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and then bowing low, horetired. Mahmoud'seye
rested on splendid hangings, laden with the rich-
est brocades, and furniture crusted with gold
and sparkling ornaments.  After recliuing for a
fow moments to gatber his scattered thoughts, he
signilicd that hoe desired o bath,  Tho sluves
whom he found mutes, speedily prepared mn a
marble reservoir, » delicious bath, redulent with
wonatic herbs and perfumes,  When he pre-
pered to dress, they placed before him robes of
the richest waterials, blazing with jewels,  Ar-
cayed in this he stood before o lofty mirror sud
saw  himself reflected graceful, engaging and
magnificent,  Ile bad bardly ccused to ad-
mire his own attractions, when a sluve entered,
und bowing low sad, *lHonourable son of a
Sheikh1” my noble master waits his evening meal,
mihe hope of being honoured with your presence.”
Mahunoud instantly followed him to a lufiy roum,
still more magnificent than any he bhad secen,
where the Sheikh awaited him ut a table spread
with every luxury.

TheSheikh welcomed him withgreat cordiality,
and pregsed upon him the most delicate viands,
Mubnioud ate with the relish of youth and
hunger, replying respectfully to the remarks of
his generous bost. At last, bis appetite being
fully satisfied, and pipes aud coffee being placed
betoro them, the avtendants withdrew.  They sat
sometime in silence, when the Sheikh Legan,
“ Think me not prompted by a vain and ignoble
curivsity, 10y young friend, if 1 ask thee to tell
e the story ot thy life, for I am convirced that
behind the curtain of a plaiu exterior, something
remurkable lingers.”

« Honourable father, thon sayest truly,” replicd
Mabwoud. “Thy wisdom and expericuce have
discerned what is happily not apparent to all;
but wy story, though short, so far transcends all
probability,that were I to tel! thee the whole truth,
thou wouldst not believe it, but wouldst distrust
we as a liar, so that I should loso thy esteem.”

¢ Lear not, my sor,” responded the Sheikh, ¢ 1
have on my hnger & mysterious talisman, a ring,
the jewel of which sparkles with o playful light
when the truth is told, but when a lio i3 spoken
lowers into o dull and sullen red. Speak on
therefure, confident that while you tell only that
which has happened, wy affection and esteem
wil: increase for you.”

« With such a guarantee Iwill speak,” answer-
cd Mabtwoud, and ho told the Sheikh his whole
story, as wo have narrated it. When he had
concluded, the Sheikh embraced him, ¢ My son,”
cried he, ¢ while you have spoken, behold wy
talisman bas blazed with an unwonted lustre.
Every word of your mouth has been true. Allab
has sent you to me. You lbave told me your
whole story, end muerit & like confidence on my
part, if 1 do not tiro you.”

« Generous and wise Sheikh!” answered
Malmoud, “ I burn to hear the story of one so
experienced aud noble!—Only discretion and
respect hindered me from requesting it. 1 pray
you to begin?

Seuw’s Srorr.

Know then, begun the Sheikh, that I am
Selim, the son of Hussein. I was born in this
house, when my father, a iwealthy merchant,
lived in great splcadour. He determined to bring
me up to his own pursuits, and employed masters,
who taught me all the polite literaturs and
rcligious knowledgethought proper for one of the
fisst rank, When 1 had justattained my twenticth
year, anincident occurred that moulded my whole
future life. One night as I reposed by the foun-
tain in my garden I heard from out the plash of
itsfalling walers, issuing & mclody, far off but
of exquisite beauty,aund through it ran the words,
 Como to e, come to me,” with an energy and
tenderness that thrilled my heart.  After this, I
knew no rest, until finally at my request, my
father gave me a stock of goods and a pursc of
gold aud bade me travel to acquire knnwledge
and wealth, By a loag journey, I reachied Aleppo,
and thence coming to the sea, embarked for
Spain. Arrived at Malaga, I sold my cargo, for
good profit, and weat to Granady, the luxurious
seat of the Western Caliphate., I reached the
suburbs of Granada on a summér evening, just
23 the mooa rose above thv ofango groves. As

I rodo nlong, breatbing the sweet fingrance of
jasming, and o tl ousand other delicious flowers,
I heard within e gardeu-walls that T was pas-
sing, the skilful touch’ of a musician, accompa-
nied by a voice, which poured forth such floods
of melody as Peris might envy., I drew up my
steed, and pansed to listen. It was the song I
had huard by tho fountain,—the melody—the
voice. 1 know nothow lung I stopped, bewilder-
cd, cuchanted. Somo impulse, impossible to
resist, sectued to scize me, and, dismounting, 1
fooked for somo part of the wall thatl could
scale.  Fiading none such, I led my horse close
to the wall, and placing my foot on the high
pommel of the sadile, gave a great spring wlich
cnabled mo to grasp the parapet, and clamber up
astride of the wall, whicre, availing myself of the
pendulous branches of a hanging tree, 1 lightly
swung to the ground.  Standing in the shade of
the tree, I lovhed cagerly abont aud discovered
that I stood in a garden {ull of all rare delights.
But these littlo occupied my sonl atthat moment.
Ilither and thither I turned my cyes to find
whence came the sacisliing music winch had so
cutranced me.  Atlast 1 discerned a noble foun-
tain, and at its side a beautiful summer house of
the rarest workmaunship, in which sat an old
man, clad in the costume of a Jew of the highest
class, At his fect, reclined the singer, whose
voice bad lured me thither. J would have
repented the rashness of my intrusion, but for
the vision of beauty, which burst upon my sight.
1 o beheld face, whuse perfect loveliness at once
informed wy soul, that it was the song and the
music set to the buman form. Volumes of soul-
melody poured over its perfect features, and
tLouglt traversed it with o rhythm, which caused
me  exclaia tomy own hearts ¢ This s not a
wom a. This is music made human.” | drew
near under the shadow of the trees, until I could
almost have touclied them, but so cautious were
wy movemeuts aud so dense the shrubbery that
my approach was not noticed. At last the song
ceased, and the old Jew drew a deep sigh,  « My
beloved daughtert” ho begam, * jast and onty
relic of my lost Leah! Some mighty danger
hangs over our house. it the stars, I read its
steady advauce aad neac crists, but how or
wheuce I cannot tell.  To-night, at the culmma-
tion of Venus, T wal realize, apprebend and
endeavour to avert it. To this end, I must leave
you, to seck in my tower to unfuld tlis mystery
of the ctars. Scems it not strange that this
refuge, which seemed secure, after our flight from
Cordova, should prove treacherous also.  Good-
night, wy dearest Hannab, Tempt not the mght
dews too late.,” Sosaying, he rose, and untwining
his dauglter’s arm frum s neck which now
caclused it, ie kissed her and retired.  Again
the lady took up her guitar aud breathed a mur-
murous and mclancholy luvo song. My heart
stoud sull, and when she ceased, 1 was knecling
befure lier, with downcast eges. She gave a
little scream, which she checked bLefore 1t was
uttered. At this, 1 lifted my cyes, and sad in
confusion, * Fear not, lady | it is thy slave who
kneels.” ¢ Alas! how came you bere,” cried
she. ¢ Lured from Bagdad on the Tigris by
your song, { came to die at your feet or win your
love” 4 My dream, my fears, my hopes were
then true,” exclamued she.  “ Ub! noble sir,
know you where yoa stand 7
1% be continued.

OLD MASTER GRUNSEY AND
GUODMAN DODD.
STRATFORD-ON-AVON, A.D. L7

——

[The following poem, by Wiiliam Allingham, isarare
study of ¢ Mersic England'’ in tho olden tuue.)

G. Go!d savo you, Goodman Dodd—a sight to seo
0|

u
D.y Save you, good Master Grunsey . Sir, how boyon!
G. ?\idduah, tbank Heaven. Raro weather for the
wheat.
. Farms will bo thirsty, after all this heat.
. And g0 is wo. Sit down on this hiere bench:
We'll drink a pot o' yale, mun. Hither, weuch!?
My service—bha! I'm well enough, {* fogs,
But for this plaguey rheum i’ botl my legs.
Whilus X can't hardly getabout: Oh'dear!
D, Thou sco’st, wo don't got younger every ycar
G. Thou'rt a young fellow yus

D. Wellanigh three-score.
€7, 1 bo thy clder Sifteen 3 car and more.
Hast any news?
D. Notmuch, Naw-Place is sold,
And Willy shakespeore's bought it, so I'm told,
(1.l ’I“ h;u! ittt Willy Suakespearo bought the
reo
Lord biess ug, how young folks get
Sir Hugh's greathouso beside the gr H
This Shakespenre's (tihe my word vpon’t, no fool.
1 ninds him sin® ho were #0 high's my kaco;
A stirea’ littlo mischief chap was hoj
Onoedny I cotchied b pcll!n' 0’ 1y gecso
Below tho church: ¢ You let *en gwitn fn peace,
* Youug dog*** 1 sayg, * or 1 shall fiing theo lu.'*
Wall was on tother bunk and did but grin,
Aud call out, ** Str, you come across to here!”
22, 3 I'no - 3 old John these tive and thi,ty year.
Inold times muny a cup 1o wado e drinks
But Willy weren't aborn then, 1 don't think,
Or tnght a' beon o babe on’s mother’s arm
When'l did eart ‘en fleeces from our farm,
I went o coortan’ then, In Avou-Lane,
Aud tho' bit furthier, 1 wasalway siain
1o bring my cart thereby, upon a chianco
‘T'o catch suimo fuolish hitlo nod or glance,
Or* meet me, Mary, won't *ee, Charlcote way,
¢ Or down at Clopton Bridge, neat boliday¥''—
Health, Master Grunsey,
G, Thank co tniendd. I3 hot.
Wo might dv warse than call anothor pot.
Good Mistress Nunt Will Shakespeare, troth, X kuow;
A mble cuslyspate, aud pretty too,
Abvut thostreet, hio growed an idte Iad,
Aud tiko cuough, *twas thought, to turn out bad:
1 don ¢ just jasrly know, but 1olk did say
11o veacd the Lucys, and oo fleed away.
D). Lie's warthas nuch as Launer 1wigg to-day;
And all U plays in Lunnon,
(4. Fuik talks big:
Wili Shusespeare warth as much as Tanner Twigg—
Tut, tut! Is Wall o player man by trado?
L. O’ courso ho iz, o' cuttrae ho §3; and made
A woundy heap o’ money too, aud bouglit
A playhouso tur himselt hke, out and out;
And makes up ‘)lays, bLesidy, tor *em to act;
Tho"l can't tull thee nighitly, tor u fact,
1t out o' bughs or Lis owa bead st bo,
We've otlier work to tlank ou, theoand me.
Tley ray Wil 13 dutng unely, howsowmever,
G. Why, Dodd, the httle chap was aiways clever,
I don’t hnow nothing now o' stch-like-toys;
New fashions ylcmy, un, 3’ wo wero boys;
Waured to ba’ rare inummings, puppet-shows,
Aull Moralties,—~they can't mach bottergdhose.
‘1o Death of Judas was a pretty thing,
‘e Soda? so-Jal” the Davil used to elng.
But tune gocs on, for sure, and fashion alters,
.U.\ \y\’l ut the Crown, fast might, says young Jack
alters,
“ Willy's u great man now*’
(. A jolterhead!
What ducs it count for, wheon all's done and said?
Al who'l vbioy, Jet Wall aay » Com ! or ** Lo?”
Sucheliho as hun don’t reckon tnuch, 1 trow,
Sig, they shall tranvel first, like thee and mo;
Seo Luunon, to ind vut what great men be.
Ay, marry, mast they.  Sants! tou seo the Court
Take water down to Grecuwieh; thero's tine sport?
Her Highuoess in her frills und putls, and pearls,
Barouns, aud lords, and chamberinins, nn(} carls,
80 thick us midges round bicr,—~look at such
Aw' thon wouldst 1alk of greatness! why, the touch
13 on their stewards and lacheys, Goodinan Dodd,
Who'll hardly auswer dhakespeare wi’ 8 nod,
And let hisn cume doffed cap aud bended knee.
Wo knows a tntle, neighbuur, theo and me,
Di: We may, sir. Lius ere's grand old Stratford
row
No better sale in Lunnon, scarch it through. he
New-Place bet’t o sich bargan, wuen gi's don
*Lwas dear, 1 knows it,
6. Fhou bongh’st better mun,
At Hluggin Licids, all am tanke in skill.
. Fhanks to the Lord aboya! 1've not done ill.
No moere Las thee, fricud Gruusey, in thy trado.
G. S0-20. Butliero’s youni; Wil wi’ inoncy made.
And motiey saved; whercon feets lum down,
Suy clve who likes, 2 credit 1o tho town;
Though sutne do ehaku their eads at piaycr-folk.
. A very civil man to chat and joke;
I've otttitues had & it o’ talk wi* Will,
G. How doth uld Master Shakespearo?
L. Bravely stll,
And 6o dotli madam, too, tho comely dame.
. And Willy's wifo—whut used fo Do her nameo?
1. Why, Hathanay, fro' down by Shottery gate.
1 don't think she's so uch about o’ lute,
Their son, thou ste'st, tho ubly son they hiad,
Died last year, und sho took oh dreadtul bud;
And s0 the fay ther did awlnle, 1in told.
This boy o’ thieirs was nine or ten ycars old.
—~Willy himscif may bido hiero now, mayhap.,
«. lrc alway s was s clever litlle chap.
I'm glad o* s fuck nn’ 'twero for old John's sake.
Your arm, sweet Sir. O, how my Jegs do aclio?

on apaco!
MY

Fuulls.—No one sces the wallet on his own
back, though every one carries two packs; one
before, stuied with the faults of lus neighbours,
the other bebind filled with his own.—(QOld
Proverb.)

Benefits please like flowers whbile they are
fresh,

Let not bim that fears feathers come among
wild fowls.

God oft hath o great share in a little house.



