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THE FIRST MANUSCRIPT.
i broad Lay slept m beauty—and the
it opened her thousand starry eyes, which
tand came lke the lainps in an castern
val, and twinkled with their strange nurac-
s lustre, as they drank in the perfumed
ce winch lay pantng. fuli of ite own un-
rable beauty, beneath the moon. Who
i wonder that the dark tides 1n their mughty
rns love the meon, and sink or swell in
bb:ng tumult at her gentle tadding ! for 1s
her beaming ray a smile from the Source
cauty, drawing all things—ave, even the
zokened and weary hea:* of man—
ward< 112 Tihe bland breeze came smang
iold tune of mouraful gladness among the
#sts and sails, and then weaping madly down
on the sea’s untrampled floor, and breaking
b vast mrror into myrads of flashing and
#rcning fragmenis—cach stitl holding heaven
iits bosam. Thn ship, Lke a mus-shapen
ster. erept ciumsly along, and ulle sails
ped like great cars on either side—for a shyp
ained, or crawiing reluctantly threugh the
or. dragged by a breeze night whisper from
dy's fan, 1s dull rnd uaremanue cr weh.
t when the spirit of the winds arises, and
bh-ts her under ts mizhty wings, and sweeps
whing with her across the parting seas, then
lecd shebecomes a sublime and fearful tipe.
But the sex slept—and the murmer of the
Fiin.: breeze but served to rock her into
pnder slumber ; and. alihough vn~ ciad b
i flowering orchards sent thewr perfume
m the shore, and vou canld even hear an
casional burst of music. exnquis.tely temper-
by the symmetrical wav, over wlieh 1t
ated. and which spoke to the weary heart
oviul faces, laazhing amid broad terraces of
kathing flowers—ryet i would be many hours
the ship coud reach the anchorage, and
rey Mered.th. with fus beantifn! wife, walk-

tals

fof luze.

cd the quarter-deck, 1: converse sweet, waiting

for the sluzeish tile t. throb them on their
way.
Meredith was an intellectual man—vou felt

sure of that at the first glance; but that was
not all. In his large, dark and meclancholy
eyes there dwelt alatent fire, which sometimes
blazed startlingly upon you, and then sirunk
back into darknzss, asif the brain had no con-
trol upon its dashings. That glance spoke of
madness—not present, but past or to come,
when some dreadful whirlwind sweptover the
carden of hisheart.  Few would has - detected
aagzht strange or unusual in Jus aspeet— but te
those who did, the conclus:on waz certain, ir-
resist ble—one of those intwitions at which the
soul luaps by an intellecteal instinet, which i
cannot define or describe, but the fruth of
which lias become ou the instant a part of its
own being.  The nstincts of the ntellect are
far more unernng than the ci-s 52 caleutations
D> vouunderstand this, reader 7 1
sory-—for ¥

sy, willy if not, pass on to the
canno? explam it to you.

“How arand.” sad Perev. s tins vast
army of waicrs, tramping onwar. :n such per-
feet unisHin, wave with wave, drawn by an ir-
resistible vet invsble umpulse! Thus s at,
swect Jove. with human hearts. Their tides
gash widly to and fre. bevond the thought's
control, and Jore .= the moon that ids them
S uX or sweil. " he continued,
drawing his wife towards him, with a slight
vei zraceful motion—*"mark how tenderly the
bosam of the wave swells amd pants beneath
Diona's chas'c cmbrace. You smite—and
wity ? Tam ene who believes there s reality
and !ruthon ali thege vnutierzble sympathis

and sim.htudes batweenanimate andinanunate
nature, and that poctry s the only pure and
cver-hving phlosophy which has discoverad
and proctrme? these thongs. Bury a chain
under the carth. and short-s'ghted man, with

Mark vou now,’
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hls bon\tud Lnowhd-'c and skull, dms and hur-
rows slowly and pawfully to follow us wind-
g clue, and sometimes it last loses the trace
and gives up m despair: but It the Jghiing
drop from licaven, and how cacerly and de-
heately does it in an instant tracc ontand flash
along cach hidden hink ! Poetry 1s the hight-
ning—the mstinet of our souls—which, true to
its nature, keaps with wierring certainty along
the path where cducation and talent and
seience grope and grovel—always i doubt,
often in despair. Icaven is all wath; and
shall nat the poctry infuscd into the soul of
man find ou! ils lite, scattered throughout the
wide universe—in ravuntains, scasand deserts,
in the soft and br.athing flowers and stars that
ningle at dews eve—and, above ally in the
soul of womaN—such as these!” and the im-
passiencd speaker presscd her rosy lips as if
they had beer some rare and precious flower
of a strange and mystcrious fragrance.

“Oh, Perey—how beautiful is all this! and
yet 1t i3 so strange! It makes me tremble to
hear you talk in this will way. TForgive me,
love; but I am a foolish, fearful thing, and can-
not follow thy bright spint in all its wander-
ings. Thou soares* when thou wilt amongst
the fiery stars, and leavest thy gentle Grace
alonc on carth.  But, dearest Perey, you for-
get our almost hopeless situaton. Without
fricnds or moncy, and nothing to which we
can look for even the accessanies of life, I shud-
der to think what may Leeome of us.

“Do you never, Grace,” said the husband,
withdrawmg his arm from her wasst, and
placing onc foet suddenly forward, on the very
edge of the vessel's dock--“when standing
thus over the flasling sea, or lovking from
some high tower or pree.juee, secl an almost
wresistble wpualse to spring hke a bird into
the air—unuly w.th a shudder, yourceod hack-
wards, and, «hutung your tecth hard, fallupon
your kices and pray inwardly to be “debivered
fromn temptation ? 1 do; and often—nay,
even now,—I iicar the demon whispering,
‘plunge !’’’ and he drew back, as if about to
leap, from an uncontrollable impulsc, and that
strangc uncarthly glarc flashed m hisceye.

“Percy! Pcrey! what would you?? ex-
claimed his wue, as she threw herself vpon
him, and, twining her arms about his neck,
dragged lnm with an unnatura! strengthaway
from the vesscl's side. Then, bursting o
tea: 3 she drooped upon his ureast, mmmunng,
#erurl, cruel—thus to wring my heart in 1dle
sport !’

“Ab, would to God it 2cre an idle sport,

swect luv Bul us pn:l now. Nay, be ¥
surad—there 13no danger for me ; for, ahthoy
1 fc ) the impulse strong upon me, yet hay,
po ‘er of soul to drive back the fiend, and .
lum in lis cdl. Fear not, frail flower—t
love end beauty have sanctified inc to thee, o
make me bear a charmed life. But
spokest but now of poverty and want and !
gradaton. Idle dvcams, all, sweet lady w
In the great metropolis, whither we go, in:
lect and genius meet a quick reward, and m
arc not cold and blind to all the bright o
beautiful dreams of poctry and thought, as
the rude prairies of the West. 'The web wov
by the imagination is a golden fabric, and m
buy it and bow down before its possessor-
Lay aside thy fears, sweetest. T am notad
and worthless clod, to sink dowu and sta
here m tlus capital of genius, wit and intelly
I'll play my part with the best of them.—2,
the breeze freshens, love, and kisses thy cheg
toorulely. Leaveme here to communcaw
with the burning stars, and pray for plea
drcams to cluster round thy pillow.”

“I wull not lcave thee, Percy! Oh, how
shudder to recall the wild words thou utt
cdst but now! No, dear Percy—Iem !
cuardian angel, and mustnever l2ave thee,
soine i1l befall thee—and then, what would i
be to me ¥ .

.|

And thus, chidiag, carcesing, and lwm;‘
thar arms tezether, walked these husband @ g
wife lovers en the lonely deck, amid the besg
tful and flashing sca; and, as the cold gr.
light of morning swallowcd up the stars, a2y
the perfume from the land forgot in sleep
breathe, they heard the startling ery, “let
the anchor ¥’ and sicaling down the co:
panion way, were lost anud the sounds of i
confined cabin, ere the vessel folt her anck:
and swung lazily round with the now turn:
tile.

For two long days must the vesscl be
quaranune, in full view of the romanuce h.
and gardens of Statcn Island; and, wlile 4
clsc on board werc overwheluied m the Juds
rous bustle and turmoil of a debarkauon, Gra
and her husband sought the quarter-deck, o
dwelt with rapturcupon the magnificent sei &
as the moring burst from bebind the Lalls s
canic pouring m A goiden flood down to t:
sed. They had no friends awaning the
comitg—no cheerful horme and happy faccs:
wiicome the wandaers back.  But they we
stll, most exqusite!y happy. They were ¢
in all to cach other, and what cared they f
thosc lcsser and common-place tics, wh
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ordinary humanity in one vast and un-
inguishable bundle of low hopes and gro-
ing fears?

t was scttled at length, that Grace should
ain on board the vessel unui it weat up to
city, mn order to save the expense of quar-
ine regulations, which Percy’s pocket could
well meet ; and, taking a few shilhngs—all
y had on carth—he kissed his wife, and
ing gaily on board the steamcr, which had
e along-side to take off the passcngers,
W soon on shore, and treading the delightful

ks of tiic Battery.

ercy Meredith was a man of the most de-
genius—enthusiastic, oniginal, chasteand
ucnt in hus style, he felt certain that the
uscripts he bore with him were far superior
he endless periodical trash of the day, and
t he should meet with no difficulty 1n find-
a purchas r. As it 1s an universal truth
noisy pretenders and guacks attract more
ntion, and are better known in the literary
1d, than men of real genius and dizcern-
t, it will not be wondered at that Morcdith
¢ his first application to one of the great-
of our metropohtan humbuags, whose fero-
, ienorance, cnvy and malice are on a par
h lns lack of all the deeencies and cour-
s of life; and whoseenly prinaiple of 2e-
om is a most insafferable vanity, joined to the
Ert and soul of a auser. who gloats on gold
W cares rot how itis obtained~who s ready
Wany moment to sacrifice honour, faith and
WUl o procure the gratifica‘ion of his
wbased passions. The mdividual to whom
redith had coucluded to apply, oa the pre-
t accasion, was the very bean ideal of tlus
1es of Iiterary hichwaymen, and universal-
hated and despised by the honorable amonast
professian, while the tmid and weak-mind-
kad iosrned to fiar him. Weak-minded
1 common-place h-mseif, he passed his
rthless and poisonons hife in abusing cvery
ing above m, and arinning and spuung s
nom upon all who journeyed slong the lugh
d to hiteracure. Meredith knew notlung of
thrs; nor would he have believed for a mo-
=t thot the noble causc of hiterature possos-
such unwarthy followcs.

It was nor without a throbbing at the heart,
hich, for the momcat, almost unmannad our
ung aspirant after hterary honours, that Me-
ith stood i the presence of the ¢ ercat man,
d modestly made known hic wishes, The
tic. seated mn a weree stuffed char, with his
2s drawn up ander him hike a couple of Bo-
na sausages, left his vicum standing. and.

with an air of supereilious condescension, glan-
ced over the manuscript, which Meredith put
mto his hand.

What a situation for a igh-spirited young
man, wiiose heart was keenly ahive to every
appearance of nezlect, and took fire at the pos-
sibility of aniusilt! He was on the point of
snatching his manuscript from the fellow’s
hand, and overwhelming hin with a torrent of
eloquent rebuke ; bat he thought of his desti-
tute and penniless situation—of Jus beautiful
wife—~and, smothering his rage, he cooly drew
up a chair and scated himsclf in front of the
critic.

By this time, Mr. Grub, who was quick
cnongh to detect meiit 1n others, if only to fecd
his ¢cnvious and malianant dispositon, had dis-
cavered that he was dealing with no common
man, and that, m all probability he could turn
an honest penny, in the way of lis profession
Assuming, therefore, a cheerful and almost
boisterous manncr, he said :

“ A, excuse me, sir—1I am forsetful ! Glad
you have helped yonrsclf to a chair. I have
so many things on my nund that really— youn
have plenty of this sort of stuff, sir, I supposc

s Stuff, sir! What do you mean?”?

“Tat, tut, man—that's a mere phrase of en-
dcarment amongst us authors. Teven allow
my fricnds to call some of my best things stufi.
All in the way of trade, you know. But you
can throw off these tlungs rcadily, can you
not !’

“Y cs—tolerahly so?”

“Well—vyou sce the lterary market 1= terri-
bly alutted. just now. ant cven Lomyscdf have
to resort to all sorts of expedients to scll my
own productons. s a villanous shame, I
know, my dear sir . gemus onzht 1o be hetter
pad.  Pautsortis—the world s full of hum-
bug and trash, asl take careto convinee the
worid everv week, in mv paper; and real solid
talent i€ oblired to humbue ae wll as the rest,
it would suceced.”

“Can vou buy my manusenpis, sir 2 in
gu red Mcredith, abruptiy. immeasurably dis-
custed wath the frothy bemg before hun.

“Why. I don’t know about that—1I'il sec.—
As T sad before, the market is enurcly over-
stocked, and nothing but a greal name will
sdilany thing.  Letune sec—*The Lost Genius
of the Ancient Grecks,’—a good subject. but
rather too learned for this market. ‘ Donna
Incz. of Seville)—that’s better. Tl tell you
what 1 think can be done. 1 will change the
namc of this,—sav, to *Tic Crange-flower of
Seville,—s0 as 1n tickic the faney of the pub-
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lic, and adupt it as my owen. W:ith my name
attached to it, I thnk I can get atnserted in
the - , at two dollars a page, und
perhaps get a first rale notice for it msome of
the papers for winch I wiite. I would not do
tlus for every one—but I ke yeur looks, and
am disposed to befriend you.”

¢t was an extremely fortunate thing for Mr.
Grub, that Nature had made Mereditn master
of lus anger; for, during the dehivery of his
last speech, Meredith had nsen 10 his feet;
and, with a scora, which he could not repress
flashing from his eyes, he stretched out his
hand and took up his urlucky maausenipts—
and, whispering almost ingudibly, for he was
near choking with rage, “ I did not expect to
make my first acquaintance i literature with
secanness and rascahty,” strode out of the
apartment. Upon reaching the pave, he cast
a hurried glance up and down 1he narrow pre-
cinets of vur American Grub-strect, and, as if
sufled with the closeness of the place, hurried
nte Broadway, and was in a moment lost 1n
the mighty tide of hvmanity which thers hour-
ly ebbs and flows.

For that day, at feast, s resolution was
broken —he could make no moie efforis; and,
with a sad and heavy brow, hereturned dovn
the bay, and sought the shup.

Grace was leaninz over the side, watching;
and, as he approached, she leaned over so far
to greet him, that Percy involuntanly stretch-
ed out his arms, asif to cateh her in her fali.
She smuled playfully 5 and pulline him rough-
ly by the arm, led hun into the cabin. The
forward deck was crowded with dirty and rag-
ged enugrants, pushing their great wooden
chests abour, and swearinzg i Dutch at the
satlors for nnt assistinz thom to hoist their tug-
gage over the side. No one would hlp his
neghborr, and all stoad quarrclhng and chat-
tering, in inexphicable confusion, until the mate
ordered water to be thrown over the deck, and
the men to commence scouring and sciaping.
The captamn sull remeaned on hoard, making
out his bills and preparing s manifest. He
strove to be polite, but Perey could see thathe
wished tus passengers away.

“How can yon endmie the idea, Mr Mere-
dith,”" sart he “*of stayine a moment on hoard
after a shup 1sin port !

*“If we incommude you. s, zaid Perey,
suffly, “we will remove to-night.”

*Oh. not all, L assare you.  Only 1t scemed
so singular 1o me.  You are eatirely welcome
1o stav."”

“Thank vou, ~r

Again the night, beautful as an an:
dream, fell slowly over the water, and
lovers walked the deck of the naw almost
serted vessel. How calm and serene wes
around!

“Nay, look not so sad, dear lave,’* saul
fond wife, wreathing her arms caress:
about Ler husband, “ we shall suli be b
To-morrow youshall havebetter luck. M
while, talk to me, and tell e of the myst
of the stars. I am surc you can if you wi®

“ Beuter study the mysteries of earth, e
plied her husband, almost buterly. “Vigge
shall we do now? I have no money-if§
friends. My hopes of realizing somet!
from my hterary labours a!l blasted—w
absolute privauon, starcs us in the face.
my own Grace! bitterly, I fear me, will
repent your imprudent love for one who
now naught Jut love to feed and cherish 4
withal.” )

“Fie, Perey! rad not agaiast the omn
tence of love. 1 am not a mawkish mad.
lady, who is shocked at the reahties of Jik
Poverty 1s paither vulgar nor hunulating;
arc the lowest offices menial or degra.
when perfornicd for those we love. A= s,
absolute starvation, here in this happy lang
laugh at the idea; and T know you havece
c.ues and encrgics, which, in a hule wi ¥
witl make themselves felt, and will cominia
att~ntion and respect. Come, clear that gloo
brow. I Lad rather hive for an age m poved
and want, than see thee thus moved, ¢ €
Percy!? 1

\Wss it an angel who spoke thus to Ius ¢
ter nature, and roused within hum those de
cr energies which lic beneath the surface of
soul? No, not an angel—and yet a far »
worthy and admirablc being than any &
angei poct ever painted.  An affeciionate, ¢
sthle woman— she 1s the most perfect worh
God. Hecanng th:s frml and deheate creat
speak thus confidently and cheeningly, I
Meredith became s new man, and began ¢
templating the difficultics of his position w
coolness and delibcration.

It was for you alonc I feared, my sw
wiie,” said he, as he drew her upon his ks
aml kisscd her paleand thoughtfu! hrow; 2
now I find you giving e lessons in foru:
and forbcarance. Indeed; you arc an anzc

¢ Not qgnte—for if I were, I would cam
golden wings and harp for drachmas, as Sb
peare has 1, to line thy shronken purse v
al, * she exclaimed, laughing and putung

her hp to be kissed. ¢ Bt come—the ng



@zes here, nleasnnl as lhcy are, bear not
W :nnoxious freshness upon their wings as
ikircamy winds that slumber in the southern
ar com: laden with the breath of orange
Wes. 1 daclare,” she conunued, blushing to
@tcmples at her own cloquence—*" I believe
@gods—or thy burning thoughts—make me
Rical. Good might, sir star-gazer! Tuis
s that sober ladies, like miyscl!; sought thar
ws. Pleasaut dreams!”
‘)‘Tnncr’ I'll pumsh thee for thy raillery.—
Brere—lend me thy strong arm, to help me
do®n tlus narrow stawr. Good night, wndeed !
+ilfhe next mornmg was glorious; and Perey,
e stepped on shore, rematked that cvery
g wore a bright and cheerful aspect—for,
hin his bosom he carried alansp whiehshed
lad rays over all objectseround.  Ah, how
18 1t that manas the creature of circum-
dices! He mekes circumstances either joy-
r melancholy, as the murror of Lits soul is
ht or clouded. Like the rushing stream,
n’s life receives a transc ent colour from the
wvers or woods or beething rocks by which
weeps; but its character and quahtes take
ir impress alone from the decp fountain in
earth whence it sprung,
'o-day, Percy was determined to be suc-
sful--hc felt that he should be so. Up
Broadway he trod, with a frecand gallant step,
and thought that every face he met wore a
algecrful and happy smule. He had never
amdied the fricks of literature, as it exists in
every great metropolis, and knew nothing of
she paltry cl:ques and facuons which, by eom-
ing together, contrive 1¢ put down modest
erit, and keep themselves and thelr own pal-
performances constantly before the pub-
cye. Bethinking him, however, of a name
sociated with all ihat was gencrous and
ble, and which he had seen connected with
periodical of high standing, ke determined 1o
ake application there at ouce.
He was received with the urbanity and po-
teness wiuch charactenze all gentlemen, of
Latever circumstances. He was asked to
e scated—and, as he represented, in as few
vords as he could select, that his necessitics
v cre immediate, Mr. Alton begged he would
xcuse him for a moment, wh:le hclooked over
he manuscripts.  As he read, Percy’s beart
cgan to throb, and he thought hisarticle more
aulty than it had ever appeared 1o him before.
Vith eager cye, he followed the reader, and
¢lt, as sentence after sentence was scanned,
ow this expression mig.it have been amended,

peared then, the rccollecuon of what hz hud
written, that he v-as preparcd, almost, to re-
ceive with cheerfulness a polite declination
from the criue.

The tnisl was nat long. Mr. Alton soon
laid down the manuscnipt, and observing that
the great compettion and low prices at which
perodicals were now necessarily published,
served almost to banish the 1dea of adequate
recompense for hterary labour, proposed that
Perey shouid recewve fifty dollursfor the manu-
seripts hie had bought, and the same sum every
month, whenever hechose to write.

Fifty dollars! it was quite a little fortune!
and Pcrey could scarcely believe his senses, a3
his imagination immediately began busying it-
self with pians for its economical expenditure.
It was, too, his first attennt at literary bar-
gauung, and he felt that he had discovered
within hiniself a mine of wealth.

“ My dear sir,” said he, rising,”” you know
not what a load of distrcss and almost despair,
your unexpected kindness has taken from my
heart. I cannot thank you as I ought—but
she, for whose sweet sake life alone 1s sweet,
shall pray for blessings on you.”

¢ Tut, tut, my good friend, never be senti-
mental, except on paper. ‘Tis altogether out
of fashion ; and besides, I don’t know whether
1 have not mdde the best of the bargain, after
all. The artcles, I do not hesitate to assurc
¥, pOSSess uncomnion merit ; and, were our
native literature protected b wise laws against
the monstrous sea of trash from abroad, which
is literary overwhelming our young writers, 1
might venture to encourage you with brlliant
hopes.  Asat is, however, literature is a thorny
and rugged road. At cvery step, the young
aspirant for fame finds luis unknown and un-
practised pen placed i competition with all
the brazen and polished writers of Europe—
good, bad and indifferent—so that they have
a name, obtained either by their own ment or
from shameless and unmitigated puffery.—~By
the way, what aame shall T affix to these ¥’
added Alton, laying his han? upon tke happy
Percy’s first effusions.

*“f4s an humble one, bi t ,:e which, when
my father lived, wasat leact respected.  Percy
Meredith, sir.”

“Mercdith—I had, in early years, . well-
beloved friend who bore that name. Long
since, he emigrated to the West, and, as 1
heard, became eminent in his profession—the
law. DBut the accumulaung dutics and la-
bours of our scveral professions rendered cor-

ad that sentence completed. So tame ap-

respondence gradually less and less frequent;
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and for many ycars he has been as onedead 10
me. Pray, what was his Christian name ?”

“ Walter Meredith ; and, when he died, he
was Judge Meredith, o A

“The same! Young man, your hand.—
Your father was my class-mate, and the dear-
cst friend of my youth; and thus do I delight
10 renew our broken intimacy through lns son.
How stupid I was, not to see that you have
your father’s lofty brow, and that your voice
speaks to me in tones once dear and fanular
to my heart! Ceme—never mind the manu-
script, nows; we will arrange that another
time—but tell me who is that ‘she,’ you but
now sodelicately spokeof ? and how came you
10 be guilty of this dreadful criuse called pover-
ty? 1 hcard your father had acquired vast
wealth.”

¢ Alas, sir—and so he did, as he and 2ll be-
licved ; but, shortly after his death, tne stocks
in which he had invested his funds, became
worthless, and cven his bouse and all it con-
tained, were swept away by the shenifl. Not
even poor Grace’s piano—my father's last gift
to his daughter-in-law—was left. Harassed
ahmost 1o madness by the suddenness of this
double grief, and knowing nothing of the world
or its sclfishness, I siood by in silent despair,
untl I found myself and my poor wife beggars.
Duniven irom our home—my father’s home—
we felt that we could stay no longer in the
neighbourhood ; and, scarce knowing or caring
whither we went, we embarked down the Mis-
sissipp, and found oursclves 2t ses, with just
moncy cnongh to pay our passage here, and
with nothing clsc in the wide carth that was
our own but two foolish hearts evaflowiang
awith love and hope.™

“Well, well—we siall see! But where is
this charming Grace 7 1 feol 2 sedden fit of
gallaniry coming over me—and, were it not
that this sobzr brown hair of minc is nothing
bata wig, and that 1 have a very promsing
=00 in the University, voumight—butno mai-
tos! Lot us go =ud sce this dear delightful
charmes. Hore, tiiough, abont these manu-
scripts. The people wili be here presenily for
oopr, and I will send them up at once. Tt
us sce—two articles, at £fiy daoliars—lhicro’s
Just the money,” and the gy and kind-heart
o old genileman sipped a bank notcfora hun-
dred dollars into Perey’s hand.

“Nay, s, I cannot allow this. Jtwas Ghy
doilars for &0tk arixles: and I berin 0 think
cven thit 2 great deal tmore thun they are
worth.”

“Never mimd~never mind.  We'll saude all

that 28 soon as we have seen Grace. Wi
is she?” s

Percy explained, and begaed that his b
factor would postpone his visit until he
got lus family on shore. * The ship,” heg
upued, “ must be at the wharf by this 1
and by to-morrow morning I doubt not
shall be coinforiably situated.”

“In some pestiferons boarding-house tavi
or soinc such abominable place, I suppo
added Alton—*% where they dineat onec'cld
and put fried pork gravey in every dish o
1able, from the roast chicken to thedesers, (§
cuse the pun—we editors are witty fellog
sou know!) composed of o haker's puddiil
and a nind of Waorchester white-oak cheese.
think we can manage things better than 1
So—bhere’s acab. Jump in, and let us co
ofT tns charming Grace, and you canleave §
test of the *baggage’ to come after at its b
leisure. Nay, air, Il tzke no denial. W
this s better than cutting up 3 new book 1 ¥

That day there was a merry gath
around the table of the good ana hoppy ¥
Alton; and, while the Champagne modes
sparkied, i the pauses 0 ¢ more brill
conversation v ich flew irom lip to lip,
the lcast amusing source of wit and humd
was Perey's grave description of his recept
by the great Mr. Grub, and the unwoni
honour which our young author had cscapd¥
by declining to scc his poor Litcrary first-bdj
ushered into the world under thepaternal o
of 0 great 2 name.

Mr. Alton had boen many vears a widowdi
and when Perey's ¥ bagonge,” (including ¢
spatkling Grace) was all comfariably armans
in a quict room on the sccond floor, near )
Alton's stady, it was found to bo o entird
convenicnt, that Perey was prevailed npon §
12ke formal passession, and tocndertaketo ¢
ray his warthy host in amateur seribblings §
the —— Magazine.

Thas cnds my simple story ; and, gom
rcader, althongh it iz by no 1 s Wy fix
yet, should yon se decide, u ¢ ail at least
my las! manescTipl

=888~
A GOOD JCDGEEST.

The most necessary talent in a man of oo
versation, is a good judgment. He that iy
this in perfection is masur of his com
withoat lctting him socit; and s the :aa
adrantage over men of any other qualificats
whaisocrer, as one that can sec would bz

over a dlind mza of 1en times his strength.
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onic Romante on the Death of
General! Wolfe.

PING, Wasting, and lamenting with care
r silent and gloomy retreat, sat Britannia,
¢ she exclaimed against fate, mourned the
of her gallant son, General Welfe, and
herself up to gloomy despondency and
css despuir.  The sacred dust that lay in
ion on her fertile and lovely plains was
ved with the many gallant achievements
d perforined ; and the stately wallsof her
ntic cot were sculptured around with his
ic and noble trinmphs. Jupiter, looking
from his lofty, crystaline throae in the
cn, beheld with anxiety and sorrow, the
of the disconsolatedame, and being wmoved
her tears, immediately sent Mercury to
lains below to soothe her aching heart,
assuage her useless grief; and these were
idings that with him came: August Britan-
ccase 10 weep any longer; your gallant
is not dead, but is only removed from the
eswhich he loved so well, to command the
ics that are above. For, the sons of the
the powerful and proud gianis of old,
red from their dark habitations, and the
s which they cominunicated, was, that
were marching, or preparing to march, 1o
with the gods; upon which a council was
d, wherein it was decreed that Wolfe shopld
gemoved, and the charge, together with
y others, was cntrusted for immedixte
tion to me. With this rigorous order I
ediately hied to the plains of Quehee, fully
rmined to execute it with the least possible
py. Icncompassed his cyes with a dark,
k Sim; his spirit I bure away m an urn,
5at on: mowment's respite, which ke heg-
. ia order that the joyous sound of victory
ht break on his car.
left the friendship he always bore towards
native piains, his own skits, and yon, his
ch loved country, whichk he has by the
itaty triumphs his valour hasachieved, ren-
od the eavy of surrounding navons, to wish
a spedy and safe retum. I n now
fnz 1o bid yoa adics, perhaps for cver. It
bs your tcars, your sghs and lamentavion
Rt hroaght me down from yon cicar, un-
pdad regions o thiscold world below.  Sce
t the achicvements of General Wolfe be
nded with exoliation by vou, to vour chil-
50 that when the will of heaven, and the
mmon destinics of matare shall have swept
ko oblivion and repose succweding gesisra-
pus, his great name will be lefy an imperish-
rc monament, exciting olers 1o ke docds

of glory and renown, and serving at once to
defend, adorn, and perpetuate your cxistence
among the ruiing nations of the carth; andin
the height of that splendour to which .yug, by
the superior skill of your future commandere
over those of other nations, are destined 10 7ise,
do not forget to remember with gratitude, the
patriotism of him you now so rcasonably la-
mentand bewail. Butdry up your tears, and
lament him no longcr.  Rouse from the torpor
his death has occasioned you, and he prepared
to follow with success, the successors of him
who can return to you no more, and is now
satisfied of your fidelity to him, and will be-
hold with joy, your cndeavours to preserve in-
violate, those rights which he has sonobly put
you in possessionof.  Farewell.” Heceased,
and the next instant saw him winging his
Iofty flight to the court of his master, Jupiter.
He has never since had occasion to return to
assuage the woc of Britannia;, who has con-
tinued advancing in theficld of fame and glory,
*1ill she has attained that dazzling height pre-
dicted by Mercury; whilst in every stage of
her rismg glory and magnificence, she has
honourcd the memory and cherished a grate-
ful remembrance of her much loved, brave,
gallant, and patriotic son, Gexerar WoLis.

King's County, 1542, S. G. F.
Y @t~
STANZAS FOR MTSIC.

1 7k of thee when winter binds
The stream with frost :
1 think of thee when stormy winds
Arve raging most;
And when the summer sun looks bright
O'cr land and sca,
And by the moon's tender light
1 think of thee.

There is no place, sweet fady, where
Thou art forgot :

1 mingle in my daily prayer
Thy dearer lot;

And when the voice of beauty blends
With melody,

1 turn away from present fricnds
To think of thee.

Then, lsdy, vometimes Ict thme eyc
Wiath tcars be wet,

For happy days, alas gone by,
In which we met;

And though the fount &f sorrow flow
No morcin me,

This heart at cast where'er 1 go, <.
Shall think of thee ! )
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ANALYSIS OF LIFE.

) “Waar is life
Y ask’d a child whose fair, unshadow’d brow
Lauvghed as his golden curls floated wild
In the warm sumnfer wind ; and as he turn‘d
His cherub face, radiant with the light
Ofhis young heart, and garlanded with flowers,
1 found a gladsome answer—* Life is joy I
I asked a youth whose sword was dripping
gore
From the red strife, soil'd like his childhood’s
dream
Of holiness and Jove; whose guerdon was
The pnce of humaa tears, and the vain hope
That time wonld sound his name when heas
gone;
And, verily, he cliose the wisest path
To deify such tyranny on carih !
His death-wing’d banner glared beneath the
star
That fools proclaimed the cmblcm of his fate,
And as its ray scem’d brighter, to the ficld
He led hisliving off ting for the mead
Of hcaven’s wrath, and while his fe}l arm
quench’d
Some spirit’s flame, his war-cry madly bore
This burthen—* Life is fame?
An old man
Bent him o'cr a grave—a 1ale of former years;
His wan hand rested on the hoary stone,
And whild he traced the name. half washed
away,
Of lis yovng love, a tear slow glistencd
On his furrowed check—the last bis dim eye
Ever—cver shed ; and was itall for this
He had endur'd the cold world's breath, the
blight
Of his youth’s hope and his heart's dearest
dream,
That time might bring some recompence for all;
To weep when his hair was grey, o'er the love
Of his carly years? Tenderness and truth '—
Xt stood a bzacon on the ocean of hislife,
To which the thought of his loncagereturned,
‘While the false pyres sank bencath the dreary
wave
Of mem'ry; alas! I could not ask .
The bitter proof exjerience sadly gave;
‘Was not that tear 2 silent pledge of ali
The soul had ever suifer'd, snswering—
S Lifcis grief I
And is it not cven thus ?
A thing of sunshine, tempest and regrer;
Ininfancy all flowers nnd rainbow hues :
In manhood, strife and wild ambition,
*THll the Sicroe passions weer the heart away,

'The gloom of his lif’s wreck, turning his 38

And the aged wanderer lingers in

To that calm heaven he storned, perchanc$
While earth had ought to yicld; and a: 8
cloud e
Catches the sun’s bright ray'at eventide, 73
E'en as the fair reflection of the dawn;
So in tbe pathless twilight of his yecars .
Doth hope impart a glory from her thronek
And the child and the sage are one.

St. John, January, 1343.
—n@PSee
" TO GENEVIEXNE.

1 loved thee wlien an infant ; I yemember
Secing thee cradied in thy mother's arms,
And smiling Yike the cherub that I ween
Hovered for Raphael's pencil. Though a
1 loved thee; for the first delightful glanw
Even then I knew 10 be an angel’s look,
And angel's and my Geneviene’s.  Sincet:
P've wandered weanly ; yet thonghts of t
Have flashed upon the darkness of my pa:
Gilding life’s blackest midnight. We
soom
Wander together where the turbualent thr
OI citics and societics and friends—
Friends'—where falsc looks and false h
are noty
And in seclusion sweet, freed from the wtﬁ
Live for i, but not init; having hearts
Nerved for high uses to our fellow men. P
For we can love them though they lovenoyg
Guide them and help them though they k‘h
it not,
Aud pity them for foilies. Would they kn
The happiness they hate!~Dear Genevieny
When we are laid in dust—not we, but thz3
Which holds us—when ourbodics arein 23
And our frec spinits join 1o those fair ficlds
YWhcre Jove is a1l in all,—some gentle hea
Congexial with our own will read these li
Penned with the running reed, and unders
More than they now reveal;—for the
slores
Of Love, unfabled in the Golden Age,
Arc overhanging Earth, hke the bix clonds
Of harvest rain, ready to f2ll on man,
So, lic will but receive ity and the years
Freighted with peace to man, 1o man
will.
In their 1enth joyous decade bring again
Astreea back 1o carth.  Ohy, happy momn,
To thosc who from the mountain-top
roung, .

Evcevig

And hail its hatbingers!




THEH AMARANTE.

9

THE HAUNTED MINE.
ne neighbourhood of Presburgin Hungary
@lcbrated for its iron mines. As far as the
an survey, the country exhibits a pros-
@ of yawning caverns and ponderous ma-
@cry; und if the traveller dares 10 venture
liberson on one of the platforms constructed
¥ the chasms, or mighty mouths of the
les, he will shudder on viewing the work-
@prcasants ascending and descending, re-
d by thoir distance to pigmies in size, *ill
e below are lost in gloom.
ke Hungarian miners are great observers
#hcir saints’ days; mingled with religious
s are their songs, dances, and merrniment;
g days are generally selected for weddings
B christenings. It was on one of these
flays that our story commences.

@han Varasok was a master miner. He
@ about fifty, with a wife, and one son only
Jpining from a family of six. This son,
in Varasok, was a fine athlctic young fel-
of gencrous qualities and quick passions,
like most young men, he had the misfor-
to fall in love.

a small but necat stone cottage, situatedin
Mputict of the mining village, dwelt Marie
Bouborn, the daughter of a widow who had
Wbetter days. Maric wasa girl of strong
Bd, of aficctionate, ardent, and independent
#ngs; and, by dint of great industry, she
#succeeded in a branch of cmbrcidery work
'gold and silver thread on Saxony cloth,
mich met with 2 sure market at the estab-
ent of 2 marcha=wd du maode in Presburg,
thus was she cnzbled to support both her
et and herself. Marie Schonborn was
fair haired, and handsomic. To be sure,
constant attention to her invalid mother,
the many hours she had to bend over her
k, had blanched her check; but whenever
went abroad, she formed an extraordinary
trast to most of the other females of the
ge. Itis no wonder, therefore, thet Maric
onborn was the oiject of altraction to all
likely young feliows of the district, and
ng others Martin Varasok was deeply
tten by her beauty.
is father, Johan Varasok, had got into a
te abont coertain mining rights with a
5t respeciable person of the same calling as
5 mamed Karl Bereny, who had been
suceessful in discovering huge masses of
and become rich. The dispate having
cartied into the coust appointed 0 try
cauzes, 2 judgment was given in favonr

of Bereny ; consequenily Johan Varasck and
Karl Bereny, (both captains,) were no Jonger
friends, and their differences were not a little
increased by the kaowledge of thefact, by both
the Varasoks, that Bereny had paid great at-
tentions to Marie Schonborn, and had been
most favourably received by her mother, who
was looking out for 2 wealthy husband for her
daughter.

It was the holiday of St. Jasper, and the
miners and their wives and children, all dress-
ed in their best attire, had been to church, and
were commencing their sports, the younger
men throwing the bar, leaping, &c., and the
girls preparing their national dance, when a
cart, drawn by a duninutive but hardy little
horse, gaily decked about the head and collar
with flowers and bells, was driven by a boy
into the centre of the throng.  In the cart was
a cask ornamented with garlandsand coloured
worsteds, and by the side of it walked, with a
triumphant air, Karl Bereny, accompanied by
his kinsman, a fat lutle countryman, well
known to ail the miners by the name of Peter
Patak. When the cart stopped, the crowd as-
sembled aroundit, and Bereny sdid, “harangus
them, Peter.™”  Peter Patak thereupon stepped
on the cart, and waving his pothd of a hat to
obtain silence, scrcamed out,  Neighbours, do
you know what is in this cask? No! then I
do. Itis choke-full of wine of the Banat.—
Karl Bereny has gained his cruse in thecourt,
and he brings you this barrel 1o dnnk his
health, and success to all true miners.”

This was answered by a joyous shout. A
gimlet was instantly bored in the cask and a
peg inserted in the orifice, cvery man pro-
duced his drinking cup, (many of them of sil-
ver,) and Karl Bereny's health was pledged as
fast and as long as the generous wine would or
could ran, Peter Patak, who was tapster, cver
and anon tasting a cup, to sce that it was in
proper order, until ke found it in such excel-
lentcondition thathe saw double; andamighty
clattering of drinking vesscls and clattering of
tongues cnsued.

In the meaantime Kari Bereny had proceeded
10 the spot where the young fellows were hutl-
ing the bar, and arrived atthe moment whea
Martin Varmasok was preparing to throw it
but Martin, suddenly perceiving Bereny, and
irritated by the loss of the exuse, and the pre-
sence of his Tival, tost his cusiomary nerve,
and threw inefficiently. His rough compa-
nions raised alangh of derision; when Bereny,
taking up a weighty bar, pitched it beyond the

usz=al boands, amidst the shotuts and harzas of
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the assembled miners. Martin Varasok again
essayed, threw, but once more threw short—
Bereny then triumphantly grasped the bar, and
atrengthened by the excitement of several cups
of his sparkiing wine, hurled it in first-rate
style beyond the mark, and was proclaimed
winner of the prize, a small silver goblet.—
Overpowered with vexation, his rival walked
away. Hisfather, who had watched the whole
affair witih some chagrin, followed Martin with
hasty strides, and thus endeavoured to console
him : ¥ Come, cheer up, my boy. I don’tcare
for the loss of my cause, nor mind von the de-
feat in your game. These are the ups and
downs in life, the buckets that go to the bot-
tom of the shaft come up again filled. But
something else is on your mind, Martin.”

“ X will not complain,” replied young Vara-
5ok, “‘though my heart is ready to burst!”’

“Whatisit, boy?’ said Johan.—DMartin
sighed, and uttered “ Marie "

“Well,” rejoined his father, “Marie Schon-
born is a good girl, and I always wished that,
if you were rich enough to mary—"

# Marie,” exclaimed Martin, “will never be
my wife.”

#Why, I should like to know?’ inquired
Varasok.

#Karl Bereny ¥ replied Martin.

#Karl Bereny again! What! has he in-
sinuated himself there, to0?”

“Yes" said Marun. *“Her mother told me
last night that Marne was to be Karl's wedded
wife.”

“Her mother is an old woman; what does
the girl say herself, Martin 7

“Ah! father,” sighed young Varasck, “1
had hoped—I had fancied that I had perccived
a tender joy sparkling in her eye when I have
addressed her. My want of confidence, the
infirmity of my temper, is the cause of my
mswy‘n

Sohan paused, and muttered, ¥ Maric Schon-
bornajilt! Iam an old miner,and have lived
half my life under ground—but woman is wo-
man. Compare Karl Bereny with my Martin
Varasok

At this moment the shouts and laughter
were borne across the plain on the gale—
“Herk ¥ said Johan, * the wine has got into
their heads, and I am just in the humonr to
broak a pate or two, and if T once begin, Fll—
But as I am sober, and they are not, poor
beasts! T'll prudenily put myself out of mis-
c}‘uﬂ

Hercupon the father and son walked toward
their own home.

Although the young men and women wig
dancing and frisking about merrily, and g}
up to concert pitch with Karl Bereny’s hby
supply, a knot of elderly persons were
gathered round the cart, and several had by
ed their pipes, Lstening to Peter Patak’s ;i
and stories. Among them, with her ears %
open, was the wife of Varasok, a co
healthy looking dame, but pre-eminently
sessed with a foible of her sex, curiosit;g
Peter Patak had been informing his audito
a rumour thatone of the shafts of the mine 4§
haunted ; and, on being asked what busijg
a ghost had in an iron mine, Peter said thaj
was not the person to meddle with a specii
business, he hoped that he might be pickell
pieces with pick-ases if he hadn’t seen§
ghost himself.

#Tush, Peter$* remmarked the dame, “§
saw your own light figure reflected in onjy
the pools ¢*

“Light Agure!” replied Patak, placing
hands on Lis protuberant stomach. * Oh,
1 never reflect.”

“Have any of the other miners seen
goblin ¥’ inquired the dame.

“ Johan Varasok, your lawful ! ssband,
seen it; but he iso’t a bit afraid of it.”

“My husband, bless bis heart! does
fear the devil himself, though I say it.” P
gave a gulp, and muttered, ““ he wasabold
when he married you, old lady.”

The group now separe ed; the highly
plimented wife of Johan varasok wended
way home to prepare her husband's food
fore he started for his customary occupatio
the mine. When she entered their well
dered little cottage, she saw her good Jof
sitting by the light of a flickering lamp, wi
danced the shadow of his sober head agad
the whitened wall.

““Well, Theresa,” said Johan, glancingk
1y ather, I must be stirring ; itis my tu
relieve the other gang of workmen. My i
ket—1I hope there is plenty in it. Put iH
loaves of millet bread in.”

¢ Why, Johan,” said the dame, 1ardy, “
can't eat 2ll the victuals I put in yourbaskd

* How do you know X don't,”” replied Vo
sok- “Iamin pretty good condition ros:
about; I work hard, and require food and dr
in proportion.”

* That may be, Johan,” responded his wa
“but why do you require a double poriioa
candles in your basket when you go tod
mine? You don't cat them, I suppose ™

“No,” said Johan, “ they consume tbﬂ
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s. Oneday, my old wife, I will explain—
| astonish you with a strange story.”
arasok kissed his better half with affection,
started oft to his employ, and as he walk-
n he muttered, ‘“she is an admirable wife,
a thousand excellent qualities, and only
natural drawback, she has a tongue !”
eanwhile Karl Bereny, exulting in his suc-
made his way to the door of the cottage
e Schonborns. The mother was seated
high backed wicker chair, her counten-
pale and emaciated.
Ah! my dear, dear Marie!” exclaimed
, “X regard you better than anything in
world 1
arie replied, “*But you must notregard me
er than anything in the world.”
Pshaw! Marie,” continued Bereny. Pl
you a secret. 'Your mother consented las:
t to all my wishes. She said, Maric, that
had been kind to her, I might come and
t you. In short, she said that I might
v you.”
Indeed ! remarked the gitl. “But there
nother consent to be obtained.”
Whose, I should like to know?” eagerly
ired Karl.
That of Maric herself.”
'he mother raised herself up, and in an ex-
kssive tone, said—
"% Marie, before your parent sinks in endless
Bmber, promise that you will become the
#ifc of Karl Bereny.”

Exact not the promise at this moment,
hr mother.”
arl was somewhat abashed, but ho utter-
Y will endeavour to deserve your esteem,
rie. Sce the prize I have won to-day.—
is little cup will grace your chimney piece.”
d he placed it in the mother's hands.
*Ah me!” tremulously articulated the old
y, “oncel had good store of silver baubles,

t this moment a face gleamed through the
ndow at the back, apparemily watching
xionsly. Maric’s mother took her daugh-
's hand, and with gende force and an im-
ring smilc, placed it in that of Bereny. A
d cursc was heard outside the window at
same moment. Maric tarned more pale
an ever, and Karl ran and opened the door
scc who was the introder ; but the only per-
n that appearcd was onc Issachar, a nonde-
ript.  “ Why, doctor, is it you?” said Bere-

The being thus addressed was a shabby
ing, sallow faced son of Cain, who in &

short wandering career, had attempted half-a-
dozen professions and trades, without settling
or prospering in any. Baffled in his commer-
cial enterprises, Issachar turned his attention
toward operations on dogs, cats, and other
animals; and this occupation leading him na-
turally and gradually to the noble science of
anatomy, he branched off, without a diploma,
into the whole duties of a medical professor,
and from cat-skinning took to the obstetric
art, toothdrawing, and phiebotomizing. Doc-
tor Issachar had come to the cottage of Marie’s
mother, with some czbbage leaf nostrum for
her rheumatism.

“Well, what brought you hither 7" inquirad
Marie, who detested him.

Issachar muttered to himself, * she wantstp
get rid of me; but I'll stir up some mischief,
throw in a double dose of bitters. Why, 1 de-
clare, what a swearing noisc Martin Varasok
made at the window just now !

“Martin Varasok 77 exclaimed the old wo-
man and Karl.

“Yes, he peeped through tha casement, look-
ing as yellow as saffron.

‘Martin is a gloomy tempered youth,” said
the dame.  “I like him not.”

“No more do 1,” interrupted Issachar.—
Then assuming a knowing look, he whispersd
to Bereny, ¢ Martin is in sad want of a wife.
Take care of pour Marie. Good-bye, dame;
I'll call and leave your cough drops, and the

[poison for the rats. Mind, don’t take the

wrong? Soon after his departure, Karl Be-
reny took his leave. Heo was going to the
same branch of the mine where old Johan Va-
rasok superintended his workmen, and he ex-
pected Johan to be very sore about the loss of
the law-suit.

As the cow doctor proceeded on his way, he
reflected that part of his business waseffected,
so far as startling the jealonsy of Bereny went.
He now sought an opportunity to geta privats
talk with Martin Varasok, and thus, by setting
the rivals by the cars, getrid of them both, and
then make the *bone of contention,” “bene
of his bone,” “flesh” he could not add, for
there was not a sufficient quantity on his car-
casc. But Issachar wanted a wife to scrawl
his pharmacy bills, and cut out hisnew shirts,
whenever he had any.

Martin Varasok through the window had
seen the prize cup given by Bereny, and the
hand of Marie placed by her mother in the
hand of his rival. He was overcome with
vexation and jealousy; and he bit his lips 'till
they bled, muttering, “I will never sos her



12

TRE AMARANTIH.

more! YetI fancied I perceived that Marie
wept. IfIcould only hope!”’

While musing in this manner, some one
brushed at his elpow; it was Issachar.

“Bless my heart!” cried he, “I don’t won-
der at your being in such a rage, considering
what you must have witressed at old Mother
Schonborn’s cottage. Karl Bereny to be sure
is a good looking fellow; rich too; but he
should take care, with a handsome girl right
before the window, and no window blind ; and
unless one was blind one’s self—but I say no-
thing.” Issachar saw the effect he had pro-
duced, 50 he thought he would make Martin a
little more comfortable. *Do yon intend to
be at Karl Bereny’s wedding 7’ said he care-
lessly. “1IIa! ha! old women will talk. I
heard Marie’s mother abusing you charming-
ly! She said you were the most untoward,
ill tempered, fidgety, cross grained animal that
ever walked on two legs.”

Martin merely asked—* And did her daugh-
ter assent to this?”

“Why, I say nothing ; but this I will say,
she did—if silence gives consent.  Marie might
have said a little more; but I, of cour: ;, never
1ip up old grievances; it is my business to heal
wounds, not to infiame them—so I say no-
thing. Good night!’ and Issachar walked
away chuckling with the notion that he had
mmade Martin as happy as a bird with both his
feet in bird lime ™

The distant bell of Preshuarg cathedral tolled
the hour; and the clocks of the other steeples
kept up a striking chorus, as Martin hastened
10 join his father in his duties at theiron mine.
As they walked 10gether, Johan Varasok gues-
sed what was uppermost in Martin's thoughts,
80 he sought 1o divert themn 10 anothor chan-
nel.  “Has vour mother been alaing to you
again about the spectr: of the mine, Martin 7°
saidhe. “ Shepants todiscover themystery.”

“1 could tell her no more,” replied the son,
4 than the others miners have told her, and that
1 was startled ane day last week by the tall un-
carthly, hag, «d form which Qlitted by me with
a lantern.”

“Oh! my boy,” said Johan, * you must not
balieve in such things! Did you cver hear of
a miner called Michael of Fitleck 37

«¥ recollect hearing of such a person before
1 left Presburg,” answered Martin.

“This Michael,” continued Johan Varasok,
“ was a wild fellow, and had been banished
from Filleck for some offence; but when he
came among us he appearcd patient and re-
formed. Y held a helping hand to him; he

appeared grateful, and worked with the stre g
of a ion. We contrived that be should m:g
and he wedded a good girl, taught her to &8
him tenderly, and a little smiling, curly-hg
ed urchin blessed hira with the name of fai
For a time Michael appeared happy, ull
tal disorder sent his poor wife to her last hegg
Deprived of her bland influence, his wild g
dissoluic habits again broke out. Provid
ordained a heavy calamity 10 the poor wrj
One day, by the carelessncss of the woug
who undertook to nurse Michael’s child, §
little fellow wandered to the mouth of on
the j.its. He was playing about unconsc:
iy, when his foot slipped, and he fell head!
I need not describe 1ts fate.”

“Where was the father 7 asked Martinyg

“Below, at work in the mine, and the |
parson that discovered the hfeless and man
form of his beloved child. From that
ment his reason fled, and he never remrn@
the world. T watched him gloomily sciz:i

e

spade and mattock, and in a remote cosh
the mine he buried his poor infant.” 1

“But how has he contrived to exist?”
quired Martin.

“I have supplied him with food and
ever since. I have made many efforts to
duce Lim toreturn above ground ; once 1
force, but the powerful strength of the
maniac repelled me.” W

“Father,” said Martin, “I have always ¥
a strong suspicion that the tall fellow 3
whom I struggled on the night that D
Schonborn’s cottage was broken open, 4
that same Michael of Filleck.” -

“Ah! well, if it should prove so,” rep
Johan, “1t would be of no use breaking an
curable madman on the wheel! But I4
Martin, you are still breoding on that giil
Come, come; I have a better opinion of Ma
she has not the want of feeling which you
tribute to her! Hark ye! your rival, H
Bereny, bas gone to the mine. Go you W
to Manc's cottage : pop the question at 01

Cerberus's cat's-meat! you can’t bein aw
plight should she decisively reject you. P
you shouid have secen how 1 carried off ¥:
respeetable mother—triumphandy, inaw
batrow, in sight of het hostile relations—a
two, three and away.  Go, boy, go I
Here the hearty old miner pushed his s
fromn him, Johan descending the Jadders of
shaft with practised vigor, while Martin,
a beating heart, took the direction toward
cottage.
Lt us now accompany old Johan down:
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ki, wels of the earth, and look around us at
furious scene. It was here lighted with
and pine torches stuck in clefts of the
and columns of iron ore, and brown and
w clay ironstone, purposely left as sup-
to the roofs. These branched off into
Bebers and galleries in every dircction.—
. kvorkmen wern dispersed about at their al-
situations, in short frocks, and trowsers
arse flannel, and woollen caps.  In some
;‘_: corves or baskets filled with fhe ore,
g placed on trucks with feur iron wheels,
@irawn by a man with a rope across his
B!, assisted by a boy, who guided the ma-
behind. Where the floor was more prac-
@c, three or four of these irucks and corves
B atached together, and a small dingy
ng horse dragged them on a level to the
B, where the baskets were wound up by
i machinery to the mouth of the pit. A
JRiant hammering and reverberatien of the
@ of pick-axes were going on; and ever
pnon a roar of awful thunder rushed along
Bicry where t1ey had been firing a train of
Ppowder to blast through the iron-rock.
one of the chambers, remote from the
that led to the entrance of the mine, Karl
ny, Peter Patak, and other miners, were
Jork. Presently Johan Varasok camealong
#pallery with his basket of provisionsand a
tern; he placed the basket on a ledge of
_'Qilom‘1 and took out a millet loaf of a size
g would surprise any one not conversant
g the sharpness of a miner's appetite; and
R quitted the chamber with hislantern. As
iother miners were talking together, they
enly stopped on hearing a wild shrick of
hier echo from a chasm at the lower end
¢ gallery, a yell resembiing that of the
d hyena when its keeper throws its food
Peter Patak tremblingly uttered, “ there's
spectre.”
A terrible noise, sure enough,” said Xarl
ny; and the miners were all agog listen-

happencd that over a certain portion of
mine was an extensive bed of finered sand,
this sand being extensively used in theiron
derics, many thousand loads were carried
y for that purpose. About this critical mo-
t, owing, it was supposed, to the perpen-
plar bearings that are usually left, being too
I ot being 100 much weakened to support
mass above, a falling in of the superincum-
At strata took place; and the dierupture oc-
[ring about midway between the shaft of the
and the situation where Karl Bereny, Jo-

han Varasok, and the others were placed, the
driftways were instantly filled with the falling
mags, consequently all pe for them wasin
a moment cut off. T'he concussion of air ex-
tinguished all the lights but the lantern of, Jo-
han Varasok. The men were in despair, but
hardy old Johan did not lose his presence of
mind ; “Be firm, my {riends,” he exclaimed;
“one and all must work or perisk now. Karl
Bereny, don’t hang back, man ! your hand.—
We must forgive all animosity now. We are
no longer disunited comrades.”

Another heavy fall was heard, and then the
loud gush of a torrent of water. Peter stum-
bled and fell against Varasok’s lantern, which
he crushed, and extinguished the light. Utter
darkness now ensued.

Johan Varasok solemnly exclaimed, * God’s
will be done® which was responded by
“ Amen!” from the buried men.

Suddenly Bereny called out, “here—here is
a light from below.”

All eyes were eagerly turned in the direction,
when 2 tall pale figure scrambled up the plat-
form, with streaming rags, matted hair, and
beard perfectly white.

Inagony Patak screamed out, “Thespectre!
the spectre 1

It was Michael of Filleck, haggard and in.
sane!

“Ho! Michadl, your light?* shouted Johan,
and attempted to approach him ; but the mani-
ac howling and shrieking with unearthly laugh-
ter, rushed across a narrow plank which
covered a chasm of water, fathoms in depth,
and disappeared, leaving the unfortunate men
in a stateof frightful anxicty. Theonly sound
then distinguishable was an exclamation in
discordant tones, “Which of you threw my
child headlong down the shaft 7 and the wild
yelling echoed through the caverns.

At this frightful moment Martin Varasok,
who hac proceeded to the cottage of Marie,
stopped anxiously at the door. Marie was up,
for her mother, afflicted with infirmitieg, had
passed a sleepless nights and when the morn-
ing dawned she had fallen into a heavy slum-
Ler. As Marie approached the window, she
perceived Martin.

 Marie,” said he, fslteringly, **dare I speak
to vou?”’

“This is an unusual hour to visit the cot-
tage, Martin.”

Martin replied in a low, but impassioned
tone, “Marie, I must and will ascertain my
fate; my happiness or misery is in your hands;
one word from you, Marie, one litlle word
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will decide which is to be my lot; speak that
word.”

Marie sobbed. Martin, in a more subdued
voice, said, * Marie, my heart and soul are
yours; say you will love me, and for your
sake I will conquer this impetuous temper !
He drew Marne toward him ; her head sankon
his shoulder, and her warm tears fell on his
hands. Suadenly the alarm bell tolled vio-
lently. They both started; hasty footsteps
passed the cottage; an engineer was passing.
Martin anxiously inquired what had happened.
The engineer replied, with a look of herror—
“The mine has fallen in, and all the workmen
are buried.”

“ Distraction!” cried Martin.
is down there "

 And poor Bereny!” added Marie.

“Ha! Bereny ! wildly exclaimed Martin;
“her Bereny! fiends and furies! have ye been
mocking me? Away-—away! my father, my
dear, brave old father ! I will seek you to the
centre of the earth, or diz!”’ and he rushed out.

The bell continued tolling fearfully, and the
alarm spread like wildfire; hundreds were
seen rushing to the fatal spot ; fathers, mothers,
wives, sisters and children, by their cries add-
ing misery tother~ene. Martin Varasok soon
arrived at the mouth of the mine, and, after a
rapid consultation with the engineer on the
spot, parties of the workmen, headed by Mar-
tin, went down the pit in the hope of clearing
away the rubbish below, so asto get attheun-
fortunate men; but after many honrs of hard
labour, this was found to be impracticable, as
not only the sand, but water continued pouring
down as fast as it could be removed from the
bottom. The different masters then formed
their gangs, and, people coming in from other
villages, working parties were formed suffici-
ently numerous to relieve each other day and
night. Martin was the fist man to descend
the old shaft; he was followed by several ad-
venturous young fellows, and the work began
in earnest.

Incredible efforts were made, and, by dintof
perseverance for several days and nights of
continued labour, a way was made into what
they ascertained to be a portion of the iron
mine. Martin Varasok, notwithstanding the
greet fatigue he hed undergone, insisted on be-
ing lowered down to a platform he beheld by
the light of the torch below. His comrades
remonstrated with him, but ineffectually ; so
he was let down the chasm with 2 rope fast-
ened around his body. He had a Inntern also
tied to his girdls, a torch and his mattock in

“My father

his hands ; but, alas! the rope, swiftly tnf
ling against the sharp edge of a slab of §
stone, was severed, and Martin fell whena
twelve feet from the platform. He fortux
iy dropped on his fect, and was only scvel
shaken. He ballooed, with all his mighi§
assure his comrades of his safety, when loj§
heard, or thought he heard, a distant cnilf
shout to the rxrrht, but still beneath him. §
again exerted his voice to the utmost. I
effort was answered by & horrid yell, .
peal of such laughter as could only have
ceeded from a demoniac.

This served, however, only to encouraw
brave spirit; for, although he was nearly
tain that the first sounds he heard were
distinct quarter from the latter, it prov
him that there was life below, and while ¢
was life there was hope. In the meantim
intelligence was conveyed to the surface
Martin Varasok had fallen, but that they
heard his shouts far beneath the platfo
‘This intelligence immediately spread, an
course made its way to Marie Schonbor
whom it wzs most maliciously conveyed
Issachar. But Maric had too much eners
character to give confidence to all the !
unprincipled Jew reported. She wasa gi
determined prineciple; she could not rest
at home, even with her infirm mother,
she was convinced of the fact that Martin
living. She went iato the cottage of a n]
bouring friend, whose brother was a mii
she implored her to come to sit by her mo!
who very probably might not awake, and
suaded her friend to lend her the dress of!
brother. She then succeeded in compld
disguising her rather tall figure in the miz
habiliments, covering her fair forehead wi
broad brimmed hat. Afterofferingupa h
but fervent prayer for the success of her ;
ject, she ran to the mouth of the old s
which was discernible by the motley crd
and glaring of many torches.

The machinery and chain windlasses
iron tubs had been properly fixed at both
elevations above and below; and the men
selected who were to descend. AsMarie
gled with the throng, she perceived a y
woman, with an infant at her breast, gras
cnergetically the hands of her husband, a
ner, and entreating him not to leave her.
piteous tones and tears appeared evxdendy
impress him ; and he wavered. Marie
on this minute of indecisior ; and when
captain called oaut numbers one, two, i
and the men severally placed themselves &
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s to be lowered by the machinery, at the
in's order for number four, Marie, with a
muffled around her, presented herself,
y stepped into the iron bucket, and was
ntly descending link by link as the wind-
turned. It may be easily imagined that
eart quailed in being placed in so novel a
tion. The iron bucket was vp to her
ders, and the lantern which had been pla-
her hand threw its dim rays around.—
houghtof her aged .nother, and trembled ;
she recollected the first impression and
t vow to save Martin, if he was to be res-
; so, putting her trust in God she reached
cond level, from whenceher lover had so
dously ordered himself to be lowered.—
she arrived there, she perceived on the
faces of the miners manifest marks of dis-
The chain windlass was there, and man-
but a hesitation was evident as to the
n who was first to descend ; it cven came
oubt whether any of them would venture.
e made a desperate effort. excla ning,
ake way there; T will volunteer to go
33
ay, with the creaking of the rusty wind-
only to be heard, descended the corve wi.th
evoted Marie, fathom after fathom. At
th the iron tub rested on a level surface.
irie looked around wistfully with her light,
serve whether she might only have been
d on the suminit of a subterranean preci-
; but, to the extent she could discern, the
& appeared flat and even. She therefore
iicated herself from the corve, and gave the
jal (by pulling a smalil line which had been
round her arm before she descended,) that
landing had been effected.
the grating of the receding chain sounded
Ehly and painfally on thecar of Marie. She
d around ; at a distance, at intervals, ap-
ked a flickering, paild blue light, which ex-
Hed itself considerably, but never in one
pe for 2 moment. The illumination, altho’
could not then account for it, was a slight
tion of fire-damp. The mind of Marie had
too well regulated for her to have any
d of supernatural agency ; yet this sudden
ing gave heralarm.  While painfully pon-
ng, afigure stood at some distance from
an extraordinary figure—perfectly visible,
its dark and ragged outline standing forth
the sulphuric, capricious blazing. What-
the being was, it evidently was atiracted
he light which Marie carried; she now felt
fortitude sinking! The creature approach-
tall, enveloped in rags, white hair, and a

a huge white beard, the eyes sunken, and hol-
low cheeks. Starvationappeared to huve near-
ly effected its utmost on the human frame—for
it wasa man!—As he came closer to Marie,
and glanced a flashing eye at her, he uttered 1a
a faint and plaintive tone, “Bread ! bread !"'—
Marie looked at the miserable wretch with a
woman’s pity, and took from her wallet a half
loaf, which she held out o him. He cagerly
snatched, devoured it like a famished wolf,and
appeared to wait for more. Marie, summoning
up all the courage of which she was mistress,
asked him if he knew of the accident that had
occurred in the mine? but the only reply was,
“Bread! bread !’ She gave hini another
picce, which was disposed of as the formgr.—
The mysterious being then beckoned her to fol -
low him. As Mar.e had obeerved the path by
which he had found his way to her was level,
she assented, and this wretched, ragged, and
white haired obj: ot led the way.

Several passages were traversed by the ma-
niac, followed by the undaunted Marie. At
last her corductor brought her to a small ca-
vern, in a corner of which were heaped some
rags, and a piece of coarse canvass ; cvidently
the sleeping place of this isolated being. It
was very cold 2and very damp; here the white
haired recluse scated himself on the bare earth,
and endeavored to call the attention of Marie
to something in the corner ; instantly turning
the lightin that direction, she beheld a rude
heap of stonesarrangedin the shape of a tomb,
but of such dimensions that it could only have
been intended as the sepulchre of achild. The
strange being looked at Marie piteously, and
large tears flowed from his eyes, and he ar-
ticulated,  Ludolpl:, my child, here is bread
for you.”

In agony, on his knees, he seemed to pray;
he then turned to Marie, and showed her a
small leather cap, such as was worn at the
period by boys, which ke kiss 1 frequently.—
On a sudden, however, the fiend raged within
him, and scowling horribly at Marie, he scream-
«d out—

“Ha! It was you that threw my poor child
down theshaft!” and he sprang on the affright-
ed girl like a tiger.

It was in vain that she resisted. The mani-
ac secrned to be possessed of supernaturai
strength.  She struggled and shrieked. *Re-
tribution?” eried Michacl of Filleck. “The
death thou inflictedest on my boy is reserved
for thee,” and he laughed wildly. “€ome—
come! here is a chasm decp and dark enough.”

The maniac dragged Marie toward the edgs
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of a precipice. Her shrieks were awful, when
suddenly the insane ruffian was felled to the
ground by a blow on the head, which procecd-
ed from the mittock of Martin Varasok, andin
the next moment Marie swooned in his arms.
He supported her ack to the cavern, and with
difficulty restored her to her senses. Assoon
as they had somewhat recovered from ex-
haustion, Martin examined the rude sepulchre
by the light of his lantern, when somethirg
glistening attracted his eye. He stretched bis
hand toward it; it was an antiquesilver flagon.
On Marie perceiving the vesse), she recognized
it to have been her mother’s. Martin made a
farther search ; various other articles of plate,
and a bundle of papers tied up, and covered
with mildew, were found. These proved tobe
the title deeds of the estate of the Schonboin
family, for the want of which they had been
deprived of it.

" But to return 6 the poor men. Johan Va-
rasok, Karl Bereny, Peter Patak, and four
others, were entombed alive.

¢ Alas! alas!” said Bereny, “to what pur-
pose i it for us to prolong adreadful existence,
to perish by famine 7"

“Who desponds 7" exclaimed the brave old
Johan Varasok. *Here, Bereny, friend in
misfortune, here is a biscuit I had secreted,
eat!”’

Bereny wept in utter weakness. ¢ And you,
Johan 7’

¢ Want nothing,” replied Varasok, although
he was, in fact, starving.”

Is there a hope of escape?” doiefully asked
poor Peter Patak.

“Esecape!” replied Johan; “I pledge my
word we shall all eat our dinnefsabove ground
to-morrow. Depend upon i, our more fortu-
hate comrades are probing the carth for us
now. Is not my bold boy, Martin,safe? Do
you think that he will suffer his old father and
friendstobeburied alive? Hark! hark! hark!
I hear them now. Hark! an explosion! they
are boting the rock !—shout—all—halloo I—
Strike against the ironstone walls with your
hammers. They hear us! Listen to their
cheering 1

All was noswv increased activity. The m-
ners were no longer labouring withont strong
hapes of saving some of their fellow creatures;
and this feeling gave an additional stimulus to
1o their exertions. The iron-bound walls were
at length driven through, and the first man
that dashed into the aperture was Martin
Varasok.

THE OLD YEAR.
Or ruddy hue

And in his eye a tear as soft and meek
As twilight dew;

For sadnezs ever mingled with the calm B

That filled his heart—a pure and holy bajif

Kis brow was bound |

With withered leaves, through which wiligg

ries’ red

Were peeping bright—the living with the gg

And like the sound

Of cold ghosts creeping o’er the moonlit ¢

Those sear things rustled as the wind g

low.

And yet he seem’d
To joy with all that join’d him on his waj
Rejoicing in the glad unsullied ray
Which on them beam’d; .
The cotter bless’d him ashisarm grew sty
And children laugh’d when that old man p:
on:
With silver hairs
He strew’d the aged head, and pour’d w
The cordial of a sweet oblivion
O’er all their cares;
The mourner rais’'d and pluck’d the gna
dart £
That fester’d in the mem’ry of his heart.
He wept to sea i
So many fair things fading from the eatuu
Rich, bird-like vomey-hearts of truest \v.g
Each flower and tree b
Sprang fortl‘\ and cloth’d the world in f§
array;
The beautiful—the lov'd, ah, where are t
Yet angel forms
Re-peopling the solitudes appear,
Weaving their web of love, and hope, and
While the rude storms
That mow the unshorn verdure of the brd
Suill scare the sleeper from his dreamn of 1§
And now his eye
Was oftumes turn'd to one star in the nig
He knew when burn'dits torch at zenith h
That he must dic.
Wide yawns the cavern where his bron
sleep,
To add * mummy to the untold heap.
Why doth he start?
An infant boy, that day had never seen,
Lies cradled low on boughs of evergreen,
With lips apart
Aad eyes fast clos’d, yet throogh the lids
worn .
A soft ray stole like light of unveil’d mors
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The old man bent
iwveary head, and you might faintly trace
mblance in each strange contracted face,
Each lineament
offspring both of onte untiring mother ;—
hen will Témee’cr cease to bearanother ?
The hour was come,
star it cast no shade—he kiss’d the brow
e awakening babe, upspringing now
And bounding on,
@ic pillow’d on the wind a fitful knell
Ed mournfully, like voice of passing beil.
Without a sigh
old man sunk upon the vacant bed,
R spirits came, when calmly life had fled,
" To close his eye;
he bright child was welcom'd every where
gifts, and smiles, and songs that fill the

i Remembrance came,
@eilow’d stream rose clear, and gushing fast,
Eflowed the sealed-up fountain of the past;
: Then breathed his name
f pledge ofevery heart, for it did scem
wvined with precious thouzht of some dear
B3 dream ;
B vanished with thegood Old Year, I ween.
¥. John, January, 1843.
@@
STANZAS
*‘_,; TO A LADY DYING OF CONSUMPTION.

EvGENE.

"\&

ﬂvery early hath the victor won thee

fo share the slumbers of the rayless tomb !

l’chnllmfr shadows as a pall have bound thee,

{ hough Heaven’s own light hath pierced the
gathered gloom!

know that thou must die, yet hopes are
clinging

ith added fervor to thy wasting form!

ugh in our hearts despair thy kaell isring-
ing,

h! how we struggle to avert the storm !

th what strange brilliancy thy eyes are
beaming,

it with a splendor that is not of carth!

h day thy gentle smile is fainter gleaming,

nd thy low whispershave forgot their mirth,

r us, without thee, what a dark to-morrow,

s the dim futare that defore us lies!

ou in the grave, and we the heirs of sorrow,

Vith sad and lonely hearts that mock dis-
guise!

d grant his presence in the sunless valley,

Vhich thou must tread ere Paradise be won !

und its portals clouds and tempests rally,

But boldly entgr, for thy toil is done?

WOMAR'S PRIDC

“Yov are very impudent, George,” said 2
laughing, biue-eyed girl, of nineteen, to a very
handsome und fashionable young man, appa-
rently about twenty-five, whose arm encircled
her waist, and who had just imprinted on her
rosy lips a kiss.

“Impudent! ani for what, my sister—that
I dare to love you 77

“No, not for that—but, George,” said the
young lady, looking up into his face with a
sweet smile, whiie a faint blush tinged her
cheeks, “ do you love me as well as a sister 7"

For a moment the young man was embar-
rassed, but it was only for a moment, and he
replied, carelessly, * certainly, dear Maria, do
you not love me as a brother 7

Maria’s lip quivered—a tear trembled in her
eve, and her bosom seemed heaving with con-
cealed emotion as she answered, firmly—“¥
will love you as a brother, George, but it is
late—good night,” and she left him somewhat
puzzled at her abrupt departure.

Maria Fenton had been leftan orphan at the
age of fifteen, both her parents having been
carried off by a sudden epidemic, and with a
sister eight years ycunger than herself, had
been left to the care of a wealthy uncle: The
bereaved orphans were treated well by their
relations, and being young and sprightly, soon
forgot their sorrow in the many amusements
of their uncle’s house. Mr. Fenton having
died insolvent, his daughters were left portion-
less; but their young and cheerful hearts re-
garded this as no misfortune.

Maria was not a beauty, but there was that
about her which could not fail to inspire ths
beholder with respect and esteem. Her per-
son wa- full and exquisitely formed—her com-
plexion of dazzling white, but it wanted the
huoming tints of the rose; and her deep full
blue eye, who could withstand its softness, its
winning gentleness; it spoke in silent and elo-
quent fanguage; but ill spoke the feclings of
the soul’spurity and innocence. By many she
was estecemed proud and haughty ; but it was
owing to a diffidence and reserve which ever
characterised her movements, especially te-
wards strangers.  Maria 1cas proud, but her's
was a pride seldom known, seldom appraciated.
Her feclings were acute and sensitive in the
extreme: but when wounded she possessed
that singular self-possession as to hide the
wound from all observers.

George Claywille was the youngest son of a
very old, aad very respectable family ;- was
well educated, handsome, pleasing in his man-
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ners, and naturally warm-hearted—-consc-
quently he was a great favorite with theladies,
and envied by the gentlemen. But George
possessed some very bad qualities—he was
selfish, thoughtless, and regardless of the feel-
ings of others. Fully aware of his engaging
propensities, he indulged himself in winning
the affections of the innocent and unsuspect-
ing ; but in a manner so very guarded, as never
to commit himself. He saw Maria—saw that
she was something above the common classof
young ladies, and resolved to win her affections.

This was no difficult task; she was young
and affectionate—and in a few short weeks
they were indeed like brother and sister. For
four long years their intimacy continued the
same—their friendslip unbroken. Manaloved
him truely aad devotedly : she never once
questioned his motives—the thought never en
tered her head that he might be a heartless de-
ceiver. She trusted in him implicitly—faith-
fully.

George Clayville’s feelings were not so easily
defined—he hardly kunew them himself, but
this much he did know, she should nerer be
his wife. His principlesforbade it—it ever had
been, and still was his firm determination to
marry a fortune. This, poor Maria, unfortu-
nately did not possess. But he trifled with her
generous and confiding nature; saw her un-
disguiged, devoted attachment, and even ex-
vited in the glorious conquest he hed achieved.
Alas for human nature! alas for the princi-
ciples of man! George Clayville, thy con-
quest was glorious—but beware, ah! beware,
the cnsnarer is himself often ensnared, and
thou mayest yet reap the bitter fruits of thy
folly—of thy wickedness..

Maria, as we said before, never doubted the
truih of George, but of late she had heard it
confidently repsrted, that he was playing the
agreeable to a young and beautiful heiress, and
the truth, the painful trutb, instantly present-
ed itself 1o her mind. She resolved to” know,
ang for that reason addressed to himn the ap-
parently simple question at the commence-
wment of our story, “ Do you love me as well
ava sister 7’

His carelessness in answering, together with
his evident embarrassment, convinced her that
report spoke truely— that had he been for four
long years trifling with her heart’s best feel-
ings. The struggle between love and pride
was long and bitter ; the latter at last prevail-
cd, and a noble pride triumphed over a slight-
cd love. “Yes," exclaimed Marig, the even-
ing after our hero's departurc; *yes, he shall

sec that I can forgethim. Heknowsmyig
who would not, that has scen us, and he s
yet feel my pride. George Clayville, f
heartless as you are, you shall not crush n/¢

quelled ; the bursting sigh was hushed, §
flowing tears wiped away; and again i
met—the injurer and the injured—as they &
ever met, apparently loving and affectiong
She suffered him still to play with her auldg
ringlets—still received his warm caresses—¥
played, and sung, and danced with him, &
few would ever have fancied that Maria’s »
an aching heart. But at last business c:j
George away—Maria’s first thoughts vwg
sad—her second, “it was better so.” 3

The evening before the intended depar
George and Maria for the last time set oui
an evening walk. The evening was calm
beautiful, the balmy zephyrs floated gt
midst the green foliage of the trees; the ba
flies danced merrily through the scented
the nightingales were pouring forth their sw
est, softest notes; and all—all breathed
mony and love. But the heart of George C
ville—did that speak love? oh, no, it was:
still selfish. After a pratracted silence, v
cach seemed busy with their own thougk
George stale a glance at the sweet calin &

. ; - ]

of his companion, and sad, gaily, “of =
are you thinkmg, Maria ? is it how very lc«
ly you will be after I am gone 77

“Yes,” said Maria, cheerfully, “¥ shallmi
you very much !—but,” she added, h-vﬁi
ingly, “ you know I am not of a despon
nature, so doubtless, ¥ shall soon forget yoi

George seemed greatly displeased, an

swered, sadly, “¥ hope not—perhaps you j

be married before my return, if so, will
not protnise me an invitation to the wedd
1 shall only be three hundred miles away,
would travel twice as far to see you marr

Maria readily gave the promise, deeply
pained her; and claiming a similar one,
returned to the hcuse. A few shorthours.
George Clayville was gone—Maria could
help feeling desolate.

“ See here, Maria,” said her sister Am
a bright, bleoming child of eleven; *sce v
a beautiful watch I have got—I met
George this morning as I was going to sch
He was going to see you, he said, but was3
great hurry, so he gave me this watch ford
sclf, and thie ittle box foryon. Idonotkn
what ig in it, for George said I must not
but cousin Julia peeped in—oh ! what a br
tiful ring ! just what Jula said,” for Marna,




THE AMARANTH.

19

Ipitating heart, and blushing face, had
cd the box, and displayed a beautiful
bhond.
car, dear Maria,” said the happy child,
t not pretty?—and George told me that
§ must wear it when you was married—and
after he was gone, Julia said that youn
§ 10 marry him;—are vou, Maria? I hope
r I love George very much.”
§Hush, hush, Amelia—Julia is a naughty
to tell you so, and I must scold her.”
f No, no,” said the aflectionate child, “you
t not scold dear Julia—but you may Frank,
b said that George was not to marry you,
Rthat proud Miss Netherton.”
here, there, Amelia, that will do; now
me a kiss, and go and play with your
sins,”” and away frolicked thelaughing child
onscious of the pain she had inflicted in the
om of her sister.
Fhe gift of George was kept, but never worn.
k cousins often rallied her upon the subject
she alweys laughed them off.
year had nearly elapsed since the depar-
of George Ciayville. There was great
Wparation making in the house of Maria’s
M lc, for some coming event. Splendid fur-
¢ purchased—the richest dresses making,
foreign cooks procured. What was going
Lappen, perhaps this letter may inform our
ders, written by Maria herself :—

1

“ My Dzar GEORGE,

Do you remember the promise I gave you
evening before you left us: I did not think
to'be required so soon to fulfill it; bui strange
rents do sometimes ha;:})en. This day week
ghall become the bride of Captain
member I will expect you.

“Yours &c., “Mam”

What were the feclings of George on the re-
Bption of this letter, we will lcave our readers
3l judge. He was at the time seated between
3o reigning belles—at his old employmeni—
rting ; breathing “soft nothings” into the
bt of one, and looking “unutterable things”
the other.  The letter was given him by a
rvant—he glanced his eyes over its contents;
dkrncd cxtremely pale, and the letter dropped
om his grasp. It was instantly taken up by
e of his fair corapanions, and who, with the
ssurance generally attendant on coquettes,
liberately read it through, and then throw-
g it from her and tossing her head with an
fir of affected contempt, she cxclaimed to her
rondering companion—

“A very pretty cpistle, indced, from some
norant country girl, I supposc. Mr. Clay-

—

ville, since it scems 1o affect you so seriously,
you will depart instantly, I presume, and for-
bid the happy union.”

George listened to this specch in silent in-
dignation, then bowing coldly, said in suppres-
sed accents, “ Yes, madam, if I can, Icertain-
ly shall. Good evening, ladies,” and with a
haughty bow, left the mortified belles alone.

The long dreaded, and the long expected
day came at last. Nature had seemingly
done her best, to paint with beauty every
scene. The sun shene brightly—gloriously—
the silvery clouds with the azure blue, sported
playfully in the radiant heavens—the feather-
ed songsters warbled forth their sweetest notes,
and the faces of all werc beaming with love
and happiness. All, shall I say all, ob, no,
where is Maria? Does her heart thrill with
joy and exstacy. Look upon that pale face,
and judge. How singularly calm and digni-
fied for one so young, and the expression that
beams from that decp blue eye—surely it can-
not be joy—it is too cold—too passionless.—
Oh, no, hapless Maria, thou art making a sa-
crifice to pride. Well, be it so—we wouldnot
reproach thee. Hark! the clock strikes six.
How brilliantly that gay saloon is lighted, and
how mirthful and joyous every one appears.—
See, yonder stands the bride-groom, holding
by the hand the laughing blue-eyed Amelia; a
noble looking* gentleman, certainly, and well
deserving his approaching happiness. But
Maria, where is she? In yonder little sitting
room, which is now deseried by the merry
throng. Oh, looks she not like an inhabitant
from yon heavenly sphere, descended for a few
moments to view the happiness of mortals 72—
Her face almost rivals the dazzling whiteness
of the bridal robes. No pearly gems glitter in
her soft brown hair, no golden chain hangs
carelessly over that ““ snowy neck”—she wears
no ornaments—yet stay—:here is a ring—one
brilliant gem rests on that thin white finger.
Bchold, she knccls by yonder sofa—that sofa
which has witnesscd to so many of her hap-
picst, brightest hours. Listen !—with clasped
hands and tearful eyes she murmurs—* Father
forgive him, may ke never know—never feel
the agony that now rends my heart.” And
now she rises, the tears are wiped away—she
must rejoin the expecting group ; but stay—
there has been an intruder.  George Clayville
has witnessed this last scene—he has heard
thy prayer, my sweet Mcria. * George,”" she
cxclaimed, “dear Gaorge, I thank you for
coming—one hour longer and you hadbeen—"

“Thank hcaven! I-am not too late,” he
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ately excl 1; “but,” he added, re-
ing his self- on, and noticing her
surprise. “But dear Maria, zre you really
going to be married 77

“Most certuinly,” sheanswered gaily, * come
go with me to the saloon. Harwick will bp
rejeiced to see you, and Amelia has not ceased
to talk of you for a week—come, wiy a2re you
waiting 7

He scrusinized her rarrowly, as if to read
her inmost soul. “>ariz, do you love Cap-
tain Harwick 7

“Lovemy affianced hiusband ! whata strange
question! You ceriainly would not doubt it,
George 7V

“Yes,” he exciaimed, quickly, *1I do doubt
it. 1 hcard your last prayer, Maria; answer
me trucly, do you not love the faithless, the
apparently heariless George Clayville 7

AMaria drew herself provdly np—there was a
strugele in her heart, but it passed away, and
she answered with calmacss end dignity—*+1
did love George Clayville; but he triiled with
my heart’s dearest, holiest feelings, and woun-
ed my pride—farewell ¥ and she was gone.

Poor George, but you deserve to suffer; we
can hardly pity you. But Maria, the mjured
Maria forgives, so must twe.

The last solemn words are pronoenced
“inan and wife,” and the hitherto calm and
dignified Alaria has feinicd, and George Ciay-
ville, where is he 7—gone~gone—nonc knows
whither.

Oh! mzn! man! huw oficn dost theu doom
the hearts of the young and innocert 1o misere
and despair! How oftcn dost thoa change
the brighiest dzy into the darkest might; bue
remember, oh, ramember thy day s comag?

Maria Fenlon was nut doomned 10 misery.—
The beshand she had izken was one whom al}
Tespected 2nd honoured.  He loved her as de-
votedly as she had loved Goorge Clayville,
and was it wondesful that ks unceamngatien-
tions, his lose, his goodniess, could be long
withstood by sach a gentic 2nd affecuonaie
being s Marim? Ob, no, he first won her
gratitude, and love quickly followed, not a
passionale, but thedeey lesting love which was
so well deserved, so well menited.

ot six long years George Clagville was un-
heard; of at lengih he returned ; but eh ! how
altered.  None weuld beve recognzed i the
grave, care-worn baag before them, the once
ay and dalliant George Clarwille. Marm
could not meet him wthout emotion; but she
had lezrnad 1o love hum “ 28 2 brother,” and
perhaps it may pleass our resdess toknow that

¥

in nme he gave her a right to do so, f:
made the young and beautiful Amelia hi
who still remembered him as in days of |§
and loved him still as well.

His punishment had been long and Lg
but it eventually worked his salvation.

Portland, January, 1843,
~ 8 @@

The Bride's Remembrance of Houpg

Land of the Healiing Spring—no sound socy
As the biand spirit of the mountain sigh, 3
When with the scent of foresis floating bijg
1t stezls upon me in the dreamy night
With a sweet thrill of rapturous dehight;
For it hath power in its wild melody .
To waken thonghts, beloved Home, of thel§
I scemn to stand beneath my own blue sk
Where "bove the clouds thelofty Catskills &g
Once more I ramble o'er tho fragrant heau'd
Where the young zephyr woos the vie
breath,
And m inagimanon hear the swell
Cf torrenis tushing down the rocky dell
Then my own Hudsen, noble, pure, znd &:§
Its waters sweeping onward 10 the sea, ¢
Steals i soft vimons to my memory, -
As when 1 lmgered on us verdant side, gy

Lastening the murinur of its rippling tide, > 3

"Neath th ¢ cool shadows of thic clustering : *ﬂ
My fav'nite summer bowes indays ‘lang sr
Waiclung these sails its bosom whitening
Which Cutnmerce wafts 1o many a fo:

shore,
As when mecandering in joyous play,
From the lov’d mansion on my bridal day
I look’d upon its waves' deep sennv biue.
And breathed a fond, a passionate sdicu.

Flow en, fow on as when, majesue sivean
Thine ccho blent with vouth's romant:cdr
Thougn far away, thou'rt not forgotten b
The fainlest mownnizin echoes which mine
Hath cvar caught of thus land’s mclody,
Waken remumbrances of Home and thee!
e s G—
VIRTUE A¥D VICE.

If laws hiad been promulgaiad to recom;
£ood actions, a< they have boen established
Faush arimes, the nomber of the wirt
would surcly have been more increased by
attractwn of promised berefit, than the &
ber of the wicked are diminished by the i
of the punishments with which theyare =

menaced.
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ADY ALICE LISLE; sentiments. Every fresh act of injustice on
A TALY OF THE OLDEN TIME. the partof the misguided monarch, only served
to exasperate the stern temper of the severe
republican, and the people numbered no stur-
dier champion of their rights than the rigid and
inflexible John Lisle.

Lady Alice weptin secret over what shecon-
sidered her husband’s defection from duty,
and, when the discontent of the nation had
broken forth with open rcbellion, she retired
with her childrer 10 her paternal inheritance
at Moyles Ceurt, where her daily prayers were
ofiered up, alike for the success of ihe royal
cause, and the safety of her rebel husband,
who then had a command in the parliameni-
ary army. In modern days, when “the peo-
ples are warring with the kings,” until loyalty
hes become hitle more than an empty name
for a forgoiten principle,—it would be quite
wnpossible to estimate the full amount of Lady
Alice’s serrow, when she thus *.cheld her hue-
cbroken teols that tyrantscastaway;” | band in arms against his sovercign. But her
Joiw much of tragic interest may be found | heaviest affliction was yet to come. King
simple annals of those, ©of whom fame ; Chartles was dethroned, betrayed, imprisoned 3
s not with her clarion voice;” and, as {and the ambition of Cromwell led him to be
pre over the chronicle of the gentle and | s2tisficd with nothing less than the death of

minded student of olden time, how oficn § the unfortenaie monarch.  Bhinded by excess
B pouss upon soms name which has been  of zeal, and duped bv the semblence of stern
)lmed by virtuous decds, and hallowed by | fepubl.can virtue in their leader, men of sirong
fmeritcd sorrows ! minds and purc hearts, unwittingly lent them-
Phe Lady Alice Lisic was wedded, at an | scives totheusurper’sdesigns. It was decided
age, to one whoin she regarded wuh re- | that the king should be brought to trial, 2nd
2 and reverence, rather than carnest and | while some of his sclf-created judges only
onate love; vet her hic had been one of | sought 1o render justice, and others hoped 2o
t hiappiness, unbroken by = single real sor- | Sccure merey, the many were predetermined
uatil the hour whos o discord in the ; that their verdict should be sealed in blooa.—
n cxtended its bateful infizence within the , Foremost among the borest and well-iaten-
circle of cumestic itfe.  Lady Alicchad | Woned of that strange assemblage, appeared
oducated in the sirictustpnacples of duty , John Lisle; but his vigid senscof duty, and his
Hegianse, ata tme whea loyally wasbys | almost viadicuve hatred of tyraany, left no
7 wora for Yind aad bigoted submussion § Toom ia hus heart for the impulses of pity.—
anointed monarch.  * Fear Gad—honor , Weth thedetads and resultof that unprecedent-
g, —were e two reat proeepts which | od tmal, aery one is famudizi.  Chavles Stnart

n imancs<ed on her youthful mind, and , Was condemard to an igrominous death, and
or; Ty had they been inculeated, that she  the crrors of the monarch were expiated by
ved both dutics 10! equally sered.  Her j the safferings of the wan.
nd. o7 the cantrary, beeames one of the! Frem that hour Lady Alice vegarded her
o5t advocates fo7 freedom, i the stroggle | hushand asa maerdeser.  In wain she wied ©
h was then commenang beiween Charles | think him only a misguided dut honest zealot;
nd his people.  His strong mind and firm * the stam of bload—the ime-honoured blood of
cples were enkisied on the side of the op- | rojaliy,—was upon k.s hands, and to hisloyal
, and 1 Tessting the tyranny of a kiag | wifc John Liele henceforth appeared but as a
s only obeyinz that instinet of natare, | sacnlcgions homicde. Oathedayoftheking's
h has lod him cven in boyhood to defend ; death, she shut herseif vpin the schtudeof her
worak and dedy the sirong.  In vain Lady | owa apartment, where, by fasung and supph-
soaght to change his opinione, and en- , cauon, she sorght 10 atone for tho & of him
12 his forbzarance in the expresswon of bis  who wes the father of her innocent childeen,

Bg:x we look upon the great picture of

alin cveuts, as portrayed by the pencil of
B, we sce little ¢lse than the colossal oui-
Boi those who occupied prominent places
e pageaniry of courts, or acted distin-
parts on the theatre of public life.—
) Muse of History disdains to tread the
Wl path of daily life: her buskined foot
@es only the apestricd floor of kingly
ngs,—her sweeping garmentsrustle only
halls of regal splendor. She calls up
of the past, bat

. —— Kings

me fiit by us,—dim and shadowy things;
the people—they who have borac the
and burdea of the day,”—ihe humble
ers of wood and drawers of water,” are
ten, or only remembered as
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and, when she again emerged from her scif-
imposed seclusion, she had donned the sable
robe of mourning, which she never laid aside
during the whole of her long life.

« The sorrow which prcyed on the heart of the
unhappy wife dusing the years which succeed-
ed this horrible tragedy, may beboterimagin-
¢d than descrived. She saw her husband
sharing the counsels of the usurper, and win-
ning high honours from the Commonwealth.
Riches were bestowed on hum, but they seem-
ed to her only the wages of sin, and the rank
which he held among the satellites of Crom-
well she regarded as a badge of shame and
guilt. In vain was she t~mpted by thepagean-
tries of the Protector’s court; in van were ail
the blandishmentis of favour cxerted to aver-
come her preindices. She rdfused to laave
Moyles court to mingle with the myrmdions
of the artful and ambitious man who now pus-
sessed all of royalty but the £ileand theright.
Her sense of duty Ied her to avoid the recur-
rence of domestic d.flirences; there was no
semblance of discord within the circle of her
household duties, butshe well hnew thatliart-
felt, homebred happiness was gone from her
Jor ever. Occupicd in the education of her
children, and sedulously attenuive to the wil-
fare of her depeudants, she sought for solace
in the strict performance of her manifuld duties;
4t not all the censure of her nagkbours, the
expostalations of her husband nor the threat-
oned displcasure of the court, could induce her
o lay aside her mourning garb or omut hecp-
ing a solemn fast on cvery relurnming acmiver-
sary of the king’s martyrdom.

Time passed on, and the revolutions of the
scasons were then, as now, but types of the
revolutions in men's opinions. The yokc of
republican tyranny began te press as haavily
as that of royal power, and the people began
to quesuon whether the golden scepire of &
{egitimate monarch would not be highter than
the iron tod of 2a usarper. But the matter
was decided by an arbiter from whom is no
appaal. Death came to conquer the untame”
able spinit of Cromwell, and the iempest which

heir 10 his genius and his ambition. g

Charles II, pecaceably ascended the
from which his father had beer huric
ignominy, and the nation who had mz
one monarch fur crrors of judgmen:
than acts of evil, now bowed themselve
fuotstool of a scifish and heartless sor.
whose name has come down to us -
with one virtue and a thousand crimes.
restoration, which brought back to their:
su many cxpatrniated cavalicrs, bamst
most prosunent of tne republicans. C:
and good humoured 2s was the * merrs
arch,” he yet could not, in common ¢
rcfuse to pumsh lus father’s murder
the regaaides were compeiled to seek
flight. A branded, and disappomnted max
Lisle went out from lus quict homie: and
a refugrefrom retnbuuve justice ammd the
tains of Swiizerland. Willingly wou
Lady Alice have borne him compas
though she had scorned to share the 1
of tus treason, she would fauthfully have
him m the endurance of its pumishment
the welfare of her cluldren, and a weli-¢
«d far lest the sequesiration of thar 4
would be the conscquence of such fideld
proscnbed husband, compelled her to <3
England. She conunucd to dwell at 3
Court, watching over the developing o
ters of her cluldren, msuthng loyal anc
principles m the mind of her only son,
far happy :n her scclusion that it presery
from contact with 2 court which was
coming the most licentious and deprt
Euarope.

But the sorrows of the Lady Ahce wg
yetatan end. Tnere were thoscin the
who could not forget past injurnics ws
same facihity as thc indolent and volid
king. Men were found who remembers
vate wrongs long after the fate of the
o Chatles had ceased 1o exate the ficrx
of the re-cstablished royzlists, and tos]
sons loyalty became only a cloak for 13
John Lisle had been a stern and inflex?

T

i n. IHc had never stayed s hax

S

raged so fiereely throughout England on the
night when he expited;, was bat a symbol of
the coaflict which was soon 10 be taised m the
minds of the naton.  H=ad the Proicctor's son
possessad a spark of his father's eastgy or
ambinon, such conflict mnght have been gued

1cd by the strong hand of power, bat the guuwet

gendeness of his good mother was the prevail- j blord. For awhile he saccordad 1 d
ing characienistc of R.chard Cromwell, and § thar wiglance; the love of life was
the usarper, ke most other great men, left no | within lum, and by wany a subtesfoge

at was in his power 10 scotch the vix:
which the atmosphere of cdurt favor ¢
genders, and many a despoiled caval
treasured up a heavy account against

of reckomng with lum. The fugstse
that his sieps were dogzed, and every g
ment watched by nien who thirsied
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heir search. But the stealth-hounds of
were not always to be baffled. He
sassinated in open day, near the place
etreat in Switzerland, and the unhappy
o had so long wept over his dercliction
uty, now felt her carly tenderncss re-
hen thus compelled tc lament his un-
and cruel death.

n tme had applied the baim of healing
theart of the bereaved widow, it might
n hoped that the sorrows of the Lady
ere now at cnd, and that her future life
be one of peace if not of happiness. She
her children growing up in heauty and
round her, and in their weliare she an-
her sources of enjoyment in old age.
her loyalty could not blind her to the
t the torrent of vice which was fast
rcading the land, had its fountain head
regal palace, and she thercfore kept her
within the limits of her own fair domain,
Iy avoiding all intercourse with courtly
he watched the progress of events with
ndered keen by maternal affection, and
endowed with almost prophetic powers,
t affliction. She dreaded the encroach-
of that wickedness which was already
ining the bulwarks of virtue and re-
lhrou«-houl the land, and she resolved
Nird her precious treasures from the wide
Kuon which she foresaw twould soon
away all the landmarks of principle.
death of the secand Charles occasioned
phasc in political affairs  The reckless
ssolute wing died as he had Fved. *1I
v o1 forget,” says the excellent Evelyn,
d v, “the inexpressible lnxury and pro-
nesse, gaming and all dissolutencsse,
it were, total forgetfulnesse of God. (it
Sunday cvening,) which this day se¢'v-
T was witness of, the king sctting and
with the ladies of Porismouth, Cleave-
nd M=azarin, a French boy singing love
in that glorians gallery, whilst about
v of the greate courtiers and other disso-
Tsons were at bassetround alarge tabie,
k of at least 2000 in gold before them.
which two gentlemen who were withme,
reflexions in astonishment. Six days
all was in dust.”  Whata pictare is here
ted of the rulers of a Chiistian nation!
i the feehle hand of the weak Charles,
Fire passed inte the grasp of tus brother
whose licentionsness, though Lutle less
2s than that of his predecessor, wasless
ive 10 the people than his bigotry.  They
Tt paticatly with the vices of the good-

natured Charles, but the Jeswtical policy of
James struck at the root of their religious and
national liberty. Murmurs arose o various
quarters, and the young and gificd Duke of
Monmouth, son of the deceased king, and
nephew of the reigning monarch, was induced
by ambitiom, to become the leader of a rebel
party. Butthe beauty of person and Lrilliancy
of character which made him the idol of a
courtly throng, were not sufficient to ensure
him success in the new part he was called to
§ill. The foresight, cnergy and decision which
are 50 requisite in onc who would command
the multitude, the firmness of purpose which
can alone lead him in the path of safety, form-
ed no part of the character of Monmouth. The
result of hisill-arranged schemeis well known.
He was defcated and fell into the hands of his
ruthless uncle, who, notwithstanding the soli-
citations of fiiwads, the abject supplications of
the unhappy criminal and the claims of con-
sanguinity, condemned him to the scaffold.—
He perished in the prime of lifc, and ia the
sympathy which his fate awakened may be
found the first germ of that national hatred,
which, when cherished into full growth by
vears of cruchty and wrong, forced the king to
resigm his sceptre to a daughter’s hand.

Ever distinguished for devated loyalty, Lady
Alice had sent forth her only son to do battle
for the king in the recent rebellion, and the
unhappy Duke of Monmouth had numbered
among his most successful opponents the heir
of theLisle family.  Yet to this very rebellion,
which her child had sided 10 subdue, may be
attributed the last and most tragic scence in the
lifc of the long suffering lady. Recent cvents
had furnished the bigoted and cruel king with
sufficient pretext for gratifying his nataral pro-
pensity to bloodshed and intolerance. He
found a wotihy instrument in the vile and de-
eraded Judge Jcfireys, who was justly said to
have “ possessed the spint of a Caligula, with
the morals of an alchouse.” Thisman, whose
fasious temper and constant incbriety added to
his ruthless cruelty, made him litdle dse than
the coadjutor of the hangman, was sent down
10 try the prisoners, and a record of the execu-
tions which took place under his orders, was
daily sent 1o the king.  His majesty jestingly
styled this “Jeffreys' campaigng” and took
great plexsure in reading its frightful details to
the fordign amt dors. Two hundred and
fifty persons saflered death, and nearlya thon-
sand were seatenced 10 tranxporiation during
that scason of blood and horror; while the
wreich who committed these judicial crimes,
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was afterwards rewarded by the chancellor-
ship and clevated to the pesrage!

It was while these dreadful scenes were en-
acting at Winchester, that a non-confornist
minister named Hickes, together with his
friend Nelthorpe, sought refuge at Moyles
Court. Of their participation in Monmounth's
rebellion, Lady Alice Lisle was utterly ignor-
ant. The persecutions, which all the too scru-
pulous clergy had undergone from the myrmi-
dons of the bigoted monarch, were well known
to her, and it was in their ecclesiastic charac-
ter that she had reccived the jaded and way-
wern men, without entertaining the siightest
suspicion that they had been numbered in the
Jist of traitors.  With the frank hospitality of
her gencrous nature, she supplied their wants,
and gave them an asyvlum wn her house, using
no attempt at conccalment, except suchas the
safety of her guests required.  But the unfor-
tunate fugitives had been watched, and a mili-
tary party was soon upon thar track. They
were traced to Moyles Court, and the Lady
Alice not only saw her guests borne off to cer-
tain death, but also found herself a prisoncr in
the hands of the soldiers. The infamovs Jef-
freys was still holding what has been aptly
termed, © The bloody Assize,”* and before him
she was brought on a charge of having awded
and abetied trantore.

Ou the 27th of August, 1685, the loyal and
virtuous Lady Alice was confronted with her
accusers, and never was there a more outrage-
ous mockery of just:ce. Cloakmg his violence
and scurrility under a pretended zeal sor truth,
and mingling his vituperations with the most
solemn appesls 1o Heaven, Jeffreys heaped
every species of indignity on the grey head of
the noble and excellent woman. Lady Lisle
emploved no counsel ; she trusted to her own
wruthfulness and mnocence, and her only de-
fenee was a simple, artless statement of facts.
She calmly repelled the charge of treason, by
pointing to the example of her son, whos:z loy-
alty, instilled in him from mfancy, had led him
to take up arms for the king in the recent re-
volt; while the dignified manner in which she
proved the improbability of her risking the life
of ail most dear to her by harboring known
traitors, won the admiration of all who listen-
ed to her defence.  “ I am niot pleading formy
life,” said the noble woman; *Iam not seek-
ing to ward off the blow, which, cven if now
withheld, must soon fall upon my head, and
lay mein the dust.  Think you, that she who
has counted three-score and 123n years—years,
marked by lonchness znd sorrow ; years, whose

record has been traced upon my heartin
acters far deeper than those upon my b:
think you, she can find sufficient joy in §
make its continuance worth the words
have now been wasted upon it? No,mrf§
the day when I shall be called 10 lay as.
burden of existence will be one of joyful i
not of fearful anticipation. But let me r§
the traitor’s death.  Let not her, whose 4§
life has been a sacrifice to loyalty, go doii§
the grave with abranded and a blighted ng§

But Jeffreys was drunk with blood ancii
He charged the jury in so partial 2 m:j
that no one could doubt his wishes, yet =
vinced were all of the lady's innocence, §
unanimous verdict of acquittal was yen
Enraged at this opposition to his will, Jdf
compelled them to reconsider the matiz
at length, intimidated by his ferocity, gl
turned a verdict of guilty.  Then did the wig
riot in his legalized cruelty. On the foll§
morning, he condemned the Lady Alice §§
burned alive ; ailowing only six hoursbeg
the sentence and its execution.

The aged lady listened with calmness §
frightful doom, and however nature mus:
shrunk from the fiery trial, she gave nff
dence of weakness in her »lacid depor::
But the clerey of Winches'er interced: 3§
remonstrated until the tiger-hearted judz
compelled 0 grant a few days’ reprieve ; §
the royalists, who had so long found in 4
firm friend, scized the opportunity to 4
from the king herpardon. TheEarl of Ff§
sham Kknelt to the obdurate monarch, ary
plored him, with tcars, 10 spare the lifc §§
venerable and excellent woman. He ree
ed the events of her blameless life, the <
ings which her husband’s principles ba.
her, her devotion to the causc of the S:4
her solemn commenoration of the annivd
of the martyr's death, and the loyal cd
shic had bestowed upon her children. 1
tred in moving terms the disgrace
would &l upon the coury, if the grey hy
so aged and noble a person were brous
unmerited dishonour ; buz the bigoted ané
monarch coldly replicd that “ e had pid
his word to Jeiress not 2o pardan her.”
only mercy extended in return for the ¢
solicitations of her many friends, was (e
mautztion of hier sentence from burning
heading.

On the 2d of September, the Lady Y
who had then just attained her screntic e
was brought 10 the scaffold. Before &%
ker head upon the faal block, she handd
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Bhenff a paper which contained the expres-
Fof her sentiments. She therein avowed
plf a Protestant—deprecated the restora-
of Popery as a judgment for national sins,
cated herself from the charge for which
was about to die, and offered her hearty
eness to all her enemies: her resigmng
fes she said, ¢ in the expectation of pardon
facceptance with God, through theimputed
cousness of Jesus Christ.”

S s perished, in her old age, one of the
ik virtuous and blameless of women. Sure-
¢ excess of loyalty which estranged her
tne husband of her youth, and condemn-
r to a life of melancholy seclusion, was
rded by the doom which sentenced her
raitor’s death.

der, I might have drawn upon my imagi-
pn for many an adornment of this plain,
Rroished tale. Ymight have sketched many
jssories to the picture which has now been
[Bcnited to yous but I could do nothing of all
without detracting from its perfect truth-
The Lady Alice Lisle is no creature
cy. Inthe church yard of Ellingham,
ampshire, is still to be seen a head-stone
fibed with her name and the daie of her
; while, untit within the last twenty
ks, Moyles Court, the spot so long hallow-
FBy her noble presence, was still standing in

its carly quaintness. The Lisle family is
extinct,—the estate has passed into other
s, and of the stately pile of buildings
h once echoed to the sounds of busy life
aland’s troublous timies, nothing now re-
s save an humble farm house. The hand
an has anticipated theravages of time, and
t of the edifice has been pulied down, but
wing of the fine old mansion as it existed
¢ days of the last lineal descendant, now
before me, and, asiiookupon it, the image
¢ Lady Alice rises before my fancy with
lity of outline, which no .mere “word-
ing,” can convey to the mind of another.

~-8@on-

- BAD MORALISTS.
ad moralists produce no bettér effects than
preachers ; who admonish Christians of
duty in general, and exhort them to prac-
it; but neglect to inculeate the principal
of life—so that the hearershence become
iscr, nor live after a better manner than
did. Admonition, indeed, should be used;
instruction is morc esscntial.  Admonitions
of use, but 10 be always repeating the same
s, cmflwl be necessary.

THE COVENANTER’'S BUYRJIAL.
A LEGEND OF THE SCOTTISH PERSECUTIONS.

DeerLy embosomed in the wild gorges of the
Pentland Hills, seven Scottish miles, at least,
from any human habitation, there stands a
small, old moss-grown chapel, partly dilapi-
dated, although it is still in use, built in the
very earliest style of Norman architecture. It
has no tower, nor aisles, nor transept, and
could not readily contain a hundred worship-
pers, consisting merely of one oblong apart-
ment, with a short, massive column at each
angl whence spring the groinings grotesque-
ly*carved in dark grey freestone, which sup-
port the steep slated roof. Itis lighted by one
large pointed window at the east end, and a
small loop-hole, more resembling a crenelle for
arrow-shooting, than an aperture designed to
admit air and light on cither side. The en-
trance is by alow-browed arch facing the win-
dow, and immediately beneath the little open
belfry, which is perched like a dove-cot on the
point of the gable. The whole exterior of the
chapel has, evidently, at some former day,
been decorated by full many a sculptured effi-
gy of vitgin, saint and angel, as may be stilt
seen from theempty niches wherein they stood
enshrined until the rude hand of the puritans
in thedaysof Scottish reformation hurled them
down, and ground, in the wild zcal of their new
faith, the very stones of which they were com-
posed, into dust, twhich they scattered to the
four windsof hngen. In theinterior, ikewise,
two or three vacant niches still remained, with
a large font of stone, made to hold holy water,
now consccrated to baptismal uses; besides
this, a few oaken benches of the most rude and
antique form, and a huge reading desk of the
same matenal, composed the furnitute of tius
most primitive placc of worship. Around the
wall Iay a small burial-ground, with many a
green haif-sunken headstone peering up from
out therank gre wih of dark coarse herbage,
wrettles and thistles, and youviler weeds, which
belrayed, by their rank luxuriance, the fatness
of (he soil, enriched from the decay of mortal
bodics. A few of them had been, as was still
evident, the last homes of personages not void
of dignity and rank—there was one, i par-
tcalar, @ vast uncouthly sculptured block of
frecstone, where might be distinguished the
form of human figurc, with a small hood upon
his head, a heater-shaped shicld suspended
from his neck, his folded hands restng upon
the hiit of a huge cross-handled sword, and hus
legs crossed in that peculiar manner, which
indicates that he who siceps beneath, was a
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Knight Templar. Upon the shield were some
faint relics of armorial bearings, but it would
now have puzzled the kecnest antiquary that
ever pored over mouldering ruins, to detect the
obliterated blazonry which would have told the
name of him who slumbered there, as still as
though he never had pealed through his furious
lips the war cry, Ha! Beauseant, or battled for
the cross of Christ, knce deep in Paynim gore.
Another heavy stone displayed the mitre and
the pastoral crook of some proud abbot, and
some two or three more of the number bore
marks of decoration which, though now much
decayed and broken, showed that they had
been in old-time dedicated to the long since
forgotten memories of the nure, the beautiful,
the noble or the wise. The rest were low
grass-covered mounds, without a stone to bear
the name, or record the destinies of their in-
habitants, and the most of them, from their
sunken ridges, and half obliterated outlines,
were evidently of no recent origin. Nothing
could possibly be wilder or more gloomily ro-
mantic than the spot chosen for the site of this
place of rural sepulture. It was a small deep
hollow, scooped, as it were, out of the bosom
of the huge moorland hills that raised their
bare, round-headed summits treeless and bleak
and desolate, on every side around it.  On the
right hand side, the little burial-ground abut-
ted on a steep precipice of rifted sand-stone
rock, which rose straight ss a wall for sixty
yards above it, and then sloped still farther up-
ward, *till ® was merged in the heather of the
lofticr fell—bchind the chapel was a thick
grove of matted yews, filling up the whole
width of the gorge between the hills, through
which a little brooklet rushed murmuring and
sparkling in 2 thread of liquid silver, girdling
the church-yard round on the left side, and in
the front, where it was crossed by a small one-
arched bridge of free-stone. The margin of
this stream was bordered by a long line of ash
trees, probably chance-sown there by cmigra-
tory birds, for not another of the species was
to be found for several miles’ distance from the
spot, and above these, the hill sloped boldly to
the westward, showing beyond its rolling sum-
mit the crests of lofticr mountains looming up
blue and indistinct in the far distance. It was
a dark and gloomy afternoon, although in the
fairest time of summer, but the air was sur-
charged with clectricity, and damp withal, and
very sultry and oppressive.  There was not a
breeze to fan the lightest leaves of the ash by
the stream, nor to wave even the slight stalk
of the blue hare bells on the rock, but the

clouds mustered heavily, sweeping up, &8
Seemed, before some higher current that
not felt below, massabove mass, 'til} the w
sky was crowded with their huge tow
volumes—the sun, when he shoneout, at 1;
from the interstices of the dense thundercl{§
shot a hot brassy glare, that seemed as §§
came from the mouth of some vast furnagy
no bird was heard to warble or even ch:
from the bushes, the throstle and the hij§
bird, those never silent songsters of a Scof
summer, were hushed in sad anticipatiog
the coming storm—only the plaintive cril
the lapwing from the upland, and the 4
scream of a kite wheeling in airy circles 2§
the solitary belfry, disturbed the death
stillness of the valley. Death-like ind
was—and not unfittingly, for, in the chf
yard, hard by the bank of the little stri
and under the dark shadows of the yews, if}
was an open grave—ihe pile of esrth, read
fill its yawning mouth upheaped upon the}j
beside, mattock and spade planted in the ¢}
by its brink—an open grave waiting its o
tenant. Atsomeshort distance from the
there sat upon a fallen head-stone, as mo
less as though he had been himself a part §
an old grey-headed wrinkled man, in attitel]
melancholy thought, witha small, long-baf
terrier, wire-haired, and with a face as
and wrinkled as his master’s, dozing amon}
weeds beside him.  For nearly an hour, h
there without stirring, unless when at
he raised his head for 2 moment, and app:
to listen, but then not hearing whathe s
to be expecting, relapsed into his grim
gloomy meditations. Atlast the sounds
he awaited made themselves heard at 2
tance, the well known death-hymnof the;
tans swelling up awfully among the
bare hills, a volume of wild, doleful m
The old man rosc up at the signal, and t
ing to the porch, opened theiron-studded
and in a few moments the dissonant clast
clang of the old cracked chapel bell ?
harshiy out over theloncly valley. It ws
long before the melancholy train came sk
into sight, winding along the narrow
which, following the mazes of the brook,
access to that lonely place of worship fro
more cultivated glen of the lower coun
The first of the procession was the old, o
anting pastor, a tall thin man, bent o
double with the infirmities of age, with a
Sead, and stern, harsh features, but a
flashing eye, full of enthusiastic hife and
ous energy. Immediately behind um
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@l ffin, of rude plain boards, undecked by
Bblate or ornament, with neither pall nor
es, upborane upon the stalwart shoulders
ht stout peasants, dressed in their wont-
barb of shepherds’ plaid, and broad blue
Wiknd bonnets—following the body—hap-
G and helpless mourners—an old woman,
alecd that her frail limbs had scarcely
oh of life left to support them, and a fair,
BEcycd, faxen-haired girl, crept along—the
bathed in the fast flowing tears which
g 5o readily, and seem to sweep away in
R low the sorrows of the young—the for-
J stern, cold and tearless, as if the grief
h penetrated to her heart’s inmost core,
mustered there, and checked her very
b, and froze up the fountains that gush so
y at any transient grievance in the young
of sentiment and sympathy~— the mother
Bhc niece of the deceased—for it was he
idow's son, who was borne thus to his
home—the widow’s son, who yesterday
1 of stirring spirit and quick life, had been
elly cut off—cut off before his prime, and
2 mere ciod of the valley at the foot of
retched parent, by the fell mandate of
iger Laird.
clve aged farmers, the patriarchs of the
s, the grandsires or great grandsires of all
po; followed them, tottered along, staff in
ad, bekind the mourners, lifting their tremu-
g.voices to swell the deep wild hymn that
ged up the valley, and then, for the rest
gE like their pastor, were all unarmed, and
pless.  Yet even of these, two or three had
cled their old broadswords on their thigl »,
Il they could have done then aught of scr-
ik in casc of an armed ons'aught on their
fic train; but in the rear of these, there
a party of widely different character in
. In front of them stood one well known
Mcr days as Hackstoun, of Raithiliet, a
i, dark featured man of middle age, hawk
jd, <hin flanked and tall—the very picture
e of those martial saints of Cromwell,
B whom the sword was second only, if
nd, te the Bible. Armed 10 the teeth, with
dsword on his hip, and dirk and pistols in
Birdic, and a short musquectoon slung over
Broad shoulders—fury and vengeance flash-
om his grey eye—the gloomy martialist
Jc onward, and at his heels, all armed like
B lcader, six or cight men, whose stubborn
and erect bearing showed that they had
service, clad in hodden grey, but heavy
kets, or long barrelled fowling picces on
shoulders, and knives and nistolsat their

waists, followed with the deep air of dogged
resolution, that seems disposed to court rather
than shun encounter with aught of man or
fiend that should oppose them. The rear of
this wild and ill-assorted train was brought up
by a body of young mer, variously weaponed
with scythes set each on poles, and fishing
spears, and clubs and axes; and all alike
mourners and aged men and boys and steb-
born warriors, were pealing forth one of those
wild denunciatory hymns in which their souls
delighted. On they filed, and they entered
now the precincts of the lone church yard, and
clustered round the grave. No prayers were
read over the senseless, such ritual being held
in the eyes of those stern puri.ansasan abomi-
nation of abominations. The wild hymn sunk
into dead silence—the coffin was lowered into
the pit prepared for it—the heavy clods rattled
upon the lid—the earth was trampled down
with adeep hollow sound—the grave washeap-
ed, the sods were levelled and beat smooth by
the old sexton’s spade—and not a sound was
heard except the childish sobbings of the in-
fant niece, until the last blow had been struck,
and then the voice of the frail aged woman
aroseamong the hushed and awe struck throng,
clear as a silver trumpet: “The Lord giveth,”
—sheexclaimed,—* the Lord hath taken away,
blessed be the name of the Lord¥’ A deep
hum followed her submissive exclamations—
the solemn acclamation of the puritans, and
then at once the gathered concourse burst into
aloud hymn. Itended, and, asit did, before
the echoes of the old hills had ceased to rever-
berate to the strange melody, Hackstoun, of
Rathillet, drew his long broadswosd from the
scabbord, and stepped at once to the head of
the grave. * Countrymen—Bretheren,” he
exclaimed, “the blood”—but as he spoke,
the tramp of hoofs was heard, the click of stecl
along the winding road, and another instant
the Laird of Livingstonc and eight of his fierce
wroopers might be seen winding up the road.—
“Jt is enough,” criecd Hackstoun. “It 13
enough! The Lord hath given them into our
hands—we have them in a net—smite, kill—
slay utterly !—suffer not one of them to go
hence scatheless!” Then, in a calmer tone,
he added : *“Xecp peace until they be upon us,
down with your arms upon the turf—and raise
them not ’ull I cry ‘Havoc!'—then on and
lcave none living.” His orders were obeyed
upon the instant. Meanwhile, the troopers,
with the young laird leading, rede mito the en-
closure; taking a proclamation from his holster
with that same fiendish smulc upon lus hip
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which played there when he had bidden them
to slay the widow’s son, he had begun to read
it, when Hackstoun, stooping suddenly snatch-
ed up his carbine from the ground, and shout-
ing his word “ Havoc !’—took a quick aim and
fired. Upon the instant his men followed his
example! A quick, sharp, straggling volley
rattled above the grave of the wurdered pea-
sant, and four of his slaycrs leaped up in their
saddles, and fcll lifeless ; surpriscd, but daunt-
ed nothing, the soldicrs fired an answering vol-
ley, and charged, sword in hand—but Hack-
stoun met the foremost—hestruck twoblows—
two only ! the first fcll on the charger's neck
where the spine joins the skull, and hurled him
lifeless—the second clove through the casque,
the skull—the tceth of the trooper—musket-
butt, seythe, and pitch-fork, were plied fierce-
ly, and ere ten minutes, not a man lived of all
their foes, save Livingstone. He, when he
saw all hope lost,—he had fought foremost ’till
he did so—turned his horse at the brosk with
a fierce shout, leaped it, and galloped over the
wild Lill. Hacks'oun and hisstern band rush-
ed after him in wild pursuit. Ten minutes
more, and the lone yard was utterly deserted,
save by the corpses of his stayers—the slaugh-
ter of his murderers finished the olscquics of
the poor widow’s son.

-] LA
A CANINE INCIDEXNT.

Tue march of intellect isan:ghty capricious
sort of movement, and, withal, rather trouble-
sume to wait upvn. Sometmcs 1t creeps at
such a “snail’s gallup,” that 1t may be sup-
posed altogether at a stand-stil. Sometimnces
it doubles on itsclf Lke a hare, and brings us
back tg some point, which we had hoped to
have placed for ever at an unmeasurable dis-
tance behind us. and sometimes it hurries for-
ward with such gizantc strides, that individu-
al industry “pants after it in vain.”  The last
has for some years been the casc with respect
to the science of medicine, which, within the
life time of the present gencration, has, (as pa-
rents say of their tubberly children,) “grown
out wi all knowledge.” Not ouly Lave the
va.ivus objects included within the study mal-
tipised almost beyond tte power of record to
indentfy themn, but the subjective clements of
the science, have assemed new forms and di-
mensions, under the prercing exammnations of
successive physwlogsts; and are daly ac-
qunag greater mmporiance with relatn not
only to medical svience usdlf, but to many
other Lranches of cnlarged and philosuphical

inquiry. It is a melancholy fact, how
that notwithstanding the gigantic stri
science, and the myriads of new-fangly
tions with which its possessors are cnta;,
innumerable discases still continue to afl.
human frame, for which no remedy las
yet been devised, because they have neve|
been understood. Among these, the mog
ritle in its consequences, is the Hydrophgf
The same ignorance of the subject, wj
characterized the darker ages sull progk
and its victims continue to be consigncd 4
untimely grave, without the least effort 1§
made to save them. The following is |
sample of the bundreds of cases which g
yearly.
A few years ago, alarge French dog, be)
ing to one of the officers of the 8th Husj
then stationed at Portobello Barracks in I
lin, was observed to grow uncommonly §§
and attempted to bite atevery dog he mi¥
the streets : this change of temper m the
mal was attributed by his master 1o his hf§
eaten a quantity of mecat which had beeng
to him highly scasoned with pepper. 1§
cver, towards the evening of the day on
thie change i the dnimal was percerved,
came at intervals outrageous, and bit
ter and two more officers, who happencu
in the room : notwithstanding, his masn.
inclined to think it was done more in rude
than any thing elsc; consequently, no me
was taken to secure him.  That same e
the dog was uncommonly rufiivd : and §§
cver attempted to caress him, although he 3
them well, he turned upon them and gr gl
most savagcly- The next day he was §§
vivlent, and furivusly bit several dogs®
crossed his way; sull, unfortunately, no
sure was taken to secure him, his mastu
posing nothing scrious was the madir§
him. On the evening of the sccond day
dog was lying in his master’s room, per
wranquil, when this unfortunate young §
(who has fallvn the victim,) entered:
maimed in it sume ume before the dog tou
notice of him : whun, suddenly he madeag
at hun, scized him by the shoulder, and;
him to the ground, and tare the arm do
the shoulder, and was with difficulty tai
hun. A sergeant of the regiment happen
cater the reom on duty, about this time
dug immediatcly sazed hiun by the leg
tore away a considerable portion of fleshf}
bit also two soldicrs, one by the nosc, an:j
other on the hand.  Sull the animal was
fered to 1emarn at large, and even slept



YHB AMARANTE.

29

K's room by his bed-side, and licked his
ppeatedly.

) following morning, the master cf the
bzan to feel some alarm, and as I had
upped in to pay a casual visit, he asked
2o with him .0 «xamine the beast. Iad-
aim to have him shotinstantly, to which
Myced.  As we wereadvancing towards the
B here he lay apparently at case, he trot-
B snapping at every thing which came in
fv. Ashe passed close by me, I hailed
a friendly tone, hut he did not notice
e then ran through the strects of Dub-

bn the puint of seizing a man, who fortu-
had a hammer in his hand, with which
ck him on the head, and killed him. —
pngue of the dog was immediately cut
h the spot by a physician, who, on ex-
tion, pronounced the animal to bein an
ced state of hydrophobia.
e of the officers and soldiers who had
bitten knuw the decision of the physician,
ul they know of any ill cffect having
to thosc who had been bitten. How-
Rthree dogs which had been Litien diud in
i six weeks, exhibiting strong symploms
firophiobia ; the first child who had been
cd in the strects, subsegquently met with
@me fate.  All this was kept secret, there-
880 cause of alarm from report could have
ed hydrophobic feclings in theunfortunate
B man who has fallen a sacrifice; on the
Peary, he was in high spirits, and applicd
eavc of abscnce to go and sce his friends
Worcestershire, as he had sciac intentions
Pins marricd. He obtained leave; the
Bnc! thinking it might divert his attention,
he left us with the same flow of spirits
ring his abscnce all was forgotten; and
remaining who had suffered, (though not
so seyerdy,) recoverdd their cheerful
s. The period of leave granted to my
Efricnd hiaving expired, he sct out from his
1r's house, in pericet health, to rejoin his
pont. When he reached Birmingham,
he told mie a few hours befre hedied,) he
¢ had a curious taste in his mouth, which
nted him from rclishing Lis breakfast as
Howcver, it gave him no alarm, nor
¢ again think of it "till he got to Shrews-
. when he found himscf suddenly scized
amost unacconntable aversion for food
drink when put before him, although he
¢clt both hungry and thirsty previous to
cals being scrved.  El2 could notaccount
his in anv way, but obscrved he was by

no means alarmed, until he happened to <all
for a bottle of porter. When it was‘broughg,
he put it to his mouth, but the moment he had
tasted this liquid, he dashed the glass from his
lips, and spit the porter over the table, when
the passengers all rose up and exclaimed he
was mad.

This extraordinary feeling, of not being able
to cat and drink, though he v ished to do so,
caused hiin some uneasiness, thoagh he was
willing to attribute the circumstance to the ef-
fect of a sore throat, and comforted himself
under this idea. He proceeded by the coach
to Holyhead, ruminating what could be the
cause of this sensation, when the coach passed
a small pond of water, the surface of which
being ruffled by the wind, he immed ately shud-
dered at the sight, and with a kind of Lorror
he could not describe, hid his face with his
hands: and for the first time, the dreadful idea
of hydrophobia struck him.

When he arrived at Holyhead, he wished to
wash before dinner, and called for water ; when
it was brought to him, and while in the act of
putting it to his face, he screamed violently,
threw the watcerabout the room, and wascon-
vulsed for some time: the servant left the room
alarmed. He then tricd to clean his tecth, but
could not get the brush into his mouth, on ac-
count of the water remaining upon it. The
packet by this time was ready to sail, and he
embarked. Poor fcllow! while he was re-
lating his sad tale to me, we were sitting toge-
ther by the fire-side, he having just landed
from Holyhead, which place he had sailed from
the night before; consequently this was the
third day only since his attack at Shrewsbury.

Before he began to tell me, on his arrival, of
the symptoms he had cxperienced on his jour-
ncy, he greeted me on our first mecting, with
“How are vou, my dcar fellow? Here I am
at last returncd, but I fear with hydrophobia!”
I aficcted to Jaugh at it, but was much shock-
¢d, and replied, it could only be imaginary ; he
said, it could not be so, for he thought he
should have dicd coming on shore in the boat;
he was so much affected at the sight of the
watcr, that they were obliged to cover him, in
order that he might not see it. He also ob-
served, that if he had remained on board one
day longer, he fclt convinced that he should
have died mad. I was still inclined to think
there might bea great deal of imagination in
my friend, and cndeavonred to persuade him
to belicve it: although I cannot describe the
poignancy of my feelings at hearing lim relate
what he suffered at intervals since he had left
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Shrewsbury. In the course of our conversa-
tion, some dogs began to bark in the barrack-
yard : he sprang up suddenly from his chair,

looking over my shoulder, and said in a tre-

mulous and hurried manner—“dogs!” If I
were to live a thousand years, I should never
forget that moment,—something struck me so
forcibly that the poor sufferer would die, that
Y was afraid to meet his eyes, fearing he might
discern signs of alarm in me!

Soon after thus little ncident, he was in the
act of pecling an orange which we had per-
suaded him to try toeat, as he had taken no-
thing since he rejected the porter at Shrews-
bury. He had hardly taken off the rind, and
applied a small piece to Ius hps, when he be-
came greatly convulsed, spit out the orange,
and gave an inward scrcam that filled me with
terror and dismay. When he recovered him-
self, he burst into a fit of laughter, and said—
®There! was not that like the bark of adog 2”

A physician of some eminence in Dublin,
soon after made his appearance. As soon as
he entered the room, the poor fellow apologized
to him for having given him the trouble to
come, as he thought he had symptoms of hy-
drophobia, Lut believed it was only the effect
of a sore throat, therefore would give him no
further trouble. He appeared to catch at any
thing which might give hopes of life. We
were very anxious to learn the decision of the
physician on his leaving the room; upon in-
Qquiry, he pronounced hisdeath to beinevitable.
It is unnecessary to describe the state of our
minds on receiving this melancholy news—to
Jinow that our ill-fated fricnd, with whom we
swere then conversing—to all external appear-
ancey in perfect health and apparent spirits,
was to be ndmbered with the dead in a few
hours, was decply—terribly distressing.

The doctor added that he was in an advan-
ced stage of hydrophobia, and that biceding
him copiously, in order that he might diceasy,
was the only thing that could now bedene for
him. I remained with himsome time, conver-
sing abont various things that appeared to
pleasc him, and his spirits retained all their
buoyancy and cheerfulness. On leaving him,
I asked him wiien he intended to dine at the
mess : be replied he could not make his ap-
pearance at the table that day, but he thought
he should be able to do so in a day or two,
when his throat wasbetter.  After he wasbled,
he felt relieved, and expressed a hope that he
might be able to drink water by the next morn-
ing. Some timo after; in the course of the
evening, he appeared at intervels rather wild

and confused, and told an officer to get
his way, or he would bite him. Afta
he became more tranquil, and sent his ¢
ments to one of the married ladies of the
ment for a prayer-book; but begged i
might not be mcntioned, or heshould be
ed at. !

At midnight he became very violent, g
three men could scarcely hold him; he
wards recovered a little, and fell into a k
slumber, which was distarbed by hissp
up now and then, and crying out, “D:
hear the dogs?” he also imagined, at
that he barked like a dog. He reques
might be left alone about one o’clock
morning—his servant, only, remaining
room, when, in about ten minutes, he }
up at the man quite calm and collect
said, ‘ he regretted that his mother and
were not with him.” He then prayed a
time, turned himself round, burying his
the pillow, and expired without a groan:
was the melancholy end of one of the
you1g men in the British service.

1O @B e
PARTING LINES TO ROSA

Apizv—{ ne'er may see thee more,
But treasured in this faithful breast,
Although I roam a distant shore,
Thy lovely image still will rest;
And like yon star’s celestial beam,
That gilds the cloud-wreathed brow of
Shed o’er life’s dark and troubled stream
A ray of pure and holy light.
'Mid Beanty’s daughters should I sit
At eve, beneath Italia’s skies—
From ruby lips should sparkling wit
Flash forth, or beam dark loving eyes
Each whispered word—each look of thir
That sanctifies this parting hour,
A holy spell will then entwine,
And shield me with its magic power.
When rosy twilight’s linggring ray,
¥rom off the ocean’s heaving breast,
Softly and sweetly melts away,
And all puts on a look of rest,
Then, Rosa, I'll live o’e- again,
Those bright-winged moments spent
thee,
For though divided by the main,
Our souls may still commingled be.
As it is the chief concern of wise men ¢
trench the evils of life by the reasonings o
losophy, it is the employment of fools toz

ply them by the sentiments of superstitios
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pIl; OR THE TRUE DEATH.

storm suddenly went murmuring, like
flied spirit, to his resting-place, and a
b-rainbow started up on the plain of bat-
d the cvening sun shone mildly over
Wsperides : and the universe was mantled
i carment of glory—bright and meffable.
Bnc this for the death of the Good, the
Jfu] and the Great ! fit time for the leap-
Brth of the imprisoned flame, to join its
-Fire. He leaned against a cypress
drooping boughs threw a melancholy
in the gardeﬁ where flowers and cas-
ud gentle hills lay in a circle of mejes-
untains, whose brows were bathed in
p crimson of sunset. That garden was
n: his hand had created the Paradise:
his glorious thought expressed by other
than language : it was the God-like Im-
jal expressed in the lower, but not worth-
aterial.

ad come forth to die—the Good, the
ful and the Great! Hisfaint hands held
dark with centuries—a harp swept by
pdred bards whom Sadi was about to
A their star-lit abodes. 1ts tones wild and
v .nd wonderful, as the shout of many
8, had startied the souls of generations
fgince passed away-—roused the bondman
ghis slumbers—enchanted a world, and
B new vistas into the weird future. And
fwas the last onec who might sweep its
@ved chords. Mournful and yet glad were
' otions which shook the soi.’ of the
ty bard.

By

gdenly a sweet, low music stole through
i : and the flowers and the cascades and

lls, seemed to thrill in unison. Sadi
i up, and saw the garden tenanted by
i of light and loveliness, who were bend-

eir mild but radiant eyes upon his own.
R wore long flowing robes of intense white-
g their lofty brows were crowned with
s, unlike those of earth, and behind each
inferior but still lovely creatures, bearing
that flashed as though they were enam-
with diamonds more lustrous than the
nnal stars.  And Sadi knew his visitants.
w the originals of those venerated por-
which were suspended in the great tem-
Iidee. Thesc were the hundred bards.
Bnultancously the harp-bearers handed the
ments to the minstrels. Simultancous-
rst forth the entrancing music of Heaven
their lyres. It was first loud and decp
assive as the march of a midnight storm
the mountains of Idora : then it gradual-

ly sunk into a breeze-like whisper ; then, slow-
ly gaming greater volume, itrolled outin clear,
triumphant tones, ascending higher and higher,
until the heavens received the final vibration.
The music ceased as the sun sank behind the -
west.

“Sadi!” exclaimed the hundred, in accents
sweet and low as the rustling of an angel’s
wing around the couches of the young, when
dying. “Sadi! are you ready?” And the
poet bowed his head. A guick murmur went
through the bright host, like a Word of joy.—
Again they struck their hagps, and, asevening
threw his last ray upon the altar of night, the
spirits vanished from the eyes of Sadi.

And nighit came o1t into the blue infinitude-—
night, with her star-plumes as brilliant, her
wings as far-stretching, and her countenance
wearing a look as quiet and grand as when she
first bent her coal -black eyes on our orb, four
thousand years before: and in her shadowlay
the carth like a wearied goddess slumbering.

Sadi sang his last hymn, for hefelt thedews
of death clustering upon his brow. Then did
he grasp his old friend, the harp, still closer to
his bosom; and casting his eyes over that
Paradise and up to the embattled orbs on high,
his companions for years one-score-and-ten—
the poet heaved a decp sigh. He thought of
his fame; he thought of the laurels thathehad
won; he thought of life ; wwas Sadi readynow !
‘Was the vision of the hundred bards already
forgotten ? Was the music of the cascade
sweeter than theirs? Did his laurel glow
brighter than the unearthly garlands which
circled their lofty brows? “Oh, earth, thou—
thou art very beautiful ¥’ whispered the dying
bard. He heard a rustling by bis side, and,
turning, beheld a form more resplendent than
imagination had ever shaped in his most holy
dreams.

“Who art thou?” asked Sadi.

“Thy guardian angel "’ exclaimed the form,
in 2 melancholy voice. “Dost thou still wish
to linger on thiscarth ¥’ Sadi was silent; but
a blush of shame rested for an instant on his
pallid cheek. “Answer me!” cried the spirit,
in a stern voice.

“Mecmory opens the tomb of the past; and
from the marble portals I see issuing many
forms with whom I fain would dwell,” replied
the bard.

 And doth not Hope flash her torch over
the future ¥’ asked the spint. The features of
Sadi wore, for a moment, a lustrc such as
might gleam through the ivory gates of the
blesy, upon the face of a penitent.
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“Thou~me poet of the world, con*inued
the spirit, “thou~who hast echoed the pulsa-
tions of the infinite ; thou—who hast uttered
thy worp—1t is well for thec to die!”

“Yes! yes! It is well I exclaimed the
bard. Il laid himsclf gently down upon his
mother earth. The spirit pressed his hand—it
was icy cold. The mortal was dead. But
from thc body leapec up the glonous Lire—
Essexce—clothed i @ form such s that worn
by the hundred. Anc another nunstrel was
added that might to the ~pvine oves; and a
new song went up that g’ from the bowers
of the blest, to the Most High.

A matian—the naton of lidee, wept over the
tomb of their ' ~rd; ana hus songs are sull
chant lin the temples; but .3 greatest poem
is unknown; and that poem was the Tave
DEATH, his last and s-bhimest composition.—
Oh! destroyer of the grand and lovely, thou
won’at na laurel that mght in the garden of
the august poet !

s QPO e’
THE CHANGING OF THE MOON.

SuE comes with a feeble silvery ray,
Traced faintly *midst tne blue;

She hangs sbove the dying day,
A thing of air and dew.

The stars flash brightly o'er her path,
Wiih wilder Light than her’s,

No power or majesty she hath,
No glory she confers—

She seems so frail a child of space,
That the zephyr, rising now,

Might almost shake her from her place,
Like a dew-drop from the bough.

She comes agan, and clear, and strong,
Hor lustre floweth wide,

And its golden track 1s borne along
Upon the rippling tide,

The smaller stars have hid their heads,
The larger scem to fade,

A glorious rudiance now she sheds
On the forest’s solemn shade

A lovely crescent now she gleams,
No longer pale and weak,

And scarcely of u kindred secms,
Wiih that first silvery streak ;

But, lo, her regal hour hath come! .
She reigns triumphant now,

And all the light of FHeaven's wide dome.
Seems from her fount to flow.

Thro’ the thick wood her scarching eye,
Scndethits glances bright;

There's not a clond upon the sky,
She cannot turn to light;

1t1s her hour of pomp und prxdc,
In this fair night of June,
What starry orb unveiled may nide
Beside the queenly moon?
Again she comes, but late and drear
Is her red rising now.
No more with face of snuling cheer,
She chmbs the mountain’s brow :
Seems despoiled of half her state,
And comes as one might comne
Wiose widowed heart is dosolate,
To watch beside a tomb.
She tarneth still aliho’ agay
Hath past the starry hdsé,”
And w the carly light of day
She lingers hke a ghost;
Obh, learn a lesson, Vanity !
Thou canst net lcarn too soon,
How beauty’s char:as wax, wane, and
Like the changing of the moon.

.‘»gggu..

LeT us consider how great a ccmm
Jdoctrine exists 1n books ; how easily, ho
cretly, how safely they expose the nak
ofhuman ignorance without puttingit to
These are the masters whoinstruct us
rods and ferrules, without hard words ag
ger, without clothes or money. If yo
proach them, they are not asleep ; if invq
tueg you interrogate them. they concel
thing : if you mistake them. they never§
ble; if you are ignorant, 1hev cannot lag
you.—Philobiblion, by Rirhard de Buy
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