr T Eaow sy childish one Liad of wducation. I could toll whese
£pirit. seemed to recognize more atdieuy the eaxles hatebied and the sea-birds huny
with him than with his wife, wie was by therr nesta—where the tallest trees Idted
far the kiwdest o hing person of the two, — : Licir great ans, praying to the pitiless sky,
Bat whatever 1 thoveht of them. I um'and where the stormy winds lashed the
ure [ must have had mewmoies of fitr dit=; waves to wiidest funy, . .
forent seenesy, for I weil remember tat 1, My Leen eye could discern in the dis-
regented, a¢ an indizuty, my  having been tavee, cach Mitle cloud no Vigger than a
Lronght 10 that huinblo dweiting.s s haud, and atar off T recusnized the
1 wasonly wéak, foi I had’ no sosner comingspintof a blust that riwuld Le stroug
cempleted my sunvey of the desoluto Jooh= 1o strew tive sea with weachs. .
ing apartment, than T was forced o foy my ' One malit—I must liae Peen “about
liead back upon sy sen=weed pillow 5 and - thirteen years old—I had ciimbesd the very
dtmust have been” haif aa hour betne 1 top of adush elitf, hnown 23 the Devil’s
was able 1o speak. Py this time the vo-j Tea-hettle, It was asingular place—steep
man had compicted “the preparation of pointed, amd jazged rocks hemmed jnoa
bieakfast, and wpproacticd me wath a por=, basm, on who.e sandy bed white shining
ringer of wanm goat’s mulk. and coarso Lebvles Jay bleaching in the sunlight.
bread.  But [ put it bauwinily from me, and had - ieard tenible tales of this stange
lisme up in my bed 1T exchamed lehaum.  The peasantry sand it was the
« § dor’t want any of Jour breakfast, it brewing-place of the waters of the stream
* yowll just tell me what Pre been brought of duath—=lor never wero the waves Known
o this nasty place for.” 110 rise high cnough to fill e basin, but
¢ I reckon *twas as kind a thing,” growl- that some goodly hip vrent down in sizht
ed (he man at the fite, “to bung you kome of land, witke all her freight of precicus
here, as to «® left you out o° doots to die, ' souls. o
alonz with that dead woman I four:d you: 1 had never seen the waves boil in the
fastened o, two weelis azone thismornin®.??, Devil’s "Fea=Kettle, but T Lud beentold that
«Pead,)? said 15 < mumma 150t dead, never had they surged <o high, so wild) o
isshe I mad, as on that fearful night when T was
«\Well, T cuess you won’t find any on dashed upon tie lonely shore aml the sterim-
Jom anythin® else but dead, that was out spints clasped kands with the winds and
.on tho iee-shore that mght.  They’re all saouted torih my mother’s requien.
gone barin’ you, andwe might as well @’i [ think T saust have been bopnin a rtorm,
eft you o die, if you ean’t cwrry @ more for thes wore to me the familiar faces of
civif torgue in vour hewd.” . | dear old fricnds—I loted them, and o thic
« WWell, go away, pleese,” suid T, more: yiwht of which I epeak, when 1 had climb-
gently to the woman, who sull stood at my . ¢{'1a the topinost fedue of these spectral
bed-side. ¢ I can’t cat my breakfast this eyis, 1 planted there my bold, finn step,
moming.”? {and, too\ing forth 0 sea, lavgrired menilly.
« Poor litle critter,”? :

P snd the woman Apd yeta lsadsman would have said 3t
compassionately 3 « belike shie’s loavsome, hade fairto be a beantitul night.  The sea
you ought not to told ker, John ;™ and she. ways very calm—too calm—for it was the
durned away. [ lay there m 2 kid of stu=, 1yl before the tempest. ‘The
“por—T wasnot-old tnough to_ realize how | sy was going down into his stbtermnean
strange was the Providence which had pre-. piiace of cloads, flinging back over the
served only me; a helpless child, amons’ \waters the lenathening robe of his glory,
all that cresw of bold, stromgr men, 1ot olt- qyg over opposite the moon, Jike A fulr
£nough for prar¢ and thankinlness; and Iy oupe brude, was climbing up ke east,
Was only sensible as I lay there, still and 3ok 2 star or two for biide’s-maids, going
quiet, with closed eyes, ot a deepdesperate | fosh to be wedded to the nicht.
teeling of hate and ‘anger, against I-knew| " Oh, it was a Leantiful scene. I have
noet what—the sca, the storm, the ship,|lgoked on such, in later years, till my heant
almost against the very people who hadyached with their quiet beauty. But it
died, and left me alone in the world. . acned not thent I clapped my hands as I
i Jooked forth over the waters, for there, in
the for distance, was a little cloud. it was
apretty thineg enough—aquite in kecping
with the scene—white and soft, and fleecy
ag an angel’s wing.  But J recormized ie—
I knew.it was no seraph cominyg nearer—
but that, as in their funeral processions at
the East, they send far on, in advance,
white-robed 1maidens, seatteriag  flowers,
even so now had the advaunewsy spirit of
the storm, twin-leazued with darkness and
despair, sent forth this peacefol herald be-
fore hisface.  And [ knew from its position,
and the rate at which 1t seudded betore the
wind, that it was to be a fearful storm—u0
gentle breeze to rock a chuld’s cradle, but
a Euroelydon, to lash the deep sex into
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Mine was surely a strange childhond.—
I grew up there, in a fishermaw’s lonely
hut, on the Comwall lec-shore.  The fish-
eman and his wife had no _children, and
they loved me, and were kind to me in
their way. The woman coon found ont
that my errant wandering could ill brook
confihement, and she ceased ker attempts
10 teach me knitting and net-making, aad
allowed me to wander whither Llisted, only
exacting that I should bring home at night
4 certain quantity of sca-moss, which her
husband used to carry for sale to the next
market-town, a distunce of some twenty
miles.

Perhaps, to one of my temperament, ths
hardy lile was nat withoot its _advantages,
at least it was singularly free from tempta-
tion. No Indiua muiden ever led a'life
freer oc more tameless. I used to seale
¢liffy, from which the boldest hunter would
have shrunk back appalled, and, standing

fury.

81!. how high my heart swelled as I
looked ou it, and shoutedd in my glee, that
the DeviP’s Tea-kettle would boil well to-
meht. Bot Ithink it was not from any
nztive aabigmty.© I desired net death, Lut
excitement.  I'wanted a wreek,.it" is true,

.

oo\t gialtuig-g o —
bt thien I would have, braved death itself
‘to save the lives of ita vietims.  But tho
sunset glory faded out from the heavens,
tho meon ciimbed higher, the white cloud
widened, and I sprany dovwn the chff, and
athenng up iny bashet of sea-100s3, walk-
ed slawly home,

I did hot esleep that night. My littlo
roum opencd out o the one where I fivst
found myself, aud which was at orce sleep-
ing-room, kitehen ngd paslor, for the fish-
erman and Jus wi® “About midnizly, I
heard 2 sound, It was a signal gun—ouco
aud agein 1t hoomed overthe waters,  Tur-
redly dressing myzelf, I woused the fisaer-
manirom iz «umbers, and, putting on a
cloi:k and hoed, stole unobserved from the
dwelling. My feet paused not till I had
reached the top Jedge of the DeviPs Ten-
kettle. + Merciful Ieaven ! the waves
secthed and boiled there like mad.  What
a sight! It fnghtered even me, who had
never known fear before, and springing
down the rocks, 1 fled, as*if 2 whole army
of fiends were pursuing me. :

I hurried along the shote for a few rods;a. &

wien the light of a lantern flasked full in,}
my_face, and I paused. It was Johus '
“ You here, child,” he said, in a tdhe
which had more of fear than anger. I
think ke was glad to have some human
eyes to gaze on the tenible scene, beside;
hts own. ‘The moon, which had shone out
fitfulty as I stood beside the Devii’s Tea-
kettle, was now buried beneath bitléws of
black, strgig clouds. It was wiid—it
vraa pitch dark.  Ondy now and then some

vivid flash of lighteniig wonld show us in
the distance a grea, black-looking ship, .,
down.

like some fearful plrantom, bearing
upon the shore. ~§e, A o+

At intervals tho signal guns would boom. ~
over the waves, like the sullen roar of somd
wild animal, or some hwnan voico would
shrick out wildly, madly, hopelessly for
the help which came not. Ob, it wag «
terrible sight to stand there 2ud watch that
migidy slip, hurrying helplessly to its
death. 1 looked tifi my soul grew sick—I
cowld no longer. I sank down upon tho
clitlt where I'was standing, and clusped my
hands across my eyes. Idid not see the
strugales of the great ship, but I heand the
sullen, deafening cxrash when she too struck
npon Lindden rocks, and went down, help-
lessly in sight of Jand. *T heard the cr;zs‘l,
and, putting my fingers in my ears, ranin-
land ti!l my breath was spent.

And then the carly summer moming
dawned.  We had stood there three hours,
though it seemed to me not as many min-
utes.  So long had the good ship struggled
with the waves—so: long her brave crew
died aliving death of anguish and suspense.
As soon as tho carliost dawn-rays com-
menced to light my path, I turned'my foot-
steps homeward, and at the door of the hut
I met John, bearing a scnseless figure in
his arms.

«This is all that’s left of ’em, Agnes,”
said he, with a sadness unusual to his tone,
and entering his house, he laid his half-
drowned burden down upon the sca-weed
coucl. Ilis wife had already opened the
windows and lighted the firc, and she has~
tened to apply vigorously all her stock of
simple restoratives.  MHer care was pre-
sently rewarded, by sceing the stranger’s
eycs unclose, and catching the famt sound
of his irregular breathing.

It was several days, however, before he
conld nse from the couch where he had
been placed.  On the momingof the fourth
day, he slowly approached the window and
sat duwn, < Afy friend,” said he to the
fisheman, ¢ owe you already, morc than




