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_ THE AMARANTH.

CONDUCTED BY ROBERT SHIVES.

———

SAINT JOHYN, N. B, AUGUST, 1845, gNo. 8

THE FIRST AND LAS'I‘ GRIEF, study her happiness, that she seemed to feel it
- « ,.};; a8 not made, quite unnecessary to care anything about her-
fough years or moons, the inner waight to | self; and, indeed, there was litle motive for
. % selfishness in the heart of one, whose temper
ich °°}de’ hems endure, "till they are laid could, like the bee, extract sweetnass from the
?’ agein earth.” most envenomed flowersof life. Herinsoyci-
ance and gayety probably tended to prolong
for her the sweet scason of childhood and girls
islress. Certain it is that at a peniod when
most women have fully learned the sweet in-
suacis of their own natare, Ainy still posses-
sed an unawakened heart, and a store of un-
developed affections, whose very exigtence was
unknown to her. Her soui was lLike a lake
necs find their dwelling within a lovelier lying on some high mountain-top ; the blus
. With a face as bright asa spring morn- | heaven miglt colour its pure wave,—the fer-
lnrgc liquid blue eyes, a profusion of | vid sun might glitter on its surface, -and the
}!anﬂe fresses, and the figure of a sylph, 2t was | cold moon silver its placid waters,—the stars
ossible for the imagination to conceive a | might mirror themselves within ity and the wild
ore beautifal personificat:an of innocent hap- | flowers stoop to kiss thex own swect imags
pfiess.  Her quick and ag‘lc movements, her , on its margin, but its hidden Jepths hed never
ecful voice, ndy, the very toss of her pretty | been stirred by human band, nor had the sha-
#4d, as she flung back the exoberant curls, | dow of a passion ever darkeued its pellucid
trced the joyousness of her nature. One flaw. Though surrounded by admurers, she
d not look at her without being uncon- | showed 20 decided preference for any, but
Czondy reminded gf all the glad and free | seemed to fie d something to like 1n each; a3 if
gs in natre.  The flight of the forest bird, | the voice of kindness and tenderness was bug
i&bound of the timid fawn, the leap of the | the variation of a well-known melody, which
inuntain Siteam, all might have furnished | she had hstened to so Iong that it had ceased
filles for the gracefal and merry girl.  ¥et | to cxcite her special autention. The few that
aps the loveliest trait in her charact.r was | envied her, accused .ber of latent coquetryy
¢ maidenly gentlencss and tenderiess which' | while the many who loved her, knew that she
1xmed to pervade her whole nature, scftening | possessed that innate gft of pleas.ng, which
Bm;&tcst cfiluence of joy, even as the light | was as natvsal to her as is the power of song
'over the face of & sunimer sky, tempers | to the bird.
¢ splendors of the noonday sun. Among the friends of Amy Ellershie’s eatly.
“Though only a simple village maiden, .\iny | youth, were two brothers, the sonsof a widow,
ad grown upin 1 atmosphere of affection.— | who resided in the ssme village. Charles and
The younges! and fairest of alarge family, slic | Wilfred Thornton were as wonderfuliy aike
dbenn the pet and plaything of all, but the }in persoaal appentance as they wepe dissimijat
ery indulgence which might have rendeted a in character, and whiie, at §rst s.ghe, it was
58 noble nature selfish, prodaced guitca con- | scarcely possible for even an satanate fnisnd.to
ary cffect on Amy. There were s¢ many 10 know which of the two he was addresaing, 1t

. Tupne are somc persons who secm scnt
gpon earth orly to beautify and bless every-
lh;ng that comes witain the sphere of their
uence ,--beings whise hopefulness of spirit
ﬁ)oyoumess of ‘eraper make an atmosphere
light around them,—whose presence is a
1tof moral sunbeam. Such a creature was
kmy Ellerslie, and never did cheerfulness and
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needed but the utterance of a single word tv
distinguish the quiet subdued tone of the one,
from-the clear trumpet-like voice of the other.
Wilfred Thornton, grave, thoughtful and studi-

ous, looked forward only to & career of intel-.

lectual usefulness while Charles, bold, stal-
wart and courageous, auticipated a life of stir-
ring deeds, and; if possible; of noble emprize.
Both possessed the finest qualities of heart and

mind. The bicest sense-of honor, the most |

unsnllied purity of feeh_ng, and the masculine
virtues of magnanimity and personal courage
were gifis possessed in common between them ;
but” the supérior mental powers of Wilfred
were-combined with a degree of tenderness of
nature almost amounting to weakness, which
ghowed-itself in a vacillating infirmity of pur-
pose; while the bolder end more decided forece
of character which belonged to Charles, was
somelimes rendered too obvious by the exer-
tion of a most untamed and untameable will.
Yet-despite this differenee, perhaps even be-
cause of it the brothers loved each other with
the utmost warmth and devotedness.

‘-4 they grewup to man’s estate, they left
their nativervillage, and while in a neighbour-
ingcity, Wilired pursued the studies of a labo-
rious profession; Charles endeavoured to chain
his free-soul to the-chariot-wheels cf fortune.
But the prison-lifé’of a merchant was itl-suited
10-one who was only happy when he inhaled
the mountain air, or trod the unfettered green-
sward: ~ He becanie disgusted ‘with the details
of: business, and determinted to seek 2 home
upon that element which seems ever the most
fitting field of 'enterprize to a daring and rest-
less spirit; nor did it excite any surprise in the
minds of those who knew him best, when they
Tearned that Charles Thornton had abandon-
ed' the'cotnforty-of his home for theexcitement
ang hardships of a sdilor’s life. But the loss
of his brother's piésence was most severely
felt by -Wilfred. Hitherto, in the close-knit

intercourse-of daily companionship, he had re- |.

led' so-uncorisciousty upon the firmer charac-
ter’oRCharlés, that he had never learned his
ownr weaknesss but he now found himself

suddenly deptived of 2 prop and support which |

)

was absolutely Ty 0 his st -as well
ag - happiness. Dreamy and imaginative, he
had given himsclfup too much to speculatve
faficies; und it required all the practical good
semse of his brotlier to cornterbalance this dis-
position 1o abstraction, which, whileit elevates
a man's character in & moral Point of view,
perhaps tends, more than any other intellectu-
al wndanigence, to limit hisusefulness.

Amy Ellerslic had been a mere child whe;‘

the brothers went out into the world to cary
their own way to fortune; but she was in the
first bloom of beautiful womanhood, whey
Wilfred Thotnten, disheartened and wnhappy,
returned to hisnative village. He had devoted
his days to toil and -his nights-to study, he hed
laboured with all the.energy. of his nature, bu!
had been met by difficulties and disappoin:.
_ments on all sides, while he found himself ow.
stripped in the race of hfe by those who, des
titute both of his talents and integrity, crep
on through by-patks, where he would haw
disdained to tread. The spectres conjured vy
by a morbid imagination, terrified his shrink
ing spirit; be fancied himeelf a mark for th
arTows of misfortune ; and after a few inefle/
tual struggles with the exigencies of life, b
sought his boyhood’s homse as a refuge, or &
least a shelter, where he might repose by
weary soul. He was too mmch beioved ne:
to be warmiy welcomed by the friends of h:
youth, and he met with both sympathy api
kindness from the very men who felt most dis
posed to reprove the weakness that led him &
soon to quit a field which is to-every onet
battle plain, where many a hope must be slait
ere a single victory can be achieved.

But more especially did the melancholy ste
dent find sclace in the society of Amy Ellersh:
Her presence was to his heart as sunshine t
the flower; and he dwelt beneath her smiles
until his soul seemed to grow stronger beneatt
the influence of her consistent and innocent
cheerfulness. A passionate admirer of the
beautiful in the moral as well as the naturl
world, Wilfred found his ideal more than reak
ized in the delicate beauty, the transparent
truthfulness of charceter, and the gentle gey-
ety of heart, which fornled Amy’s great a-
tractions. For him Amy only feli the sams
kind of preference which was shared by some
half a dozen othess.  Sheliked hissociety, snd
found pleasure in the copverse of one whos:
thoughts were ever among the poetical and
lovely things of earth; whilc the remembrancs
of his disappointments, and the sight of his
babitual sadness, iraparted a tenderness 10 het
‘manner which might easily be mistaken by

' him, whose wishes were too often allowed to

cxpand into hopes.

Daily did Wilfred feed his passion with ths
contemplation of her exceeding beauty, and his
character which had been enfeebled by morbid
fancies, scemed to strengthen beneath the -

fluence of 2 trug and pervading affection, even
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as a tender oxotic which has withered in an
aruficial atmosphere, may.be sometimes re-
stored to life and health by an accidental ex-
posure to the natural changes of the seasons.
There was an intentness and concentration in
Lis love that secrued to have changed his vacil-
lating nature, and given him a firmness of pur-
pose to which he was previously a stranger.—
But he was not of those who believe mere
words are necessary to the true interpretation
of the heart. Forgetting that Amy bad grown
vp amid 2ll gentle and kindly iufluences, and
that therefore the usual evidences of regard
were to her so familiar astobe scarcely neticed ;
forgetting that 10 her it was so natural to be
beloved, that though she might perhaps have
noticed the absence of affection in a friend, yet
its presence was to her like the comrmon bles-
siogs of air and light, cssential to her happi-
ness, but enjoyed aimost unconsciously ;—he
fattered himself that Amy perceived and
smiled upon his hopes.

What might have been the effect of Wilfred's
affection, upon the future life of Amy had no
counter influence been exercised, can scarcely
be determined, for ere she had discovered the
naiure of his feelings, the return of Charles
Thornton, after an absence of nearly seven
years, wrought a change in the destiay of the
gentle gitl. Charles had been successful be-
vond his hopes, for his innate energy of mind,
together with the advantages of a good.educa-
tion, bad enabled him to rise rapidly in his
new vocation, and he was now the command-
er of o noble ship. The years which had
shaded with a deeper sadness the countenance
of the desponding Wilfred, and touched with
s0 much womanly gracethe form of the gentle
Amy, had Dot passed over the menly suilor
without leaving some trace of their power.—
The furrow, which t*me so soon chiselson the
brow of the man of decision, was deeply traced
upon his forehead, while the keen glance of
his eagle-cye, the habitual comprcssion of his
finely-moulded lips, and his tali, sirong, firm-
ly-knit figure, all were characteristic of his
true nature. He had found his proper sphere
of action, and amid tie fury of the clements,
he had trod the deck of his frail ship with the
proud step of ons who ruled a power mightier
than hidself. Nothing ennobles a man so
much as the consciousness of mental or phy-
sical force, and when both ars combined,—
vwhen the intellect is powerful to conceive, and
the arm beld to act,—when man can stand
high-hearted and strong-handedin the presence
of mertal peril, well may he bear the impress

aof heroism on his firm brow, and its god-like
light in his unquailiog cye.

Ever since the time of * the gentlelady wed-
ded to the Moor,” the power of the wild and
wonderful over the heart of woman, has been
a subject of reproach to the sex. Yet what
can be more natural than that the delicate and
frail being, whose mere physical weakness
tcaches her the need of some strong arm on
which to lean, should find her imagination
leading captive her affections as she listens to
the tale of * perils past,” and wonders at the
courage which bore the narrator undaunted
through the danger which would have crushed
a feebler spirit? Amy Eilerslie’s life had besn
one of such quiet enjoyment, that the hardy
sailcr's lightly-told stories of wonders seen
and dangers encountered, came to her with
the charm of novelty, and she listened and
looked until, if she did not exactly wish “ that
Heaven had made her such another man,” sho
at least learned that there was within ber
boscm a store of sweeter feslings than had vet
been called forth. To the bold ssilor, the
bright yet delicate beauty of Amy was perfect-
iy bewitching, The playfulness of the merry
girl, and the tenderness of the high-souled wo-
man were 5o beautifully blended in her sweet
character, while her form was so full of ex-
panding grace, and her face so radiant in its
joyous loveliness, that-Charles Thoraton was
at once entrat.ced and enthralled.

It was soon evident to the acute willage gos-
sips that a match wasalready kindled between
Capiaim Thornton and gentle Amy Eilerslie.
There was an evident change. in the light-
hearted girl, and those who missed her merry
ninging laugh, knew that some deeper feshng
had been surred within ber bosom- They who
have ever noticed the difference between the
gleeful voics of one who bears an unawskened
heart, and the richly modulated tones of that
sweet voice when the bosom's chords have
echoed to affection’s touch, wall readily onder-
stand how Amy’s changed emotions-werefirst
disclosed. But lung ere others had discovered
the secret of her heart, it-had been read by
one who found its interpretation 1n his.own
disappointed hopes. Wlfred Thoraton was
one of those sensitive spirits wha.feel the.chill
imparted by the shadow of approaching.sor-
10w, and he was notlongin perceiving whence
came the cloud which was to dsrken his fu-
ture iife. The fine poetic spint of the melan-
choly wisionary might awaken the admiration
of Amy, and his sadness call for her sympa-
thy ; but she had a irue woman’s heart, a:
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could only look up to love. The feeble and
timid nature of him who shrunk from the
blasts of fortune, and sought to hide himself
‘from the conflicts of life, was ill calculated to
excite that reverential feeling which ix so ne-
cessary'to perfect woman’s affection. There
was too much of feminine softness in his char-
geter, and all his fine, intellectusl gifts could
not make amends for 2 want of decision and
manliness which ever commands the respect
of the'weaker sex. Like somerichly wrought
casket, the very delicacy of its workmanship,
while it enhenced its value, has diminished its
"udefulness, and the fine gold, which might
‘haveBtood the Svear of this work-day world,

has been chiseled away, until all strength 18
gone; and there remains ondy the beauty which

“fits it to be the ornament of a beudoir.

What Wilfred' actuelly suffered from this

Idst dissppointment, was never known, but
when it was rumoured that he had determined
10 join a band of herdy travellers, who were
‘sbout setting forth to explore the ruins of an-
tiquity in the grey old world, beyond thetimits
of modern civilization, it was shrewdly con-

‘jéctured that only some powerful motive could

‘have awikened the spirit of adventure-in his
bosom. Charles, without the shightest sus--
Picion of the true impulse which had given nise
‘to this strange purpose, on the part of his bro-

ther, yet warmly advocated it, 8s a means of
giving vigor and stabilify to his character.—

But Amy, whose perceptions had been quick-

ered by her own awakened passions, knew too

well what had banished the heart-sick man

‘from his home; although his lips never breath-

ed the tele of love and sorrow in the ear of her
whom lhie now regarded as the bride of his
brother. Yet she was of too joyous a temper

to understand the full power of a gnef which,

10 & nature like Wilfred's could only end with

life. For her, everything wore the rose-tint

which “first love ever diffuses, and when the

sdd brow of her Lopelessiover no longer gloom-

ed before her, she felt that there wes not a

sinigle shadow in her path of life. Inlessthan

six weeksafter the departure of Wilfred Thorn-

ton, a merry wedding enhivened the village,

and then the glad face of Amy Ellershie was

$een"to-wear the tooubled joy of her who turns

from the pure pleasures of mardenhood, towel-

come the high duties and eamest devouon of
& woman’s lot.

*‘But Amy had now to learn how closely life’s

Brightest happraess is bordered by 1ts sorrow.
Hitherto she had trodden a flower-enamelled

ged plain, where grow the fruits of life, oniy 4
be plucked with toil and care. She was noy
to taste the bitter waters, which ever flow g
near the sweet fountain of earthly aflection)
that the lip which bends to quaff the freshney|
of the one, is sure to imbibe some drops froxij
the distasteful wave of the other. Never hej
Amy looked so lovely as she now appeared i)
the quiet gentleness of her new dutiesand em!
tions. Perhaps no expression i3 so elevaliy
to the human countenance, as that beamin
of heartfelt happiness, which israrely seen, bs|
cause the feeling which inspiresitis so rare)
experienced in our unstable life. “Tt is the lod|
which our first parents might have worn i
their days of innocence, and which sometime;
even i this dark world, radiates from iy
hearts of those who find a second Paradise &
mutual and satisfied affection.

Amy’s first grief rose from the necessity ¢
her husband’s absence. Captain Thornto:
could not resign a career so well sunited to hy
adventurous character, even when temptad by
the joys of home and tenderness. A few brig|
months were given to impassioned happinesy
and then the hardy seilor turned from his gex
tle bride to brave again the perils of the grea
deep. .Amy had never before shed such bitte|
tears as now dimmed her sweet eyes. It wasi
the earliest, and, as she then believed, the mos!
terrible sorrow whick could await her. Sh!
was surprised, nay, almost terrified, at the vie:
lence of her own emotions, for the unbroke
quiet of her happy life had hitherto offered m
opportunity for discerning the intensity of he
ownfeelings. Her gayety had heretofore seem’
ed a proof of her thoughtlessness, even as th
luxuriant growth of the wind-flower, beautiful
as are its blogsoms, disvloses the shallowness
of the soil on which the hand of zéphyr hat
flung the sced. But now she wastolearn tha
the brightest flowers may glow above the deep
caverns where are hid the fiercest volcanit
fires; and that the cheerfulness, which hai
been the product of an untilled heart, might b
supplanted by- those delicate passion-flowers
whose fragrance is so delicious to the senses
but whose fruit is 8o poisonous to the taste.

Immedintely after her marriage, Amy had
taken up her abode with the aged mother of
her husband, and she now devoted herself to
the striet performance of every duty which
could aione while away the dreary hiours of ab-
seace. Mrs, Thornton had arrived ar that
period of life when ¢ the grasshopper ' is a bur
den,” and to smooth the pillow of declinirg

paih, but now sho hau entered the more rug- | age, to bear with the irritability of infirmity,
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d to shed the liglit of a loving nature amid
¢ gathering shadows of life’s coming night,
ere now the not unpleasing tasks of the lone-
wife. She had passed the genial spring in
e sweet dream of happy love, and she knew
ai not until the summer had hlossomed, and
iven place to autumn’s fruits,~-not until the
oar frost of winter had melted beneath the
t gales of the *“soote season,” and the buds
ere again unfolding on the stripped and naked
ees, could she hope to welcome back her
flor to his home. But she had too much
esticity of spirits to yield herselflong to grief.
fier her first wild emotions had been calmed,
¢ resolved to watch over herown weak heart,
nd check those vain repinings which could
sly giv: pain to those who Joved her, without
fleviating her own. ¥er cheerfulness and
opefulness returned at her summons, and
ough yearning in heart for the sight of him
bo had become as light 10 her eyes, and life
o her heart, she left no duty unfulfilled. She
ad none of that sickly sensibility which finds
use for self-satisfaction in the indulgence of
orbid grief, and makesa merit of suffering.—
he felt that her love for her husband wasbest
hown by the close observance of all his wish-
b3; and when she checked the tears which
fowed at the remembrance of his past tender-
ess, she knew she was but acting as he would
flesire.

The fruits of autumn were reaped and gar-
nered, the pleasant fireside had given out its
pomforts during a tedious winter s—and now
e snow Had melted from the hill-tops, and
Ehe buds of spring began to peep out from their

usky coverts. Al the hope and trustfulness

[Amy's nature now revived. For more than

month before the {ime when she could pos-
ibly expect Captain Thornton’s return, she
Elegan to makeevery thing ready for his recep-
ion, and once more her bird-like voice was
heard carofling cheerfal songs, as she went
Labou.z her houschold cares. The bloom re-
urned to her cheek, her sunny locks were re-
‘!eascd from the simple cap which bad confined
‘their Juxuriance, and once more allowed to
fiow in rich curls, as ke best loved to ses them.
Amy was almost a child again in her gleefd
happiness. But as theday of his coming drew
nigh, a restless and impatient yearning took
possession-of her heart. She had besa con-
tent to wait during many a weary month of
absence, but now,—when an hour might bring
him'to her embracs, she was full of unquiet and
troubled¢xpectetion. How often did she tra-

vorsd the road which led to the entrencsof the

village! how often did she arrange and re-ar-
range all the minute appointments of her neat
hosehold, to be in readiness for her toil-worn
mariner! how often did she fancy that the
very beatings of her heart would prevent her
from catching the first echo of his footstepa.

But day after day passed on, but still Cep-
tain Thorntoncamenot. Weeks elapsed with-
out any tidings torelieve this terrible suspense,
and then application was made to the owners
of the ship, but they could afford no informa-
tion: and only added their own apprehensions
to the fears of those who already dreaded ewil
news. Yet Amy’s hopes seemed to grow
stronger, as those of all others died away.~—
Even when months had goneby,—when Cap-
tain Thornton's employer wrote t0-the be-
reaved wife to inform her that all probability
of his return was so entirely lost, that the in-
surance on the missing ship had been prompt-
ly paid,~-when the aged mother wept and *re-
fused to be comforted,” because her son * was
not,”—still Amy held fast her faith m his fu-
ture return. ‘That hopefulness which had been
60 prominent a trait in her character from-
childhood, became, as it seemed, a part of her
heart's creed ; and it was ntierly impossible to
bring home to her mind the futility of her -ex-
pectations.

But in other things, how sadly was she
changed? her delicate form lost its symmetry,
and her face its radiant beauty; thebright tres-
ses which had ever been the pride of her youth,
were pushed carelessly away from her hollow
temples ; and her dress, once su exquisitely
tasteful, was now neglected and disordered.—
She sought no longer to beguile the lag-
ging hours with che pretty feminine tasks that
once occupied her time.  Silent, sad and droop-
ing, she would sit for hours in the porch, orat
the casement which commanded a view of the
village rord. At the sight of 2ny approaching
traveller, she would spring eagerly forward,
watch him earpesily es he wound down the
hill, and then, as she beheld him nearer, would
sink back, and weep in bit*er disappointment.
Perhaps no form of grief could have so utterly
worn out her elastic and hopeful spirit. From
the heavy pressure of some positive and pras-
sent sorrow, her innate cheerfulness might a:
length have rebounded : and in the courss of
time, she might have found compsrative pesica.
But for a weary wasting grief .ke this, there
was no rélief. ¥er very hopes only prolong-
ed her pangd. Any thing would hava been
better than this dreadful suspense. iIad dut
ofte tempest-tossad seamen Tetirned to tell the
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tale of disaster and death, the imagination of
the bereaved wife would not havegoneoutinto
such a fearful waste of vagueness in search of
him she.loved. She would aot believe bim
lost to her fur ever, but she pictured him in
slavery and in destitution,~suffering all the
horrors of want and famine,—the sole denizen
of some desert isle;—or the powerless. captive
of some savage horde~every thing, terrible
suggested.itself 10 her affrighted and bewilder-
ed fancy,~every thing except that which, to
others, seemed most like truth. She could
not—sho dared not think of him as numbered
with the dead. While darkness and myntery
rested on his fate, her love went forth intc the
gloom to seek him, refusing to be turned from
its vain search while faith could fing a ray of
light upon the trackless wildernesa of conjec-
wre.- In vain well-meaning friends sought 10
-win her back to the ordinary duties of life.

“¥ can da nothing ’till I see Charles,” she
would say; “he will come back; Y fnow he
will -come back. Think you that he would
have left me aloneupon eurth without onekind
farewell 2 I tell you if he were not yet heldin
the bonds jof flesh,. he would come. to me in
spirit,-and his voice would answer.my anguish-
-ed-prayers. No, he lives,~—the waves could
not keep him from me, nor the earth hold him
in its embrace until he had borne me tidings of
:hig fato if it were not so.. He lives,and I shall
yet behold him ere I die of this.wearing sor-
yow.which consumes my heart.”
. .Such avere her replies to those who sought

o comfort her, and what could reason oppose-

1o-the wild fancies of & vain affection?
. “T'wo years had now elapsed since the depar-
ture of the hapless Capiain ‘Thornton, and a

fearful change was wrought in'the once bsau-.

tiful end happy wife. Pale, wasied to a mere

-shadow, with nerveless-hand -and trembling.

{frame, her eyes clonded with perpetual weep-
ing, -and--her soft but:bright lacks. dimmed
-by. the fata) dew which the hand of.diseass dis-

tilled nighyy-upon her brow, she borelittlere- |

-semblance 10-thegleeful creature of-other days.
Nag was ghe Jess changed in-mind-thapinper-
som, for-a- wild and almost fisrcepetulancs had
taken-the place of her former gentleness, while

thes,;least,pppgsigign to her wayward- will ren--

dered ber-almost frantic, - It wasevident,even
ta,thoss.who loved her.best, that life.had no-
2hing.now:to vffer her whose heart had been
crashed beneath- the wejght of its first- grief,
wnd. while they wept overher early doom, they
gould-not-swish-1a ayartit. '

It was;the evening-of.a-day in epring, when

the budding foliage and the soft breezes
awakened anew the vivid reminiscences of}
who s€ll hoped against bope. Amy had b
unusually restless and uniuiet, and the mo;,
mania which had so long possessed her, see
-ed to be darkening over every faculty of t§@
minil. Seated in her accustomed place bes
the casement, with her feeble frame suppor:
by pillows, she bad been keeping her vz
wetch for him whom she was never agun |
behold, unul her. wearied and excited ner:
found 2 short repose in one of those sudi
and brief snatches of slumber which were n:g
her only means of rest. She had slept by
few moments, when a heavy step startled Y
from her repose. Starting forward, wit
bewildered brain, and wild giance, she beheg
standing in the doorway, with the golden I
of the seiting sun falling around him Lk
glorious gavment,—the image of her long
lwsband. A shriek of maniac joy burst fr
her pale lips. #Heis come! He is come
'she cried,.and the next instant she was Iyg
senseless in the.bosom of Wilfred Thornte:
Hardship, privation, and it may be, a s§
of self-reliance, had given to the face of
melancholy student all that it had Jacked
perfect its wonderful resemblance to the fi
countenance of his brother ; and now, ihe vey
mother that bore them, might have doubd
which of the two stood in life before Ler.
Alas! it mattered jitile to the widowed bed
‘which-had been so long wasting beneath if
pain of “ hope deferred.” The shock of s
den joy had finished the work which grief i4
gan, and: ere the shades of night had clox
around the cottage, Amy breathed her iif
sigh on the bosom which had in vain sou
to banish the image of her who bad been
worshipped. She died in the joyful faith 1
she had fouad her long absent husband, 2§
her latest accents breathed tenderness ag
love.ia the ear of him who would have g
his life but to restore her to life and happined
The sea kept well jtg secret. INo tidim
-ever came from its depths, to reveal the fate
- Captain Thornton; and while the form of ©
-gentle Amy moulders beneath the greenswy]
4nher native village, the bones of the gall
sailor ave bleaching in the coral caves of U
ocean.
Wilfred Thornton had returned from his
journ o foreign-climes, a wiser and a bel
-man, but he was not proof against this sud
shock which awaited him. He turned forev
from the world, and burying himse}f in s: 4
sior, sought to cherish rather than subdus &

4
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of. Ho still livesa lonely, melancholy man,
ose hair 1s whitened by care no less than
e, and who, during years of utter hopeless-
has indeed found that—

“Sympathy is half our life,
And fancy makes the rest.”

@@ -
HEALING AT SUNSET.
“At even, when the sun did set, they brought
o Him all that were diseased.—St. Mark,
{and 32d.

£A’s summer day went-down,—
Whea lo! from vale and plaiy,—
ound the Heavenly Healer throng'd,
4 sick and sorrowing train.

te pallid brow,—the hectic cheek ;
The cripple bent with; care,—

od he, whose soul dark demons lash’d
To foarning rage, was there.

e rised his hand,~—the lome man leap’d,—
The blind forgot-his woe,—

ind with a startling rapturs gaz’d

On Naturc's glorious show.

Cn from his bed of maisery rose,

The paralytic pale,—

pnd the loath’d leper dar’d once more
His fellow-man to hail.

fark,—ou the arm of pitying love,

! The lunatic reclin’'d— -

While unaccustom’d words of praise,
Relieved his struggling mind.

The mother, to her idiot-boy,
‘The name of Jesus tanght,—

Who thus, with sudden touch had fird
The chaos of his thoygm,

For i that sad, imploring trais,
He heal’d ere evening felt,—

And speechless joy:that night was born,
In many 2 lowly cell.

Ere evening fell!~Oh! ye who find
The chills of age descend,—

And with the lustre of your locks,
The almond-blossoms blend.

Yet have nat o’er an exring life,
With deep repentance:grievid—

But left tho safety of the soul
Unstudied,—unachievd.

Before the hope!ess shadcs of mg‘:t,
Distil their baleful dew,

Hastet—yeed the Heayenly Hegler's call,
Whose mercy wails for you.

Lines on the Following Inocident.

Maxy years ago two children, daughters of
a person residing in this Province, were lost
in \he woods. What their fate had been noane
knew ; no trace of them could be found, until
at length, after a loug period of time, one of
them was discovered among some Indians
by whom they had been taken, and with whom
this one had remained since their disappear-
ance. With some difficulty she was brought
to meet her only remaining parent. The tide
of time swept back from the mother's mind—
and she hastened to meet the child of her me-
mory ; but, alas! the change. Her spirit
shrunk at the wild form. before her, and well
it might, for there remained no love or sym-
pathy for her in the bosom. of the lost-one.--
She longed to be again with the Indians; in
vain they besought her (o remain : the thraldom
of their ways weairksome to the dweller of the
forest, and after several fruitless efforts to de-
tain her, she escaped from them. Onpe thing
alone should cheer them at this second be-
reavement—she is a member of a chiistian
church, and although the day-star of truth
may shine but dimly over the Indian!s soul,
yst where there is litils given, little shall be
required, and if sl hald faithul on. their path,
they yet will meet in another and more bles-
sed world.

At early morn a mother stood,
Her hands were raised to heaven,
Aad she praig’d Almmhiy God
For the blessmgs he had given.
But far too deep were they
Encircled in her heart—
Too deep for human weal,
For earth and love must part;
She looked with hope too brxght
On the forms that by her bent,
And loyed by far too fondly
Those treasures God had sent.
They bound her to the ‘earth
With love’s own golden chan,
How were its bnoht links severed'
By the spitit’s wxldest pam ;
She parted the rich tresses,
And Kissed each sunny brow,
And where, ob, hnppy tother,
Was one 80 hlest as thou ?
The summer sun was shining,
Al cloudless o' er the lea !

Ang forth her chddren ‘bounded
In childhood’s & summer r glee.
They strayed | among the ﬁov. ers

That grew in béauty thore,
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They twined them into gariands,
Aund wreathed them in their hair.
They danced along the woody bnke,
All fringed with sunny green,
‘Whare like a silver gerpent
The river ran between.
Their glad young voices rose,
As they thought of flower or bird,
And they sang the joyous fancies
That in cach spirit stirred ;
#QOh! sister, see that humming bird,
Saw ye ever sught so fair,
With wings of ~~1d and ruby—
He sparkles through the air.
Let ug'follow where he flies,
Over yonder hazel dell,
Teor oh, it must be beautiful
‘Where such a thing can dweil.
‘Yet to e it seevheth still
That his est must be on high ;
Methinks his plumes are bathed
In the even’s crimson sky.”’
“ Nay, sister, let us sty
‘Whére those water lilies floaf,
So spotless and so pure,
Like a fairy’s pearly boot ;
Listea to the melody
That éometh soft and low;
As through the twining tendrils
The water glides below 5
Perchance 'twas in a spot like this,
And by a stream as mild,
Where the Jewish mother Taid
Her gentle Hebrew child.”
Then rested they beneath the trees,
And through the leafy shade,
With ever changing radiance
The brokcn sanlight played,
And spoke in 'words whose simple tritk
Revealed. the guileless soul,
*Till softly o’er their senses
A quiet slumber stole.
Lo! now a form comes glancing
Along the waters blue,
And moored among the lilies,
Lay an Indian’s dark canoe ;
Thedays of ancient feud were gono~—
The axe was buried deep,
And stilled the red man’s warfare
In unawaking sleep.
‘Why =stands he thus so silently
‘Where those fair children lie;
And say, what means the flashing
Of the Indian's cagle cye ?
He thinks him.of his lonely spouse,
Within her forest glade;
Around her silent dwelling

No children ever played—
No voice arose to greet him
When he at eve would come;
But sadness ever hovered
Around his dreary home.
“QOh! with those lovely rose-buds
Were my lone hearth-stone blest,
My richest food should cheer them—
My softest furs should fext;
Their kindred drive us onward
Where the setting sunbeams shine,
They claim onr father’s heritage,
Why may not these be mine %"
He raised the sleeping children,
Oh! sad and dreary day,
And o'er the dencing waters
He bore them far away.
He wiled their heart’s fond feelings
With words and actions kind,
And soon the past went fading
All dream-like from’ their mind.
Oh'! brightly sped the beaming $un’
Along his glorious way,
And feathery clouds of golden light
Around his partiog lay ;
In beauty came the holy stars,
All gleaming in the blue,
1t seemed as o'er the lovely eartlr
A blessed calm they threw—
But 4 sound of grie. arose
On the dewy evening arr,
1t bore the bitter anguish-
Of a mortal’s wild despair.
A wail like that which sounded
Throughout Judea’s land—
When Herod’s haughty minions
Obeyed his dark command ¢’
The mourning mother wept
Because her babes were noft,
Their forms were gorie forever”
From each familiar spot;
Oh! had they sought the river,:
And sunk beneath its wave,
Or had the dark recesses’
Of the forest been their grave ?
The same deep tinge of sorrow
Each surmise ever bore,
Her gems from her wzre taken,
©f their fate she knew no more.
Long years of withering woe wenton,
Each sadly as the last,
To others ears the theme becams
A legend of the past;
But she, oh! bright she kept
Their mamory cnshrmcd
With all a mother's fordncss,
And fadeless truth éntwined.
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Ard many. a hope sho cherighed,
Tn soxrow's gloom had burst,
But still her spirjt xnew
No grieviug like the first.
Along her faded forehead
The hand of time had crossed,
And every furrow told
Her mourning for the lost.
With such deep love within her;
What words the tiuth could give,
Howe'er she heard the tidings,
Thy children yet they hive;
But one alone was near,
And with rushing feelings wild—
The aged mother flew
To meet once more her child.
A moment past away—
The lost one slowly came;
And sfood before her then
A tall and dark browed dame.
Far from her swarthy forehead
Her raven hait wis rolled,
She speleeto those around her—
Her words were stern and cold :—
“Why seek ye here io bind me?
1 would again be free,
They say ye are my kindred—
But what is that (0 me ?
My spring of youth was pass'd
With the people of the wild,
And slumbéer in the greenwood
My kusband and my child.
"T'is troe I oft have seen ye
In the hours of silent night,
But many a vision comes
From the'dreamer’s land of light.
If ¢'er Pve becn among ye,
Save in the wardering. thought,
The w1emory his pass'd away—
Ye long have been forgot.”
And were not these hard words
To that fond rhother’s heart,
Who through such years of agony
Iad kept her loving part?
Her wildest wish was granted,
Her fondest hope was heard,
Yet it but served to show her
How deeply she had erred.
The mysteries of God's high will
May not be understood,
And mortals may not vainly ask
To them what scemeth good ;
With spirit wrung to carth,
In grief she bowed her head—
“Oh1 better far than meet thus,
To mourn thee with the deagd."”
But ﬁ;inkl';o he who comforted

The widowed one of Nain—
Who bade the lonely Hagar
With hope revive again ;—
Think ye that mother’s trusting love
Should bleed without a balm?
No, o'er the troubled. spirit
There came a blessed calmi.
Amid the savage relics
. Around her daughter fling—
Upon her naked bosom
A cruciflx there hung;
And though the simple Ivdian
False tenets might enthrall,
Yet it was the blessed symbol
Of him who died for all.
Ang the mother’s heart rejoicéd;
For the prontise seemed to say—~
She shall be thine in heaven—
When the world has passed away.
Though now ye meet as..strangers,
Vet there ye shall be one,
And live.in love forever,
When time and earth are gone.

Loag Creek, 1843. EMny B~—w-
ATy I
RANDOM THOUGHTS,
No. HE.

(From The MontrEIdferary Garland.)

I navE just finished Thomas Gatlyle's last
book; entitled, “ Past and Present,” and it has
so filled my mind, that I must try 16 give my
impreséions of it. My admiration of thisbook
is disidterested, for I am not of those who
make Caslyle the god of theit idolatry ; ‘yet, "I
trust, I am not insensible to the merits of so
orginal a thinker,.and so profound a eritic. I
have read all his productions=many of them

.with unmingled delight—and none-of them,

without appreciation f his extraordinary pow-
ers. To make aliosion only to a few :~His
biographyof Schiiler ; his comments on the
life and writings of Richter; his analysis of
Goethe, are so fratight themselves with inven-
tive gentua, as to be-cragtions rather than cori-
ticisms, such as almost place the writer on a
level with the great authors whom he reviews.
With these I need hardly specify his most.pa-
thetic and eloquent Essay on Burns—a genuine
and manly estimate of a most genvine and
most manly poet. A pasition of Carlyle’'sown
is, that to judge truly of favlts, you must have
entered fully 1nto the excellence of your anthor,
and this position he has acbly himself exem-
plified 1n his estimate of big-hearted Burns; the
bard that “walked the mountain side in glory
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and in joy.” But Carlyle has pcculnarmes of (hat sick :md struggling country. ‘There E
which no admiration can rendar oleasing to | a prophet-like depth in its tone of compian§
me. If some will call me conventional fur {and a prophet-like energy ir its indignant o

such repugnance, I cannot helput. Soitism
me, and I only sheww my improvement by Car-
1yle's lessons, by honestexpression. It scems
to me that Carlyle deifies sheer force, and that
he s inolcrant, not merely to pretension, but
to weakness. s views of man often appear
1o me exceedingly himited, and soalso hisleas
of good and ewl. With most eloguent eulogies
on genuineness, he does not much respect in-
dwidual independenca. The genuineness that
he approvesis one which makesimpression by
some strong pecubarity ; one which can main-
tan its right by power. Other than this he
does not praise; nay, on humble men, who do
the best they can in common ways, he pours
out most scalding sarcasm, and most bitter
ridicule. . Carlyle would have the lower minds
not merely subjects, but worshippers, and
heroes should be their gods. To this worsh.p
I never can bend : 1 admire great souls, but I
will not forsake my own—in my wdoraton I
would fain aspire directly to the Creator of
great souls. From a great meny ponts n
Carlyle’s phifosophy, I sincerely dissent—but,
within limits, desire to bo a learner from Car-
Iyle's teaching, That he is 3 man of a wigor- i
ous and carnest mind, I believe; that he is a
nan of a trangmt and catbolic one, I doubt.—
H.s iz1et style is not 10 be prmsed; enough, f
¢ be borne : aad notbing.can more evince the
valoe wluch 3s set on Carlylc's thoughts than
the endurance of his style. Itisnot English,
and I know not what clse it is  His terms,
singly, tobe sure, areAnglo-Saxon; butio what 1
diolect huis scotences belong let philosophers
determne.  But sull, let .no one turn away
from bis odd and grotesque cxpression: Iet no
ang oxn.ibis.acconnt cast asde a bopk of Car-
lyles, or he will throw awsay 2 husk which
contans.a, very.precious kernal. 1 have mas-
tered ns vocabulary, and find a wisdom in his
words which. wonid repsy twenty umes the
Iabour. These excoplions aremadein perfect-
1y cordnl temper 3 and: row I will proceed to
il yon alt I can 1 = short spaco abost the
work Lharcalready mentioned.  Asa hterary
composiog, ithes Carlyie’spowerand hisde-
—foctsy. bt its sym s direcily procties), and ats
tong is ympressrvely serious.
It is.divided wmto four books. The first 1s
> Itisamctare of Eng-

i nunciation : withal, it has modulations of sw e

ness and pity.

Buuk tke second, isdesignated, “ The Ancef8
Monk.” Itresuscitatesa fragment of the r.: 3
dle ages, with that picturesque vitality in wL-§§
Carlyle has no cqual and no rival. This bofg
is founded on an old MS., sometime since ify
covered in England by the * Camden Sociei§8
contaning a ernoir of one Samson, abbe.
the Monastery of Si. Edmundsbury in :§
twelfth century. Edmund was a genugd
Saxon Eanglishman, who, beloved by bis p-4
ple, and murdered by the Danes, becameasa
Three centurics after his death, his shrine =
hung with nches, and a monestery ecus
undcr his patronage, with one of the broad§
c¢states in the nation.  Carlyle, in an elogedy
caatacter of St Edmund, draws a beantiful g
ture of a2 good landlord. A certain indut
abbot, Hugo, not averse to Prayer, but v
much ta work, gets the estate of the comrf
mty into a sod embsyrassment; but hap
Abbot Hugo took into his head to make a
gnimmge to Canterbury—and, more happ:
Abbot Hugo dicd on the way. A certain st
souled monk, Samson, a man after Carly)
own heart, is elected abbot ; and, fortunau
a certain munate observer, Jocelin, wrotd
chromicle. This Jocelin isalso beloved of
i¥le, and, in his endearment he calls him B
zy—thatisin a smell way—for a Boswdj
very gracious in the eyes of Carlyle, !
there is 2 Dr. Johnsonr behind him.  AY
Samson sets to work like @ man; refor
with radical energy—clears thehoaseof dio
—clears the cstates of debts, and cleors
vicinity of Jews.  Abbot Samson has many
occupations: he is governor, steward, jul
pricst, and legislator : but Abbot Samsod
cqual tothsmall. Abbot Samson has trou)
with his monks, which he subdzes bv 2 4
and gentle coarage ; and that couregs docs,
blench cven in contest with she &aun'
Caur de Lion. The abbot had 2 wi
ward, whom the king would marry other:
than the abbot deemed <o ba for hier g
The king, by letter, roquests that Abbot S
son will ;mive her as he directs.  Abbot &
son replies, with dezp humility, that<Tie :

ready given. Now leuzers from. Richar:
SevereT tenorT, wers answered withanew b

eatnled the * Proam.’
hish society in its present ominous condition,
and 3s1ho deepast voice of sdviceand wating,

liues, with gfts and entreaties; with no
mise of obedience.  Richard’s ire is kin

which has coms forth from the geoaning heart | messengers srnive at St. Ediondsbury,
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mphatic messages to obey or tremble. Abbet
amson, wisely silent as tothe king’s thireats,
gkes answer: ‘“The king may send, if he
ill, and seize the ward : force and power, he
as to do his pleasure, and abolish the whole
bey : I never can be bent to wish this that
a seeks, nor shall it by me be ever done; for
here is danger lest such things be madea pre-
2dent of, to the prejudice of my successors.—
Jideat Allessemus. Let the Most high look
2 it. Whatsoever things shall befall. I shal!
2tieutly enduare. Richard sworetornadooaths,
korse than onr army in Flanders, to be re-
Enged on that proud priest. But, in the end,

s discovered that the priest wasright, and for-
ve him, and even loved him.” The chron-
bio breaks off abroptly, and Carlyle closes the
ook with a fine chapter on the rise and pro-
ess of art and literature.
El‘hen comes Book the thifd, on “ The Modern
orker.”” In this we have the philosophy of
bodern England—and the philosophy is as
fand as the subject. This is somewhat dif-
nt from Jack-a-dandy Lester’s, and his
tled pop and: small beer declamations on
e “Glory and the Shame of Eugla. d.”"—
tlyle does not conceal the shame of the age,
t denounces it with a thunder voice; its
eism—its mammonism—its dileftantisin—
pratensions—its quackeries—its cante—its
nt of high and noble soul—its s¢lfishness—
vain and idle aristocracies—its devouring
onopolies—its naked and stdrving toilsmen—
pleasure-sceking and plezsure-loving lords.
¢ topics here simply indicated are rong ont
Carlyle's hage diction, as if on the booming
St. Pal'sgreatbell. Buthegives theglery
well as the shame.  He notes the force of
linciple and of purpose that liesin the silent
§oths of English character, and the evidence
lcaves in the world—notin speceh, by deeds
not in theories, but things.  *The English
b says, “area dumb people. They can do
cat acts, but not desaiibo them. Like the
H Romans, aud some few others, their epic
written on the earth’s surface: England her
rk ! It i3 complained that they have no
iists ; ono Shakspeare, indeed ; but for Ra-
azl, only a8 Rsyaolds; for Mozatt, nothing
ta Mr. Bishop : nota picture, not 2 song.
vou they did produce ono Shakepeare.--
asider how the clement of Sheakspearean
dy docs lio imprisomed an their nature;
eod to wnfold itself in more cotton mills,
“iS1ational government, and such tike; 3l
9 Mg intercsting when it does booome vis-

ceedsindoing!” * + & »
Again: “ Of all nations in the world at present,
we English are the stupidest in speech znd
wisest in action.  As geod ar a dumb nation,
I say, who cannot speak, and have never yat
spoken—spite of the Shakspeares and Miltons,
who shew the possibilities that are. O Mr.
Bull, I look into that sutly face of thine with
a mixture of pity and laughter, yet also with
wonder and veneration. Thou complanest
not, my ilustrious frickd, and yet I believe ths
hieart of thee is full of sorrow, of anspoken sad-
ness, seriousness—profound melancholy, (as
some have said,) the basis of thy being. Ua-
consciously, for thou speakest of nothing, tins
great universe is great to thee. Not by leviiy
of floating, but by sinbborn foree of swim-
ming, shait thou mske thy woy. Ths fates
sing of thee that thon shalt many times be
thought an ass and o dull ox, and shalt, with
a godlike indifference, believe ie. My fnend,
and it is all untrue; nothing falser in point of
fact? Thou art of those great ones, whose
'greatness the small passers-by do not discarn.
Thy very stupidity is wiser than their wizdom.
A grand vis inertiae is in thee; how many
grand qualities unknown to smell men.  Na-
wreslone knows thee—acknowledges the bulic
and strength of thee: tby cpic, vnsong in
words, is writien in huge cheracters on the
face of this planet—sex mpdes, cotton tfades,
rail-ways, ficets and cities, Indian empires,
Americas, New Hollands—legible throughont
the golar system.”

Carlyle enlarges, with soul-stirring exulta-
tion, on the glory of Iabour, on the blessedness
of work. * Blessed,” he says, *ishe who hips
tound bis work ; let hitm ask no other blessad-
ness.  He has & work, a life-purpose; ho bas
found it, and w3l follow it.” And hero is a
grand pictore of what work can do: “And
ugein, hast thou valued patience, courage, per-
severance, openncsss to light, readiness to own
thyself mistaken, to do better the next time?
All these, all virtoes—in wrestling with the
dim brule powers of Fact, in ordenng of the
fellows in such wresile, there, ané elsewhero
not at all, thou wikk continuslly learn. Se:
down & brave Siv Christopher in the middle of
black ruined stoncheaps—of foolish, unarchi-
tectural bishops—red-tape officials—idle Neli-
Gwin Defenders of theFaith—and see whether
he will ever raise & St. Paul's Cathiedral ont of
all that, sea or no! Rough, rude contradic-
tors, arc all things and persons, from matin-
ous masong, and Irish hodmen, up 1o idle

% A8 &on i soch anexpeeted shapes 1t sne-

Nell-Gwa Dofenders, o blustoring red-tape
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officinls—foolish, unarchitectaral bishopa. All
these things and persons are there, not for
Sir Christopher’s sake and his ecathedrals;
they are there for their own seke mainly !—
Christopher will have to conquer and constrain
all these—if he be able. Afl thess are against
him. Equitable Nature hersalf, who carries
on her mathenatics and architectories, not on
the face of her, but deep in the hidden heart of
her. Nature herselfis but pastially for him;
will be whally against him, if he constrains
her not! His very money, whereis it to coms
from! The pious munificence of England lies
far-scattered, distant, unable (o speak, and say,
I am here’—must be spoken to, before it can
speak. PBions munificence, end all help, 1s so
silent, invisible, like the gods: impediments,
contradictions manifold are so loud and near:
O, brave Sir Christopher, trust thon in those,
notwithstanding, and front all these; under-
stand all these, by valiant paticoce, noble ef-
fort, insight, by man's sirength, vangmsh and
compel all these—-snd, on the whole, strike
down victoriously she last topsione of that
Panl’s edifice; thy monument for centuries;
the gtamp * Great Man’ impressed very legibly
on Portland-stone there!”

The afflictive evils that cry in England for
Temedy are again and agein seferred to 1 all
the chapters of this jmpressive section of the
work, and werning repeated upon warmng fo
apply the remedy, and 1o apply it directly.

The nature of the remedy in the author's
mind is more clearly indicated 1n the fourth
and fast book, which he names the ** Horo-
scope.”?  Rirst, the Corn Laws must go.—
That is now not & conjecture, but o certainty ;
not a prophecy, but a fact. Sopposing the
Qorn Laws abolished, and the nation ensered
on a course of prosperity, that possibility might
continue for wwenly years. At the close of
that period, if nothing else bedonein themean
time, the miseries which now oppress the met-
lions, would be found agmm with aggraveted |
maolignity. Toavert this terrible result, what
must be done, that the future, not only besafe,
but progreseive? The whole prople must be
cducated. That is the radical amehioration,
the basis of every other improvement.  Sys-
tcmatic emigiaiton Tust be establishrd.  Tais
wi'? relieve the labor-market at home, and ex-
wnd the consuming-market sbroad. Labor
neods in some way 2 better organization, awd

the results of labor, & more cquitable distribu. ; complex nature of English society, well™

The wisest must rule; industry must hay,
digrity ; the relations of life must have mo;
elements of performance ; both the landeday
the gifted must recognize the sncrednessq}
their trusts and be faithful to them. They
things being accomplished, England will i
renovated for 2 newrace of glory ; if neglecte
England’s days are numbered. Bat the &
thor is full of hope; he belieyes that the mon|
strength of England will come resistlessly y
the task, and that his country will ¥indicy
her mightin this hour of fierce trial. Havingy
earnest hopein himself, breathes it into othex
and 13 thus lyric-like strain he closes the worg|
** Unstained by wasieful deformities, by was
tears and hearts’ blood of men, or any defz
ment of the pit, noble, fruitful labour, grow:
ever nobler, will come forth,—~the grand
muracle of man; whereby man had risen fi
the low places of this earth, very literally in:
divine heavens. Ploughers, Spinners, Buill
ers, Prophets, Poets, Kings, Brindleys
Gosthes, Odins and Arkrights, all martyrs
noble men, and geds are of caz grand hos;
immeasurable, marching ever forward
the beginning of the svorld. The enornf;a
all-conquering, flame-crowned host; not
every soidier in1t; sacred and alone noble~
Let him who 18 not of 1t lude hims2lf ; let hy
trouble for himself. Stars at every buty
cannot make hum noble; sheaves of Baj
garkers, nor bushels of Georges ; norany o
contnivance, hut -menfylly enlisting in it,
lantly teking placeand stepinit. O Heaw
st he not bethink lumself 2 he 100 is g0 ne
edin the Host! it were so biessed, thrice bly
sed, for mself, aad for ns all! In hope
the last Parindge and some Duke of Weims
among our Enghsh Dukes, e will be pat:g
yes awhile.

* The future hides in it

Good hap and sorrow ;

We press sl thorow,

Naught that abides in it

Daunting us.—Oaward.'#

The scveral topics of this work, in nam{
seom very distinel end separate from e
other, but 1n spirit they have a vital connectd
with each other, and form 2 complele unity?
the whole. No peried in the life>f a nation?
wdependent, no period stands by itsclf &
=ione; every period reprodsees hisxo:'y-—:’
is modiied by infiucaces which history ca®®
onward. Thus, to understand the prs™]

tion. And withel, higher senuments mnst | ttace how many cicmeats haove ented 0

govern cvery class of socicty—not the Ttilita- |

sian—but one of more faith, and more idsaluy. !

us formation—and how these elemets B
baen combined and developed in the PTO
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events. Not the least important elements
the constitution of English civilization—as
Europesn civilization generally-—were the
dal and the ecclesiastical. The Baron and
e Monk for some centuries gave thelaw, and
ared dominion. Their persons may have
ppeared from our modera forms, but the
irit of the Past never entirely dies; nor is
Ea( of Baron and of Monk extinct even in an
e of cotton mills. To understand, therefore,
een an age of cotton mills, in a country where
b2 Baron and the Monk had lived, we must
texclude them from our consideration, or
we shell have but an imperfect estimate.
barlyle, therefore, with that sagaciousinsight,
phich distinguishes his genius, passes in re-
hew before us, The Auncient Monk, to prepare
s jor The Modern Worker. The civilization
[chivalry and church had not departed even
jrternally from England, before the civilization
fmanufactures and commerce had attained
o mean degree of power. Now, that arms
lre sinking beneath Zools, and the breviary be-
ind the Ledger-Book, thereis yet the result
Ma socinl condition in which heterogeneous
rinciples have been at wozk, that have never
oslesced with the disorder and disease, which
ire the inevitable consequences of such a state.
Bat the crisis is come; and now the problem
5 10 get through it--10 avoid a fatsl termina-
Bon and to start anew with increased and re-
lovered health. The difficulty is, to reconcile
hterests without destroying them : to lose no-
ing which may be a meansof truc elevation;;
lo harmonise all the social elements into unity
lnd strength. Two points, howsver, press
kith dirc necessity, and whetever else be
lhought of 1-. lnter speculation, these must be
wended to instanter. ¥Firs:, the people must
befod ; secondly, they must be taught; and
bese things can brook no delay. Much may
bs done, if men will think serionsly; much
leay be dore by carncst parpose; by friendly
tombination, by honest compromisc; and
lhere is one hope in a tendency whichis grow-
g either from increase of principle, or the
iPlsgare of the times ; and that is, men inchne
11855 | faction and more 1o truth——and hope
the clogg «ll pass snd desve all feruiity be-
| bnd ther.. g4 if England is reser again to
be mertie, Is hor a1 leas: be prosperous.
P E-

sz:vnxc}: IS 8yqivocal term, and may as
well mean right 0piaingg taken upon trust, and
deeply rooted in the mug, as falss and =bsurd
opmons so denrved.

Tue oo Bacueror.—Aye, the old Bachelor.
Everybody laughs at the old bachelor, but
everybedy admires the gay young bachelor—
fond mothers, with blooming daughters—poar-
dians, anxio"s to make a good * spec” for their
watd~—uncles, who protect the orphan maid
and leave their property to her—widows, gay,
lively, beantifu} widows; even the widows love
the society of the young bachelor! and why
should they not? the young bachelor is an
agreeable, smiling, happy, independent fellow !
He is all attention to the widow as well as the
maid—he has no children to divest his atten-
tion—no family cares—const quently no family
troubles! He sometimes plays an innocent
game of cards, drinks a glass of refieshing
sherry, and smokes a ¢igar, bat he is welcome
at all the evening parties, because he is always
so lively and so agrecable among the ladies,
while Mr. Cross-man, with a dozen children,
drinks claret in a corner, and sayspothing bot
* yes—marm® and * no—marm,” during the
whole evening! Thereis none of the poetry
of conversation in hissoul—noneof the golden
hues of friendship beaming from his counten-
ance—none of the real agreeablencss of the
bachelor in any thing that he says or does.—
The bachelor, on the contrary, is the lion of
the soiree—the ladies never refuse 1o open the
piano, if he merely hints his wishes. They
never hesitate to sing the latest song—they
never refuse 1o walk with the bachelor—they
pever reject kis profiered arm in 2 walk—pa-
rents fiatter him—widows sigh fer him, and
maids Iopc him. He mzkes himself as agres-
sble 1o four-score s o sixteen—ihe aiways
adspts his conversation to the person whom
he addresses. He cafh pay 2 compliment to
the foriner by whispering & single word, and
answer the latter by a breath and a motion—
hishand on his heart and hiscyescast towards
the wall, is the very quintessenceof Jong-rea-
sured words—and thus the bachelor glides de-
lightfally through life, and when heisold~:bat
the bachelor is never old— nejther is the maid,
their vivacity, cspris, Temains fresh Jorever—
and their namo is a treasered family word—it
is spoken with Tespect and remembered with
foclings of the strongost Tegard 2ad love.

B = 1
TANITT AND PRIDE.

VaxiTy is ono thing—prideis another. Ws
caonot hase oo hitle of the one, or 100 much
of the other, promded oniy it be besed on a pro-
pes foondation, znd exhibited on propes ocsa-
K0N5.



233

THE AMARANTE.

A TALE OF WATERLOO.

Tue sun’s last limb had4¢ouched the western
horizon—his parting beams, for a while, beau-
ufied the varied, aud splendidly magnificent
jandscape around Belgium’s crowded capital,
snd the sullen gloom of evening's twilight
hovered around. The starry orvs resumed
their mystic dance in the hesvens. The full
moon beamed forth her beart-cheering rays
with unwontea splendcur on a world seeming-
{y asleep beneath her placid influence. All
nature seemed hushed into @ caim and sullen
repose, which nought seemed willing to break,
or capable of breaking: When lo! on the
evening breeze, slow, but clear, therearoue the
sound of revelry, which wazed clearer and
londer over zll parts of the town of Brussels.
1t was the revel preceding that far-famed bat-
tle, which terminated in Europe's liberly, and
Bonsparte's inal overthrow. The brave sons
of Britamn, and her sister isles, had rawsed the
redoubtable flag of their “Island Homie,” to
indicate their proximity to the towr of Brus-
sels, where they lay encamped, commanded in
person by-Erin’s brave son, the Duke of Wel-
lington. Pleasant hours sped uncoasciously
away amid frolic and mirth, while *soft egés
looked love to eyes that spoke again, and all
wen! mesry as a marriage hell." Among the
group which .crvowded the boli-room, were
two who seemed to take very litile notice of
the- gay scene that was passing around them.
One of these was a woinan seemingly past the

-prime of hfe, on whose clear forehead, and
bianched cheeks, there seemed to hang evident
traces of recent sorrow und anxiety: The
other was the bzau ideai of 3 Briush soldier,
who, like his fair companion, seemed to ragard
-the merry scenearaund iim withindifference,if
7ot contempt.  Mr. G——; and Misz-Ne—,
whom we shall, for brevity's -sake, 1ake the
liberty to desrgnate by ther christian-naines,
James sud Afary, sat whiling away the 1edious
boars which .seemed hika 5o many minutes to
Alary on that cventfol evemng.

~*Indend Miss N>—" said Sames, in reply
‘to s fair-companion, * T think asyondo, that
this wrar will be fatel 10 many, "who, on this
evenng, carry a lLight heart; but as to the
manaer in which it will terminate, there can-
not be the possibility of a'doubt. Bonaparte
hzs long roled thesc-countries with despotism
and-tyTanny< thé ttme seems to lave arrived
when thocheia with which he has-bound Eu-
TOPo 18 16 be brokén ssirider—thio allicd powers
have amted under a bravo general; the strength

and dower of IZurope, who are.resolved 1
their countrvmen shall no longer be harass
their country’s peace disturbed; and ¢
churches secrilegiously robbed and plunde
by their daring enemy.”

“T hope indeed,” said Mary, * that this ¢
be the last war that will for a great numbe
years shake unhappy Europe, which has by
the scene of viclence and blood too long
ready : but when death’s releatless hand Y
snatched away to the cold grave those wh
we have once Yoved, oar affections and ear
things become cruslly severed; we be
careless of our own lives, and not unnatuf
long for the grave to cover us also, and ¢
pondering on our own sorrows, we learn
forget the miseries which a relentless woe
taifs on multitudes of our fellow creatures.”

“Those," sighed James, * whom we o
foved and adored, may be snstched away by
band as rathless, and a heart as hardened
those of death.”

“Poo true, the bonds of affectionate b
may be broken, cruelly broken, and torn asy
der, by the words and actions of hard-hearts
‘yetloving pavents.”

“ It ig indeed the case with many, and I
ons; since this is the case I welcome thisv
in the toils and turmoils of which I gladty buf
myself, i the desperate hope that ere log
sorae weil directed ball may set my spinit §
in which case I would heil it as the harbing
of peace.”

‘The sound of heavy cannon vibrating on ;
ambient air, suddenly alarmed the mhabtax
of the town, Nearer, clearey, deadlier, thy
-alarming notes break in once more.  All v
confusion and dismay. Blushing cheeks y
fonger retsined their roseate hue. The rod
had vanishcd—the Ly usurped s place:
Pears gushing from the henit's hidden forg
tain, quivering lips, and tremblings of distry
showed but too plainly the intensity of thy
feelings which that awful sound had awakensg
Soddenly farewells were exchenged—the bs
aof the drum araused the soldier to tus wulitsf
duty, while distant cannon continued {0 7§
forth those ominous and alarming 7
which fisst stardled the gay mulutude )

Time rolled on apace. The even8 500 ‘@
the 15th day of June potred fortoP 3 8MITR
world his enlivening and gert® TVS THE
battle of Waterloo had been 0Ught—the Frg
peror had fied~the chaip #ith witich he heg
so'long ensteved Eqrop, Was Tiven asonder-3
had fell to the groups—and Euyops was frea

Mother carth wescovered * thick withothey
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. which her own clay was destined too
oo, olas! fo cever. The battle-field was
fewed with the dead and the dying. No-
oz was heard on any side save misery and
“Jhe,increased by the rapid flight of frightened
Bises set loose over the field by the death of
qir masters. Those of whom there was a
Wssibility of recovery, were conveyed to Brus-
e to be attended by surgeons, provided for
Wepurpose. Among tne many whe had been
Raiched from the brink of the grave, our for-
1 acquaintance, James G-——, was one.—
Rr 2 long while his recovery seemed very
B:biful, but by the vigilant exertions, and
il of his attending surgeon, he recovered as
kit as conld be expected, from his depressed
Bndition.

<

hen returning sensibility began to dawn upon
sbewildered mind, and to warn him of his
Jesent sivoation, was his fair companion of
e niglit previous to the eventful catastrophe,
hick had so nearly terminated his earthly
preer.  His wonder may be hetter conceived
an describéd. How could this woman, to
fhom he was a perfect stranger, except the
kquzintance formed by 2 few hours in a ball-
om, in which they had by mere accident been
hrown intes cach other’s company, tske such
hinterest iz his welfare as to induce her to
main by his bed-side, to watch his recovery
om @ dangerous illness? This must, he
fought, be the house in which she resided,
hd the compassion for suffering humanity in-
firentin woman, must have induced her to
hter his Toom, to enquire after his health.
Whilec theso things were revolving in the
ind of the invalid, without being able te brmg
em to g satisfactory conclusion, it is meces-
[y that the reader shoald be mrade acquainted
ith the Teason of this woman’s strange con-
Buct. Her native home was merry England.
Her father had been a vich merchant, in whose
j5es worth, ta¥ent, and integrity, were found
nting, When poised in the scales with world-
[ wealth, and High sounding titles. It was
$herefore with alarm that he Beheld his only
hcghter, & young womin of tighteen, fix her,
#fections on'a young soldicr; whose handsome
Seatutes; ‘geateel carringe, and modest exierior,
%24 paired the love of therich voung hedrcss.
Kremerchant at first expostulated, then threat-
Fred, and at tast when he saw that remon-
Rirances and 'threats were both alixe in vain,
nd that ‘the obedience which his confiding
Baughter had ever implicitly yiclded to him,
kas now likely to be transierved o the god

P The first person whom his eyes encountered, |

cupid, he determined to put a stop to these vile
proceedings, by leaving his native country and
removing to thecontinent. Thewealthy mer-
chant now took up his abode in the town in
which we first found his bereaved daughter,
who, when our story commenced, lamented
the double privation of a true-hearted lover,
and a hard-hearsed father ; the latter of whem
being 2 very xich man, and havisg no person
to whom to Jeave his vast riches, except one
daughter, who had greatly offended him by
defeating the expectation he had formed of
being one day related to some mighty person,
was resolved thatin none of the “good things”
of this life he would be found lacking, com-
merced, contrary to his wont, 2 sumptuous
manner of living; and as generally heppens in
similar cases, was hastened to his long home
by the gout, leaving his daughter the sole pos-
sessor of his riches, and what was of much
more conseguence (0 ore¢, at least, if nat two;
the disposal of her own hand. Her father had
been dead but a few weeks at the time when
she was first introduced to the reader. She
had resolved to remove, as soon as possible, to
her own country, and search out the object of
her carly affections.  Her lover wasa soldier—
her companion on the night of the ball was &
soldier, who had himself said that he was aa
example in which the claims of true ard affec-
tionate love were rendered nugatory by the
hard-heartedness of a pavent. A thonght
struck her—she almost started from her seat,
and her checks became deadly pale. Her
companion, however, did not observe her, for
the sound of the afarming drum called him tor
his duty, and recalled hLer to a sense of her
doubly bercaved situation, for the thought of
this man being the soldier who had long ago
and in another Jand, commanded her dearest
affections, having entered her mind, she fomd
it impossible to expel it therefrom. This was
therefore the reason of her baving sought the
chamber of the invalid, and naving watched
over him doring his illness with the tenderness
of a mother over her datling child, or the care
of a miser over his treasure, while ever and
anon a chill shudder crept over hier frame, and
a thrifl of korror over her mind, at the thoughls
of being deccived.

There was an awful pause when he opened
his eyes, and both bacamsaware of cach others
presence.  The oppasite feclings of hope and
fear passing alternately through Aer mund,
‘while sstonishment at what he saw, and a

sense of kis disconsolate situation passed as
rapidly through Als.
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“You narrowly escaped the grave,” she
commenced, * to which many a brave man has
been consigned; “you will soon be-able to
leave this for your own fair country, when
friends will greet you, perhaps a lover's arms
be opened to receive the object of her deurest
affections ; while—">

“ A friend or relativ/,” said he “ will never
welcome bome the weary wanderer. The tall
aud seared grass waves to many & Llast, over
the spot where their eerthly remains are de-
posited. A lover's arms will never be extend-
ed to receive me, for a lover I have none, al-
though I once had, and one for whom I could
have freely resigned life. I know that our
love was reciprocal—for my sake she endured
her father's hot displeasure—she was forced to
feave m&-—fner native land—peace—content-
ment—and enjoyment, to follow the.fortunes
of her father in a foreign land. I know not to
what part of the globe she has gone, nor did
she at rhe time. 1 am afraid she is no more,
or she would surely have made me acquainted
with the place of her residence.”

% Hard-heorted father, thus to drag her
away; why was he so averse to your being
uaited 2’

 Alas! I was but a poar soldier, while she
was the only daughter of a rich merchant.”

She drew from her bosom the portrait of a
youog and be:mnful woman, and presenting it
1o 'the invalid, a.ked him with avoice trembling
with emotion, ifit bere any resemblance to her
iwhose loss he lamented. He took it from her
trembling hand—gazed on it o moment—and
pressed it to his lips in exstacy—

“it wos heri image i the days of our bliss:
how it has been prcscrved I know not ;—give
it to me and ¥ will keep it about my person to
my aymg day. I will, have the image, but
alas! T will never behold the blessed reality.”

“Look on the rcahly now,” soid she, “al-
though Y am indeed but an image of the past.
Time changes all ﬂnngs except our undying
love;” and the two Jovers were immediately
claspc& in each others arms.” X need say no
more. His wounds were coon healed~—their
marrisge was celebrated—and thoy removed
to their own conntry where they livedin peace
and happiness for many a year.

July, 1843. F. G.
—+888«--

THE MIND.

Our mind may or may not be ongaged with
our own consent, but our affcctions are nover
engaged without it.

Tuz Ruins.or Awciest Eever—Therugl
are strowed in chaotic confusion over a sani
plain broken into shapeless mounds. N
naked Arab children, no squnlhing bedlar;
disturb your meditations. A few camels, ab
10 journey over the desert, may be repos:j
peacefully in the area of the great quadrangg
An Arab boy may be seen stretched on
sund in the ruined sanctuary, sleeping aw)
the noontide beats, his meek-eyed ass standy
by, as motionless as the statues near him.
The mournful cooings of unseen doves
alone heard in the halls that once resoun:
with Egyptian revelry ; owls have establi|
themselves in the obscuriues of the pondery
architraves ; and, as they sit mute and motug
less, one mistakes them for hieroglyphic §
ures : should they chance to move, the antm
sculpture seems suddenly endowed with 1
Y ou may seat yourself on s fallen column, a:§
looking up to one of the great pylons, mag
an ancient procession defiling through its pg
tal, the singers and the minstrels, the puell
csses waving aloft their sistra, the streamg
banners, the clang of trumpe!s, and the aci
mations of the Theban multitude; then
your eye glance over the silent ruins arou
you, and no eloquence could so impressivy
teach the trite lesson of the transitoriness
worldly grandeur.”” And thus of the stup
dous statues on the plans of Thebes, on why
lips the sounds which Strabo tells us that]
heard are at last for ever silent. No morn
that comes out of heaven can affect the Ma
non more. Elevated on bases or low p
tals, they rise about fifty-threc feet above
surface of the ground, which, having beeng
dually elevated by the annual deposit from
Nile, is now several feet aboveits ancient levy
Seen from the Western, or, Necropols, B
at sunset, their effectis very remarkable.
eye can clearly define their forms as ait!
figures, and they risc isolated. m the mudst{
the plain-like rocks in the expause of ocean
Compantons for thirty-three centpnes, wi
revolutions of rebmon and empire have th
witnessed ! The ¢ bleating gods' of Eg
swepl away before the conquenng cross, §
religion of Sesus, first obscured and 2dulteray
then almost extmgmahed before the armies
Omar: Grecks, Romans, Saraceng, Tarks
lowing 20d expelling each other, the nati
the docile slaves of all!  Moses mny have ¥
held these statuss, and still they survive,
lonely monarchs of tho encient plain.—
then's work on the Arts, Anliquitics, and CH

nology of Ancient Egipt.
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THE SPECTRAL HAND.

«You are no believer in vulgar ghosts; nor

im I, but I do belicve most firmly that we are
wer surrounded by ministering spirits, invisi-
le to human eyes, but not unfelt by human
hearts.”’
The speaker was a pale, thin old man, with
face singularly attenuated, and of ashy pale-
ess, while his small, jet-black cyes, rolled
pasmodically beneath his shaggy hroses, asif
noved by some galvanic power. Thase eyes
kere certainly a most remarkable feature.—
Phey seemed, a* times, to biaze out, and again
b become dim, like the fitful tamp of the fire-
y; and the grey haze which accasionally
rept over them, was like the glassiness which
cath imparts.  No one knoew any thing about
im. He had accidentally become our travel-
ng companion, and, as wec gathered round
he fire, in the solitary parlor which the way-
ide inn afforded, he joined himself to our little
Toup, so silently as scarcely 1o be observed.
or host had endeavoured to entertain us, du-
ng supper, by the details of a horrid murder,
htely perpetrated in the ncighbourhood, and
2d garnished the tale with some incidents of
supernatural character. This led to a dis-
ission among us, respecting ghostly revela-
ons, and, while some of our party related
alf humourous, half hérrifying stories of su-
Frnatural visitations, others vehemently de-
aimed against the indulgence of any such per-
icious creeds. It was the violent tirade of
ne, who looked upon superstition as ranking
ong the seven deadly sins, which called
rth from the strange old man the remnrk al-
1y quoted. Our pions friend immediately
plied by a most elaborate argument, to which
e stranger listencd with evident indifference
nd impatience.

“Your reasoning is most conclusive,”” said
e, with a faint smile, “and I doubt not that
shculd entirely agree with you, if focts, which
Jave come within my own knowledac, were
ot morc convincing than all the fine spun
heories in the world.”

“Have yon ever seem 2 ghost1” was the
atural question.
“No,” was his reply, “but I have both seen

d heard enough to convince me of the cx-
tence of ministering spirits.”’

Alittle persuasion soon induced the old man
give us the resuits of his experiance, and as
e drew our chairs more closely around the
re, he thus began:

“I believe that we arc alt sentinto the world

b

to perform some defimte nussion. 'The mo-
ment an infant breathes the vital air, his min-
istry of good or evil is begun, and according
s he performs his allotted duues, or fads 1
their fulfilment, will be his future measure of
reward. I speak not now of deeds only, there
are things known only to man and his Meker,
which yet form an essential part of that wm-
istry, tiough the world knows nothing of
them. But there may be those who have gone
on humbly secking to fulfil thur rmission of
duty, until Dzath has stilled the beatng heart,
and palsied the ready hand. There may be
those whose ministry 18 needed after the spir-
it has escaped from the decaying body; and
whose in¥isible agency comnpletes the unfin-
ished courseof duty. Such, I believe,are they
who are sometimes allowed 1o revisit the
¢ glimpses of the moon.’

“ Look into the scroll where memory has
for years been inscribing her speaking pictures
of the past, and tell me if you find not there
the record of some mysterious impulse, swhich
seemed almost Jike folly when you yielded to
its power, but which now appears to vou hke
a special interposition of Providence. Can you
not recall some well-devised scheme of world-
ly advancement, from which, by some strange
instinct, yonrecoiled at the very moment when
success seemed sure, and which, if then pur-
sued, in despite of this secret warning, you
now sce would have led tocertan ruin? Do
you not remeraber evil thoughts which would
have ripened into wicked deeds, Liad it not been
for some silent but powerful agency, which you
could neither comprehend nor rwsist. Are
there not acts of kindness and vatue which
have been performed by you almost unwiling-
ly, and as if under the power of some fascina-
ting spell? He who can remernber things
like these,—and who among as cannot 7—~has
felt the invisible ministry of angels. Some-
times, though rarely, this ministiry is pernut-
ted to become visible; butitis only when the
silent influences, which fall upon the spinit,
like dew withia the flower, aie not sufficient
for its renovation. The tale I am about to re-
late, is directly in point:

& Sir Walter Lisburne, of Drayton, hag wed-
ded rather late in life, but nothing could ex-
ceed the domestic felicity which he enjoyed
with his young and beautiful wife. The Lady
Lucy was as good and gentle as she was love-
iy. Her very presence seemed to diffuse an
atmosphere of happiness around, and her swect
face shed a light as genial to the soul as is
spring sunshine to the carth. Her picture,
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which still adoyns the old gallery at Drayton,
represents her in the first bloom of maiden-
hood, and it needs littleknowledge of physiog-
nomy to decide that such a creature could bear
none other than a poble and gentle heart.—
The portrait of Sir Walter, which hangs beside
her's, is equally characteristic. Eminently
handsome, with the form and bearing of a hero
of the olden time, yet his features bear witness
to the vacillation of mind, the infirmity of pur-
pose, and the weak credulity of temper which
were 80 conspicuous on the actual man. Pos-
sessing the most affectionate feelings, and re-
lying most implicitly on those whom he loved,
hig want of decision placed him entirely under
the wafluencs of others. It was only while his
heart was fixed on the good and the pure, that
he could depend on his own corrcctness of
thought and action. Lady Lucy revered her
husband, as all good wives should, and her hu-
mility prevented her from discovering his en-
tire subjection to her guidance. It was only
by suggestive hints that she ever attempted to
direct his judgment, and when once the idea
was placed before him, Sir Walter well knew
how to develope it in such a manner as to es-
tablish for himself something of a claim to
originality. His large fortune enabled him to
gratify all her elegant tastes, as wellas all her
schemes of benevolence ; and while he went
heart and hand with her in her plans, no one
would have suspected that his facile temper
made him simply the reflex of the object near-
est to him.

But such happiness as wag enjoyed by this
noble pair, never can endure. Earth would
claim too many Heavenward thoughts, if the
household fire ever burned thus brightly, and
when disunion comes not to dim its light,
Death stands ready soon to quench the flame.
Just when her prospects were brightest, the
Lady Lucy was called to leave all that she
most dearly loved. A sharp and sudden ill-
ness fell upon her; the powers of her strong
mind were broken, and after a few days of in-
tense suffering, she sunk into a torpor, which
gradually deepened into death. Not one lucid
moment had been afforded her, to utter a fond
farewell to her beloved husband, or to impress
omne parling prayer on the teader heart of her
only child. While reason remained true, her
duties had been well performed, but she died
with the mother's mission yet unfulfilled.

The grief of Sir Walter was like that of all
weak-minded and passionate-hearted man.—
He wept, and raved, and forbade all prepara-
tions for the funeral, and tatked of self-mur-

der, and, in short, acted like a mad-man. §
was necessary to place him under positive re-
straint, in order to prevent some fatal act of
rashness, until time should have alleviated hy,
wild sorrow. He shut himself within an apar:..
ment hung with black, and from which every|
ray oflight wasexcluded. From this chambg
he never emerged, except at midnight, whe:J
he paid a nightly visit to the tomb of his te
loved wife. Flis servants, his friends, evenhs,
son,—the image of his sainted Lucy—all wez
denied access to him. He had taken a solemy
vow that while the hatchment which told
Death’s victory still remained affixed to Dray|
ton, he would not appear beneath the blesss
sunshine. And he kept his word, as all su
people keep rash vows; he forgot not the Iz}
ter, though he dispensed with its fulfilment
spirit.

In his son, who had then scarcely attaind
his twelfth year; were siogularly blended
characteristics of both parents. He possess
the gentle temper of his mother, and the facig
indecision of his father,—the relying tende
ness, which, when properly directed, is so
ficient a means in the formation of youthfy
character, together with a lightness and buoy:
ancy of disposition which rendered it extremy
ly difficult to moke any permanent impressiq
upon his feelings. ¥e wasone who wouldrd
quire ‘line upon line, and precept upon pry
cept’ His true and really noble characts
lay hidden like the statue concealed in
shapeless mass of marble. It is only by t
repeated strokes of the chisel and the toilson
study of the artist, that itisatlength evolss
in itg perfect beauty. Yet Sir Walter, yieldiy
himself up to selfish and morbid grief for
dead, forgot his duties to the living ; and (§
boy was left to the tender mercies of the i
vants and retainers, who found their own i
terest in pampering the incipient passions
the young heir. The resalt of such society, §
a period of life swhen the mind is most imprd
sible, may be ecasily foreseen. ]

Adjoining upon Drayton, and, indeed, divid
from it only by abrooklet, which a cbild mig
overleap, lay the rich domain then in poss
sion of the Lady Elizabeth F——. This v§
man was singularly gifted both in mind 3
persen, and bad the gentler virtues and gra )
been alse bestowed on her, she would hef
been one of the loveliest of her sex. She ¥
exceedingly beautiful, with aface almost 3o}
ish in its dark, rich, colouring, and features
the most perfect symmetry. Her form %
supetd, and the idea of queenly maguifice
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\nvoluntarily associated itself with her noble
besuty and stately presence. She had been
sedded, in youth, to a man, atleast, thrice her
ge, snd who was as destitnte of all loveable
qualities as of personal attractions. Infirm in
tmaod and 1n body, his auerulousness had been
khe torment of all around him ; but especially
wes his mean and tyrannical spirit exercised
Mowards his wife. Her beauty was hidden in
fte strictest seclusion by his selfish jealousy,
der fine mental powers were wasted in vain
juempts to soothe or divert the peevish in-
iaid,—her love of magnificence was entirely
fiarted by lus sordid parsimony,—and, in
Rhort, every thing which could lighten the
Reght of so wearisome an existence, was
mcily formdden her. Even her flower-gar-
§en, the last shelter of her hunted spirit, had
oo ploughed up, and sown with turnip-seéd,
hecause the wretched old man fancied that it
Bocupied some portion of her interest and her
Eme.  And yet hie loved his wife,—~he had
%:crificed schemes of ambition to blind passion,
$hen he made her the partner of his nemeand
hnk,—but his love was like the vile affection
th which a miser gloats over his golden
ote. He was proud to feel that she was his
pen,—that all this wealth of beauty and bril-
ency was buried from the world for his sole
auficatton. He found pleasure in adorning
Rr with priceless gems, and decking her with
k! the splendors of Oniental taste, for his eye
one. While his parsimony scarcely allowed
to keep his noble mansion in habitable
fder, and while his jealousy forbads the in-
fusion of a single guest within his walls, he
t exacted from his lady the daily compli-
ent of a full-dress dinner, and a superb even-
|7 toilette for only himself to gaze upon.

kThe proud and lofty woman was but as a
ppet in the hands of her master. He ruled
t as if by some magic spell, and scandal
Quispered that the tshsman might be fuuad in
§¢ record of the lady’s early life. It was said
jat Lord F—— had found his bride in e sta-
bn which she wished not to remember; and
at the secret o1 his absolute power over her,
B hid within a locked and sealed coffer,
ich ever stood within his chamber, aand
$hich was said to contmn the tawdry and tin-
Bied trappings of a female rope-dancer.—
Whethor the tale were true, or only the sur-
Rsc of envy and malice, certain it is, that no-
foc but the strong bond of self-interest could
Wve subjected Lady Elizabeth’s lofty spirit to
#ch an intolerable weight of tundage. She

felt herself enslaved beyond all present rve-
demption, but she anticipated the moment
when Death should enfranchise her ; and year
after year passed away, while she waited in
silent and patient hopefulress for the freedom
which only the King of Terrors could bestow.

But Lady F—— ad purposes, deep and de-
termined, which were only tobeaccomphshed
by the most adroit self-concealment. Her
husband’s estates were large and unentailed,
and she had Jong since resolved that wealth,
with all its powers and its pleasures, should
reward her years of servitude. Toaccomphsh
this, required the most consummate art, for
Lord F——— was suspicious of every one, just
in proportion as he ceased to deserve respect.
It was necessary for her to feign the most de-
voted affection for a person whom disease had
rendered positively disgusting,—to pretend the
utmost deference to the dictates of a mind
which in every thing, save its power of wilj,
was almost imbecile,—and, in short, to bend
all the energies of her being to the task of ca-
jolement and dceeptior..

Alas! etas! for those who possess an un-
tameable apirit enshrined in a frail and en-
slaved body! Alas! for those who must work
out their own willin secrecy and silence! who,
having no weapons of strength, must use the
craft and cunning which nature ever bestows
on the weaker animals,—who must exercise
masculine energies only by the aid of femin-
ine devices. Alas! for such’ when the princi-
ples of virtue sre wanting, and the woman’s
heart becomes the demon’s haunt !

Al that the Lady Elizabeth mightoncehave
possessed of gentleness and goodness, all ths
wowanly charities of her nature, had been long
since crushed beneath the chains which she
had found so “heavy, though they cienked
not.”” Ambition was now her only passion.
For this she lived, and for this she suffered.—
“I bide my time,” was her device, and never
once did she relax her powers of fascination,
unti the grave closed over the tyrant and the
deceived. During her husband’s last iliness,
she was his faithful and unwearied nurse.—
She well knew that the will, which made her
sole heiress to his vast possessions, had been
long since made, and she felt that her thral-
dom was now drawing to a close. But she
was yet to learn that thersis 2 tyranny which
seeks to make itself felt, even from the nar-
row limits of the grave. Almost with his dy-
ing breath, Lord F—— summoned her to his
bedside, and dictated a solemn oath that bound

#d s0ld herself for wealth and station. Shel hor to a lifsof widowhood. With (reedom just
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m view, and the fetters of slavery still. heavy
vpon her, the proud woman feit little disposi-
tion to think of a second marrisge. But she
spurned the idea of a subjection, which should
outlast the stroke of death; and a refusal to
vtter so false a vow was upon her lips, when
the expiring husband, with the last effort of
iropotent malice, drew from beneath his pillow
the long hoarded will, and exhibited, appended
16 it a codicily which made the forfeiture of the
whole estate the penalty of a second marriage.
Calnly, and coldly, Lady F— uttered the
prescribed oath—but—no eye save her’s, wit-
nessed his dying agonies, and when the will
wags drawn from its concealment, with all the
fovins of law, no condition was f9und annexed
10 the bequest which made.the widow sole
heiress of the rich domsin. The portentous
coditil had disappeared.

And what, you will ask, has the gtory of
the Lady Elizabeth to do with Sir Walter Lis-
burne? Be not impatient, but let an old man
tell his story in his own way. One little year
after the burial of the gentle Lady Lucy, Sir
Walter emerged from his chamberof darkness.
His first care was to arder the removal of the
funeral hatchments from his gates; and his
next to direct that all things-shonld be prepa-
red for his eecond nuptials with the Lady Bli-
zabeth F——. It was a most mysterious af-
fair, for he had never been seen to cross the
threshhold of her abode, though she had been
for some years free and unfettered. Indeed,it
was universally believed, that, save his night-
Jy visits to his lady’s tomb, he had never left
his gloomy apartrzent. Bat, ke thatasit may,
he came out frora his seclusion the betrothed
of the haunghty widow. She had found so-
<clety less kindly in its reception of her than
she.anticipated.- Her position was somewhat
ambiguous, and her very superiority o most
of her sex in personal charms, gave new vigi-
Jance to envy. Who was Lady F—7 was
repeatedly asked. But the world could not,
and the lady would not answer. She felt the
insecurity of her situation, and with her, now,
10 will was to do. Perbaps 100, the noblo per-
san of Sir Walter, for he was still distinguish-
ed for manly beauty, might not have been
without its effect upon the proud and luxurious
woinati. With her usual artifice, she manared
to throtw herself in the way of the sorowing
husbarid, and, ere long, his unprofitable visits
to the cold stoae, which covered the remains
of his dead wife, became only an ecasy mecans
of concealment for his much more agreeable
communings with warm atd breathin s beauty.

As a matter of worldly prudence, Sir Wa!lal
could scarcely have made a more advantag,
ous match ; for it united two contiguous estatg|
mto one of princely splendor ; while the layy,
as the wife of a man svho could trace back by
family to the time of the Norman Conquey
assumed a rank which no nne cared to dispuy)

“There is no tyrant so despotic as a dises|
thralled slave’’—1s 8 maxim proved to its fi
lest extent in oriental hfe, and the truth
which may be tested in the personal expe
ence of every one of us. Lady Elizabeth
discovered the weaknesses of her husbang;
character, and they were exactly such as su
ed best with her views. Without sacrific
any thing of her dignity, or her graceful
sumption of gentleness, she was able to r
even to her heart's content : while Sir Wali
glad to be released from the irksome duty

If-guidance, was both proud and huppy:
his choice. Matters went on well enous
until Lady Elizabeth became a mother.
birth of her son awakened in her new emotiof
and had -such an event gecurred in eariier |
before she was so completely indurated
ambition, it might have wrought a radi
change in her character. Now, however,
only served to bring out in stronger relief
evil nature.

Sir Walter's eldest son—the-young ‘Wal
wag now in his fifieenth year, when this ny
claimant to family honors appeared. Si
his mother’s death, the boy had been sad
neglected, and had sought his friends chie
among the tenantry and domestics of his
ther’s household. His tutor wasa man of;
stracted and absent turn of mind, whose ¢
plicity of character rendered him an object
ridicule, rather than respect s and the
ward boy, who had his occasional fits of st
and his frequent moods of idleness, was m:
_ingenious in mystifying the kind old man
With fine capacitics, 2 most affectionate te
per, but 2 most reckless will, young Wal
Lisburne seemed destined to add znother
the long list of profligate heirs. Yet, a ki
hand might easily have rescued him from
mire of self-indulgence, and womanly gen
ness, to which he was cver most suscepti
might even then have allured him to the
of virtue.

The Lady Elizabeth had other schemesh
ever. S Walter’s cstates were not ental
and she had resolved, while her child was
in his cradle, that tho rich lands-of Dray!
should beunited with thc domains of F

to form the princely heritage of the son wh
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khaolmost worshipped. Among the retainers
b{ Sir Walter, were several who were devoted
oher interests. To them were-given such di-
ections as were likely to work out her ends.
Erheincipient vices of the youthful Walter were
Wostered by every possible means; his virtues
izere sneered at and mocked ; his capacity for
fofty attainments ridiculed ; while his profi-
E-ency, in all that marks the high-blooded pro-
ficate, were lauded with the most fulsome
attery. Temptations of the most seducing
B:ind were placed in his way; and moro espe-
Biolly was he enticed by that most debasing
pnd insidions of all vices—the love of strong
frink. Every opportunity was taken for in-
ulging him in this propensity,—he wasled on,
Riop by step, and -whenever he was found to
be completely under the influence of the de-
grading taste, rioting with his boon compan-
Jons, his father was sure tobebroughtby some
Ringular chance, to the scenc of his son’s folly.
Pir Wealter’s heart was gradually alienated
om his child, and he was thus by degrees
epared to enter into the schemes which his
vife had long since maiured.

§ 1 am now coming to that part of my story,
Which will perbaps cause you to doubt its
kruth, or else to look on mo as a weak vision-
Bry; and yet it is true as are the deiails I have
hist given you.

J Sir Walier, now advancing in life, and com-
letely under the influence of his haughty wife,
who, when she broke her vow with the dead,
buld hardly be expected to keep faith with
e living,) was persuaded to make a will,
vhich should give to his second son, Godfrey,
be broad lands of Drayton, leaving to his
ldest child only a small patrimony which he
ould justly claim in right of the Lady Lucy,
is mother. The papers were drawn up by a
kwyer, who was at that time much occupied
Lthe assizes, and I, then a youth of
wenty, the son of Sir Walter’s steward, was
mployed to engross the document. The af-
Eir was kept very secret, and was to be done

expeditiously as possible, because Sir Wal-
T was confined to his bed by aseriousillness,
khich it was feared would terminate fatally.
was accordingly placed in Sir Walter's study,
small room adjoining his library, on the one
de and his sleeping apartment on the other.
n order to prevent intrusion, I kept both doors
ccurely locked, by the ditections of Lady
Ehzabeth. ¥ had been writing until very late
p the night,—the house was perfectly still,
fud 1 could distinctiy hear the ticking of the
ight-watchun the sick man'schamber.  Ihad

copied all the tedious and minute details which
the law requires in such important papers, and
after enumerating the various portions of pro-
perty, I was just in the act of writing ¥ God-
frey’ as sole heir, when suddenly the light was
obscured, and a shadow as of a hand held .be-
JSore the taper, fell upon the parchment before
me. I looked up hastily, but the lights on the
table burned clear and bright; and I almost
smiled at my own vain fancy, as I dipped my
pen in the ink and again bent my head over
my task. But scarcely bad I touched the pa-
per, when the same sudden gloomn appeared,
and the shadow of a hand was distinetly pro-
jected upon the document before me.  Again
I locked up, with a beating he@rt, while the
cold sweat started upon my brow in heavy
bead-drops, but the candles burned with un-
clouded brilliancy. Summoning all my cour-
age to my aid, and ashamed of being frighten-
ed at a mere shadow, I attempied a third time
to write the name of Godfrey. At this mo-
ment the gloom again fell around my pen,—
the shadow again lay dark and distinct npon
my paper, and as I looked up, I saw held be-
fore the taper, ¢ hand—a woman’s hand fair
and delicate, with almond-shaped nails, and
long taper fingers, between which the light
shone, with a half transparent roscate hue, It
was no vision of a heated fancy: I saw, with
my bodily eyes, that veined and snow-white
hand. I shall never forget its pure, pale wax-
en tint. While X gazed spell-bound, it slowly
melted from my sight, and a halo, such as one
may see gather around a candle, if held in a
meist, close atmosphere, formed aronnd ibo
lights as that shadow vanished.

Flinging down my pen,l burstinto theroom
where lay Sir Walter Lisburne. Lady Eliza-
beth, wearied with watchfulness, had retired
to seek repose, and no one was beside the sick
man, save an old family friend, whosz integri-
ty was as undoubted as his heart was warm.
Breathless with " emotion, but firm and un-
shaken in my belief, I told my story. Theef
fect produced upon Sir Walter was terrific.—
Whatafterwards occurred respecting it, I Know
not, but that unjust will was never completed.
1 kept my own sccret, and never revealed the
story of my mysterious visitant, until a cir-
cumstance which occurred at a later period,
induced me to narrate it to the heir of Drayton.

Sir Walter Lisburne never recovered from
the illness of which I have just spoken. And
the young Walter, about a year after his fa-
ther’s death, attained his majority. His kind-

ness-of hear: had induced him slways to treat



246

THE AMARANTE.

e

his step-mother with respect, while his young
brother had shared his affections; and accord-
ingly, they were first among theinvited guests,
who were expected to honor Drayton with
their presence, during the rejoicings. Lady
Elizabeth had retired to her own estates, im-
mediately after the death of her husbund, and
seemed to have quite forgotten her disappoint-
mer*, if one might judge by the alacrity with
which she obeyed the young baronet’s sum-
mons. The heir was free-handed even to a
fault, and the festivities were upon a scale of
unbounded magnificence and liberality. More
especially, was the evening banquet remark-
able for its tas ful elegance. Lady Elizabeth,
still stately 8nd beautiful, though time had
touched her brow with his tracery, presidedin
all the pride of dowager dignity. Her son, a
wild and light-headed boy, sat near her, while
pre-eminent in swestness of deportment, noble
bearing and beauty of person, notwithstanding
the bectic flush with which his early excess
had stained his cheek, shone the young Sir
Walter.

It was late in the evening, when Lady Eliza-
beth rose to leave the banquet. Pausing one
instant ere she withdrew, she raised to herlips
the golder goblet in which shehad been served
with wine, and, uttering a grateful gratulation
t6 the heir of Drayton, drained the cup. Seiz-
ing his capacious glass, Sir Walter held it over
his shoulder to be filled, az ho rose and courte-
ously reciprocated the lady's compliment. I
was seated in the gallery which overlooked the
banquet, and I remarked that it was one of
Lady Elizabeth’s foreign servants who filled
the glass for my young lord. Scarcely had
the wine risen to the brim of the drinking ves-
sel, when it suddenly mantled as if mingled
with some eftbrvescing drug, and the glass
was shivered into fragments. It wasa venice
glass of great prics, and I shuddered as I re-
memberad the peculiar value which n former
times had been set upon thaf'substance, whose
purity could not bear the touch of poison. But
a8 the wild thought passed through my brain,
Sir Walter grasped a silver beaker which stood
near, and called for wine. The same dark-
browed servant stood behind him, and the cup
was filled to the brim. Sir Walter raised it,
but, ere it touched his lips, a spell seemed 10
have fallea upon him. He held the cup sus-
pended, while his ¢, ze was fixed fearfully upon
vacancy. At length, asif overcome by some
frightful vision, he dashed the goblet violently
to the ground, and rushed from the apariment.

The wine was poisoned. The dog which

had lain at his master’s feet and lapped it asq
ran glong the floor, died the next morning. )
was drugged with a slow but deadly poison.

Years afterwards, when I was admitted 4
the confidence of Sir Walter, (who, by a I
of virtue afterwards amply atoned for the e
rors of his youth,) I heard from his own lip|
the tale of that strange visitation. Often 3
his hours of revelry, ere the last intoxicatingl
cup was quaffed, ¢ hand—a woman's handj
soft and delicate, would be laid on his with
strong and gentle clasp,—holding back th
draught from hishotlip. Sometimes the dewy
fingers touched his brow and cooled the fever
ed brain, ’till reason could assert her sway.-
The effect had ever been salutary, yet exqui
itely panful to the youth. It had stayed th
irpetuous fury of mad passion, and by ds
grees the touch of that Invisible hand had wo
him from hisevil ways. He felt himselfwatcl
ed over by some unseen spirit, and as soon
he fully believed and yiclded himself to t
gentle intimation of guardianship, the tempty
tions that assailed him lost their baleful powey
On the evening when he sought to pledge hg
step-mother in the poisoned draught, thif
shadowy hand had grasped his with a barning
clasp, that made his blood boil in the shrink
ing veins. He felt the scorching of the fley
beneath the touch of those slender fingers, an}
3 he told the tale, he bared the wrist, and §
beheld the impression of three fingers, bracs
ed asif by a hot iron into the living flesh.§
Until his dying day, Sir Walter bore that st
of a spirit’s mission.

“To whom do you suppose that specinf
hand belonged 1" asked one of the company.§

“Did I not say that the Lady Lucy du§
without pouring forth the strong earthly lowg
which was hoarded within her breast? SHY
had come back to earth in spirit,—she hef
come to check the impulses of evilin the bosed
of her child,—to rescuc him from the poveng
which would have driven his proud spirit §
madness,—and finally, to save him from
deadly malice of her, who, for the guerdon
his wealth, would have sent him to an earlff
grave, with all his sins yet heavy on his he:§
It wag the mother’s hand, and it fulfilled &8
mother's mission.” i

Nore.—In Aubrey’s collection of Herme!
Philosophy, (a very curious old book, notwiiy
standing D'Israeli’'s contemptuous opinion §
it,) may be seen the originsl narration of 1§
wonderful incident on which the foregning t:8
is founded.
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Sammer Excursi from X
A Visit to Tintern Abbey.

BY AN AMERICAN LADY.

Tae time appointed for cur long promised
hsit to our friends at Bristo! had wrrived, and
ge once more seated ourselves in the train of
ne Great Western Railroad. Again we com-
rented upon the comfort, beauty and solidity
¢ the English railtway. Every thing is done
r posterity. The deep cuttings are lined
ith neat masonry, or sodded and bordered
ith flowers—the station houses are of stone,
pretty gothic form—while conductors, with
s, are stationed aiong, and placards hung
t to warn the wanderer, or guide the passen-
rs. ‘The tunnels on this road are frequent,
hd have been very expensive to the compary.
Ve paised many a quaint village, embosomed
trees, their thatched roofs green with moss,
eir latticed windows covered with fragrant
nes, and the dear little gothic church grey
Jith time, and festooned with theivy of ages
pst.  Many a villa and lordly mansion peep-
out of verdant grovss, and many a soft green
[ rose and sunk again gracefully into brizht
eadows, surrounded by a circling stream.—
pon a hill at our left, we observed the figure
alarge white horse, as if painted in white
the green turf. The sods had been taken
bin the form of a horse, and the white chalk
low, appearing. made-this figure. Reading,
th its ruined castle and many towers and
imnies, is seen at a little distance, and we
tpadsengers at its station house,—~then Bath,
celebrated watering place appears, the ris-
ground covered with tier above tier of ter-
, rows and crescents of elegant houses ;
ile above all rose the towers of the different
urches, and the sacient cathedral. Bath
resorted to by the Saxons, who called it
ke man cestre, or the Aching man's city.—
e we also gxchanged passengers and lug-
e, and then away we whirl past “ sweet
lde of living green,” with tha silver Avon
nding through them, and cottages with gar-
s glowing with flowers, and palaces, and
cient churches, and old grandfather trees,
see of young ones placad in picturesque
ups, making & succession of fair cabinet pic-
¢s. This is all past,—the smoke of 2 large
is dimming the hills, and Bristol, with '
rehes and houses, its manufactories, ship-
g, and cathedral towers, is scen covering
sides of a hill, at the foot of which is the
ting of the Frome and Avon Rivers. The

station house is a Jarge and elegant building of
light-coloured stone, with gothic arches and
pinnacles. Crossing this, we find a crowd of
cabsand omnibusses. When the carg stopped,
a tall, gentlemanly looking man, dressed in a
plain surtout, pulled from beicath his seat a
carpet bug and basket, carrying, apparently, a
nice turbot or salmon, which he quietly gave
to the conductor. This was the Duke of Seau-
fort, who was soon rolled away in his carriage
to Badminton, his family seat, whose white
towers were rising over the trees a few miles
from Bristol. As we drove along, I thought
Bristol a gioomy looking place, with narrow
streets, and no architectural beauty. Perhaps
my having left London only four hours since,
may have caused my distaste. However, ag
we reached the better class of houses on the
summit of the hill, and sew the sunny smile
of welcome, and felt the warmth of English
hospitality, we found a brighter tint was cast
around us.

The dawning raysof a brilliant Summer sun,
were just struggling through the silent streets
of Bristol, as we drove merrily down to the
steamboat which was to take us across to
Wales. It was e tiny affair, and its littledeck
was already crowded with tourists and plea-
sure hunters, like oursclves, and was soon
afloat, paddling down the Avon, which still
lay in shadow, while the tops of St. Vincent's
cliffs above us were glowing in sunlight.

The Rhenish character of the scenery here,
strikes every one who has seer the noble
Rhine. Wild, rocky precipices .arose at our
right hand, to the height of three hundred
feet, on the summit of which were the pretty
terraces and villas of Clifton, the celebrated
watering-place, while the opposite side was
clothed with coppice and wild-flowers, fling-
ing over us their sweet morning fragrance as
we passed. Rapidly we wound through the
rocky pass, now looking forward to a frown-
ing promontory which seemed too potent a
barrier to surmount, now looking back to the
towers and spires of Chfton, painted upon the
sky at the narrow opening. The passage at.
last gradually widened, and before us we be-
held the lordly Severn, here six miles broad,
rolling its mass of waters to the sea—while,
from its opposite shore. arose the coast of
Wales, dotted with towns and cottages, and
backed by a derk rampart of mountains. The
heights at our left ended 1r: a bold bluff; called
Poriishead, crowned by a pretty village, church
tower and hotel, while the other side was co-
vered with the parks and stately mansions of
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Lord de Clifford, Nr. Harcourt of Blaize Cas-
tle, and other wealthy land owners. King’s
Roads, beneath these cliffs, st the mouth of
the Avon, is the anchorage of the Great Wes-
tern steamship, whilc she remnains at the port
of Bristol.

Let not the reader mistake our litile river
for the Avon of Snakspeare. Thisis one of
the three Avons of England, and takes its rise
in Wiltshire, and after rambling through the
pretty meadows near Bath, fallsinto the Se-
vern, dividing the shires of Gloucester and So-
merset. Itgrise and fall are between forty
and fifty feet,—when low it is muddy, but
ivhen it has reached its height, inits “ shining
morning face,” itisa fair and lovely stream
to look upon. A tiny river indeed when com-
pared with our brond rolling floods, Lut its
bold and varicd scenery will well comper.sate
for its diminutive rise.

Gliding out of the Avon, we ascendud the
Scvern several miles, gazing at the beauty of
its shores. As we leave the Scvern, and enter
the Wye, wiich, winding through the Wedlsh
hills, falls into it here, we pass the lovely islet
of Chapc! Rock. 1tis, @sits namc implcs, a
mass efrock covered with sca wad, and wash-
ed by the billows. TUpon its summitis the
ruin~d shrine of Saint Tcla of which now, no-
thing but one solitary arch remains.  Its bea-
con-light, once waraing the storm-tossed ma-
riner, is now quenched by the waves, and its
shrine once rich with his gratefal offurings,
now strewed along the beach.

The rocky shore, and its smooth, green hills
gradually closcd upon us, narrowing the bed
of the Wye as we ascended.  Its borders do

not assumc the dignuy of chiffs as upon the | and follor

Avon, but prescat the appearance of a wall on
cach side, asif the rocks had been rent asun-
der, while 1aasses of foliage and flowers were
clusles.ag upon it in gay profusion. Tafts of
pink, fox-glove, and brilhant valeran were
flaunung and tossing thar pretty heads in
cvery brecze.

A wider opening gave us a view of Chep-
stow, seated upon the hill above us.  An old
crambling Roman wall surrounded 3t, follow
ing the clevation of the nising ground, and
sinking into the curve of the depressinns of
the land, i1s grey line traced disnncsly over
the green tarf. The pretaresque ruins of Chep
stow Castle crowned the height abave, a pret
ty; five-arched bridge f iron. spanaing thr =

of fifty feet, and wants only width to:make 4
a stream worthy of its beautiful shores.
Carriages of all kinds awaited the toursd
selecting a light open, basket-work affair &
were soon driven rapidly through the far-fax
ed scenery of Wales and the Wye. A confus
mass of rocks and trees arose at our Jeft §iz ;
while far below us, the Wye wound its \ﬂ]
through sofi round green hills. The table I
above was covered with fields and copscs &
ranged with that view to effect which, rends
the ruial scenery of England 30 beautiful. Ty
English farmer deems he owes something 4
his neighbor as well as to himself, and inly
ing out his form consults beauty as well§
wtility.  Scarcely a trec is planted witho
studying its effect.  Hence, whenee our e
ranges over those swelling hills, which o4
racterize English scenery, we behold tr
gracefully grouped, foliage of different i
assorted, groves and copses arranged in prex
shapes, and in some places even the tints
clover, mustard, pink betch and purple bey
s0 disposed as to give o plensing cffcc!t at ad
tance.
Six miles of this ever-varying scenery wy
possed, when a turn i the road brought X
foreus a fairgreen valley surrounded with vy
dant hills. Tpon a gentle eminence in 4
centre, circled by the Wye, stood the rum
Abbey of Tuntern. Ilow mournfully beau3
itlooked ! Its crumbling walls grey with
—its favitless arches riven by the tempy
preseated so vivid a contrast with the blog
ing landscape around it.  So touching was
in its sad decaying beauty, that our merry o
verse was hushed and we rode on in silenl
We alighted at the gate of the guide's cotiz
~ed the cld man through the g
door into the building and stood motionl
gazing upon the beauty and solemnity of &
loncly place. The Abbey stands nearlyen
with the exeeption of the roof, which Cre
wcll, a niote ruthiess destroyer than time,
sed to be blown ofifor the sake of the lead
wkich it was covered! Its clustering col
ris¢ in solemn grandear to the blae roof abs
while through the high erches whose car
tracery has given place to twining wy,
mid-day 56N Was sircaming, throwng the ¢
shadow of :ts pillars upon the grassy floor
neath.  In frontof us, at the castern one
the church, was a large oriel window,—w!
once was adorned with stamed glass, po
a fiood of rainbotw light upon the icss

ver where once stood 4 Raman bridge.  This
Tiver, also, like the Avon, hasa rise and foli

and marble mrL.ments around. Now, {f
this; as well as the Test of the brilding, =
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wre, and painting, and gilding. have all been
destroyed by the wind and the rain, and its
oply ornament is the pitying ivy, which clus-
ters the wall in large green masses, hangs
down in long festoons, twines the columns,
and clasps the mouldering mullions with its
graceful tendrils, asif to cherish, and solace,
and save. A fine back ground of fair green
hills seen through the broken window, shone
ike a bright future upon the desolations of
aith. Silently we walked over the “ pave of
Jerass,” musing upon chanceand chaage, and
mourning that such an exquisite specimen of
ecclesiastical architecture should thus perish
Jand be lost. Still we could not wish the return

rished, nor of the race who reared them. They
who here once sang their midmght orisons
beve had their day, and the age of monastic
|saclusion has passed from these shores. While
war was devastating the country,—when Sax-
on, and Dane, and Norman, were sweeping
sll trace of religion and literature away,—in
these abbeys, and among the monks they re-
mained in hallowed safety, until peace was
once more restored to the land. The monks
have passed away—and let us be grateful at
least, for all which they have preserved for
s, and admire that taste, which created such
buildings as the one before us.

This Abbey was founded in 1131, by Walter
\de Clave, Liord of Chepstow, * for the good of
‘his soul and that of hishinsmen.” He liesbu-

of that age, 1 which such establishments flou- |

nied at Tintern with hus brother Galbert, who,

2lso, es well as thecelebrated Richard Strong-
bow, enriched its walls. The great family of
the powerfal Hugh Bigod, also devoted partof
their weaith 0 the purposc of adormog this
proud edifice, which ennched with the weaith
of nobles, carved, chisclicd, gilded cr=belissh-
ed with all the claborate ornament of the style
then fast taking place of the ssmple Norman,

stood & superb specimen of the decorated an-

glo-gothic. Alas, how siands it now?! The
jarge trec which waves its arms {rom the
ruined arch above, the turf which covers the
esseilated pavement, tells of the summers
which have passed since it was left to moulder
to decay. The tombs of its proud fouuders
have all disappeared, save where 2 remnant of
a crosier speaks of the resung place of some
lofty Abbot, who hese trod in his bricf autho-
nty. Of the Abbey itsclf, nothing but piles of
stones reman, which, somc leatned ant

Guary will point out, ns once bounding the

“These are the things which tame the soul of

man,
The spectral writing on the wall of time.”

As we left the church, I piucked an ivy
branch asa relic of our visit. ‘The guide, learn-
ing that I was from Americe, with that atten-
tion to a stranger’'s wish, which I had met
wherever 17had been in England, sclected &
pretty sprig and collected some seeds, which
he hoped I would plant 1n my distant land, as
a remembrance of Tintern. He was pround of
his old Abbey,—and viewed me with especial
approbation when he saw the deep interest
with which I regarded it.  As o further matk
of his favor, he bestowed upon me a curl of
an exquisitely carved wreath, which was lying
in fragments around. He also shewed us 2
spot, where he had removed the grass, and
displayed the floor which was paved with Nor-
man tiles, red, figured with yellow.

We wandered long in the vicimity of the Ab-
bey, and looked upon the Wye and the hilis,
once cchoing with the midnight choral chauat
of Tintern. The cistercean monks who inha-
bited this abbey, were celebrated for their taste
and learning. Their buildings were always
pre-eminent for the clegance of their architec-
ture, and were placed among the most beant-
ful scencry of the land.  Their teste was also
shewn in their dress, which, unlike the other
orders of their brethren, was a flowing robe
of white.

“ Aount, and away 3"\was the word, and,
bidding our old guide adicy, and looking a ten-
der and sorrowfal parting to the ruined fane.
we were rapidly drivea back towards Chep-
stow. The Wind-Cliff, was our next object.
This was the highest summit of that grand
ledge of rocky precipices, which had been tow-
cring over our heads ..,.on one side, as we drove
to Tintern, while at the other, the Wye was
flowing in its deep green glen below.  Tourists
sometimes, ride néatly to the top on the other
side, and from thenee descend.  We preferred
10 clamber up the Wind-Cliff, and accordingly
alighted atits foot, and gazed up at the magni-
ficent mass of rock and foliage which arose
abovcus—

“ Shade above shade, 2 woody theatrs

Of sintcliest view.”
Siowiy we ascended the devious path, winding
thivugh many a maze of glonous beech and
oak; Tcpos:ng now 10 some coal grot, Or npon
rusuc scats placed for the convenicnce of tour-
1stsin preuty openings, by the Dake of Bezo-

grand hall, the refectory, or the monk’s { fort, the tasicfol owacer of this nch and beanii-

hitchen.
6

ful land.
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Well, weare upon the sumntit—and seated
upon benches of twisted roots, are gazing out
upon one of the finest views in Eagland, and,
while the summer breeze is fanning our brows,
are gathering all its points, and seeking how to
convey 10 you in words, a pictureof soexten-
sive and lovely a landscape. A more varied
prospect can be seldom seen—for here we have
river and sea, and vale and plain, mountain
and hill, city and village, cottageand castle.
The valley of the Wye lay beneath us, and the
curious windings of its lovely river can be dis-
tinctly traced. In one spot it nearly forms a
circle around an cminence covered with the
varied fields of Lancant farm. In another,
the course of the stream is three miles around
the height crowned with the picturesque tow-
ers of Goodrich casile, while the path across
is but half a mile. Gently undulating land
leads down to the Severn, beyond whose
bright waters, dotted with vessels, arise the
cultivated shores, and wooded hillsof Glouces-
e, and Somersctshire. We were pointed to
a spot in the dim distance of the former, where
rise the gloomy groves of Betkely Castle, the
death scene of the unhappy Edward Sccond.
Among these Welsh hills, with that scene be-
fore us, we could scarcely fail of re-calling the
fearful prophecy of Gray’s ancient bard of
WnleST
*Mark the year and mark the night,

hen Severn shall re-ccho with afiright,
The shricks of death, through Berkely's roof

that ring.”
Tpon an eminence at our right, overlooking
the mouth of the WWye, was seated the town
of Chepstow with its ancient castle. Around
and behind us arose wild rocks and tower-
ing ridges, ending in the far summit of many
a ‘cloud-like hill) As we descended the
Wind-Cliffi, we came down from our mist of
sentiment, and condescended to periake of the
luneh which was spread in the moss cottage.
This hat is constructed with branches of trees,
lined throughout with moss, by the dircction
of the noble jord above named. Tt posscsses
numerous apartments.  Our meal was spread
upon a rustic table of black walnut, while a
chkandalier of moss huag over our heads. Un-
der a spreading  wree before the deor, ssta
blind Welsh harper, who entertained us wuh
native nits upon his instrument, while we re-
freshed outsclves within.  Bang true hunters
of tho pictaresque, we scareels ailowed our-
selves time 10 Test, when we agam mounted
our light phton and continued our course 1o
Chepstow.  Oac of the ¢ld gate-sways of thss

city still remains, and spans across Bigh strey
rear one of the principal Inns. Itisan inte
esting object telling of ages and nations log|
passed away. Chepstow has been a tow
since the days of the ancient Briton. So gocd|
ly a spot, commanding the Severn and i
Wye, with a lookout over a vast extent g
country, would be immediately selected
the encampment of an invading army ; an
accordingly, Roman, Saxon, Dane and No
man troops have here been entrenched. Ity
a small town, itsonly interest te a strange]
being its ruine.  Of these, are the walls, whi
1 bave already mentioned ; the church, wh;g
was a chapel of a benedictine monastery, &
yetretains a beautiful crenelatad Norman doa:
and Chepsiow Castle. Leaving our carrisy
at the Inn, we passed through the ancizxy
gate-way, and walked down the street towards
the river. Upon an eminence overlooking 14
Wye, stands the ruined Costle. Iis circuly
walls and some of its towers are still standing
but time and war have effaced its grande
and crushed its power, leaving it beantiful i
deed, but desolate.  We ascended the pleasat
green slope in front and entered the gate-vies
once defended by two heavy iron-bound gat
and by poricullis, and 2 machicolation sbo
Woe started with surprisc as we entereq;
different was the interioc from any thing «
could have imagined of a fortress—even of
ruined onc. The walls presented one massy
living green. The ivy vine, like pity follos
ing justice, was clinging and twining cves
where,—swinging fram the turzet 1ops, cov
ing the battered stones giving * beauty f
ashes,” and flinging a grace over decay.
pavement of the court was concealed by
and from the centre, SPrung an eNOTMOUS W
nut-trec, bencath the shade of whoso widd
spreading branches was placed o rustic tabi
and scats.  Upon 2 pile of stones which b
fallen from the turret above, sat a blind Weld
harper, drawing a sad dirge from the harp b
fore him, as if mourning over the woes
defeat of his ancient race.
Another court opened from this, now covg
cd with the gay parterre of our guide's gardny
through which we were led into the grand b
of the castle.  Here some vestiges of the 23
cicat architecture are stiltemaining.  In so
of the arches are scveral carved quoin's—
sculpiured corbel hereand there remaing, whi
the arches they once supported have long sind
fallen.  And here, also, we saw the only
l:es of the once Saxon fortress of Cheapa
Stong, 1 a borse-shoe arch, over what W
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nce a window. Wandering onwards, musing
pon nations and days that have passed, we
ssed another court leading to the ditch and
ricullis of the western gate, near whichrises
castle keep, now called Martin’s Tower.—
pointed gothic arch-way leads 10 a stair-
e, which gives access to a room above, once
he prison of Henry Marten, the regicide.
What a sad casting down of high imaginings
25 the steammboat bell, which called us from
ar Saxon and Norman reminiscences! Ere
¢ obeyed its summons, we took another long
ook, out of the mullioned window, vpon the
ceful Wye beneath, and the graceful hills
syond—then plucking, as a remembrance, a
sranch of gay velerien, which was flaunting
irom the broken arch; we left Chepstow and
e Wye, and at sundown were again gliding
pen the Avon.

1

Frarrezzas Bir.—Dlany anccdotes were
t-orrent at Smyrnoa respecting Hussein Bey,
Ehe Governor, who had the character of being
<he most notorious and repacious money-ma-
ter in the empire. Some of his expedients
gre worth recording as instances of Turkish

anoers. He possesses a Jarge house and
grdcn, near Bonrnoubat, which produces ex-
ellent fruit, and in which two yecars ago he
bad a mostabundznt crop of cherrics. Anxious
13 sell them 1o advantage, be sent for theprin-
cpal fruiterers to value them; who were ail
eqaslly desirous of propitiating the Governor
by praising his fruit. They vied with cach
other in estimating the qrantity with the qua-
Iy, and ended by con ratulating Hussem
Bay on his good fortunc and success. But
they did not know whom they had to deal
with; for no sooner had he got them to de-
dars unanimously that hischerrics were worth
some highly preposterous sum, thawn hic nailed
thera to their bargain, and declared they shouid
oot leave his house until they had bought his
fnt at the price they had named.  Remon-
sitance was useless, and they were compelled
topay the pepalty of their flatiery.

....gsg«.-
FTOUTI AND AGE.

Trotcn every old man has been youag, and
svery young one hopes 10 be old, there seems
to be 2 most unnatoral misanderstanding be-
aween those two stages of hie. This unbap-
p5 want of commerce anses from the insolent
arrogance or exoltaon in yonth, and the -
rruonal despondence or self-pity W age.

THE CONSEQUENCE OF DRIVING
THINGS OFF.

Mge. Samuer SavsTeR was such an un-
punctual person about keeping his appoint-
ments that he came, at length, to be called by
his acquaintance the lafe Mr. Saunter. By
and by,” “Allin good time,” * Slow and sure”
““More haste worse speed,” &c. &c., were his
favourite quotations; and his wife, good lady!
who was onc of your bustling, fussing, fidget-
ing, never-casy sort of personages, born and
educated for the cxpress purpose of torment-
ing lazy husbands, was daily and hourly put
off with one or other of these phrases.

One summer, several years ago, they went
out of town to spend the hottest part of the
secason atnong the gardens, farms and orch-
ards in a pleasant townin the interior of Pena-
sylvania, about one hundred and fifty miles
from Phitadelphiz, and avery pleasant sojourn
they made of it. Their children, a litile girl of
eight and a boy of six years old, enjoyed their
residence in the country greatly, and were
much improved in their health and vigour by
their dict of home meade bread, fresh milk and
cggs and ripe fruit.  Exercise and fresh airdid
much also for the parents, and wnade 2ir.
Saunter himself almeost an active man. 41l
that was wanting was the will—or, as the
metaphysicians call it, the moral ability to be-
stir himself when the occasion cailed for ex-
crtion. But!, truth to teN, the quict retired
farm-house in which they were guariered, was
to him a perfect Castle of Indolence. When
dragged out upon an excursion by his active
lady, he went, indeed; but he contnived so to
arrange matiers that wiile therest of the fami-
1y were gethering berries, or weaving garlands
of flowers, he was reposing under some shady
tree; or quictly anghng in the niver; which in-
terseeted the farm.  Whole days did ho spend
rechimng on the heaps of fragrant new-mown
grass, watching thelabours of the hay-makers.
His habit of procrasuinauion, however, was 3a-
dulged cven in reference to these excursions
wnto the felds.  He was aiways the last of the
party 10 be ready for a stary, and he often put
off his return to the hoase till the rising thun-
der-clouds poured forth their watery contents
upon lus head, and made him regret hus not
having heeded the warnings of bus faithfol help-
mate.

When the mowers descended from the high-
er ground 10 the “intervale™ as it was cailed,
by the nver bank, Mr. Sacnter followed ; and
rechning uader 2 clump of willows, he would
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L:sten hour after honr, to the pleasant ringing
sound of the scythes as they cut through the
tall, heavy grass. By his patient study of the
héory of mowing, he found the practice would
be altogether too laborious for his taste..—
In this agreeable cccupation, however, he was
not eniirely without company. The mosqui-
toes abounded in the “intervale,” and as Mr.
Saunter was a light-complexioned, thin-skin-
ned gentleman, they conceived a particular
affection for him; so that by the time he had
pulled off Lis coat and thrown himself com-
fortably, at full length, upon the grass, be-
neath his favourite willows, they began to set-
tle upon his hands, face and arms, and pay him
a great many personal attentions—more, in
faet, than were quite agreeable. Toomuchat-
tention, at cerlain times, is quitc overpowering.
Mr. Saunter however was a very benevolent
amd tolerant person; and seldom disturbed
them ¢!l they had taken their fill. He had, he
said, 2 good deal of biood to spare, and this
mode of venesection was attended with much
less form and ceremony than sending for the
dberor and submitting to the operation of the
Jdncet. Besides, he had his own peculiar no-
ons about the rights of men and mosquitoes ;
and he would freqaently address himself to
some thirsty citizen of the insect common-
wealth, who was quictly enjoying himsc!f opon
his hand or arm, in such terms as these:—

s That’s a good fellow, now, suck awayand
enjoy yourself. I darc say this is the first
good drink that you have enjosed for a Tong
time. Swig away, my good fellow, and be
thankful that you live in a liberty country,
where every man and mosquito may enjoy
himselfin his own way. Some peaple would
consider themsclves as perfectly justified in
taking vour life for a personal assault of this
Kind. But for my part I don’t believe in the
Jawlulness of eapital punishments ; and I think
that the fit of indigestion you will have after
this caronse, will be quite punishment enongh
for so light an offence. There, you are full
now! Youare as rountd as a pea and as red
88 Bardolph’s nose. Good morning? Take
care of yoursclf!”

But all human enjoyments have their term;
and the time at lengih drew nigh shen the
f=mily party were to leave their pleasant nbode
ot the country.

The first of September was the day appomt-
63 for rewurning 1o town. Hrs. Saunter got
cvery thing ready in her department.  The re-
quisite parting calls were made, her own and
her children's travelling clothes were put in

order; the apartments were made ready to by
abandoned ; the houseckeeper in town way
writien to and ordered to prepare a late dinne;{
in anticipation of their arrival. Bat, alas|
when'the long looked for morning came, M|
Saunter was found to have procrastinate
every thing which it was his province to hay|
dispatched. Their bill was not settled ; ne
the money received from his agent ie town.~
Indeed, upon a severe cross-examination coa
ducted by his amiable better half, it came ox
in evidence, that he had not even written laI
his agent to have the money sent—nor had b
written to have certain papering and paintirg
about the house done which were considers]
by Madame to be indispensably necessary i
their comfort on resuming thetr residence
town. Neither had Mr. Ewing been writt
1o, to mend thal spout, which had formed tb4
subject of & very exciting discussion betwes
Mr. and Mrs. Saunter at the breakfast tabi
every morning for & month before they |
town; nor had Mr. Picot been written to,
reserve a place in his school for Rosalie, n
had any arrangement been mude abort To
my’s schooling. In short, the list of M
Saunter’s omissions was perfectly appalling
His excellent lady lost all patience with hi
and incontinently detcrmined to postpone ¢
Jonrney a fortnight longer, in order that all a7
rearages might be brought up—a fortnight
whole fortnight !I—Mr. Saunter assented v
placidly to this arrangement. A fortni
seemed a whole age in perspective; and
would have time enough to set every thing
tights. So by way of showing his decision
character, he resolzed to write to his agent
a week; and to the other people before t
fortnight was up. At the end of the stat
time he was still unprepared, and another ds
was fixed ; and another disappointment f
lowed, and so on, tll the month of Octol
was pretty well advanced and the morning
and evenings were getting quite cold.

At Iast, thanks o theindcefatigable exertio
of Mrs. Saunter, all wasprepared. The tronk
were all packed s the bills were all paid ; ¢
people in town were all instructed in th
several dutics and had returned satisfacte
answers. 1t was cvening.  They were 1o
the next morning bright and carly ; and t
children were seat off to bed betimes, so t
they might be waked carly withont deprivi
them of their accustomed quantity of slecp.

“My dear,” snid Mrs, Suonter, “did ¥
call this moming at the stage office and
down your name so as to make surc that
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ge coach will stop for us as it passes?”
u}o, my dear,” he replied, “I thought 1
culd put it off till this afternoon; and when
s afternoon came I forgot all about it.”
uWell, I declare, Mr. Saunter, that is too
We ghall be left behind after all ; and it
Al be three days before there will be another
portunity to go. And here we areall ready,
cked up and waiting te start. How uncom-
rtable these three days will be.”

“0Oh! never miad, my dear, I will be vp
tly in the morning, and send Mr. Jones’
ed man, Nathan, down to the place in the
zd where the coach passes, to stop it, when
will come along—"

“10cll, we shall be left behind, I know we
all. T thought something would happen to
ppoint me. I declare, if T once get back to
siladelphia, I never will go into the country
in,” &c. &c. &c. This was merely the
t. The lecture lasted three quarters of an
ur, without greatly disturbing the equanimi-
of Mr. Saunter. Custom will reconcile a
2n 0 uny thing—even to curtain lectures.

The next morning, all was bustle and ac-
sity.  The lady and children werc up benmes
d dressed for the journey; Mr. Saunter se-
tantly obeying the fifth ond last call, at
gth rose and made himself ready. Ahasty
eakfast was dispatched, and Nathan was
ly sent off to his pos®, to stop the coach.
It happened, however, that after he had stood
gatinel 3 full half hour, an unruly cow from
highway broke through the fence and
tmped into ono of his master's enclosures,
phercupon Nathan, considering his duty in
hat quarter paramount, deserted his station
kad ran o to turn the animal out and repair
he breach. While he was thus employed, one
f the farmer’s children, playing in the feld,
pw the coach approaching, and ran to the
suse with the intelligence. Instantly the
arty obeyed the summons. The farmer's
ldest boy took the travelling trunk on his
poulder, Mr. Saunter sejzed his porimanicau
od umbrells, and Mrs. Saunter her basket,
4 the children following non passibus acquis,
fi they set, upon the run, towards the high-
y. They saw the coach coming rapidly
long. The children shouted, the Jady waved
handkerchief, and the gentleinan uplified
is voice and his umbrella at the same time.—
at it was all in vain. They were not seen
or keard ; and the coach whirled pastlong be-
¢ they could reach the dewared pownt. The
nly consolation they had was that of sceing

that the vehicle was packed full, with four pas-
gengers outside, besides the driver.

“I told you so, Mr. Saunter,” said the Jady.
“I knew it would be so. We never shall get
home again. 1 give up all expectation of it
now. We are here for life.”

“ Never mind, iy dear,” said Mr. Szunter,
“it is no great loss any how; you sce the
coach is full, and ten to one they could not
have taken usin. We shall have better Juck
next time.”

I don't believe,” said Mrs. Saunter, * they .
were so full that we could not bavebeen stow-
ed away somewhere. Itis the old story. It
always was so and always will be so. This
all comes, Mr. Saunter, of your way of driving
things off.”

I beg your pardon, my dear,” replied the
gentleman with great suavity of maoner, “I
beg your pardon; but it does scem to me tbat
in the present case our disappointment is ow-
ing to Nathan's driving things of’; for if he
bad not gone to drive the cow out of the Seld,
we should not have missed the coach.”

Thus pleasantly and affectionately chatting,
the worthy covple returned to the farm-house.

The lady now took the matter seriously in
hand herself, and the next time the stage
coach passed a passage was secured and the
party were safely landed at their residence in
own. Among the many letiers and papers
awaiting Mr. Saunter’s return to his home,
was a notice from the Firednsurance Compa-
ny, that the term of his policy had expired,
This was instantly scized by Mrs. Saunter.

“ Now, my dear, run right down to the In-
surance Oifice, and have this policy renewed.
1 shan’tslecp a wink to-nightif it is not done.”

“Bui, my dear, you do not consider how
much I am fatigued. I will attend to it to-
morrow. The house has stood very safcly
here for a whole month without iasurance,
and I think 1t may stand onc day longer with-
out much nsk. At least let me have my din-
ner first.”

This point was conceded, but the wiole din-
ner hour was occupicd with a discussion on
the iimportance of msurance in general-and in-
surance on dwelling-houses in particular.

}Mr. Saunter went out after dinner, ang did
not return until a Jate hour in the cveniog.
The first salutztion from his lady when they
met was,

“* Have you insured the houss 7'

¢ Indeed, my dear —

“There. 1 knew you had not attended t0
1. You arc always driving things ofl”
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“ The fact is, my dear, that I fell in with so
many old acquaintances, and had so much to
say and to hear, that I forgot all sbout it
But I will certainly attend to it, the first thing
in the morning.”

This scene was enacted over, twice every
day, for = fortnight, at the end of which time
the house took fire and was burntto the ground
without a dollar of insurance. A-part of the
furniture, however, was saved—a smaller house
was hired, and the vacant lot sold.

Mr. Saunter had lost 2 few thousands by
“driving off” the operation of insuring his
property, but ke had still a handsome fortune
left, which was all invested in bank stock.
‘When this description of property, in conse-
quence of certain events which have recently
transpived in our country, began rapidly to
decline 1n value, he prudently resolved to sell
out and invest in real estate ; but here his be-
setting sin of procrastination prevailed again.
He put off action from day to day, notwith-
standing the earnest ramonstrances of his wife;
and he is now comparatively a poor man.
Such.are “ the consequences of driving things
a'ﬁ:!)

oGS~

STANZAS, INSCRIBED TO MRS. —

Tux summer is dawning bright,
And Hope now lights anew her altar-flzine;
Fgir visions throng to meet th’ enraptur’d sizht,
From Fancy's realm they came.

And deck’d in sweetest smiles,
The future lures us to her flow’ry way ;—
Oh'! many = pang that syren voice beguiles,
And many a weary day.

Yet oft doth boding Fear
Approach, with white and trembling lips to
tell
That soon, for all we love most fondly here,
Will sound the mournfu, kaell.

Then shall we faint and fall,
Beneath the weary weight of pamand care ?
No?! we will trast the ever-present, All,
‘Whatever be our share.

Perchance for us may wave
"The golden ha:vest of sweet peace and joy,
Love’s flowing fountein all our pathway lave,
And'bless cach day’s employ.

Such be thy lot, my friend !
But o'en tho' clouds arise, thon wilt not fear,
For-while thy spirit to thy Father tends,
Sweet Peace will crowa the year.

THE GERANIUM PLANT.

Frowers have a magic power, (o retoy
the associations of other days. Though og
path may have led over the steep and thom
places of the ‘world, for many years, yet t4
unexpected sight of the pale grass flowers, a:
yellow kingcups, we gathered in childhool§
brings back the cool fragrance of life's ear}
morning. If the wearied traveller chance 4
find in foreign climes ruch plants as he cull:j
by the singing brook of his native glen,
broad-leaved iris, or the bright crimson lob:
lia, straitway he is a boy again, and shreld
them fondly into his mother’s lap. The ho
woman, unto whom therc remaineth b}
save the arm-chair in the chimney corner, az
the oft repeated counsel to her shouting grari§
children,—if she see, among its lustrous greA
leaves, the pure white Carmella, remembeg
the thrill with which its cool petals droop
over her forehead at her bridal, and is los
amid the wanderings of fairy land.

The smile, or the breath of our il
home-flowers, restore to us in after life, 114
careless innocence of those days, when hi
in ignorance, and half in faith, we planted itf
rootless stem of some rich blossom, that hs
beer given us,—and heaped the fresh soil teq
derly around it, and watered it every momen
—and visited it with hope, until it was
brown and dead as the mould by whieh it
encompassed. They recall the reckless clf
riosity with which we dag up the bulb of of
tulip, or tube-rose, and found them busy
their work of germination, which our impg
tience interrupted,—perhaps destroyed. ’

Distant places, and absent friends, 2
brought neer, by the touch of the same tal
man. The odor of a pressed flower, betwed
the leaves of a long closed book, restores &
voice, the form, of the loved one, who pla
it there whose home may now be in the tom}
I had sought the sweet trailing arbutus smo:%
the wilds of my native place, when life wj
new, and a box of it recently performedy]
journey of many miiles to visit me. The m§
ment it was opened, whileits fragrance almofl
overpowered every sense, every breathing blg
som spoke of the rocks which we used
climb in pursuit of 1t,—and of the rough, iy
ling waters that filled every pause in our mej
ry voices, and then suddenly my playms
stood beside me, their baskets overflows
with the gifts of carly spring, themscives si§§
young and spring-like, though on the heads§
some, I knew that the frosts had sottled, «
that over others, rested the green sod.
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Siill more eloquent was a slender plant of
s rose geranium, which accompanied me,
mewhat more than two years since, on my
ay toan Older World. It was taken from
er quiet bed, in her garden, by my littledaugh-
1, 8s the parting time drew near, with the
mark, that ‘' something green wmight look
pasant to me on the sea.’”” And so it did.
1 I imagined not then the depth of the com-
union it would call forth. For the home-
pirit was in its heart, and it becamz to me as
friend. Sometimes when evening closed in
ver the deep, with those heavy sighs of the
ind which often betoken a coming storm,
2d the ship leaped and plunged amid the bil-
ws, a8 if seeking for a place to escape, ora
:pth to hide in, X have drawn closer to that
sk plant, asif its love might comfort me.
rat waking in the morning, and raising my
Jead from the coffin-itke berth where the dark
surs had passed in such broken slumbers, as
he hoarse lullaby of the surge induces, I have
jzed my eyes first vpon that solitary plant,
nd spoken sofily to itas toa child. Yet it
}ns evidently in an uncongenial atmosphere,
od the delicate branches grew sad, and faded.
numbered its lcaves, but almost every day
pme of them grew sickly and fell, until, at
E;t, only a few were left clustering round a
gle, graceful stalk.

We had been thirteen days and nights upon
he great deep,—and accomplished nearly two
housand miles of our watery journey, when I
woke at the grey hour of dawn. I remem-
red that,—the 6rst anniversary of the death
{ my beloved father, and beckoned the so-
nn imagery to meet me amid the waves.
t once every circumstance of that scene
leared forth as in a picture.  His venerable
[md, resting upon its white pillow, the bright-
ess of his beautiful hair, or which fourscore
d seven winters had scattered no snows, his
avy breathing mingling with the slow drop-
ing of the summer shawer upon the vine-
ves at his casement, 2nd the steady ticking
fthe clock through that lonely night, while
snding over him, I hoped against hope, that
e sudden illness might not be mortal, and
at the form, which but the doy before, had
oved with so vigorous a step, would yet rise
5, and lean upon its staff, and come forth to
less me. The rain ceased, a circle of faint
rightness foretold the rising of the sun,—those
recious lips uttered again the sound of kind
ords,—the opening eyes told their message
fsaintly love,—the lids fluttered end closed.
tere was no more breath.

A wail }—Another,—picrcing and protracted,
—deeper even than that with which an only
child mourns the last parent. It must be the
wail of a mother. I¥o other sorrow hath such
a voice. Yet, so abruptly it burst forth, emid
surrounding silence, that for a moment me-
mory was bewildered, and the things tkat had
been, mingled their confused tissue with things
that are.

Among our passengers was a dignified and
accomplished lady returning with her husband,
an officer, from a residence of several years
in Canada, to England, their native land.
They had with them three littie daughters, and
in the course of those conversations, which
beguile the tediumn of sea-life, she had some-
times spoken of the anxiety with which her
aged mother waited to welcome these descend-
ants born in a fereign clime, whom, of course,
she had never seen, and so exquisite was their
beauty, that it would not have been surprising,
had a thrill of pride, heightened the pleasure,
with which she painted the joy of such s meet-
ing. The youngest was a babe of less than a
year, and we, who often shared its playful
wile, fancied that it had grown languid, asif
from some inherent disease. Yet, its large
black eyes still beamed with strange lustre,
so that neither the parents or nurse, would al-
low that aught affected it, save what arose
frora the change of habits, incidental to the
confinement of the ship. Yet, that night, the
mother more uncasy than she was willing to
confess in words, decided not to leave its cra-
dle. In the saleon, adjoining our state-raom,
she took her place, and when we retired, the
fair infant lay in troubled sleep. Yet even
then, the spoiler was nearer to it than that
watchful mother; and ere the morning, he
smoteitin her arms. We found her clasping
it closely to her bosom, as if fain to revivify it
with her breath. DMasses of glossy black hair,
escaping from their confinement, fell over her
shoulders, and drooped asa curtain over the
marble features of the dead. Mingled with
gasps of grief that shook her like a reed, were
exclamations of hope, that hope, which clings
and cleaves to the wounded heart,—striking
its fibre, wherever the biood-drop oozes, and
striving liko a pitying angel, to staunch, where
it may not heal. “Constance! Constance!
look atme. Oh, my dear husband, she will
live again. Shc has been sicker than this,
once, when you were away. Yes, yes—she
will breath agsin.”” Long she continued thus
assuaging her bitter sorrow, with this vanity
of trust, and then we tenderly strove to loosen
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her convulsive grasp from the lileless idol.
After we had prevailed, and it was borne from
her sight, we still heard, in the pauses of the
soothing voice with which her husband sought
to console her, the wild cry, * She will breathe
again! John! John! I saw her sweet lips
move when they took her from me. My baby
will live again.”

It was laid out on our sofa, in the lady’s ca-
bin, iz a pure white robe, its brow surpassingly
beautiful, and the deeply fringed lids but im-
perfectly closed over the large, lustrous eyes.
The black lace veil of the mother shaded its
form and features, and through it was clearly
visible, the last green slip of my rose gera-
nium. It was my gift to the dead, and pres-
sed into that little pale hand, not without a
tear. This was the last office of that cherish-
ed plant, which had left its own home, in the
quiet gardens of New-England, to do this ser-
vice to faded innocence, and itself to die.
Happy shall we be, if in the closing of our
own frail life, we like this trembling voyager,
leave behind a gleam of light and consolation,
ag the olive-leaf above the flood, or the dove,
whose last act was peace, ere it entered re-
joicing into the Ark, tobe a wanderer no more.
—Mrs. Sigourney.

QP B

THE DUST ON THE LILY.
Poxe as cheek of youthful maiden,
‘When she kneels in morning preyer,
With sweet dewy fragrance laden,
Spread the Lily's blosgom fair—
Type it seemed of truth and feeling,
Where the heart its faith might trust,
Save that wooing winds, in stealing
O'er, had left a trace of dust.

Ons who long, as life’s sole treasure,

Perfect love and truth had sought,
* On the Lily gazed with pleasure—

*Twas the transcript of his thougit ;

Joy's bright visions o’cr him hovered,
Nature’s promise bade him hope,

Till the dust his eye disccvered,
With his curious microscope !

Then, with doubt and sad.1ess burdened,
On his way that lone one goes,
Heeding not that life is guerdoned
By enjoyments for its woes—
That the good from evil wrested,
Is the triumph of the soul,
As the proud ship’s st.ength is tested
When the storm-heaved billo%s roll.

Gentle wife, thy bridal over,

In thine own sweet home at rest,
Dast thou dream of sighing lover ?

Of gay crowds to make thee blest ?
No, thy soul a blessing deater ™

In thy life-pledged friend hath found,
And thine angel-guides seern nearer

As heart-hallowed cares abound.

Mother, as the Lily’s beauty
Shines above the water’s strife,

Thy sweet, placid smile of duty
Charms the restless waves of life,

And thy humble faith may borrow
Happiness amid thy pain,

For thy lot of care and sorrow
God hath promised to sustain.

Thus, in nature’s garden planted,
Blooms some flower for every hand,
And the light divine is granted
All who seek the spirit lavd 5
Never let earth’s darkest hour
Quench thy star of heavenly hope;
Never scan thy chosen flower
With dust secking microscope.

PP

Flattery is the ladder by which ambiti
men climb to power. Ina royal govern
they fawn around the prince, and flatter
his whims and foibles ; in a democratic r
lican government, they bestow the same
some flattery upon the people.
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