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WHAT I 8AW. WrERE the fabd Ties black aid alimy,
—_— ‘Whoze the Walors swoop along, RV ESTRAEIET  H&ES  INEEg

<42 I paler thoa ir my wont, oy wilo P
Let mo lay your Foed an my breaat,
“There is quict trath in your dark-brown oyas,

In tho cyes that I}, vo best,

You oan terino your arms about my ndck,
And beliors mo all your own,

While J tell the catss of my whitenod ckeok
To you, my wifs, alono.

Thoro is sunshioe on the crowded strest,
Axnd the day is saporbly fair;

There ars beastifal women in jowels and gold,
Wandering grandly there,

Thero are blooded toams, that spura thoe stones:
Tosing their heads to tho wind;

Cerriagos covarod with pomp amd glare,
Cushioned aad satin.lined,

Thezo was ono I marked for tho silken skino
O! its proudly atepping bays,

Till sho who sat in its cusbioned depths
Broko fall on my startling gaze.

It was Mxdaline—sho whom I Joved so well—
Draw thysolf nearer to mo—

WEen I was a boy, and aho was & bele,
And I was strazgo to thoe.

Sbo would lot me bold her smooth whils band
Till I shiverod with passionato dread;

Sho woald pross her ssowy havds in wmine,
Whilo I hold her boautifal head,

Yot * whilo * held her hand to my breast,
Jaust whero yoar owa now lics.

Twint your arms closor abont my nock
And Jook mo fall in tho cyes.

Sho #aid that sho loved mo better thex life,
Buat ah ! uo botter than gold—

Yoa havo heard tho story a thousaad times,
It is very, vary old

She cannot wipe from her memory
Ozo siczle passionat. vow;

Sho caanot blot ono baraing word—
Docs sho thisk to do so now ?

Does sho ever think of the wronderfal love
Tast held her abovs the skieat

Dosz her frozon heart givo no Tesponso
Frox its tissno of liviog lies ¢

Tos! I watched Yot eyes as thoy met my ovDp
Lot check was far paler than wie.

I had boantiful titze, o8 sho dashad along,
‘To compare her beanty with thine,

Sho will nover forpet that antomd day
Whon sho kissod my cold, olewched band,
when my trembling pasting was crombled awsy
Iz » moment at her command.
1 had tarrible thoaughts that antams day,
Ax 15t00d by tho waves of tho sea ;
Bzt oh | how dxply I ¢hank her now
For the words she zpoke to me !

Loy sour hezd closo Lo my beating breast
Madaline married for gold.

Doyou focd |y boart, how warm it is ¢
Rndaline’s beart is vold.”

The Jook I gavo hee that antcmn day
Haes frozen its vecy vein;

Mzdaling nover will know what it is
To Joro o= bo leved agais,*

Now yoa roay know, iy own swist wile,
The rezeon my check grow pale,

I bayo Yooked oa tho torzibls gulf L havopassed
\\?«qb&;po_m ho blaat of tho gale.

Uadaline—abo kas jawels add gold,
Aadd}k': ofa m‘hno R

| Thsvgzyscl, & batlay Fact,

A ¥z, @y wiler Jo=.

eh Se=s

* Fallitics frotd on wdiskizgs,
Black girgivispe of & cosatkro,
otiog aboat ig ;ocids ot reslised,

th'm'!ho wheffmen, stout aad gricty,
Heavo and baal mith maoy a eong—

) Heaving atill
~asg. With a will
Every otxcingdray to ll;

Havuling, with 4 Jangh and shout,
Bales 6l-wondroas size about;
Streinipg to thoponderous weight
Of tho good ahip‘s wealthy frefght.

Whera the wind and lwcllin.g river
Rolls i one perpetual rhyma,
Where the gracious winds daliver
Glorious things from overy climo—
Staffs to wear,
Spices sare,
Lioin heaps or scent tho air—
Where the merchast, foll of gold,
Welcomes home tho seamen bold,
\Where cack hoart, its lovo confessod,
Clasps tho loved one to tho breast,

Wkoro the soft-vaiced lzad-broczo ever
Humsits tune by mast and shrond,
Whero thoe rongh-toagned meastor nover

Ceases crying to the crowd—

“ Witk a haal,
Lubbess all,

Stretch yonr mascles to the fall "

Whero tho never-csasing flow,

Man abore, £nd weres beloer,

Night and day pours on and off,

Mingliog at the c:ty wharf.

Thoro the vagrart boy is standing
With a ghastly, frightened air;
While s2ch loanger ia demanding
What ho sc0s to mako him stare.
Still hiseres
Grow in sizo
Aun bis stammcring spoock ho tries;
And his finger points below,
Wharo tho waters ¢bb and Sow,
Still hue lips give forth no sound
But u hoarsely whu ered * Drowned ™

THE OLD TREE,

TWATE not 80 xadly in tho w.nd,
Thoa old and leaflcts Treo !

Nor sob that Sammer never more
Cau bozaty bring to thoo,

That bat a dessiativa thez
Mast stazd apon tho Jea.

Tas inspiratioza of tho Spring
Lozg years wero at thy heart;

Thoa gav'st, through many a sammesspase,
Gr2nd images to Ast;

0!d Treo ! thon acteet glorionsly
Within tho world thy part.

Thea kigh =0t 32k & mosrafal disge
Totif thy voico must bo

Like antbezms, let tho undortons
Bo breathed sxaltingly ;

Por thive was not a wasted life,
AUegnifocst O1d Tres !

'Msa.whito-baindm: 3f ¢hon hast domy
Bravely in Ml tky part,

It trre homaaity has mado
Ita m33s in thy bears,

#n grial 35 gezror slast?

O stz2d beaids the grand D12 Treo,
A graing onlte dim,

Searred trunk, LIt beavely op
Ty last, bet feeslors Mymn

Eigh sostipeia befery whoow o momrbatero y Po Ghoa bast ocbly dooy thy pars—

Dok toemblo Liko & gallty thaxg surpsited.

Wiat mero oo chaatn P

Say why aboaldst thon at Doath's 03ld wind j

¢HAPTER XXXV.
8IR HARRY STARTS FOR THE BOURNE
WHENCN O TRAVELLER RETURNS.
*¢ Conxcionco makos cowards of us all”—

Heamlet.
“There is a reaper, whosoe uamo is Desth,

Zad #ith bis s1okle keeo
Ho rezps the bearded grain at o breath

And tho flewors that grow betweon.

Ooo night, whea the hail beat against
the darkened window of the chamber, the
moster of Edrecowbe rose from his chair,
j where be bad been sitting ap, and strode
’mth. tottering steps to the bell-pull, re-

treating to the Jow chair agsin imme-
j Ciately, 2nd sitting uneasily over the fire
 like a sick, death-stricken savoge.

The door opened gently, and Lady

Mary entered, her pale fice uncasy with
l apprehension ; but Sir Harry, not looking
round, and supposiog it to be the old
valet who waited on him, growled io a
broken voice—
! v Saungers, gend Startel here,’ and
i bent lower still ower the fire.
i Lady Mary stole into the reom, and
{laid her tremubling hand on his shuking
| shoulder, B

“ Are you worse to-night, Sir Harry 2"
| she munmured, in her soft, gentle voice.
i He started, and turned his wrinkled
;face round® with a hurried gesture of
; surprise—ahwost fear—avd answeored,
i querulousty—
| “Oh! is it you—Mary? Worse—L
worse ? No; what should make me
worse 7 Cannot a man scod for his
steward without being worse? I want
| Startel 1"

I wiil sead him, replied Lady
; Mary, sadly, stopping a moment to bend
yJlower oser hiw, aod whispering, ex.reat.
;ingly, * Caooot I do anything for you,
i Str Harry ? Will you not let e stay?’
! * Do anything for me 1" he ropeated,
,drowing away Trom her teuch with a
jthudder, which she maw that he tried to
yrepress. + No mo, doa't slop, you—
you wo:iTy, annoy me—fidget. Go, go—
my—my dear—and send Startel.  \Why
ths devil doesn’t he come I

Lady Mary, with a sad sich, left the
room, and scading for Startd), %ld b
that Sir Harry waated to sec him.

In a f-w minutes the slick-faced man
of basiness entered the room.

“Oh! you bero, ch? spaslad Sur
Harry, torning his harassod face towards
him with a suspicions Jook:

* Yes, my lord, I beard that—'

I waoted to see yoao,” broke in Sir
Hoarry, pointing to a chair opposits his
own: *ldo. Bring e the books” |

Startel vose, n:§ lifted thres hage
bocks o3 to the table beside the low
3{6& and Six Harry  immedis*'y
<sodles, which W hes eyes suddealy grew

to bis fect, and, Tooking av wne,

BARONET, OR BUTCHETR?

A ROMAXNCE OF THE DAY.

Contisyued,

dim, and seemed to burn fecbly, with
an impatient gesture, bent over the
written pages, and, following the figure?
with & trembling finger, commenced add-
ing the columns.

 Shall T check the amount, your lord-
ship?” said the steward, watchiog the
totterivg fizure and bright, eager eyes
with a vicious look.

“ No, no,” answered Sir Harry cages-
Iy. ¢ Don't talk, you throw mo out.
1've been reckoning up this account, and
I moke you fifty pounds short—skost
¢h, do you hear ?

4 The acconnt is right, I think your
lordship will find,’ retorted Startel some-
what sulkily, his face twitching for =
moment with an uneasy expression, but
assuming tie same set enile the moment
aftorsrards,

© T that's what 1 ean't do,” replied
Sir Harry, querclously .

" commenced Startel.

* Hold your tongue ; how can [ reckon
jif you jubber ?” interrupted Sir Harry,
i bending lower over the book. ¢ Ten and
 five are 6fteen, 2nd five are twenty, and
—ch? whut's this?'

“ What'n what 2 asked the stesard,
rising slowly, koowing by the figures the
item the old man meant.

i Whar's what! you pig—vhy this—
i this 2" and he pointed his shaky finger to
ytheitem for a farming account for iy
. povnds, as paid by the steward.

] « That's Newell's bl for sced, Sir
"Harry " said Startel ehibly; <1 paid st
; Jesterday morning, and have got the ro-
s o¢ipt amang the papers on the file, Jthiok
jyou will find.’ L
1 * Where 12 it 2" show it we,’ said Siv
i Burry, faciug him, with his hand doubled
; up upon ths opca bouk, and his greateyes
fized suspiciously upop the small slieek
fizore and shifting orbs of the steward,.
who turned to z table and commeneed
cxamininyg some papers upon a file.

« Hem,” be saxi, weditatively, aod
looking up ta the ceiling, * it ix not hero,.
! Shat did T go with it, | wonder.’

i *“Well, buvo you found it 7" asked Sir
Harry, in a sharp voiee,nos haviog heard
his soliloquy. .

“ No, 1 have mislaid it; T bad it this
morning—-""

“You lic!” shricked the old man,
raisiog his fist and striking the open
1book. * You lie, o thiof? the zccosnt
was paid «hroo weeks ago and charged
for!”

+ No, it wssat,” comwmenced Starte,
tarming palo, thea livid, as the baroaet.
gprang towards him, sod seiring him by
the thveat, dsshed him up aguinst the
matble chimeey piete. | .

“ You gave mo the Ha " bo bissed,
“you villun! you thief! Iy the fifty

adds ®as paid, aud you knowit® Yoo

v boca robbing me al! along ' I tarned

ul




