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THE CITIES OF CANADA.

——

HANILTON.

¥rin the progress and prosperity of those cities
of which we have already attempted the deli-
neation, we were able to discover some peculiar
local features, striking in themselves and sufli-
ciently indicative of the influence they exercis-
edon the destiny of those places, we shall
have less difficulty in recognizing them in this
youngest member of the family. Few places
can be found, we would rather say no place
can be found, to illustrate so completely the
mode of growth of this colony as the city of
II'mnIton. It bas sprung up within a very,
brief space of time, and has, from fortuitous
local advantages, become as substantial in ap-
pearance, as cither of its compeers on thelake.
The abundance of excellent stone in itsncigh-
borhood,of a colour and cownposition more near-
1y approaching those with which the cye is fam-
iliar in the old world affords the materialand
gives the appearance of a British Town to it.
There is also in the extent and arrangement
of the large wholesale mercantile establish-
ments, an air of solid wealth and enterprize,
for which we are utterly unprepared, when
told that we urc about to visit a place literally
little more than twenty years old.  If weseek
for the rcasons of this rapid increase in this
place, we shall find them in its geographical

vAT ¥ e

position, and the nature of the surrounding
country

It is phced at the western extremity of
Ontario, and is the natural termination of the
luke navigation, although its advantage in this
respect is confined to the summer period en-
tircly, and even this has only been effectively
secured by the completion of the Burlington
Bay caral. During the winter scason the
Bay is usually frozen over,which precludes the
access of vessels to the port of the city ; this is
an obstacle, which, however, may be in agreat
measure obviated by an extension of the rail-
road to an accessible point on the coastin the
immediate ncighborhood. The immense ex-
tent of territory lying to the westward and
southward of the city, and to which it forms
the culminating point of traffic, isnow only
being completely opened up, and a considera-
ble portion of it is in the process of settling,
The establishment of the plank and macada-
mized roads and more recently of the Great
Western Railroad, has given a dircction to the
intercourse and will finally sccurc a trade
which nothing else could have accomphshed .
The value of the imports of the city may be
stated in round numbers to be £450,000. Wo:
have not at hand any means of stating what:
the value of the exports really are, but a»
proximate idea may be formed from the fact
that 1,260,000 bushels of grain and 7,000,000+
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feet of lumber passed through the canal during
the last year. The population in the year
1840 was 3342, in 1850, 10,248, and the last
censustaken this year gives nearly 16,000, The
annual value of assessed property is about £70,-
000! Such are the wonderful results of a
system of colonization unexampled in the histo-
ry of the world,

The site of Hamilton is very good, butit has
the disadvantage of lying at the foot of that
mountain range which borders the lake from
Queenston.  On these heights and beyond
them are some of the most fertile lands in the
Province, with a surface or a pleasing charac-
ter. The view which we give of the city is
taken from the mountain immediately to the
westward, and affords a very pleasing prospect
of the surrounding country, the waters of Bay
and Lake and the opposite coast in the distance,
The absence of prominent buildings on which
the eye may rest, is a remarkable feature in
the picture ; there being only one spire visible
and that not possessing any very striking
architectural feature. The only other spire
to be seen in the city is immediately under the
point from whence the sketch has been taken
and does not therefore come into view. On
the icft is seen Dundurn castle, the residence
of Sir Allan Napier MacNab. The streets are
well and regularly laid out, the principal one
leading to the shipping place, forming one of
the most striking objectsin the picture.  The
socicty of Hamilton is purely a mercantile one,
.and a considerable portion of its wealthiest
‘members are from the * land ¢’ cakes.” The
«descendents of the loyalists who came over to
+Canada in large numbers, at the declaration of
*independence by the United States, composes
a large proportion of the inhabitants of the
surrounding country, but in the city itself re-
«cent immigrants preponderate.  There is al-
-ways a violent demonstration of loyalty upoen
--every -admissable occasion, and this neighbour-
“hood hasahways been considered as the strong-
" hold ofthis feeling. Long may they continue

steadfast init.

Few persons visiting this city for the first
time can realize the fact that he is walking
through the strects of a town built within so

* brief a period.  The appearance of wealth and
Jusury displayed in the shops and private
buildings, the bustle and activity of the people,

tell of 2 more matured condition of things.—
The business going on, however, and the evi-
dent improvement in the character of the
structures in progress, or recently completed,
stamp at once the transition state of the place,
and the mind becomes lost in speculation asto
the limit of this increase and the ultimate ex-
tent and importance which may be anticipat-
ed. There certainly scems to be no circum-
stance likely to arrest its prosperity, and
despite the rivalry which appears to be grow-
ing up between Hamilton and Toronto, it is
not probable that their interests will ever be
antagonistic. As the stream of population
spreads out more widely over the face of the
land, sowillthe clement of their mutual growth
multiply and become more distinct. They are
far enough apart, to be each the centre of a dis-
trict more extensive than the largest county
in England, and which will, in the course of &
‘very few years, at the same rate of influx, be-
come quite as, if not far more, populous. It
were well that this spirit, therefore, should
animate them in a laudable manner.  Thereis
sufficient room for improvement in many de-
partments of social life, and in the several ap-
pliances so essential to the improvement and
well-being of communities, To the establish-
ment of Public Institutions designed to foster
and promote the intelligence and mental supe-
riority of the growing generation by the en-
couragement of literary and scientific pursuits,
the acquisition of a taste for the fine arts,
music, and the other sources of intellectual
and wholesome recreation. These are chan-
nels in which their energy may be exerted,
their Jaudable ambition gratified, to the good
of their inhabitants and their own honor. It
is not alone the worth of property, the largest
trading fleet, the wealthiest merchants, the
fastest boats, or the greatest number of rail-
roads, which combine to elevate the character
of acity. The traveller looks for something
more ; the historian desires to record the evi-
dence of a more lasting, a more enviable civi-
lized condition, not that we would be construed
to imply, that there are no signs of this higher
state of things in these citics or particularly in
Hamilton—but we only reiterate our opinion
expressed with reference to the other cities
already described, that these form too inconsi-
derable a portion of their constitution. We

the whole business air of the place, seems to

look in vain for almost the germof a Public
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Library, a musuem, cven a theatre.  Wemay
be told that they will be formed in time, that
the places are too young yet! The reply to
this is simple and evident. In places less
wealthy they exist, surely nothing else is
wanting for their cstablishment.

EMIGRATION TO NORTH AMERICA,
CONSIDERED IN REFERENCE TO THE UNITED STATES.

As we promised in our last number, we have
now to speak of Emigration to Canada, The
subject is one of no small importance, and any
assistance that can be rendered in placing its merits
in a true light, must be of service, as well to our
Canadian as our European readers, A dry topic,
some decp readers of the ‘Miss Matilda School ”
may consider this much belaboured question, of
the settlement of our adopted land ; but in all
sincerity, we can assure them, that they might be
much less profitably employed, than in studying
the rise, progress, and prospects of a country,
which, under the bounty of Providence, has af
forded the means of procuring food and raiment
to so many of us, who, but for such a land, might
have been most uncomfortably put to it, to pro-
cure cither of these very necessary blessings.

We shall not, in this paper at all events, bore
the reader with columns of figures or tables of
statistics—those most useful, but somewhat slec-
Py aids to Knowledge : but the fact’s we adduce,
are based upon no short experience, and our con-
conclusions will, we venture to say, be found to
be only consistent with what may be seen without
reference to books—consistent with the state of
our Province as it is, and the wondrous scrides
which it daily makes, in the march of improve-
ment.

Notwithstandiog the “learning of the age,”
and with all our love for the decper lore of the
olden time, we are not insensible to the intellec-
tual advancement manifested in this year of grace
—there can be no manuner of doubt, in the mind
of any sane man, who has spent twenty, or cven
ten, years in Canada, that the subject of Emigra-
tion to this quarter of the Queen’s dominions, is
most grievously misunderstood. Nay, we may
even go further,—as they say in the law Cour.s
after a case has been awply discussed, and as the
spectator would suppose, completely disposed of
—and aver, that in most parts of Great Britain,
as well as on the Continent, there exists the most
astonishing degree of ignorance, as to the state
and capabilitics of these Colonies; and that in the
Colonies themsclves even, the clearest possible
views are not always manifested, respecting the

class of people whom itis most.Judxclous to advise
to lmmwmte, or the steps which it'would be most
prudent for the bewildered importations to take,
when they arrive here.

Many people at home, notwithstanding the en-
ormous advances which have been madc, still
read and speak of Canada,as Goldsmith did, when
he described the centest between England and
France, for the pre-eminence in North America,
as a quarrel about a few furs. Others again, look
upon British America as remarkable only for the
Fisherieson the Coasts; while those who really talke
of the ““interior,” perhaps ponder wisely, on the
propriety of remitting a few young relations, to
honor with their presence, the backwoods of
Kingston, Toronto or Hamilton! And we could
cite instances within our own knowledge, where
great surpriseand nosmall delight has been evin-
ced, on the part of intelligent British farmers and
manufacturers, at hearing a person who had spent
adozen years in Canada, speak English through
the mouth, (not through the nose) just like one
of themselves.

It is perfectly true, that this lack of informa-
tion—we like mild terms—respecting the most
valuable of our Coluaies, is not so universalas it was
some years ago, but it still exists in all its dark-
ness, in by far the greater number of the
European towns, and in most of the rural Dis-
tricts. Among reading and commercial men
in some of the sca-port Towns, tolerably correct
information is by degrees being disseminated, and
in some parts of the interior the letters from
friends in America are of some litle service, in
modifying the prevalent erroncous impresssions,
But withal, a knowledge of facts is far from gene-
ral, even in the best informed circles, and in
nearly all the descriptions of Canada which it bag
been our fortune to look into, too little pains have
been taken, to distinguish between the various
descriptions of Emigrants, for which the different
parts of the country are suited.

The fact is,.there is scarcely any one deseription
of industrious persons, desirous of seeking new
homes, to whom Canada docs not offer abundant
inducements for Emigration. .And yet, it is equal-
ly true, ‘*hat any emigrant, whatever his callmtz
or whichever description of capital—money or
labour—he may desire to investin the country,
may be effectually ruined, within au unpleasantly
short period of his arrival, simply in conscquence
of his having chosen a locality oran employment,
for which he has been manifestly unfit.

The popular Europcan blunder, on Colonial |
questions, consists in confounding together all
parts of any conutry, known by one general name,
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and applying the same views and opinions to the
whole. Thus, in speaking of Canada, English peo-
ple refer only to backwoods, farms and forests,
forgetting, apparently, that within the Province,
there are to be found, just as at home, numerous
descriptiuns of country, various conditions of so-
ciety, and all kinds of employment ; and that at
the same time, the adventurer, before he makes
up his mind to pitch his tent, may, if he thinks
proper to take the trouble, see the land of pro-
mise in all its aspeets, from * the boundless conti-
guity of shade ” which he may eujoy (mosquitoes
permitting) in the back townships, to the well
tilled farms in the older counties, some of which
vie with the boasted acres of the Genesee valley.

This mistake, of neglecting to look upon a Pro-
vince a3 comprising sections of country, varying,
not so much in their natural advantages,as in
their various stages of improvement, is common
enough, and even general, among those who pro-
foss to understand us thoroughly. The old-
fashioned ignorance is still prevalent among the
majority, and still displays itself in the same kind
of blunders which amused us twenty years since.
We then saw farmers bringing broad wheeled
waggons to America, paying handsomely for the
freight of such unstowable lumber, and finding no
use for them when they arrived, being in some
degree consoled however,on discovering, that for
much less money than the oldarticle cost at home,
and probably forless than the price of the earriage
of it, 2 much better and more useful and more
sensible farmer’s waggon could be purchased in
the new settlements of Canada.  Similar blunders
are still made : among the outfits of gentlemenad-
venturers in search of wealth in the Colonies,
harrow teeth, useless hatchets, carpenters' tools
and logaing chains, probably still find a place.~—
And it may yet be news to some old country far-
mers, who occasionly thiuk of immediate Emiera-
tion, in preference to further loss of time in wait-
ing for impossible legislative assistance, that the
agricultural implements most useful and economi-
cal for a Canadian farmer, are those waich he will
get manufiactured by the mechanics of' the * set-
tlement” where he may happen to “locate.”—
And there is still ofien as much difficults asever
in persuading affectionate mammas, whose daught-
ersare on the eve of removing with their youth-
ful and enterprising husbands to take charze ofa
bush farm and benefit 2 new country by practi-
cally disregarding all the predictions of Malthus,
that it is utterly unecessary to pack a three year's
supply of dimities, delaines, ** stuffs,” and stays,
pins, needles and linens, for all sorts and sizes of
tbe genus komo, into thealresdy overgrown outfit.

The sweet souls will hardly belicve that all such
things can be had abroad at trifling advances,
merely for the money, (a commodity which may he
very usefully imported to any amount) ; and that
we have our * ruinous sacrifices,” as some of our
purchasing readers know to their cost, even in
Canada. They may possibly have heard of the
pleasures and dangers of that Canadian amuse-
ment, slieighing—we could tell them,—but the
sAnglo abhors scandal as it does politics,—of the
periis of Provineial shopping.

It is no answer to this view, as to the necessity
for further information, respecting the Provinces,
that the ignorance is to a great extent mutual
We have known an ‘intelligent American,”—
that it scems is the term they now prefer—deny
our owh British origin, for,quoth Jonathan, ¢ I swan
yeow must be an AAmerican, cause you speak Eng-
lish, right straight along, just as I do, and
Britishers can’t do that, they call a jug a joog,
and one gentleman when he seed me streaking
off from him, says, he says says he, ¢ Wher't be
gwain 7 Now that ain’t English.” And very re-
cently we have heard of a leavned American lady,
who, in speaking of England, stated as a very re-
markable fact, that the Royal family were prayed
for in the churches, and most learncdly did the
deeply Western blue remark, upon the number of
times Iler Majesty’s name was mentioned in the
course of the service. The anthoress had forgot-
ton, it must be supposed, that in the States, the
President of the Republic is loyalty remembered
in the devotions of the con sregations,precisely as
our Gracious Majesty is in all parts of the Empire.

Steam navigation and increased intercousse
between the two Continents, with all their ad-
vantazes, have not, as yet, sufliciently taught the
people on each side of the Atlantic what those on
the other side are doing. On the one hand, the
Yankee appears desirous to show, that you can-
not bean Englishman if you are as **intclligent”
as bimself; and again, the Englishman finds it
hard to understand, as he cundeavours to recall
the long forgotton geography of his school days,
that Canada is not one of the United States, and
ifyou press him too hard on the subject, ten to
one but he will stoutly deny, that the line 45
divides people who live under difierent flags, and
refuses to believe the indubitable fact, that a more
chivalrous loyalty to the Crown of Britain is not
owned by any people in the Empire than by the
people of Canada. Tmpossible! you may say,
but we have plenty of examples, and would tell
them, but having satisfied you that information is
neeessary, we must now tey to give it, withous
further preface—digression, call it, if you like—
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other. Asautumn driws on, work appears to be
less plentiful, but there issomething “to the fore,”
have to offer. and the adventurer can afford to sce another part

The popular idea of Canadais connected, alinost | of the country, and tu look out for a job of chop-
exclusively, with the unreclaimed portion of it— | ping, not being in too great a hurry, but taking
the new lands of the far west. These, which are | time to examine the land as he passes along, and
yearly becoming more and more filled with adven-  to ask the prices. After the winter’s work, at
turous settlers, first claim attention. which he has carned from two to three pounds a

On no subject, counected with Emigration, is month, the intending settler has perhaps made
there such a diversity of opinion in the older |up his mind where to purchase, and he selects a
countries, as this, of the comparative advantages  lot of land, and makes a small payment on ac-
of scttlement in the woods, or unimproved|count ofit. The 100 acres of heavy timber has
country. Many families in Europe,have received, ' a stubborn look, and it requires a stretch of the
not only very flattering accounts of the progress , imagination to fancy it a farm, or likely to become
of their friends, who have adventured to the{one. But hope and energy have already sprung
backwoods of Canada, but also many more sub- | up within the hardy man, far beyond what he
stantial and cqually weleome souvenirs in the, would have belicved, before he left his fatherland,
shape of remittances, from the prosperouseailes ;, New ideas and new prospects have opened to
while others tell you, that they have had several, him.  He cannot now content himself to look
relations who cmigrated to Canada, hoping to forward to a life continued and ended as it was
prosper, as land wasso cheap, but sad to say, the | began,—toremain the workman, the paidmachine
country turned out to be a shocking place, an|of others, and to leave the world without having
awful man-trap, and the poor felluws have allgone | done more than exist during hisallotted time. He
down hill, some having been ruined in purse, | will own the soil he labours on, the cattle he
others in health, and all in their habits, The|drives, the flocks he tends, and bequeath an in-
country alone isto blame, of course ! dependence to the children, who might, in the

A Cunadian soon arrives at the true seeret of ‘ land of their forefathers, have inherited but s
these various accounts, none of which he finds i doubtful claim on the poor rates. Soan assault is

l

but there it is, and it cannot be rubbed out, without
injuring the eflfect of the plain hints which we

have been intentivnally overcoloured. The fault  made upon the beautiful forest growth of centuries,
is not in the country, but ii. the choice made by | as remorsely and fearlessly too, asa hedger would
partics, of employments, in which they are utterly ; use his bill hook. A smail *patch™ is prepared
useless. I{or potatocs and perhaps for spring grain, and a

Tle people who must form the great majority of | “bee " iscalled. Something is done towards the
settlersin the newer parts of the country, are those | erection of a dwelling, Perhaps, being only a
brought up and thoroughly inured to hard work, | shauty, it is inished ; and then he goes to  work
whether with or without money. The Iarger‘ out " again, and gets back to his little clearing in
number who have succceded, have had barely | time to make the hut warm for winter, and setsto
money eaough to carry them to their destination. | work to do the winter's chopping. Several acres
For a man of this kind, the newly settled parts of, are ready for the fire in spring, and part is cleared
Canada offer immense advantages. Ilis progress, for spring crop. In the autumn the whole is
may besketched thus,—and we have in our mind, , under cultivation, and the labourer bas become a
multidudes to whom the deseriptien would apply.  small farmer. In the course of time ke is able to
Ile arrives inacomparatively old settled township, ; spend more labour on his furm and less in the
about the time of hay harvest, and at once obtains  employment of others, until his land is so nearly
work at high wages, say from 5s. to 7. Gd., paid for, that he can spare enough from the pro-
aday, and thislasts perhaps until the harvest is | ceeds of the annual crope, to make the annual
ended and the wheat sown, This supposes of payments. The * remittances® to friends at
course, that the emigrant is both industrious and  home, come from such inen as these, and not
quick at his work, and possessed of sufficient  many years after the first ¢ scttlement,” he must
spirit and enterprige to learn readily the labour of  be a person of no small command of :neans who
the country. The slow eoaches, who are afiaid lO‘ could * buy out* this thriving backwoods farmer.
handle a cradle seythe beiause they were not It is perhaps fiftcen years since he left home, and
‘brought up to it," must expect to remain in | you have now no trouble in finding him, in his
the back ground. Thereis noguch difterence be- | township. IIe may be heard of as purchasing a
tween the mode of work in the two countries, but  mill property for one of his sons, and hargeining
that an active man can master one as well a3 the  for a farm on which to settle another, and he has
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become a director of a road company, and, as a
member of the County Council, is * agitating
the construction of n branch railroad, to connect
with the “Great Trunk Line.” It'nced hardly be
added, that our friend's name is perfectly familiar
to the member for the county, who takes.the
best possible care to * keep in with ” the pauper
immigrant of a few years back.

Reader, i you think we are drawing on our
imagination for our pictures, we beg to disabuse
your miud of any such impression. Our imagina-
tion is too dull,and our purpose too sincere, to war-
rant any such idea. But father Time has dealt
gently with our memory, and on that we draw, to
illustrate our arguments,

You say perchance, that we adduce isolated
cases in proofof the prosperity of Canadian settlers,
and seek to draw too favourable conclusions from
afew instances. Nosuch thing. The career we
have sketched, is that of hundreds of men within

our own knowledge. The failures, and they have !

been numerous, have ensued from causes such as
would have produced misfortune anywhere. These
have been idleness, dissipation, or inaptitude for
the employment. The lazy would starve any-
where, the dissipated need not come to Canadato
be ruined, and tte man who could not stand a
day's mowing in an English hayfield, must not
expect to master the labour which falls to the lot
of a backwoodsman,

‘We have spoken of the man with no means
save a strong arm and enterprising spirit. Those
who, in addition to these, can command some
money, have, of course, additional advantages.—
But it is seldom prudent or safe for them to invest
their money émmediately, in the purchase of land.
Most of this class of emigrants know something
about farming—many of them have been tenant
farmers, or have been brought up upon farms.
They will find it to their advantage, to see some-
thing of the Province before purchasing, so as to
gain an idea of the business of the country, and
the capabilities of the various kinds of soil which
it containg,  In all parts of the country, and par-
ticularly in the newer townships, there are always
farms to be had at a r ble rent, b
many men, Amoricans chicfly, who have shewn
themselves to be good woodsmen, havenot turned
out to bo the best of farmers, and they often let
their farms to old country people who, after pay-
ing a fair rent, make far moro out oftheland than
the proprietor had been ablo to realize. Iiis a
mistake to suppose, that because thisis a country
of trees and stumps, a knowledge of farming—that
through understanding ofthe business which isso
much in request in Britain—is useless hereo—

There i3 no country where good farming tells more
than in Canada. An emigrant, intending to farm,
and having some means at his command, will find
it advisable to rent & * clearlng ” for some time
before purchasing.

After farming as a tenant for a few years,
and doing well by it, as you alwaya can, if you
mind your business and use your wits, and
practice economy, you learn what the coun-
try is fit for, and what part of it would best suit
your taste, and you purchase accordingly, a piece
of bush land if that is all you can aftord, or a lot
with some clearing on it, if you can manage it.
The Iatter is the best, for you can then make use
at once of your practical knowledge of farming,
and you will find the Iabour of the field easier and
more to your mind, than that of chopping and
and burning the timber. The former is decidedly
the Icast trying of the two, to European constitu-
tions, and any one who is not equal toa good
month’s work in harvest or sced time, such as he
would be expected to perform at the current
wages, mey make up his mind that he cannot
stand chopping and logging. We throw out this
hint, which may be relied upon as perfectly sound,
for the benefit of any romantic young geutlemen,
who though they would be shocked at the idea of
being supposed to be strong enough to undergo
a day’s “navvying,” or, whatis much harder, a
day’s gold digging in California, still flatter them-
selves that they can do wonders with a chopping
axe. Let them remember, that hard work is no
man’s play in any part of the world, and that to
stick to it, requires both bodily strength and no
small amount of moral courage. The latter is, the
quality in which a deficiency is much meore ofter
observable than in the former.

We know there are strong prejudiees against
emigration to the back woods. Pecple hear of the
dreadful elimate of Canada, which is said to be
severe in summer, so they go to the more South-
erly lands of the States. They are told that the
winteris severe—and so they resort to the prairies,
where no friendly expanse of forest will shelter
them from the full sweep of the famine borne wind,
and nousefultimber treesafford them their winter's
firing. Canada issickly and aguish, they aretold,
—and forthwith a passage is taken to the far, far
inland swamps and prairies of Jowa, Hlinois, or
Wisconsin, whence wo have seon men, once able~
hodied, roturn to their deserted Canadian homes,
thoroughly broken down in constitution and re~
duced in circumstances, after an absence of but
fow yoare. Wo have a word or two to ssy sbout
this climata of Canada, and for the present shall
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refer chiefly to the back settlements of which we
are speaking.

The summer does occasionally show us the
mercury at 90, or so, but never for any number
of days in succession, and we have known it asg
high within the limits of Cockaigne. So Canada
is not so very remarkable for that circumstance,
at all events. The heat is much more oppressive
on the southern side of the line 46, and we are,
therefore, at a loss to understand why emigrants
should prefer the United States to Canada, with a
view to the mildness of climate.

The prevailing epidemics of the summer season,
which first appear on board the emigrant ships,
and spread over the Continent, often reach as far
north 18 the southern shores of these lakes, and
sometimes appear, butin a mitigated form, in our
frontier cities,—the sanitary regulations of which
have not kept pace with their material prosperity,
—but have scarcely ever been known to reach
the new settlements. The greatest safety has al-
ways Leen found in the greater distance to the
north and west, and from the American frontier,
Medical men can manage tolive in Canadian cities,
but only a limited number of them find adequate
employment in the settlements and back town-
ships. We have watched the progress of more
than one thriving township in Western Canada,
from its primeval state of unbroken forest, to its
present broad landscape of wide, well-tilled ficlds,
undisfigured by stumps. And the growth of
these settlements has been remarkable for some
facts, worth observing in reference to the Cana-
dian health and mortality tables, if such things
should ever be published. In the first place, we
remember distinctly, that for years a doctor was
never seen, and very scldom needed, within the
circuit of many miles, although nearly every hun-
dred acres of land held a family. The population
increased with a rapidity equal in proportion to
what has been known in any part of Britain, Ire-
land not excepted; and this increase, in by far
the great majority of cases, was without the in-
terference of any disciple of Galen; for if per-
chance a journey of twenty miles or so,—that was
generally about the distance,—was undertaken,
for the purpose of procuring such aid, the worthy
doctor nearly always arrived just in time to take
atumbler with the happy father, pocket a mode-
rate fee, and return home. The mortality among
children wascomparatively very small, and among
adults, much less than in the citics of either
Canada or the States. Ague, in the part of the
country we have now in our mind, was a fow
years ago, scarcely known. It has since ap-
pearcd, not from any natural eause, but having

been invoked by the contrivances'of the settlers
themselves. The erection of water mills, causing
large mill ponds to overflow the flats of the rivers
and reduce huge quantities of timber to a state of
rottenness, has prodaced as much malaria as is
quite sufficient to account for all the fevers and
agues in the neighbourhood. Steam will cure all
this, But it is scarcely fair to ruin the health of
a country by such abominations, and then damnit,
as grievously insalubrious. Much of the Canadian
ague we hear talked about, may be accounted for
in this manner.

As for the summer heat;—we have heard of
cases of coup de soleil,—one we have just read of.
It took place in England. Suchthingshave hap-
pened, too, near the Lake shores here, but very
rarely. We never knew an instance in the woods,
and it i3 not an uncommon practice—though a
very imprudent one—for boys to work in the
open air without cither hat or shoes. For our
part, we preferred the trouble of carrying both,
although often quite sufficiently ventilated; bus
theheat, although sufficient to render a pretty long
rest in the micdle of the day, desirable enough,
is never found so severe as to prevent labour.
1t is true that the change of climate from Europe,
especiaily from the sea-coasts to the inland parts
of America, is such, that proper precautions are
necessary to be taken by old country people;
such, for instance, as wearing flannel at ali sea-
sons ; never working without having the head co-
vered, abstaining from cold water when over-
heated, and not taking rest wita wet clothes on,
however harmless it may be found to remain wet
while the body is kept in a state of active exer-
tion. But, pray are there no other countries
where similar precautions are necded? Are they
not requisite, or most of thew at all events, in
Europe? And we are not contending that people
who can “‘live at home at ease,” and provide for
their families in their own country, ought neces-
sarily to come and cast their lot in Canada, as &
matter of mere choice. We address those who,
at all events, think of moving some whither, and
we protest against the propriety of their choice,
if they prefer the precarious chances of Austra-
lian gold, or the tolerably certain disappointment
that awaits them if they turn towards the United
States, to the tangible advantages which our coun-
try offers to the intending emigrant,

Yet, with all the advantages which Canada
offers to the labouring man, those who suppose
that labourers are the only useful and fortunate
gottlers in the woods, are very much mistaken.
We have sa:d that the work of clearing land is
hard, and some of the * whito handed classes®
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have suffered grievous disappointment on awaken- | “roughing it 7 for a few months, finds itnecessary
ing to a practical knowiedge of the fact. But) to do what he should have done in the first

80 far from it following, as a consequence, that
gentlemen cannot be cither prosperous or desirable
settlers, quite the contrary is the case.

Those who have read the very clever and
entertaining work of Mrs. Moodie, and do not
possess any other knowledge of Canada but what
has been gleaned from its pages, may possibly be
of opinion, that the only way to escape the mis-
fortuncs of the Moodie family, is to avoid the
country where such an accumulation of dis-.sters
was suffered. Such impressions should be guarded
against, for they willnot be found to be supported
even by the book itsclf, when the story and the
intention of it are properly considered, and they
are utterly inconsistent with the real state of the
country, and with those numerous circumstances,
connected with it which may have escaped the
notice of the talented, but very unfortunate
authoress, and which, at all events, her two
volumes could not be expeted to contain, We
have heard doubts throvn upon the statements of
the work. In not one single doubt upon the
subject do we join. OQur reasons for this are
pretty good.  We feel convineed that the author-
2s8 would not coud2scend to misrepresent, and as
for the aneccdotes being improbable, we could
vouch for the perfect truth, of as many equally
striking parallel incidents, within our own ex-
perien~e. No, the fault of the book, if it have
any, is not inacuracy. But, as iis narrative is
one of almost unvaried misfortune, whoever takes
it as a sole guide to a knowledge of Canada, is
not unlikely to close it with eyrroneous impressions,
respecting the country, and the advisability of
emigrating toit. A Canadian or an old settler,
has gained sufficient experience, to enable him to
read the book, and enjoy it—as who can fail to
do—without having his judgment misted by it.
He who has lis knowledge of Canada, to acquire,
and is honestly desirous of gaining unprejudiced
views on the subject, while he nced not deprive
bimself of the pleasures of Mrs. Moodie's enter-
taining society, should take the trouble to look
into Smith’s Canada, and the valuable statistical
pamplilets circulated by the Canada Company,and
Dunlop’s Backwoodsman, and * Sketches of Can-
adian Life,” will do him no harm, The Anglo-
American he will consult, as a'matter of course.

It is perfectly true that many gentlemen have
been very unfortunate in Canada, but the causes
of their trouble have been such as would have
produced similar ecffects elsewhere. A delicate
youth with barcly any means, attempts to make

a living by the labour of his hands, and after

“

instance,—~that is, he betakes himself, in some
other part of the Province, to the employment for
which he has been fitted by education,—supposing
of course that he is fitted for anything. If he is
not, it matters little whether he encumber his
friends here or at home. Ilc will be useless
hunber anywhere,

A gentleman perhaps with a small capital, without
taking any time to make bimself acquainted with
the country, purchases a farm which hie cither has
not scen or of which he has not ascertained the
intrinsic value. e finds that he has been bitten
by a land jobber. With a similar lack of common
prudence, he would have been victimised quiteas
scientifically in the purchase of a ** pretty place
or an ‘eligibic rural retreat,” which George
Robins had advertized, in any county in England.

e sells orlets his farm on very disadvantageous
terms, and buys wild land.  After making a few

improvements, he finds that all his money has

been spent, and that it is extremely diflicult to
drag a living out of his small stumpy tield. The
consequence is, that he finds himself, no better off,
than if he had rented an English farm, and,
having expended all his capital during the first
scason,and having been unfortunate with his crops,
he remained without means to carry on the busi-
ness.  He experiences the nipping ills of poverty,
and these ills, he soon. discovers, are very much
the same in all places, though the tyrant bites Zese
keenly in new than in old countiies. Al Mis.
Moodie's readers must sympathise with the vivid
picture which she draws of poverty in the bush,
but one cannot reflect upon the story, without
congratulating the authoress, that she was not a
stranger in New York, Liverpool, London, or any
other great city, when food was wanted, and there
wasno money to buy it with. A womanis greatly
to be felt for under such circumstances, buta man,
—one with sufficient courage and enterprise to
deserve the name in its full sense, and possessed
of health—has no excuse for remaining long with-
out the necessaries of life in this country, however
white may be bis hands or however gentlemanly
his feelings.

Any one with but moderate means—such
as would be quite insufficient to cnable him
to maintain and cducate his family, in the old
eomtry—may with much advantage and comfort,
settle in Canada.

He brings with him no very large sum of
money, perhaps, but enough to purchase a small
fan. This be does not do, however, uniil he
has thoroughly satisfied himself, by personal
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gbservation, and by making every possible enquiry,
what part of the country would suit him best.
He sclects a situation not so fur advarced but
that the price of land is moderate, but he pays
particular attention to the reputation which that
part of the country has for health, and also to
the prooability of the land rising in value as the
country improves. No man of sense settles in a
remote place which is always likely to remain
remote. There are few such spots in Canada,
but some people have a morbid idea that they
would like to live away from mankind. The
fancy is merely absurd, and invariably vanishes
after a tvial.

Our gentleman scttler has a small annual in-
come, on which, in England, he would have to
pinch his uppetite to keep his coat from being o2
shabby. @ The pittance answers well on his smal)
farm. e may wear what coat he likes, or none
when he pleases, and although not brought up to
hard work, he is not above attempting it. Sohe
goes out with his men (for he manages to keep
one or more iu harvest times, though he can do
without one and manage the ** chores" himself]
with the assistance of his boys, for a g¢~d part of
the year,) and learns from them how %o be useful,
while his presence prevents their beingidle. He
is a2 man of the world, suiting his manner and his
words to the moment, and consequently his men,
as well as his neighbours, learn to value and res-
pect him. There is a class of men, supercilious
by nature, and, as it would appear, from some
ingrained constitational defect, who could do
nothing of this kind—who could shrink from con-
tact with a plough or a ploughmar. What it
may be well to do with these unfortunates, we do
not pretend to say, but they nced not come to
Canada.

By dint of careful management out of doors,
and economy within, it is found, not only that the
small income goes a long way, but that a portion
of it can be occasionally laid out in new purcha-
ses, when it is pretty clear that land will rise in
value. It will always be well, not to lay out all
the capital in the first instance, oven though it be
but small, but to keep some of it laying by for
other purposes, for good investments often present
themselves when least expected.

In the meantime, it has been necessary to edu-
cate the children, and it has been found that
good schools are not far distant, where the course
of education is sound, and where the charges are
much lower than in similar establishments at
home. Socicty is not wanting, and in spite of a
fow prejudices which were at first apparent,
against the ‘“gentleman,” he has become deci-

dedly popular with all clusses, and isasked, and does
not refuse, as a sulky man would, to join in their
amugements and take part in their local public
affairs,  Ilis property increases in value, his
boys obtain situations, where, at an early age,
they support themselves, he finds ample employ-
ment in oceasional labvur, occasional hours of
shooting and fishing, and not unirequent atten-
dances at township, school and other * meetings,”
where his information and assistance are rather
eagerly sought after. If all this is not prefer-
able to dragging out a life of genteel poverty in
a more fashionable part of the world, we are
much at fault. If the settler, instead of a very
wmoderate income, such as we have supposed,
should pessess independent means, he may enjoy
himself in a manner to be envied. Ilc has a
good furm, builds a comfortable but not an ex-
travagant heuse, enjoys but does not squander
his property, works in the ficld often, knows
every foot of his land and what is being done
with it, but finds plenty of time to follow his
dogs and to enjoy himself with his neighbours.
Such a man pities the plodding merchants and
other dwellers in citics, in a manner which is
truly edifying. IIe would not changehis favm and
his peace of mind for the * position™ or wealth
of the richest merchant in Glasgow or Montreal,

There are other classes of well-born and edu-
cated men whom we know to be able toaidin con-
quering the old forests of the West, aye, and to
whom the employment would be found won-
drously advantageous, too. But the old settler
has, perhaps, been garrulous enough for one
month, and his pen must rest awhile,—many a
long rest it has had, too, since he pitched his tent
in the wilds of Canada. Wilds they were then,
indeed. The scene is before me now. The cor-
poreal vision has felt the finger of time, but the
mind’s eye seemns to look more and more clearly
on the scenes of eld. How is this? Yes, yes,
there is the answer.  Things of the present but
fiit before us, transient as glimpses of sunshine on
ashowery day,—the present moment is the ficet-
ing life of man,—butthe past isfixed, irrevocable,
and the scenes of other times, the feclings which
then came and went, but the existence of which
can never be totally forgotten,—those are seen
in the clear undeviating light of truth.  So comes
back to the mind’s eye that boundless forest—the
feeling of awe and wonder with which its giant
trees and boundless, untrodden, silent—oh! how
deeply, clogquently silent—shades, inspired the
mind, as we wandered on, dreaming—for, on a
Sabbath, even the bushman may find time to wan-
der and to think—dreaming of when those huge

tq



1

209 THE CHRONICLES

OF DREEPDAILY.

trees were first planted, and wondering how long
it might be sinee the ocean or the lake left those
shells, now turned to stone, that we found in the
roots of the great tree which the last storm had
laid low,—wondering, too, how long it would be
before all this interminable silent grove, would
give place to the dwellings of living men, and the
decent temples of God,—and feeling that this it-
self, this mighty forest, i’  only with the “still
small voice” of its rustling leaves, was vet the
grandest temple for the silent heart's devotion—
a temple not made with the handsof men. And
that forest, too, T have seenit, when the winds of
heaven bent itsstoutest monarchs, as if they were
but saplings, and men fled to their dwellings, and
the very wild birds sought shelter with them.
And it is all gone now. The reign of the sylvan
giants is past.  Ripe grain waves in their place,
and hardy men receive thankfully the blessings
which heaven has permitted them to win with
wholesome toil. There was amoral in those path-
less woods, but a more hopeful one may be read
in the fertile ficld, and in yon healthy group sur-
rounding the farm-house door, and in those well-
laden orchard trees.

Yes, Thearwhat you say,sir:—* If the auld body
hiad nac mair to say the noo, what'she yammerin’'
on aboot?”  Well, well, I'll moralise no more. I
know the practise is not a popular one, and takes
too much time and space, yourreaders may think,
in these railroad days; butlet me tell you, if ever
you grow so old, or so world-wrought, that you can
remember the home of your youth and manhood,
without a chastened thought, then have a care,
sir,—there will be a hard place growing on your
heart, which your doctor cannot cure. Enough:
in 2 month's time, I may be fit to fill some more
space in your little bonk, and if so, dry stubborn
facts ve shall have, pluin and strong as this old

siaff of mine.
R.

THOE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.
No. 3.
THE UPSHOT OF BEAU BALDERSTON'S ADVENTURE.

Has it ever been your lot, oh most gentle of
readers, to witness & stripiing reduced to
the buff, on a sacllisk May, morning, in the
act of committing his persoh to. the cmbraces
of a stream? We shall suppose, for the sake
of illustration, that it is the classic Molindina
which meandereth through the Royal Burgh

of Dreepdaily.  If you have everbeen cogniz- |

ant of such a phenomcnon You must.nceds
bave noted the coy hesitation of the raiment-

denuded stripling to quit the bosom of mother
carth. Gingerly doth he touch the surface of
the water with his big toe, as if apprchensive
that a shark or a krakan lay in ambush to
drag him to the bottom, and the chances are
great that he will resume his divorced gar-
ments without having performed the meditated
ablution, were it not that he dreadeth a casti-
gation from the hands of his maiden aunt,

Grizzel. At her stern command, he hath
sought the Rubicon; and, from behind a

whin-stone dyke, where she hath modestly
intrenched hersclf, she shrilly threateneth
birchen pains and penalties in the event of the
tyro's running counter to her fiat!

Now, I, Peter Powhead, find myself at this
epoch of time, much in the predicamenlt of the
mythical youngster above referred to! The
impatient public imperatively demandcth that
1 should forthwith dive into the pool of Beau
Balderston'’s unheard of catastrophe, but tim-
crous nature urgeth me to postpone the un-
dertaking. Nor is it any marvel that this
should be the case. There is something so
super-humanly astounding in the circum-
stances which I have become bound to record,
that a more valorous hand, than I can lay
claim to, might well become palsied when as-
suming the historiographer’s grey goose quill!

But what must be, must be, as Miss Peggy
McSpinster said when she consented to be-
come the better half of Captain Bottlenose,
the one-legged Greenock skipper;—and so,
having screwed my courage up to the writing
point, I proceed to plunge into the middle of
my theme!

At the breaking off of our last communing,
good patrons, I left Monsheer Nong-tong-paw
inthe act of commencing his cantrips. Fain
would I cnumerate in detail the wonders that
he wrought; but I'have gota character—such
as it is—to lose, and I doubt not that if I
were to rchearse a tythe of what I witnessed
on that preposterously-memorable night, this
sceptical generation would book me forthwith
as a legilimate son of the primitive deceiver!
It i$ necessary, however, that { lay before you
a sample of the Pythagorean’s doings; and,
accordingly, I sclect some of the least incredi-
ble of the lot.

Inter clia, (to use the heathenish jargon of
the laiv tribe,) he produced a pack of his
master 3ahoun's books, inviting the company
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to think upon one of them. Before you cou]dI
say Jack Robinson, he held up the identi-
cal sclected card, more by token that it was
the knave of clubs!

Next the warlock borrowed the huge silver
watch of David Dridles, which, being an an-
cient and time-honoured fanily-picce, the
owner was sorely unwilling to let out of his cus-
todiership. You may conccive the consterna-
tion of poor Davie, when Monsheer pitched
the precious article into Dr. Scougall’s mortar,
(foaned by the medico for the night,) and
pounded the same to atomrs. Not long, how-
ever, did the anguish of the owner continue.
The magician chattered some of his spells
over the fragments, and, behold, the horologe
was entire and complete, as if it had just come
out of the maker’s hands!

Tertio, Deacon Dredgie, the undertaker,
was prevailed upon to part, for a brief season,
with his yellow wig,—covering his head in
the interval with a silk handkerchief. Mon-
sheer placed the commodity under a hat, for
two seconds, or it might be three,—when, the
covering being removed, the wig was found to
contain the savoury ingredients of a ready-'
cooked haggis, the unctious odour whercof
spread through the hall, causing many a hun-
gry mouth to water! Swatches of the con-
tents were handed through the company by
the Sambo; and Bailic Brisket, who ventured
to taste the same, declared that a better season-
ed haggis never boiled in pot, or smoked on
ashet! When the last spoonful had been
scraped out, the Magi rammed the scratch in-
to a blunderbuss, Wwhich he presented and
fired at the Deacon! When the smoke cleared
away, instead of sceing honest Dredgie a man-
gled corpse, there was he sitting as sober
as a judge, with the wig on his head as usual,
and neither of ther. a prin tho waur of the ad-
venture!

But all these feats are as nothing to what
next evenfuated, as the ignoran{ Yankees say.

The Pythagorcan cnticed a Wee Highland
body, named Donald Shecric, up§o the plat-
form, with the bribe of an ounc&of snuff, a
temptation which no Celt, since the flood,
could ¢ver resist, even if offered by the Foul
Thicfhimsclf. When the unsuspecting Don-
ald was sitting on an arm chair, the mngicjm
camo behind him, and having (as many spon-
sible witness avcrred), muttered the Creed

backwards, he cut the miserable creature’s
head clean oft with a cleaver!

You never saw the marrow of the hillibaloo
that ensuead on this barbarous and heathenish
act! A howl of mingled terror and indigna-
tion burst from every beholder.  The Sheriff,
who was present, called upon Hamish McTurk
the constable, to do his duty, by capturing
the blood-thirsty, heartless miscreant,—and
all who sported razors, gully-knives, or other
warlike weapons, drew forth the same to pro-
tect their precious lives and liberties !

I chanced to be sitting right opposite to the
expatriated head, and such a grewsome sight
I never saw before or after.  The cyes, unlike
the wonted sobriety of death, rolled and glint-
ed about as if in an ecstacy of bewilderment.
The red bristly hair stood up like the jags of
2 hedgehog,—and the mouth twisted, and
gloomed, and girned, just as if it had been ut-
tering curses upon its murderer!

In the middle of the collicshangie, the
reprobate and case hardened Frenchman, stood
bowing, and smiling, and chattering, as if he
had only nicked the head of a thistle or dande-
lion, instead of & Christian-man’s—so far, in-
deed, as a native of Lochaber can be styled a
Christian, a proposition which many sober
men doubt!

Just when Hamish laid his paw upon the
murderer's shoulder, to apprchend him in the
name of the king, he gave his rod a whirl,
and lo, and behold! the martyred Donald
Sheerie was as sound and life-like as ever!

Here was & miracle greater than any which
had yet been performed in the Drecpdaily
Temple of Science!  To kill a man, as every-
body knew, was no very difficult matter; but
to restoro him tolife and limb again, and that
without the aid ofa doctor, was past all com-
prchension! It clean beat cock-fighting,—
and a sough of wondering amazement ran
through the assemblage, like the wind of an
autumn night rustling among withered beech
leaves!

The only individual upon whom these pas-
sages scemed to” produce little or no impres-
sion wss our fricnd Beau Baiderston. In or-
der to account for his apathy, itis incumbent
upon me here to set down that he had cver
bomc S qunguwus and questionable character
amongothc sober and religious portion of the
Drcepduly community. He was scldom scen
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in the kivk except on an extra oceasion, with
Lady Sourocks, as T have before hinted; and
even when he did make his appearance there,
his demeanowr was far from being decent or
edifying. Indeed, the general rumour was,
that he was but few doors removed from being
aninfidel ; and it was even whispered that he
had christened his cat, and buried his defunct
greyhound iun the kirk-yard! Doubless his
seeptical wickedness was the foundation of
the unconcern with which he witnessed the
prodigics I have above enumcrated, proving
to a dismal demonstration that the dogged un-
beliei of such Sadducees was not to be shaken
even by 2 miracle wrought before their very
noses!

AsT hinted before, the Beau sat as unmoved
and unconcerned as if nothing beyond ordin-
ary had been going on.  le merely tapped

his shell snufl*box at each successive cantrip
of thie wumrlock, muttering some such contemp-
tuous words as—** wcll cnough, considering!” {
Wprctty well for Dreepdaily I as if the feats!
performed were not real and genuine ficts
and trughs?

Monsheer Nong-tong-paw, who had borne

never made mouths at miracles again, till the
day of his decease! DBut I must not bring in
the toddy till the dinner be over.

Accommodating the Beau with a seat,
the Magician—for so, I presume, all orthodox
readers willagree with mein designating Mon-
sheer,—proceeded to put certain drugs and
medicaments into a thing like a white bowl,
with a long stroop proceeding out of the side
thereof, after the manner of a tea pot. Ile
called it a Retort or a Report, 1 really forget
which,—but T can testify that it made a lond
enough report in the Burgh for many a day
thereafter !

Ilaving mixed theingredients, which T trow
were never weighed in Christian scales, the
Pythagorean turned the end of the stroop to

I\fr. Balderston instructing him to hold his

nose firm, and draw in the vapour from the
Loyl with his breath. Qur fiiend at first

I sdemed to hesitate and boggle a Jittle at this

injunction.  Being certified that it would do
no injury to his health, and being ashamed
moreover to draw lhack, after having put
his hand to the plough, he followed the direc-
tions given him, even as a mouse rushes into

with complacency the exeerations of the com- | the cheese-baited ambuscade—and commenced
pany, as if glorying in his shame, appeared to ! sucking and blowing like a three wecks old
be sorely nettled at the sneering observes of I ealf at its matin or vesper refection !
the seeptic, seeming to regard him as a scoff-] At this verse ofthe ballad, L heard my name
ing interloper.  Ile bore with him for a con- | called from the door, and on turning round 1
siderable season, till at length, his patience ! beheld Betty Bachles, the ancient maid of all
buing clean exhausted, he stepped to the front Iwork of Lady Sourocks, wagging and cough-
of the stage, and, addressing him with a lm\\'ling uponme to come away. Istartedupina
and a shirug of the shoulders, requested the ! perfeet fever of consternation, hiving utterly
honour of his assistance at the next feat of! forgotten, the absconding of time, and my
glamouric! | practice to be with her ladyship betimes for
Many, considering the peril to which Don- Yher gala! You may well believe it was with
ald Sheerie had been exposed by a similar act 1a sore and unwilling heart that 1 took my Ex-
of compliance, would have dissuaded Mr. Bu- !adus, often looking back upon Beau Balderston
derston from risking his precious soul and lwho, as long as he was visible I could note

body; butas the old proverb says—* hemust
needs go when Clootic drives!” The Beau
jumped at the proposal like a cock ata goose-
berry (or grosct, as Twonld say, if I wrote in
less fastidious times Yy—and whispering to his

drawing away at his black draught, and hold-
ing his nose 25 if he had been stooping over a
badgers's kennel !

When T reached the mansion, as her lady-
ship was pleased tc dignify her two story

neighbour that he would show up the old ltenement, T found her in a perfect stew of

quack in grand style, he ascended the dinboli-
cal plaitform!

T trow he was a wiser and a soberer man,
before he was done with the quack, as he was
vieased to stylehim! Likethe Christmasgoose

fis ime was come—and I'll be sworn that he

vexation.  Half a dozen of her guests had ar-
rived, and she could not venture to face tham
with her head gear out of order.  Of course I
hadto do penance for the forgetfulness of
which T had been guilly, and verily hard words
were not spared upon me! Thereisnota
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tinkler wife between Kilmarnock and Buck-! was, that scemed better caleulated for Lring-

haven who could have surpassed Lady Sour-
ocksin flyting! * Little ill-faured, nc'er do
weel " and ¢ Shilpit deils buckie I" were
the mildest phrases with which I was greeted,
and I looked upon myself as fortunate that I
was not besprinkled from that mysterious and
never-to-be-named vessel with which the ill-
conditioned spouse of Socrates occasionally
moistened her patient and philosophical
spouse !

[Vot@ Bene.—This sentence has been in-
serted by Mr. Paumy. If not in harmony
with the refinement of this extra-superfine
nineteenth century, the sin lies upon the sconce
of Paumy, aforesaid; Iwash my handsofit!]

Being conscious of error, I took my modi-
cum of scolding with all duc humility, and by
working with cxtra diligence with the curling
tongs and dredze box, I had her Ladyship
buskit and heautified inless than no time '—
So satisfied, indeed, was she with my zeal and
dispatch, that being a kindly body **when the
snarl was agf her " asthe town fool remarked,
she would needs have me into the with-
drawing iwum to drink her health, and the
healths of her company (who by this epoch
were nearly all assembled), in a glass of cor-
dial waters brewed by her own fair hands!

Though I trust that T have 2 befitting sense
of my own merits and importance, truth con-
strains me to confess that Iwas a little dlateand
confused when I was ushered into the presence
of so many gentles. So great was my agitation
that T was little the better of my visit, so far
at least as the aforesaid cordial was concerned
having spilled the larger balance of the same,
in nodding and scraping my respects, as in
duty bound, to the magnates to whom I was
introduced !

Verily and truly they were a worshipful
Synod, rivalling in grandeur the Court of King
Solomon himself'!

There was the Laird of Lick-the-Ladle, and
his long bearded daughter “dlack mow'd Kate.”
There was Mr McShuttle, the great power loom
weaver from Glasgow ; Dr. Scougall, dressed
in his new black cloth coat and silk stockings,
and a real genuine anmy ensign, rigged out
in complete regimentals like a peony rose—
the first of the breed that had ever been seen
in Dreepdaily !

A well-favoured, smooth faced stripling he

ing down a maukin, or black cock, than doing
battle with the savage American rebels, who,
it is universally allowed devour the flesh of
their vanquished captives!

The ensign wasa nephew to her ladyskip,
and it struck me that he looked strangely
downcast and out of spirits. Much more ap-
propriate was his manner for a burial than a
maTy making. Every now and then he gave
a sigh as if his heart was breaking, and his
manne. reminded me strongly of Duncan Doy,
the hen-pecked tailor, on the eve of receiving
2 quilting from his randy masculine wife.

Betty Bachles afterwards gave me a suffici-
ent reason for the misanthrophical demeanour
of the young man.

She had been listening at the door of the
chamber where the ensign and his aunt had
been closetted in the previous part of the even-
ing, and heard her break to him the tidings
of her intended nuptials with Beau Balderston.
Previous 1o that time he had always been
led to consider himself as her heir-apparent,
and being a younger son, with nothing but his
consumptive pay to depend upon, it wasnot
in nature that he should be overly clated at
the intelligence then and there communicated
to him!

1lis cause for dolour, moreover, was the
greater in as much as he had recently cross-
cxamined her ladyship’s banker touching her
means and estate, and ascertained that the
same amounted to a sum not tobe sneezed at !

But the sun generally rises brightest after
a murky setting, and the snowdrops of spring
receive an additional garnishment from the
churlish gloom of winter. This however by
the way—as Master Whiggie observes, when
he makes a digression from the text under
consideration !

T had hardly disposed of my bit dribble of
drink and sct down the glass upon the silver
plated salver, when Theard a noisc at the front
door, as if all the bulls of Bashan were thun-
dering and storming thereat !

The company, as well as myself, were dum-
foundered at the sound, and cach onc looked
at his neighbour to divine, if possible, the na-
turc of the mysterious racket. All, however,
were cqually In the dark, and there was s
common shaking of bewildered and fear-con-
fused heads!?
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Each moment did the hurly-burly increase!
Every instanta perfect whirlwind and tornado
of blows were inflicted upon the crazy door,
which at last took the hint by flying open,—
and presently the hurrying of steps was heard
coming madly up the wooden stairs, making
them quake and groan, as if & regiment of
heavy dragoons were exereising thereon |

What could it be?

The ensign drew his glittering sabre; T, fol-
lowing his example, flowrished o pair of silver-
steel razors; and Mr. McShutfle (who, to do a
weaver justice, showed no lack of valour and
manhood) darted into a litile closet which was
convenient to the withdrawing-room, and re-
issued with the Andrea Ferrara, which her
ladyship’s father wore in the Forty-Five.
TWith this he threatened to cleave the intruder,
be he man or fiend, to the brisket, without
benefit of clergy. As for the women-kind,
they convened in a heap at the far end of the
chamber, where they stood as cowed-like as a
convocation of domestic fowls, when a pirate
hawk is making an inspection of the hen-
house

By this time the stranger, whoever he was,
had gained the door of the apartinent where
we were congregated, which said door had
been bolted and barricaded at the first sough
of the disturbance.

Notlong were we keptin suspense!  In one
instant the frail pine barrier was driven in
with a noise like thunder, and in rushed—
Gucss who, for a groat?

Nobody clse but the sober, donce, punctil-
ious, velvet-shod Benjamin Balderston, Bache-
lor, and Beau of Drecpdaily !

Had Inot scen him with my own een, I
never could have credited that such & change
as he presented, could have been wrought in
a humanbeing.  Evenat this distanceof time,
it looks lihe a dream, or night-mare.

1Iis eyes stood in his head like two red-hot
saucers, and glared and glanced after the man-
ner of sheet-lightning!  As to his muzzle, it
was in a perfect mass of ungr'y foam, remind-
ing onc of the frontispicce of a demented
colley dog! Touching his wig, it was turned
backside foremost, the tail of it hanging over
his brow, like an eclephant’s trunk seen
through an inverted telescope; and his brave
red coat, which had cost a mint of moncy,

dangled about him, torn into a thousand
shreds and stripes!

To complete the picture, one of his huge
buckled shoes had taken French-leave of its
companion, At first sight, indeed, the loss
was not very obvious, as the white silken
stocking on the widowed foot had been dyed
black as an Ethiopian, with the mud and filth
of the strect!

But the metamorphose in his outward ta-
bernacle was as unothing, compared to the
change which seemed to have come over the
poor Beauw’s manner and demeanour.

He danced and squealed, cursed and blas-
phemed like a Bess of Bedlam, who had slip-
ped her chain.  No sooner had he entered the
room, than he jumped upon the French pol-
ished pembroke table, amongst the China-
cups and sweetmeats, where he capered and
danced without intermission,whistling the deil's
hdrnpipe witha diabolicalenérgy. Having re-
duced the crockery and vizers to atoms, he
leaped off the table, and snapping his fingers
after a most desperate fashion, commenced,
without so much as saying “by your leave,”
to denude himself of his silk, or swallow-
tail, as Yankee milk-sops call them! This
feat being accomplished, he flung the commo-
dities right in the face of Miss Priscilla Per-
nickety, who, overcome, partly by fear, and
partly by genteel disgust, fell down in a de-
plorable fit of the exies?

During the transaction of these astounding
events, Lady Sourocks had remained, as it
were, in a state of stupificd amazement. Af-
ter a ceason, however, she scemed to come to
herself, and rushing up to her intended, she
threw her arms around his neck, and adjured
him, in the name of decency, to remember
what he was doing, and where he was? She
might as well have whistled fo the winds!
The Beay, in thetwinkling of an eye, clutched
up the helpless over-grown lap-dog by the
tail, and made it play bang on the side of her
head (which utterly demolished the fruits of
my labour) cursing her between hands for an
old withered runt! Nor was this the omega
of his misdeeds! e scized in his arms Mr.
McShuttle’s daughter—a buxom lass, not out
of her teens—and kissed her till he had not
left & puff of breath in cither of their bodies!

This was the signal for the on-lookers to in-
terfere in right carnest, Having procured a
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blanket, they rushed upon the madman in a
body, and throwing it over him, they swad-
dled him up like a new-born baby, and car-
ried him home shoulder high, where he was
put into a strait waistcoat, and bled, blistered,
and drenched secundem artem! *  *  *

Few words will suffice to put the cope-stone
upon this veritable narration.

Lady Sourocks never could be convinced
but that outragcous drunkenness was the
cause of the Beau's extraordinary invasion of
her domicile! In vain did he make affidavit
before a quorum of the Justices, that he had
been the victim of what was called Laughing
Gas! Her Ladyship promptly discarded the
delinquent, both as a visitor and a suitor,—a
catustrophe at which, you may be sure, the
worthy ensign did not break his heart.

As for the vile magician, who had been the
cause of Mr. Balderston’s enchantment, he
beat a retreat that very night, leaving the
rent of the Hall to be scttled by his posterity!

A statement of the whole transaction was
prepared by Mr. Caption, the Procurator Fis-
cal, and sent off’ to his eminence the Lord
Advocate, for his concurrence to search for
and apprehend the offender, as a practiser of
unlawful arts, 1lis Lordship, bowever, turned
a deaf car to the representation, writing back
that the statutes authorising such a procedure
had long been laid on the shelfl What a la-
mentable tale to tell in a Christian country!

But the justice of Providence overtook the
son of Belial before long. Tidings shortly
reached Dreepdaily that the Pythagorean had
got his head smitten off at the commencement
of the French Revolution. And many sen-
sible folk, amongst whom I may number the
wortiy Master Whiggie, opined, that that
single act of retribution was enough to sweeten
and sanctify the otherwise questionable pro-
ceedings of those troublous times!

Lorrery oF Lire.—Prince Maurice, in an
engagement with the Spaniards, took twenty-
four prisoners, one of whom was an English-
man. He ordered cight of them to be hanged,
to retaliate a like sentence passed by Arch-
duke Albert upon the same number of Hol-
landers. The fate of the unhappy victims
was to be determined by drawing lots. The
Englishman, who had the good fortune to
escape, seeing a Spaniard express the strong-
est symptoms of horror when it came to his
turn, to put his hand into the helmet, offered
for twelve crowns to stand hic chance. The
offer was at once accepted, and he was so
fortunate as 1o escape 2 second time. Upon
being called a fool for so presumptously
tempting his fate, he said, I think [ acted
very prudently. As I daily hazard my life
for sixpence, I rade a precious good bargain
in venturing it for twelve crowns!”

SONGS AND BALLADS
BY A BACKWOODSMAN. '

No. IL
LAY OF THE SCOTTISH EMIGRANT.

Away, away beyond the sea
Lics the land that i3 dear to me;
The landof green strath, and mountain fell;
Of the hart, the hind, and heather bell ;
Where the purple ling and rowan red;
Wave wildly o’er the hunter’s head;
The land ofthe bonnet, the land of the plaid,
Of the thistle green, and sweeping blade
Of castled cliffs, and turret’s gloom

¢ | And glens perfumed with yellow broom

Of minstrel song, and maiden glee,
And that’s the land that is dear to me.

Other lands may be lovely and fair,
In plumage bright, and blossoms rare ;
And boast of suns and seasons mild,
Where thelotus and the vine grow wild 2
But have they the fragrance of the thorn,
Or the song of the lark saluting the morn,
Or a flower that ever can compare
With the primrose and the gowan there,
And have their skies us soft a hue,
And is the breeze to health as true ;
And are their spice clad steeps as free,
As the hills of the land thatis dear to me.

No, though it may oft be cold and ¢hill,
On the summer Jake there and heath clad hill ;
And the sea girt generous soil of the brave,
Refuse to nourish the fruits of the slave;
Yet pure is the gale onits summits bleak,
And fresh the bloom on the maiden check;
And kind the heart, and strong the hand
Of the mauly youths of that mountain land;
Where nor tainted steel nor'ruffian’s knife,
Is raised against the strangers life ;

Nor monster lurking treacherously,
Deforms the land that is dear to me.

How oft when far away in the west,
The weary day has gone to rest;
Beneath the forest oak reclined,
I fondly seck again ‘o find,
The smiling cot, with raptured ken,
Deep hidden in yon mountain glen 3
Where all the charms that gathered round,
Youth's ardent brow with roses bound;
Stilt fondly loved profusely lie,
A wreck of bliss in memory's eye,
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Like the leaves in autamn when stript from the
tree,
By the breeze of the land that is dear to me,

No wonder then that I love to stand,
To gaze on yon star, and think on that land;
For often there at the hour of even,
When the wild flowers were wet with the dew of

heaven;

When the lay of the linnet and mavis wasstill,
And all save the tod was asleep on the hill,—
T have wandered away, from all the rest;
To the wizard spring on the mountains breast
Where the wanton fairies love to lave,
Their tiny forms in the chrystal wave;
Or dearer still, low down in the dean,
With Margaret midst the copse wood green—
Sooft I have thonght it bliss to he,
With her, in the land so dear to me.

And O ! my heart would belight and fain,
Were X but wandering there again—
Bencath the gay green summer bowers,

W here passed life’s blythest happiest hours;
Now fondly building some fairy dream,

Now watching the trout, in the clear blue stream.
Or with feeling of bliss at twilight dim,

A listening to the moorland’s hymn,

Sung by the plover and grey curlew,

Avway afar on the uplands blue,

That rose and fell so pensively,

In the wilds of the land that is dear to me.

Tinger, fuir vision, and let me beguile,
The weary hour with thy sun-lit smile ;
Linger, O ! linger that I may gaze,

A little longer on those young duys—

When the heart was happy, and hopes were
bright,

And pleasure got up, with the morning light,

In all their loveliness unfurled,

Just like the dream of another world;

But it may not be, it cannot last,

The vision als, i3 gone and past,

And lonely bencath the forest tree,

T'm far from the land thatis dear tome.

How 70 BE KiNp.—A man is kind, in not
what he gives, but in what he suggests. He
who works sor me trains me to imbecility : he
who shows me my own resources trains me to
sclfreliance, and cnables me to work for
myself.

TIHE VOICE OF NATURE; OR, EARLY
CLOSING. -
BY A VICTIM OF LATE HOURS.

Tux same voice which called to Adam in the cool
of the day, “Where art thou?” may not unfre~
quently be heard to admonish us his descendants
to beware how we endeavour unlawfully to evade
its keen allssearching enquirics,

Judging from the passing events of every-day
life, even the best among ug oceasionally seem to
forget the mortality that cnshrines us, and we
plan, contrive and labour, as though this were our
rest.  'We toil and epin as if the garniture of the
outer temple was the great thing necessary, and
our bodies the cenduring building of our cternal
occupancy !

Yet how very different is the experience of
each one ofus! Ilow very little rescarch suflices
to assurc us that the more widely we depart from
those eternal laws which the Author of Eternity
has laid down, the more surely do we involve our-
selves in inextricable confusion, and, in all pro~
bability, bring down on ourselves just retribus
tion :—

“ That there is a link fit the plan of him whe made them,
A liuk which lost, would break the chain,
And leave behinda gap which nature?s self would rue,?

is a truism which none would dispute, and yet
how constantly do we detect afoolish tendency in
men to rise superior to their true position in the
scale of creation, oud to separate themselves on
an independent eminence, apart, as it were, from
those objects which surround them, and which
are yet really identified with them.

Errors Like this have invariably been engender-
ed by some of the false systems of philosophy
which have at different epochs arisen in the
world, influencing more or less, and cntering in
a greater or less degree, into the plainest occur-
rences of life.

We think it was Sir Charles Bell who first
shewed the folly of drawing general inferences by
the study of scparate and isolated portions of na-
ture, and who we thinkalso proved howmuch more
in accordance it was with nature to study cach
part a8 under subserviency to laws governing “a
great whale.” Thus in his Bridgewater Treatise
he remarks:~—*“Instead of saying that light is
created for the eye, and to give us the sense of
vision, is it not more conformable to a just man-
ner of considering these things, that our wonder
and our admiration should fix on the fact, that
this small organ, the eye, is formed with relation
to a creation of such vast extent and grandeurs
and more cspecially that the ideas mising in the
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mind, through the influence of that matter and ch will not permit our physical endowments to be

this organ, are constituted a part of this vast
whole.”

The German philosopher, Schlegel, has enun-
ciated the same doctrine, rendering it applicable,
not only to an individual organ of the body, but
to the whole man.

“We are,” he remarks, *perhaps only too
much disposed to imagine that the ancient race
before the Flood resembled in every particular a
later and even the present generation. Qur con-
ceptions of it, as regards both its virtues and its
vices, are in nowise great and wonderful enough.
In the first place, it i3 highly probable that the
atmosphere of the globe was, at that period, to-
tally different from what it i3 in the present day,
and that consequently both the food and mauner
of living in those days were also dissimilar from
our own. Ifany reliance is to be placed on the
best and oldest historical testimonies on these
points, we can scarcely doubt that the primeval
race—at least the generations immediately pre-
ceding the Deluge—were men of gigantic stature,
and that their mental powers and faculties were
on a correspondent magnitude.”

Although we may not be prepared to assign,
with Schlegel, to atnospheric changes alone the
marked deterioration of the human race, yet we
fully recognize with him the intimatedependence
of that raccon those exterior circumstances which
80 unquestionably counect man with the world ;
and we believe that itisbecause he g0 constantly
endeavours to separate himself from the world of
which he is a part, that his gradual deteriora-
tion is to be ascribed. The condition of our so-
Jjourn upon earth, of our harmonious syncronism
with the rest of nature was that we should *¢ carn
our bread by the sweat of our brow.” Now, if
we enter into a deep and serious meditation on
this prime law of our nature, we shall find a wider
and more extensive signification than at first sight
appears. The careless and indifferent may be
inclined to set it aside as totally inapplicable to
our present state, and not a few may congratulate
themselves that they have no need “to haste to
rise up carly and eat the bread of carefulness.

But the thoughtful Chiristian philosopher willsee
in this wonderful command of his heavenly Father,
a depth of love and parental care, a far-secing
perception of his wants and desires, which none
but a just and merciful Being could have devised.
He sces in this fixed decree, although pronounced
in righteous anger, the most tender regard: he
discovers that his Maker is truly a God of unity
and harmony, and that while I{e has given us gifts

aud powers, he will not allow usto pervert them s
VOL 1.—0

sacrificed at the shrinc of Intellectual Pride.
While we sojourn here on earth, we must act in
conformity with the laws of the carth, or clse
make up our minds to submit to the penalty due
to their infringement.

Trace the history of our race, as it passed
adown the path of Romen and Grecian history,
and mark how as those nations lapsed into lux-
ury and ease, and at the expense of the Athletic,
cultivated the Inteliectual : note how soon corrupt
and lascivious habits and cffeminate pursuits,
bowed down a noble and gencrous people. And
even in this our day, do we not recognize, in the
external condition of nations, corresponding dc-
grees of noble or ignoble developments, irrespec-
tive of the conditions of climate or of soil.

In the indomitable energy of the mind and
body of the Anglo-Saxon race, we have a happy,
and gratifying illustration of the fact—full of busy
energy of mind, and with a corresponding love of
physical activity, wefind him hastily passing to the
remotest regions of the carth, facing the burning
sun of Africa,or the ice bound regions of the North,
in cach preserving that native superiority, which
has rendered him dictator to his brethren.

Enough perhaps has been said to shew that a
connexion exists between man and those objects
which arc around him, and that he is controlled
in a degree proportionate to the obedience which
he lends to thoseinfluences from which he cannot
escape.

Let ug then briefly review the operation of a
few of those agencies on man. In his primitive
history, we find him in the enjoyment of the
highest state of general perfection, when as
Fet his pursuits were principally directed to the
tilling of the soil ; in short, we find him vigorous
and strong in proportion to his immediate con-
nexion with agriculture, as, however, his seed
multiplicd and one family became many, so Jdid
the evils of dissension and contention, engender
new wants and desires.  Man ceased to look on
his fellow as a brother, and a struggle for the pre-
eminence of riches, was but too carly fostered,
Enticed by the syren voice of wealth, how carly
did he learn to say within himself—* Soul, thou
hast goods in store, lay to, now, and take thine
case.” The unpleasant but regenerative exercise °
of the ficld was abandoned for the luxurious ease
of the couch ; and the uncontaminating and viece-
subduing avocations of sylvan pastimes, for-the
enervating indulgencies of citics. It would not
be irrclevant, however impracticable we may
find it in a single article, to show how an aban-
donment of the cultivation of our physical pow-
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ers, induces, to 2 very considerable extent, habits
of vice, which, by individual multiplication, some-
times become peculiar to a whole people. We
shall, however, not enter at large on this branch
of the subject just now, but rather endeavour to
show some of the evils which result to man’s dou-
ble nature, from this tendency to escape from his
Maker's decrees.  Before, bowever, we venture
to offer any observations on this most important
head, it may be right, in some degree, to satisfy
& very natural curiosity, not peculiar to any class
of readers, and especially to gratify the nervous
inquisitiveness of those unfortunate brethren,
.whose dark existences we shall endeavour to
lighten.

In the first place, then, we beg to assure our
friends that we are not one of that class of miser-
able unfortunates who are doomed to sit eighteen

“hours a day at the intellectual employment of
shirt-making ; nor do we belong to the fraternity
who deal in patching s-0-u-l-s or s-o-l-e-s,—there-
fore cannot claim kin or alliance with the nauglty
ghost in the red stockings aund shovel-hat, which
so greatly alarmed our kiud friend of Ilamilton.
Lastly, we assure you, gentlemen, of the Trade
that we are not of the saw-bones class. No! we
belong to none of these. On the contrary, the
emaciated, hollow-cheeked being who leaves this
legacy to his employers is the ** victim of late

_hours,” the victim of horrible avarice and inordi-
nate love of gain. Many have gone before me,
and havebeen bustled along the road to perdition,
clbowed down the busy, buazzing, distracting
course of time, and pushedinto the shoreless ocean
of eternity, without one thought bestowed on the
ultimate consequences, or even seeming to care
what the end may be,—heedless, perhaps of the
warnings which ever and anon have risen up be-
fore them.

In an age now happily passing away, when
learning was confined to the narrow cell, or
locked up in musty folios, some excuses might
bave been made for the eriminal pursuit of gold,
now so frightfully entered on. But since the
appliances of art, and the wonderful progress of
science have tended to throw open an almost
Toyal road to learning, men cannot piead igno-
rance as an excuse for their follies. At compara-
give little cost and trifling exettion, our knowledge
may be vastly increased, 1.nd especially that which
relates to our moral and physical improvement.

The time has come for us seriousiy to consider
the interests of our fellow-creatures, groaning un-
der unjust exactions, bound in a slavery not a
whit less cruel than that which fetters the limbs
of the Republican slaves. Much i3 written, and

much more declared from the noisy platform,of the
borrors of American Slavery; perhaps scarcely
less has been fulminated against the cruelties of
the Turf; but we believe few serious or thinking
men will deny, that the chains of the American
Negro are less galling than the fine and delicate
threads which pass over the fingers of the shirt-
maker; and the Jash of John Scott's racing-whip
less cutting and injurious than the Shylock de-
mands of the business man. Iow often has my
heart sunk within me,—how frequently has my
rebellious spirit well-nigh risen into angry mur-
muring, as my jealous eye turned on the descrip-
tion of the selfish and devoted care so freely la-
vished on the mere brute. And can we refrain
from harsh conclusions when such things are wit-
nessed in & Christian land? Isit much to be
wondered at, if the soul-crushed merchant’s elerk
returns not the kindly recognition which the
senscless brute evinces to his owner.

Can any one be surprised if free-born grati-
tude } more unknown than the willing affection
of the enslaved Aftican. But enough of repining ;
we would rather raise the powerof hope.

The ox knoweth his stall, and the ass bis mas-
ter’s crib,because care and tenderness are shown
to them.

If the lover of the chase, the gambler, or the
slave-owndr, find it to their interests to look nar-
rowly after the welfare of those agents by and
through which they hope to attain wealth, does it
not afford a prime facie argument to those who
have to employ kindred agents, although not per-
haps holding a fee simple in their bodies, that
their interests would be best conserved by be-
stowing like care and attention on them. Expe-
rience proves that a large majority of even the
interested, think not. Let one, then, who has
trodden the hard and rugged road, utge on such
narrow and contracted hearts the benefits it
would be to themselves to relent and try a wiser
course. Learn how much your interests wouldbe
subserved by ruling your actions more in accord-
ance with the spirit of those lJaws which you pro-
fess yourselves to be influenced by.

If these imperfect and wandering lines should
chance to fall under the eye of those philanthropic
men, who have lent their genius to enliven and
cheer the drooping spirit of the humble artisan, it
may be a gratification to them to know, that a
few kind words dropped at the Mechanics’ Insti-
tute, first roused a sinking spirit to make this
his last appeal on behalf of brethren left in bonds
behind It was there the lucid exposition of
“the reciprocal agencies of Mind and Matter,”
first taught me,—alas! too late,—that I was the
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victim of a cruel system ; that X had blindly vio-
luted nature’s laws, and arrayed myself against
her plainest precepts. It was there I learned the
danger of & presumptuous course, and discovered
¢he folly of endeavouring to alicnate the mental
from the corporeal state, and was tutored to know
Low readily, death,disease,and wretchednoss, may
all ensue from mental disturbance : and again, how
the mind may be involved in darkness, or rage in
the flame of fierce delivium,—or be consumed by
its own fading force—by the decadence of its own
material fabric.

It is always better, in illustration of a subject,
to take two opposite views, and if it can beshewn
that life may be affected by the derangement of
our bodily or mental constitution, and that it can
only be preserved in its integrity, when both
act in unison, then we occupy impregnable
ground, from which the very incarnation of
Mammon cannot dislodge us. Dr. Badely ob-
SEIVeS i—

“ If the mind possesses, through a medium of the
-brain and nerves, such an immense and powertul
influence on the subordinate corporeal orgauiza-
tion as to enable man, under the excitement of
raental emotion, to perform the astounding feats,
and accomplish the Herculean labors which we
continually witness or read, it can easily be un-
derstood that it can aleo impair or totally subvert
the frail and delicate elements of which our cor-
poral frame is composed. Thus it happens that
‘by its stimulus to the circulating system, the ac-
tion of the heart and arteries is impelled at times
beyond their powers of endurance; and a vessel
bursting on the brzain, a fatal aploplexy suddenly
ensues, or a lingering paralysis is entailed for pro-
‘bably amelancholy series of years. The body suc-
cumbs to the sovercign influence of the mind ; and
the hero, whose very name struck terror to .the
foe,” is at once reduced to a state of helpless im-
potence. In others, where, through misfortune,
or through grief, the spirits once so buoyant, are
utterly dejected and depressed, the canker worm,
care,-with slow and insidious progress, eats in-
to some less vital organ, and, altering its structure
and vitiating its faculties, gradually under-
-mines the fabric of the constitution, and establish-
.esa painful an incurable, and ultimately, a futal
. disease.

During the few years in which I formerly prac-
tised in London, whilst cngaged one morning in
conversation with the late Sir Astley Cooper in
his study, & patient was announced who had come
from Norfolk for that celebrated surgeon’s opinion

. and advice. Ilis keen and practised eyeat once dis-
cerned the malady ; and before he put a question
to the elderly and melancholy object that had en-

- tered the room, Sir Astley asked me if I could
name the disease? I admitted my inability be-
yond that of a constitution thoroughly impaired ;

, on which Sir Astley said that he was much mista-
ken if the poor man wasnot suffering from can-
cer, and -probably -his mind was ill at ease.

-.On-examining the patient the accuracy of his di-

agnoeis was most fully confirmed. ,He then ob-
served how frequently that disease ensued on
mental distress,”

“1 should have observed,” says Sir Astley
Cooper in his lectures, when speaking of the cau-
ges of this discase, “that one of the most frequent
is grief or anxicty of mind. It arrests the pro-
gress of secretion, produces irritative fever, and
becomes the forerunner of schirrous tubercles.—
Iow often have I found™ (he continnes) * when
o mother has been watching, night afer night,
with anxious solicitude, the pangs and sufferings
of her child, and has had the comfort and grati-
fication of secing itsrecovery, that in a short time
after this, she has come to me with an uneasiness
of the breast, which on examination I have dis-
covered to be schirrous tubercles, Full three-
fourths of these casesarise from grief and anxiety
of mind. It is the statc of mind and body which
predisposes to this discase. The mind acts on
the body, the secrctions are arrested, and the re-
sult is the formation of schirrus. Look, then, in
this complaint, not oniy at altering the state of
the constitution, but relécve the mind, and remove
if possible, the anxiety under which the patient
labours.”

Where the amount of study exceeds the capa-
bility of enduring it, especially in young subjects,
fearful consequences may be expected.  The guk
ceptibillity of the immature brain is stimulated at
the expense of bedily power ; the forced plant is
watered with the blood of life, and nature’s laws
are violated irreparably. Thus, inalluding to the
budding genius of “unhappy White,” Byron ex~
clims—

4 Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone
When Science sel{~déstroyed her favourite son !
Yes, she too much indolged thy fond pursuit
She sowd the seeds, but Death has reap'd the fruit,
1Twas thitie own gemus gave the fatal blow,

And help’d to plant the wound that laid thee low 12

Dr. Andrew Combe observes, * Thave lately
seen several instances of insanity, and also of to-
tal incapacity for future useful exertion, brought
on by long protracted and severe study, in sub-
jects whose talents, under a better system of cul-
tivation, would have raised them to eminence—
Pope was a remarkable example of this. By ex-
cessive application he fell into that state of ex-
haustion which Smollett also once experienced—
a * coma vigil “—a sort of torpid indistinct exis-
tence—an affection of the brain when the princi-
ple of lifc is so reduced, that all external objects
appear a3 if passing in a dream ; and it was only
by giving up study and riding.on horseback that
he regained comparative health. Sir Humphrey

Davy brought on a severe fitof illness by over-exo
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citement of the brain in his chemical researches ;
and in his interesting life of him, Dr. Paris has'
stated that * he was reduced to the extreme of
weakness, and his mind participated in the debil-
ity of his body,”

It is the same with the brain as it i3 with the
muscles; exercise strengthens and refreshes, but
labour weakensand exhausts their power ; and,
as in the lamentable instance of Sir Walter Scott,
where, in the decline of life, his embarrassed
mind and circumstances compelled him to force
the brain beyond what it was willing to supply, it
sunk under the exertion.

If;then,such results ave proved beyond all doubt,
to be consequent onunducand irregular exertion,
or want of exertion : ifthe eigagement in occupa-
tions or pursuits,tend to disturb the harmony of
function which is so necessary to us, let an effort
be made to stay so fearful a state of things, and
enable our society to be freed from a degeneracy
of morals, which has already brought on fearful

vils,

¢ I'I'gixc question has been repeatedly asked—but
by those who have, or fancy they have a pecuni-
ary interest involved—whut good effect would ac-
crue to young men themselves, if allowed more
leisure. It scemsalmost on insult to the under-
standing, to condescend to answer 50 heartlessan
inguiry ; but perchance, the answer may even be
useful to those, whose emancipation we desire.

Evils, more especially those which become ge-
neral, are for the most part slowly propagated.
At first theirbad consequencesare but imperfect”
1y seen, and but too often their real causeis rather
forgotten or remains undiscerned.

To how many fatal ends, may not the commis-
sion of one little sin lead !—so it is with the cus-
tom now prevailing, of enforcing late hours.

Trace to it source, that moral and religious
turpitude, which is so glaringly seen in the con-
duct,and lives of many ofour youths, and it will be
apparent, that a largeamount of the mischief is
due to that re-action which is consequent on the
depression to which they have been submitted
through long and monotonous honrs. Watch the
movements of the commonest brute, when first
escaping from his fastenings, and see his wild ex-
ulting bounds, as he lashes.the air, and deeply
souffs the free and balmy breeze,—and are not
many of what are called youthful follies akin to
tiis mere animal delight, from which man is not
exempt.

‘Wehave however, in man, a reasoning rational
goul, destined for higher joys, and nobler aims
than any that can be enjoyed en earth.

We haveseen how closely, his double nature

is bound and knit together, and how.they reci:
procally act on one another—we arc then no
longer ata loss whatremedies ought to beapplied
to heal the social disease, of which we complain.

To induce the Merchant to sacrifice a couple of
hours, in the day, and cartail the money-making
period, without holding out some prospective bene-
fits, would be a difficult task. Fortunately the most
sordid and avaricious, may, we fancy, be brought
to admit that while no injury might result, to their
own interests, certain advantages nwst accrue to
their employed.

Among that class of the community who act
in accordance with the religious obligations, un-
der which they feel themselves bound, we find
that they do not hesitate to close theirstores of
merchandize, and voluntarily and carefully obey
the law, nay, more, we also see them continually
like dutiful citizens, even conforming to those
civil restrictions which are diametricallv opposed
to their religious belief.

We heard once 2 silver haired man ask a Jew,
if he did not lose a great deal, by closing bis store
on Saturday. Well, said the honest, and faithful
Hebrew, as I can’t tell what X would make on the
Sabbath which my God ordered me to reverence,
I know not, whatI lose! X do know, that my
God, has blessed my exertions, and that is enough
for me.

This answer was worthy of one, who was enjoy-
ing greater privileges than the Jew, and it may
be well if Christian Merchants turned their eyes
to the castoms of those whose time was blessed
by a bountiful return of goods, so long as they
forgat not their inheritance.

The publi~does notrefuseto receive conviction,
and if for a short time, some of the most inferior
and petty traders persisted in their evil courses,
the veice of public opinion, would soon reach
their ears and wring from them compliance. The
custom of keeping shops open at Iate hours, ig at
this season of the vear, a concession to those who
least stand in need of it. Few of us areinclined to
make even the most trifling self sacrifice: and
therefore, the young lady who now gratifies her
taste, in an evening's shopping, would certainly
remain at home at noon, rather than, that the
sultry wind * should visit her face too rudely,”
and your kid glovedand scented Fop, would un-
questionably rather luxuriate in sherry cobbler at
home, at 2 o’clock, and meet the fashion at seven,
at Messrs. Betley, or Patersous, than bronze his
face, by sauntering down King Street.

Now we venture to declare that there is no
case in the history of either sex, which can be pro-
duced ‘to shew that the Polka was_given up be-
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cause Misg Floreuce would not go out in the
heat to purchsse a pair of satin slippers, or procure
the requisite lace trim:nings for her dress. Or what
exquisite of the gandergender, wounld everallow
a deluge of rain to deter his posting oft at five P.
M. to obtaiy the requisite amount of curling and
scenting, to enable him to appear in the presence
of the modest and coy coyuette, at half-past Ten.
Custom will prevail Master Traders ! and do you
establish the Clistian custom of doing, by your
neighbour, as you would, they would do by vou,
and depend upon it, no losses would evertake
you.

Are you sure that great gain would not result?
Besides the blessing that you might expect to at-
tend a righteous act, i3 it not more than probable
that the release from one continued round of duty
would tend by its wholesome reluxation to invig-
orate and restore the mind, enliven the disposi
tion, cheer the spirits, elevate the whole charac
ter—Dbut more than this, you would have the con
solation of fueling that you in no way hindered
the youths in your emiploy, from attending to their
religious evening dutics or from seeking the socie-
ty of thuse whose coaversation and advice
might prove highly beneficial.

That the concessions of longer evening hours
would be a decided boon to young men, we pre-
sume will be admitted. But all parties are inter-
ested in the solution of the question,—How are
those hours to be employed ?  The question has
been in a great measure answered. In Torouto
at all eveats there exist societies based on no
contemptible foundation, and two of them, the
Mechanies’ Institute and Canadian Institute, are
supported by men of the highest attainmsents. It
is true that both these societies need supportand
require enlarged meaus to élevate them to the
most perfect state, but let the young men of the
city have free opportunity to atteud the meetings
of these respeetive bodies, and in a short time
there will be nowant either of members or means.

Again we have the foundation of a Publie Li-
brary laid, which needs only to be placed within
reach of readers to ensure it @ liberal and suffici-
ent support ; to this the eitizensof Toronto would
no doubt gladly contribute, and many would be
jnduced to contribute works to an Institution
which they saw was produetive of real benefit.

T.ast but not least the ganctity of the domestic
eircle would not be violated. A father would not
be so imperiously called to sacrifice all his time
at the shrine of avarice, having scarce an eighth
of the day to social intercommunion with his fami-
1y. What alife does the hard worked clerk but
too often lead? faken from bhis home at carly

worn to propare for the labours of the day, he

swallows his hasty meal, and hastens away from

home gearce having time to say a dozen words ot

tenderness to his little ones ; away all day, and

busy in the single occupation of monied caleula-

tions, he almost becomes a mere machine, having

in his mind one cternal never changing train of
thought, and thatsole thought—money! ! Closing

by thewper's light his columns of pounds, shillings

and pence, he goes tired to his neglected homnie,

not, to see the merry little dancing cager Jambs

frolic about his welcomed path : not to hear the

Jjoyous laugh of infant voices: no ; he is too late

for such delights as this ; he can but steal softly

to the little cot, and gently stooping down, touch

lightly the dear labe's cheek, and breathe a
quiet * God Vless thee™ over his child. You

mothers and fathers who ave privileged to nestle

your young ones often in your arms, you little

know the cruel privation which evil customs

bring on your less fortunate brethren. And if
the father suffers this, what will you say of sons

who thus absorbed in busy worldly care, are

banished the pateraal roof aud cut loose from the

care aud tenderness of home—does no temptation

beset their path ? think you that their occupation
isone fraught with no incentive tosininits most in-
sidiousand dangerous forms, yes! truly fearfutand
hard tensptations beset the path of such youths—
with nothing to enliven or strengthen the mind

with nought to enlarge and bring out the nobler

qualities of the soul, the boy who left his mother's
side a teachable docile child, has become a way-
ward flippant upstart, and hasaped the worst follies
of the man about town, if ke has notyet partaken
of his crimes.

I am myself the ‘son of a widow, and Y am
alsoa father; I have trodden the weary and hard
road of life, and have honestly and faithfully ful-
filled my task. I havereceived from 1wy masters
words of kindness, and, as they knew how, acts of
attention. But how can this scanty pity recom-
pense me for days of weakness, and nights of
vestless painful tassings, of bitter reproaches and
sad misgivings; how can it give back lost oppor-
tunities, The wasting flesh, the flushed cheek
and the brightening lustre of the cye told those
whose I was, that a consuming fire was smoulder-
ing within. For long I heeded not their forebod-
ingg, and turned a deaf ear to their lamentationy,
But now conviction is awakened, and the ashes
of consumption, daily eliminated from the great
furnace of life, tell me that my worlk is done.
There is a blessingin the stroke. Ifow many are
snatched away in the pride of life, without one
pause on the awful brink, to afford a cry for mer-
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cy—one moment to scan the terrible abyss into
which they plunge!

Yet even a coming death, halflooked for, yet
not expected,—daily, hourly, momentarily, draw-
ing nearer, yet seeming ever afar of,—may de-
ceive and mislead the vietim. For, by some un-
explained, extraordinary power, as the force of
life holds less tenaciously on its earthly tenement,
the star of Hope shines more brightly. It were
well it thisstar were true and nometeor of the mind.

With the fatigues and labour of life, I have fin-
ished ; my course is nearly run.  But why should
T, while yet enough of strength remains, refuse
to witness against that heartless course which has
sent me thus early from the world, made a happy
home desolate, blighted a fair young heart, and
Ieft a helpless orphan on the world’scold charity ?
If my husky voice can move the hearts of those
who can control, in some degree, the lives of
others, let that voice warn them to deal more
humanely with their brethren—~let it persuade
them not only to give more time for relaxauon
from business, but let them enter warmly into
the plans, and aid in developing those organiza-
tions which are destined, nsore or less, to draw
men from vice, and lead them toa better way.

———— S P
ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT.

Sleep!—behold thy couch is spread

Early dweller with the dead !

Rest thou softly—toil and eare ;

Sorrow’s tempest, evil’s snare ;

Anguish, inly pining still ;

Sin, which stains the holiest will ;

And the dark’ning thoughts which wait
Shade like, on our brightest state :—
Mighty as their force may be,

Can no longer trouble thee.

We had hoped, when years should darken,
To thy voice of love to hearken,

As to sounds of promise given,

Telling of that wished for Beaven;

But a wiser voice hath spoken,

And the spell of hope is broken :—

We had thought to mark thee long,

With thy liguid notes of song,

And those eyes with tears unwet,
Sporting by our threshold yet.

But a blight is on thy brow,

And what boots the vision now *—
Fount—thy little source has failed thee!
Treo—tho wild wind has assailed thee!
Flower—thy leaves with dust are blended!
Star—~thy cowrse ef light is ended?

. .

THE SECRET.
JeaN Baeriste Virox, a native, it was under-
stood, of the south of France, established himself
as a merchant at Havre-de-Grace in 1788, being
then a widower with one child, a young boy.
The new-comer’s place of business was on the
south quay, about a hundred jards west of the
custom house. IHe had brought letters of high
recommendation fromseveral cminent Pavis firms;
his capital was ascertained to be large ; and svon,
moreover, approving himself to be 4 man of keen
mercantile discernment, and mceasured, peremp-
tory,unsw erving business habits,it is not swrprising
that his commercinl transactions speedily took a
wide range, or that, at the end of about fiftcen
years, M. Véron was pronounced by general
consent to be the wealthiest of the commercial
capital of northemn France. 1Iewas never, albeit,
much of a favourite with any class of society : his
manner wastoo brusgue, decided, unbending—his
speech too curt, frequently too bitter, for that s
but he managed to steer his course in very difficult
times quite assafely as those who put themselves
to great pains and charges to obtain popularity.

{He never expressed—publicly at least—any pre-

ference for Royalism, Republicanism, or Imperial-
ism; for fleur-de-lis, bonnet-rouge, or tricolorc;
in short, Jean Baptiste Vron was a stern, taci-
turn, self-absorbed man of business; und as nothing
else was universally concluded, till the installation
of a guasi legitimeey by Napoleon Bonsparte,
when a eircumstance, slight in itsclf, gave a clearer
significance to the cold, baughty, repellent ex-
pression, which played habitually about the
merchant’s gray, deep-set eyes, and thin, firmly-
compressed lips. His newly engraved private
card read thus:—‘J. B. de Viron, Mon Scjour,
Ingonville.” Mon S¢jour wasa charming suburban
domicile, sitnate upon the Cote, as it is wsnally
termed—a sloping eminence on the north of
Havre, which it commands, and now dotted with
similar residences, but at the peried we are
writing of, very sparsely built upon. Not long
after this assumption of the aristecratic prefix to
his name, it was discovered that he had insinuated
himself into the very narrow and exclusive cirele
of the De Mcrodes, who were an unguestionable
fragment of the old noblesse, damaged, it is true,
almost irretrievably in purse, as their modest
establishment on the €ote too plainly testifled;
but in pedigree as untainted and resplendent ss
inthe palmiest days of the Capets. Asthe Chevalier
de Mérode and his daughter Mademoiselle Hen~
riette-Delphine-ITorsense-Marie-Chasse-Loup de
Mérode—deseribed as a tall, fair, and extremely
meagre damsel, of about thirty yesrs of age,—
were known to be rigidly uneompromising in alt
matters having referenee to ancestry, it was cons
cluded that Jean Baptiste de Viron bad been
able to satisfy his noble friends, that although de
facto & merchant from the sad necessities of the
evil time, he was de jure entitled to take rank
and preeedence with the illustrious though decay-
ed nobility of Franee. It mignt be, too, as envious
gossips whispered, that any slight flaw or break
in the chain of De Véron’s patrician descent, had
been concealed or overlooked in the glitter of his
wealth, more especially if it was true, as rumour
presently began to circulate, that the imwense
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swin—in French eyes and ears—of 800,000 francs
(£1%£,000) was to be sc'tled upon Mademoiselle
de Mérode and her hieir . on the day which should
see her united in holy wedlock with Engéne de
Véron, by this time a fine-looking young man, of
one or two-and-twenty, and, like ninety-nine in
every hundred of the youth of France, strongly
prejudiced against the pretensions of mere birth
and hereditary distinetion,

Rumour in thisinstance was correctly informed.
¢ Bugéne,’ said M. de Véron, addressing his son in
his usual cold positive manner, and at the same
time locking his private ¢seritoire,the hand of the
clock being just on thestroke of five, the hour for
closing—* I have a matter of importance to inform
you of. All differences between me and the
Chevalier de Mdrode relative to your marriage
with his daughter, Mademoiselle de Mdiode,
are’

‘Hein# cjaculated Eugne, suddenly whirling
round upon his stool, and counfronting his father.
¢ Hein

¢ All differences, I say,’ resumed M. de Véron
with unruffied calm and decision, ‘between my-
self and the chevalice ave arranged @ laimable ;
and the contract of marriage will be ready, for
your and Mademoiselle de Mérode's signature, on
Monday next at two precisely.’

¢ Mine and Mademoiselle de Merode's!® repeated
the astounded son, who seemed half doubtful
whether he saw or heard aright.

‘Yes. No wonder you are surprised. So
distinguished a connection could hardly, under
the circumstances, have been hoped for; and it
would have been cruel to have given you any
intimation on the subject whilst there was a
chance of the negotiation issuing unfavourably.
Your wife and you will, for the present, at all
events, tuke up your abode at Mon S.our; and I
must consequently look out at once for & smaller,
a more bachelor-suiting residence.’

¢ My wife and me ?* echoed Véron, junior, with
the same air of stupid amazement as before—* My
wife and me!” Hecovering a little, he added:
¢ Confound it, there must be some mistake here,
Do you know, mon pére, that Mademoisclle de
Mérode i3 not at alrto my taste? I would as
£00N MATTY i-—mme

¢ No folly, Bugine, if you please,” interrupted
M. de Véron, ‘The affair, as I have told you, is
decided. You will marry Mademoiselle de Mdrode;
or if not, he added with iron inflexibility of tone
and manner—* Eugéne de Vdéron is likely to
benefit very little by his father's wealth, which
the said Eugdne will do well to remember is of a
kind not very difficult of transference beyond the
range of the law of inheritance which prevails
in France. The leprosy of the Revolution,’ con-
tinued M. de Véronas | 2 rose and put on his hat,
‘may indeed be said o have polluted our very
hearthis, when we find children setting up their
opinions, and likings and dislikings, forsooth!
against their fathers' decislon, in a matter so0
entirely, within the parental jurisdiction as that
of a son or daughter's marriage.’

Eugdne did not reply; and after assisting his
father—who limped a little in consequence of
having severely sprained his ankle some cight or
ten days previously—to alight one-horse carriage

resunied his seat, still in a naze of confusion,
doubt, 2nd dismay. ‘How could,” he incoherently
mnttered—* bow could my fither—how could
anybody suppose that——  Iow could he espe-
cially be so blind as not to have long ago per-
ceived—— What a contrast ?* added Eugéne de
Viron jumping up, breaking into passionate
speech, and his cyes sparkling, as if he was
actually in presence of the dark eyed divinity
whoseimage filled his brain and loosed his tongue
—*‘what & contrast ! Adeline, young roseate, beau-
tiful as Spring, lustrous as Juno, gracefulas Ilebel
Oh, par cxample, Mademoiselle de Mérode, you,
with your high blood and skinny hones must
excuse me. And poor, too, poor as Adéline!
Decidedly, the old gentleman must be crazed, and
—and let me sece—— Ay, to ‘be sure, I must
Lconfer with Edounard at once.

Eugtne de Véron had only one flight of stairs
to ascend in order te obtain this conference,
Edouard le Blang, the brother of Adéline, being
a principal clerk in the establishment. Edouard
le Blane readily and sincerely condoled with his
fiicnd upon the sudden obscuration of his and
Addline's hopes, adding that ke had always felt a
strong misgiving upon the subject; and after a
lugubrious dinlogue, during which the clerk hinted
nervously at a ecircumstance which, looking at
the unpleasant turn matters were taking, might
prove of terrible import—a nervousness but very
partially relieved by Eugtne’s assurance, that,
come what may, he would take the responsibility
in that particular entirely upon himself, as, indeed,
he was bound to do—the friends left the oflice,
and wended their way to Madame le Blanc's
Ingouville. There the lover forgot, in Addline’s
gay exhilarating presence and conversation, the
recent ominous and exasperating communication
from his father; while Edouard proceeded to take
immediate counsel with his mother upon the
altered aspect of affuirs, not only as regarded
Adeéline and Eugéne de Véron, but more particu-
larly himself, Edouard le Blane. :

Ten minutes had hardly passed by ord’nary
reckoning—barely one by Eugtne de Véron's—
when his interview with the charming Adéline
was rudely broken in upon by Madame le Blanc,
a shrewd, prudent woman of the world, albeit that
in this affair she had somewhat lost her balance,
tempted by the glittering prize offered for her
diughter's acceptance, and for a time apparently
within her reach. The mother’s tore and man-
ner were stern and peremptory.  “ Have the
kindness, Monsieur Bugdne de Véron, to bid
Ad¢line adicu at once. I have a serious matter
to talk over with you alone. Come!”

Adcline was extremely startled at hearing her
rich lover thus addressed, and the carnation of
her glowing checks faded at once tolily paleness,
whilst BEugéne's features flushed as quickly to
deepest erimson.  Ie stammered out hig willing-
ness to attend madame immediately, and, hastily
kissing Adcline’s hand, followed the unwelcome
intruder to another room.

¢ So, Monsicur Eugdne,” began Madame le
Blane, ““this ridiculous wooing—of which, as
you_know, I never heartily approved—is at an
end. You are, T hear, to marry Mademoiselle de
Mérode in the early part of next week."”

in waiting outside, he returned to the office and

¢¢ Madame le Blane," exclaimed the young man,
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“what "3 it you are saying? 7 marry Mademoi-
selle de Mérode next or any other week!  Iswear
to you, by all that is true and gacred, that I will
be torn in pieces by wild horses before I break
faith with ™

“ Chut ! chet!™ interrupted Madame Ie Blane
‘‘you may spare your ovaths, The sentimental
bavardage of boys in love will be lost upon me.
You will, as you ought, espouse Mademoiselle
de Mérode, who is, I amt0lg, a very superiorand
amiable person; and as to Adéline, she will con-
sole herself. A gl with her advantages will
always be able to marry sufliciently well, though
not into the family of a millionaire. But my
present business with you, Mounsicur Eugtne de
Véron, relates to a different and much more
important matter.  Edouard has just confided to
me a very painful circumstance. You have
induced himn to commit not only 2 weak but a
bighly criminal act; be has let you have, with-
out Monsieur de Veron's consent or knowiedge,
two thousand francs, upon the assurance that you
would cither reimburse that sum before his
accounts were balanced, or arrange the matter
satisfactorily with your father.”

¢ But, Madame le Blanc™

 Neither of which alternatives,” persisted that
Iady, “I very plinly perceive, you will be uble
to fulfil, unless you comply with Mo de
Véron’s wishes; and if you have any real regard
for Adéline, you will signify that acquiesceuce
without delay, for her brother’s ruin would in a
moral sense be hers also. Part of the money
has, T understand, been sguandered on the pre-
sents youmade her: they shall be returned™

“Madame le DBlanc,” exclaimed the excited
young man, * you will drive memad! I cannot,
will not give up Addline; and as for the paltry
sum of money you speak vf—my money as it may
fairly be considered—that will be returned to-
MOTre™ morning.”

Madame le Blane did not speak for a few
seconds, and then said: * Very well, mind you
keep your promise. To-morrow is, you are
aware, the Fete Dicu; wehave promised Madame
Carson of the Grande Rue to pass the afternoon
and evening at hier house, where we shail bave
a good view of the procession. Do you and Ed-
ouard call on us there, as soon as the affair is
arranged. I will not detain you longer at pre-
seut.  Adien! Stay, stay—by this door, if you
please. T cannot permit you to see Addline
agzain, at all events till this meney transaction is
definitively sctiled.”

* As you have now slept upon the proposal I
communicated to you yesterday afternoon,” said
3. de Véron, addressing his son on the following
morning at the conclusion of a silent breakfast—
“vyou may perhaps be prepared with 2 more fit-
ting answer than you were then 8

Eugine warmly protested his anxiety to obey
all his father's commands; but in this case com-
pliance was sinply impnssible, for as mnch as he,
Eugdne, had already irrevocably pledged his:
word, his bicart, his lonour, in another quarter,
and could not, therefore, nay, would not, cousent
to paison lis fature existence by uniting himsclf
with Mademoiselle de Mcrode, for whein, indeed,
hefelt the profoundest esteern, but not the slight-
est cmotion of affection or regard.

1e

“Your word, your honour, your heart—you
should have added your fortune,” replied M. de
Véron with frigid, slowly-distilled, sarcastic bit-
terness—*‘are irrevocably engaged, are they, to
Adéline le Blanc, sister of my collecting clerk—
dau;:;hter of & deceased sous-lieutenant of the
line.”

¢ Of the Iimperial Guard,” interposed Eugine.

“\Who aids her mother to cke out a scanty
pension by embroidery.”

“Very superior, artistic embroider
interjected the son.

“Be it so. Xhave not been quite so unobser-
vant, Eugéne, of certain incidents, as you and
your friends appear to have supposed. But time
proves all things, and the De Mcérodes and I can
wait,

Nothing further passed till M. de Véron rose
to leave the room, when his son, with heightened
colour and trembling speech, although especiully
aiming at a careless indifference of tonc and
manner, said: “Sir—sir—one word, if yon
please. I have a slight favour to ask. There
are a few debts, to the amount of about two
thousand francs, which I wish to discharge imme-
diately—this morning, in fact.”

“ Debts to the amount of about two thousand
francs, which you wish to discharge immediately
—thismorming, in fact,” slowly repeated de Véron,
fixing on his son a triumphant mocking glance,
adwirably seconded by the curve of his thin
white lips.  “Well, lct the bills be sent to me.
If correct and fair, they shall be paid.”

“But—but, father, one, the chief item, is a
debt of honour!”

“Indeed! Then your honour is pledged to
others besides Mademoiselle la brodeuse? 1have
only to say, that in that case I will not assisk
vou.” Maving said this, M. de Viron, quite
regardless of his son’s angry expostulations,
limped out of the apartinent, and shortly after,
the sound of carriage-whecls announced his de-
parture to Hiavre. Eugine, about an lhour
afterwards followed, vainly striving to calm his
apprehensions by the hope, that before the day
for balwncing Edouard’s accounts amived, he
should find his father in 2 more Christiau-like and
generous moad, or at anyrate, hit upon some
means of taising the money.

The day, like the gorgeous procession that
swept through the crowded streets, passcd
slowly and uninterruptedly away in M. de Viron's
place of business, till sbout half-past four, when
that gentleman directed a porter, who was Jeav-
ing the private office, to inform M. le Blanc, that
he, M. dc Véron, wished to speak with bim im-
mediately.  Onhearing this ovder, Eugenelooked
quickly up from the desk at which he was
cugaged; to his father's facr; but he discerncd
nothing on that impassive tablet either to dissi-
pate or confirm his fear.

“Edousrd lc Blanc,” said M. dc Viron with
mild sauvity of vaice, the instant the summoned
clerk presented himself, “it so chances that I
have no further accasion for your services.”—

¢ Sir —sir)” gasped the tersified young man,

# You are,” continued M. de Véron, “entitled
to a month’s salary, in licu of that period of
notice—one hundred francs, with which you may
credit youreeif in the cash account you will please

. "

)" again
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to balance and bring me as quickly as possib]c.";

* Sir !—sir 1 agatn bewilderedly iterated the
panic-stricken clerk, as he tumned distractedly
from father to sou—* Sir 1"

“My word3 are pluin cnough, I think, ob-
served M. de Véron, coolly tapping and opening
his snuff-box from which he helped himself to a
hearty pinch. *“ You are discharged with one
hundred francs, a month’s salary in licu of warn-
ing, in your pocket. You have now only to
bring youraccounts; they are correct, of course;
I, finding them so, sign your livret, aud there is
an end of the matter.”

Edouard Le Blanc made a step or two towards
the door, and then, as if overwhelmed with a
sense of the hopelessness of further concealment,
turned round, threw himself with a cry of terror
and despair at M. de Véron's feet, and poured
forth a wild, sobbing, scarccly intelligible confes
sion of the fault or crime of which he had been
guilty, through the solicitations of M. Eugéne,
who had, he averred, reccived every farthing of
the amount in which he, Edouard le Blane,
acknowledged himself to be a defaulter.

“Yes!—ves!” ezclaimed the son; “ Edouard
gave the money into my hands, and if there is
any blame, it is mine alone.”

M. de Véron listened with a stolid, stouy
apathy to all this, save for a slight glimmer of
triumph that, spite of himself, shone out at the
corners of his haif closed eyes.  Whenthe young
man had ceased sobbing aud exclaiming, he said :
“You admit, Edouard Ie Blane, that you have
robbed me of nearly two thousand francs, at, you
say, the solicitation of my son—an excuse, you
must be aware, of not the slightest legal weight;
nao more than if your pretty sister, Mademois. lle
Ad¢line, who, I must be permitted to ohserve, is
not altogether, I suspect, a stranger tothis affair.
—IHear me out, Messicurs, if you please; I sav
your excusc has no more legal validity, than if
your sister had counselled you to commit this
felony. Now, mark me, young man; it is just
upon five o'clock. At half-past seven preciscly,
I shall go before 2 magistrate, and cause a war-
rant to be issued for your apprehension.  To.mor-
row morning, conscquently, the brother of
Mademoiselle le Blauc will cither be an incarce-
rated felon, or, which will suit me just as well, a
proclaimed fugitive from justice.”

“One moment—one word, for the love of
Heaven, before vou go!" exclaimed Eugine.
“Is there any mode, any means whereby Ed-
ouard may be rescued from this frightful, this
unmerited calamity—this irretrievable tuin 5

* Yes,” rejoined M. de Véron, pausing for an
instant on the outer threshold, *there is ¢ne
mode, Exgéne, and only one.  What itis, you
do not require to be told. I shall dine in town
to-day ; at seven, X shall look in at the church of
Notre Dame, and remain there precisely twenty
minutes.  After that, ropentance will be too late.”

Eugtne was in despair, for it was quite clear
that Adcline must bo given ap—Adéline whose
myriad_charms and graces rose upon his indig-
nation in tenfold greater lustro than before, now
that ho was about to lose her for cver! But
there was plainle no holp for it: and after n.
brief, agitated consultation, the young men left
tho offico to join Madawme and Madamoisclle lo

Blanc at the Widow Carson’s, in the Grand Rue,
or Rue de Paris, as the only decent street in
Hivre-de-Grice was at that time indifierently
named, both for the purpose of communicating
the untoward state of aftairs, and that Eugéne
might take a lingering, last farewell of Adcline.

Before accompanying them thither, it is neces-
sary to say a few words of this Madame Carson,
who is about to play a very singular part in this
little drama.  She was a gay, well-looking, sym-
metrically-shaped young widow, who kept a con-
fectioner’s shop in the said Grand Rue, and
officiated as her own dame du comploir. Her
good-looks, coquettishly-gracious smiles, and
unvarying good temper, rendered her establish-
ment much more attractive—it was by no means
a brilliant affair in itself—than it would otherwise
have been. Madae Carson was, in a tacit, quiet
kind of way, engaged to Edouard le Blanc—that
is to say, she intended marrying him as soon as
their mutual savings should justify such a step;
and provided, aiso, that no more eligible offer
wooed her acceptance in the meantime. M. de
Viron himsclf was frequently in the habit of
calling, on his way to or from Mon S¢jour, for a
pité and a little lively badinage with the comely
widow; and so frequentlv, at one time, that
Edouard le Blanc was half-inclined—to Madame
Carson’s infinite amusement—to be jealous of the
tich, though elderly merchant’s formal and elabo-
rate courtesics. It was on leaving her shop that
he had slipped and sprained his ankle. M. de
Viron fainted with the extreme pain, was carried
in that state into the litle parlour behind the
shop, and had not yet recovered consciousness
when the apotiiecary, whom Madame Carson
had despatched her little waiting-maid-of-all
work in yuest of, entered to tender his assistance.
This is ail, I think, that need be said, in a pre-
liminary way, of Madame Carson.

Of course, the tidings bronght by Eugtne and
Edouard very painfully affected Mademoiselle
le Blanc; but being a very sensible, as well as
remarkably bandsome young person, she soon
railicd, and insisted, quite as warmly as her
mether did, that the sacrifice necessary to relieve
Edouard from the peril wlich environed him—
—painful, heartbreaking as that sacrifice might
be—must be submitted to without reserve or de-
lay. In other words, that M. de Véron, junior,
must consent to espouse Mademoisclle de Mcrode,
and forthwith inform his father that ko was ready
to sign the nuptial-contruct that moment, if ne-
cessary.  Poor Eugéne, who was veally over head
and ears in love, and more so just then than ever,
pitcously lamented his own cruel fate, and pas-
sionatoly denounced the tiger-heartedness of his
barbarian father; but as tears and roproaches
could avail nothing in such astmit, ho finally sub-
mitted to the genoral award, and agreed to an-
nounce his submission to M. de Veron at the
church of Notre Dame, not x moment later, both
ladies jusisted, than five minutes past seven,

Madamo Carson was not at homeall this while,
She had gone to church, and after devotions,
called on her way back on one or two friends, for
a littlo gossip, so that it wauted only abouta
quarter to scven when sho reappeaved. Of
course the lamentable story had to e told over
again, with all its dismal accompaniments of tears,
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sighg, and plaintive ¢jaculations; and it was cu-
rious to observe, as the narrative proceeded, how
the widow's charming eyes flashed and sparkled,
and her cheeks glowed with indignation, till she
looked, to use Edouard LeBlanc's expression,
“feraciously” bhandsome. **Le monstre!” she
excliimed, as Eugéne terminated the sad history,
gathering up as she spoke the shawl and glovds
she had just put oft'; “but I shall see him at
once: I have influence with this Monsieur de
Véron.”

‘t Nonsense, Emilie,” said Madame le Bhne,
¢ Youpossessinfluence over Monsieuwr de Véron!”

¢ Cortainly I'do.  Andisthat such a miracle?”
replied Madame Carson, with a demure glwee at
Edouard e Blane. Edouard looked somewhat
scared, but managed to say : * Not at all, certain-
1y not; but this man’s heart isiron—steel.”

“We shall sce,” said the fair widow, as she
finished drawing on her gloves. “ZLe« grande
passion is sometimes stronger than iron or steel:
1s it not, Monsicur Eugdne? At all events I shall
try. e is in the church, you say. Very well,
if I fail—but I am sure 1 shall ot fill—I return
in ten minutes, and that wiil leave Mademoiselle
Addline’s despairing lover plenty of time to make
his submission, if better may not be; and so an
revoir, Mesdames et Messiewrs.”

“ What can she mean  said Madame le Blane,
as the door closed.  “ T have noticed, once or
twice during the last fortnight, that she has made
use of strange half-hints relative to Monsicur de
Véron.”

“I don’t know what she can mean,” said
Edouard 1e Blane, seizing his hat and hurrying off,
““but I shail follow, and strive to ascertain.”

Ile was justin time to cateh a glimpse of Ma-
dame Carson's skirts, as they whisked round the
corner of the Rue St. Jacques, and by quickening
his speed, he saw her enter the church from the
Rue St. Jacques, and by quickening his speed, he
saw her euter the churchi fromn that street.  Notre
Damc was crowded; but Edounard le Blanc had
no difliculty in singling out M. de Véron, who was
sitting in his accustomed chair, somewhat removed
from the mass of worshippers on the Ieft of the
high altar: and presently he discerned Madamne
Carson gently and adroitly making her way
through the crowd towards him.  Theinstant she
was near enough, she tapped him slightly on the
shoulder.  Ile turned quickly, and stared with a
haughty, questioning glance at the smiling con-
fectioner. There was no grande passion in that
look, Edouard felt quite satisfied, and Madame
Carsan's conduct seemed more than ever unintel-
ligible. She appeared to say somethingg, which
was replied 1o by an impatient gesture of refusal,
and M. d¢ Véron turned 2gain towards the alar.
Madame Carson next approached close to his
chair, and bending down, whispered in his ear,
for perhaps & minute.  As she did so, M. de
Véron's hody rose slowly up, involuntarily as it
were, and stiffened into rigidity, as if under the
influence of some frightful spell.  Forcing himself
at last, it sccmcd, to confront the whisperer, he
1o sooner caught hier eye than he vecled, like one
struck by aheavy blow, against the pedestal of a
saint, whose stony features looked less white and
bloodless than hisown.  Madame Carson contemn-

"

plated the effect she had produced with a kind of

pride, for a few moments, nnd then, with a slight
but peremptory wave of her hand, motioned hin
to follow her out of the sacred edifice. M. de
Véron hastily, though with staggering steps, obey-
ed ; Edouard le Blane crossing the church and
reaching the street just soon enough to see them
both driven offin M. de Véron's carriage.

Edouard hurried back to the Grand Rue to re-
port what he had witnessed; and what could be
the interpretation of the inexplicable scene, en-
grossed the inventive faculties of all there, till
they were thoroughly tived of their wild and aim-
less guesses. Bight o'clock chimed—nine—ten—
and they were all, Edouard especially, working
themselves into a complete panic of undefinable
apprehension, when to their great relief, M. de
Veron's carriage drew up before the door.  The
first person to alight was M. Bourdon, a notary of
eminence ; next M. de Véron, who handed out
Madame Carson; and all three walked through
the shop. into the back apartment. The notary
wore his usual business aspect, and had in his
hands two rolls of thickly-written parchment,
which he placed upon the table, and at once be-
gan to spread out. M. de Véron had the airof a
man walking in a dream, and subdued, mastered
by some overpowering, nameless terror; while
Madame Carson, though pale with excitement,
was evidendy highly clated, and to use a French
phrase, completely “ mistress of the situation.”
She was the first to break silence.

“Monsicur de Véron has been kind enough,
Edouard, to explain, in the presence of Monsicur
Bourdon, the mistake in the acconnts he was dis-
posed to charge you with to-day. lle quite
remembers, now, having received two thousand
francs from you, for which, in his hurry at the
time, he gave you no voucher. Is not that so,
Monsieur de Véron?” she added, aguin fixing on
the merchant the same menacing look that Le
Blanc had noticed in the church.

“ Yes, yes,” was the quick reply of M. de Viéron,
who vainly attempted to look the astounded clerk
in the face. “The mistake was mine. Your
accounts are quite corrcet, Monsieur le Blanc;
and—and I shall be glad, of course, tosce you
at the office as usual.”

“That is well,” said Madame Carson; “and
now, Monsieur Bourdon, to busiuess, if you please.
Those documents will not take so long to read as
they did to write.

The notary smiled, and immediately began
reading 2 marriage-contract between Eugine de
Véron and Addline le Blanc, by which it appeared
that the union of those young persons was joy-
fully aceeded to by Jean Baptiste de Viron and
Marie e Blane, their parents—the said Jean Bap-
tiste de Véron binding himself formallys to endow
the bride and bridegroom jointly, on the day of
marriage, with the sum of 300,000 france, and,
moreover, to admit hisson aaa partnerin the
business, thenceforth to be carried on under the
name of De Véron & Son.

This contract was written in duplicate, and as
soon as the notary had fnished reading, Madame
Carzon handed a pen to M. de Véron, saying in
the sane Jight, coquettish, but peremptory tone
asbefore: * Now, Monsieur, quick, if you please;
yours is the most important signature.” The
merehant signed and sealed both parchments, aud
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the other interested parties did the same, in
silent, dumb bewilderment, broken only by the
scratching of the pens and the legal words
repeated after the notary. “ We need not
detiin you longer, Messicurs, I believe,” said
Madame Carson. ** Bon soir, Monsicur de Véron,”
she added, extending an unglosed hand to that
gentleman, who faintly touched it with his lips;
¢ yon will hear from me to-morrow.”

“What is the meaning of all this?" exclaimed
Eugéne de Véron, the instant bis father and the
notary disuppeared. “I positively feel as if
standing upon my head!” A chorus of like
interrogatories from the Le Blanes assailed
Madame Carson, whose ringing bursts of mirth
mocked for a®ime their impatience.

‘* Meaning, parblex I" she at last replied, after
pausing to catch breath, “ That is plain enough,
surely. Did you not all see with empressement
the poor man kissed my hand? There, don’t
look so wretched, Edouard,” she added with a
renewed outburst; ‘““perhaps I may have the
caprice to prefer you after all to an elderly mil
lionaire—who knows? But come, let us try to
be a little calin and sensible.  What I have done,
good folks, I can as easily undo; and that being
the case, Monsicur Eugtne must sign me 2 bond
tomorrow morning for fifty thousand francs, pay-
able three days after his marriage.  Is it agreed?
Very well: then Ikeep these two parchments
till the said bond is exccuted; and now, my
friends, good-night, for I, as you may believe,
am completely tired after all this benevolent fairy-
work.”

The wedding took place on the next day but
one, to the great astonishment of every one anc-
quainted with the two families. It was positively
ramoured that M®de Véron had proposed mar-
riage to Madame Carson, and been refused ! Be
it true or not, it was soon apparent that, from
gome cause or other, M. de Véron’s health and
spirits were irretrievably broken down, and after
lingering out a mopish, secluded life of scarcely a
twelvemonth's duration, timt gentleman died sud-
denly at MonS&jour. A clawseinhiswill bequea-
taed 20,000 franes to Madame Carson, with an
intimated hope, that it would be accepted asa
pledge by that lady to respect, asshe hitherto
had done, the honor of an ancient funily.

This pledge to scerecy would no doubt have
been kept, but that runours of poisoning and sui-
cide, in conuncction with De Véron's death, having
zot abroad, the Procurceur Général ordered an in-
vestigation to take place.  The suspicion proved
groundless 3 but the procés-verbal set forth, that
on examining the body of the decensed, there
were discovered the letters ‘I.de B *T. F.)
branded on the front of the left shoulder; the
two Iast, initials of ¢ Zrarauz Forcés' (forced la-
hor), being large and very distinet.  There could
be no doubt, therefore, that the proud M. de Vé-
ron wasan escaped forcat ; and subsequent in-
vestigation, which was not, however,very strong-
Iy pressed, sufficiently proved that Jean Baptiste
do Veron, the younger son of a high family, bad,
in very carly youth haen addicted to wild courses,
thathio had gone to the colonies under & feigned
name to escape debisat home; and whilst at the
Isle de Bourbon, hiad been convicted of premedi-
tated homicido ata gaming-house, and sentenced

to perpetual imprisonment with hard labour.—
Contriving to escape, he had returned to France,
and by theaid of a considerable legacy,commenced
u prosperous mercantile career; how terminated.
we have just seen. It was by pure accident, or
what passes for such in the word, that Madame
Carson had arrived at aknowledge of the terrible
secret.  'When M. de Véron, after spraining his
ankle, was carried in a state of insensibility into
the room behind her shop, she had immediately
busied herself in removing his neck-cloth, unfas-
tening his shirt, then a flannel one which fitted
tightly round the neck, and thusobtainedaglimpse
of the branded letters *T. ¥.;' With her custoina-
ry quickness of wit, she instautly replaced the
shirts, neckeloth, &c., and carcfully concealed
the fatal knowledge she had acquired, till an op-
portunity of using it advantageousiy should pre-
sent itself.

The foregoing are, I believe, all the reliable
particulars known of a story of which there used
to be half-a-hundred different versions flying a-
bout Havre. Edouard le Blane married Mad-
ame Carson, and subsequently became a partner
of Eugéne de Veron. It was not Iong, however
before the business was removed to another and
distant Freuch sea port, where, for aught I know
to the contrary, the finn of ‘De Véron & Le Blane®
flourishes to this day.

—_———r—————
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“Goop morning, Miss Ellen. May I ask what
important business brings you out so early this
morning *—a quarter to seven exactly.”

** 1 shall answer your question, Mr. Parsons, by
asking the reason of your carly rising. You are
decidedly the last person in Brandon I expected
to sec this morning.”

“Well, I sce yeu are going to the station as
well as I; so, let me offer yonan arm, and then
I willenlighten you. 1am going to meet my cou-
sin James Wharton, ard a young forcigner whom
he has persunded to join him in a week’s holiday.
I shall introduce then in due form; and if T had
not a particular regard for a certain young towns-
man of my own, I should begin to speeulate on
the possibility «f calling you cousin ; ¢h, Ellen 2”

! Nonsense, Mr, Parsons.  Youare agreat deal
too speculative asit is, or I should try to help vou
out in thismatter. Hush! isthat the Elton train #
I am expecting Lizzie and Mary by it.  You shall
introduce them to your London friends.”

The train stopped; and Ellen Westwood soon
discovered the two girls whom she affectionately
grected as her cousins Lizzic and Mary Beaumont.

“It is not likely that we can wait for the Lon-
don train, Mr. Parsons,” exclaimed Fllen, in an~
swer to a proposal to that effect which her old
friend had ventured to make. If youareinclined
to join us in a walk to the Abbey, we shall start
direct!y after dinner: and now, good morning.”

Leaving the three girls to pursue their walk into
town, and the gentleman to promenade the plats
form in expectation of the next arrival, it will be
necessary to explain a little.

Ellen Westwood was the only daughter of a
solicitor in Brandon, whose highest wish was to
sce his child grow up a sensible, unnffected wo-
man; and this wish promised to be fully realized.
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Ellen, besides beingaccomplished, was distinguish- !

ed for plain sense and mmiable simplicity.  Though
not strictly haudsome, she possessed a quiet, intel-
Jectual beauty, which gained many admirers,  One
of these alone seemed to have made any impression
upaon the young givl.  John Richards was a hand-
some, dashing young tradesman, who had known
Ellen from childhood ; and the love, which had
begun in his school-davs, gradually ripened into
the fuluess of a firstaffection, and Johnand Ellen
were, in the eyes of their friends, engaged lovers,
Ellen Westwood's cousins—1Lizzie and Mary Beau-
mont—were the daughters of 2 country gentleman
who had lately settled near Brandon, and it had
been for some time 2 pleasant anticipation to the
young people that they should, for a few days,
escape the quiet of their secluded home, to join
in the compuratively gay society which Brandon
afforded. They were both remarkably amiable
girls, with the usual amount of female accomplish-
ments, and an cqual amount of good looks, Liz-
zie—the elder by four years—had just completed
her twenty-second birth-day ; the gayest, merriest
creature imaginable. Among her foes (for what
pretty girl is entirely without foes?) Lizzie Beau-
mont was esteemed an arrant flirt, and even those
who loved herbest conld not wholly disguise from
themselves the fact that she wasa little too fond of
winning admiration, and a little too capricious in
her rejection of it. Polly was a stiiking contrast
to her gay little sister; witha naturally warm and
affectionate disposition, she seemed maore ansions
to win love than to gainadmiration; and few who
saw and knew sweet Mary Beaumont could refuse
her citlier. The only serious fault to be found
with ecither of the girls was a certain degree of
haughtiness, which rendered them almost unap-
proachable by the class of visitors they were sure
to meet at their uncle's house.  Brought up with
very common, but wrong notions of true gentility,
they supposed that to mix with trades peaple was
irretrievably to sink their own dignity; and many
were the exclamations of astonishient when they
found that most of their clever consin Ellen's
were of that calibre. Still more amazed were
they when report whispered that she was actually
engaged to a druggist in Brandon. Ilowever,
they wisely determined to enjoy their fivat visitto
their cousin, keeping as much as possible sloof
from her friends ; and a merrier {rio never metin
Brandon, than the three girls who walked down
High Street to the Westwoods® comfortable house,
in time for breakfast.

“Who is that gentlemanly man we saw with
you at the station, Ellen ° asked Lizzie Beaumont
of her cousin, while they were putting on their
bonnets for the promised stroll to the Abbey.

“He is 8 stationer in Brandon, and the sub-
editor of our paper. Nobody is g0 ready as Mr.
Parsons to get up a picnic, or pleasant party ; and
as his wife is just as good-natured as himself, they
are alinost invaluable to our little coterie. Heis
sure 2o join us at the Abbey; for, if you remem-
ber, e promised tointraduce hiscousinand friend.”

Lizzie said nothing: she did not like to confess
that the gentlemanly manuers and good address
of Mr. Pardons had taken her hy surprise, aud still
less did she choose that Ellen should imagine that
this circumstance would lessen her prejudices
against those whom she considered her inferiors,

The three girls soon descended to the drawing-
room, equipped for their walle, where they found
the subject of their conversation, and his guaests,
waiting for them. Notwithstanding her usual
hauteur, Lizzic's pride was considerably softened
by the appearance of their visitors, and, comfort-
ing hersell with the reflection that, *“*after all no-
body in Brandon knew her,” she accepted Mr,
“arson’s arm with a tolerably good grace, and they
set oft’ in the direction of the Abbey.

Among the numerous devices for making peo-
ple *acquainted,” thereis none so suceessiul asa
long walk.  Uuless persons be pertinaciously ex-
clusive and unsocial, their reserve must lose itself
in that natural feeling of pleasure which caunot
exist without muatual sympathy. Tlas an insight
into each other's tastes and characters is gained,
which seldom fails in setting comparative strangers
upon & friendly footing. By the time Eilen West-
wood and her cousin returned from their ramble,
Lizzie was woudering how she could possibly have
become such good friends with a tradesman, and
Polly as fall of astonishunent to discover that she
had enjoved a delig tful wall with his cousing
both being cqually bappy when they heard Mrs,
Westwood request themn all to spend the evening
at her house.

‘ Ellen,” said her cousin Lizzie, after their visi-
tors had departed, **I mmn very anxious to sce
what your friend John Richards is like ; for, from
the specimen I have bad this evening of Brundon
tradesmen, I am not so much horrified at theidea
of owning one for my cousin as I had used to be.
Why wasnot Mr. Richards of the party to-night 2

“ Because he was obliged to go into the country
on business; but we shall see him to-morrew.
You must prepare for a regular flirtation ; for I
believe it would be as impossibl® for John to sce
a pretty girl without falling in love with her, as
it would be for her to help liking him.”

#Well, Miss Ellen, a pretty character for a gen-
tleman to receive from his fancée! What an
extraordinary pair of lovers you must be. And
do you mean to tell me that you allow all this
flirting without fecling jealous

“Ohyes. Ihavenorighttobe jealous, becauso
I often think that John may have mistaken the
fecling of school-boy Jove, which has grown up
with him, for that deeper affection which belongs
to riper years.”

# And you, knowing this, continue an engage-
ment which may end miserably, Ellen?”

“If Isaw that John had formed any real attach-
ment for another, Lizzie, I would releare himat
-once; but I should not feel justified in doiug so,
stimply because his natural light-heartedness may
lead him a liale beyond the strict mark set for
‘engaged’ people. But I dare say youare pretty
well tired.”

As the little party satat brealkfast next morning,
a loud knocking at the hall door gave notice of a
visitor, who soon after entered the parlor without
further announcement.

* Good morning, Mrs. Westwood,—Good morn-
ing, sir,” exclaimed » pleasant, musical voice, as
a tall, young man, with handsome features and
manly bearing, walked up to the breakfast-table
and exchanged the usual friendly greetings with
the family. Mr. John Richards was then formally
introduced to the Misses Braumont, and, seatcd
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in Mr. Westwood's easy chair, commenced an at-
tack upon that gentleman.

* You have not yet asked what brings me here
so early, Mr. Westwood ; soIsuppose that 1 must
break the ice myself, and tell you that we want
the ladies to join a pic-nic to Curbie woods to-mor-
row, If you will let us have your carriage and
horse, I will put mine too, and we can pack a
good load. Of course you will not object to trust
so fair a freight to my carve,” added the young
man, with a persuasive smile.

Mr. Westwood looked up, and shaook his head,
as he replied, * Do not be so certain that I can
trust you, ¢ither with my neices and daughter, or
my horse, John, I hearda tervible account of
that last adventure of yours, when yvou chose to
risk young Elwell's neck as well as your own, in
driving tandem.  To say the truth, I was almost
sorry that his horse was taken home broken-kneed,
while your own escaped so well.”

¢ Skill, my dear sir, simply the driver's skill,
with a little luck, perbaps; but that, you know,
always attends me.  Is it not exemplified at this
moment, when, in spite of these obtrusive ghosts
of past accidents, you are seriously intending to
let me have the horse; ay, and the ladies too ?
We shall start at six o’clock, Ellen,” he continued,
as he rose to leave;  but my mother is coming
down to ask if you willall spend the evening with
us, and we shall then arrange everything.  What
do you think of those friends of Parsons, Mr.
Westwood

“That they will be astonished at the specimen
you show of a country tradesman, John. How-
ever, be itdistinctly understood that I do not allow
the gitls t¢ be driven tandem. If you promise
this, you may have the carriage, and make your
own arrangements.  Only be homein good time.”

** Thank you, sir; I not only promisc what you
require, but engage that the ladies shall come back
delighted with their excursion. And now I must
say good morning.”

Pleasantly that day past away, and merrily did
the young people ** fimish up™ in Mrs. Richards's
handsome drawing-room, where musicand singing,
and achoice collection of rare prints, and beautiful
crayon drawings of John's made even the fastidi-
ous Lizzie Beaumont forget that she was spend-
ing the evening in a room *“over the shop.”

‘X thought Mr. Richards was not acquainted
with your cousins, Miss Westwood,” said George
Dunois, the good-looking Frenchman, who was
staying at Mr. Parsons. “ If he was only intro-
duced this morning, he has made pretty good use
of his time in cultivating their good opinion. e
and Miss Beawmont seem like old friends already.”

¢ John can make himself at home with anyhody,
and especially with a pretty girl,” returned Ellen,
smiling; “but sce, they are proposing a dance ;
we nwst move.”

“ Allow me to claim you as my partner, Miss
Westwood ;" and the young couple whirled off to
the inspiriting tones of a Schottische.

The next morning's sun shone brilliantly upon
the merry party assembled in Mr. Westwood's
hall.  Such a confusion of baskets and hampers,
of sandwiches and tarts, fowls and tongues, fruit
and biscuits, besides a most suspicious-looking
hamper, with black muzzles of sundry bottles
peeping out from the hay. When these things

were disposed of, came the bustle of arranging
the passengers. At last all was satisfactorily ar-
ranged ; the handsome Frenchman duly installed
next to Lizzie, and Mr., Wharton ensconcing him-
self between Ellen and Mary. Everybody knowsor
ought to know what a day in the woods is like,
and therefore it is not our intention to recount all
the adventures and accidents which befel our
young friends: how, scated on the grass, under
the shade of an humense oak, they discussed the
contents of the several baskets, leaving the ma-
trons of the party to a higher and drierseat, which
had been put up round a similar tree for the bene-
fit of such parties: how part of Lizzie Beaumont’s
shawl wasleftas aremembrance with the brambles,
-nd Polly’s thin barége dress hung in festoons of
open-work about her pretty ancles, calling forth
the latent skill of more than one gentleman in
‘ pinning it up.” Nor i3 it necessary to endea-
vour to account-for the stupidity of all the young
people, who, although the Corbie Walks are re-
markably easy to find, would persist in mistaking
the turns, and getting lost. This was more to be
wondered at, as they managed to lose thetwselves
in couples, thereby disproving the old saying,
that *‘two heads are better than one. And the
harvest-moon had risen in its full splendour long
ere the happy party had reached Brandon.

The last day of the week’s holiday arrived.
On the morrow the new fiiends were to part. A
farewell visit to the Abbey ruins had been propos-
ed by the gentlemen, and all returned to Mrs,
Westwood's to tea.

“0Oh, I wish papa would allow us to stay till
Thursday ” exclaimed Lizzie Beaumont, as she
left the drawing-room, with her cousin, to finish
packing; “Yshall never exist in Rosedean after
enjoying such a merry weck among: "

‘¢ Tradespeople, Lizzie dear; for, with the ex-
ception of papa, all our friendsare in business. I
am so glad to find that this prejudice is weakened
at last.” .

Lizzie colored a little, asshe replicd, * Surel
I may have enjoyed tbe society of my future cou-
sin without being accused of enjoying the compa-
ny of tradespeople generally. Mr. Parsons, I
know little of, except that he is a good-natured,
sensible man, and his cousin has still less occupicd
my thought.”

¢ Can yousay asmuch of George Dunois, Lizzie?
and yet he isno better than a tradesman, although
I fancy he may have wished to muke it appear
that a forcign clerk in a wholesale London house
was a superior person to the city trader himself.
You must never forget, that while the foreigner
may taunt us as being a ¢ nation of shopkeepers,?
the chief wealth and might of our dear England
liec in ber commercial resources; that her mer-
chants are her true princes ; her Jooms and anvils
the sceptres of her sovereignty; and her giant
warchouses the palace in which she holds her
court.”

“ With a whole regiment of retail tradesmen as
her body-guard—ch, Ellen? Wellit is no wonder
that you arc so cloquent in this cause, when your
heart is lost to the drag-trader.”

“Do not boast of your own freedom, my faic
cousin. If I do not greatly mistake, you have
sacrificed a tolerable portion this last week to the
owner of a certain pair of dark eyes anl a mous-
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-tache to match.  Aud really, when Ithink of the
many victims to your own bright glances, I can
heastily rejoice that you are caught at last.”

“ What nonsensejEllen ; asifl cared for Dunoist
Now, Ellen, say no more, dear; bat help me with
this box-lid. I wonder why Polly is sot here.”

“ Mamma wished to have a little chat with her.
She is in no better spirits than you arve Lizzy ; and
I should be worse than either of you, but for the
hope that we shall meet again at Christmus.

Christinas came, and went; and the new’ year
dawhed in hopeful promise over the length and
breadth of the land, as well as in the old woods
Corbie, where the glistening green of the holly-
boughs, studded with scarlet berries, gave to one
particular walk a gay and almost summer aspect.
There the sunshine danced and flickered through
the thick masses of evergreens, and lighted up
their bright powdery stems with unwonted briltian-
ey ; or, creeping along the bared roots, rested in
golden streaks upon the emerald tracery of moss
which rose up on cither side to embrace them.
The erisp earth, and withered bents, covered with
dead leaves, which here and there, in the shadow
of the hollies, kept unthawed their silver furni-
ture of beaded frost-work, might have told a more
winterly tale, had the two loiterers in that shady
walk chosen to inquire; but they wandered on,
evidemly too much engaged with themselves to
give a thought to the inanimate things around.

“What a charming day it has been for the wed-
ding. Ilove to see the sun shine at such times;
it scems like an omen of future good. Do you
not think so, dearest?”

“ Yeg, of course I must believe the old adage,
¢ Happy is the bride whom the sun shines on,””
returned Lizzie Beaumont, laughingly; ‘“and I
fully accept the omen in this instunce ; because 1
do believe that dear Ellen has every prospect of
happiness, in spite of John's old penchant of fall-
ing in love with every pretty face he saw.”

“ Ab, Lizzie dear, you little know the misery
that penchant caused me last summer ; but it is
over now. Let the leaves make haste to deck
these old Corbic oaks again, and I shall not envy
the happiest heart that ever throbbed beneath
their shade.”

¢ Uncle will wantto return George; let usmake
haste and find the rest of our party. It was
very kind of him to indulge us with this visit to
the woads.”

“ Here come Polly and Whorton, both lookin
remarkably conscious.  After all, Lizzie dear,’
whispered the young man, *I shall not be much
surprised if you huve a tradesmau for your bro-
ther-in-law as well as a husband.”

VIOLETS,
SENT IN A TINY BOX
LET them lie—ah, let them lie!
Plucked lowers—dead to-morrow ;
Lift the lid up-quietly, )
As you'd lift the mystery
Of a buried sorrow.

Let them liec—the fragrant things,
All their souls thus giving ;

Let no breeze's ambient wings

And uo useless water-springs
Mock them into Living,

They have lived—thiey live no more ;
Nothing can requite them.

For the gentle life they bore,

And up-yielded in tull store
While it did delight them.

Yet, I ween, flower corses fair !
"Twas a joyful yielding,

Like some soul heroic, rare,

That leaps bodiless forth in air
For it3 loved one’s shielding,

Surely, ye were glhd to die
In the hand that slew ye,
Glad to leave the open sky,
And the airs that wandered by,
Aud the bees that knew ye;

Giving up a small carth-place
And a day of blooming,
Here to lic in narrow space,
Smiling in this smileless face.
With such sweet perfuming.

0 ye little violets dead !
Coftined from all gazes,

We will also smile and shed

Out of heart-flowers withered
Perfume of sweet praises,

And as ye, for this poor sake,
Love with life are buying,
So, 1 doubt not, Oxr will make
All our gathered flowers to take
Richer scent through dying.

RECREATIONS OF THE PInATE BLACKBEARD. =
Some of his frolics of wickedness were so extras
vagant as if he seemed at making his men believe
he was a Devil incarnate.  Being at sca one day
and a little flushed with drink—*‘come,” says he,
—“let us make a hell of our own, and try how
long we can bear it!”  Accordingly, he with two
or threc others, went down into the hold, and
closing up all the hatches, filled several pots full
of brimstone and other combustible matter, and
set the same on fire—and so continued till they
were almost suffocated, when some of the men
cried out for air. At length he opened the
hatches, not a little pleased that he held out the
longest.—Captain Johnson's Uistory of Pirates,

FasnroNante Dixxers.—It is the silliest thing
imaginable that a whole family should, for 2 fool-
ish fashion, submit to suffer fatigue for several
days before, and famine for several days after, a
dinner party, for the strange fancy of contriving
a parcel of cloying comestiblcs, which they
know will make their company sick, instead of
“Do let me send you some more of this mock
tartle,” ‘‘another patty.,” “Sir, some of thia
triffe I"—“I must insist on your trying this nice
meloe!”—the language of hospitality should
rather run thus:—Shall I send you a fit of dys-
pepsia sir?” ¢ Pray let me have the pleasure of
giving you a pain in the stomach#? “Sir, let
me help you to a little bilious bead-ache?”
“Madam, you surcly cannot refuse a touch.of
inflamination |
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BELLS!

The bells and chimes of Motherland,

Of England green and old,

Thut out fromn grey and ivied wwers

A thousand years have tolled !
ENGLAND was in olden times called the “Ringing
Island,” because of the abindance of its bells, and
the merry peals which weve rang from them ; and
to this day, England can exhibit better bell-ring-
ing than any country in the world. Some districts
are quite famous for their ringers, and for their
great matches of art and * science” inbell-ringing.
Village challenges village, and the ringers meet
to try their skill Aa incredible number of
changes is rung in a surprisingly short time ; and
the mysteries of *“ Bobs,” major and minor, single
and triple, * Caters,” * Cinques,” and ** Grandsire
Triples,” are on such occasions fairly unriddled
and mastered.

The Bells! how charming the associations they
waken up! Who, that has wandered far away
from his native city, town, orvillage, andreturned
again on a still summer evening as the bells were
pealing, has not felt his heart throb and his throat
thicken at their sound,—welcoming back the
wanderer like some old friend—aund in an instant,
waking up a thousand recollections of his child-
bood. They sound like a mild voice from the
skics, bringing back the memory of old faces, old
sports, and old friends.

One of the most exquisite passages in Goethe's
Faust i3 that in which he describes the recollec-
tions of childhood as awakened by the sound of
the Sabbath Bells:—

In other and in happier days
Amid the Sabbath’s solemn calm,
The kiss of heavenly love and praise
Fell on me like a sacred baln ;
My youthful heart thus ofien found
A ‘mystic meaning in the sound
Of the full bell,—and [ could share
‘The :lccp clljo.yun:ul of.a pmycr,,

Melodious sounds ! continuc yet!

Sound on. thou sweet and heavenly stroin,
The tear hath Hown—mine eye is wet,

And carth has won her child again!

The Bells have many sounds and many mean-
ings. Hark! there is the peal of joy on the birth
of some son and lheir of a great house—of a duke,
or of a prince. How merry the swift peal! How
sharp and clear the bells ring their notes into the
upper air!

And their i3 the silver wedding peal—so gay
and blithesome—full of hope, joy, and promise.

It bespeaks consummated bliss, and & new start

in the march of life. It begins musically, but it
does not always s0 end :~—

Far what is Love, I pmy thee tell ?

It is that fountainand that wvell
Where pleasure and repemance dwell;
Tt is perhaps, that passing bell

“Which tolls us all unto heaven or hells

And this is Love, as I hear tell.

And there is the funeral bell, with its muffled
tone, speaking of sobs, and mourning aud lament-
ation,—of Death, the great destroyver and leveller,

—the terrible democrat of the world, who brings

;,hc king and the peasant to the same level at
ast,

The reader will remember the charming story
in Bfrs. Leicester's School, descriptive of Susan
Yautes, who lived with ber parents in the Lincoln-
shire fens, in a lone house some miles distant from
the nearest village, and had never been to church,
nor could imagine what a church was like ; and
when the wind set in-from a particular point, and
brought over the moor the sound of the bells
from St. Mary's, little Susan conceived it was a
 quiet tune,” occasioned by birds up in the air,
or that it was made by the angels.  She then tells
of the Sunday morning of her first goingto church
from her remote home; of the anxiety and awe
she felt, and her child-like wonder at the place,
and at what she heard,—and ever afterwards,
when she listened to the sweet sound of bells, of
her thinking of the angels singing, and the
thoughts she had in her uninstructed solitude.
This is indeed turning the sound of bells to beau-
tiful and poetic uses.

Assuredly thereis something superstitious con-
nected with bells; at all events, the common
people regard the passing bell in a strangely su-
perstitious light. This has arisen from the ideas
associated with bells in old Catholic times, when
they were baptized, consccrated, and set apart
for holy uses, by special and appointed forms,
The sound of consecrated bells was, in early
times, supposed to drive the Evil Spirit from the
soul of the departing Christian. Wynkin de
Worde, one of the earliest of English printers, in
The Golden Legend, observes:—** It is said, the
evil spirytes that ben in the region of th’ayre,
doubte moch when they here the belles ringen ;
and this is the cause why the belles ringen whan
it thondreth, and when grete tempeste and rages
of wether happen, to the ende that the feinds and
wycked spirytes should ben abashed and flee, and
cease of the movynge of tempeste.” Our ances-
tors considered each bell to have its peculiar vir-
tues, and each wag called by its special name, gen-
erally after some favourite saint.

The bells were also supposed to have an intelli-
gence of their own, and when one was removed
from its original and favourite station, it was sup-
posed to take a nightly trip to its old place of
residence,-unless exercised in the evening, and
secured with a chain and rope. In Sir John Sin-
clair’s statistical account of Scotland, there is an
account given of a bell belonging to the old chap-
el of St. Fillan, in the parish of Killin, Perthshire,
which usually Iny on a gravestone in the church-
yard. Mad people were brought hither to be
dipped in the saint's pool, after certain ceremonics
were performed, partly Druidical; the maniac
was then confined all night in the chapel, bound
with ropes, and in the morning the bell was set
upon his head with great solemnity. This wag
the Highland cure for mania! It was the popu-
lar superstition of the district, that thisbell would,
if stolen, extricate itself out of the thief’s hands,
and return to its original place, ringing all the
way! It is now locked up, to prevent its being
used for superstitious purposes.

The Christmas Bells! Here is a wide theme,
on which we may ring the changes in due scason;
and the New Year's Bells—ringing the old year
out and the new yearin, Then there is the Pan-
cake bell, which used to be rung on Shrove Tues-
day; and the Alhallow-tide bells rung all night
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long,—for fairies, gobling, and evil spirits, were
supposed to be rife at that scason. DBut the Re-
formation came in and spoilt much of the old bell-
ringing,—cspecially that connected with the feasts
and festivals of the church.

But there is the curfew belll A remmant of a
very ancient and histovie practice in our country.
How beautifully Gray introduces the subject of his
Elegy, with—

‘T'he curfew 101 the knell of parting day,

The lowing herd winds slowly oter the lea,

The plotghaan hameward plods s weary way,
Aud leaves the world to darkness mnd to ne.

There are few towns and villages to this day,
tn which the curfew bell is not rung. The old
use has ceased ; few know why the evening bell
i3 rung; if you ask the reason, your answer will
be:—“It is an old custom.” Yes! as old as
William the Conqueror. The curfew is still a
remnant of the Conquest.  ** Extinguish your fire
and candle light.” That was the original mean-
ing of the bell. Some say, that the curfew, or
couvre feu (literally, cover or extinguish the fire,)
was an aucient practice in most countries, in or-
der to prevent danger from fires, at a time when
houses were nearly all built of wood. But we do
not like to give the historical tradition, which is
in accordance with all our preconceived notions,
and, if not true, at least ought tobe. But even
though the curfew originated, as someallege, at a
period anterior to the Conquest, what & savour of
antiquity there is about the practice! That the
same curfew bell which nightly rings in our ears
now, should have sounded in the ears of the old
Anglo-Saxons living in Alfred's day! We are
carried at once back to the times of our timber-
housed ancestors, and the curfew is the link that
binds the old race and the new :—

1 hear the far-off curfew sound

Over some wide-watered shore,

Swingang slow with sullen roar.
So sang Milton more than two hundred yearsago;
8o that the practice was continued through his day
down cven to our own.

And the dangers of fire are so frightful, that to
avoid them was worthy of the utmost care of the
city, town, and village authoritics. Have you
heard the Fire-bell at night? A terrible sound
is that, with its clamorous shrieking wail, and
sharp paugs of agony shot into the darkness,
making night hideous. The cry of “ Fire!™ at
night is one of the most fearful of sounds ; dread-
ful because of the horrors which it betokens, and
the terrible associations which the startled imagi-
nation at once swmmons up at the cry. Then,
indeed, the bells have no music in their voice,
but agony, despair, and frightful horror.

To turn to the more pleasing voices of bells.
What do the bells say? What said they to
Whittington ?

‘Turn again. Whinington,

‘Thrice Lord Mayor of J,ondon.
A true prophecy, it is said!  What long tongues
these Bow bells had in Whittington’s time ! and
truly oracular their exhortation proved in his case!

There are other bLells which utter a less
pleasing response, thus,—

As the bell tinks. so the fool thinks;
As the fool thinks, so the bell tinks.

It may not be generally known, that King

James I. of Scotland was induced to write his
poem called The King's Quair by the chiming of
the bells. e was lying in confinement at Wind.
sor Castle, thinking over his past sufferings and
trials, when he says,—

Weary with lying. I hstencd suddenly,

And soon I heard the bells to mauns ring,

And up I rase, nor longer would Ilie ;

But now, how trow ye such a fantasy

Fell on my mmd, that aye methought the bell

Suid to we, **Lellon, mun, what thee befell.”?
Aud so he forthwith * made a cross, and began
the book.” .

A story i3 told of a widow having once gone
to a monk of Cluny to ask his advice about the
person she proposed to marry; and the monk,
who was a cautious man, referred her to the
church bells to scttle the doubtful question. The
bells were rung, and the widow distinctly heard
them say, * Prends ton valet, prends ton valet™
(take thy valet, take thy valet). So she murried
the valet; but he proved a worse husband than
he had done a servant, and she went to reproach
the curé for his conduct; his answer was, that
she must have misapprehended the language of
the bells, and then he had them rang again,
This time, indeed, the poor lady heard plainly
cnouih that they said *“ Ne le prends pas, ne le
iprends pas,” (don’t take him, don't take him,)
but it was too late. The meaning of this story
is,—

! As the fool thinks, 50 the bell tinks,

Rabelais tells an equally amusing story of
Panurge, who was very much perplexed abous
the question of matrimony. And he too consulted
the bells, which said, as they sounded at a dis-
tance :—** Zake thou a wife, take thou ¢ wife, and
marry, marry, marry; for if thouw marry, thou
shalt find good therein, therein, therein ; a wife
thow shalt find good, so marry, marry, marry.”
Then Panurge resolved he would marry. Bug
lo! as he approached neaver to the bells, theg
seemed to change their exhortation, and now
they called out loudly:—* Do not marry, marry
not, not, not, not, not ; marry not, not, not, nof,
not ; if thow marry, thou wilt miscarry, carry,
carry ; thow'lt repent it, resentit; do not marry,
marry, marry.” The presumption is, that Pa-
nurge was warned against a beldam, and whether
he married her or not, the reader must consult
Rabelais himself.

Have we said enough of Bells, they afford a
wide field for fancy to work upon. They have
always been a favorite subject for the poet; and
there are few who have not further hallowed them
in our memory by beautiful thoughts. Enough
that we conclude with the graceful and familiar
lines o’ Thomas Moore, recently removed from
us, no more to listen to the sound of Ewening
Bells :—

Thase cvening bells | those evening bells
How many a tale their wmusic tells,

Of youthand home, and that swect lime,
When last I heard their soothing chime.
Thosc Joyous hours arc passed uway ;
And muny a heart that then was gay,
WWithin the tomb now darkly dwells,

And hears no more those cvening bells,
And so twill be when T am gone ;

‘Chat el peal will stil} ring on,

While other bards shall walk these dells,
And sing your praise. sweet evenng bells!

—FEliza Cook's Journal,
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To say that Sir Thomas More’s was the brightest
character of the age in which he lived, an age
which exhibited the ferocity of uncivilized man
without his simplicity, and the degeneracy of
modern manners without their refinement, were
praise beneath his merit; to challenge the long
and splendid series of Buglish biography to pro-
duce his equal at any peviod, might be deemed
presumptuous ; but, if the wise and honest states-
man, the acute and incorrupt magistrate, the loyal
but independent subject, constitute an excellent
public man ; if the good father, the good husband,
and the good master, the firm friend, the moral
though witty companion, the upright neighbour,
the pious Christian, and the patient martyr, form
a perfect private character, ecce koo !

He wasborn in Milk-street, Cheapside, about the
year 148y, the only son of Sir John More, a Judge
of the King’s Bench, by his wife the daughter of
a Mr. Handcombe, of Holywell, in Bedfordshire.
He acquired the learned languages at the hospital
of St. Anthony in the parish of St. Benet Fink, in
London, then a schoot of high reputation, from
whence he was removed to St. Mary’s Hall, or, as
some have said, to Canterbury College, now
Christchurch, in the university of Oxford. The
primate, Cardinal Morton, in whose family he
passed some of his earliest years, in the character
of a gentleman attendant, according to the fashion
of that time, charmned as much by his wit as by
his learning, often said to the great persons athis
table, * This child here waiting, whosoever shall
live to sce it, will prove a marvellous great man ;"
and the prediction soon began to be verified, for,
even at the age of cighteen, the literary fame
which he had acquired proveked the envy of
some German critics, and the praise of others.
Erasmus, at that tine, wrote to him in the behall
of Brixius, one of the former class, who had at-
tacked him in aninvective, intituled *“ Antimorus,”
seriously intreating his mercy to that old and ex-
perienced disputant.

Just at this period he left the university, and
began to study the law in New Inm, and after-
wards in Lincoln’s Inn, psssing his hours of lei-
sure in a circle, of which he naturally became the
centre, composed of those whose wisdom and
learning could best inform, and of those the vivac-
ity of whose genius could most delight. At the
age of twenty-one, when he had barely been
called to the station of a barrister, he was elected
a2 member of the House of Commons, and was
presently distinguished there for a freedom of
conduct which, at that time, could have arisen
only from the puvest motives. In that spirit he
opposed, in 1503, the requisition of a subsidy and
three-fifteenths, for the marringe of the Princess
Margaret, daughter of Henry-the Seventh, to the
King of Scots, with such force and honesty of
reasoning, that the rejection of the demand is said
to have been ascribed almost wholly to his en-
deavours. A privy councillor ran immediately
from the house, and told the King, ** that a beard-
less boy had overthrown all his purposes,” and
Henry satisfied at once his-anger and his avarice
by committing, under some frivolous pretences,
the young senator’s father to the Tower, and

forcing him to purchase bis release by the pay-
TN, T -

ment of a fine of one hundred pounds. More,
however, became so alarmed at the King’s resent-
ment, that he retired for a considerable time from
the parliament, and from his professional avoca-
tions, and during that interval, which seems to
have been passed in a place of concealment, he
studied geometry, astronomy, and musie, in which
Iast he much delighted, and exercised his pen in
historical composition.

Ie returned at length to his practice at the
bar, which presently became so extensive as to
produce, according to his own report to his son-
in-law, Mr. Roper, an-annual income of four hun-
dred pounds, equal at least to five thousand in our
days. He remained, however, in disfavour at
court till after the accession of Henry the Eighth,
who, with all his faults, easily discovered and
generally encournged, true merit.  The Kingsen
for him by Wolsey, and, on the first taste of his
extraordinary powers, determined to employ him.
Foreign negotiation was then held to be the most
essential part of the education of a statesman.
More was directed, thercfore, in 1516, to accoms
pany Tonstal, Bishop of Durham, one of his inti-
mate fiiends, to Flanders, for the rencwal of a
treaty of alliance with the Archduke of Austria,
afterwards Charles the Fifth, and on his return
was wanmnly invited by Heary to devote himself
to the service of the Crown, which his prudence,
and indeed his interests, induced him at that time
and for some years after, to decline. The King
at length pressed him with such carnestness that
he durst no longer refuse, and in 1519, he ac-
cepted the office of a Master of the Requests;

vas soon after knighted, and sworn of the Privy
Council; and in the succeeding year appointed
Treasurer of the Exchequer. More’s hesitation
had been wholly unaffected. On the occasion of
his becoming a Privy Councillor, he expressed
himself (according to Stapleton, one of his bio-
graphers), to his bosom friend, Bishop Fisher, in
these terms; and the passage is rendered the
more valuable by the features which it discloses,
on such good authority, of Henry's character at
that time :—* I am come to the court extremely
against my will, as every body knows, and as the
King himself often twitteth me in gport for it;
and hercto do I hang so unseemly, as 2 man not,
using to ride doth sit unhandsomely in the saddle.
But our Prince, whose special and extraordinary
favour towards me I know not how I shall ever
be able to deserve, is so affable and courteous to
all men, that every one who has never so little
hope of himself may find somewhat whereby he
may imagine that he loveth him; even as the cit-
izens’ wives of London do, who imagine that our
Lady’s picture, ncar the Tower, doth smile upon
them as they pray before it. But X am notso
happy that¥ can perceive such fortunate signs of
deserving his love, and of a more abject spirit
than that I can persuade myself that I have it
already; yet, such is the virtue and learning of
the King, and his daily increuasing industry in
both, that by how much the more I sce his High-
ness increase in both these kingly ornaments, by
so much the less troublesome this courtier's life
seometh unto me.” .

In 1523 he was chosen Speaker of the House
of Commons, and in the following year; says
Hakewell, of the Ilouse of Pecrs. In the former
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capuacity he again distinguished himself by his
firm opposition to a subsidy, and, personally, to
Wolsey, who came to the house in his usual
splendour, to influcuce the decision by his pre-
sence. Un a question having been previously
debated whether they should receive him with
but few attendants, or with his whole train, More
is reported to have said, * Masters, forusmuch as
my Lord Cardinal lately, ye wot well, laid to our
charge the lightness of our tongues, for things
uttered out of this house, it should not, in my
mind, be amiss to receive him with all his pomp;
with his maces, his pillars, his poll-axes, his
crosses, his hat, and the great seal, too; to the
intent, that if he find the like fault with us, then
we may be the bolder, from ourselves, to lay the
blame on those whom his Grace bringeth with
him.”  The favour of Henry, whose natural gen-
erosity of spirit then perhaps remained unabated,
was not impaired by this unusual freedom : More,
in 1526, was appointed Chancellor of the Duchy
of Laucaster ; in the following year wus joined to
Wolsey, and others, in an embassy to the court of
France; and, in 1529, went with Tonstal to
Cambray, to sccure the payment of certain sums
due to the King from Charles the Fifth, his suc-
cess in which business won him the highest ap-
probation. Ie was now Henry’s most esteened
gervant, and most familiar companion, but he had
found some reasons to alter his opinion of his
waster’s character.  Roper informs us, that about
this time, Henry, coming suddenly, as he fre-
quently did, to dine with More at his house at
Chelsea, and walking along after dinner in the
garden, with his arm about Sir Thomas’s neck,
Roper, after the King's departure, congratulated
him on so distinguished a mark of royal kindness,
-observing that no one, except Wolsey, had ever
before experienced such condescension. “I
thank our Lord, son,” replied Moore, I find his
Grace my very good Lord, indced, and I believe
he doth a3 singularly favour me as any subject
within this realm ; howbeit, son Roper, Imust tell
thee, I have no cause to be proud thereof, for if
ay head would win him a castle in Frauce, it
would not fail to go off.”

Henry's mind was now wholly occupied by his
leng-cherished project of the divorce. Ile had
consulted and reasoned with More on that great
8ubject, and had met with a firm opposition. So
attached, however, was he to the man, or s0 anx-
ious for the sanction of his coincidence, that he
determined to gratify the one, or to bribe the
other, by a grant aof the first station under the
crown. More was appointed, on the 25th of Oc-
tober, 153, to succeed the disgraced Cardinal in
ahe officc of High Cbhancellor, which had never
before been held by a layman, and this was the
first serious blow struok by Henry %t the power
of the priesthood. He entered on it with melan-
choly forebodings, which were too soon verified.
With a Christian perfaction, which, as has been
well said, and by a dissenter, too, was such as
made him, * not only.an honourte any particular
form of Christianity, but to the Christian name
.aud cause in general,” his zeal for the Romish
Church was equalled only by the benevolent spirit
in which he exercised it. 1e had for some time
Dbeheld in silent horror the gradual approaches to
dhe downfall of that church, and was now called

to a situation in which he was compelled either
to aid its enetuies with his counsel, and to ratify
their decisions by his oflicial acts, or to incur the
severest penalties by his refusal. e virtuous!y
preferred the latter, and, having persevered to
the end in denying any degree of countenance to
the proposed divorce, on the 16th of May, 1633,
he resigned the seal, determined that it should
never be placed by his hand on the instrument
by which that process was to be concluded.

The definitive sentence was pronounced and
published on the 23rd, and the coronation of Ann
Boleyn, to whom the impatient Henry had been
for some time united, at least by the forms of
matrimony, was fixed for the 31st of the same
month. More, doubtless by the King's order,
was pressed by several of the Bishops who were
to ofliciate, to be present at the ceremony; for his
reputation stood so high in the kingdum, that
even the slightest colour of approbativn from him
was estcemed important; but he stedfastly re-
fused, and boldly declared to those prelates his
conviction of the illegality of the marriage.
Henry now sought to move him by terror. In
the ensuing parliament a Lill of attainder against
him was agitated in the House of Peers, for mis-
prision of treason in the affair of that enthusiast,
or impostor, who was called the Holy Maid of
Kent, and he was more than once cited before
the Privy Council on other charges, but the evi-
dence on each proved too weak even for the ter-
rible fashion of that reign. Theact of supremacy
which appeared in 1534, at length fixed his fate.
When the oath prescribed by it was tendered to
him, be declined to take it, and was committed
to the custody of the Abbot of Westmiuster, and,
on a second refusal, a few days after, to the
Tower of London. Endeavours were now again
ineftectually used to win him by persuasion, while
the kind and merciful Cranmer as vainly endea-
voured to prevail on the King to dispense with
the oath in More’s case. After fiftcen months’
imprisonment, he was arraigned of high treason
at the King's Bench bar, for denying the King's
supremacy.  Rich, the Solicitor General, after-
wards Chancellor, was the sole witness against
him, and the testimony of that wretch, whose
name should be consigned to cternal infamy, con-
sisted in the repetition of speeches which he had
artfully drawn from More, dwing a visit to his
prison, in a familiar conversation, which Rich had
commenced by expressly declaring that he had
no commission to agitate in it any matter regard-
ing the prosecution. Much even of thisevidence
Sir Thomas positively denied, but the jury found
bim guilty, and he was sentenced to be hanged,
drawn, and quartered; a doom which Heury
altered, in cousideration of the high office which
he had held. He was beheaded upon Tower
Hill on the fifth of July, 1535, aund his revered
head wasignominiouslyexposed on London Bridge,
from whence after many days, it was privately
obtained by his affectionate daughter, Roper, and
by her placed in the vault of her husband’s family,
under a chapeJadjoining to St.Dunstan’s Churchin
Canterbury. His body was interred in the chapel
of the Tower, but afterwaads removed, at the
solicitation of that lady, to the parish church of
Chelsea, aud buried there, in the chaucel,
near a monument which he had some years
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before erccted, with an inscription written by
himself.

Perhaps of all the remarkable persons who
adorned or disgraced the age in which he lived
we are the most clearly acquainted with the life
and charvacter of Siv Thomas More ; and this—
though few men have found more biographers,
for hig life has been ten tines separately written
and published—we owe chiefly to the perfect
candour und sincerity which distinguished him.
His acts and his sayings compose the history not
only of his conduct but of his motives, and left to
those who have written of bim only the simple
task of collecting facts, to which the fondest
partiality could add no further grace, and on
which even malice could have cast no blemish.
But helived without enemies, and since his death,
Bishop Burnet only has dared tolift 2 pen against
bis memory. In this earnest devotion to the
Catholic faith, and to the Sce of Rome, he was
gevere only to himself. The fury of conflicting
zealots was cahined while they reflected on his
virtues ; and when Rome cclebrated his canon-
ization with ajust and honest triumph, the Church
of England looked on in silent approbation. In
his court no one ever presided with more wisdom,
learning, and perspicacity; with a more rigid
devotion to justice; or with more vigilance, im-
partiality, and patience; when he quitted it, he left
not a single cause undecided. The strictuess of
his loyalty, and his magnanimous independence,
were always in perfect unison, because they lowed
from one and the same source, an honest heart.
In all the domestic relations the beauty of bislife
was unparalleled.  Erasmus has left us a glowing
picture of him, retired, at Chelsea, in the bosom
of his family. The passage hus been thus trans-
lated :  More hath built near London, upon the
Thames, such a commodious house as is neither
meannor subject to envy, yet magnificeut cnough,
There he converseth affably with his family; his
wife, his son, and daughter-in-law; his three
daughters, and their husbauds ; with eleven grand-
children. There is not any man living so affec-
tionate with his children as he, and he loveth his
old wife as well as if she were a young maid ; and
such is the excellence of his temper, that whateo-
ever happeneth that could not be helped, he
loveth it a3 theugh nothing cowld kave happencd
more happily. You would say there were in
that place Plato’s academy; but I do the house
injury in comparing it to Plato’s academy, where
there was only disputations of numbers, and
geometrical figures, and sometimes of moral
virtues. I should rather call his house a school
or university of Christian religion, for there is
none therein but readeth or studieth the liberal
sciences : there special care is piety and virtue:
there i3 no quarrelling, or intemperate words,
heard ; none seen idle ; which houschold discipline
that worthy gentleman doth not govern by proud
and haughty words, but with allkind and courteous
favour. Every body performeth his duty, yet
there is always alacrity ; neither is sober mirth
anything wanting.”

More himself has proved the corrcctness of
Erasmus’s account in the dedication, to an inti-
mate friend, of his Ttopia, by expressions which
I caunnot help inserting here, for it is not casy to
quit the story of his prizate life—* Whilst I daily

plead other men's causes,” says he (to use the
words of his translator) ‘‘or hear them, some-
times as an arbitrator, other while asa judge:
whilst this man I visit for friendship, another for
business, and whilst I am employed abroad about
other men's matters all the whole day, I leave no
time for myself, that is for study: for when I
come home I must discourse with my wife; chat
with my children ; speak with my scervants; and,
secing this must needs be done, I number it
amongst my affairs, and needful they are, unless
one would be a stranger in his own house : for we
must endeavour to be affable and pleasing to
whom cither nature, chance, or choice, hath made
our companions ; but with such measure it must
be done that we don't mar them with affability,
or make them of servants our masters, by too
much gentle entreaty and favour. Whilst these
things are doing, a day, a month, a year, passeth,
When then can I find any time to write? for X
have not yet spoken of the time that is spent in
cating and sleeping, which things alone bereave
most men of half their life, As for me, I get
only that spare time which I steal from my meat
and sleep ; which because it is but small, X proceed
slowly ; yet, it being somewhat, I have now at
length prevailed so much, as I have finished, and
sent unto you, my Utopia.”

The chicf singularity of his character, was a
continual disposition to excessive mirth, and the
Lord High Chaucellor of England was perbaps
the first droll in the kingdom. Lord Herbert,
willing, for obvious reasons, to find fault with hin,
and unable to discover any other ground, censures
the levity ofhis wit; and Mr. Addison well ob-
serves that *‘ what was philosophy in him would
have been frenzy in any one who did not resemble
him, as well in the cheerfulness of his temper as in
the sanctity of bhis life and manners.” Feeling that
gaicty was the result of innocence, he seems to
have conceived that the active indulgence of it
was 2 moral duty. Among other hints of this
remarkable opinion which are scattered in his
works, speaking of the Ttopian burials, at which
he tells us nene grieved, he says ¢ when those to
whom the deceased was most dear be come home,
they rehearse his virtuous manners, and his good
deeds, but no part is so oft or gladly talked of as
his merry death.”  That his own was such is well
known. He had not been shaved during his long
imprisonment, and after he had placed his neck
on the block, he raised his hand, and put his
beard forward, saying that it should not be cut
off, for it had committed no treason. His witti-
cisms are to be still found in abundance even in
every ordinary jest-book, and none have been
better authenticated.

Sir Thomas More, when about the age of twenty-
four, married Jane, daughter of John Colte, of
Candish, in Suffolk, and of Newhall in Esses ; by
whom he had an ouly son, John; and three
daughters, Margaret, wife of William Roper, of
Eltham, in Kent, uncle to the first Lord Teynhawm;;
Elizabeth, of John, son and heir of Sir John
Dauntsey; and Cicely of Giles Heron, of Shackle-
welle in Middlesex. Their brother, who has been
idly said to have possessed scarcely common
understanding, married an heiress of the family
of Cresacre, of Barnborough, in Yorkshire, and
50 acquired estates there, which descended in the
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male line till the year 1795, when they fell by
marriage to a family of Metcalf, the heir:male of

which assumed, with an honest pride, the surhame {

of his great ancestor. Sir -Thomas married,
secondly, Alice Middleton, a widow, the * old
‘wife ” mentioned by ‘Erasnius, in a passage lately
cited, and we are told by others that she was
ugly, ill-tempered and vulgar: by her he had'no
issuc.—Lodge's Historical Portraits.
el O - & Qs

THE THREE MYSTERIES.

BIRTH.

L

Stranger from a land wnknown,
Here mysteriously thrown,—
Fellow tenant now of easth,
Tell, O tell me—what is birth 2

9

‘What, wert thou? ere carthly light,
Burst on thy astonished sight;
Ere the rest, which thou didst slecp,
Rudely broken, made thee weep ? *

3.
Tears have heralded thy way,
Into Life’s o’erclouded day:
Tears, through life, shall soothe thy fears,
Death’s fast tribute shall be tearst

4.

Bat, O tcll me, gentle heart,

Whence thou camest—what thoa art—
For what purpose sent below—
Heritor of endless woe!

5.
Naked, fecble—helpless, hurled
Shivering into the world,
Canst thou not look back, and sce
‘What the past hath been to thee?

6.

s existeace but begun

With thee—or already ran,

In part >—and thy life, on carth,
One stage of it;—what is birth 2

LIFE.

L

‘Wanderer in this world of care,
Doomed, as I, its ills to hear:
Ever waging ceaseless strife,
Tell—0 tell me—vwhat is Life ?

_ *Fhe first act of a newborn child upon entering Life
3 invariably to cry.

{Christians arc 1angl.t that we arc all * born in sin and
the chiléren of wrath.”

r2

2.
‘Wherefore do we wander here,
Slaves to toil, and want, and fear,
Gasping for the fluttering breath,
That but wafis us on to Death!

3.
‘What are we—whence do we come?
Had we never some bright home,
Shrouded in the unknown past ?
Shall we find no rest at Jast?

4.
‘Whither do our footsteps tend?
Say—hath misery no end?
May we hope some future lot,
‘Where despair shall be forgot 2

3,
To what end waste we our years,
Sowing hopes—and reaping tears,
Watering earth’s barren parts )
‘With the blood of breaking hearts.

6.
Thou hast lived, like me to know,
All i3 sorrow here below—
‘Wanderer, in this world of strife,
Tell, O tell me—what is Lite ?

1.
Tell, O tell me, if ye can,
‘Why, it is, immertal man

Nothing knows his end or aim,
‘What he is, or whence he came.

DEATH.
1

Tilgsim, who thy race hath ran—
Spirit—ere thy flight's begun—
Stay awhile the parting breath,—
Tell, O tell me—what is death 2

o

‘Wherefore are thy features pale?
‘Wherefore doth thy finn voice fail ?
‘Why is fear upon thy heart—

Can it then be grief to part ?

3.

What existence we have known,
All is toil and care alone

Does then Death so dark appear,
That thou fain would’st linger here?

4,

Clinging, on the verge of life—
Wrestling in the mortal strife,
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Can thy fixed eye mark no star,
Hopeful, glancing from afar

5.

Yet another stage is seen—
Pilgrim—here thy work is done!
And the cold corpse, void of breath,
Eloquently pictures death.

8.

Mighty mystery !—but where

Is the Life that lingered there ?
Where the mind that could direct,
All that glorious intellect ?

7.

Where the spirit—whose impress,
Lit the eye—now lustreless~—
Where the animating soul

‘Which gave glory to the whole?

8.

This is but a putrid clod—

Cover it beneath the sod!

Something hence hath passed away—
0, what is it >—spirit say.

9.

Is it but the germ, which birth
Gave a house to, while on earth ?
And its earthly course, now run,
Is another stage begun?

10.

Is it perfect now—or still
Doomed, like us, to suffer ill—
Are its doubts and darknesa o'er,
Or.must it look forward more?

11,
Or, as the returning rain
To the ocean flows again—
Doth it to that fountain go—
Whence springs life to all below ?

12.
Question not thy Maker's plan—
These things are unknown to man—
What we are and what shall be—
Rests locked in futurity:

13,

Birth, presents the embodied soul—
Life the race is—Death the goal—
At whose threshold-hangs the key
That unlocks the mystery!

hat
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A LEGEND OF THE SAVANNAN,

THE gun was rapidly sinking in the west, but its
declining beams threw upon every object a richer
tone of colour, as a party, consisting of three
persons, emerged from a small shrubbery, and
halted upon the brow of a shelving hill.

The foremost of the party was 2 man who
probably verged upon the mellow age of fifty;
but hia eagle-eye, and stalwart frame, told that
his years sat light upon him. He was what would
have been termed a handsome man ; but & super-
cilious curl of his upper lip, and an expression of
scornful indifference, which, though apparently
suppressed, lingered in his dark hazel eye, added
to a brow furrowed by deep lines, and compressed
by slumbering. passions, which only waited the
spur of the momeant to be called into action,
detracted from the otherwise agrecable character
of his features, and effectually forbid any approach
to familiarity. A deep and unsightly scar, the
effects of a sabre-cut, which, commencing from
the right ear, traversed the jaw, injured yet
further his good looks. He was habited in a
complete suit of black velvet, of the richest
texture; the sombreness of which was in some
measure relieved by diamond clasps, and small
knee-buckles of the same costly stones. A small
collar of the finest lawn made its appearance
abovethe doublet ; and a black-sheathed ¢ Andrea
Ferrara,” with basket hilt, dangling from his side,
and ealfskin boots, completed his costume. This
dress, fitting tight to his shape, shewed to advan~
tage the large but perfect symmetry of his person:
while the dark brown hair, sprinkled here and
there with the grey badge of declining years,
cropt close around his temples; and the steeple-
crowned hat peeuliar to his sect and times, bespoke
him, what bhe was, the friend of Cromwell—the

roundhead governor of Antigua.

The next, person that gained the open ground
was Bridget, the beautiful daughter of the gover-
nor. Ifevertherewasa personification of extreme
loveliness, it was known in Bridget. Searcely
seventeen, her slight but rounded figure, and her
sweet, mild fuce, while it struck the beholder with
admiration, and riveted his attention, gave the
idea of some embodied sylph. IHer complexion
was of that ethereal tint of which the poet says—

O, call it fair, not pale.??
Thelily could scarcely outvie it in purity of colour,
although every emanation -of her- guileless heart
called- up the latent rose-tint into. her delicate
cheek; while the small, pouting lip, with all the
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rich glow of the coral, forbade effectually the
supposition of ill health. A slightly acquiline nose,
a classically-formed and dimpled chin, with a fair
and open forchead, in which cvery azure vein
could be traced, were the prominent features;
blended with that mingled swectness, that femi-
nine grace, and that inexpressible somcthing,
which really and actually constitutes beauty. But
her eyes—those soft, lovely eves—look at them,
as she raises the long lashes, and you can fauey,
that were her features devoid of any pretensions
to comeliness, those liquid orbs would richly
compensate for all.  Of the clearest hazel, every
glance that fell from them spoke the inmost
feelings of her soul; and whether they beamed
forth in pity, or flashed with animation, they
equally bespoke the benevolence of her nature.

Puritan as her father was, he did not deny his
daughter, any more than himself, the usc of a fow
ornaments; and a bandean of pearls fastened
around her graceful hiead vainly endeavoured to
restrain the abundant tresses of her soft, glossy,
brown hair, which, breaking loose, floated upon
her shoulders in uatural ringlets. Ier dress of
dove-coloured satin flowed in rich and ample folds
to her feet, from whence the little slipper pecped
forth ; and, gathered around her slender waist by
& girdle of pearls, shewed the admirable propor-
tions of her figure. The stiff puritan ruff of lawn,
in which every plit could be counted, screencd
her neck ; but around her small white throat was
fastened a carcanct of her favourite gems, not
purer in tint than her own fair skin. A wimple
of the same colour as her dress, and lined with
pale rose tiffany, was ticd under her little rounded
chin, but which, in the joyousness of her nature,
she had unfastened, that she might more fully
enjoy the beauties of the evening.

The remaining individual that formed the trin
was in cvery respect far different from those
alccady described; yet, as she stood a few paces
behind Bridget—to mark the difference in their
rank, although near cnough to join in the conver-
sation—her lofty and commanding figure called
cqually for attention and admiration. The clear
olive tinge of her complexion, the large black ¢ye,
which sparkled with dazzling light, and the long
coal-black hair, braided and twined round and
round her hcad, told that she was not of the same
country, or the same people as her mistress.
Servant—slave as she was—she looked horn to
command; and daring must that person be who
would encounter for the second time the flash of
her offended ¢ye. Formed in a Jarger mould than
Bridget, hor figure still prescrved the most symetri-
cal propartions; and the rounded anm and taper

fingers might have served as a model for the
Goddess of Beauty: this was Zulmiera—the half-
Carib girl.

The mother of Zulimiera was a very beautiful
Carib woman, who, in that disgraceful partition
of them among the English, (after the massacre
of their male friends as 8t. Kitts daring Sir Thomas
Warner's govermment of that island,) fell to the
share of & young Englishman, a follower of Sir
Thomas Warner's son, in his after colonization of
Antigua.  Xamba accompanied her master to his
new residence, and there bore him a daughter;
but dying soon after, the infant was brought up
in the governor's family. After the reduction of
Antigua vy Sir George Ayscue, and the cstablish-
ment of a republican governor, in the place of
the opposer of Cromwell's power, Zulmicra, who
was rapidly attaining the full burst of womanhood,
was, at the carnest entreaties of Bridget Everard,
who was charmed with the untntored graces of
the beautiful Indian maiden, promoted to the
office of her companion. It must be allowed, that
this appointment met not with the full approval
of the governor.  Violently attached to Cromwell,
and bearing bitter hatred to the royalist party,
and all malignants, he thought the girl had been
too long nurtured in their principles to make a
faithful attendant to the daughter of a republican.
But Bridget was his only child,—a motherless girl;
and stern and unbending as he was to others, his
iron meod gave way before her playful caresses.

Still there was another and deep cause of
dislike he had against Zulmicra. Upon further
acquaintance with this Indian gitl, he found her
too haughty for Iis own arrogant spirit to deal
with. Too high minded and forgetfal of her real
rank as a servant, and apparently under the
impression that, wkile attending upon her mis-
tress, she was in fact her equal, if not her
superior.

Zulmicra was, in truth, fully alive to this
sentiment. She looked upon herself as the de-
scendant (on her mother’s sidc) of 2 long line of
chicfs—of those who had once been rulersin the
land, and who had received from their swarthy
subjects the homage that monarchs of amore
civilized nation were wont 1o receive.

Thinking thus of Zulmicra, no wonder that the
governor distrusted her. Nor wasthe girl igaorant
of his opinion of her; and counscquently their
feclings of dislike were muwtual. She koew he
hated her; and he fckt that in her heart sho
despised him.  Still, she loved Bridget—for who
could not love that mild, fair girl %~loved hier
with an intensity of fervour, unknown to tho
inhzbitants of colder climes—and would lave
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shed for her her heart's blood ; forlove and hatred
wereto Zulmiera all-absorbing passions. Yet there
was another who hicld the first place in Zulmiera's
heart,—one that was to the half-instructed, half-
Indian girl—her *idol.”

But to return to the movements of the trio.
Having left cne concealnent of the shrubbery,
the whole pacty paused, and with different feelings
gazed upon tae landscape stretched before them.
The slight declivity upon the brow of which they
were standing, had been cleared, and was now
planted with tobacco, whose broad soft leaves,
and delicate trumpet flowers, attracted the atten-
tion of numerous gorgeous inscets. This planta-
tion stretched to the end of 2 wild copse, where
every native shrub and brushwaod grew together
with the loftier trecs, and formed an almost im-
pervious thicket. Beyond this copse, the waters
of a beautiful creek, which ran a short way inland,
glittered like gold in the beams of the setting sun;
while on every side rose undulating hills, begirt
with many an infant plantation, belonging to some
of the carlier settlers. Further off, the broad
ocean stretched its illimitable waves, its billows
sleeping in calmness; except in one part, where
2 long ridge of shelving rocks fretted them into
motion, and caused them to send forth an
angry roar.*

At the bottom of the hill, upon which they were
standing, ran abridle-path, which, winding in and
out, branched off in two directions; one passing
through the populous town of Falmouth, the other
extending to the shores of a heautiful harhour,}
where some industrious settlers were cultivating
the adjoining country. Along this path a single
horseman was seen slowly advancing, in the
direction of the harbour. As he gained the skirts
of the hill, he reined up for 2 moment his prancing
steed, and, looking towards the party, raised his
plumed hat aud bent forward in graceful oheisance.
The dark cves of Zulmiera sparkled with delighit,
and standing, as she did, bebind the governor and
his daughter, unscen by them, she raised her
hand and waved a return, while, at the same
instant, the rosiest blush sprang to the checks of
Bridget, and crimsoned her very throat. The
horsman again bent his head, and then, replacing
his hat, shook the broidered reins and galloped
off in the direction he had chosen for his eques-
trian amusement.

Following with his eye the plumed stranger
until he was lost in the intervening copse, the
governor turned to his daughter, and fixing a
steady, penctrating glance upon her, exclaimed,

#Now called the Mannoms,
$Now cailed Euglish Harbour.

“a! then the young maligu:mt’é designs appear
to be more open than they were. But, mark e,
daughter Bridget,” and his eye became sterner
and darker as the pupil dilated with his awaken-
ing passion, and his haughty lip curled with
increased scorn—** mark me, Bridget, sooner than
I'd sce thee mated with one of his malignant race,
mine own hand should. stretch thee at my feet a
breathless corpse!—yen, as Jephtha slew his
daughter, so would I slay thee!” The agitated
and frightened girl threw herself upon her father’s
breast, and, amid tears and sobs, stammered out—
¢ Pather—dearest father! thiuk not so. Raiph
de Merefield is naught to me; he never spoke to
me but with the most studied politeness, and,
indeed, he shuns rather than seeks my presence.™
—*'Tis well, then, maiden—my suspicions are
unfounded ; the wolf has not entered the sheep-
fold to steal the tender lamb; but I have ob-
served him lately wandering about these grounds,
and I feared my daughter was the object. But
listen!" and again his eye flashed, his Jip trem-
bled—** verily, I know that young man well—ay,
better than he knows me—for his father was my
neighbour and my deadliest foc!'—and what was
more, the foe of Cromwell! He it was that
assisted that tyrannical man, Charles Stuart, in his
escape from Hampton Court, and afierwards, aided
him, in his long struggles to maintain possession
of 2 crown which had long been deomed to
destruction.  He it was that beggared his brother
to obtain mouey to carry out that wellslain
tyrant’s nefarfous designs!  And he it was that,
at the battle of Naseby, gave me this ugly sign
of recoguition,” pointing to the scar which dis-
figured his cheek. “But was he not discomfited ?
Yea, as the dry leaf he fell. Lo! as David girded
up his strength in the day of battle, so girded I
up mine; and as he smote his enemies with the
cdge of the sword, so my trasty weapon stretched
the haughty Philistine upon the ground, never to
rise again! Guess, then, if thou canst, how
much I love yon cavalier, who hath sucked in
with his very milk the taint of papistry—for did
not that Babylonish woman, whom men call the
Quecn of England rear him up from his cradle?
vea, and taught him all her sorcerics. Had my
honoured friend and master, the protector, followed
my advice, this young trmitor to the cominon<
wealth would never have cseaped from England
to disscminate his malignant poison abroad.
Cromwell should have crushed the egz before it
was hatched. But verily T wax hot and am:
impaticnt, not considering the time approacheth
when rebels and arch-rebels shall melt away as:
the hoar frost melteth before the sun. Despatches
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have reached me that it is Cromwell’s intention | the governor—*buck to thy place; who taught
to send, in the conrse of a few months, & squadron | theetohazard thy remarks? Methinks thy cavalier
against St. Domingo, and my instructions are to | masters might have made thee know thy station

see that a proper troop be raised in this island to
join the expedition. I am resolved that Master
Ralph de Merveficld be one of the gallants who
shall serve in that affiir; 2 goodly builet-shot or,
albeit, a well-applied stroke from the rapier of a
Spaniard, may relieve me from his machinations;

orshould he refuse to fight under the bamer of

the commonwealth, verily, I know the malignancy
of his father cleaves so closely to him, that it will
only be maintaining Cromwell's interest to have
him properly sceured, or we may see another
revolt when we least expect it.” Thus saying,
the governor walked forward a few paces, and
shading his eyes from the lingering sunbeams,
scanned for a few moments the scene before him.

What passed in the mind of Bridget during the
foregoing conversation it is unnecessary to relate,
but the cwotions called up in the heart of the
Carib girl while hearing her Jover thus traduced
were violent and various.  Ilate, scorn, and
revenge, fired her eye, and scat a torrent of hot
blood through lier veins, which, rushing to her
face, turned the clear olive to a fiery crimson.
Yet so well was she aceustomed to master her
feclings, that before her young wistress was
sufficiently recovercd to commence anotiier dia-
logue, she stood the same apparently calm being,
her hands folded across her breast; and only that
Lier eye was more dilated, and her check still
slightly tinged, none could tell that aught had
moved her.

An exclanation from the governor, who had,
Jor the last fow minutes, been intently gazing'in
one direction, arrested his daughter's attention,
and, gliding to his cibow, she inquired if he ad-
dressed her.  Look, Bridget,” replied her father,
in a still stern, but not unmusical voice—** look
o'er yonder grove-s <lost thou sce aught moving
—** Notling,dearest father," auswerad the maiden,
in her own sweet tones—** nothing but the bland
zephyr sporting anid the young green leaves, and
playing its fairy music upon them.” * Ioolish
cuthusiast!  But haste, girl!—fetch me the
wondrous instrument the lord-general gave me,
antlet me give yon grove a sharper look—me-
thinks it contains more inmates than we wot of,
I have heard of wild Indians and their deeus.”

Roused by hisremarks, Zulmicrastarted forward,
and in an agitated voice, she in vain tried
to stifle, cxclaimed, “Oh, no, your excellency,
naught is there, save, as the Lady Bridget saith,
the whispering wind or the fly-birds as they seck
their deafy bower.” * Back, gicl I fiercely retorted

better.”

Again the bloed rushed to the cheek and
| temples of Zulmicra—again the eye flashed fire—
| but again she mastered her emotions ; exclaiming,

however, as she did o, but in a voice’too subdued
!to reach her companion’s car, “ Rest till to-
jmovrow’s night, proud man, then wilt thou learn
who governs here!”

At this moment, Bridget placed in her father's
i hand the lutely invented telescope,® when, raising
it to his eye, he narrowly observed the whole
breadth of the copse; the distant creek and the
further ocean ; but nothing met his eye—nothing,
save the wavy green, or the wing of a weary sea-
fowl as it sought its nest.  Slowly dropping the
instrument, the governor once more gazed with
his naked eye in that direction. The sun had set
some minutes before, and as the last of his golden
beams faded in the west, he turned upon his heel,
and, followed by the females, was once more lost
in the verdant shrubbery.

It was a calm, delicious, West Indian night.
‘The moon shone in all her glory, bathing lawn
and lea, upland and woodland, in her silvery Light.
The waters of the creck we have already noticed
were rife with'beauty ; and the waves of the far-
oft ocean, as they dashed in measured cadence on
the beach, broke musically upon the listener's
car.

A stately figure, enveloped in a dark mantle,
glided from behind a screen of orauge aud cofice
trees; and gaining the open ground, looked
cautiously around. As if assured its movements
were unobserved, the fizure davted off at a rapid
pace in the direction of a magnificent grove; but
with steps so light, that it would scarcely have
crushed the lowliest flower.  Upon reaching the
verge of the grove, it stopped; and placing a
j finger upon 2 small gittern,t carried beneath the
,amp]c cloak, struck a single note. The crushing
of the younger twigs and leaves told that the
signal was heard ; and springing from the covert,
a young man bounded forward, exclaiiming—
«Zulniera! dearest Zulmicra! how long thoun
hast stayed to-night!?

The moon still shone with a-clear and fervent
light, displaying every object in a distinet mauner,,
and shewing the picturesque dress of the impas-
sioned stranger to the best advantage. His figure:

*Telescopes were sanl 10 have been javented during
the reign of James L. alhnugh some attnlule the mven-
ton 1o Roger lacan, 1292
‘ 1A kind of small guitar, 11 use aboul the 16tk and 1Tk
| cemtutics.
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wasslight but perfectly formed, while his fair skin
and glowing cheeks bespoke his Saxon origin.
His eyes were of the clearest blue, and his long
auburn locks, parted in the middle of his forchead,
flowed over his shoulders, in length and profusion
cqualling a woman's. A slight moustache shaded
his upper lip, which, slightly curved, displayed a
set of teeth faultless in size and colour. His dress,
fushioned in that superb style which the followers
of Charles loved to indulge in, consisted of a
doublet of three-piled murrey-coloured velvet,
pinked and slashed with white satin, and oraa-
mented with claborate cmbroidery, his falling
baud, or collar, of the richest point lace, and his
nether garments to match with the doublet, were
finished at the knees with white satin roses and
dimond studs. A small but admirably tempered
Toledo, the hilt of solid gold, and sparkling with
diamonds, was strapped to hisside by an embroid-
ered belt; while n Flemish beaver hat, looped
with a diamond button, and surmounted by a
snowy plume, shaded hissonten hatboyish features.
A dark short cloak, lined with white taffetas, which
he had flung aside when springing to meet
Zulmiera, {floated from behind his right shoulder,
and served to give him still more an air of grace-
ful clegance. :

¢ Dearest Zulmiera,” said the young stranger,
when seated upon the trunk ofa Jarge tree, which,
uprooted by a former hurricane, and slightly
covered by a little alluvial carth, had shot forth a
few sickly branches—* dearest Zulmiera, how
long I have waitad for you—how much I have
to tell you! I'have watched cach star as it peeped
forth from the beavens—heard the shrill pipe of
the curlew as it flew to its nest—Dbut listened in
sain for your light footstep; say, dearest, what
kept you from the trysting-tree?” “I was in
attendance upon my mistress until this late hour,”
replied Zulmicra, speaking in an ironical tone,
and laying a strong emphasis upon the word
mistress, while a slight look of scorn passed over
her animated features ; ** or else doubt not I would
have met you long before; for where, Ralph,
would the bird with weary wing seck for rest
but by the side of its own fond mate? or why
should yon white flower,” pointing to a night-
Jasmine which was growing in all its wild luxuri-
ance near the spot, and loading the air with swect
and powerful perfume—* why should yon white
flower haste to open its pretty leaves, as soon as
the day melts away, were it not to seck the fond
Jove of those beautifut stars which are twinkling
abovc us? Ralph, you are my mate, and your
¢yes are my stars, in which I read my destiny.”

To this fond but fanciful rhapsody, Ralph de

Merefield made no auswer, except by pressing
the beautiful hand which rested in his; and the
half-Carib continued: * But it was not to tell you
this, Ralph, that brought me here so late to-night.
Come with me.”  And suffering himself to be led
by her, they quitted the deep recess in which
they had been seated, and walked iato the open
ground already mentioned.

Looking up the ascent above the tops of the
trees, which grew in vast profusion, forming 2
complete barrier around, the moon-beams fell
upon the roof of an irregular but commodious
building. This was govermmenthouse, snd through
an opening in the leafy enclosure, the light of a
tuper was scen brightly shining from a small
diamond-pane casement, in one of the gable ends
of the edifice. * In that room,” said the romautic
girl, directing Ralph's attention to it, ** sleeps one,
who, next to yourself, I love most on carth ; and
scornfully, harshly as her father has treated me,
she must and shall be saved! Mark me, Ralph,
an’ thou lovest me, guard the Lady Bridget as
thou wouldstasister. Wild spirits will be abroad
cre the glad sun shall set and rige again, or yon
pretty sturs be peeping at us; and though I think
they will care for mine as they would me, still,
Ralph, I would have thee prepared. When all
is over—when you and I but I need say no
more, except that Bridget shall not then be
ashamed to love the despised, the scorned Zul-
miera,” and as she spoke, she threw back her
graceful head with the air of a Cleopatra, while
the bright crimson mautled in her cheeks, and
increased the lustre of her eyes.

“What mean you, Zulmicra?® inquired the
young cavalier, as soon as he could make himself
heard; for her utterance dwring the preceding
speech had been so rapid, and ber manner so
excited, that all his former attempts to interrupt
her had been useless. * What mean you, dearest
Zulmiera? Why this flashing eye—this agitated
micn? Is it because yon king-killing, canting
Puritan, called you screant, that these wild dreams
(for I know not what clsc to term them) are
floating through your brain? Never heed him,
dearest; you will soon be my bride, my acknow=
ledged wife; and then et ine sce who dare call
you servant, or taunt you with your birth! Know
that 1 love one tress of this black hair™—aud ho
drew her fondly towards him—* better than all
the fair ringlets and fairer skins of England’s
boasted daughters:  But-draw your mantle closer
round you, and let us to our former scat, where I
will relate to you all my plans.—To-day, I confided.
to my mother our mutual engagement ; she has:

Tistcued to the voice of hier only, her beloved son,
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and is prepared to receive you as a daughter.

To-morrow, I will call upon the governor—|

although I hate the sight of him, from his high-
crowned hat down to his ugly looking calf-skins—
and make my proposals in form. If he consents
with a good grace, well ; if not, I feel assured my
dear Zulmiera will not fear to leave his house nnd
protection for the home and hearth of one who
Joves heras I do. I still hope that our own King
Charles (God bless him!) may overcome his
encmics, and be seated upon the throne of his
fathers ; then will we visit old England, and in my
own paternal mansion, I've no doubt I shall get
my handsome Zulmicra to forget her nativeisland
and all her wild dreams.”  So saying, with a look
of strong affection and with gallant bearing, he
raised her hand to his Jips.

“0Oh, Ralph!” said the agitated girl, as her
Iover concluded his relation, to which she had
listened with breathless attention; *oh, Ralph!
bad I known this but even ten days agoue, how
much might I, how much might we all bave been
spared. DBut I thought your mother would never
have consented that the governor's servant should
mate with her noble son—and my own high
spirit, goaded on as it has been by the scornful
usage I have met, has led me to do a deed which
may, perhaps, dash the cup of happiness from my
lips. But then,” she murmered, as if more in
communion with herself than in reply to her com-
panion, “ but then to be a queen, and Ralph
(they promised that, or I would never have con-
sented) to be a king. No, it must be: 1 have
gone too far to turn back;” and she raised her
head, and looked steadfastly, but apparently half-
unconsciously at the young man, who, surprised
at her behaviour and language, was gazing in-
tently upon her. At length, slightly shaking her
haud to arrest her attention, he inquired ugain
the cause of her extreme emotion.  Receiving no
reply from Zulmiera, whose large dark eyes were
still fixed upon his face, he became seriously
alarmed, and, in an anxious tone, entreated her
to quit directly the night air, and seek that repose
she appeared to need so much, within the pre-
cincts of governmeut house. Allowing herself to
be led in that dircction, they in silence gained
the shrubbery ; when, after asking in vain for an
explanation, and hearing her again and again
express her assurance that she was not seriously
indisposed, Ralph de Mereficld bade her good
even.  As he turned to leave the spot, Zulmicra
appeared to recovsr herself, and drawing a long
breath, exclaimed * To-morrow, dear Ralph, to-
morrow thou shalt know all—till then, farewell!”

(Zo be Continued.)

BEYOND THE VEIL.

—

¢ So life is loss and death felicitie. ?-- Spenser.

—

A glorious angel to its heavenly home,
Bore the freed spirit of a child of earth :
Swift sped they, swift, o'cr lofty tower and dome,
Where dwelleth splendour, and whence ringeth
mirth :
Passed they the crowded mart, the busy street.
There was a sudden brightness in the air,
And splendours fell like dew-drops from their
feet
And men had angels near them unaware.

Sudden.they paused above s suburb mean,
A ruined court, flung open to the day,

With dripping thatch, and mouldering beams

between,

i And many a sign of desolate decay;

Andlo! above a flower the angel stooped,
A little weed amid the ruins left,

Springing as though wind-planted ; but it drooped
Crushed and neglected—of all care bereft.

And with a cry, the angel bending low,
Plucked the poor flower, and marvelied much
the child
To see the heavenly smile so joyous grow
At aught so lowly, and so carth-defiled ;
Then spake the ange), reading clear his thought,
“ Hearken, freed spirit! to this tale of mine;
Heretofore dwelt an inmate in yon court,
A child like thou, when mortal ycars were
tbine.

« A little child, with vaught of childhood's gifts,
Except its feebleness, long nights of pain,

Long days, when poverty and woe uplifts
Only new weight of sorrow on-the brain,

A little feeble child, deformed and lame,
TUnable to attain the outer air,

EKnowing sweet nature only by the name,
Dreaming alone, how dear she is—how fair!

“Yet the bright sunshine sometimes Tt his bed
At intervals, and a blue strip of sky,
From afar, so close the walls met o'er head,
Still showed him snowy clouds sail stately by.
His little comrades, those who might have been
Playmates, could he have played, would some-
times bring,
Fresh cowslips gathered from the mcadows
green,
Thick lime-boughs breathing fragrance of tho
gpring—
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¢ And he would glad bim with the whispering
boughs, .
And joyful twine them with his feeble hand,
And dose beneath them, dreaming that his brows
By the sweet breezes of the wood were fanned;
I was so fettered, that he would not hold
As captive any living thing they brought—
The lark flew, free, released, and uncontrolled,
And, singing, spurned that dim imprisoning
court,

* One day they brought some moss, and 'mid it
grew
A tiny flower, with roots uninjured kept;
And this he planted, keeping it in view,
His care by day, his thoughts while others slept.
One of Goo's angels hovered o'er the place,
And bore this nameless martyr to his rest—
And when the death-smile settled on his face,
There was no griefin any loving breast.

¢ His parents left the spot, and it became
The sordid ruin that to-day you sce;
Rude hands flung forth the flower, the very same
‘Whose frail life gilded bis, transcendently.”
¢ How know’st thou this, my guide ?” the child’s
soul asked;
¢ Wert thou the angel who the flowerupreared?
Was thine the smile within whose light it basked,
Though it a sunheam to the boy appeared ¢”

““No!” said the angel, and the while his brow

Scemed with a brighter light than wont to
shine,

¢ This abject state of pain, disease and woe,
Once, and but lately, little one, was mine!

Mid all the stars that circle round the Throne,
*Mid all the flowers immortal that may smile,

Not one would I e¢xchange for this—the one

So loved on carth, so more than dear erewhile!”
MJ T
—Dublin University Magazine,

CHAPTER FROM «LIFE AMONG THE
¥,

OWL
WITH SHORT INTRODUCTION.

Ir may not be amiss to preface the extract
we sclect from Mrs. Stowe’s admirable work,
would we could add of fiction, with a few brief
remarks on the difficulties which, asSouthern-
ers contend, prevent the immediate emancipa-
tion of the slaves in the Southern States. The
first, is the convulsion into which socicty
would necessarily be thrown by such a change;;
the second, is the depreciation of property

which would ensuc, the révolution in so-
cicty, and the difficultics which would arise
in reconciling those, now steeped in preju-
dice, to the sight of a class so long despised,
moving amongst them on a footing of perfect
equality.

We will meet the latter of these objections by
giving a short extract from a work written
after some year’s experience had taught West
Indians the blessings of a free system and the
futility of their former fears. We can from
personal observation endorse the truth of the
statements :(—

“Since the period of Emancipation the West
Indians have. -suffered from many casualties.
There have been severe hurricancs, distressing
droughts, and the most awful carthquake that has
been known since that of Lisbon; yet under all
these disastrous circumstancesthe free system has
gloriously worked its way, and by producinglarger
average crops (as well as other advantages, both
as regards exports and imports) has claimed from
all a tribute of praise. Under the free system the
obligations on the planter are entirely annulled,
for he now cmploys but a suflicient number of
labourers to carry on the estate-work, and the
negroes support themselves, as well as their old
people and children, out of their weekly carnings,
and the privileges which they still enjoy upon the
propertics where they are domiciled.”

Why, then, we will imagine it asked, iffree
labour be such a boon, do we hear such gen-
cral lamentations as to the ruin of the West
Indies? We could, and perhaps may, answer
this question ; and could, we think, prove that
the depression in the West Indian Islands
arises from ncither the boon of freedom be-
stowed on the slave in 1834, nor from the
boon of free trade bestowed on the British pea-
sant; but that it owes its origin to very differ-
ent causes. We could shew that depression
exists in the West Indies only by comparison.
We will not, however, proceced with the sub-
ject, as no purely parti-political question will
be agitated in the columns of the Anglo-Ame-
rican Magazine, and we have no wish to em®
bark on the troubled sea of Free Trade tersus
Protection.

We will meet the other objection raised,
viz., the convulsion into which society would
be thrown. This we will do best by simply
stating what passed under our personal obser-
vation:
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Before the abolition of slavery, it had been i be free—bear with his ignorance for awhilo—
supposed, that the Negroes, at such an im- treat hiin as a being endowed with the same
portant cra of their lives—the transition from | capabilities as ourselves ; let him feel the dif-
slavery to freedom—uwould be led into great ! ference betweena man under the control of
and scrious excesses; or, at least, that they ! reason, and one who follows the dictates of his
would pass the first days of freedom in dance , 0wn impetuous will, show him what industry
and song, in riotous feastings and drunken ;and perseverance can accomplish, and he will
carousals, But when the time arrived, farithen be found a good citizen and a worthy
different was the result. Instead of that day i member of socicty.
being the seene of wild revelry and disordered; This is the only way to banish the stain of
jollity, the Negroes passed it as a “Sabbath  prejudice from this land, and to show that
of Sabbaths,™—a solemn feast— unlike our neighbours, wenot only are willing

' One bright day of gladness and of rest.”? tolet 2 man, though darker than ourselves,

The churches and chapels were thronged to,e"'iSt’ but are content that he should live
overflowing, and those persons who were un- | 4T0ngst us on that footing of equality to

able to procure seats within the sacred walls, which by his education and position in society

crowded round the open doors and windoyws, | ¢ IS entitled.
with cager looks of joy.

From every vale,—from every height,—
came trooping gladsome groups. Old men
and women, whose heads were silvered by her children, and would not be comforted.”?
the hand of time; young men and maidens; | Mg, Havsy and Tom jogged onward in their
the robust and the weak; the parent and the ; waggon, cach for a time absorbed in his own
child,—all rejoicing that the day had at length 1 refections. Now, the reflections of two men
come when the iron yoke of slavery was re-! sitting side by side arc a curious thing ; seated

, . .__i1on the same seat, having the same cyes, ears,
moved from their shoulders, and they, like, handsand organs of all Zorts, and having pass

their masters, could boast that they were | before their cyesthe same objeets,—it is won-
free!  What reasons, weask, can be adduced tderful what a variety we shall find in these

v cos . same reflections!
why the slaves, in the Southern States, would As, for cxample, Mr. Haley: he thought

not receive fh.e inestimable boon of i:rcedon: in i first of Ton’slength, and breadth, and height,
the same spirit, and become equally valuable jand what he would sell for, if he was kept fat

A SALE OF GOD'S IMAGE.—( Vide Engraving.)

¢ In Ramnah there was a voice heard,—weeping, and
luiucm:ny\n, and great mounmng ; Ruchel weeping for

members of society as their West Indian
brethren.

One word, on prejudice, to the Canadian and
to the inhabitant of the free States of the
Union. Every candid mind must allow the
illiberality, not to call it by a harsher name,
of despising or underrating persons, becauscit
has pleased their Creator to give them less fair

and in good case till he got him into market.
e thought of how he should make out his
gang; he thought of the respective market
value of certain suppositious men and wo-
men and children who were to compose it,
and other kindred topics of the business ; then
he thought of himself, and how humane he
was, that whereas other men chained their
“niggers” hand and foot both, he only put
fetters on the feet, and left Tom the use of his

skins. Yet, how much of this fecling here | hands, as long as he behaved well; and he
exists. Let the soi-disant philanthropist who | Sighed to think how ungrateful human nature

is perhaps loudest in his denunciations of the

horrors of slavery, ask himself why he does

was, so that there was even room to doubt
whether Tom appreciated his mercies. He
had been taken in so by “niggers ™ whom he

not act-as well as tallk—and why he doesnot had favored; but still he was astonished to

lend his assistance to remove this existing pre-
jhdice. Ambition is a principle inherent in
man, in all ages, in all classes, in all shadee it

consider how good-natured he yet remained!

As to Tom, he was thinking over some
words of an unfashionable old book, which
kept running through his head, again and

more or less abounds, and when tempered with | again, as follows:  * We have no continving
reason, becomes, perhaps, more of a virtue | city, but we seck one to come ; wherefore God

than a vice. 'While the Negro was used as a
beast of burden, a creature without fecling or

soul, his mind became degraded, and he could by

himself is not ashamed to be called our God;
for he hath prepared for us a city.” These
words of an ancient volwne, got up principally
“jgnorant and unlecarned men,” have,

not exercise his natural powers,  But, let him j through all time, kept up, somchow, a strango
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sort of power over the miunds of poor, simple
fellows, like Tom. They stir up the soul from
its depths, and rouse, as with trumpet call,
courage, energy, and enthusiasm, where before
was only the blackness of despair.

Mr. Haley pulled out of his pocket sundry
newspapers, and began looking over their ad-
vertisements, with absorbed interest. He was
not a remarkably fluent reader, and was in
the habit of reading in a sort of recitative
half-aloud, by way of calling in his cars to
verify the deductions of his eyes. In this
tone he slowly recited the following para-
graph:

‘* ExECUTOR’S SALE.—NEGROES |—Agreeably to
order of court, will be sold, on Tuesday, February
20, before the Court-house door, in the town of
Washington, Kentucky, the following negroes :
‘Hagar, aged 60; John, aged 30; Ben, aged 21;
Saul, aged 25; Albert, aged 14. Sold for the
benefit of the creditors and heirs of the estate of
Jesse Blutchford, Esq.

Savves Morris,
Tuoxas Frist,
Ezecutors.”

“This yer T must look at,” said he to Tom,
for want of somebody else to talk to.

“Ye sce, I'm going to get up a prime gang
to take down with ye, Tom; 1t} make it so-
ciable and pleasant like,—good company will,
ye know. Wemust drive right to Washing-
ton first and foremost, and then I'll clap you
into jail, while I does the business.”

Tom reccived this agreeable intelligence
quite meckly ; simply wondering, in his own
heart, how many of these doomed men had
wives and children, and whether they would
feel as he did about leaving them. Itis to be
confessed, too, that the naive, off-hand infor-
mation that he was to be thrown into jail by
no means produced an agreeable impression
on a poor fellow who had always prided him-
self on a strictly honest and upright course of
life. Yes, Tom, we must confess it, was
rather proud of his honesty, poor fellow,—
not having much eclse to be proud of ;—if he
had belonged to some of the higher walks of
socicty, he, perhaps, would never have been
reduced to such straits. However, the day
wore on, and the evening saw Ilaley and Tom
comfortably accommeodated in Washington,—
the one in a tavern, and the other in a jail.

About eleven o’clock the next day, a mixed
throng was gathered around the court-house
steps,~ smoking, chewing, spitting, swearing,
and conversing, according to their respective
tastes and turns,—waiting for the auction to
commence. The men and women to be sold
sat in & group apart, talking in a low tone to
each other. The woman who had been adver-
tised by the name of Hagar was a regular
African in feature and figure. She might
have been sixty, but was older than that b;
hard work and disease, was partially blind,
and somewhat crippled with rheumatism. By

her side stood her only remaining son, Albert,
a bright-looking little fellow of fourteen years,
The boy was the only swrviver of a large
family, who had been successively sold away
from her to a southern market. The mother
held on to him with both her shaking hands,
and eyed with intense trepidation cvery one
who walked up to examine him.

“Don’t be feared, Aunt Hagar,” said the
oldest of the men, “T spoke to Mas'r Thomas
'bout it, and he thought he might manage to
sell you in a lot both together.”

“Dey need’nt call me worn out yet,” said
she, lifting her shaking hands. “I can cook
yet, and scrub, and scour,—I'm wuth a buy-
ing, if I do come cheap;—tell em dat ar,—
you Zell em,” she added earncstly.

Haley here forced his way into the group,
walked up to the old man, puiled his mouth
open and looked in, felt his teeth, made
him stand and straighten himself, bend his
back, and perform various evolutions to show
his muscles; and then passed on to the next,
and put him through the same trial. Walk-
ing up last to the boy, he felt his arms,
straightencd his hands, and looked at his fin
gers, and made him jump, to show his agility.

“Ile an't gwine to be sold without me!”
said the old woman, with passionate eagerness;
“he and I goes in a lot together; I's rail
strong yet, Mas’r, and can do heaps o' work,
—heaps on it, Mas'.”

“On plantation #” said Haley, with a con-
temptuous glance. “ Likely story!” and, as
if satisfied with his examination, he walked
out and looked, and stood with his hands in
his pocket, his cigar in his mouth, and his
hat cocked on one side, ready foraction.

“ What think of ’em,” said a man who had
been following Haley’s examination, as if to
make up his own mind from it.

“Wal,” said Haley, spitting, 1 shall put
;}n, £ think, for the youngerly ones and the

oy.

“They want to scll the boy and the old
woman together,” said the man.

“Find 1t a tight pull ;—why, she’san old
rack o' bones—not worth her salt.”

“You wouldn't then?” said the man.

*“ Anybody’d be a fool twould. She's half
blind, crooked with rheumatis, and foolish to
boot.”

“Some buys up these yer old critturs, and
ses there’sa sight more wear in "em than a
body’d think,” said the man, reflectively.

“No go, 'tall,” said Haley ; * wouldn't take
her fora ?rcsent,—-factw—l'vc scen, now.”

“Wal, ’tis kinder pity, now, not to buy her
with her son,—her heart seems to sot on him,
—s'pose they fling her in cheap.”

“Them that's got. money to spend that ar
way, it's all well enough. T shail bid off on
that ar boy for a plantation-hand ;—wouldn’t
be bothered with her, no way,~—not if they’d
give her to me,” said Haley. -
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“She’ll take on desp't,” said the man,

¢ Nat'lly, she will,” said the trader, coolly.

The conversation was here interrupted by
& busy hum in the audience ; and the auctio-
neer, a short, bustling, important fellow,
elbowed his way into the crowd. The old
woman drew in her breath, and caught
instinctively at her son. )

“ Keep close to yer mammy, Albert,—close,
—dey'll put us up togedder,” she said.

“ 0, mammy, I'm feared they won't,” said
the boy.

“Dey must, child; I can't live, no ways, if
they don't,” said the old creature, vehemently.

The stentorian tones of the auctioneer,
calling out to clear the way, now announced
that the sale was about to commence. A place
was cleared, and the bidding began, The dif-
ferent men on the list were soon knocked off
at prices which showed a pretty brisk demand
in the market; two of them fell to Haley.

“Come, now, young un,” said the auctio~
neer, giving the boy a touch with his hammer,
“ be up and show your springs, now.”

“Puat us two up togedder, togedder,—do
please, Mas'r,” said the old woman, holding
1ast to her boy.

“Be off}” said the man, grufily, pushing her
hands away; you come last. Now, darkey,
spring;” and, with the word, he pushed the
boy toward the block, while a deep, heavy
groan rose behind him.  The boy paused, and
looked back ; but there was no time to stay,
and dashing the tears from his large, bright
eyes, he was np in a moment.

1is fine figure, alertlimbs, and bright face,
raised an instant competition, and half a dozen
bids simultancously met the ecar of the
auctioneer.  Anxious, half-frightened, he
looked irom side to side, as he heard the clat-
ter of contending bids,—now, here, now
there,—till the hammer fell.  Haley had got
him. He was pushed from the block toward
his new master, but stopped one moment, and
Jooked back, when his poor old mother, trem-
bling in every himb, held out her shaking
hands toward him.

“Buy me too, Mas'r, for de dear Lord’s sake!
—Dbuy me,—I shall die if you don’t!”

“Youll dieif 1 do, that’s the kink of it,”
said Haley,—“no!" Andheturned onhisheel.

The bidding for the poor old creature was
summary. The man who had addressed
Halcy, and who seemed not destitute of com-
passion, bought her for a trifle, and the spect-
ators began to disperse.

The poor victims of the sale, wh® had been
brought up in one place together for years,
gathered round the despairing old mother,
whose agony was pitiful to see.

“Could’'nt dey leave me one? Mas'r allers
said I should have one,—he did,” sherepeated
over and over, in heart-broken tones.

“Trust in the Lord, Aunt Hagar,” said the
oldest of the men, sorrowfully,

“ What good will it do ?” said she, sobbing
passionately,

“Mother, mother,—don’t! don't!" said the
boy. “7Uhey say you's got a good master.”

“1 don't eare,—I dou't care. O, Albert!
oh, my boy! you's my last baby, Lord, how
ken L7

% Come, take her off, can’t some of ye
said llaley, dryly; *“don’t do no good for her
to go on that ar way.”

‘The old men of the company, partly by
persuasion and partly by force, loosed the
poor creature’s last despairing hold, and, as
they led her off to her new master's waggon,
strove to comfort her.

“Now !" said Haley, pushing his three pur-
chases together, and producing a bundle of
handculfts, which he procceded to put on their
wrists; and fastening cach handeuff to a long
chain, he drove them before him to the jail.

A few days saw Ialey, with his possessions,
safely deposited onone of the Ohio boats. It
was the commencement of his gang, to be
augnented, as the boat moved on, by various
6ther merchandise of the same kind, which
he, or his agent, had stered for him in various
points along shore.

The La Belle Riviére, as brave and beauti-
ful a boat as ever walked the waters of her
namesake river, was floating gayly down the
stream, under a brilliant sky, the stripes and
stars of frece America waving and fluttering
over head; the guards crowded with well-
dressed ladies and gentlemen walking and
enjoying the delightful day. All was full of
life, buoyant and rejoicing;—all but Haley’s
gang, who were stored, with other freight, on
the lower deck, and who, somchow, did not
seem to appreciate their various privileges, as
they sat in a knot, talking to each other in
low tfones.

“ Boys,” said Haley, coming up briskly, “I
hope you keep up good heart, and are cheer-
ful. Now, no sulks, ye sce; keep stiff upper lip,
boys; do well by me, and I'll do well by you.”

The boys addressed responded the invari-
able *“Yes, Mas'r,” for ages the watchword of
poor Africa; but it's to be owned they did not
look particularly cheerful; they had their
various little prejudices in favor of wives,
mothers, sisters, and children, scen for the
last time,~—and though “ they that wasted
them required of them mirth,” it was not
instantly forthcoming.

“I've got a wife,” spoke out the article
enumerated as “John, aged thirty,” and he
laid his chained hand on Tom's knee,—*and
she don’t know & word about this, poor girll”

“Where docs she live 2 said Tom.

“Ina tavern apiece down here,” said John ;
“1 wish, now, I could see her once more in
this world,” he added.

Poor John! It was rather natural; and
the tears that fell, as he spoke, came as natu-
rally asif he had been a whitc man, Tom
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drew a long breath from a sore heart, and
tiied, in his poor way, to comfort him,

And over head, in the cabin, sat fathers and
mothers, husbands and wives; and merry,
dancing children moved round among them,
like so many little butterflics, and everything
was going on quite easy and comfortable,

¢ 0, mamma, said a boy, who had just come
up from below, ‘“there’s a negro trader on
board, and he's brought four or five slaves
down there.”

“Poor creatures!” said the mother, in a
tone between grief and indignation.

“ What's that ?” said another lady.

“Some poorslaves below,” said the mother.
b “And they've got chains on,” said the

oy
“What a shame to our country that such
sights are to be seen!” said another lady.

0, there’s a great deal to be said on both
sides of the subject,” said a genteel woman,
who sat at her state-room door sewing, while
herlittle girl and boy were playing round her.
“1've been south, and T must say I think the
negroes ave better off than they would be to
be free.”

“In some respects, some of them are well
off, I grant,” said the lady to whose remark
she had answered. * The most dreadful part of
slavery, to my mind, is its outrages on the
feclings and affections,—the scparating of
families, for example.”

“That 4sa bad thing, certainly,” said the
other lady, holding up a baby’s dress she had
Jjust completed, and looking intently on its
trimmings ; “but then, I fancy, it don’t oucur
often.”

“Q, it does,” said the first lady eagesly;
“T've lived many years in Kentucky and
Virginia both, and I've scen enough to make
any on’es heart sick. Suppose, ma’am, your
two children, there, should be taken firom you,
and sold?”

“We can't reason from our feelings on those
of this class of persons,” said the other lady,
sorting out some worsteds on her lap.

“Indeed, ma'am, you can know nothing of
them, if you say so,” answered the first lady,
warmly.  “I'was born and brought up among
them. I know they do feel, just as keenly,—
even more o, perhaps,—as we do.”

The lady said “Indecd!” yawned, and
looked out of the cabin window, and finally
repeated, for a finale, the remark with which
she had begun,—* After all, I think they are
better off than they would be to be free.’

“It's undoubtedly theintention of Providence

thatthe African raceshould be servants, —kept

in a low coudition,” said a grave-looking gen-
tleman in black, a clergyman, seated by the
cabin door. “*Cursed be Canaan; a servant
of servants shall he be,’ the scripture says.”
“] say stranger, is that ar what the text
means?” said a tall man standing by.
“ Undoubtedly. It pleased Providence, for

some inscrutable reason, to doom the race to
bondage, ages ago; and we must not set up
our opinion against that.”

“WW ell, then, we'll all go ahead and buy up
niggers,” said the man, “if that's the way of
Providence, —won't we, Syuire?” said he,
turning to Ialey, who had been standing, with
his hands in his pockets, by the stove, and
intently listening to the conversation.

“Yes,” continued the tall man, * we must
all be resigned to the decrees of Providence.
Niggers must be sold, and trucked round, and
keptunder; it's what they’smade for. 'Pears
like this yer view's quite refreshing, an't it,
stranger?” said he to laley.

“I never thonght on't,” said Haley, “X
couldn’t have said as much, mysclf; I ha’ntno
larning. X took up the trade just to make a
living ; if tan't right, I calculated to 'pent on
it in time, ye know.”

¢ And now you'll save yerseif the trouble,
won't ye?” said the tall man,  “ Sce what 'tis,
novw, to know scripture. If ye'd only studied
yer Bible, like this yer good man, ye might
have know'd it before, and saved ye a heap
o' trouble. Ye could jist have said, ¢ Cussed
be '—what's his namne —* and 'twould allhave
come right.'” And the stranger, who wasno
other than the honest drover whom we intro-
duced to our readers in the Kentucky tavern,
sat down, and began smoking, with a curious
smile on his long dry face.

A tall, slender young man, with a face ex-
pressive of great feeling and intelligence, here
broke in, and repeated the words, *“ All things
whatsoever ye would that men should do unto
you, do ye even so unto them.” I suppose,”
headded, “ thatis scripture, asmuch as ¢ Cur-
sed be Canaan.””

“ Wal, it scems quite as plain a text, stran-
gery” said John the drover, *“to poor fellois
like us, now;” and John smoked on like a
volcano.

The young man paused, looked as if he was
going to say more, when suddenly the boat
stopped, and the compan;” made the usual
steamboat rush, to see where they were land-
ing.
%Both them ar chaps parsons # said John
to one of the men as they were going out.

The nian nodded.

As the boat stopped, a black woman came
running wildly up the plank, darted though
the crowd, flew up to where the slave gang sat,
and threw her arms round that unfortunate
piecc of merchandise before enumecrated—
“ John aged thirty,” and with sobs and tears
bemoanced him as her husband.

But what need to tell the story, told too oft,
—every day told,—of heart-strings rent and
broken,—the weak broken for the profit and
convenience of the strong! It needs not to
be told ;—every day is telling it,—telling it, too,
in the ear of One who is not deaf, thongh he
be long silent,
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The young man who had spoken for the cause
of humanity and God, before, stood with folded
arms, looking un this scene.  Ie turned, and
Haley was standing at hisside.  * My friend,”
he said, speaking with thick utterance, * how
can you, how dare you, carry on a trade like
this? Look at those poorcreatures! Herel
am, r¢joicing inmy heart that 1 am going home
to my wife and child ; and the same bell which
is a signal to carry me onward towards them
will part this poor man and his wife for ever.
Depend upon it, God will bring you into judg-
ment for this,

The trader turned away ia silence.

I say, now,” said the drover, touching his
elbow, ““there’s difterences in parsons, a’nt
there? ¢ Cussed be Canaan’ don't seem to go
down with this 'un, does it?"”

IIaley gave an uneasy growl

“ And thataran’t the worst on't,” said John ;
“mabbe it won't go down with the Lord, nei-
ther, when ye come to settle with Him, one o’
these days, as all on us must, { reckon.”

Haley walked reflectively to the other end
of the boat.

“If Tmake pretty handsomely on one or
two next gangs” he thought, “Treckon I'll
stop off this yer; it's really getting dangerous.”
And he took out his pocket-book, and began
adding over his accounts,—a process which
many gentlemen besides Mr. Haley have found
a specific for an uncasy conscicnce.

The boat swept proudly away from the shore,
and all went merrily, as before. Men talked,
and laughed, and read, and smoked. Women
sewed, and children played, and the boat pass-
ed on her way.

One day, when she lay to for o while at a
small town in Kentucky, Haley went up into
the place on a little matter of business.

Tom whose fetters did not prevent his taking
a moderate circuit, had drawn near the side of
the boat, and stood listlessly gazing over the
railings.  After a time, he saw the trader
returning, with an alert step, in company witha
colored woman, bearing in her arms a young
child. She was dressed quite respectably, and
& colored man followed her, bringing along a
small trunk. The woman came cheerfully
on'rard, talking as she came, with the man
who bore her trunk, and so passed up the plank
into the boat. The bell rung, the steamer
whizzed, the engine groaned and coughed, and
away swept the boat down the river.

The woman walked forward among the box-
¢s and bales of the lower deck, and, sitting
gogn, busied herself with chirmuping to her

aby.

Haley made a turn or two about the boat,
and then, coming up, scated himself near her,
and began saying somcthing to her in an in-
different undertone.

Tomsoon noticed a heavy cloud passing over
the woman's brow; and that she answered
rapidly, and with great velemence, :

“71 don't believe it,—I won't believe it1" he
heard her sy, “ You'rejist a foolin with me.”

“If you won't believe it, look here!” said
the man, drawing out a paper; “this yer's the
bill of sale, and therc’s your master's name to
it; and I paid down good solid cash for it, too,
I can tell you,—so, now!”

“T don't believe Mas'r would cheat me so;
it can’tbe true!” said the woman with increas-
ing agitation.

“You can ask any of these men here, that
can read writing. Here!” he said to a man
that was passing by, *jist read thisyer, won't
you! This yer qal won't believe me, when I
tell her what 'tis.”

“Why, it’s a bill of sale, signed by John
Fosdick, ” said the man, *“making over to you
the girl Lucy and her child. It's all straight
cnough, for aught I see.”

The woman’s passionnte exclamations col-
lected a crowd around her, and the trader
briefly explained to them the cause of the agi-
tation.

“He told me I was going to Louisville, to
hire out as cook to the same tavern where my
husband works,—that's what Mas'r told me,
his own self; and I can't believe he'd lie to
me,” said the woman,

“But he has sold you, my poor woman,
there’s no doubt aboutit,” said a good-natured
looking man, who had been examining the
papers; “he has done it, and no. mistake.”

“Then it's no account talking," said the
woman, suddenly growing quitc calm; and,
clasping her child tighter in her arms, she sat
down on her box, turned her back round, and
gazed listlessly into the river.

“ Going to take it casy, after all!” said the
trader. “ Gal's got grit, I sce.”

The woman looked calm, as the boat went
on ; and a beautiful soft summer breeze passed
like a compassionate spirit over her head,—the
gentle breeze, that never inquires whether the
brow is dusky or fuir that it fans. And she
saw sunshine sparkling on the water, in golden
ripples, and heard gay voices, full of ease and
pleasure, talking around her everywhere; but
her heart lay as if a great stone had fallen on
it. Tler baby raised himself up against her,
and stroked her checks with his little hands;
and, springing up and down, crowing and chat-
ting, seemed determined to arouse her.  She
strained him suddenly and tightly in herarms,
and slowly one tear after another fell on his
wondering, unconscious face; and gradually
she seemed, and little by little, to grow-calmer,
?I"d busied herself with tending and nursing

him.

The child, a boy of ten months, was uncom-
monly large and strong of his- age, and very
vigorous in his limbs. Never, for a moment,
still, Ire kept his mother constantly busy in
holdfhg him, and guarding hisspringing activi-
ty.

“That'sa fine chap 1" said the man, sudden-
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ly stopping opposite to him, with his hands in
his pockets.  *“How old is he?”

“Fen months and 2 half;” said the mother.

The man whistled to the boy, and ofteral
him pact of astick of candy, which he eagerly
grabbed at, and very soon had in a baby's
general depository, to wit, bis mouth.

¢ Rum fellow!” said the man.  * Knows
what’s what!" and he whistled, and walked on.
When he had got to the other side of the
boat, hie came across Haley, who was smoking
on top of a pile of boxes.

The stranger produced amatch, and lighted
a cigar, saying, as he did so :

“Decentish kind o' wench you've got round
there, stranger.”

“ Why I reckon she 48 tolable fair,” said
Haley, blowing the smoke out of his mouth.

“Taking her down south " said the man.

ITaley nodded, and smoked on.

¢ Plantation hand ¢” said the man,

“Wal,” said Haley, * I'm fillin' outan order
for a plantation, and I think I shall put her
in.  They telled me she wasa good cook ; and
they can use her for that, or sct her at the
cotton-picking.  She’s got the right fingers for
that: 1 looked at 'em.  Sell well either way ;"
and Haley resumed his cigar.

“ They won't want the young 'unon a plan-
tation,” said the man.

I shall sell him, first chance I find,” said
Ilaley, lighting another cigar.

** S'pose youw'd be selling him tol'able cheap,”
said the stranger, mounting the pile of boxes,
and sitting down comfortably.

“ Don't know 'bout that,” said Haley ; “he's
a pretty smart young un',—straight, fat,
strong; flesh as hard as abrick?”

“Very true, but then there’s all the bother
and expense of raisin’.”

* Nonsense!” said Haley; “they is raised as
easy as any kind of critter there is going ; they
an't a bit more trouble than-pups. This yer
chap will be running all round in a month.”

“I've got a good place for raisin’, and I
thought of takin' in alittle more stock,” said
the man.  “ One cook lost a young un, last
week,—got drownded in a wash-tub, while she
was a hangin’ out clothes,—and I reckon it
Woul’d be well enough to set her to raisin’ this
Y

Haley and the stranger smoked a while in
silence, neither seeming wiliing to broach the
test question of the interview. At last the
man resumed :

“ You wouldn't think of wantin' more than
ten dollars for that ar chap, sceing you must
get him off yer hand, anyhow "

Haley shook his head, and spit impres-
sively.

“That won't do, no ways,” he said, and
began his smoking again.

 Well, stranger, what will you take?”

“Well, now,” said Ilaley, “I could raise
that ar chap myself, or get him raised; he’s

VoL, 1.—q

oncommon likely and healthy, and he'd fetch
a hundred dollars, six months hence; and in g,
year or two, he'd bring two hundred, if I had
him in the right spot ;—so I shan't takeacent
less nor fifty for himnow.”

40, stranger ! that's rediculous, altogether,
said the man.

“TFact!™ said Haley, with a decisive nod of
his head. )

“I'll give thirty forhim,” said the stranger,
“but not a cent more.”

¢ Now, Pl tell ye what I will do,” said
Haley, spitting again with rencwed decision,
“T'Il split the difference, and say forty-five;
and that's the most I will do.”

“Well, agreed!” said the man, after an in.
terval,

“Done!” said Haley.
land 2"

¢ At Louisville,” said the man.

“Louisville,” said Haley. “Very fair, we
get there about dusk.  Chap will be asleep,—
all fair,—get him off’ quictly, and no scream-
ing,~happens beautiful,—I like to do every-
thing quietly,—1 hates all kind of agitation
fluster.”  And so, after 2 transfer of certain
bills had passed from the man’s pocket-book
to the trader’s, he resumed his cigar,

It was a bright, tranquil evening when the
boat stopped at the wharfat Louisville. The
woman had been sitting with her baby in hee
arms, now wrapped in a heavy sleep.  When
she heard the name of the place called out,
she hastily lzid the child down in a little
cradle formed by the hollow among the boxes,
first carefully spreading under it her cloak;
and then she sprang to the side of the boat,
in hopes that, among the various hotel-waiters
who thronged the wharf, she might see her
husband. In this hope she pressed forwarg
to the front rails, and, stretching far over them
strained her eyesintently on the moving heads
on the shore, and the crowd pressed in be-
tween her and the child.

“ Now’s your time,” said Ilaley, taking the
sleeping child up, and hauding him to the-
stranger.  “ Don’t wake him up and set him
to crying, now ; it would makea devil ofa fuss
with the gal.” The man took the bundle care-
fully, and was soon lost in the crowd that went:
up the wharf.

When the boat, creaking, and groaning,
and puffing, had loosed from the wharf, and

“IWhere do you

was beginning slowly to strain herself along,
the woman returned to her old seat. The
trader was sitting there,—the child was gone!

“Why, why,—where?” she began, in be-
wildered surprise.

“Lucy,” said the trader, “your child's
gone ; you may as well know it first as last,
You see, I know’d you couldn’t take him down
south; and I got a chance to sell him to a
first-rate family, that'll raise him better than
you can.”

The trader had arrived at that stage of
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Christian and political perfection which has
been vecommended by some preachers and
politlicians of the north, lately, in which he

had completely overcome every human weak-’

ness and prejudice.  is heart was exactly
where yours, sir, and mine could be brought,
with proper cffort and cultivation. 'The wild
look of anguish and utter despair that the
woman cast on him might have disturbed one
less practized ; but he was used to it. e had
seen that same look hundreds of times.  You
can get used to such things, too, my fric.d; and
it is the great object of recent efforts to make
our whole northern community used to them,
for the glory of the Union.  So the trader only
regarded the mortal angvish which he saw
working in those dark features, those clenched
hands, and suflocating breathings, as neces-
sary incidents of the trade, and merely calcu-
lated whether she was going to scream, aud
get up a commotion on the boat; for, like
other supporters of our peculiar institutions,
he decidedly disliked agitation,

But the woman did not scream. The shot
had passed too straight and direct through the
heart, for cry or tear.

Dizzily she sat down. IIerslack hands fell
Tifeless by her side.  Ifer eyes looked straight
forward, but she saw nothing.  All the noise
and o of the boat, the groaning of the ma-
chinery, mingled dreamily to her bewildered
ear; and the poor, dumb-stricken heart had
reither ery nor tear to show for its utter mis-
ery.  Shewas quite calm,

The trader, who, considering his advan-
tages, was almost as humane as some of our
politicians, secemed to feel called on to admin-
jster such consolation as the case admitted
-of.

“ know this yer comeskinder hard at first,
Lucy,” said he; “but such a smart, sensible
@al as you are, won't give way to it.  You sce
it's neeessary, and can’t be helped!”

«O! don't, Masr, don’t!” said the woman,
~with a voice like onc that is smothering.

“®You're a smart wench, Lucy,” he persisted,
“T mean to do well by ye, and get ye a nice
place down river ; and youll soon get another
Jiushand,—such a likely gal as you—"

“ Q1 Mas, if you only won't talk to me
now,” sail the woman, in a veice of such
quick and living anguish that the trader felt
that there was something at present in the
-case beyond his style of operation. e got
up, and the woman turned away, and buried
her head in her cloak.

The trader wallied up and down for a time
and occasionally stopped and looked at her.

“Pakes it hard, rather,” he soliloquized,
“but quiet, tho';—Ilet her sweat a while;
ghe'll come right, by and by !”

Tom had waiched the whole transaction
from first to last, and had a perfect under-
standing of itsresults, To him, it looked like
:something unutterably horrible and cruel, be-

cause, poor, ignorant black soul! he had not
learned to generalize, and to take enlarged
views. If he hod only been instructed by cer-
tain ministers of Christianity, he might have
thought better of it, and seen in it an every-
day incident of a lawful trade; a trade which
is the vital sapport of an institution which an
American divine* tells us “has no evils but
such as are inseparadble trom any other rela-
téons in social and domestic l{fe.” But Tom,
as we see, beinga poor, ignorant fellow, whose
reading had been confined entirely to the New
Testament, could not comfort and solace him-
sclf with views like these.  1lis very soul bled
within him for what scemed to him the 22rongs
of the poor suffering thing that lay like a
crushed reed on the boxes; the feeling, living,
bleeding, yet immoxtal thing, which Ameri.
can state law coolly classes with the bun-
dles, and bales, and boxes, among which she
is lying,.

Tom drew near, and tried to say something;
but she only groancd. IHonestly, and with
tears running down his own cheeks, he spoke
of a heart of love in the skics, of a pitying
Jesus, and an eternal home ; but the car was
deaf with anguish, and the palsied heart could
not feel.

Night came on,—night caln, unmoved, and
glorious, shining down with her innumerable
and solemn angel cyes, twinkling, beautiful,
butsilent. There was no speech nor language,
no pitying voice or helping hand from that
distant ¢ky. One after another, voices of
business or pleasure died away; all on the
boat were sleeping, and the ripples at the
prow were plainly heard. Tom stretched
himself out on a box, and there, as he lay,
be heard, ever and anon, a smothered sob or
cry from the prostrate creature,—* 0! what
shall T do? O Lord! O good Lord, do help
me!" and so, ever and anon, until the mur-
mur died away in silence.

At miduight, Tom waked, with a sudden
start.  Something black passed quickly by
him to the side of the boat, and he heard a
splash in the water. No one else saw or
heard anything. Ile raised his head,—the
woman's place was vacant! He got up, and
sought about him in vain. The poor bleeding
heart was still, at last, and the river rippled
and dimpled just as brightly as if it had not
closed above it.

Patience! patience! ye whose hearts swell
indignant at wrongs like these.  Not one throb
of anguish, not one tear of the oppressed, is
forgotten by the Man of Sorrows, the Lord of
Glory. In his patient, generous bosom he
bears the anguish of a world. Bear thou,
like him, in paticnce, and labor in love; for
sure as he is God, “ the year of his redeemed
shall come.”

The trader waked up bright and carly, and

# Dr. Jocl Parker, of Philadelphia,
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came out to sce to hislive stock. It was now
his turn to look about in perplexity.

“Where alive is that gal 2 he said to Tom.

Tom, who had learned the wisdom of keep-
ing counsel, did not feel called on to state his
observations and suspicions, but said he did
not know.

“She surely couldn't have got off in the
night at any of the landings, for I was awake,
and on the look-out, whenever the boat stop-
ped. T never trust these yer things to other
folks.”

This spcech was addressed to Tom quite
confidentially, as if it was something that
would be especially interesting to him.  Tom
made no answer.,

The trader searched the boat from stem to
stern, among boxes, bales and barrels, around
the machinery, by the chimneys, in vain.

“ Now, I say, Tom, be fair about this yer,”
he said, when, after a fruitless search, he came
where Tom was standing.  * You know some-
thing about it, now. Don't tell me,—I know
you do. I saw the gal stretched out here
about ten o'clock, and ag'in at twelve, and
ag'in between one and two ; and then at four
she was gone, and you was a sleeping right
there all the time.  Now, you know something
—you can’t help it.”

“Well, Mas™r," said Tom, “towards morning
somecthing brushed by me, and I kinder half
wolke; and then I hearn a great splash, and
then [ clare woke up, and the gal was gone.
That's all I know on’t.”

The trader was not shocked nor amazed;
because, as we said before, he was used to a
great many things that you arc not used to.
Lven the awful presence of Death struck no
solemn chill upon him. 1Ic had seen Death
many times,—net him in the way of trade,
and got acquainted with him,—and he only
thought of him as a hard customer, that em-
barrassed his property operations very unfair-
ly; and so he only swore that the gal was a
bagzage, and that he was devilish unlucky,
and that, if things went on in this way, he
should not make a cent on the trip. In short,
he scemed to consider himself an ill-used man,
decidedly; but there was no help for it, as
the woman had escaped into astate which never
will give up a fugitive,—not even at the de-
mand of the whole glorious Union. The
trader, thercfore, sat discontentedly down,
with his little account-book, and put down the
missing body and soul under the head of
losses !

“ He's a, shocking creature, isn’t he,—this
trader? so unfeeling! It's dreadful, really!”

“Q, but nobody thinks anything of these
traders! They are universally despised,—
never received into any decent society.”

But who, sir, makes the trader? Who is
most to blame? The enlightened, cultivated,
intelligent man, who supports the system of
which the trader is the inevitable result, or

'the poor trader himself? You make the pub-

lic sentiment that calls for thlis trade, that
debauches and depraves him, till he fecls no
shame in it; and in what are you better than
he?

Arc you cducated and he ignorant, you
high and he low, you refined and he coarse,
you talented and he simple ?

In the day of a future Judgment, these very
considerations may make it more tolerable for
him than for you.

In concluding these little incidents of lawful
trade, we must beg the world not to think
that American legislators arce entirely desti-
tute of humanity, as might perhaps, be un-
fairly inferred from the great efforts made in
our national body to protect and perpetuate
this species of traffic,

Who does not know how our great men are
outdoing themselves, in declaiming against the
foreign slave-trade.  There are a perfect host
of Clarksons and Wilberforcesrisen up among
us on that subject, most edifying to hear and
behold.  Trading negroes from Africa, dear
reader, is so horrid! It is not to be thought
of!  But trading them from Kentucky,—that's
quite another thing!

LeGeNp For TRE Facurry.—About the middle
of the 14th century all the physicians in Madrvid
were suddenly alarmed by the intrusion of the
ghosts of their patients. Their doors were so
besieged by the spectres of the dead, that there
was no entrance for the living. It was observed
that a single medico of no reputation, and living
very obscurely, was incommoded with only one
of these uncarthly visitors. All Madiid flocked
incontinently to the fortunate practitioner, who
accordingly pocketed fees by the bushel. e
continued to reap a plentiful harvest till his bre-
thren promulgated the unfortunate discovery,
that the aforesaid single ghost, was, when alive,
the only patient that cver consulted him!—
Camerarius.

TRAGEDY OF DotGras.—At the first rehearsal
of this celebrated Drama, the following was the
cast :—

Lorp Raxnorru.—Dr. Robertson, kistorian.

GrLexaLvox.—David Hume, Do.

OLp Norvar.—Dr. Carlyle, minister of AMus-
selburgh.

Dovcras.—John Home, the author.

Laby Raxporrn.—Professor Ferguson.

ANNa (the Maid).—Dr. ‘I’ugh Blair,

The following anecdote of George the Third is
not without its moral:—*“I was accompanied by
Turnerelli, the sculptor, to whom His Majesty sat
for his bust; touching which I may rclate an
anccdote, characteristic enough of the mauner
and astuteness of the sovercign. Sitting one
morning, kic abruptly asked, ¢ What's your name ?’
—¢ Turnerelli, Sir!” replicd the artist.—* Ob, aye,

so it is,’ rejoined the monarch; ¢ Turnerelli, elli,
that is, Turner, and the elli, to make the g:esc
follow you,'”
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‘"TIIE CRUSADER OF BIGORRE.

FUTURITY.

River of my soul that flowest
Onward throngh the gloom;
Unto what bright ocean goest
Thou, beyond the tomb:
That dread desert, parched and drear,
Where thy waters disappear!

Nought can be annihilated,
Nothing that hath life ;

And what bath not 2 All created
Things with change are rife;
Yet, what hath been—it shall be,

Unto all eternity !

Earthly things retn to carth;
Vapouws to the air;

Exbhulations, which have birth
From the ocean, share

This ssune atl-pervading power,

Aud return in every shower.

Countless generations sleep
Underneath our feet

Roaring torrents onward sweep,
Mother floods to meet:

Yet the dry land groweth not,

Aund the sea o'erfloweth not.

Crystal streams that from the mountain
Flow, yet run not dry ;

Do yv not like Life's red fountain,
Your own source supply ?

Aud as ye in circles voll,

So, the river of my soul.

Flowing first from God—the ocean
Whence all life doth flow
Steadily with onward motion
To the source doth go:
And the circle made coimplete,
Higher life, not deathh, doth ntect!

Death is the horizon Tin
Bounding mor't? sight;
Darkness <hows the sun's decline,
Not the end of light
Stift the bright orh sheds its ray 5
Stiil the soul fiows on its way.

Erro.

—————ty &~ Pmmmn.

THE CRUSADER OF BIGORRE.
A LEGEXD OF THE PYRENEES,

DuriNG our stay at Bagudres we made an excur-
sion to the Chateau de Bénae, once the property
of that dought crusader, Sire Bos de Bénac, whose
marvellous return from the Ifoly Land, through
the aid of the devil, is still the favorite history of
the neighbouring peasantry.  The chateau stands
well, looking down upon a straggling village of the
sime name, and on the pretty, tumbling river
Etchez, and was originally a very respectable place
of defence, with its vamparts, its three huge tow ers,
and its walls full eight feet thick. Nor does time
appear to have bad much power overit; but, alas!
the peasant who purchased it after the first revo-
lution, has worked so vigorously at its destruction,
that he has razed to the ground the tower, once
used as 2 prison, reduced that towards the castto
nearly his own level, while the southern tower is
split from its roof to its foundation.

The chapel has been suffered to remain intact,
that it may serve as a stable!  The present mis-
tress of the castle and hes companion, a bright,
fively montagnarde, related to us Sire Bos de
Benae’s wonderful bistory with charming vivacity,
pointing out, asthey proceeded, the famous breach
made by the demon in the southern tower, which
nobody has ever been able to repair, and which
the crowbar and hammer of the peasant have re-
spected.  Inpart of the original building we were
shown a vaulted room, said to have been that of
the crusader, in the wall of which was formerly to
be seena tablet of marble, on which was engraven
inletters of gold the knight’s marvellous adven-
ture. An Englishiman is said to have bought and
carricd off this odd addition to his travelling bag-
gage; but the memory of the peasants supplies
the void, and I give the lines as I heard them, in
the original:—

Ay resté sept ang au Terre-Sainte,
Lo démeon cn trois jours 'z ponié;
Maus, déelarunt mon nom on me 1axe de feine
Pour courir & Pllymen ; quelle deloynnic!
Ju fisls voir mon anncan, mon vicux levricrj'appelie,
¥t c3eat le senl 1émoin que ge irouve fidele.
Demon ! ce plat de woix patern ton transpost,
Fa1 3e vals dans la solitude
Me zuéns, songeant a la mort,
De ce que ton emploi me fait inguicinde.’?

¢ T tcll the tale as twas 10k 10 me.?

Now, you mu: kuow, that at the time when
Philip 1. was King of France, there was in the
country of Bigorre, at the foot of the Pyrences, o
brave and powerful knight, called Messire Bos de
Bénac,  Thiskuight was one day leaning dreamily
against the parapet of his castle, his eyes fixedon
the Pic du Midi, though he saw it not,and yawn-
ing from very llencss. There was no passing
gucest to play at chess with him ; he had given his
armour its highest polish ; he had visited is sia-
bles, his kennels, and his hawks ; and Roland, his
beautiful white greyhound, tired with the morning’s
course, ouly replied to the capricious calls of his

Tenry VI murdered to avoid the charge of {aster by lazily mising his sharp nose. At this

adultery; so in our times, also, men, who seduce ! mament the chaplain appeared at the further end
the wife, clear their bonour by shooting the hus- Jof the meadows, whipping on his pony to unwont-
band. cd spred.  The Lond of Bénac hasted down to
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mect him ; move, in truth, from want of occupa-
tion, than from true courtesy.

1V hat news, Sir Priest 97

“ Great and surprising news ! answered he.

“What! is there war with Béarn, Foix, or
Comenenges!—with the King of Arragon or Count
of Toulouse ?”

# Heaven defend us from all such! War be-
tween princes! war among Christians!—mere
sacrilege!  But hearken and I will tell you of 2
holy war—a war ordained of heaven.”

The priest then commenced a recital of the
snffersngs and humiliations of the pilzrims in the
Hol) L.und the insolence of the mluld., and the
ruin of (,hwtmnty Sire Bos's eyes flashed as
he listened.

“ And wherefore delay to punish the mis-
creants? he exclaimed.

“Such in fact, is the intention,” replied the
chaplain. A Lrave and holy gentleman of Pic-
ardy isreturned from beyond the seas, his heart
buramw with virtuous indignation ; he goes, from
city to ul\ from town to to“n from chateau to
chateau, tclhun' of the profi mation of the sacred
tomb, and the ¢ oppression of the Christians. At
his voiccallare mor(.d he draws afterhim knights
andlords, ladies, monks, bishops, clerks,and safs;
bis voice is like that of an angel, which none can
resist. Witha cross sewed on the left shoulder,
they set forth shouting, ‘God wills it."”

“God wills it—ycs, God wills it,” answered
Sire Bos, in 2 voice interrupted by sobs.  “*And
where are these valiant men 2”

¢t Some are gone towards Hungary, others sweep
on towards Marscilles. Peter the Hermit, clad
as a penitent, @ cord round his waist, his feet bare
and beard unshorn, weak in body, but inexhausti-
blc in spirit, leads one party of the mighty host ;

e other is headed by the valiant C.xp..un Godfrc)
de Bouillon.”

“ And I restidly here!™ cried the young knight,
striking his spurs against the pavement, © while
others are alr cady on their way. Bernard, Gau-
deus, Privat!™ he shouted in a voice of thunder.
#8ire Rupert, my Squire?  Let my houschold be
armed-—assemble my vassals; I must have twenty
Iances under my Lanner; letmy slingers refit their
bicoles—put on your coats of mail! Go, call
Raymond the Stuygish, who ought to be ever at
my side to receive my orders.” Aund the fiery
chevalier swore at is major-domo, and at every
serving-man who did no¢ appear at his call.

W lxc:x, at last, they were all %Scl)lb]l.d from
Rupert, his Squire, who was of the house of
Montgaillard, down to the goat and swine-herds,
and to the lowest drudge who fed the dogsand the
bawks, he made kuown to them the w ords of
the chaplain, with such vehemence of language
and of gesture, that they became, one and -;ll i
flamed with hatred towards the Saracens. The
knight, then taking off his cap, andkuccling down,
said:

* Mon I'ére, give me thecross, and letail those
present bove the good fortune to receive it with
we.”

A pieee of searlet cloth wasbrought by Ghiberta,
theknight's nurse whose ofliccof huusclu.cpcr was
indicated by the yingling bunch of keysthat hung
from ler girdle ; Michelotte, the young girl who
aided Ler in the care of the castle, *loml with

downcast eycs and heightened colour, before her
Seigneur, cutting out the crosses with a huge pair
of .,ussora, and px‘cn.nmw them to the ch.lplam
who, having first blessed them fastened them on
the breasts of the Lnight's followers, Scarcely
was the ceremony over, ~when Bos shouted—
“Forward to the work! Maitre Raymond,
ook in the iron chest, sce what remains of the
Tournoislivres and Morlan sous, which my father
hcquc:uhcd to me at his death; and since * God
wills it,” call in the rents, mortgage the fiefs, bor-
row fromthe Abbey of St. Sav in—from the nionks
of St. Sever de Kostang—from the Chapter of
Tarbes. . . . Al! il we hadbuta Jew! but
alas! there is not one of the accursed race in all

Bigorre. Moncy, nevertheless, must be had—be-
gone!” Then turning to the chaplain, he inquired

how he had heard all that he had related.

4 At the bishop’s palace at Tarbes, where it was
told with: shouts and praise. Lord Gaston, of
Bcarn isalready, marching to join Raymond, Count
of Toulouse.”

“Aud I shall arrive the last,” groaned the
knight ; “ nothing will be left for me to do!”

“leav en, Sumwr, will consider your good
intentions.

‘* Should heaven make upitsaccounts with me,”
said Sire Bos, rather sharply, “it will not be so
casily satisfied.”

In a few hours, when Sire Bos’s great heart
beat more quictly in his Dosom—hen he had ex-
amined once by one and aflectionately kissed every
picce of his armour—when he had put his war-
horse through all lis paces, he passed his hand
thoughtfully over his forchead, and called for his
mountain pony, agileasa ao.\t.

“ Ay cousing of B'mdo.\'x are further in the
mountaing, and, by our Lady of Puy, it would be
ungracious to dcp'xrt without inv iting them to the
cntt.rpn\u.

Springing on the pony, he struck his spurs into
it,and galloped off.  1le passed Bagneres-les-bains,
entered the valley of Campan, amd the clock of
Baundéan struck eleven as he knocked at the gate.

“Ho! who comes at this hour?”

“Sire Bos de Bénac.”

At this name, the drawbridge was lowered, and
the Chitelain and his son hastened to nicet Bos.

“Fair cousin,” they all exclaimed at the samie
moment, * God wills it.”

“You have heard of the crusade ®” inquired
Bos, breathlessly.

“We arc just returned from Tarbes.”

By the light of the torches they showed the
cross, aud embraced each other. The Lady of
Baudéan, and her young daughter Mathe, stood
on the tlm.sho]d silent :md sorrowful.  Bos kissed
the bands of his annt and cousin, saying joyously :

“ Fair aunt avce our scarfs ruu} S

But Mathe's hand, retained in ]nﬁ trembled vio-
lently.

*Dear nephew,” said the Chitelaing, in a voice
which fallered in gpite of her cfforts, “you have
taken us by surprise; but I will divide between
my husband, Sancho, and vourself a picce of the
true cross, to be your hdp in time of need.™

“Iolande,” said the Sire de Baudéam, “ the
women of France have more cuurage than

you.”

#They bave not resolution to remain behind,”
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murmured Mathe, restraining her tears with diffi -l ‘Tt is o difficulty that can he overcome—obvia-
cuity. ted at Rome. I will give asmany livres Tournoig
When Sire Bog joined the Lords of Baudcanat { as are required, and pasture-ground to the Abhey
theirrepast, herememberedthat hehad had notime ) of $t. Sevar de Kostang, and a serf to the church
for cating since noon. A quarter of izard, ashoul- ¢ of Ibos.”

der of nmuon, a roast goose, were buried inhuge | Do so,” said the Sire de Baudéan; if you
deep dishes, with broad edges, on which serpents, § succeed, she is yours.”

birds, and lizards were prcttily designed. Thc’ ** How long have youloved your cousin # asked
table was covered with butter from Campan, cheese ¢ Jolande of her child.

from Ossun, apples and walts from the plain, §  “How ean I say? my love has grownwith me.”
and the wines of Spain and Roussillon spurkledin| Behold,” eried Bos, with a loud voice, “wmy
silver drinking-cups, rivalling the tints of the betrothed before God and man.  While I am ab-
ruby and amber. The knights sdrank to Peter the | sent from her, my heart will be a stranger to joy ;
Hermit, to the first (‘ll‘”l"t‘lll(‘llt the honour of the | naught can cqnal herinmy eyeshut fame of arms,
ladies, and the t'xlun« of Jerusalem. The Lady § my faith as a Christian, and the deliverance of the
Jolande herselt su;wrmtcndcd the buffet, and on | Holy Sepulehre.”

this evening waited on herrelatives witha demean-|  “Add my nephew, if the Church consents.”
our full of cave, dignity aud sorrow. Notwith-{  *She will consent.

standing the "oodnc ss of the wine, however, Sire|  Mathe mave her troth in a voice full of tender-
Bos became occ.xsxoxmll\' distrait, when mrnm" ness and grief:

his eyes towards the ds awrkest corner of the mom * Bos, I am thine, here, or in the blessed Para.
where sat Mathe, in a bigh chair, nearly hidden | dise.”
from view. As foon as hie could leave the table, | * And may we all meet there,” responded those
he approached her, saying, as he passed lnshr«c present.

hand over her silky hair: Saucho loosened the hine and silver ribbon from
“ Cousin, are you slecping already 27 his sister’s head, saving—** Sister Mathe, give him

“Think you I would sleep to shorten the few ; a love token.”
hours that remain 2 ] “ Knight,” said the trembling gird, “may this
The gentle girl’s feet rested on a stool of black  gift from vour ladye cause \ou neither coil nor
cloth, worked in coloured wool. Bosknelton the de'\th 13
stool, and, placing his hauds on the two arms of |  The two Lords of Baudéan laughed at her emo-
the chair, he looked in Mathe’s face. The tears | tion, whileshe hid her face in her mother’s bosom 5
were slowly rolling down her fair checks ; she |and Bos smiled as at the speech of .« child.
bent her head over :]xc}uu"ll shand. Bos'sman-] *“Nevertheless,” said he, **some blood mustte
Iy heart wasmoved ; he had never called heraught | shed for this gift—either mine or the accursed
but ** Mathe,” or “(-mNn * but now he murmurc,d Saracen’s.”
“)My own beloved.” At these words Tolande felt Mathe's head sink
“ Rather say, ‘poor forsaken one,”” answered  heavily on her shoulder—she had fainted.
Mathe; “I lose father, brother, and you, Bos;! “Bos, my son,” said the Chitelaine, angrily,
and where shall I turn for comfort or support 2| * you cannot love this silly coward—this wren that
*1lere, dearest; and Bos drew her to his heart, | has been placed in an eagie’s nest?”
and as her fairhead leant on bis breast, shelooked]  The Lord of Bénac carried the fuinting girl, light

up sorrowfully at him, and said: and fair as the down of the swaun, to catch the
¢ Jere, for onc hour ¥ breeze from the mountain at the open eascinent,
“For thy life.” watching with tender solicitude till she should epen
“Oh, cousin Bos,” she replied, despondingly, | her c\'cs.

@and if the Saracens should come here?? “She s not formed to live without support,”

“Fear nothing—God wills it, and thon wilt|[saidhe. “Poorgentledove! Sweetmay-lower!?
pray for me.  Mathe, wilt thon be my ladye and | rest on my hosom."'
my chitelaing 2—w it thou that 3 ask “thy hand of * * * * ¥ ®
thy parents? The Pope will grant us the dispen-|  Seven vears ‘hter where were these cavalicrs—
sation.” thesemen at arms—those archers that followed

1 will, said Mathe,” putting her hand in Uis, { the three Lords of Bigorre, carrying lances and
“for if without thee, T would have become a nun | halberds, pikes and slings, after their hanners and
—no other should ever be my husband.” pumonsx‘D Of that troop which left the castles of

The T:otd of Bénac avesc, lc.uhn" his cousin ; | Baudéan and Bénac with such proua step, wising
she—pale, slender, avercome by herc cinotions; bie g clouds of dust, and making the air ring with the
—tall, hizh in courage, and <trotw of will. They | clangof trumpets and chrlonc——of ail thoce, but
approx rched the Sire of Baudéan, “who was busily tlnt.\- ever sot foot on the shores of Palestine.
instructing his wile as to the management of his  Some were floating on the waves of the Mcditer-

L]

affairs dlmug):h shseace, recoinmending prud rancan, amid the Schattered Limbers of wrecks;
and a reticed life for her and his dw"htcr. others et death in Cyprus, or under the walls of
¢ Nablo Sire,” said Bos, “and \ou my fairaunt, | Constantinople ; and o thw: thirty, there soon
will you accept me for your son¥” remained oniy the two Lords of Bade fan, ying,
«What wauld you have, my ucphew ® do we jside by side, an the phin of Joppa, their faces
not love you cven as onr son Sancho ¥° scarred with wounds—~—vultures darting their heaks
% That docs not content me; you must givomo | against their wnprotected skulls, and Jackalls
my consin Mathe to wife.” pron ling around them.  Tho Lord of Beénac, that

"4 By theholy §t. Savin! thatisimpessible—you :mpctuou: lord, Jay bound in the bed of an old
are relations i the fourth degree.” cistern, at tho bottom of a tower, a captivo to tho
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Saracens, and scarcely half recovered from twenty
wounds j—sw caring, stunping, striking his head
and his fists against the massive walls; praying to
God aud.all the saints; calling on Jerusalem, and
Kissing a blueand silver nhbou spotted with ].u‘"e
dark staing. It was Mathe's loVL-"lfL-—-\Lllllcb,
who before his departure had become his wife.
The good knight plucked up fresh courage every
morning, as 4 pious knight should do; but the
evening found him eronched on the pav um,nt sad

presented the history of Sainte Quettérie, a young
maiden mastyred at Aire, in Gascony, who carvied
her head, lm"ht, with glory, in her hands. The
sarpets were of the black bear and red fox of the
mountains, into whose thick fur the feet of the
attendant maidens sunk without a sound; the
coffer of black wood, inlaid with box, containing
her wools and needles; the Prie-Dieu in front of
afinely carved ivory crucifix; on the right, a
bénitier of silver-gilt and en.xmc) on the )eft a

and nlcsmnms;, his hands clasped cony ulal\‘d\ to- reliquary embroidered with the A"nus of Rome 5

gether, and his eyes unnaturally strained on the
damp-stained walls. Inaction was killing lim;

l

b(.m.'xth the presentation to the templc and St.
James. Mathe, kneeling on the cushion of the

the cold damp of the prison chilled his hc.ut and y Prie-Dieu, appeared tohold to life but by a thread ;

a longing to see his wife consumed him.
Iy he e\(.l.simu!—

Sudden- | her thin,

white hands, on which the blue veins
might b(. counted, wexc r.uacd to heaven, and she

“I would rather give myself to the Evil one prayed :—* My Saviour! and you, Blessed Mary!

than remain here any lon"er ™

and you, my lord St. James, patron of my house,

The Devil, always at hand and on the watch, j delivermy father fromall ev ll'—dch\'ermy brother

appeared.

It was not Lucifer, tha.t great archan- § from all evil l—deliver me from 2all danger !—and

gel, with proud front, bk wekened with the thunder- may Bos, my -beloved hushand, rest in peacel!”
bolts of heaven, yet beautiful still, even in his, The false Baron des Angles raised the hangings,

guilt; it was one of those wicked inferior spirits,
encased in a form, half man, half goat, with a shrilt
malicious laugh—with horns and & oofx——t hat vul-
gar devil, one of Lucifer's satellites, who traffics
in souls and makes bargains with wmisers, usurers,

unjust judges, usurper: sand other thieves—a demon i

who has the same offer for the poor wretch who
covets a well-filled purse, as for the great man who
is tempted by a throne.

“Take your wish, and give me your soul.
Command me,” said the Devil to the knight.

*“Oh, ho!” said Sive Bos, “I should not have
suspected that you were my companion here!™

T am always ready to render a service.”

¢ At what price?”

¢ Nething in this life.  You may, if you wish
it, live to be a hundred years old s afterwards you
will ielong to me.  That is but fair.”

€ Avauntl—it is an evil comp.xcl "

¢ Think over it, however,” returne:d the demon.
AL this very hour Godfrey dc Douillon flaunts
through Jerusalew, and you are absent.”

Bos made 2 gesture of despair.

“The crusaders ave embarking for their own
country 3 vou will never again see your Castle of
Bénac perfumed by the southern brecze from the
mountains.”

The knight's head sunk on his breast.

“You will rot in the sepulchre which you enter-
ed alive.”

Tie hanids of the knight were clenched.

“Your lands are r\\:x-'ul by your old enemy
and rival, the Bavon des .\.wlca You cannot
chastise him; he will laugh at your misfortunes
in your owa Touse.”

The knight started to Wis foct—

“Tle loves your wife, \htne she is beset by
his attentions 3 hier heart fals.”

¢ ast thou yetmore to tellme, thou more than
devil 2"

“If you desiveit, I will «cnorousl, show you
Mathe, ns 2 pledzc of our b':rgam.

“Show me Mathe"

Tmmnesdiately the Castle of Baudéan, where Mathe
had remained with her mother, appeared on the
damp wall, like a fine picture. There was the
room of the afflicted Chitelaine of Binac—her

! and entered the room f umlurlv excliiming—* By
our Lady of Bigarre, if you still continue to dcspxse
my love, and still refuse to become my wife, you
shall no longer be Chittelaine of your possessions,
for I will give them up to the fire and the sword,
and you shall become my concubine in a dungeon.”

Mathe replied with tears—* My lord give me
vet fificen days; if, in that time, Ishall receive no
news of him after seven years s absence, I shall
cn?\x‘(,ler him dead, and will become your lawful
wilc.

Gradually the picture faded from the wall, and
there remained but the damp streaming down.

** To-day is the fiftcenth day,” said the Devil;
tthe Baron des Angles is resolved, from mockery
and ostentation, to marry your wife, in your castle,
in your chapel.”

¢ Make thy bargain!™ exclaimed Bos.

“So be it,” said the demon; “for you, long
life and h'\ppmess for me, your soul!”

My soul is not mine, it belongs to God.”

““Well, then, your heart?”

“\[) heart is my king’s; let us, however agree
that \‘uctory shall remain with him who can outwit
the other.”

8o be it,” again said the demon, feeling sufii-
ciently secure of his prey.

“Thou must convey me this very evening to
my Castle of Bénac.

“In 2 moment, if you desire it; but I prefer
passing a few Touts on the way for the pleasurc of
tthonmc\.

“Tinvite thee to supper.”

“Yon may spare yourself that demonstration of
hospitality.”

“Thou art invited to supper after vespers; it
is a’sondition of the treaty ; thou must sup after
me.

¢ Before or after,” answered the demon; Iam
not proud after the manner of men.”

“Thou shalt have what I Ic:nc; if thou findest
anything thou canst bite, I give mysclf o theo.”

“ l\xuwht my teeth are "ood »

u© Dcmo.t I will incur the risk.”

The wic] ru.d spirit laughed fearfully like the
hissingof a <crpent, orthe crulhnrv of rusty bolts.

u L'm"h said the knigt, vvmvd\ “and by

large bed of green sammete, whos bangings re-ithe ho]_', mass, I shail not be the ono to weep.
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“You ¢hall have all my pleasures,” said the
dewmon, adding: “ Tuke ofl’ your cross.”

“I o not quarrel with thy feet or horns,” re-
plied the knight ; “‘let each have his device aud
his mark.” .

“Yours emburasses me,” said the Denil, gruflly.

““Then break the bargain.”

“No; so many are thus marked and yet are
mine.  Let us go”

i The walls opened; they passed out, and the
evil spirit, taking Dos’ hand, which he burnt to
the very mavrow, placed him on a cloud.  Those |
who on sea or Jand saw the blach vapour floating
towards the west, crossed themselves, and point- |
ed to it as the precursor of a horrible tempest, or
some fearful calamity.  Sire Bos, with a tranquil
heart, flonted on without uneasiness.

I never desire a better steed,” said Sire Bos.

Y ou are not so easily put out, I see,” replied
the demon.

As they passed over the Ishnd of Rhodes, he
observed :

“Many of the knights of that sect will become
mine, bartering their poverty and vow of chastity
for my works and pomps.”

“ They will leave the Seracans whom they have
killed, in payment,” answered Bus.

They saw Nismes, that funed city of the Romans,
saciked by Normans and Savacens, in ruins, and
afinost depopulated.

“Oh! the stupidity of mankind!" excliimed
the Devil, * who, baving so few years tolive, short-
en those few by war.”

“110ld thy tongue, varlet of hell,” replied the
knight, disdainfully ; “ thou knowest not the value
of fame, nor the auile of buesuty, nor the praise
of minstrels—things far above life.”

L0, said the denmon, ' excuse me; war is,
one of our incpirtions—it is we whoimplaut that
passion in your hearts.”

“Poor devil, 1 pity thee! thou hast no zood
sword, which thou lovest aswmistress, with which
thou canst practise for hours how to wound or
slav thine enemics in front or rear.”

Whenskirting Roussillon, they abservedits warm
and voluptrons manmers; its dances, where the,
female, shot up from the ground, flls back gently
on the firm encireling arm of hev shillful pactner.
Both knight and demon smiled at the sight of|
this pastime. '

“Hurrah for the crusades,” said the Iatter;,
“while you are discomforted ovut there, vour,
wives and daughters dance in the flowery mea-
dows.”

“The faithless ones!” murmured the knight.

“ Every woman has three things light belonging
to her," said the demon, **her heast, her tungue, |
aud her feet. It you had remained in Palestine
a little longer, your Mathe would have loved the,
Baron des Angles.  She would have confessed it
to him; and, it he had become tired of her, she
would have run after him.”

“Thoun liest in thy throat.”

“Youare captious, Sir Knight.”

“ Retract thy words !

¢ Men alone reteact them.”

The demon desiring 2 little diversion cansed the
vapour to become so light, that Messire Bos found
nothing whereon o rest his waterial body ; but
nothing daunted, he shouted—

"

j of Bénae st

I will pursue thee even to thy caldrons—I
will reach thee either by valour, miracle, ovmagice.”

¢ Shift for yourself as you can,” suid the denion,
quictly.

“ Avaunt thou Evil One !
the hands of God.”

A truce,” said the Devil, whose whole being
was troubled at that word—‘“a truce, and keep
your lips from uttering that word.”

I will keep it inmy kear?,” thought the kaight.

They were now above Toulouse—which had
been called the Rome of the Garonne—then proud
of its basilicas raised on itz ancient temples, The
bells of its four-and-twenty towers sounded the
kuell for the dead.

‘It is for Raymond of St. Gilles, the bold cru-
sader,” said the Devil, * who died in Palestine, in
his Castle of Pilgrimace, and whose son has been
driven henee by Guillaume de Poitiers.”

The kuight, still incensed against the demon,
answered not, but bent in honour of the illustrious
Comte de'Tounlouse.  Rubbing his hands, the devil
continued :

“In two or three centuries the Pope will make

Thou leavest me in

12 crusade against this fine country of Langucedec.

For our benelit be will exterminate whole armies

,o(‘ hieretics, without, however, obtaining for that

deed a quittance {or the condemned crusaders.”

*Wicked juggier! of what boastest thou?
Have heretic oul?  Is not every crusader ab-
sohved from his sins?”

In ashort time they floated over the rich Iands
of Bigorre—over its rounded mountaing, looking,
in the distance, like a camp assemblage of giants’
tents.  They saw the impetuous Etehiez volling its
foaming waves along, and the three lofty towers
wding proudly on the hill which rises
ahove the village, and commands the three valleys.
Sive Bos devoutly saluted his native soil and the
heritage of his fathers.

“This little spot in the universe, to which your
peor heart clings so fondly, will not long be the
property of those of your name.”

“1 hope, however, to have offspring.”

“ Fron: the Mentanlts it will pass to the Rohan-
Rocheforts, until a great tempest shall yproct the
seigneurs, to replace them by the sons of serfs.
The descendant of one of these whom you see
bending under his labour, shall become the pos-
sessor of your ciastle, and will amuse himeelf with
destroying it bit by bit.  The winds and birds of
heaven will do the rest.”

“Ere onc of these serfs shall pull down the
areat towers of Bénac, thou, ob, vassalef Sutan!
must reign on the carth.”

% Every one inhis twn, Baron—you first, then
your serf.”

The knight whistle:d a hunting air, then said:

 If all that thou hast said should come to pass
in a thousand years or so, what would be said of
me?”?

“Two good womesn, spinning, shallrecount your
history, as an old wife's tale, in the midst of the
rains.” ’

“Thus thou seest,” caid the knight, drawing
himsclf up, “that 0 wuch as the name of that
serf; if he ever exist, will not be known; but a
knight is as nmmortal as thou art.”

The cloud sank down gently on a hill in front of
Bénac, on the other side of the Etchez.  The de-
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mon, where he put foot to the ground, left an
incffaceable mark, which may still he viewed with-
out danger, provided one previously makes the
sign of the cross. The evening breeze whistled
throngh the branches of the appleand waluut treces.
A small path, scarcely traced on the side of the
redoulit, showed how few were those who now
frequented the castle.  In the entrance court the
thistle and nettle grew in luauriant wildness, the
melissa threw vut its aromatic tufts from the walls,
the houseleck blossomed in the crevices of the
threshold, large cobwebs hung over the stable-
doors, and the open kennels were noiseless.  The

goud hnight's heart sank at the remembrance of

former days, when friends, retainers, coursers and
fideons, had assembled so joyously in those courts.
A tear, the first since the death of his mother,
dinmed his eyes, and he turned aside to hide it
from the demon; but that malicious spirit had
seen it as it rose from the heart, and, with flatter-
ing tone, said:

 Fuir sir, joy and life will return here; gay
hunters, brave knights, minstrels with their harps,
and bright maidens, will come to welcome you, and
celebrate your fume. Do you desire pages, es-
quires, lihea prince? or Arab coursers, more do-
cile aud accomplished than these of the Soudan,
with Mouorish slave., prosteate before you to lead
them? Wil you have Eastern beauties to dance
and sing before you when you are weary 2 or will
you be honoured as a bishop or mitred abbé?
Would you he content to raise the envy of the
Count of Bigorre, your Seigneur? or will you de-
pose him, and take his rank

Witliout reply the knight hastily mounted the
steps of the entrance.  The heavy kuocker, in his
angry hand, struck the door with violence, and
resounded, echoing, from the towers. A long
silence succeeded, and Sire Bos was again raising
the knocker, when hasty and heavy footsteps were
heard; and the aged free of Nurse Ghiderta appear-
cd at the grating, with distended eyes and mouth,

“Ah! mother Ghiberta, have you forgotten
Sire Bos de Bénac?”

“Unlucky wight!™ answered she, ““do you
dare to joke with the sorrows of this place? Be-
gone aud may you never again have occasion for
langhter.”

“Alas!” said the knight, *“am I, then, but 2
phantom, with the devil by my side?  Oh?! nurse,
nurse, has age deprived you of sight, that you
cannot recognise your old master—he whom you
have nwsed in your arms and nourished at your
bosom 2"

“No, no! Iow could Sire Bos, my handsome
foster-child, beso thin and haggard? ~ Where are
his armour and war-steed ®  Where are his peo-
ple? Would &e haveveturned on foot like apeni-
tent, and almost naked, like the basest serf?”

Bos replied with a sigh: “ Al my companions
are slain, mother; all are passed from life unto
death! By the will of God, T alone return.”

Ghiberta raised herhandsin horror. “ Allslain!
Thou liest!  Certes thou liest, false pilgrim, in the
hope of a night's lodging.”

“By the bones of the ten thousand virgins, by
all the relics of the Theban legion! thou shalt
learn who T am.”

The Devil who bad taken the appearance of a
chorister of a cathedral, now said;:

¢ Dame Ghiberta we come on the part of the
Baron des Angles—open the door.”

“Ah! where, then, was the use of deceiving
me? are you not, at last, masters here?  Where-
fure stir up the shreds of @ poor vassal's heat in
order to discoverthere the cherished remembrance
of her lord?  Will you impute it to me asa crime
that X am faithful to kis memory ?  Ah! 1seehow
it is! My son Bus, my deav son, hasheen engag-
cd with the accuned infidels, and will nes er return
to take vengeance of his enemies.”

he good Bigorraise wiped her aged eyes, drew
aside the bolts, turned the key, and ramoved the
iron bars whichi seeured the double dours, mutmur-
ing to herself as she did so:

“Oh! many’s the time I have thus opened the
door when the young Baron came in after cuifew,
in order that the Chatelaine, his honoured mother,
should not suspect anything.”

The knight ard the devil entered. A hoyleft
in the chiteau; because seven years back he was
too young to fullow his svigneur, aided Michelotte
to light a fire in the great hall where the wide
chimney-piece restea on two gigantic lions of the
yellow marble of Campan, whose frightful claws,
teeth, and mane were curiosities much celebrated
in the province.  The fire burnt brightly, throwing
a high and clear flame, which detached the swal-
lows nests in the chimney, and dislodged the bats
suspended therein. It Iighted up the large bear-
skins hanging from the beams, with stag’s horns
—the slender heads of the izards surmounted by
their pretty black horns—the tusks of the wild
boar—eagles and vultures, with outstretched
wings ;—along the wodd-work were also suspend-
ed boar-spears and nets, cornets and trumpets, all
rusty and covered with dust.  Messire Bos gazed
sorrowfully on these noble signs of past sports,

“ Gougat,” said he to the varlet, “are there
still bears in the mountains 2”

*More than men.”

The wily demon approaching said :

* Iair sir, by daybreak to-morrow you will pos-
sess the finest pointers from Spain, the best grey-
hounds of England—a pack of hounds with never-
crring scent, untiving in pursuit, whose deep
baying shall be heard beyond the mountains.
Your huntsmen’s horns shall waken even the dead
lords in their vaults, and you will follow the chase
ona steed that shall exceed the stag in speed, or
on a strong hackney which fears not the wild boar,
Your falconers will present you with milk-white
gerfaleons from Italy, and merling whose cyes defy
the sun, and who will strike down an cagle with
wings measuring twenty feet across.”

The Sire de Bénac listened with open eyes, dis-
tended nostiils, and impatient foot to the flattering
words of the demon; then said coolly :

“The time for such amuscements and luxuries is
not yet come.”

Continuing the tour of the hall, he came oppo-
site the distaff of his mother, placed withits spin-
dles on a small stand.

“QOh! my mother,” said he mentally, “you
who lived and dicd devoutly, aid me now.”

Michelotto came in.  Seven years had only des
veloped, not destroyed her youthful charms;; tall,
strong, fresh, and plump, she was 2 good specimen
of u Bigorraise.

 Michelotte,” said the knight, “let us sce if
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your young eves will be better than those of old
Ghiberta ; do you recognise me ?”

¢ St. S.x\'ul he)p me!  Where do you suppose
I should have seen such a face as yours, unless it
were wunong the wretehed followers of the Bavon
%(.a ‘hwlw or in the halter in the crossing of

ie?

“Your pretty little figare has increased, and
your fine skin is less f'ur; nevertheless I remem-
ber you well, young one. Have you, then, quite
forgotten Sire Bos de Bénac?”

¢ Sire Bos, the handsome brave knight, praised
and beloved by all the young givls “of Bwomc
No, truly; the image of my dear Tord lives in my
heart as a bright st.u, and bears no resemblance
to you.”

‘“ Ah! fiend,” said Bos to the demon, * this is
certainly one of your tricks.”

I never trouble myself to effice. Men have
no need of aid there—made to live buta moment,
cach step is short.”

Michelotte assisted Ghiberta in powring the
Spanish wine from the skins into broad decanters,
and placing them on the sideboard. She then
put tallow-candles into the high silver cande-
labras.

“To the bees of Bénac no longer yield honey,
mother Ghiberta 2 inquired the knight.

“They still yield it, "me be to God! but tal-
low will be good cno wh for this evemn"s fete;
Zhe wax m'l) be kept Tor the dead.”

She proceeded to open the coffers to select
linen and quilts.

“You have but one bed, to provide for, nurse,”
cried Bos.

“May a curse light on it,” murmured Ghiberta.

“May God bless it,” said the knight; never-
theless, only one bed: for my companion here
will leave after supper.”

“Think you that I am not acquainted with
silken curtains and beds of down, and plumed
dais!”

¢ No, no; you know them well; you love to
wander around them, and encourage sleep when
it is not needed, and too pleasant dreams, trea-
cherous temptations and all that leads to evil.”

Then turning to Ghiberta, the knight asked
whether the Lady Mathe de Benae were in great
aftfiction.

¢ She was afflicted beyond measure,” answered
Gilberta, “bLut she is now become resigned.”

“Ieaven has iuspired her with hopes of my
return.”

The demon gave a smile of fearful malice.
Near miduight the sound of horses was heard in
the court; it was the Baron des Angles conduct-
ing Mathe to her cspousals in the chapel of
Benac.

“Demon,” said the knight, * you belong to me
for this evening ; mount the belfi 'y, and sound the
great bell.”

The chapel was lighted up ; Mathe, kneeling on
cushions, as at her firstmar riage, bent likea phnt
stricken b) thestorm. Her motlur. Dame Iolande
de Baudian, supported her, as before—but no
longer with joy and pride—rather with the grief
ofa mdow mourning over her last hope. A fc“
ladies and u:uuu"-“ omen stood around, with
downcast eyes. Followed by his friends, the Ba-
ron entered, with sparkling eyes, and a smile of

insolent triumph on his lips, stamping and caus-
ing his spurs to clank upon the sepulehral stones,
in proud defiance of all Lords of Bénac, dead or
living. Dressed in a fine coat of mail, with vel-
vet mantle, and cap shaded by feathers, he placed
himself on the right of Mathe. At the farther
end of the dnpd were his paid vetainers, a few
trembling vassals of the lordship of Bénac, and
near the door were the old dog and falcon of Sire
Bos, which had been placed thmeb) order of the
Baron, to be witnesses, as it were, of his triumph
over all that had belonged to the Crusader. A
monk of Escaladien, stood at the altar in his sur-
plice and stole.

“ Monk I”” shouted the Baron, arrogantly, ““do
thy business.”

The monk, with fearful and sorrowful mien,
advanced, with the ritual in his hand.

“Messire Guillaume, Guillanne, Baron des
.An"lc\ ”

@ Add,” said the Baron, ‘ Lord of Bénae,
Avérae, "Avibafy eyte, and other places.”

At these words the strong hand of Sire Bos
seized his enemy by the throat.

“T will make you swallow your words again,
teaitor,” cried he.

The Baron quailed at the sight of Bos, whom
he recognized, though not as a lmnv bcmg. The
knight, Swho held him so tightly as to stop his
breath, gave him with the other arm a blow on
the h(,.ld which felled him—set his foot on him
—and prcﬁcd him to the ground, as he would
cmsh a worm,

“Friends or enemics,” said he, raising hig
voice, “‘do you xcconnue the Lord of Bémac by
this act 2"

How recoguize the proud noble of Bigorre with
that yellow sl\m those starting tones, “that head
almust shorn, that div ty and by mlm"bc wrd, with-
out casque, or cap, or even the smallest hood on
that bare skull; and for all clothing a wretched
coat of grey stuff, not reaching to the knees;
neither boots nor spurs, and the feet only cover ed
by the tattered remains of Turkish slippers?
Who could have known the handsome, dark
knight of Bigorre 2—so much had flt)"llL and
captivity, and the cruelty of the Saracens dishi-
gured him! Al remained lost in astonishment.
He continued—

¢ Noble or vassal, is there not one among you
who, from chivalry or Christian charity, will ac-
knowledge me ?”

The old white grevhound, which had risen at
the first sounds of his v oice, made Iis ay through
the crowd, wagging his t.ul, and, stopping before
the l\m"ht gave a Ionrr cry, which scemed to ex-
press all thc sortows of ‘\b\cncc, and the happi-
ness of again seeing him; then rising on his hind
legs, he placed his fore-paws on the chest of the
l\m«ht whining affcctionately.

" Rolln my Drave dog, thou bearest witness to
thy master.”

The knight and the dog clung to cach other.
Then the merlin sprung above the & coner, and,
flving over the crm\d, alighted on his master's
\\nig shaking his bells, and greeting him with
quivering wings, joy and tenderness beaming
from his cye.

* And thow, also, my fine Sylvan—are there but
YOu two fuithful?”
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A second tear rose to the knight's cye, which| Heaven would not permit & khight so full of
he wiped on the bird’s wing. faith to become a prey to the Evil One, who, with

Wonder seized on all, and some eried—**Sure-, a fiendish yell, sprang at the wall, through which
Iy this must be Sire Bos de Bénac”; but others, he vanished, leaving an opening which no human
said—"* It is a robber, a saracen, asorcerer.” workman has ever been able to close, and through

The friends and retainers of the Baron, be-| which the pure azare of the sky can still be seen
thinking themselves at last of defending him, now | across the ruined tower of the once maguificent
rushed, all armed, upon the knight; but, raising| Castle of Bénac. Hencee arose the proverb—* A
the Baron, and holding him as « shicld before his | Bigorraise will cheat the Devil”
head and breast, he snatched the shaft of a lance|  Sire Bos lett the table, passed the gates of the
which was lying on the tomb of one of his ances- | eastle, and took theroad to the Valley of Lourdes.
tors, and made such good use of it in overthrow-| Two things weighed heavily on the heart of the
ing and breaking the backs of his nearest oppo- good knight—the forgetfulness and coldness of
nents, that he was well able to defend himself| his lady, and the services and compamqnsh{p of
until his vassals in the chapel, and those who had | the devil, although he had come off victorious.
obeyed the infernal summons from the belfry, | Distrusting all earthly happiness, he desired only
came to his aid. The enraged aspect of Sive Bos | to obtain his portion in_Paradise, and sought,a
—the strength of ns blows—that formidable and | hermitage, where he could pass his life in prayer,
unequalled voice—proved to allthat it was indeed | and obtain peace and resignation. Nevertheless,
the prewe and mighty knight of the mountains, | clinging still to.a wish to be beloved, he took
who had strangled a bear in combat, who would | with him his greyhound and his falcon. is end
carry a cask like a goblet in his arns, and who, | was unkno vn, His possessions passed to Loisse
adroit as powerful, always unhorsed in the tourney | (or Louise) de Bénac, who brought them to the
whocver could be induced to risk his fame against | family of Montault ; and, in order to preserve the
him. When the chapel had been cleared of the | remembranceof this singularand veracious history,
cncmies, and the Baron des Anglesalone remained, | his boots and spurs were preserved in the Church
bruised and vanquished, Sire Bos approached | of the Cordeliers at Tarbes, until 1793, when the
Mathe, who, after fainting, had recovered her con- | torrent of the Revolution sweptaway boots, spurs,
sciousness in the widst of the tumult. Bending | and treasures; and the chureh itsclfis now fast dis-

towards her, he said softly: appeating, having been long disused.—Dublin
¢ My wife, my beloved, do you know me 2" Unidversity Magazine.

Now it was that the brave Knight trembled.
“T know you not,” cried the Chiteliine, con-

> A
fused, frightened, and twrning her head away. THE VENDETTA.
“Have mercy on me, I know you not.” -—
Sire Bos drew from his bosom the half of a| ONE morning we were off the coast of Sardinia,
ring. steaming rapidly along for the Straights of Boni-
T left you,” said he, “ the other half. Arefacio. The night had been tranquil, and the
ring and memory both lost " morning was more tranquil still : but no onc who
Mathe looked wildly on the ring. knew the capricious Mediterranent felt confident
“It is,” said she, “the ring of my lord and ) of continued fair weather. However, at sca the
dearly beloved Bos.  .A7re you Bos®” mind takes little thonght for the morrow, or even

“To supper,” cried the demon, anxious to | for the afternoon; and as we sat in the warm shade
change the theme; *“to supper—I am wanted | of the awning, looking out on the purple horizon
elsewhere.” in the cast, or on the rocky and varied coust to the

*So be it, that we may make an end of this,” | west, I felt, and if the countenance be not treach-
said the discouraged knight; and he whispered | erous, allfelt that it was good, even for landsmen,
a few words in the ear of the amazed Ghiberta.  to be moving over waters uncrisped except by

They passed to the banqueting-hall.  Upon the y the active paddles, beneath a sky all adiant with
the upper table-covering of lace, in the midst of light. My companions were chiefly Levant mier-
silver dishes, drinking-cups, iulaid with gold, and | chants, or sallow East Indians; forI was on board
chased candelabras, in which now burnt brightly jthe French packet Le Caize, on its way from
the yellow wax of Bénac, Nurse Ghiberta, with | Alexandria, of Egypt, to Marseilles.
shamo and vexation on her brow, placed onc| I had several times passed the Straits, cach

small, wretched dish of walnuts. time with renewed pleasurc and admiration. It
“It i3 a vow,” said Sire Bos; * we shall not would be difficult to imagine a scene more wild
want a chef-de<cuisine to-night.” and peculiar.  After rounding the huge rock of

Scated between the Dame Tolande and the Lady | Taolava—apparently a promoutory running boldly
of Bénae, whose cyes rested constantly on him , out into the sea, but in reality an island, we are
with more of doubt and uncertainty than of jat once at the mouth of the Straits. The moun-
happiness, the knight mournfully picked his wal- | tains of Corsica, generally enveloped in clouds,
nats. The guests looked on in astonishment. [rise above the horizon ahead, and near at hand
The demon, scated at a corner of the table, ,a thousand rocks and islands of various dimen-
opened his flaming cyes, gloating overthe knight, | sions appear to choke up the passage. The nar-
as the gamester covets and watches the picce of S VoW southern channel, always selected by day, is
gold for which he plays. When the crusader had | intricate, and would be dangerous to strangers;
picked and ropicked his nuts, until not a bit re-,and indeed the whole of the Straitsare considered
mained, he threw the empty shells on the table— | so difficult, that the fact of Nelson, without pre-

“Try,"” cried he to the demon, “tosup afterme; | vious experience, having taken his fieet through,
and if you caunot, begone in Qod's name !® lis cited oven by French sailors as a prodigy.



Y
N

252

THE VENDETTA.

On one of the rocky points of the Sardinian |
coust, I observed the ruins of a building, but so
deceptiveis distance, I could not at fivst determine
whether it had been a fortress or a cottage. 1
asked one of the oflicess for his telescope ; and
being still in doubt, questioned him as I returned |
it. He smiled and said: “For the last five or
six years, T have never passed thvough the
Straits by day without having to relate the story
comnected with that ruin. It has become a habit
with me to do su; amd if you had not spoken, 1
should have been compelled, under a penalty of
passing a restless night, to have let ot my nar-
rative at dinmier.  You will go down to vour
berth presently; for see how the smoke is
weighed down by the heavy atmosphere upon
the deck, and how it rolls like a snake upon the
witers!  What you faney to be be merely a local
headsind blowing through the Straits, is a mistral
tormenting the whole Guif of Lyons. We shall
be tossing about presently in a manner unpleasant
to landsmen ; and when you are safely housed, I
will come and beguile a little time by relating a
true story of a Corsican Vendetta.

The prophecy was correet. In less than a
quarter of an hour, Lo Caire was pitching through
the last narrows against as violent a gale as 1
ever felt. It was like a wall of moving air.  The
shores, vocks and islands were now concealed by
driving mist; and as the sea widened before us,
it was covered with white-crested waves,  Before
I went below, a cluster of sails ahead was pointed
out us the Euglish fleet; and it was surmised that
it would be compelled to repeat Nelson's mancen-
vre, a3 Sardinia and Cersica form a dangerous
lee-shore.  However, the atmosphere thickened |
rapidly ; and we soon lost sight of all objeets but
the waves amidst which we rolled, and the phan-
tom-like shores of Corsica.

The ofticer 4oined me, and kept his promise.
By constant practice, he had acquired some skill
in the art of telling at least this one story ; and I
regret that T do not remember his exact words
Towever, the folloning is the substmce of 1
nagrative :—Giustinjani and Bartuecio were in-
habitants of the litle town of Santa Maddalena,
sitmated oa the Corsican side of the Straits,
They were both sons of respectable pavents, aund
were united from an carly age in the bonds of
friendship.  When they grew up, Giustiniani be-
canme clerk in 2 very hamble mercantile estab-
lishment; whilst Bartuceio, more fortunate, ob-
tained a good place in the custom-house. They 1
continued on excellent terms till the age of about
twenty-one years, when an incident occurred, that
by making rivals of them, made them enemics.

Giustiniani had oceasion to visit the city of
Ajaecio, and setout in company with a small party
mounted upon mules. Eartuceio went with him
o the crest of the hill, where they parted after an
affectionate embrace, The journey was fortunately
performed; in about a month Giustiniani was on
his way back, and reached without accident, just
as night set in, a desolate ravine within a few
leagues of Sauta Maddalenma. Here a temiffe
storm of wind and rain broke upon the party,
which missed the track, and finally dispersed ;|
some secking shelter in the lee of therocks, others |
pushing right and left in scarch of the path, or of |
some hespitable halitation. Giustiviani wandered |

for more than an hour, untit he descended towards
the plain, and, attracted by a light, succeeded at
length in reaching alittle cottage having a gavden
planted withtrees. The lightning had now begua
to play, and shewed him the white walls of the
cottage streaming with rain, and the drenched
folinge that swrrounded it. Guided by the rapidly
suceeeding gleams, he was enabled to find the
garden gate, where, there being no bell, he ve-
mained for some titae shouting in vain, The light
still beamed faintly through one of the upper
windows, and scemed to tell of a comturtable
interior and cosy inmates.  Giustiniani exerted
his utmost strength of voice, and presently there
was a movement in the lighted chamber—a form
came to the window; and, after some delay, the
door of the house was opened, and a voice asked
who demanded admittance at that hour, aud in
such weather.  Our traveller explained, aund was
so00n let in by a quiet-Jooking old gentleman, who
took hinr up stairs into a little hibrary, where a
good wood-fire was blazing. A young gil of
remarkablebeauty roseashe entered, and received
him with cordial hospitality. Acquaintauee was
soon made.  Giustiniani told his little story, and
learned that his host was M. Albert Brivard, a
retired medieal officer, who, with his daughter
Marie, had scleeted this out-of-the-way place for
cconomy’s sake,

According tomy informant, Giustiniani at once
fell in love with the beautiful Marie, to such an
extent thathe conld scarcely partake of the supper
offeved him.  Perhaps his abstinence avose from
other reasons—love being in reality a hungry
passion in its early stage—for next day the young
man was il of a fever, and incapable of coutinu-
ing his journey. M. Brivard and his daughter
attended him kindly ; and as he seemed to be-
come worse towards evening, sent a messenger
to Maddalena. The consequence was, that on
the following morning Bartuccio arrived in a
great state of alavm and anxiety 3 but fate did not
permit him again to meet his friend with thas
whole and undivided passion of fricadship in his
breast with which he had quitted him a month
before.  Giustiniani was asleep when e enteved
the house, and he was received by Marie. In his
excited state of mind, he was apt for new impres-
sions, and half an hour’s conversation secems not
only to have filled him with Jove, but to have ex-
cited the same fecling in the breast of the gentle
girl, It would have been more romantic, per-
haps, had Marie been tenderly impressed by poor
Giustiniani when he arrived at night, travel-stain-
ed and drenched with rain, in the first fit of a
fever; “ hut woman,” said the sagacious narra-
tor, as he reccived a tumbler of grog from the
steward, * is a mystery™—an opinion I am not
inclined to confute.

In a few days, Giustiniani was well enough to

y return to his home, which he reached in a gloomy

and dissatisfied state of mind. Ile had already
abserved that Bartuccio, who rode over every
day professedly to sce him, felt in veality ill at
ease in his company,spoke no longer with copious
familiarity, and left him in a few minutes, pro-
fessing to be obliged to return to his duty. From
his bed, however, he could hear him, for some
time after, laughing and talking with Maiie, in the
garden ; and he felt, without knowing it, all the
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pangs of jealousy ; not that he belicved his friend
would interfere and dispute with him the posses-
sion of the gem which he had discovered, and
over which he internally claimed a right of pro-
perty, but he was oppressed with an uneasy sen-
timent of future ill, and tormented with a diffi-
dence as to his own powers of pleasing, that made
him say-adieu to Marie and her father with cold
gratitude—that seemed afterwards to them, and
to him when reflection came, sheer ingratitude.

When he had completely recovered his strength,
he recovered also to a certain extent his serenity
of mind. Bartuccio was often with him, andnever
mentioned the subject of Mavie. One day, there-
fore, in a state of mingled hope and love, he re-
solved to pay a visit to his kind host ; and set out
on foot. The day was sunny ; the landscape,
though rugeed, beautiful with light ; a bahny
breeze played gently on his cheek.  The intoxi-
cation of returning strength filled him with
confidence and joy.  IIe met the old doctor her-
borising a little way from his house, and saluted
him so cordially, that & hearty shake of the hand
was added to the cold bow with which he was at
fivst received.  Giustiniani understood a little of
botany, and pleased the old man by his questions
and remarks.  They walked slowly towards the
house together. When they reached it, M. Brivard
quictly remarked : ¢ You will find my daughter
in the gavden,” aud went in with the treasures he
had collected. The young man’s heart bounded
with joy. Now was the time.  Ie would throw
himself at once at Marie's feet, confess the turbu-
lent passion she had excited, and receive from
her lips his sentence of happiness, or——No, he
would not consider the alternative ; and with
bounding step and cager cye, he ran over the
garden, beneath the orange and the myrtle trees
until he reached a little avhour at the other ex-
tremity.

What he saw might well plunge him at once
into despair.  Marie had just heard and approved
the love of Bartuceio, who had clasped her, not
unwilling, to his breast.  Their moment of joy was
Dbrief, for in another instant Bartuccio was on the
ground, with Giustiniani’s knee upon his breast,
and a bright poniard glitteredin the air.  “Spare
him—spare him !” cried the unfortunaie girl,
sinkiug on her knees.  The accepted lover strug-
gled in vain in the grasp of his frenzied vival,who,
however, forbore to strike.  ** Swear Marie,” he
said, * by your mother's memory, that you will
not marry him for five years, and I will give him
a respite for so long.” She swore with earnest-
ness; and the next moment, Giustiniani had
broken through the hedge, and was rushing
franticly towards Santa Maddalena.

When he vecovered from his confusion, Bartue-
cio, who, from his physical inferiority, had been
reduced to apassive part in this scene, endeavour-
ed to persuade Mavie that she had taken an ab-
surd oath, which she was not bound to abide by ;
but M. Brivard, though he had approved his
daughter’s choice, knew well the Corsican charac-
ter, and decreed that, for the present, at least, all
talk of marriage should be set aside. In vain
Bartuccio pleaded the rights of an accepted lover.
The old man became more obstinate, and not
only insisted that his daughter should abide by
her promise, hut hinted that if any attempt were

made to oppose his decision, he would at once
leave the country.

As may well be imagined, Bartuccio returned
to the city with feelings of bitter hatred against
his former friend ; and it is probable that wounded
pride worked upon him as violently as disappoint-
cd passion. ITe was heavd by several persons to
utter vows of vengeance—rarely meaningless in
that uncivilised island—and few were surprised
when next day the news spread that Giustiniani
had disappeared.  Public opinion at once pointed
to Bartnccio as the murderer.  Ile was arrested,
and a careful investigation was instituted ; but
nothing cither to exculpate or irnculpate himtran-
spired, and after some months -of imprisonment,
he was liberated.

Tive years clapsed. Duving the first half of the
period, Bartuccio, was coldly reccived by both M.
Brivard and his daughter, although he strenuous-
ly protested his. innocence. Time, however,
worked in his favour, and he at length assumed
the position of a betrothed lover, so that no one
was surprised when, at the expiration of the ap-
pointed time, the marriage took place. Many
wondered indeed why, since Giustiniani had dis-
appeared, and was probably dead, any regard was
paid to the extorted promise, whilst all angured
well of the union which was preceded by so Signal
an instance of good frith. The observant, in-
deed, noticed that throughout the ceremony,
Bartuccio was absent and uneasy—looking round
anxiously, over the crowd assembled, from time to
time. “ He is afraid to sce the ghost of Ginstini-
ani,” whispered an imprudent bystander. The
bridegroom caught the last word, and starting as
if he had received a stab, cried : “Where, where?”
No one answered ; and the ceremony proceeded
in ominous gloom.

Next day, Bartuccio and his young wife, accom-
panied by M. Brivard, left Santa Maddalena with-
oui saying whither they were going ; and the
good people of the town made many strange sur-
mises on the subject. Inaweek or so, however,
a vessel being wrecked in the Straits, furnished
fresh matter of conversation ; and all these cir-
cumstances became utterly forgotton, except by
a few. * But this drama was as yet crowned
by no catastropke,” sail theoflicer, “and all
laws of harmony would be violated if it ended
here”  ““Ave you, then, inventing 2” inquired I.
¢ Not at all,” he replied : ** but destiny isa
greater tragedian than Shakspeare, and prepaves”
dénoucments with superior skill.” I listened with
increased intcrest.

The day after the departure of the married
couple, a small boat with a shoulder-of-mutton
sail left the little harbour of Santa Maddalena a
couple of hours before sunset, and with a smart
breeze on its quarter, went bravely out across the
Straits.  Some folks who were accustomed to see
this maneeuvre bad, it is true, shouted out to the
only man on board, warning him that rough
weather was promised ; but he paid no heed, and
continued on his way. If I were writing a
romauce, if, indeed, I had any reasonable space,
I would keep up the excitement of curiosity for
some time, describe a variety of terrific adven-
tures unknown to seamen, and wonderful escapes
comprehensible only by landsmen, and thus make
a subordinate hero of the bold navigator. But I
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must be content to inform the reader, that he was ’\ms on foot, and after knocking at the door, wag
Paolo, a servant of Giustiniani's mother who had ! admitted at once by a young woman, who seemed
lived in perfect retivement sinee her son’s disap- ! to have been waiting in the passage for his arvival,
pearance, professing to have no news of him. IniShe was about to throw herself into his arms,
reality, however, she hnew perfectly well thathe t when suddenly she started back, and exclaimed
had rerived to Sardinia, and after remainingin the ¢ * It is not hel” Taking up a candle, which she had
intevior some time, had established himselfn the . placed on the floor, she cast its light on her own
Tittle cottage, the ruins of which had attracted my + fuce and that of the stranger, who had remained
attention. — The reason for his retivement, which jimmovable, as if petrified by the sound of her
he afterwards gave, was that he might be enabled { voice. ¢ Madaw,” said he, bronght to himself by
to vesist the tumptation to avenge himself on | this action, “ Iam astranger in these parts, over-
Bartuecio, and, i pussible, congu.r his love foritaken by the storm, and I beg un bow’s hospi-
Marie. e nolonger entertained any hope of tality.”
possessing her himself ; but he thought that ati  ‘“You are welcome, sir,” replied Marie, the
least she nould grow weary of waiting tor the | wife of Bartuccto, for it was she; but she did not
passage of five years, and would marry & stranger, tat the mowent recognise the unfortunate man
aconsummation sufliciently satisfactors.he thonght § who stood hefore her.
to restore to him his peace of mind. Once al They were =oon in a comfortable roum, where
month at least he received, through the medium 1 was M. Brivard, now somewhat broken by age,
of the fuithful Pavlo, assistance and news from his »and a eradle, in which slept a handsome boy about
mother ; and to kis infinite discomfiture learned, 'a year old.  Ginstiniani, after the intercliange of
as time proceeded, that his enemy, whilom his ¢afew words—perhaps in order to avoid undergoing
friend, was to be made happy at last. Hisrage 1too close an examination of his countenance—
knew no bounds at this ; andseveral times he was 1 bent over the cradle to peruse the features of the
on the poiut of returing to Santa Maddalena, to tchild; and the pillow was afterwards found wet
do the deed of vengeance from which he had t with tears. By an involuntary motion, he clatched
hitherto refinined.  Hunever, he resolved totat the place where the pemard was wont to be,
await the eapiration of the five years. fand then sat down upon a chair that stood in a
Paoloarriyed in safety at the cottage some time #dim corner. A few minutes afterwards, Bartuecio
after dark, aud counuuuicated the intelligence + came joyously into the room, embraced his wife,
both of the marriage and the departure of the tasked her if she was cold, for she trembled very
fumily. To a certain extent, both he and the | much—spoke civilly to the stranger, and began
mother of Giustiniani approved the projects of1to throw off his wet cloak and coat. At thig
vengeanee entertained by the latter, but thought tmoment the tall form of Ginstiniani ruse like a
that the honour of the family was sufliciently ! phantom in the cornery and pussions, which he
cleared by what was evidently a flight. Paolo was t himself had thought smothered, woiked through
disappointed and puzsed by the manner of the this worn countenance. Brivard saw and now
unfortunate yechuse.  Instead of bursting outfunderstood, and was nailed to Lis chaiv by wn-
into furious deinciations, he beeame as pale | speakable terror, whilst Bartuecio gaily called for
as ashes, and then hiding his face in his hands, 1 his slippers.  Suddenly Marie, who had watchied
wept aloud.  His aguny continued for more than { every motion of the stranger, and, with the vivid
an hour; after which he raised his head, and {intuition of wife and mother, had understood what
exhibited aserene Lrow to the astonished servitor, | part was hers to play, rushed to the cradle, seized
“Let as retwrn to Santa Maddalena,” he said ; { the sleeping ohild, and without saying a word,
and they accordingly departed, leaving the cottage tplaced it in Giustiniani’s arms.  The strong-
a prey to the storms, which soon reduced it to 1 passioned man looked amazed, yet not so dis-
ruing, and will probably erelong sweep away every  pleased, and, after amoment's hesitation, sank on
trace. ‘his knees, and embraced the babe, that, anaking,
Giustiniani reached his mother’s house unper- ’ curled its lutle arms round his head—~—
ceived, and spent many hours in close conversation i A tremendous crash aloft interrupted the well-
with his delighted parent.  He did not, however, | prepared peroration of the narrator; and, to say
shew himself in the town, but departed on the fthe truth, [ was not sorry that a sail was carried
track of the fugitives the very next day. 1le{away, and one of ourboats stovein at this precise
traced them to Ajaccio, thence to Marseilles, to { moment, for 1 had heard quite enough to enable
Nice, back to Marscilles, to Paris, but there he ime to guess the conclusion of the history of this

lost the clue.  Seyeralmonths passed in this way 3
his money wasall speut, aud he was compelied to
accept a situation in the counting-house of a
merchant of the Marais, and to give up the chase

harmless Vendetia.—Chambers’ Ed. Journal.
——— e
Berrerrnirs 18 tue Westery Paspas.—The
horizon was strangely distorted by refraction, and

and the working out of the catastrophe he had {1 anticipated some violent change. Suddenly

planned tor his Vendetta.

A couple of years afterwards, Giustiniani had
occasion to go to one of the towns of the north of
France—Lille, I belicve.  In its neighbourhood,
as my narrator told me—and on him I throw the
whole responsibility, if there seem anything im-
probable in what is to come—the young man was
once more overtaken by a storm, and compelled
to seck refuge in a cottage, which the gleams of
the lightning revealed to him,  This time he

myriads of white butterflics surrounded the ship,
in such multitudes that the men exclaimed, It
issnowing butterflies!” They wercdriven before
a gust from the north-west, which soon increased
to a double-reefed topsail breeze, and were as
numerous as flakes of snow in the thickest
shower. The space they occupied could not
have been less than two hundred yards in height,
a mile in_width, and several iles in length,—
Cuplain Fitzroy.

-
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AMERICAN IHONOTUR.
A TALE OF 1875,

Anour one hundred years ago, there was at

roniance of honour, which never dies in some
families, but is transmitted from generation to
generation like a treasure above all price. When
thi§ bricfnotice isread in Philadelphia, it may pos-

Philadelphia, in Pensylvania, a family consisting | sibly lead to the collection of these materials,

of several members,

It belonged to the middle | which, with the proper names of all the persons

class—that is to say, contained barristers, bankers, | engaged, should, we think, be laid before the
nierchunts, solicitors, and so on—all of them ani-; world as a pleasing record of hereditary nobility
mated, at least so far as appears, by a high sense | of sentiment.

of honour and integrity. But noble sentiments
are no certain guarantee against poverty.

After the lapge of many years, a widow and her

One of | three nephews found themselves in possession of

the members of the family in question became em- | the necessary means for paying the family debt.
barrassed, borrowed £1000 of one of his relatives, | Three quarters of a century had elapsed. The
but lost his memory soon after, and, having, children and the children’s children of the oviginal
so remained for years, died, leaving behind | borrower had passed away ; but the honour of the

him a widow with several children.

He could, B. family had been transmitted intact to the

bequeath them no property, instend of which | fourth generation, and a search was immedintely

they received as their inheritance high principies,
and a strong affection for the memory of their father.
The widow also was, in this respeet, pgrfectly in
harmony with her sons. By dint, therefore, of
prudence, industry, and economy, they amassed
among them the sum of £400, which they rigidly
appropriated to the payment of a part of their
father’s debt. The widow had, indeed, called
them together around her death bed, and told them
that, instead of a fortune, she left them a duty to
perform ; and that if it could not be accomplisted
in oune generation, it must be handed down from
father to son, until the descendants of the Bonds
had paid every farthing to the descendants of the
Sydney Smiths.

While matters stood in this predicament, the
creditor part of the family removed to England,
and the debtors remained atFhiladelphia, struggling
with difficulties and embarrassments, which not
only disabled them from paying the paternal debt,
but kept them perpetually in honourable poverty.
Of course, the wish to pay in such minds survived
the ability. It would have been to them an en-
joyment of a high order to hunt out theirrelatives
in England, and place in their hands the owing
£60u.  This pleasure, which they were destined
never to taste, often formed the subject of con-
versation around their fireside 3 and the children,
as they grew up, were initiated into the mystery
ofthe £600.

But that generation passed away, and another
succeeded to the liability; not that there existed
any liability in Jaw, for though a deced had been
exccuted, it had lapsed in the course of time, so
that there was really no obligation but that which
was the strongest of all—an ineradicable sense of
right. Often and often did the Bonds of Philadel-
phia meet and consult together on this famous
debt, which every onc wished, but no one could
afford, to pay. The sons were married, and had
children, whom it was incumbent on them to sup-
port; the daughters had married, too, but their
husbands possibly did notacquire with their wives
the chivalrous sense of duty which possessed the
breast of every member, male and temale, of the
B. family, and inspired them with a wish to do
justice when fortune permitted.

It would be infinitely agrecable to collect and
peruse the letters and records of consultations
which passed or took place between the members
of this family on the subject of the £600. These
documents would form the materials of one of the
most delightful romaunces in the world—the

{

coumenced to dizcover the ereditors in England,
This, however, as may well be supposed, was no
easy task. The members of the S. family had
multiplied and separated, married and intermarri-
cd, become poor and wealthy, distinguished and
obscure by turns, changed their topographical ag
well as their social position, and disappeared en-
tirely from the spot they had occupied on their
first avrival from Amervica.

But honour is indefatigable, and by degrees a
letter reached a person in Kensington, who hap-
pened to possess some knowledge of a lady of the
S. fumily, mamied to a solicitor practising with
great success and distinction in London. When
the letter came to hand, she at first doubted
whether it might not be a sort of grave hoax, io-
tended to excite expectation for the pleasure of
witnessing its disappointment.  However, the
English solicitor, accustomed to the incidents of
life, thought there would at least he no harm in
replying to the letter from Philadelphia, and discov-
ering in this way the real state of the affair.

Some delay necessarily occwred, especially as
the B. family in Awmerica were old world sort of
peojde, accustomed to transact business slowly
and methodically, and with due attention to the
minutest points.  But at length a reply came, in
which the writer observed, that if a deed of re-
lease was drawn up, signed by all the parties con-
cerned in England, and transmitted to America,
the £600 should immediately be forwarded for
distribution among the members of the S. family.
Some demur now arosc. Some of the persons
concerned growing prudent as the chances of re-
covering the money appeared to multiply, thought
it would be wrong to send the deed of release be-
fore the money had been received.  But the soli-
citor had not learned in the practice of his profes-
sion, te form so low an estimate of hwmnan nature,
He considered confidence in this case to be sy-
nonymous with prudence, and at any rate resolved
to take upon himsclf the entire responsibility of
complying with the wishes of the Americans. He
accordingly drew up the necessary document, got
it signed by as many as participated in his views,
and sent itacross the Atlantic, without the slight-
nst doubt or hesitation. There had been some-
thing in the rough, blunt honesty of Mr. B—s
letter that inspired in the man of law the utmost
reliance on his faith, though duringethe interval
which clapsed between the transmission of the
decd and the reception of an answer from the
States, several of bis friends exhibited a disposi-
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tion to make themselves merry at the expense of| LEAVES FROM THE DIARY OIF A
his chivalry.  But when we considerall the parti- LAW-CLERK.
clul;u's] of the case, w‘e c:lm havdly fail to percci)\'c
that he ran no risk whatever; for even if the _— . <
debt had not legally lapsed, thc,pcoplc who had BEOTUER AND SISTER.
retained it in their memory through three genera- ' Tre leaf which I am about to transeribe will be
tions—who had from father to son practised strict found only, in a slight degree, the record of
cconomy in order to relieve themselves from the 'iny own personal observation ; but 1do not the
burden—who had with much difliculty and some | less feel confident in jts general accuracy, inas-
expense, sought out the heirs of their cre- 'much, as my informants could have had nomotive
ditor in o distant country, could scarcely be |for mystifying or misleading me,—a postulate of
suspected of any inclination to tinish oft with a ' great importance in estimating the credibility of
fraud at Iast. ! of the most trustworthy persons.  There are one
Still if there was honour on one side, there was! or two blanksin the narrative which Imight indeed
enlarged confidence on the other ; and in the inferentially fill up, but this I have no doubt the
course of a few months, the American mail ! reader will do quite as well for him or herself,
brought to London the famous £60H due since! Mr. and Mrs. Reeves, were I believe, both na-
betore the War of Independence.  The buasiness | tives of Clifton, Bristol. Certainly the husband
now wus to divide and distribute it.  Of course, | was the son and sole oflspring of a wealthy, but
cach of the creditors was loud in expressions of somewhyt feeble-minded gentleman, who had long
admirztion of the honour of the B. fumily, whose |resided there. Bdward Reeves was the-issue of
repiesentative, while forwarding the money,asked |2 second marriage, and his father was again a wi-
with much simplicity to have a few old English | dower at the age of sixty-three: in less than two
newspapers sent out to him by way of acknow- ! years afterwards—having been, Isuppose wonder-
ledgment.  For his own part, however, he ex- | fully happy in his choice of previous partners—
perienced a strong desive to behold some of the | the old gentleman ventured—rash gamester !—for
persons to whom he had thus paid a debt of the (a third prize in the connubial lottery, and drew
Iast century ; and he gave a wavm and pressing | ——a widow, one Mrs. Halliday, the handsomest,
invitation to any of them to come out and sta) as | cleverest and poorest of two sisters; her sole
longr as they thought proper at his house in | wealth, her brilliam eyes, her silver tongue, her
Philadelphia.  Had the invitation been nccepted, | Houri smile, and two fine children—boys.  Alas?
we cannot doubt that Brother Jonathan would ! the brilliant eyes, the silver tongue, the Houwri
have acied as hospitably in the character of host ! smile, seen by the light of common day, which in
as he hehaved honorably in that of debtor. 1t |this instance, dawned upon the matrimonial hori-
would have been a pleasure, we might indeed say | zon, in something less than a fortnight after the
a distinction, to live under the same roof with | *happy ” one, proved to be mere shanm—surface
such a man, whose very name carries us back to | laequer—elaborate deceit. A disastrous union it
the primitive times of the colony, when Philadel- | was soon found to be for Edward Reeves, hig
phia was acity of the British Empire, and English | young, gently-nurtured wife, and their children,
laws, manuers, habits, and feclings regulated the 1 Jonathanand Mabel.  The orange blossoms of the
proceedings and relations of its inhiabitants, It | bride, were cypress wreathsto them,—funereal en-
is to be hoped, therefore, that the London solici- | blems of departing peace and competence. The
tor will some day drop in quietly upon his friend | old story, in such cases, quickly developed itself,
in Philadelphia, to smoke a cigar, and discuss old ! The senile bridegroom lapsed into a nonentity
times with him. e will in that case probably | without & scrious struggle; and little Jonathan,
fancy himself chatting with a contemporary of | happeningone day to thrash Master Halliday, a boy
Rip Van Winkle. Doubtless there are thousands | of about his own age (seven years), for spiteful
of such men in the States, where frequently | usage to his sister, Mabel, accelerated the catas-
evervthing that is estimable in the English char- | trophe.  The antagonistic parties could no longer
acter is cultivated with assiduity. inhabit the same house; Edward Reeves and
How the property was distributed among the | family removed to acottage in the vicinity, and the
S. family in England, we need not say. Each'!son was thenceforth a stranger to his father’s
surviving individual had his or her shave. The | dwelling, till he received a formal invitation to
solicitor was only conuccted with them by mar-|atiend his funeral, and the reading of his will,
riage ; but with good old English ideas of up-|“In the name of God, Amen!” gasped out the
rightness and integrity, he was fully able to ap- | shaky voice of Randall, the attorncy,—a worthy
preciate the Philadelphia lawyer's sentiments. He | man though a lawyer. 1, Jonathan Reeves be-
would have done exactly the same himself under | ing of sound mind, and in full possesion of all my
similar civcumstances ; and therefore, had the | faculties, hereby give and bequeath to Maria, my
sum been tens of thousands instead of hundreds, | beloved wife, all and sundry the estate, real and
it could not he said to have fallen into bad hands. | personal, of which I'may dic seised and possessed:
Whether the transaction above noticed has led or | to wit—"" A fierce outery, natural, if unscemly,
not to a continued correspondence between the [ under such circumstances, interrupted the reader.
families, we are unable to say ; but we think the | It came from the beggared son who had leaped to
creditors in England would naturally have felt | his feet in wild dismay as the lawyer's words of
a pleasure in exchanging intelligence from timz | doom—for such they truly were—fell upon his
to time with their worthy debtors in Phila- {car. But the bitter consternation aund despair of
delphia.  These things, however, are private, | the revived man were too terrible and giant-like
and, therefore, we do not intend to trench upon | for articulate utterance ; and after one or two
them. abortive efforts at speech, he sank on the {loor in
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a fit. The usual bustle ensued—the usual reme-
dies were applied ; Edward Reeves was restored
to consciousness, and conveyed home. The for-
malrerding of the will was completed ; the hearers
went their several ways ; and the tiny segment of
the world’s great circle in which the incident oc-
curred, revolved again pretty muchinits old course,
—except indeed as regarded the disinherited son
and those dependent on him. To be sure, every-
body said it was a scandalous will—a downright
robbery of the legitimate heir; but everybody
also smiled graciously or fawningly, as the case
might be, upon the fair and fortunate legatee ; and
everybody, that could, cheerfully ate her dinners,
aud gaily quaffed her wines. The property thus
luxoriously disposed of, amounted to about twen-
ty-five hundred a year, beside the personals, and
was devised absolutely to the widow, with the
remainder to ker ons, unless she otherwise deter-
mined by will: even pretty litttle Mabel, of whom
her grandfather was so fond and proud, was not
left so much as a keepsake!

I know little concerning the legally plundered
family during the following ten years, except that
Edward Reeves never thoroughly recovered the
shock inflicted by his father's will, and that his
wife, & meek-hearted, loving woman, but, like her
hushand, of no great force or energy of character,
participated in his wearing grief and resentments,
and descended step by step with him to 2 prema-
ture grave. They were withdrawn, I understood,
somewhat suddenly, and within two or three weeks
of cach other, to that brighter and better laud,
but for whose auroral promise, this earth of ours
were 80 drear & Golgotha, strewed with moulder-
ing bones, and withered hopes, and breaking hearts.
Neither can I relate the precise gradations of
descent in the social scale passed through by the
unfortunate family, till, at the period of the father
and mother’s decease, they occupied a poorly-fur-
nished second floor in Redcliffe Street, Bristol,
neurly opposite the church, I fancy, however,
remembering to have heard that business of some
sort wasattempted by Edward Reeves, with money
obtained through the intervention of Mrs. Robin-
sop, the usurping legatee’s sister, and a very decent
person, let me add, although, from inferiority of
worldly circumstances, greatly in awe of her lucky
relative. Be this correct or not, Jonathan Reeves
had been apprenticed to a working jeweller, and
when his parents died was within a twelvemonth
of finishing his time. Mabel, two years her bro-
ther's junior, had not then left her poor home;
chained there as she was by love for her heert-
broken parents, though frequently offered a com-
fortable asylum, by sympathising friends, in inter-
change for such light service, as she could render.
That lingering tie had snapped, and the fair girl’s
hesitating step trembled at length upon the thres-
hold of the world, she feared, yetlonged to enter.
I can readily believe all X have heard of Mabel
Reeveds singular attractiveness as a girl, from
what I saw of her when a matron. It was easy
then to trace the yet lingering clastic grace, the
slight, but finely-rounded outline of her charming
figure ; the delicately fair, pale-rose tinted features,
which, lit meekly up with guileless eyes of blue,
and shrined with down-falling golden hair, caused
the dullest-visioned passer-by to pause in instine-
tive adiration of the beauteous flower, fresh as it

YOL I.—R

seemed, from the hand of God, and still radiant
with the angeldight of Paradise. Jonathan was
not uncomely, but it was difficult—so strongly
marked was the contrast between the sombre,
saturnine intelligence of his aspect, and the inno-
cent candour, the almost infantine simplicity of
hers—to believe they were such near relatives,
Yet were they true and loving ones. Jonathan
Reeves loved his sister beyond all things—even
money {—and Mabel'saffection for herbrother was
as deep and earnest a3 it was confiding and un-
selfish. They differed as widely in turn of mind
and disposition 23 they did personally. ™he clouds
of life passed over, and left no lasting trace upon
Mabel’s joyous, kindly temperanent, and she was
ever forgiving as a child, Jonathan, on the con-
trary, brooded with revengeful rancour over the
wrongs of his family, and pursued with his bitterest
maledictions those who had caused and profited by
itsdownfal; evil wishes, which, however provoked,
generally, as the Arabic proverb hath it, *come
like domestic fowls home to roost.”

Mabel went to live with a Mrs. Houston, of
Clifton, in a kind of hybrid capacity, compounded
of lady’s-maid and companion. Mrs. Houston
greatly disliked the zich and handsome widow
Reeves (though on quite civil visiting terms with
her), chietly—so friendly gossips sneered—because
she was rich and handsome ; and dearly the patro-
nizing lady loved to parade before their mutual
acquaintance theinteresting girl rendered destitute
but for Mr. Houston's interposition, by the infa-
mous will—goodness knows how obtained—of her
imbecile grandfather. Mabel was, however, very
well treated, by her somewhat ostentatious patro-
ness, and her education was sedulously advanced,
Her improvement was so marked and rapid, that
her brother grew impatient, almost jealous, of the
change. It seemed to be creatinga gulf between
them : other indices relating to her, augmented
his chagrin and disquietude.

““These Sunday visits to your brother, Mabel,”
he broke out one day, with a bitterness lately but
too habitnal with him, *are becoming wearisome
and distasteful to you. These narrow rooms,
this shabby furniture, contrast miserably with
Mrs. Houston's gilded saloons.”

“Oh! Jonathan, how can you be 80 cruel,—so
unjust 2" exclaimed poor Mabel, with suffused
eyes, and trembling voice.

“I have noticed this impatience,—this grow-
ing alienation,—this disgust;—call it what you
will—for months past,” resumed the brother with
increased violence. ¢ And tell me,” he added,
with quick anger, and, pausing in his hasty strid-
ing to and fro to scize her by the arm, and look
with menacing sternness in_ her face,—* Tell me
who was the perfumed fop I saw you with in the
park on Thursday last: answer quickly and with-
out equivocation, or the God of Heaven——"

“I with 1" stammered the pale, startled gitl,—
“X with! you mistake, Jonathan. There were
geveral—-" :

“Yes, yes, I know; Mrs. Houston and half-a-
dozen others were of the party—a gay assenfblage,
Mabel, which your vulgar brother may not pro-
fane by a too close approach., But this be-ring-
leted be-whiskered gentleman I speak of, was with
you ; affected to be conscious of no other’s pres-
ence ; walked, whispered, at your side—and you,
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Mabel, rou smiled upon his insulting courtesies! l
Mabel,” continued the excited young man, after
~ainly waiting a few momeuts for a reply, Ma-|
bel, you douotansver. Once—once !” he added !
in a changed and lower tone, but fierce and dead-
Iy as the hissing of a serpent.  * Once as twilight
was falling, I caught a nearer view of his face,
and it flaned through me that T had seen it be-
fore; that—Dbut no, it could not be: to suppose
that if our murdered mother’s child were—"

“Q, Jonathan!” sobbed Mabel, “ you will
break my heart.”

“Nay, forgive me, Mabel," exclaimed the
brother with sudden revulsion of feeling, * for-
give the blaspheming thought that for 2 moment
wronged you. Dear child, how could I be so
mad ¥”

* Dear Jonathan, dear brother!™ murmured
the weeping girl, as ber head sank upon his
ghoulder; but her eyes, he noticed, were sted-
fastly averted, as if dreading to encounter his.

I am rash as fire, at times, dear Mabel,” said
the brother, after a lengthened silence, “and
utter words without semse or purpose. But
we will talk of this matter calmly, wisely, as
friendless orphans in this bad worldshould.  You
sweet sister, possess, in a peerless degree, the
dangerous gift of beauty : men such as he with
whom I saw you in cager converse, look upon
beauty in our class of socicty as a toy, as—"

 Qur class of society,” echoed Mabel, flushing
scarlet ; surcly we are as well born, of lineage as
reputable, as any of Mrs., Houston’s friends or
visitors.  The difference between us is in the ac-
cident of riches only—nothing clse.”

“Of riches only—nothing clse ! shouted Jon-
athan Reeves, with a renewed paroxysm ofanger
mingled with scorn, and casting his sister off as
ke sprang impetuously to his feet. *“‘Riches
-only,” guoth she, as if—great God !—riches were
a0t the be-all and the end-all of this nether world.
The prime distinction between base and noble—
~vice and virtue—and did not sunder men as wide-
Iv as carth fromheaven! Richesonly, forsooth!
Iark ye, girl,” he added, “you are on the verge
-of a precipice, and by heaven—"

He spoke to deaf cars.  Mabel had fainted. As
soon as she was sufficiently recovered, 8 hack
-coach was called, and Jonathan escorted her to
Clifton, the silence between them only broken by
2 mutuad *good night.”  The next day he gave
Nrs. Houston written notice that, on that day
mouth, Mabel Reeves would return to his, her
Jegal guardian’s home.

It was soon apparent that Mabel Reeves was
-extremely averse to compliance with herbrother’s
Wisiees or demands.  She grew dull, melancholy,
absent and reserved in manner, and appeared to
dread that till she attained her majority, and it
wanted a whole swelvemonth of that,—she would
Ve little better than a prisoner in his house. A
day or two before the expiration of the stipulated
‘term, the brother reecived a hurriedly serawled
note gron: Mrs. Touston.  Mabel had fled !—To
London it was nnnoured, hut with whom (if with
anybody), nobodsy could conjecture. She had
been gone five or six hours before the discovery
was made.  Finally, Mrs. Iouston wished to sce

Alr. Reeves instantly.
The brother tore the note {o atoms, aud sped

off with frantic speed towards Clifton. Before
Mrs. Houston, who was painfully agitated, could
utter a word, Jonathan Reeves Lroke in with
“ Those vipers (the Hallidays I mean), are in the
habit of visiting here. James, the youngest, es-
pecially.  Is that so?”

“Yes, certainly, they are, but—"

He did not wait the conclusion of the sentence,
and in 2 minute or two he was thundering at the
mansion of the dowager Mrs. Reeves.  The ser-
vant who opencd the docr was instantly thrust
aside, and guided by the voices he beard within,
Jonathan Reeves burst unannounced into the
dining-room.  **My sister,” he gasped, * thieves,
plunderers, devils,—where is my sister "

The company, thus flatteringly addressed, were
Mrs. Reeves, Mre. Robinson, and the two Mesars.
Halliday. They stared at each other, and at the
questioner, their looks indicating not so much
surprise or alarm, as concern and irresolution.

“We have heard something of this unhappy
business,” said Mrs. Robinson; “but be assured
10 one here has been privy to, or aided your sis-
ter's flight.”

“You—jyou answer,” shouted Reeves, address-
ing the gentlemen; “it is you I suspect, not
your aunt.”

. My aunt's answer is mine, “said the older
Halliday ; *““and 1 deeply grieve: i
“Teardition to your gricifand you!

Sir, your reply.  What say you #”

Mr. Jumes Halliday sat in the shadow of the
heavy window curtains, and it was growing dusk,
so that it could not be distinctly seen; but his
voice was firm enough as he replied, I have
nothing to say : it is now three or four days sice
1 last saw Miss Reeves.”

The baffled querist glared bewilderedly for a
few minutes, from one to the other, and then
muttered aloud, Lut speaking to himself, * It may
be as they say.  They are certainly both here,
aud she gone; gone—sit hours since. But if
she be bid in the bowels of the earth I'll find
her.

e then rushed out of the house as madly as
he had entered it, reached home, provided him-
self with moncy, and left per mail for London the
same cvening. A fortnight afterwards he re-
tarned, haggard, worn, half-crazed, without Ma-
bel!

Again a gap occurs in this roughly-connected
narrative, extending over cighteen years and up-
wards; an when I again re-knit its broken
thread, it is the month of March, 1812,—at which
time I visited Bristol on sone legal business, in
which Mr. Randall, the solicitor, was concerned,
and thus beeame a hearer and spectator of the
last act in this curious domestic drama.

Jonathan Reeves, I must first state, was still &
bachelor, and resided in Redelifie Street, but
nearer towards Bedminster Bridge than he for-
merly lodged, where he kept a small working
jeweller's shop.  He was still poor; and rot only
50 in purse, but in heart and spirit.  Years of
senseless Tepining, and unavailing regrets, had
done their work upon him, aided, it is gricvous
to record, by the ravages of drink, to which fatal
propensity he had gradually addicted himself
so that, not yet forty, he was alrcady an aged
man! Aabel, he bad never seen nor heard of,

And now,
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directly, but he bad every year received parcclsl *“That is not likely, I think. Mrs. Robinson
containing presents of gome value, which could | is a.kind woman enough: I have worked for her
ouly comefromhor, and denoting that,atallevents, ; often.  The old dreams are gome, Mabel, and
she was not suffering from poverty. There was | harsh necessity has humbled my pride.  She has
no address given—no ling wriuten; but every | sent to say I must not forget to call to-morrow on
parcel contained a lock of golden hair und,'busincss. You are tived : good night.
strangely enough, the brother thought the well|  *You would have been amused, Mabel,” re-
rementbered colour did not suffer change from | marked Jonuthan Reeves, as he sat down to tea
age,—nay, the very last he had received was | the next evening, on his return from Clifton, “to
positively, he was sure, more brightly golden hear low anxious Mrs. Robinson is concerning
than that which he had hoarded up some fifteen  you. Over and over did she cross-examine me,
years before! Mrs. Rceves, his grandfather’s  to find out what she said you must have confided
wealthy relict, still lived, in London he believed s | to e of past events, and yet I thought she seem-
bat it warmed the sickness of his cankered heart, ed pleased wheu satisfied that I knew nothing.
to kuow, in paralytic helplessness, as well asdeep |, Js not this a splendid diamond 2 added the jew-
mental gloom, caused by the untimely passing  eller, holding a large old-fushioned ring encircling
away, within a twelvemonth of each other, of her | 2 magnificent jewel to the light, upon which, his
two sons, who had both died unmarried. Charles grey, cager eyes were fixed all the time ke had
Robinson would therefore—unless in a fit of cap- ) been speaking,—* clumsily set, but of the finest
rice she dizinherited him, and she was, people | water, and very, very valuable, from its size and
said, a3 vengefully eapricious, as much dominated | colour. It was graudfuather's,” he added,yuickly 3
by selfish aud obdurate passions, as when life “part of the rich spoil, of which we were plun-
was young with her—come ultimately into pos-jdered. It should be ours, Mabel.?
session of the greatly improved and augmented| “Yes, perhaps so, in fairness and equity ; but
property. in law it Delongs to Mrs. Reeves.  Tell me,” con-

This i3 all T think I have to set down respect- | tinued Mabel, in her turn speaking with quick
ing the interval of cightcen years and upwards, nervousness, “did you notice anybody, any stran-
which terminatedin March, 1812.  In that month , ger—that is anybody I know, I mean—ecither, no
the long-desired letter from his sister reached | matter, with Mrs. Robinson?”
Jonathan Reeves. It was affectionate, but re-| “Let me sce. Herson wasat home, and there
served and brief in regard to her flight from was a young woman with him, Miss Murray I
Bristol, and subscquent cxistence; and it was think they called her; a sort of humble compani-
stated that the time for a full explanation was on. Ah! You tremble and change colour ; you
still, in all probability, far distant. She was aare ill.”
widow, and alone, and yearncd to find herself| * No, no, a slight faintness, that’s all.”?
oncc more in the home of her brother. She, The jeweller's thoughts quickly reverted to the
should not be a burden to him, having enough ; diamond. ¢ I think,” he said, * this jewel, which
(though barcly so) for ler own wmmintenance.  as you say is ours in fairness and equity, must be
She would be in Bristol on the fourth day after  at least worth two hundred pounds.”
the receipt of the letter, which was subscribed | “To us that can matterlittle,” replied hissister,
¢ Mabel,” only. quictly. “You had better put it away in a safe

“You are but little altered, Mabel,” said Jon- | place at once.  Ishall takea walk,” added Mabel,
athan Reeves, after the first rapturous emotious| “as far as Mr. Randall's: he lives in Queen
that swelled his heart on again cmbracing bis, Square, does he not ¥ .
loag-lost sister, had somewhat subsided; *“still;  “Yes, on the left-hand side from here; name
beautiful, though more sedately so, perbaps; ay, jona brass plate.  Atleast two hundred pounds,”
and I think more hopeful too: but surely, Mabel, ; Mabel heard her brother mutter, a3 she closed
~his hair, thinner than I once knew iy, is scarcely, the door, his fascinated gaze still riveted upon
go bright and glossy, as the locks you lately sent j the flashing diamond.

e ‘¢ At least that suin; and we so poor.”

Mabel coloured a Jittle, and replied, * you fancy
50, that's all.”

It may be as you say : a widow, and recent-
I5,” hie added, glancing at her dress.

¢ Yes, dear Jonathan, 1 wrote you so.”

¢ And children, none$”

“QOne only,” rcplied the staid mother, with
bowed head and husky voice, *“and she has been
taken from me.”

A long silence cnsued, suddenly broken by
Jonathan Reeves.  * Did you know, Mabel, that
Afrs. Robiusoa, that woman's sister, has retumned |
to Clifton within the last month, and resides in
the old place ;

“] have heard so.”

“ Her son Charles is now the lawful heir, is he
not "

“It would appear o, unless our grandfather’s
widow should will it otherwise: she has the
power to do so.”

Jonathan Reeves's almost continually absorbed
contemplation of the dizmond, and muttered com-
ments on its value, at length raised a fecling of
alarm in Mabel’s mind, which closer observation
but heightened and confirmed. The re-sctting
had been for sometime finished, but Reeves was
always ready with an excuse for not parting with
it. This appeared unaccountable, till Mabel dis-
covercd that he had been industriously engaged
in the preparation of a paste imitation, which, in
size, cutting, aund, as far as possible, in lustre and
colour, was a fac-simile of the true jewel. Such
a matter required to Le promptly and decidedly
dealt with, aud Mabel was pondering how to pro-
ceed, when a lucky chance relicved her from all
difficulty. Her brother was out, aud Mrs. Robin-
son's footman called for the ring. v Charles
Robinson was cngaged out that evening, hie said,
and must have it. Mabel desived no better, and
instantly e it to the messenger.  Belore

VTS
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going away, the man happened to casually remark
that Mrs. Robinson had been summoned to Lon-
don about a week previously, he believed, in con-
sequence of alarming reports concerning her sis-
ter's health; a piece of news which so tlurried
and agitated Mabel, and so completely drove all
thoughts of the diamond from her head, that it
was not till the brother had heen ransacking the
shop for several minutes in search of the missing
treasure, that she remembered to tell him it had
been sent home. Theintelligence literally dumb-
foundered him ; he stared and trembled agifutter-
Iy overwhelmed with surprise and dismay; and,
when he had somewhat recovered fromthe shocek,
he went about the house moaning and lamenting
as if he were demented, or had sustained some
grievous irreparable loss ; and all night long his
sister heard him pacing up and down his cham-
ber, as restless and perturbed as during the day.

About three o’clock on the following afternoon
Jonathan Reeves arrived at Clifton, and asked to
speak with Mr. Charles Robinson; his request
was complied with, and he told the young gentle-
man that he had called to place a foil beaeath the
diamond; it should have been done before it left
his shop had he been at home when it was called
for, and would add greatly to its brilliancy. The
young man carclessly consented, and told Reeves
to go into his dressing-room, where he would find
the ring on 2 toilet table. The job did not occu-
py much time, for scarcely three minutes clapsed
before the jeweller re-appeared, bowed hurriedly
to Mr. Charles Robinson, said it was all right,
and hastened away. “How deuced queer the
man locks!™ thought Charles Robinson.  ** Surely
he has not stolen the ring! but no, thatis out of
the question, I should think; I will see, how-
ever”  The ring was safe enough, and the young
mau blushed for his suspicions. “ A droll im-
provement, though,” he presently muttered, “he
has effected; my judgment and eyes must be
strangely at fault, or—"  Churles Robinson rang
hic dressing-raam bell, and desived the servant
who answered it to go instautly to an eminent,
lapidary, in Wine Street, Bristo), and request that
hie would come and speak with him, Mr. Charles
Robiuson, immediateiy. In less than an hour the
Iapinary arrived, and what followed thercupon we
shall presently see.

It wasjust dark when Ju..than Reeves reached
his home, and had not his sister been herself in
a state of great excitement she must have noticed
that he was deathly pale—nervous almost to
fainting, and fel! with abject helplessness into his
chair like to a drunken man.  *““Mr. Randall has
Just left,” began Mabel, her usually meck, calm
cres, ablaze with light ; *and has brought strange
news,—news just arrived.  Our grandfather’s
widow, Mrs, Reeveg, is dead,—has died intestate.
Mrs. Fobinson will be here to night or to-morrow
morning to communicate with her son, and ac-
company him back to London,—her son, the
rightfil heir-at-daw you know.”  Thieselast words
Mahel pronounced with exultant emphasis.  Her
brother hardly appearcd to hear her; the ner-
vous terror that possessed him visibly increascd,
aund 2 slight seufile at the door by some passers-
by inereased it to frenzy. ¢ Shut—bar the door,
dear Mahiel” he hoarsely cjaculated, “or I am
rained, 1051 O God! that ever I v as born!”

The violence of his terror startled Mabel, she
hastily bolted the door, and then demanded an
explanation of hig frightful words. “I have
‘been mad during thelast fortuight,” he answered ;
“mad with greed and drink,—I must have been
so, Mabel ; but no soonerwas the crime effected,
and I inextricably meshed in the toils, than the
wretched, drunken illusion, promising success,
impunity, vanighed at once, and I saw that detec-
tion was inevitable—the gallows sure—and swift
as sure.”

“The gallows! Oh my brother!”

A loud knock at the door interrupted them.

*“They are come!” gasped the criminai, with
white lips. *Here, Mabel, quick, takemy purse,
the accursed thing is there.”

Mabel had hardly thne to conceal the purse
about her person, than the frail door-fastenings
were burst in, and several constables entered.

“We were expected I see,” remarked the
chief of them, glancing at the fear-stricken man,
“We have a warrant,” he added, civilly address-
ing Mabel, * for the apprehension of your brother,
on a very serious chargs, but we need not unne-
cessarily intrude upon youn. There isa coach at
the door; come Mr. Reeves.”

The instant Mabel found herself alone, she
drew forth and examined the purse. The true
diamond was there! Alas! alas! And that
this calamity should have happened now—now
that—but not a moment should be lost. Mr.
Randall must be scen instantly,  Perhaps,”—and
the thought which glanced across her brain sent
the hot blood in swift eddics through her veins,—
“perhaps he may yet be saved.”

It was about half-past nine o'clock when Mr.
Raudall veached Clifton. Mrs. Robinson, who
had not long arrived, was busy for the moment,
but would see him presently if he could wait.
Certainly he could. *Mr. Charles Robinson is
not at home, I believe,” he blandly added; * but
I darcsay I shall find Miss Murray in the drawing-
room.” Mr. Randall briskly ascended the stairs,
and as he opened the drawing-room door, said—
** Be sure to let me know the instant Mrs. Robin-
son i3 disengaged.” In about a quarter of an
hour he was informed that the lady was expecting
him ia the library.

“Jt i3 a very unfortunate affair,” said Mrs.
Robinson,—after a few preliminary sentences.
“Iad I been at home there should have been no
prosccution. But it must I suppose now go on.”

“Your son must appear cither to confirm his
accusation, or, by absenting himself, admit it to
be false.”

“Y am very sorry for it, but the prosccution
shall be leniently urged. Toor Mabel Reeves,
too! Youare aware, I know, how much I risked
by taking her daughter when neither of them had
hardly bread to cat. Had my sister heard of it,
it is quite possible my son would have been dis-
inherited.  But that danger is now past.”

o E’t is true, then, that Mrs, Recves died intes-
tate.

tYes, and as the two Messicurs Halliday died
withou. Jrgitimate male or female issue, my son
is, you are aware, the heir, under the original will
setlement.”

“That would be as vou say.  Br-the-by, who
Tias the custedy of this unfortunate ¥ing 2
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Tt is locked up,” was the reply, “in a drawer
in my dressing-room. Miss Murray shall bring it
here if you wish to see it.”

“Oh dear no, not at all. T am glad to hear
sou are not disposed to press the cuse harshly,
supposing there to be one at all; and I have the
hono’ur to wish you, madain, a very good even-
ng.?

gL‘he magistrates' office was crowded the next
day by an auditory which it did not surprise any-
body to find, since they were all thoroughly ac-
quainted with the antecedents of both parties,
sympathised with the prisouer rather than the
prosecution.  Mrs. Robinson and her son were
geated near the magistrates, Miss MNurray had
placed herself beside her mother, and, but that
Mabel looked pale and agitated, two more
charming females, at their respective ages, could
not, I think, be found in the city of Bristol, or
the two counties in which it stands.

At eleven precisely, the accused was placed in
the dock, and business commenced. Mr. C.

'by a triumphant acquittal in my life.  Happily he

held his tongue, which was a mercy.

“Hand the ring this way, if. you please, Mr,
Randall,” said Charles Robinson, tartly.

““Ought I not, think you sir, to hand it to the
right owner at once?”

“ Certainly—you are asked to do s0.”

¢ In that case I must present it to this young
lady on my right.”

**To that young lady—to Miss Murray!"”

“That was a merc nomt de circonstunce, and
there is now no necessity for its retention.  Her
true name is Mabel Halliday, and she is the legit-
iwate daughter and sole heiress of James Halli
.da}', deceased. This we shall be able to show
'beyoud the shadow of a doubt at the proper time
and place, if her right is opposed, which i3 not,
however, likely. James Halliday and Mabel
Reeves were married, by banns, in London; and
the fear of disinheritance by Mrs. Reeves, has
hitherto prevented its acknowledgment. Al this
can be legally established, and I only mention

Robinsun proved what he had seen, and then the | these details because I kuow the great majority
lapidary was placed in the witness box. He had | of the people of Bristol will rejoice, that an estate,
been sent for by Mr. Robinson, and found that a  cruelly diverted from the legitimate heirs, has,
paste imitation, a very good one he must say, { by the overruling providence of God, been res-
had been substituted for the original diamond, |tored to them in the person of their descendant,
which he knew well, and bad very lately seen in  Mabel Halliday.” I do not think the auditory

the prisoner’s shop.

s the ring here?” asked Mr. Randall.

“ Yes, it is in this case,” replied Charles Robin-
son, handing it across the table.

breathed while this was uttered, but at its con-
clusion, 2 perfect hurricane of cheering took
place, prolonged for several minutes. It wus
taken up in =« trice, and ran like wildfire along

“Very good. Now come, Mr. Lapidary, be |the streets; in fact, the enthusiasin rose to such
modestly candid, let me intreat you. Are you;a fever-heat that I positively apprehended some
positive, I ask, that you can always distinguish | accident would befall the mother and daughter,
paste from a diamond, especially between the i so boisterously did the mob press rouund to sce,

lights, as in this instance 2”

“ Sure!™ rejoined the lapidary, with dignified
contempt, “1 could tell the difference blindfold.
Look at this ring yourself; paste you perceive
is~—paste you perceive is—the devil 1"

s it indeed !—well that is something new at
all events.  But pray go on with your very lucid
deseription.”

The confounded lapidary could not goon. 1fis

face was alternatety as red as brick-dust and
white as chalk.

* Gan this be the ring,” he at length stammer-
ed,” addressing Charles Robinson, *‘that I saw
yesterday evening 27

*No doult of it—why do you ask ?”

* Because this is unquestionably a real diamond
—the real diamond, no doubt about it.”

4 2%e real dinmond!™ vociferated the mayorin-
dignantly. “Whatis the meaning of this accusa-
tion then? But the witness scems hardly to
know whether he stands on his head or heels.”

congratulate, and hurrah them.  As Mr. Randall
anticipated, no impediment was offered to Mabel
; Halliday's accession to the property of which
Mrs. Reeves had died possessed according to the
tenor, happily unrevoked by his implacable relict,
of her great grandfather's will. - Jonathan Reeves,
I havereason to know, was startled into sober
and decorous conduct by the exceedingly nar-
row escape hehad from the iron hands of the law,
Should any reader fail in comprehending how it
was he was so cleverly extricated from such dead-
Iy peril, he will be, if that can console him, in
: precisely the same mental condition as the dis-
comfited lapidary who, to the day of his death,
could never comprehend how the paste of the
evening could possibly have becoma the diamond
of the morning.

Des.—Some think falsely it comesfrom the
French,. where donnes signifies * give me,” im-

A white-headed gentlemen in a large way of , plying a demand for something due; but the

business, as a jeweller, it was whispercd, stepped | true origin of this expression ouwcs its birth to
forward, and after looking closely at the ring, jone Joe Dun, a famous bLailiff of Liucoln, so
said, “ Thisis not only a real diamond, hut one | extremely active, aud so dexterous at the man-
of the finest I have ever scen of its size.” .&ttagcmcnt of his rough business, that it became a
this confirmation of what had at first appeared to | proverl, * when a man refused to pay his debts,
be too good to bic true, the cudience broke into a {to say, *“Why don’t you dun him?” that ia,
loud cheer, which was again and again repeated. | *Why donwt you seud Dun to arrest him?”
The accusation was formally given up, and the j Hence it grew iuto a_custom, and isnow as old
prisoner was immediately liberated * without the {as since the days of Heunry VII. In Rider's Dic-
slightest stain upon his character,” the mayor em- | tionary, dun is stated to be derived from dunan,
phatically assured him. I never, I must say, |Saxon, *“to thunder,” to demaund a debt with
saw a3 accused person so thoroughly bewildered ! vehiemence.—DBrady’s Varicties of Lilcrature.
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SEDURENT IIL
(Mr. Maclear is announced by the barking

of Nell).

Tue Masor.—Peace Nelly, good dog!
knowest thou not the footfall of a friend 2

Mz, M.—I fear th.t Tam somewhat intrusive
thus anticipating my visit by an hour, but in
truth 1 was somewhat anxious to hear the
continuation of our friend Mrs, Grundy’s
adventures, and have come to solicit her to
continue the recital.

Tre Mason.—TUnfortunately this is a very
unlucky day for the purpose. 1t is the anniver-
sary of a very melancholy event in the category
of her misfortunes, and the good dame is now,
as is her wont at this season, enjoying the
privacy and solitude of her own apartment.

Mz. M.—TI am sorry.

Tur Major.—Nay man, thou shalt not be
disappointed—] have heard the story often
cnongh to know it well, and I may spare her
feelings a partial trial, by becoming myselfthe
narrator of it, if it pleaseth thee.

Mnr. M.—T shall be delighted to listen to
you, and the more so as the trial to me will
be still less, than in hearing it from her own
ligs.

“Tire Masor.—Give me the cuc then, Where
did she leave off.
Mz. M.—She had just embarked for India

Tue Mator.—Agye, and a sorrowful voyage
it was. The incidents of a departure from
onc's native land, to a country thousands of
miles away, are of so purcly a personal kind,
as to vary almost in every case, Still, there
are certain leading circumstances common to
all; but these have been so frequently and
graphically described, that a repetition would

only be irksome to you. Suffice it to say that
a few weeks found them Laking under a tropi-
cal sun to the southward of Madeira. The
ship in which they were was one of the finest
lof her class, one of those frigates of the Com-
Ipany’s Service, which are now less common
Ithan they used to be. A detachment of her
thusbands regiment and some others going out
lto reinforce the scrvice companics were on
board under his charge, with several women
and children attached to them. A severe
epidemic fever broke ount ameng them, and
the anxiety and fatigue attending his care of
Ithese tronps predisposed him to an attack of
the disease. For five weeks she watched and
nursed him, and when the hues of returning
health began to spread over his cheek onco
more, her exhausted frame became an easy
prey to the remorscless assailant. A naturally
strong constitution however withstood its
violence and in a short time, she was able to
resume her accustomed evening walk on the
deck.  We can readily conceive, my dear Sir,
what the happiness of those moments must
have bheen. Two young beings mutually
dependent on each other for all the kindly
offices of domestic life, under circumstances
of & most trying nature, and at & time when
their relative duties wercas yet novel to them,
just snatched from the grasp of the King of
Terrors, were now in sweet communion under
the starry sky and in the balmy atmosphero
of a iropieal evening., Gliding through tho
dark blue Atlantic, the foaming water sparkling
around thern with that singular lumineus
appearance, so startling when seen for the
first time, they must have revelled in the joy
of rescue, the senso of security, the dream of
hope. The future would seem to borrow its
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colonring from the scenc around, and hallowed
by the feelings of past suffering, the enjoyment
of the present must have been full indeed.
Oh! that it could have been as abiding.

All scemed to promise fairly for an average
passage. The Cape had been doubled and
after a favourable run for a few days witha
fair wind, one of those terific tornados so
common in those latitudes set in, and afier
enduring its violence for two days, in spite of
all the precautions which the most skilful
seamanship could devise, seconded by untiring
exertions of sailors and soldiers, their fine
vessel became a total wreck. The terrors of
that scene appeared to tax her fortitude toits
utmost. Fortunately within a few days they
were discovered by one of H. M. cruisers and
with the assistance of the united crews, she
was soon put in such a condition as to be
enabled to prosccute her voyage to its com-
pletion.

The regiment was stationed on the frontier
of the disturbed districts. Indeed hostilities
had already commenced, and it was not im-
probable that on reaching his destination her
husband would speedily be engaged in action.
No very pleasurable prospect this for the
young wife. Her very worst fears were
realized.  On arriving at head quarters, he
found himself under orders to proceed at once
with a detachment in charge of ammunition
to the seat of war. They who had shared
together the risk of disease, and the perils of
shipwreck, must now be separated—he, to
encounter the chances of war, she to endure
the trial of suspense and undergo the agony
of childbirth. One can scarcely imagine an
accumulation of equal misfortune. She became
a mother; and for a brief season had the
gratification of cnjoying the socicty of the
father and infant together. How little can
those who instigate and promote warfare,
reflect upon the ceascless grief, the mental
torture they occasion. The peace of home,
disturbed; the heart, broken—the bright hopes,
crushed—the noble creatures destroyed. And
after all, where is the recompense.  Natjonal
pride. Territorial possession. What are
these to one single image of the creator
mutilated by the death-dispensing ball—one
forlorn and hopeless widow sighing over the
lifeless form of him who was allin all to her—
onc helpless orphan left to grapple with the
cold, cold world!

The circumstances attending Major Grun-
dy’s death after returning to duty wereof a
very peculiar and harrowing nature, and form
a complete cpisode in this eventful narrative,
but as I hear preparations for the evening's
repast perhaps you will prefer my postponing
its recital to a future occasion, rather than that
it should be interrupted.

Mi. M.—Willingly. And while we discuss our
Bohea, we may descant upon the topics more
immediately connccted with our respective

lvocations, you as a maker, I as a vender of

Books. I brought out this little volume inmy
pocket in order that you may notice it. It is
the last of Puryax's semi-monthly Library,
and is entitled the Arctic Journal, or Eighteen
Mouths in the Polar Regions.

I'ne Masor.—The republisher seems an ¢n-
terprizing and spirited one, it is only the other
day I read a notice of this book in the English
reviews as just appearing. The buok shall
have attention, but really what with Appleton,
Putnam, to say nothing of Harper, and sundry
others,—one has enough reading in the month.

Mg. M.—Putnam’s selection appears to be
admirably made, and probably more with a
view toinstructive reading than his rival, who
with equally good taste, caters for his patrons
amusement. The circulation of these works
must be enormous to warrant the cost of pro-
duction.

Tie Masor~—Yes. But what do you think
of all these republications being made, without
any regard to the interest of the author in his
copyright ?

M. M.—Many English authors dispose of
the privilege of reproduction to the American
publisher, well knowing that it were better to
reap such an advantage than to suffer by abso-
lute piracy, or otherwise limit the circulation
of their works. This of course is done with
due regard to the interest of the home pub-
lisher, where he is the bencficiary of the copy-
right. But, after all, the system of piracy is
much to be regretted, and itisto be hoped that
ere long a good system of internatiunal legisla-
tion will be adopted on this point, for it would
be a great reproach on the age that so many
thousands of English readers should be depriv-
cd of the advantage of perusing the writings of
the authors of Loth countries except at a high
cost, to many amounting to a prohibiton.

Tnre Masor—I hear approaching footsteps
and doubt not they are those of our now re-
nowned shantyists. Let us welcome them.

Tue Lamp, (reciting) enters—

# The chief in silence etrode before,
Aund reached that torrent’s sounding shore,
Which. daughter of three mighty Lakes,
From Venachar in silver breaks.”? g

Tar Masor—Why Laird, have you been
poring over your favourite lately, that you
should come sounding his verse in such a
Jjaunty style as that.

Tne Lamp.—A trace to your joking,
Major, It's very true that the words are Sir
Walter's, but it was in nac buik o his that I
read them last; nor after 2’ do I think that
the application o’ them is saec much out o' the
way. Here X am a great chiefin my ane way,
“Nascimus Princeps’—but I forgot 2’ my hu-
manity whilk the old dominie at the schule
skelpoed intome douni’ theGallowgate,so I must,
beg for a dictionary, to astonish you anither
time, but as I was saying, we'll premise I''m
tho chief, and who can gainsay that? Well
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yonder's the * sounding ™ shore of Ontario, and
as for the three Lakes, why there are Erie,
Huron and Superior, you see Major 1

Tue Masor.—DPrecisely—but if not in the
Lady of the Lake, where did you read the
words ?

Tur Lakp.—In a buik I hae read wi’ agreat
deal o' pleasure, and I recommend it to your
favourable consideration, as the language o
conventional intercourse has it. The buik,
guid luck to it, is called * A Step from the
New World to the Old and back again, with
thoughts on the good and cvil in both, and
vera guid thochts they are, let me tell ye,—
thochts in the brain of a sensible and well in-
formed man, who appearantly makes good
use o' baith e'en, lugs and memory.

Taz Squireex.—I')l let my owld sctter Brian
to any mongrel cur in’ the city, and by the
powers there’s no lack of them, the fellow
speaks in exalted terms of Scotland.

Tur Lamkp.—Noo, man, dinna betray any
nationaljealousy here.  It’s undoubtedly true
that AMr. Tappan, that’s the author’s name, did
not visit the land 0’ your nativity, the mair
pity, as he might have given us some correct,
impartial, and scasonable hints with respect to
it, but I presume his arrangements wad not
permit of it—equally truc is it that he des-
cants in glowing terms upon the grandeur and
beauty o’ his mountain hame, but it’s a done
in guid taste, and the introduction o' Scott's
poetry in connection wi’ the scenes through
which he was passing is natural enouch, foran
ardent admirer of nature and its poetry which
he seems to be. But then he's equally en-
thusiastic in praise o' the guid points he saw in
other lands, and not a few o’ them ecither.

Tue Masor.—Can you give us a sample of
his style, by way ofa bait 2

Tue Lamp.—Well T believe I car. T put
the first volume in my pocket, to read after
walking out here. Speaking of England, (and
the passage has its value for “ Little York,”
so let the Mayor and Corporation take
tent,) and describing the enormous parks in
London, where the population, rich and poor,
young and old, enjoy the privilege of breathing
a purer atmosphere than what goes through
their lungs in the dense city, and alluding to
the same feature in continental cities, he says:
But! did mortal ever ken the like!
have left the buik at hame,so Imust defer read-
ing you the passages till anither time.

Tur Docror.—Well done,Laird! however I
shall read your book as soon as may be.
Meantime, T beg to call your attention to a
curious little brochure, which I hold in my
hand. It is rather too much in my own parti-
cular line, for general taste, but is nevertheless
designed for, and ought to be read by every-
body—Iladies and gentlemen.

Tur Lamp.—It's seldom we hear you speak
in such unqualified terms 0" buiks or anything
else, therefore you'll be guid cnouch tolet us

I
e

have the name o baith the work and the
author.

Tuxe Docror.—Authoress in this instance,
Laird, * The Laws of Life by Elizabeth Black-
well, M. D.”

Tue Major—A feminine Esculapius !—
Where did the lady acquire her academical
honour ?

Tur Doctor—At Geneva, State of New
York ; butthisis the least important or inter-
esting feature in her history. The degree I
believe is not a mere honorary one, but was
obtained after diligent study and examination,
Miss Blackwell it would appear isso singularly
blessed with respect to temperament and men-
tal constitution, that she was able to enter
freely into all those investigations which are
sonsidered so repugnant in the medical profes-
sion. She visited Europe in order to add to
her information, and was well reccived in
France where she met with one ortwo similar
spirits among hersex.  She paid a penalty for
her boldness, having lost an eye in consequence
of some disecase contracted during her studies.
All this is very startling and to Englishmen
particularly, very objectionable, nor do I in-
tend to become the champion of the system of
considering the sex a matter of indifferencein-
the pursuit of knowledge. Woman happily
has her proper and useful sphere of action, one
for which man is physically, constitutionally,
and mentally unfitted, the duties of which,
are sufficiently ardous and important to require
the exercise of a high order of intellectual
power; it is to be regretted therefore when
women step beyond the bounds of that peculiar
sphere.  But, yet, we have several instancesin
which the funale mind has accomplished much
more in the path of abstract science, it is
barely needful to mention the name of Mary
Somerville, Lut what I admirein the authoress,
of whom I am now speaking, is, that having
boldly plunged into an unwonted path, she
has not rashly and blindly pursued it at a
headlong pace, but has evidently traced its
devious windings with care and advantage,
marking every feature of importance in the
landscape, and reflecting deeply upon their
general character and the office they perform
in making up the whole, and pleasing view.—
The book contains the fruits of herstudy and

1 ! experience given in the form of lectures to the

mothers of her country on the physical educa-
tion of their daughters. It contains many a
pointed and timely rebuke on the prevalent
system of the day, and is calculated to do much
service, if properly appreciated and acted upon.
T will not trouble you by quoting from its
pages, but refer you to the little work itself;
you will find it repay the perusal. Have you
seen “ Swallow Barn,” by Kennedy ?

Tue Squireex—I had the rccreation of
glancing through it the other day,being attract-
cd by the style of the illustrations which are
particularly felicitious and well executed. It
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is professedly a second edition of an old pub-
lication, and, if so, has been brought out at a
very fortuitous time. The whole story is a
counterpart of Uncle Tom's cabin, and gives us
life in the South in rather more pleasing
colours, than we find them delineated by Mrs.
Stowe. However, as our friend Maclear
has made a speculation in the reprint of the
latter, perhaps the less we say of Swallow Barn,
the better.

Mr. M.—On the contrary ; itis well always
to hear both sides of a story, and I am not
50 wedded to my prejudices, as not to enjoy
2 good book, even when in opposition.

Tne Lamp.—Parliamentary phrascology !
But the truth is that nigger question is a little
overdone at present.  Nae doubt it places the
American people in an anomalous position to
find-sic sticklers for freedom maintaining the
abominable and unchristian practice of human
slavery. But it is an cvil entailed upon them
from their forefathers, when the genius o’
the age was different—and having been recog-
nized by the founders of their constitution at
the time of its construction, it will require
time fo alter and ameliorate the matter.—
‘ihere isaprovidence in the existence of slave-
ry. Men do notsufficiently consider this, and
when the season arrives for itsabandoanment,
God will in His mercy appoint the method and
the instruments.

Tae SquirceN.—The book is well written.

Tur Docror~—Pray Major can you recom-
mend to me some light and easily digested
volume, suitably for this sultry season of the
year. Something, I mean, a trifle more sub-
stantial than the puff-paste of a novel, and a
fraction less solid than the sirloin of a history,
or an essay upon political economy. ¥ purpose
making an expedition to St. Catharines next
wecek, per steamer, and should like to be fur-
nished. with literary fodder for the way.

Tne Masor.—This little red coated book is
the very article which you desiderate. Itis
 The Dook of Snobs, by Will Thackeray.”
forming a portion of “Appleton’s popular Li-
brary.

Tiue Docror.—Did not the contents thereof
appear in the pages of Punch ?

Tne Masor.—They did, and for a season
formed the leading and most appetizing at-
traction of that racy periodical. In my hum-
ble judgement Thackeray isone the ablest
fictionists of the present day.

Tug Lamrp.—I dinna like that word fiction-
#i! It has a concecited, snappish novelty
about it, that I canna thole! Noah Webster,
aibling,might pawtroneeze the expression, but
Tlibe bound tosay that honest auld Sam
Johnson wud hae growled at it ashewad at a
Yankee.

Tne SquireeN.—Or a Scotsman !

Tne Lamp.—Nane o’ your jeers Paddy I—
If ithad na been for a Scotsman its but little

the world wad hae known about the great
lexicographer !

TnE Suirees.~Perchance none but a North
Britain could have had a stomach. strong en-
ough for the undertaking, of blowing the horn
for Ursa Major—and recording his grizaly es-
capades | .

Tue Lamp.—Div ye mean onything perso-
nal, ye ill-tongued thriftless bogtrother ?

Pue  Docror—Come, come children! no
bickerings in the shanty, or Mrs. Grundy may
perchance not be at home, the next time that
you shew yourface in the clearing ! Besides
I have got the car of the chair. You were
speaking about Thackeray, Majors when this
little Johnsonion cpisode occurred !

Tue Masor.—I think that in future ages,
he will be more consulted and referred to,
than almost any of his essayist companions.
Thackeray like Addison and Ficlding possess-
¢s an intuitive faculty for observing and illus-
trating the characterestic features of society!
With a few touches, laid on scemingly, at
hap-hazard, this great artist produces, if not
a finished picture, at least a lifelike sketch of
of some specfic classic order.

Tne Docror.—]Is he not somewhat toomuch
tinctured with what William Hogarth called
the caricatura ?

Tue Masor.—Not mniore so, than was the
said William Hogarth himself! I fully grant
that the groupings which Thackeray presents
are such as you do not meet with in every day
life, but examine each tigure separately and
we would be justified in making oath that
yvou have me! with the counterpart ‘thcre.of,
though perchance you could not particularize
the precise epoch and locality ! .

Tue Lamp.—I speak under correction
Mujor, but it scems to me that youare getting
a thocht prosy and metapheesical. What would
you say to giving us aslice o’ Thackeray, and
let each one judge for himselfas to its quality 2
‘The proof o' the pudding ye ken, is the pree-
ingo’t! .

L'uE Masor.—As you will, Laird. Here is
a morcean, taken at hap-hazard. I must pre-
mise that Mr. Goldmore is a* dull and pom-
pous Leadenhall Street Croesus, good natured
withal, and affable—cruelly affable. Goldmore
patronizes Raymond Grey, Esq., barrister-at-
law, “an ingenious youth without the least
practice, but who has luckily a great share of
good spirits, which cnables him to bide his
time, and bear laughingly his humble position
in the world .”  Gray is married and his help-
mate being a lady of good sense, the couple
contrives to live in frugal comfort, without
secking to ape a style which their income
would not warrant them in assuming,.

The barrister, alittleannoyed at Goldmore's
ostentatious patronage, which is limited, I
may mention to & dinner twice or thrice inthe
season, determines to have alittle quaint,good
humouredrevenge. He accordingly invites the
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Nabob to pot-luck, and Ttake up the narrative
at the point, when Gray communicates the
‘“astounding information to " to his beiter
half :—

“My love,” says Mrs. Griy, in a tremor,
“how could you be so cruel? Why, the dining-
room won't hold Mrs. GoLpyMonre ?

Make your mind easy, Mrs. Gray; her lady-
ship is in Paris. It is only Cresus that’s coming,
and we are going to the play afterwards—to Sad-
ler's Wells.  Gowrpmorr said at the Club that he
thought Suaxsprane was a great dramatic poet,
and ought to be patronised ; whereupon, fired
with enthusiasm, T invited him to our banquet.”

“Goodness gracious! what can we give him
for dinner? MHe has two French cooks; you
know Mrs. GoLpyore is always telling us about
them ; and he dines with Aldermen every day.”

8 A plain leg of matton my Luey,
I prythee get ready at three;
Have it tender, and smaking. aud juicy,

And what better meat can there be 2?22
says Grar, quoting my favorite poet.

“‘ But the cook is ill; and you kuow that horri-
ble Parryeay, the pastrycook’s” L

¢ Silence, Frau!” says Gray,in a deep tragedy
voice. ‘‘Jwill have the ordering of this repast.
Do all things as T bid thee. Invite our friend
Sxob here to partake of the feast. Be mine the
task of procuring it.”

¢ Don’t be expensive, Rayyoxnn,” says his wife.

** Peace, thou timid partner of the bricfless one.
Gorpyorr'e dinner shall be suited to our narrow
means. Only thou do inall things my cummands.”
And geeing by the peculiar expression of the
rogue's countenance, that some mad waggery was
in preparation, Iawaited the morrow with anxiety.

Punctual to the hour—(By the way, I cannot
omit here to mark down my hatred, scorn, and
indignation, towards those miserable Snobs who
come to dinner at nine, when they are asked at
eight, in order to make a sensationin the company.
May the loathing of honest folks, the back-biting
of others, the curses of cooks, pursue these
wretches, and avenge the society on which they
trample !)—Punctual, 1 say to the hour of five,
which Mr. and Mrs. Raynoxp Gray had appoint-
ed, a youth of an elegant appearance, in a neat
evening dress, whoge trim whiskers indicated neat-
ness, whose light step denoted activity, (for in
sooth he was hungry, and always is at the dinner
hour, whatsoever that hour may be,) whose rich
golden hair, curling down his shoulders, was set
off by a perfectly new four-and-ninepenny sitk hat,
was seen wending his way down Bittlestone Strect,
Bittlestone Square, Gray’s Inn. The person in
question, T need not say, was Mr. Sxob, JHe is
never late when invited to dine, But to proceed
with my narrative :—

Although Mr. Sxon may have flattered himself
that he made a sensation as hie strutted down
Bittlestone Street with his richly gilt-knobbed cane,
(and indeed I vow I saw heads looking at mefron:
Miss Squsny'g, the brags-plated miliner opposite
Ravryoxn Gray's, who has three silver-paper bon-
nets, and two fly-blown French prints of fashion
in the window,) yet what wag the emotion produc-
ed by my arrival, compared to that with which the
little street thrilled, when at five minutes past five

the floss-wigged coachman, the yellow hammer-
cloth and flunkies, the black horses and blazing sii-
ver harness of Mr, Goupmorg whirled down the
street! It is o very little street of very little
houses, most of them with very large brass plates
like Miss SquiLspy’s.  Coal-merchants, architects,
andsurveyors, two surgeons, a solicitor, a dancing
master, and of courze several house-agents, occu-
py the houses—little two-storied edifices with
stuceo portices.  GorpMoRre's carriageovertopped
the roofs almost; the first floors might shake
hands with Crasus as he lolled inside; all the
windows of those first floors thronged with chil-
dren and women in a twinkling. There was Mgs.
HayyerLy in curling papers; Mrs, Saxny with
her front awry; Mr. WriGeLES peering through
the gauze curtains, holding the while his hot glass
of rum-and-water—in fine, a tremendous commo-
tion in Bittlestone Street, as the GoLpyorE car-
riage drove up to Mr. RatMoxp Grar's doar.

 How kind it is of him to come with both the
footmen ! says little Mrs, Grav, peeping at the
vebicle too. The hugest domestic, descending
from his perch, gave a rap at the door which
almost drove in the building. Al the heads were
ont; the sun was shining; the very organ-boy
paused ; the footman, the coach, and GoLDMORE'S
red face were blazing in splendour. The hercu-
gzan plushed one went back to open the carringe-

oor.

Raxyonp Gray opened his—in hisshirt-sleeves.

He ran up to the carriage. ** Come in, GoLp-
MORE,” says he. “ Just in time, my boy. Open
the door, WHATDYECALLUY, and let your master
out,”"—and WHATDYECALLUM, obeyed mechani-
cally, with & face of wonder and horror, only to
be equalled by the look of stupified astonishment
which ornamented the purple countenance of his
master.

“Wawt taim will you please have the cage, Sir,”
say3 WHATDTECALLUY, in that peculiar unspellable,
inimitable, flankyfied pronunciation which forms
one of the chief charms of existence.

“ Best have it to the theatre, at night,” Gray
exclaims; “it is but a step from here to the
Wells, and we can walk there, I've got tickets
for all. Be at Sadlers’ Wells at cleven.”

* Yes, at eleven.” exclaims GoLoMoRe pertur-
bedly, and walks with a flurried step into the house,
a3 if he were going to exccution (as indeed he was,
with that wicked Gray as a Jack Krrea over
him). The carriage drove away, followed by
numberless eyes from door-steps and balconies ;
it appearence is still a wonder in Bittlestone
Street.

% Go in there, and amuse yourself with Sxos,”
says Gray, opening the little drawing-room door.
“ DIl call out when the chopsare ready.  Faxnny's
below, seeing to the pudding.”

“ Gracious mercy ! says GoLpMORE to me,
quite confidentially, ‘“Iow could he ask us? I
really had no idea of this—this utter destitution.’

¢ Dinner, dinner!” roars out Gray, from the
dining.room, whence issued a great smoking and
frying; and entering that apartment we find Mrs.
Gray ready to receive us, and looking perfectly
like & princess who by some accident, had & bHowl
of potatoes in her hand, which vegetables she
placedon the table.  Her husband wagmeanwhile
cooking mutton-chops on a gridiron over the fire.
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¢ Faxxy hasmade the roly-poly pudding,” says
he ; ** the chopsare my part. Iere's a fine one;
try this, Gorpxore.” And he popped a fizzing
cutlet on that gentleman’s plate. What words,
what notes ot exclamation can describe the naboeb’s
astonishment ?

The table-cloth was a very old one, darned in
a score of places. There was mustard in a tea-cup
a silver fork for GorLpyore—all ours were iron.

I wasn't born with a silver spoon in my
mouth,” says Gray, gravely. ** That fork is the
only one we have. Faxxy has it generaliy.”

. “Rayvoxp ! cries Mrs.. Gray, in an imploring
ace.

** She was used to better things, youknow : and
I hope one day to get her a dinner service. I'm
told the electro-plate is uncommouly good.  Where
the deueg gs that boy with the beer? And row,”
said he springing up, * I'llbe a gentleman.”  And
s0 he put onhis coat, and sate down quite gravely,
with four fresh mutton chops which he had by
this time broiled.

“We don't have meat every day, Mr. Gorp-
MORE,” he continued, ‘‘and it's a treat to me to
get a dinner like this.  Yon little know, you gen-
tlemen of England, wholive at home atease, what
hardships briefless barristers endure.”

¢ Gracious merey !” says Mr. GoLDMORE.

¢ Where’s the half-and-half? Faxyy go overto
the *Keys’ and get the beer. Iere's sixpence.”
And what was our astonishment when Faxxy got
up as if to go!

¢ Gracious merey ! letme,” cries GOLDMORE.

¢ Not for worlds, my dear Sir. She's used to
it. They wouldn't serve you as well as they serve
her. Leave her alone. Law bless you!” Rav
Moxp said, with astounding composure. And
Mgrs. Gray left the room, and actually came back
with a tray on wheh there was a pewter flagon of
beer.  Little PoLLy (to whom, at her christening,
I had the honour of presenting a silver mug, ex
officio) followed with a couple of tobacco pipes
and the queerest roguish look in her round little
chubby face.

“Did you spsak to TarLING about the gin, Fas-
NT, my dear?” Grav asked, after bidding PorLLy
put the pipes on the chimney-piece, which that
little body had some difficulty in reaching—*¢ The
last was turpentine, and even your brewing didn’t
make good punch of it.”

“You would hardly suspect, GoLpyork, that
my wife, a HarLey Bagrer, would ever make gin
punch? I think my mother-in-law would com-
mit suicide if she saw her.”

“Don’t be always luughing at Mammwa, Rav-
310xD,” suys Mrs. Grav.

“Well, well, she wont die, and I don’t wish
she would, And you don’t make gin punch, and
you don't like it cithecr—and—GoLpyorE, do you
drink your beer out of the glass, or out of the
pewter?”

“Gracious mercy!” cjaculales Crasps once
more, as little PoLLy, taking the pot with both her
little bunches of hands, offers it, smiling to that
astonished director.

And so, in a word, tho dinner commenced, and
was presently onded in a similar fashion. Gray
pursued his unfortunate guest with the most quoer
and outragoousdescription of his struggles, misory,
dund povorty, Ie described how ko cleaned the

!

knives when they were first maried; and how
he used to drag the children in 4 little cart; how
his’ wife could toss pancakes; and what parts of
his dress she made. e told Tmmis, his clerk,
(who was in fact the functionary who had bronght
the beer from the public house, which Mgs. Fax-
NY had fetched from the neighbouring apartment)
—to fetch the ““bottle of port wine,” when the
dinner was over; and told GoLDMORE as wonder-
ful a history about the way in which that bottle of
wine had come into hishands, ag any of his former
stories had been.  When the repast was all over,
and it was near time to move to the play, and
Mrs. Gray had retired, and we were sitting rumi-
nating rather silently over the last glasses ot port,
Gray suddenly breaks the silence by slapping
GorpyoRre on the shoulder, and saying * Now
Gorpyore, tell me something.”

“What ® asks Cresus.

“Iaven't you had a good dinner 2”

Goupyorg started, ag if a sudden truth had
just dawned upon him. ¥e Aad had a good din-
ner; and didn’t know it until then. The three
mutton-chops consumed by him were thebest of the
mutton kind ; the potatoes were perfeet of their
order; as for the roly-poly, it was too good. The
porter wos frothing and cool, and the port wine
was worthy of the gills of abishop. X speak with
ulterior views ; for thereis more in Grav’s cellar.

“Well,” says GoLDMORE, after a pause, during
which he took time to conzider the momentous
question Gray put to him—* "Pon my word—now
you say so—I-—I have—I really have had a mon-
sous good dinnah—movsous good, upon my word !
Here's your health, Gray, my boy, and youramiable
lady; and when Mgs. GoLpyORE comes back, I
hope we shall sce you more in Portland Place.”
And with this the time came for the play, and we
went to see Mr. Pusres at Sadlers’ Wells.

The best of this story (for the truth of every
word of which I pledge my honour) is, that after
this banquet, which GovrpMoRrr enjoyed so, the
honest fellow felt a prodigious eompassion and
regard for the starving and miserable giver of the
feast, and doterimined to help himin his profession.
And heing a Director of the newly cstablished
Antibilious Life Assurance Company, he has had
Gray appointed Standing Counsel, with a pretty
annual fee ; and only yesterday, in anappeal from
Bombay (BuckMUCKEE BoBBACHEE v. Ravcnow-
peR-Banawprr) in the Privy Council, Lorp
BroucHaM complimented Mr. Gray, who was in
the case, on his curious and exact knowledge of
the Sanserit language.

Whether he know Sanscrit or not, I can’t say :
but GoLpyMoRE got him the business; andso I
cannot help havitg a lurking regard for that pom-
pous old Bigwig,

Tae Docror.—Many thanks Crabtree for
calling my attention to the * Book of Snods.”
Tam glad the papers are collected, and I am
certain the volume will have a great run.

Tae Squirees—What otherbect:root hand~
book is that at your elbow, Major ?

Tre Masor—Another of Appleton’s serics
being “ A Journey to Katmandu, or the Ne-
paulese Ambassador at home.”

b '%‘m: SquireeN.—And who may the author
€ ¢
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Tne Masor.—His name is Laurence Oli-
phant,son of Sir Anthony Oliphant, Chief
Justice of Ceylon, The father is a lawyer of
good repute, but the son’s existence has hith-
erto been unknown to me.

Tur Lamn.—IIow does the lad handle his
pen, Crabtree ¢

Tue Masor.—Pretty fairly. Tetells his
story, in a plain, straightforward manner, but
doces not appear to be burdened with much
ideality. Seldom if ever can wild and dreary
regions which he traverses, rouse him to the
altitude of enthusiasm.

Tue Lamp.—A\' the better, Culpepper, 2’
the better ! I like to meet wi' a plain matter o’
fact tourist, wha tells you honestly what he
sees and leaves you to do the reflections your-
sclf ! Gie me the oysters in their unsophisti-
cated shells, and let me add the pepper and
vinegar to my own mind !

Tue Masor~—As a sample of Mr. Oliphant’s
style I may read you the following account of
a review of Nepaulese troops at Katmandu :

The parade-ground was situated immediately
under the city wally, and upon it 6000 men were
drawn up: the uniforms diftered in sume iustane-
es; the “rifles™ were in a pea-green suit which
hung about them loosely, while the regiments of
theline wore red coats, with trowsers ample enough
to please a Turk. Upon their turbans or caps
were the distinguishing badges of their respective
corps—a half-moon, a lion, the sun, and various
other devices. The regiments were not number:
ed as with us, but adopted some magniloquent
high-sounding title suggestive of their valour in
war, fearlessness of danger, and other martial
qualities,

There was no cavalry, the country not being
adapted to that arm of the service, but the artill-
ery seemed very fairly handled; there was an
immense deal of firing, both of small arms and
great guns, which I believe was very good; and
there were a greatnumber of evolutions perform-
ed, which, as I am not a soldier, did not seem to
me more incomprehensible than such maneuvring
usually is, but X was informed by those who were
capable of judging, thatin thisinstance they really
wercaltogether without meaning.  Regiment after
regiment mavched past, the men swinging their
arms regularly as they moved, and trying to per-
suade themselves they were British grenadiers.
At sll events the band was playing that tune.
Suddenly the music changed; they struck up a
lively polka, and 2 number of little boys in a sort
of penwiper costume, clasping one another like
civilized ladies and gentlemen, began to caper
about, after which they went through various an-
ties that surpassed the wildest notions of our highly
civilized community : all this while the troops were
manceuvering as vehemently as ever, and the boys
were dancing as fantastically ; and the whole thing
was 80 eminently ridiculoug and looked so very
like a farce, that it was difficult to. maintain that
dipnified and sedate appearance which was expect-
ted from the spectators of ascene so imposing.

Jung alone looked for no expressions of surprise
or admiration from us, but was evidently disap-
pointed and chagrined atthe inferiority of hisown

soldiers to those he had seen in Europe and
amongst our Indian troops. Ile could indeed
point with pride to the stalwart bearing and soldier-
like appearance of hismen, but he had seen * the
Guards” reviewed, he had been present at an in-
spection of 15,000 of the Frencharmy at Versailles,
aud he secemed half ashamed of the display we
were witnessing, notwithstanding our efforts to
comfort him by telling him that we had little
thought the art of war was so far advanced in the
wild valleys and rocky mountains of Nepaul.
Tur Docror.—This weatheris a tritle too
melting for the latitude of Nepaul. The very
name adds to the perspiration which dims the
glasses of .y spectacles.  Let us then don the
seven leagued boots, and leaving the East,
hasten away with Mrs. Ida Pfeiffer for Iccland !

Tre Lamp.—A loup indeed! Frae a sun-
stroke to a frost bitten tae! Wha may the
said Luckie Fife (is that what ye ca’ her 1) be
when she’s at hame ?

Tue Docror.—She is a German lady gifted
or cursed with an incontrollable impulse to
visit all the nooks and corners of this round
world of ours. Hardy as a Shetland pony, she
contrives to journey with tolerable comfort
through regions where a Cockney Tourist
would starve, and so easy are her commissariat
wants supplied that for ten days at a streteh
her commons were confined to mouldy bread,
and cheese as hard as Aberdeen granite!

Tue Masor—And where have the fair Ida's
wanderings extended ¢

Tue Docror.—After rusticating for a sea-
son in Palestine, she took the notion to visit
Iceland, and the results of her pilgrimage are
contained in this volume, the title page there-
of runs as follows :—* A Journey to Iceland,
and Travels in Sweden and Norway, travsla-
ted from the German by Miss Charlotte Fent-
more Cooper.”’

Tsue Lamp.—Cooper! Is she ony relation
to the great novelist think ye ¢

Tuz Docror.—His daughter, and by all ac-
counts worthy of her accomplished sire.—ITer
present task she has executed inan exceedingly
business like manner.  Thave never scen the
original of Mrs. Pfciffer’s work but the transla-
tion bears internal evidence sufficient to con-
vince any practiced reader, that the spirit and
character of the writer's style has undergone
no organic changein the process of conversion
into Anglo-Saxon.

Tug Lamp.~What kind o' a place docs
Mrs. Feef—(I never can pronounce your Ger-
man jaw-breaking names)make out Iccland to
be?

Tue Docror—Very far from beinga Para-
dise, I can sssureyou. Thepresiding genii of
the region appear to be filth and famine, and
the inhabitants not many degrees removed
from that aboriginal tribe,described by old lord
Montboddo, who sported tails, and fed upon
acorns!

Toe Lamp.—~I think Ida had little to do
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when she went stravauging amongsic’ a crew.
What cruld have tempted ony woman, not an
eligible candidate for Bedlam, to visit an out-
landish place like that ?

Tue Docror.—Probably because it was out-
landish ! She tells us in her preface : “ Iceland
was a country where I hoped to behold nature,
under an aspect entircly new and peculiar.”

Tur Squireex.—~By the curling tongs, and
tooth-brush of Venus, the fair sex are the same
all the world over! Aovelty is the fuel which
gets up their steam ! A new print, a new silk,
anew trinket, or anew country have each and
all their peculiar attractions for the * sweetness
of our existence!” Bless them !

Tue Masor.—~I should opine, that if Mrs,
Pleiffer be a woman of sense and observation,
her volume would be replete with interest.
Jeeland is to the million very much a Zerre
incognita.

Tge Doctor—You will not be disappointed by
a perusal of the book under consideration.
Bating her locomotive furore, Madam, I see,
possesses no small modicum of mother-wit,
and uses both her eyes and her brains to sub-
stantial purpose. For mysclf, at least I can
testify that her journal has given me a more
definite and distinct idea of the physical and
moral features of Iccland than I presiously
could boast.

Tae Lamp.—Let the honest woman speak
for hersel', Doctor, an’ it please youl Let's
hear what she’s got to say !

Tne Docror.—Here follows Mrs. Pfeiffer’s
description of Havenfiord, the first spot of
Iceland upon which she placed foot :—

The wooden houses, occupied by the merchants
or their factors, are of a single story, with five or
six windowsin front ; & low flight of steps leads
to an entrance, in the centre of the building, which
opeasinto a vestibule, with two doors communica-
ting with the rooms to the right and left. Inthe
rear is the kitchen, and the courtyard is beyond.
Such a house contains four or five rooms on the
gro;lxxd floor, and a few small chambers under the
roof.

The arrangements are entirely European; the
furniture, 2 great deal of which is mahogany, is
all brought from Copenhagen, as well as the mir-
rors, and the cast-iron stoves. Handsome rugs
are spread in front of the sofas, neat curtaing hang
before the windows; the whitewashed walls are
ornamented with English engravings, and china,
silver, cut-glass, &c., are displayedupon the chests
or corncr-tables. The rooms are scented with
roses, mignionette, and pinks, and I evensaw one
piano-forte here. Any person who should sud-
denly be set down in a house like this, without
having made the journey, would be sure to imagine
himself insome town on the continent of Europe,
and not in that distant region of poverty and bar-
renness, theisland of Iceland. 1 found the habita-
tions of the easy classes in Reikjavick, and the
other places I visited in this country, exactly si-
milar to those in Havenfiord. T next entered
some of the huts, which I found to be decidedly
more Icclandic. They are small and low, built of

lava blocks, filled in with earth, the whole sodded
over with grass, and they might easily be mistaken
for natural elevations in the ground, if the wood-
en chimueys, the low doors, and almost impercep-
tible windows, did not betray that they were ten-
anted by human beings. A dark and narrow
passage, not more than four feet high, leads on
one hand to the dwelling-room, and on the other
to the store-room, where the provisions are kept,
which is also used in winter to stable the cows and
sheep. The fire place is generally at the end of
this passage, which is purposely built so low in
order to exclude the cold. The walls and floors
of these huts are not boarded ; the dwelling-rooms
are harely large cnough to slecp in, and perhaps
to turn round ; the whole furniture consists of the
bedsteads, with a very scanty supply of bedding,
a small table, and a few chests; the latter are used
for seats as well as the beds. Poles are fastened
in the wallsto which clothes, shoes and stockings,
and other things of that kind are suspended; and
a little shelf, with a few books on it, is generally
found in each but. Nostovesareneeded in these
crowded rooms, which are sufficiently heated by
the warmth of their numerous inmates.

There are also poles in the fireplaces to hang up
the wet clothing and dry the fish. The smoke
often spreads itself over the'room and finds its
way very slowly out of the air-holes. Thereisno
wood forfuelinthe wholeisland. The rich import
it from Norway and Denmark, and the poor burn
turf, to which they often add fish-hones or fat,
and a most offensive smoke proceedsfrom this dis-
gusting offal.

On entering one of these hovels, it is impossible
to say which is the worst, the suffocating smoke of
the passage, or the stifling air of the inner room,
poisoned with the perspiration and uncleanliness
of 8o many persons. I am persuaded that the
horrible eruptions so coramon among the Iceland-
ers, are more to be attributed to their unparalleled
filthiness than to the climate or their peculiar food.

In my distant travels throughout the country, I
found the huts of the pcasantry every where
equally dirty and miserable. Of course I do not
mean to say there were no exceptions, for even
here a few rich peasants can well afford to livein
greater comfort, according to their means and
inclinations. But to my notion, we should judge
of the habits of & people by the mass, and notby
the few, as many travellers are in the habit of do-
ing; and very rare indeed were the examples of
cleanliness which I saw.

Havenfiord is surrounded by a most beautiful
and picturesque field of lava, which at first swells
to a gentle eminence, then sinks again, and finally
stretches in one wide plain to the neighboring
hills. The different masses, black and bare, arise
in the most varied shapes, to the height of ten or
fiftcen fect, assume the figures of walls, pillars,
grottoes and excavations, over which large level
pieces will often make 2 natural bridge; the whole
formed by blocks of congealed lava, which in
some places are covered to their summits with grass
and moss, presenting that delusive appearance of
stunted trees which I saw from the ship. The
horses, sheep, and cows scramble about in these
fields, industriously secking out every small green
spot; and I mysclf was never weary with scram-
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bling ; I could not sufliciently admire and wonder
at this fearfully Leautitul picture of desolation,

Tus SquireeN.—What does she say about
the people generally 2 T mean as to their aps
pearance(

Tur Docror.—Listen t—

The natives of Icclund are of medium height
and strength. Their hair is light, and not unfres
quently of areddish shade, and their eyesare blue.
The men are generally ugly, the women rather
less so, and among the young girls I occasionally
saw quite a pleasingface. It is a very uncommon
thing for cither sex to attain the age of seventy
oreighty years. They have a great many children,
but the proportion of those who live to grow up
is very small; of the numbers who are born to
them few survive the fivst year; which is not sur-
prising when it is considered that the mothers do
not nurse their infants, who are brought up on the
most unwholesome kind of food.  Alter their first
year they scem to be strong and heulthy, though
their cheeks are apt to be of a singularly bright
red, as if they were always covered with & rash.
Whether this be owing to the effect of the keen
air, or in consequence of their wretched dict Iam
not able to decide.

Tue Lamp.—Ha'e they ony Doctors, think
ve, in that out-o-the-way corner of creation?

Tue Docror.—Yc¢s, and Parsons, too; but
according to our authoress these learned pro-
{essions stand rather at a low discount in the
land office!  She says:—

The most laboriousamong the salaried offices in
this country are those of the physicians and the

sheep's wool, fish, &e., of’ theirparishioners. But
most of the clergy ave su poor that they and their
families are dressed in the usunl garb of the peass
antry, from whichitis difficult to distinguish them,
The wife attends to the cattle, and milks the cows
and sheep, assisted by her maid, while the priest
goes into the ficld and mows with the aid of his
man. MHig whole intercourse is naturally confined
to the poorer classes, and therein consists that
patriarchal simplicity of Jife and manners which
has been lauded by so many travellers, I should
like to know if any of them would be willing to
try it?

Besides all his other labors, the same priest hag
often three or four districts under his charge, which
are sometimes at a digtance of several miles from
his residence. Ie is expeeted to visit them all in
turn, o as to hold divine service in each district
once in every few weeks. The priest, however, i3
not compelied to brave all weathers like the phy-
sician, and whenever Sunday proves a very stormy
day he dispenses with his visitations, as it would
be impossible for his scattered congregations to as-
semble,

The post of Sysselmann (answering to our bailiff
of a circle), is the most desivable of all, for this
officer has a good salary and very little todo; in
many places be has a right to all the waifs, which
Is a privilege of some importance on account of
the wood drifted from the American continent.

Tue Squineex.—Confound these bailiffs!
Go where you like, gentry of this description
always contrive to get their bread buttered
on both sides! In Iccland, as in poor culd
Ireland, they live upon the fat of the land.

clergy. Their circuits are very extensive, particu-  Bad cess to them say I!

larly the physiciang, who are often sent for from a

Tk Masor.—Like the peripatetic Pieiffer, I

distance of twenty or thirty German miles. And ! confess a weakness for novelty, and perchance
when it is taken into consideration how often they |

are exposed to the fearful tempests of an Iceland

winter, which lusts six or eight months of the year, !

it must be coufessed that their lot is not an cnvi-
able one, and it is only wonderful that any one
should be willing to accept the post.

When the doctor is called for in winter, the
country people present themselves with shovels
and pickaxes to clear the road for him, and always
come provided with several horses, as he is fre-

l

may take Iccland as my next vacation ramble.
Pray does she give a fellow an inkling touch-
ing the mode of travelling in these same re-
gions ?

T'ug Docror.—She does ; but the picture
which she draws is by no means a very flat-
tering one.

The best season for ajourne - is from the middle of
June to the end of August at the latest ; before

quently obliged to change from one exhausted | that period, the streams m e so much swollen by
animal to another, during his long rides throngh | the melted snows that is it sery dangerous to ford
the fog and darkness, the snow-drifts and storins; {them; and wany patches of deep snow, still un-
life and death often hanging on his speed the while. ! touched by the ‘sun, and covering deep pits and

Sometimes he returns to his own fire-side quite
worn out with the cold and exposure, and has

|

heaps of lava, lie in the traveller's way.  Here the
danger is equally great; the horses sink in at

barely time to recruit from his fatigues before an- | every step, and there is reason to be thankful if
other cummons arrives, and he must tear himself | the whole soft covering does not give way at
.again from his family to face new dangers, before fonce.  On the other hand, the heavy storms and

he has had time to velate the perils of his former
expedition. When he is sent for by sea the risk
is still greater on that stormy element.

The salary of the physicians is by no means in
proportion to their services, but that of the priests
is still less s0. Some of the benefices are only
worth from two to cight florins a year, and the
richest of them does not produce more than two
hundred florins. The governmeut providesa house
for the priests,oftenno better than a peasant’s hut,

rains often begin in September, and fluries of
snow are to be expected at any time during that
raonth,

The traveller should carry his own provisions,
and should have in addition a tent, a cooking ap-
paratus, a pillow, some blankets and warm clothing,
all of which are indispensable to his comfort.
Most of these articles were too expensive in my

case, and 1 was not provided with any of them;

but I was exposed, in consequence, to terrible pri-

asmall pasture-ground, and « few heads of cattle; { vations and fatigues, and was oftenobliged to ride
and they are also entitled so a share of the hay, | anincredible distance beforeI could reacha night's
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shelter in some little church or hut. Ilived for!
eight or ten days at a time on bread and cheese
alone, and slept on hard benclies or chests, where
I was often unable to close my eyes all night from
the cold.

To guard againstthe violent rains it iz desirable
to have a water-proof cloak, and a glazed broad-
brimmed hat, such as sailors wear ; an umbrella
is v orfectly useless, for the raing are generally ac-
companied by a great deal of wind, and one is of-
ten obliged to ride at a very quick pace, and it is
easy to imagine that it i3 quite out of the question
to hold one up.

Tue Masor.—That kind of work would not
at all harmonize with iy gout! I fear that
till rail-roads are introduced into these Runic
regions, Culpepper Crab-tree must give them
a wide berth!

Tne Docror.—It is as laborious and un-,
comfortable a process getting out of the island
as vagabondising therein. Attend to the cab-
in bill of fare of the vessel in which Dame
Pfeiffer sailed from Iceland for Copenhagan:

The fare on board this ship was exactly the same
for passengers, captain, mate and crew. For our
morning's meal we had wretched tea, or more
properly dirty water of the color of tea, which the
common hands drank without any sugar; the
ofticers making use of a small lump ot candy,
which they hold in their mouths, where it melted
rather slower than refined sugar, while they pour-
cd down cup after cup to moisten the ship biscuit
and butter which composed our breakfast.

The dinners varied from day to day; first we
had a picce of salted meat, which having been
soaked all night in sea-water, and cooked next day
in the same, was so intolerably hard, tough, and i

ver-salted, that it required a seamwan’s palate to
relish it.  Instead of soup, vegetables, or dessert,
we had barley gr™*s, plainly boiled, without salt or
butter, and caten w.'h syrup and vinegar. This
dish was considered ¢ Jicious by my companions,
who could never cease -ondering at my perverted
taste when I pronounced it uncatable.

The second day produced a picce of bacon, boil:
ed in salt water, and the barley grits again. On
the third we had cedfish and peas; and although
the latter were hard, and cooked without butter, I
found them more palatable than anything I had
yet tasted. The first dinner was repeated on the
fourth day, and so it went on during the whole
passage; a cup of codee without milk always
closing our noonday meal. The cvening’s repast
was like that of the morning, tea-water and ship-
Dbiscuit.

Tue Lamp.—Hech Sirs! but that islenten
commons, indeed! Never after this will I
turn up my nose at the fried pork and salt
rising o’ puir Canada! Badly aff as we aften
are in the back woods for viands, we are sel-
dom quite so bad as this floating purgatory !
Bacon boiled in salt water, and barley grits!
Lfy!conscience! it scunners a body to think
ot

Tne SquireeN.—1 have got enough of Ice-
land. Let us call a new cause. There is a
fresh novel here, have any of you perused it?

Tug Docror.~What name does it answer
to?

Tnz Sqtmeex~*“Dollars and Cents." It
is published by George P. Putman, New-York,
and purports to be concocted by a certain
Amy Lothrop.

Tue Masor.—I shimmed over the affair
this forenoon.

Tne SquireeN.~Are its contents as valua-
ble as its title? In these hard times there i
something provokingly attractive in the nomen
which sister or mother (as the case may be),
Lothrop, has chosen for her bantling !

Tae Masor.—If yawning, oh, Squircen!

{ has a tendency to give you lockjaw, I would

not recommend you to essay the perusal of
these same * Dollars and Cents.”

Tue Lamo.—Is the story so wersh as all
that?

Tue Masor.— Wersh as porridge sans-salf,
or a hagzis devoid of onions and pepper!

Tne Docror.—Since you commenced dis-
cussing its merits, I have been glancing at the
production, and the dialoguc appears to be
easy and flowing cnough, and the English
correct,

Tne Masor.—True cnough; but in so say-
ing you have exhausted the bead-roll of its
virtues! It is talk, talk, talk, from alpha to
omega! As for story, like the Knife-grinder
of Canning,

% It has none to tell, sir.”
In every chapter, two or three personages
with leathern lungs, discourse on every imag-

,inable topic, from the price of pumpkins up to

the ultimate destiny of * our union ;” and the
hapless narrative remains nearly in statu quo.
If it make any progress, the rate s about as
homoepathic as thiat of a theumatie fly through
a glue-pot !

Tur Lamrp.—I trust friend Maclear has no
great stock o' the wark! if so, it is like to
prove a nest-egg on his hauns, honest man!

TueMasor.—I1 am not quite so sure of that,
Laird. Twaddle has many devoted disciples
in Canada. There are hundreds who would
prefer the gentle mnsipidity of the Ladies’
Magazine to the substantial nutriment of
Dlaclkwood and the FEdindurgh. Even in
our own good city you will have no diffi-
culty in finding scores upon scores who,
whilst swearing by Mr. GoreandT. S. Arthur,
would write down James Hoggz as vulgar,
and John Galt as coarse! Such gentry would
not scruple to invest their superfluous ““dol-
lars and cents™ in the respectable common-
place of Amy Lothrop !

Tug Lairp.~—~My guid auld neighbour, Col-
onel Geddes, wha' has been through a' the
Iron Duke’s wars, commissioned me to bring
him oot some new buik aboot the continent o’
Europe. Hc disna mind muckle what it
touches upon, sae be that it reiates to the
people and land where he has spent the best
and brightest portion o’ his days. Od' I
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maun get the Colonel to come and visit the
shanty before the winter sets in. e can
crack like a pea-gun by the hour aboot Bada-
jos (Badahos, as he ca's’t), Salamanca, and
Waterloo!

Tne Masor~\Ve shall be delighted to see
him. In the meantime, be so good as to pre-
sent your friend with my respects—Major
Culpeppor Crabtree’s respects, mind you,—
and this volume, which I think he will relish.

Tux Lamp.—Read the name o'ty for I've
mishid my spec's!

Tur Mason.—" Clavet and Olices, from
the Garonne to the Rhone : or, Notes, Sociul,
Dicturesque, and Legendary, by the way. By
Angus B. Reach. New-York: George I
Putman. 1852

‘Tue Docror.—I commend your judgment

in selecting this work for the Colonel’s devoirs. |

Seldom have I perused a volume with more
sustained interest.

Tur Mason—What a striking account does
Reach, (who is one of the most promising
writers of the day,) give of the Jandes, that
strange, wild region of France!

Tue Lamp.—The Landes! T dinna minld
atthe present moment onything aboot them ?

Tre Masor—Mr. Reach shall indoctrinate
you on the subject. He says:—

¢ Excépting here and there small patches of
poor, ill-cultivated land, the whole country is a
solitary desert—Dblack with pine-wood, or white
with vast plains of drifting saud. By these two
great features of the district, occasionally diversi-
fied by sweeps of green morass, intersected by
canals and lanes of stagnant water, the Landes
take a goodly slice out of La Belle France.  Their
gea line bounds the French side of the Bay of
Biscay, stretching from Bayonne to the mouth of
the Gironde; and at their point of greatest
Dbreadth they run some sixty miles back iato the
country; thence gradually receding away towards
the sea, as though pushed back by the course of
the Garonne, until, towards the mouth of the riv-
cr, they fade away altogether.

So much for the physique of the Laudes. The
inhabitants are every whit as rugged, strange and
uncultivated.  As the Landes were four centuries
ago, in all cssential points, so they arc now.
What should the tide of progress orimprovement
do in these deserta of pinc and sand 2 The people
live on French soil, but cannot be called French-
men.  They speak a Janguage as unintelligible to
a Frenchman as an Englishman ; they have none
of the national characteristics—Tlittle, perhaps, of
the national blood. They are saturnine, gloomy,
hypochondriac, dismally passing away dismal lives
in the depths of their Ulack forests, their dreary
swamps, and their far-spreading deserts of white,
fine sand.” .

Tue SquireeN.—Faith and troth it seems
to me te be six and halfia-dozen between
these Landes and Teeland. St Patrick for-
bid that I should come to be 3 squatter in
cither!

Tun Lamp—~Is the book entertaining for

the Colonel? You sce he disna care for dry
reading.

Tue Masor—As much so0 as any novel
or romance you ever perused. Tt abounds
with lively sketches of scenery and charac-
ter, interspersed pleasantly with exceedingly
well told legends of diablerie, very suitable
for a long mid-winter night.

Tue Docror.—I was particularly struck
with the account of Jasmin, the peasant-
poct of Provence and Languedoc—the *last
of the Troubadours”—as he not inappropri-
ately terms himself. I am sure yonwill all
concur in awardingme a vote of thanks for
reading to you the following life-like partic-
ulars, given by Mr. Reach, of this remark-
able man:—

“Standing bravely up before an expectant as-
sembly of perhaps a couple of thousand persons—
the hot-blooded and quick-brained children of the
South—the modern Troubadour plunges over
head and ears into his lays, working both himself
and his applanding aidience into fits of enthusi-
asm and excitement, which, whatever may be the
excellence of the poetry, an Euglishman finds it
diflicult to conceive oraccount for. The raptures
of the New Yorkers and Bostonians arce weak and
cold, compared with the ovations which Jasmin
has received There is a feature, how-
ever, about these recitations, which is still more
extraordinars than the uncontrollablefits of popu-
lar enthusiasm which they produce.  His last ene
tertainment before I saw him was given in one
Iof the Pyrenean cities (I forget which), aad pro-
{duced 2000 francs. Every sous of thi:. went to
I the public charitics. Jasmin will not accept a
Istiver of money so earned. 'With a species of
tperhaps overstrained, but certainly exalted chiv-
!alric fecling, he declines to appear before an
audience to exhibit for money the gifts with which
nature has endowed him.  After, perhaps, a bril-
liant tour throngh the South of France, delighting
vast audiences in every city, and flinging many
I thousands of francs into every poor-box which he
passes, the poet contentedly returns to his hum-
ble occupation, and to the little shop where he
carns his daily bread by his daily toil, as a barber
land hair-dresser. It will be generally admitted,
Ithat the man capable of self-denial of so truly
I hieroic a nature as this, is nu erdinary poetaster.
» * * » x » *

Jasmin, as may be imagined, is well known in
Agen. X was speedily directed tohis abode, near
the open Place of the town, and within carshot of
the rush of the Garonne; and in a few moments
I found mysclf pausing before the lintel of the
modest shop inscribed, Jasmin, LPerruguicr,
Coiffeur de jeunes Gens. A little brass basin
dangled above the threshold ; and leoking through
the glass, I saw the master of the establishment
shaving a fat-faced neighbour.  Now, I had come
to sce and pay my compliments to a poct, and
there did appear to me to be something strangely
awkward and irresistibly ludicrous inhaving toad-
dress, to some extent in a literary and compli-
nentary vein, an individual actually engaged in
S0 excessivey presaic and uielevated w specics

1
!
|
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of performance. I retreated, nncertain what to
do, and waited outside until the shop was clear.
Three words explained the n.ture of my visit;
and Jasmin received me with & species of warm
courtesy, which was very wveecaliar, and very
charning—dashing at onu  with the rost clat-
tering volubility and fiery speed of tongue, into
a sort of rhapsodical discourse upon poetry in
genera), and his own in particular—upon the
French language in general, and the palois of it
spoken in Languedoc, Provence, and Gascony in
particular.  Jasmin is a well-built and steongly-
limbed man, of about fifty, with a large, massive
head, and a broad pile of forchead, overhanging
two piercingly bright black eyes, and features
which would be heavy were they allswed a2 mo-
ment's repose from the continual play of the dicial
muscles, which were continually sending a series
of varving expressions across the swarthy visage.
Twu sentences of his couversation were quite suf-
flcient to stamp his individuality, The first thing
that struck me was the absence of »ll mock
modesty, and the pretended self-underrating, con-
ventionally assumed by per.ons expecting 0 be
complimeated upon their sayings or doings.  Jas-
min scemed thoroughly to despise all such flimsy
hypacrisy.  *God only made four French poets?
he burst out with; ‘and their names are Cor-
ucille, Lafontaine, Seranger, ané Jasmin!”  Talk-
ing with the most impassioned vehemence, and
the mast redundant cunergy of gesture, he went
on ta declaim against the influences of civilization
upon language and manzers as being fatal to all
real poetry. If the true inspiration yet existed
upoa carth, it burned in the hearts and breins of
men far removed from cities, salons, and th : clash
and din of social influrnces. Your only true
pouts were the unletter.d peasants, who poured
forth their hearts in song, not bacause they
wished to make poatrs, but because they were
jovous and true.  Colleres, arademies, schoa’s of
learning, schools of literature, and all such insti-
tutions, Jasmin denounced as the cnrse and the
bane of true poetry.  They had spedled, he sald,
the very French language. You could no more
write poetry in French now, than vou could in
arithmesical fignres.  The language had been
licked and kacaded, and tricked out, and pluned,
aud dandified, and scented, and minced, aud
rujed square, and chipped—(1 am trying to give
an idea of the strange flood of epithets he used)
—and pranked out, and polished, and muscadined,
until for all honest purposes of true high peetry,
it was mere unavailible contemptible jargon. It
might do for cheating agents de change on the
Bourse—for squabbling politicians in the cham-
bers—for mincing dandies in the salons—for the
sarcasm of Scribeish comedies, or the coarse,
drolieries of Palais Royal farces; but for pocetry
the French Janguage was extinct. Al modern
pocts who used it were mere faiscurs de phrase,
thinking about words, and not fecling.  *No, no,’
my Lroubadour continued ; *to write poetry, you
must get the language of a rural people—n lan-
guage talke 1among ficlds, and trees. and by riv-
ers and mountains—a language neves minced or
disfigured by aeademisg, and dictionary-makers,
and journalists; you must have a language like
that which vour own Buras (whom I read of in
Chateanbriand) used ;5 or like the brave oid 1acl-

¥

| low tongue unchanged for centuries—stuffed with
the strangest, quaintest, richest, raciest idiyng,
and odd, solemn words, full of shifting meanisgs
and associations, at one pathetic and familiar,
homely and graceful—the language which I write
in, oud which has never yet been defiled by cal-
culating means of scierce or juck-a-dandy littera-
Lenrs.

Tne Lamp.—T say lads, hac ony o' ye read
Herman Melvilles new wark 2

Tne Docror—You mean “Pierre; or the
Ambiguites™ T presume ?

Tue Lamn.—Just sac! I saw it on Scobie’s
counter this morning, and wad ha’e coft it if I
haid had sillar encuch in my spleuhan!

Tur Docror—It was just as lucky, that
your exchequer was at o low an ¢bb, clse
thou might have been a practical illustration
of the old saw which declares that a fool and
his money are $oon parted !

Tue Lamp.—You astonish me! I wad ha'e
jjudged that in this age o commonplace, a
production frac the pen o' the author o’ Murdi
waid ha'e been a welcome addition to the stores
¢' our booksellers!

Tne Docror,—Mclville unquestionably is a
clever man, but in the present instance hehas
sadly mistaken his walk. * Dierre” from
beginning t0 end is a gigantic blunder, with
hardly one redeeming feature.

Tug Masor—What is the nature of the
story ?

Tur Docrorr.—You might as well ask me
to analyse the night-mare visions of an Alder-
man who after dining upon turile and venison
had wound up by supping upon lobsters and
toasted cheese! The hero is a dreamy spoon,
alike deficien? in heart and brains, who like
lamlet drives a gentle confiding matden crazy
by his flatulent caprices, and finally winds up
by drinking poison in prison to save his neck
from: 2 hempen cravat!

Tur Masor—The affair, I presume belongs.
to the German school?

T ' seron—Yes! * Pierre™ is a species
of New York werter, having all the absurdi-
tics and none of the Dbeautics of Gocethe's
Juvenile indiscretion!

Tue Major—Strange that a really able
man like Herinan Mclville should have com-
promised himself so cgregiously by giving
birth to such a production!

Tue Docror.—"Tis passing strange !

Tur Serireen—>Men of genius will occa-
sionally be guilty of sush freaks. T reisember
Liston once playing Richard ITT. for his bene-
fit in the Theatre Royal, Dublin, and though
his most tragic passages were received with
shricks of laughter frum box, pit, andgallery,
the besotted comedian could not be convinced
that it was with himsclf and not the public
where the crror lay!

Tre Mason.—Byv the way, Laird, you have
got some grandchildren 1 helieve?

Tui Lamn.—0 2y! There's Peggy nine
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vears auld, and wee Girzy close upon seven.
They are staying wi me at present, puir things!
The Mator.—Will you be so good as to
present the Little ladics in my name with these
two numbers of the “ Snow Drop 2"
? Tuc Lamp.—Mony thanks Crabtree! But
what's the Snawe Drap, if 2 body may ask ?
Tar Masor.—An exceeding judicious maga-
zine published in Montveal, 1 have met with
few works of a similar description better caleu-
lated at once to amuse and instruct the rising
generation. . .
Pur Lammp.—Ias it got ony pictures? Girzy
js terrible keen for pictures! i
Tur Masor—It is profusely adorned with
well exccated wood cuts, illustrative of the
text, and designed with considerable artistic
skill. Altogether the Snow Drop is a credit
to our Province in general, and Montreal in
particular.

COLONIAL CHIT-CHAT.

PROVINCIAL PARLIAMENT.

On Thursday, the 19th ult,, at two o'clock,
His Excelieney, the Goverror General pro-
ceeded in state to the Council Chamber, in
the Parlianent Buillings. The members of
the Legidative Council being assemnbled, His
Excellency was pleased to command the at-
tendance of the Legislative Assembly, and that
ouse being present, the ¥ .on. E Caron, Spea-
ker of the Legislmive Council stated, on be-
half of His Excellency, that he did not think,
fit to declare the cause for which he had sum-
moned the present Pariiament, until a Speaker
of the Legislative Asseiubly had been clected,
according to law.

The gentlemenof the Assembly retwrned
‘to their own house, when Mr. Tfincks proposcd
that 1. S. McDenald should be « iected Speaker
Afr. Morin scconded the motiv, . <which was
carried on a division by a vote of 55 to 23.

‘On {he following day, at three Jclock, Iis
Excellency having taken his scalvoon the
throne, commanded the attendance of wh= Le-

gislative Assembly. The Hon. J. 8. Mcuon-

abled again to congratulate Parliament on the
prosperity of the Province. Secwities continue
to rise steadily in value, and the returns of the
Census recently completed, furnish most satisfac.
tory evidence of the advancement of. the Colony,
in wealth, and population. The estimated defici-
ency in the postal revenue has not been exceed-
ed, although greatly extended accommodation
has been oftered to the public by the establish-
ment of additional Post Offices, and increased
PostalService. There is reason to belicve, that
before long, the reccipts of the Department will
balance the expenditure.

Another heavy calamity has, however, I amn
greatly concerned to state, befallen the Province,
in the destruction by fire of a karge portion of the
important city of Montreal. I am contident that
you will bestow your best consideration on any
measure that may be proposed to you, for the
purpose of mitigating the effects.

The importance of placing the currency of Bri-
tish North America, on a uniform basis, and of in-
troducing the decimal system, has been frequent-
lyrecognized by Parliament. = A measure will be
submitted for your consideration, which will, I
have reason to believe, promote the accomplish-
ment of thisobject. 1 shall cause such documents
to beplaced before you as will put you fully in pos-
sessicn of the steps which I have taken during
the recess, with the view of giving effect to the
intentions of the Legislature, embodied in the
Acts passed Iast session, for promoting the con-
struction of Railways. I have endeavored in
these proceedings to act, so far as circumstances
have permitted, in concert with the Licutenant
Goveruors of the Lower Provinces, in conunexion
with these works, and with the subject of public
improvements generally.  The position of bonds
issued on the credit of the Municipalities of Up-
per Canada, merits attention. The security af-
forded to holders under the Municipal Acts nove
in force in that part of the Province, is of a very
ample and satisfactory description. It is not im-
probable, however, that your wisdom may devise
measures which, without materially altering their
character, may tend to enhance their value in the
market.

The importance of establishing direct steam
communication between Great Britain, and the
Ports of Quchec and Montreal,has beenrepeatedly
pressed on the Government, by persons interested
in he commerce of the Province. The subject

ald infarmed His Excellency that the chaired
of the assembly had fallen on limto be the:.
Speaker, and he craved for the member. the |

~hicl has a material bearing on the prosperity of
endgrati 1, and the reduction of freights on
the St. Li vrence has engaged my anxious atten-

cus'onary privileges. After which His Ex-
cellency was pleased to deliver the following
‘Speech :—

Hon. Gentlemen of the Legislative Council, and
Gentlemen of the Legislative of Assembly,

I have nmch pleasure in meeting you, inorder
thatwe may unite our endeavors to the promotion
of the inte-eits of the Province.

Notwithstanding the deep interest occasioned
by the genemi clection, the utmost tranquility hiag,
¥ am happy 10 inform you, prevailed thronghout
the Province, during the period which has elap-
scd since the close of the last Parlinment.

‘Ynder these fevorable dircumstances, I am en-

Hiandurin, "he recess, a plan for the attainment
of the objectin view, which will, Y trust meet
your approbation, will be submn.itted for your con-
sideration. I shall lay bLeforc you a despatch
whichI have received from the Principal Secre-
tary of State for the Colonics, communicating the
views of the Jmperial Government tn reference
to the Clergy reserves, and stating the grounds
on which Her Majesty’s Ministers vefrined from
introducing & measuse into the Imperial Parlia-
ment, during the last session, for therepeal of the
Imperial statute on this subject.

Gentlemen of the Icgislative Assembly,
The condition of the revenue is satisfactory,
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and indicates general prosperity among the con-
suming population of the Province. I shall direct
the accounts for the past, and estimates for the
current year, to be kud before you, and I rely on
your readiness to grant such supplies as may be
necessary for the maintenance of the credit of the
Province, and the efliciency of the public service.

Honourable Gentlemen, and Qentlemen :

Various subjects, of much importance to the
interests of the Province, will no doubt, engage
your attention, during the session which is now
commenced. An addition to the representation
seems to be called for by the increasing popula-
tion of the Proviuce, and the rap:d developement
of some of its more recently scitled districts. It
is probable, that through the instrumentality of
the municipal system, now in full operation in
Upper Canada, and of the assessment law you mnay
be enabled to establish an cfficient and inexpen-
sive mode of registering parliamentary electors
in that part of the Province. In connection with
this subject, I reccommend for your consideration
the claims of certain classes of occupiers now ex-
cluded from the franchise, on whom there is rea-
gon to believe it may be conferred with advantage
to the public interests. The interests of Agricul-
ture are entitled to the special care and attention
of Government, in & country where so large a
portion of the community is employed in Agricul-
tural pursnits. The absence of any sufficient
provision for obtaining correct statistical informa-
tion respecting the productions of the country
and for diffusing knowledge, which may be ser-
viceahle both to those engaged in Agriculture
and to persons proposing to become settlers, have
been long a subject of complaint. I do notdoubt
that you will bestow your best consideration on
any unobjectionable measure that may be submit-
ted for remedying this defect, and perfecting a
more speedy scttlement of unoccupied land in
both sections of the I'rovince.

It is probable that grievances, which are alleg-
cd to cxist under the feudal tenure, which obtains
in certain parts of Lower Canada, may engage
yourattention. Iam confident thatin dealing
with this subject, which is one of great delicacy,
you will manifest a scrupulous regacd for the
rights of property, which have been acquired and
excrcised in good faith, and with the sanction,
tacit or declared, from the legal tribunals of the
Frovince.

Arrangements are now in force inboth sections
of the Province, for the maintenance of indigent
patients consigued to the Lunatic Asylumitappears
to bie, Iregret to observe, in some respects de-
fective, the case of the unfortunate persons in-
volves considerations of humanity of the highest
order, and I coufide in your readiness to bestow
your best attention onany measure that may be
submitted to you forthe remedy of thisevil. In
all the measurcs which you may adopt for the
promotion of the Province, and thehappiness and
contentment of the people, you may rely on my
zealous co-operation, aud I shall not now further
detain you from the important dutics in which you
arc about to engage, only to cxpress my humble
hope that the Almighty may reader our efforts
cflicacious for the public good.

For the subjoined interesting statistics we
are indebted to the British Colonist.
UrPER CANADA, Lower Canana.

Years. Population. Years. Population.
1770 afew French emigrt’s,! 1676. . . §415
1791 . . .. 50,000 | 1688. . . 11,249
1811 . . . . 77,000 1%00. . . 15,000
1824 . . . . 151,097 | 1706. . . 20,000
1825 . . . . 158,027 ; 1714. . . 26,904
1830 . . . . 210,437 ' 1759 . . . 65,000
1832 . . . . 261,060 | 1784¢. . .113,000
1834 . . . . $20,693 | 1895. . .423.610
1836 . . . . 372,502, 1827. . .471876
1839 . . . . 407,515  1831. . .511,922
1841 . . . . 465375 i 1844 . . .690,7182
1842 . . - . 486,055  1848. . .770,004
1848 . . . . 723,292  1852. . .902,780
1852 . . . . 950,530 |

Provixcian Exnmitios.—The Annual Ex-
hibition of the Provincial Agricultural Associ-
ation, will be held in Toronto, on the 21st,
22nd, 23rd, and 24th of September. Exten-
sive arrangements have been made to ensurea
display of the produce and industry of the
the country, commensurate with the increase
in its population and wealth, since the last Ex-
hibition held in this city four years ago.

The Local Committee in their address to
the Citizens of Toronto express their confident
expectatien that the Ontario, Simcoe and Lake
Huron Railroad will be opened, and the Loco-
motive in operation as far as Bradford, by tbe
time fixed for the fair. A very large number
of visitors from all parts of Canada and the
United States is looked for, and (for the pur-
pose of affording cvery fucility to strangers to
procure suitable accomodation) the local com-
mittee have announced their intention to keep
a record of all Houses of entertainment in the
city anl Environs, as also the extent of acco-
modation cach possesses and the charges for
the same.

StsexsioN BriDGE over THE FALLS OF TRE
MoxTxorENCY.~According to the Journal de
Quclee, the Turnpike Trast have by virtue of
a law passed last Session of Parliament acquir-
cd the Montmorency Bridge, and this bridge
being old and rickety, the road commissioners
have determined to replace it by a new one.
It isintended, says our contemporary, not only
to make the bridge uscful but attractive.
Strangers arce to be attracted by two wonders
at the same time and place—the one 2 natural,
and the othier an artificial wonder. The Road
Commiissioners have determined to make a
Suspension Bridge. And what is still more
marvclloug,says the Journal de Quebec speak-
ing of the bridge * il faut qu'il soit te prus
pres possible de Cabime ot que de la prem erel
on puisse coutemples avee attonement, la seconde
merceille de Dscu”  Mr Keefer, Chief Engi-
neer of the Board of Works, and Mr. Rubidge
of the same Department have been called upon
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with the cousent of Government to measurc|scen by reference to the ¢ Cupe Breton News,!
the ground necessary and to make an estimate| of August 3rd, 1850.
of the cost of the work.—The Journal has
scen Mr. Rubidge’s plan of a bridge, which NEW BRUNSWICK.
will ba 380 feet in lengthand isintended tobe| e are informed that our Government have
placed almost perpendicularly over the edge| oneyded to appropriate One Thousand
of the Fulls, and about S feet from the Sur-i pounds towards the refief of the sufferers by
faccof theriver. Tho spectacle, says our con- |y, o 1410 preat fire at Montreal.  We bave no
temporary, will b sublime. It is said furthery 30 4s that the Leeislature will cheertully con-
that Mr. Hall the proprictor of the land onj firm this erant—
both sides of the Falls has promised to give, o
without any consideration whatever, the land
necessary for the bridgeand for aroad leading| Three years azo a man purchased a Farm
from the present highway to it.  The cost offin the lower part of Woodstock for £700,—
the bridge is estimated at £5,500. shortly after he sold off one lot for £200, and
: last week he disposed of the remainder for
e learn, says the Montreal Herald, that | £1050—clearing by the iransaction, besides
Dr. Mauritz Maquer, a very distinguished | his living for the three years, £359.
German naturalist, is now making & tour in _
Canada. BERMUDA AND THE WEST INDIES,
The Bermuda Legislature was prorogued
Tue Fire 1N Moxteean—The Montrealjon the 96th July. “The business It)rans:'l:clud
Gazette gives the following returns of the num-| guring the 24 days the House actually met, is
ber of houses, &c. burnt in that city on the| cid 1o be unprecedented in the annals of the
8th and yth of July ; Houses, 1,108; num-|gjand. Governor Elliot congratulates the
ber of families made houseless, 2,856 ; estima-{ Colony on its growing prosperify hus:
ted value of property destroyed, £340,816,0r| ~ g'h¢ continued increase of the produce of
$1,363,26+. of the soil, the remunerative prices abroad,
- and the striking improvement in the industry
CAPE BRETON, and skill of the people are gratifying subjects
The C. B. News of the 28th ult. says:—|of reflection. And when we consider that the
“TVe understand that a gentleman from Tor- | attention of so many highly intclligent and
onto, Upper Canada, has recently visited Syd- | practical persons is devoted to the close ob-
ney.—1t appears that one of the purposes for | servation aud better development of the na-
which he came among us, was to examine the | tural resources of the islands, we may, I
capabilitics of the country, and the nature and | think, look forward to the future most encour-
character of our productions. The chief ob-{agingly. If it should please Gob to prosper
ject of his visit, however, was,—and it is a the colony for the next few years with a suc-
matler of great interest to us all,—to examine cession of favourable crops, such as that which
into the possibility of a Rail-road from Petit- has just been gathered, it is manifest that all
codiac, New Brunswick, to Louisburg, as the. branches of husiness throughout the Islands
great Railoroad Terminus of this Continent. must be steadily stimulated, to the great ad-
Of this possibility we havenever entertained a : vantage of the body of the people, and with
doubt, and we entered upon the consideration the happiest effectsupon that continued course
of the question at much length, ahout the of improvement in the towns and over the
time of the meeting of the Railway Delegates' whole face of the country which already meets
at Portland, in the United States, as will betour notice in every direction.

Ryps z : * :m' ‘ LYRZZ Y
oo 3 L
W NEWS FROM ABROAD. %
Tur Enclich news is singularly unimportant, for}firm that uncertainty to its fullest extent. Wo

we already haew the uncertain vesuits of the ‘:«ludl nat weary our readers by second-hand spe-
Ceneral Eleetion, and e zrrivads but con-!culations as to what the Ministry will or will not
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do, or as to what coalitior: or what course the
Opposition may make or take. Recording only
two or three items, we are content to leave the
subject for the present; there will be no lack of
opportunity for returning to it—

THE NEWLY ELECTED COMMONERS.

The job of manafacturing a new Iouse of
Commouns is finished.  The workmen have put
their article out of hands. They cannot now
alter the nature of the thing they have made;
but must make the best of it 1ili it will be broken
up again.  The kind of stufl it is made of—how
it will wear and work—can only be learned by
the test of experiment. Qualitiesand capabilities
—tro0dd, bad, or indifferent—it has inherent in its
nature, which washing or tinkering cannot alter;
but what they are must be left to time to show.

The aptitude of this new machine to subserve
the purpose of any party or party leaders is very
uncertain.  If any reliance can be placed on pro-
fessions, or trustworthy inferences drawn from
antecedeats, there will be about 310 Ministerial-
ists and 344 Non-Ministerialists in the House of
Commons.  But many Non-Ministerialists ave sus-
_piciously ostentatious in professions of anxicety to
cschew factious opposition; and some Ministerial-
ists, hampered by previous decluations, may not
always be able to offer Lord Derby a thorough-
going support.  Ministers, however, it appears
on the surface, having failed to obtain an absolute
majority.  But their supparters maintain that the
incompatible views of the diffcrent scctions of
Opposition: render it impossible to combine them
for any cffective assault upon Ministers or their
policy.  Jsthe Ministerial phalanx less obnozious
o internal disscnsions thau the Opposition?  Mr.
Disvacli, sine: the Buckinghamshive nomination,
has disappeared from public view. Ie is under-
stood to be, fike the adepts or thaumaturgi of old,
labowring in mystic seclusion at the concoction of
his grand panacea—or like Malomet jis his cave,
devising a new chapter of the Koran to meet
some unforeseen exigency—aor like Friar Bacon,
elaborating by word and spell his brazea head.
But when the great work is completed, what
chance has it of the unanimous approval of Mr.
Disracli’s party? Will' that which meets the
wishes of converts bent on crossing the Free-trade
praivics into which they have been led, satisfy
thase who stll hanker after the fiesh pots of pro-
tection?  Mr. Distaeli iz prepared to conform to
“the spirit of the age,” but will he be able to
persuade, not merely his bueolical supporters,
but even some ot his fellow-placemen, to follow
his example?

The showy or substantially useful qualities
likely to be brought iuto play by the new louse
of Commons are not less problematical. The
number of unknown, or atleast untried Membiers,
is very great—nearly one-third of the whole
Youse. In a good wmany instances it will be
found that one cipher has taken the place of
auother; and the only use of ciphersis to make
up sums in notation.  But there have been also
changes among the more restless and pushing
spitits whose doings and sayings determine the
getion of the Legisiature, or at least impart a
characieristic tone to its proceedings,

In all its essentials, the House of Commons
seems little changed by the recent elections,
except in a glightly increased torpidity aud feeble-
ness, the inevitable work of time on men and
their works. A gencral clection is supposed to
be fur the House of Commons what Medea's ket~
tle was for old Aison; butin the present instance
the venerable gentleman appears to have passed
through the process not werely without having
his youth restored, but positively without having
the insidious progress of’ old age arrested.

Evidences unfortunately are muitiplied as to
the existence of potato blight in Irclind. One
feels reluctant to confess this appalling fact to
oncself; but its truth can scarcely be doubted.
This additional grievance must give fresh impulse
to emigration.—The influx of gold from Australia,
and the exodus of adventurers to the various
Colonies comprised under that general heading,
continue to be enormous.  Mr. Macauly, M. P.
for Edinburgh, is said to be convalescent. So
much the better for our chance of more English
history from his pen. His parliamentary tongue
may remafn sileng, without any grave loss to
the nation.

No news from India or from the Cape, of a
very important nature, success, so far, seems
to attend the British movements.

GOLD IN THE WEST INDIES.

The following is an extract of a letter from Tri-
nidad, Port Spain, August 1st:—The gold dig-
gings of Demerara are causing as great a revolu-
tion in this island as the Australian and California
diggings have both in Europe and America.  Qur
planters, with several agricultural labourers, have
already started, some of whom are realizing their
most sanguine expectations.  Lord Havris, (the
Governor,) his fumily and suite will shortly visit
the West India Eldoraldo.

We cannot congratulate the good people of the
West Indies on the discovery of that which no
doubt they consider to be a source of immense
wealth. At the present moment some of the
smaller Islands, as Bavbadoes, St. Vincent, and
Antigua, are nobly rising from out of the depres-
sion under which they laboured. They have by
a wise and judicions policy, settled their emanci-
pated population comfor ably under equitable
laws, and have been working harmoniously and
in a Clwistian temper for some time past. If
Gold be so close within their reach, may we not
fear an abandonment of their legitimate pursuits,
and, as a consequence, a sacrifice of the cultiva-
tion of their great staple—the sugar-cane?

Wise people say that every man hias hishobby ;
and thoughtful renders very seon discover what
are the hobbies editorial.  We acknowledge then
fraukly that one of ours is an unconquerable
antipathy (o the present occupant of supreme
power in France. With every desire to record
honestly the prominent events that occur in that
country, on whose condition the welfave of Europe
so greatly depends, and with & wish to be guarded
against iudividval prejudice, we find ourselves
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deriving a malicious pleasure from reading or
aiding to circulate the harsh truths that are told
regarding him.

The news of the month is the retivement of M.
Casabianea from the office of Minister of State, or
Premier, in which he is succeeded by M. Achille
Fould, the well known finaneial operator. Other
changes in the Council of State have taken place,
caused by the removal of those members who
daved to vote agaiust the seizure of the Orleans
property, and the substitution of the merest tools.
Une of these last alone has a name which may be
recognised ;3 it is that of M. de Cormenin, the
author of some clever pamphlets, an Orleanist,
Republican, or Bonapartist, as suits him best.—
The festival announced for the 15th, at Pavis,
was, we read, to be shorn of its expected military
attractiveness. The National Guard is not thought
to be ripe for the distribution of the Eagles.  The
Moniteur assigns as a veason for the change that
the President might be embarvassed by the cries
of the citizen soldiary—meaning its presumed
clamour for the Empire. The truth appears to be
that * Iis Highness™ is fearful of their silenee,

The Prussian Government has semi-officially
denied the existence of the treaty antagonistic to
a French hereditary Empire, which the London
Morning Chronicle lately dug up from some un-
known source. We still suspect that the Elysee
has been at the bottom of it—Victor Hugo, ex-
pelled from France, has now been driven out of
Belgium, and has taken refuge in the island of
Jersey.  His forthcoming * Napoleon the Little,”
if written up to his standard of ability, will produce
a strong sensation in France, whenco it will
scarcely be possihle to exclude it.

The Artsin France havo sustained a severe
Joss in the person of Tony Johannot, whose clever
pictorialillustrations of hooks must be remembered
by many of our readers.

Concerning such public affairs of the United

States as have interest for us, it may be noticed
that on Saturday last, in the Senate Chamber
at Washington, Mr. Seward of New York made a
full and satistactory statement of the difficulties
regarding the Fisheries.  We do not propose to
follow him through his long and able speech ;—
content that e exposed the absurdity of all the
hubbub that has been raised about it, and showed
that there was no novelty in the claim now en-
forced by Great Britain, and no necessity for the
indignation hitherto expressed.

The President of the U. S. has declined answer-
ing an cnquiry fromn the Senate, as to proposals
made to the American Government for the annex-
ation of the Sandwich Islands. From this fact it
may be inferred that the matter has actually been
under consideration by the Cabinet at Washington.

The invasion of Guayaquil by the redoubtable
General Flores has resulted in a miserable failure.
11is forces have been dispersed, and his vessels
have been given up to Gen. Urbina, the President
of Ecuador. Flores himself contrived to escape.

Late uccounts from Havannah mention that
many political arrests have been made, and that
an uneasy feeling prevails:—At present we hear
of no further infamous and insane prajects for
invasion. Uuwonted secrecy hasheen preserve d,
ifithere be any in contemplation; but we doubt
the fact.

Tur Mivitia.—The uniform for the Militia is
in active preparation, Government having eon-
tracted for several thousand sets, of which the
greater part are already completed.  The dressis
of the ordinary military sappearance—the coat
buttons close up to the neck, and the tait is the
narrow peak, or “ baobtail.” The colour is scarlet,
with yellow collar and cuffs, ene row of buttons,
of a dark leaden hue, sunmounted by a croan
only, by Firmin, decorates the front.

Fary Macmxery.—Tho portablo farming pro-! bolonging to Mr. Neame, of Sclling, whe, we are

duce mill, from Mr. Crosskill, of Boverly, has been ! informed, has purchased the mill. At a private
tried at Canterbury, in the presence of many of ! trialat Mr. Neameo's faurm, at Selling, it crushed oats
the Jeading agrienlturists in the ncighbourhood. 'at the rato of 80 bushels per hour, and splitbeans
The experiment was very satisfactory; it ground lat the vate of 60 bushels per hour, and ground
oats and beans, and, to show what it was capablo ‘barloy to fino meal at the rato of S bushels per
of doing, flint stones were ground to fine powder, ‘hom‘, bosides grinding bones, and crushing flint
by putting different kinds of grinding plate in, an | stones, bricks, &c.—Cunndien Jouraal,

operation which was attested in 15 minutes ; and
from which, it appews, any substance can be! Ransonraxp Maxv's Oxk-Horss Hauvess Carr.
ground, from flint-stoncs to barley meal. The | —This cart is very uscful and well adapted for
mill was driven by the portable steaw-cnginelcarrying large loads from the lurvest fields, It

——
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is made very light in weight, and, from the best
materials being used, and good workmanship, it is
strong. It may be more readily loaded than the
waggons in ordinary use. It is manufactured by
Messrs. Ransome & May, of Ipswich, who gained
the gold medal of the Royal Agricultural Society
of Eugland at the general meeting at Oxford, and
a second time at Derby. The price of the cartis
not necessarily much higher than those of the
older and less efficient vehicles,  Flat earts were
used in many parts of the country for the harvest
home, but they obvious’y incurred more or less
damage to the crop. Irunes projecting at an
angle from the body of the cart were subs :quently
employed to accomplish one of the objects ob-
tained by Messrs. Runsome & May's cart; which
secures not only great width in loading, but a
perfect guard to the wheels.  In the presentstate
of agricultural affairs, small savings are of great
importance to farmers, who may soon economise
the cost of a cart in the saving of labour and
time, and the safety to crops obtained in conveying
them by proper vehicles from the field to the
farm-yard.—Ibid.

Acrrcurtorsr, ENGINEERING.—The farm of
Harold Lictledale, Esq., of the County of Chester,
England, furnishes an illustration of the very
artificial practice now becoming by no means
uncommon among the scientific Agricalturists of
the day. The experiment so thoronghly and suc-
cessfully carried out by Mr. Littledale, derives
additienal interest and importance when contem-
plated with regard to the proposed distribution
of the sewage water of London and some of the
large provinciai towns, over the farms in the
vicinity of those great centres of population.
Canadian Farmers are not in a position to avail
themselves of the expensive artifices described
below. Such examples, however, serve well to
enconrage the enterprising in this country, to
seize upon every rational means of raiging the
standard of Husbandry, and to arrive at that
practice which secures the greatest amount of
permanent remuneration with comparatively, the
Icast cxpenditure of capital. The details sub-
Jjoined we extracted from the report to the Board
of Health on Liscard Farm near Birkenhead, by
W. Lee, Esq., Superintending Inspector. )

Mr. Littledale has drained all the land on this
farm capable of heing drained. Both pipes and
tiles have been used. Some of the drains are
Iaid only 23 feet deep, others 4 feet, and latterly,
increased as the result of experience. The ave-
rage width between the drains is about 21 fect.
The cost was £4 to £5 sterling per acre.

Liquid manure is preserved for distribution ina
tank capable of containing 58,300. It is forced
by means of stenn power through iron pipes,
through a distance of two miles, serving for 150
acres. There is a hydraut for every 300 yards of
main. The hydrants are so fixed that with 150
yards of hose the distributor and boy can irrigate
10 acres per day. The quantity distributed to
each acre being about 4,118 gallons.

As to the general result of draining, liquid ma-
nures, and other imyrovements offected by Mr.
Littledale, I (Mr. Lee) was informed that the
yield of the whole farm is double what it was 10
years ago. -

GRAFTING EvERGRBENS.—The French nursery
men are very succesdful in grafting evergreens,
and practice it as follows:—* The proper time
for grafting pines, is whon the young shoots have
nade about three-quarters of their length, and
are still so herbaceous as to break like a shoot of
asparagus. The shoot of the stock is then broken
off about two inches below its terminal bud ;i the
leaves are stripped off from 20 to 24 lines down
from the extremity, leaving, however, two pairs
of leaves opposite and close to the upper end of
the shoat so headed back—which leaves are of
great importance for drawing up the sap. The
shoot or stock is then gplit to the depth of two
inches, with a very thin knife, between the two
pairs of leaves left; the scion is then prepared—
the lower part beirg stripped of its leaves to the
length of two inches, and is then cut to a wedge
and inserted, in the ordinary mode of cleft grafting.
The graft is tied with a slip of woollen, and a cap
of paper is fastened to a stake, and firmly fixed
over the whole graft, to protect it from the sun
and rain. At the end of 15 days this cap is re-
moved, and the ligature at the end of a month.”
Some evergreens, grafted in this way, make a
second growth of five or six inches the first year
—but most sorts do not start till the next year.

Inskcr oN THE PLUN.—Aun esteemed correspond-
ent at Springfield, Otsego Co., has sent us a speci-
men of an insect and of 2 portion of the bark of a
plum tree, containing a deposit of its eggs. The
eggas are in compactly filled rows, beneath a single
sli¢ through the epidermis. The insect was lost,
and we cannot speak of its character. This cannot
be the cause of the black knot, as suggested by
our correspondent, as in numcrous cases, the
most rigid microscopic examination of the black
knot, has failed to reveal any indications of
external or local injury—besides which we have
often observed deposits of eggs, not dissimilar,
but larger, both in the plum and cherry, that
produced no effect whatever, except small me-
chanical injury. Indeed it is rare that insects
praduce any other result. We hope our corre-
spondent will favour us with the results of future
observations,

Cuerry TrEES at Mipsuxxer.—Many young
cherry trees have been set out the past spring,
and have already commenced growth. Butif left
with hard exposed soil about them, a large portion
will die before the close of summer, or during the
hot, dry weather. If wateved, as the work is
usually done, the surface will become hardened
and crusted, the roots notreached, and some tre s
killed by the very process intended to save then:.
An acquaintance, who sct out 50 cnerry trees a
few years since, informed us that he watered
asout a third, every one of which died—most of
the others lived. If it becomes necessary to apply
water, the carth should be removed down to the
roots, and replaced when the water is poured in.
But it is far better to Zeep the ground constantly
and moderately moist, than to Hood it after ¢
becomes dry. This is completely effected by
mulehing. Spread round the young cherry trees
early in summer, old straw, spoiled hay, mown
weeds, or any similar material, to a depth of six
compact inches, and a few feet in diameter, and
they will flourish and grow through the whole
scason.
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TNE EXHIBITION OF ALYL, NATIONS,

This wondrous work is now an cvent of the
past.  Its gems of Nature and of Art have
disappearcd, and the Crystal Casket which
enclosed them has returned to its elements, |
and will assume under another sky, a more |
permanent character and a nobler form Like
the hero who dies in his glory, or the sage
whose name is embalmed amid the great
truths which he hasfbequeathed to his race, the

sxhibition of the world’s industry rises on the
page of history when its natural clements have
fallen ; and long after its crystal voof has
ceased to dazzle, its cherished memories will
put forth more hallowed and more enduring
radiations,

The Panarama now exhibiting in the St
Lawrenee Hall, places those who see it alinost
on a level with the fivored who visited the
great marvel itself.

The view down the Transept, with Ostler's
beauiiful fountain full in front, is truth itself,
and, alone, is sufficient to repay a visit.  The
Ipaugm-aﬁon scene is also remarkably good.
The other scenes pass so rapidly before the
spectator, that a confusion of ideas, such as
was expericneed, but in a greater degree, ona
first \isit to the Palace itself, is excitedd
and a sceond and even a third visit will be re-
quirced to satisfy the mind.

We do not weun to advise none to go who
cannot visit this exhibition a sccond time.—
‘We recommend on the contrary no one to lose
an opportunity that may never be again afford-
ed, but we also recommend them not to judge
hastily of the nerits of what they have seen, but
to visit it as often as they can, andwe feel con-
vinced that cach visit will afford increased
pleasure.

Tue TRUSE LINE OF RaiLwav.—In conse-
quence of the negociations which took place in
London sume time since between the Delegates of
tie Provincial Government and the leading
firms of ¥ 'ish Railway Contractors, Mr. Ross,
Civil Engineer, has on behalf of Messrs. Jackson,
Peto, Brassey and others, made a tour of the Pro-
vince with a view to ascertain the prospects and
aud fucilities which it affords for Railway construc-

tion. Mr. Ross has been accompanied by Mr.
Thomas Keefer, C. E., and they have together
visited the linesin both Provincesalready in course
of construction, and the routes suggested for those
in contemplation. Mr. Ross has already taken
the contract for the Quebec and Richimond Rail-
way, and it is inferred from the very favorable
opinions that he has expressed, that the parties
for whom he acts will be prepared at a very early
date to enter largely upon the construction of
otherlines. Mr. Ross goes to England immediate-
Iy, but is expected to return to Canada aftera
sojourn there of three or four weeks.—7b.

Nortiery Rainway.—Some new appointments
have been lately made on this line, consequent
upon the resignation of the Honorable 1. C. Sey-
mour late Engineer in Chief, whose heavy engage-
ments in the United States induced him to retive
from that office. The Company has appointed F.
C. Cumberland, Fsq., as his successor, and we
understand that that gentleman hasalready enter-
ed upon Lis duties. It is not improbable that the
line to Bradford (34 miles) will be opened on the
25th September, and it is intended to complete
the remainder of the length to Bartie (69 miles)
carly the ensuing winter. Four miles of the per-
manent way has already beent id, and the first
Lacomotive Engine isdaily expected. The Toron-
to Depot and Road Stations are to be constructed
immediately.—J18.

PrESENT STATE AXD PrOGRESS OF TELEGRATH
Lives 1x Canapa—2,437 MiLes oF Wirg.—Lines
in Canada were first established some six ycars
age, commencing at Montreal and extending west-
ward, and to the Niagara River, and subsequently
to Quecbee, and on the Ottawa River. The lines
from Quebee, Montreal, Toronto, Hamilton, and
to Buffalo, have proved luerative to the stock-
holders from the date of their construction, The
Tine west from Hamilton to London, has not done
as well so far as profits are concerned, from the
fact that there has been no through connection
with the American line at the West. This how-
ever, isabont being remedied, and theline extend-
ed to Detroit, and there connccted with five lines
that now pass through that city. The original
capital of the present lines in Canada, was double
per mile what is now required, on account of tho
veduction of prices for all kinds of material.—Zb.

St. Lawnexce axp Lake Huorox axp Prrer-
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porouGit Juxcriox Lixes.—The Report of the
Engincer of the St. Lawrence and Lake Huron
Line has been issued. It is proposed to conncct
the Ogdenshurgh route with Peterborough and
the Georgina Bay. It has not yet been determi-
ned where the Southern Terminus shall be located,
whether at Kingston or Prescott; the original
proposition was to the latter town, but in view of
the carly constructions of' the Trunk line, Kings-
ton may it is suid be selected, as saving distance
and answering the whole purpose. An application
is about to be made to Patlinnent for a Charter
to construct a Junction Line between Toronto
and Peterborough—and a reconnaisance has al-
ready been made of the route. Whether as a
portion of a traflic line (by whick it is affirmed the
distance would be less than by the Lake shore)
ora loop line to it, by which to connect the back
Townships with Toronto and Kingston respect-
ively, the scheme appears to be wel! worthy of
favorable consideration.—J6.

Taz Grrar WESTERN.—The works on this line
are progressing with great rapidity. The Carriage
Factories at the Hamilton Depdt are nearly com
plete, and the car builders will be put in early
possession.  All the arrangements have been
made with reference to Locomotive power and
general rolling stock, and throughout the whole
length of the line there is full evidence of the
most energeticaction on the part of all concerned.
Engincers in connection with this Company are
now engaged on a survey between Toronto and
Hamilton, and a charter will probably be obtained
during the present Session of Parliament author-
izing its construction. In this route the two cities
will be united at an carly date, and (taking the
whole length from the Detroit River to Toronto)
a large instalment of the Trunk line will be
secured.—7b.

Tue Evecrric Crock.—Among all the wonders
of that wunder-working principle, electricity, whe-
ther we view its powers in the instantaneous con-
veyance of information between distant places,
its agency in blasting rocks in safety, the dispo-
sition of metals from their solutions, or other of
its nuinerous appliances, there is not one of them
which strikes the mind as more extraordinary or
interesting than its application as a prime mover
for the measurement of time.  In this, however, it
has now become most completely successful, and
iusures a correctness and regalarity which cannot
be obtained by other clocks, however well con-
strucced.  We believe the first idea of working
clocks by electricity is due to Mr Alexaunder Bain,
who first commenced putting itin practicein 183S.
His first attempt was to make 4 oommon clock
transmit its time to other clocks at a distance,
effected by the actionof electro-magnets, in which
he was perfectly successful.  The next step was
the application of the electric power to wosk sin-
gle clocks, so that no winding might be required,
and the common clock dispensed with altogether.
This, in a commercial point of view, was of great
‘importance, ds such a clock, cither for private
houses or public buildings, could be used cither
singly or made the governor or parent clock to
other dials in different parts of the building. The
ordinary galvanic apparatus was found, however,

ueither uniform or lusting, giving more trouble
and expense than the common clocks ; and in
prosccuting his experiments, Mr. Bain, in 1842,
discovered that a plate of zinc and of copper,
buried in the carth, gave a uniforin and continu-
ous force of sufficient pewer to work clocks of any
size, from the smallest mantel time-picee to large
church clocks.

In the comstruction of an electric clock, the
pendulum rod is of wood and suspended to a
metal bracket, fixed to the back board. The bob
of the pendulum is composed of aveel of insulated
copper wire, with a brass covering to improve its
appearance, forming an clectro-magnet in the
usaal manner. The ends of the wire are carried
up the rod, terminating in two suspension springs,
which serve the double purpose of suspending the
pendulum, and conveying the current toand from
the Lob. 7'wo brass tubes contain“each a bar of
magnetised steel, and act as alternate attractors
to the bob. There fs a break on the pendulum
for letting on and cntting off' the current which
acting on the bob, operates also on clocks at dis-
tant places. The plates of zinc and copper are
buricd about 4 ft. underground, and 3 ft. apart,
and to them perfectly insulated copper wires are
soldered. A regulating weight being attached to
the pendulum to bring it to time, the apparatus is
comptete. For the motion on the dial plate, only
two wheels and an endless screw are required,
besides the minute and hour wheels ; and the
clock instead of moving the pendulum, heing on
the contrary moved by it, a much smaller degree
of stress and frictionis the result.  The pendulum
once set in motion acts on the break ; and the
current being, as we have shown, alternately cug
off and admitted, regular motion is obtained,
which will continue for mauy years.

In situations where it is inconvenient so obtain
the electric current from the earth the voltaic is
resorted to ; but in almost every case the first
mode has proved the casiest, as well as the most
effective.  The cost ofits plates is » trifle, and it
has been ascertained that they will retain their
efficacy for years. The advantages of this appli-
cation of electricity to another of our wants it is
scarcely pussible to estimate, as through the
medium of auxiliary clocks, exact time may be
kept through a whole neighborhood, or, in short,
to wherever wires can be laid down. In factitis
now shown. to be possible that all the principal
clocks in the kingdom might be united to keep
time with one governing one, without winding up
or need of attendanee of any kind from one year’s
end to another.

Mr. Bain's warchouse for thesc clocks is at 43,
Old Bond street 3 aud we think an inspection of
them is deserving the attention of she scientific.
—Aining Jonrnal.

CALORIC SHIPS,

The idea of substituting a new and superior
motive-power for steam will no doubt strike many
minds as extravagant, if not  Timerical. We
have been so aceustomed to regard steam-powerag
the ne plies ultra of attainment in snbjecting the
modified forces of nature to the service of man,
that a discovery which promises to supersede this
ageney will have to contend with the most formi-
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dable preconceptions as well as with g}guntic in-
terests.  Nevertheless, it may now be predicted
with confidence, that we are on the eve of another
great revolution, produced by the application of
an agent wore cconomical and incaleulably safer
than steam. A few years hence we shall hear of
the ¢ wonders of calorie® instead of the * wonders
of steam.’ To the question: * How did you cross
the Atlantic ? the veply will be: ¢ By catoric of
course !’ Oy Saturday, I visited the manutectory,
and had the privilege of iuspecting Ericisson’s
calore engine of 60 horse power, while it was in
operation. It consists of two pairs of cylinders,
the working pistons of which are 72 inches in
diameter.  Its great peculiarities consist in its
very large cylinders and pistons, working with
very low pressure, and in the abscence of boilers
or heaters, there being no other fives employed
than those in small grates under the bottoms of
the working cplinders.  During thecight months
that this test-engine has been operation, nota cent
has been expended for repairs or accidents.  The
leading principle of the caloric engine cousists in
producing motive-power by the employment of
the expansive force being produced by compress-
ion of the airin one part of the machine, and by
its dilitation Ly the application of heat in another
part. This dilieation, however, is noteffected by
continuous application of combustibles, bug by a
pecukar process of transfer, by which the calovic is
made to operate over and over again—namely, the
heat of the air escaping from the working eylinder
at cach successive stroke of the engine, is trans-

ferred to the cold eompressed air, entering the
same; so that, in fact, a continued application of
fucl is only necos ury in order to make good the
losses of heatoceasioned by the unavoiduble erad-
iation of the heated parts of the machine. The
obvious advantages of this great improvementare
the great saving of fuel and labour in the manage-
ment of the engine, and its perfectsafety. A ship
carrying the amount of coal that the Atlantic
steamers now take for a single trip, could cross
and recross the Atlantic twice without taking in
coal; and the voyag to China or California could
be casilp accomplished by a caloric ship without
the necessity of stopping at any port to take in
fuel.  Anthracite coal being far tbe best fuel for
this new engine, we shall no longer have to pur-
chase bituminous coal in England for return-trips,
On the contrary, England will tind it advanlageous
to come to us for ouranthracite, A slow radiating
fiire without flame is what is required, and this is
best snpylied by our anthaacite. The Ericisson
will be ready for sea by October negt, and her
owners intend to take pnssengers at a rveduced
psice, in consequence of of the reduced expenses
under the new principle.

The cutting of the Xoh-i-Noor has proceeded
in the most satisfactory manner up to the present
time ; the difficulty which suggested itself origi-
nally has been successfully overcome, and all fears

of any injury to the diamond during the operation
are at an end.

MRS. GRUNBY'S GATHERINGS.

CHIT-CHAT FOR SEPTEMBER.

Tne continued warm weather forbidding & re- 1
turn to town, or any activity in the display of’ new'

fashions, we cannot interest our readers more than

; ir benefi s inval i jwif 1
to quote for their benefit some invaluable hints on  point of fact, she dresses for two, and, in neglect-

dress, taken from the “ London Quarterly.” We
wish we had space for the whole article; as it is,
we know of very few ladiesin city or country but

may be benefitted by the taste and common sense 1
—a rare combination—which these extracts dis-y

lay.

consciousness of passive enjoyment. In some, it
is intensely felt while it i3 present; in others,
only missed when it is gone.

“ Such being the case, the responsibility of a
wife in ‘this department is a very serious one.  In

ing herself, virtually annoys her hushand.  Nature
has expressly assigned her as the only safe invest-
ment for his vanities; and she who wantonly
throws themn back from their natural course, de-
serves to sce thetn break outoun his own person.

The true object and importanceof taste in dress, | _ * But independant of the plain law of instinct,
few women understand. * Bven if woman had | there is one for the promotion of dress amoug 19"
been made as ugly as we,” says the author, * ghe dies, which may be plainer still to some—and this
would still, no doubt, have been the object of our )18 the law of self-interest. Wm..I{()noycomh says
highest intellectual devotion; but woman wasi he ean tell the humour a woman is in by the color
made *exceedingly fair,’ a creature not only fitted of her hood.  We go farther, amd maintain that,
for all the deference and homage our minds could ; to :\prof}cxent in the seience, every women ““‘“{_3
bestow, butobviously intended foz_the most ele- | about with a placard, on which her leading quali-

gant wardrobes and brilliant trousseauz our pock-
etz could furnish. But, however we may fall
short of our duty to the sex in this latter respect,
let no woman therefore suppose that any man can
be veally indifferent to her appearance. The in-
stinct may be deadened in hismind by a slatternly,
negligent mother, or by plain maiden sisters ; but
she may be sure it is there, and, with a little ad-
roitness, capable of revival. Of course, the im-
mediate effect of a well.chosen feminine toilet
operates differently in different minds.  In some,

t causes a sense of actual pleasure ; in others, a

tics are advertised.

“ For instance, you meet one, no matter wheth-
er pale or rosy, fat or thin, who is always notice-
able for something singular and owfré in her dress;
a bonnet with blue and pink trimming, or of a
new color never imagined before; a gownso trim-
med that she cannot lean back wupon it a cloak
30 cut that she cannot walk uprightin it; a new
kind of quilling which scratches her, and catches
every body else, anew pattern which Dblinds the
eyes to look at: a berthe strung of beads from
Nove Zembla ; a boa woven of feathers from Now
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Zealand ; and if farther she wears them with a
piteous and dejected look, as if she werea mirtyr
to the service, you may be sure this is a shy, timid
weak soul, who while she is attracting all eyes to
her costume, has no other thought than how she
may best escape observation. This is a prize to
milliners,whose insight into human nature through
the garb it wears is all for our argument, and who
secing fnnmediately that shehas neither taste nor
judgment of her own, can always persuade herto
lead some forlorn hope, called *the very last
fushion,’ but a fashion in which no one else would
have the courage to be first.

¢ Again, if after the first unfortunate has passed
on her way, you meet another equally extrava-
gant in her style, only with this difference, that
she has opinions of her own, and these of the
most prononcé kind ; if she wear the largest pat-
tern and the gaudiest colors upon the most ordi-
nary material, or the highest flounces upon the
richest ; if, deing poor, she has a quantity of
show lace, mock fur, or false jewelry,showing that
her object is not economy, but display ; or if, being
rich, she mixes up the best together, pearls on
head, cameos on neck, diamonds on stomacher;
if she disg;oses her hair in inordinately long curls or
extraordinarily curious braids ; and if, heneath a
skirt which covers an incredible circumterence of
ground, or beneath a body which hardly covers
any space at all, you catch glimpses of substances
neither neat, clean, nor fine—you may guess this
isa wvain, vulgar, and perhaps bold woman,

‘ Far different from those we have hitherto re-
viewed, are the dress doctrines of her who next
follows, though not so well exemplified in  details
as in generals.  Jer first study scems tobe the be-
coming, her second, the good, her third, the fash-
tonable, which, if it be both good and hecoming,
it always is, or may be. You see this lady turning
a cold eye to the assurances of shopmen and the
recomnmendations of milliners. She cares not how
original a pattern may be, if it be ugly, or how
recent a shape, if it be awkward. Whatever,
therefore, fashion dictate, she follows laws of her
own, and is never behind it. She wears very
beautiful things, which people generally suppose
to be fetched from Paris, or at least made by a
French milliner; but which, as often as not, are
bought at the nearest town, and made up by ber
own muid. Not that her costume is always cither
rich or new ; on the contrary, she wears many a
cheap dress, but it is always pretty ; andmany an
old one, but it is always good. Not a scrap of
tinsel or trumpery appears upon her. She puts no
faith in velvet bands, or gilt buttons, or twisted
cordings. She i3 quite aware, however, that the
garnish i3 as important as the dress; all her inner
borders and beadings ave delicate and fresh, and,
should anything peep out which is not intended
to be seen, the same serupulous care is ohservable.
Aftorall, there is no great art eitherin her fashions
or her materials. The secret simply consists in
hor knowing the three grand unities of dress—
her own station, her own age, and her own points.
And no woman can drvess well who does not. Aftor
this, wo need notsay that whoever is attracted by
the costumo will not be disappointed in the wearer.
Bhe may not be handsome, nor accomplished, but

*“ Upon the whole, a prudent and sensible man,
desirous of ‘looking betore he leaps,” may safely
predicate of the inner Jining from the outer gar-
ment, and be thunkful that he has this, at least,
to go by. That there are auch things as female
pirates, who hang out false lights to entrap unwary
travellers, we do not deny. [t is only to be hoped
that, soon or later, they may cateh a Tartar on
their coasts.  For, all the vavious denominations
of swindlers who practise on the goodness or the
weakness of mankind, that woman is the basest
who is a dandy during courtship, and a dowdy
after marriage.

“ As regards an affectation not unfrequent in
the sex, that of apathy towards the affairs of the
toilet, we can ounly assurce them, for their own
sakes, that there is not a worse kind of affectation
going. A woman, to be indifferent to her own
appearance, must cither be hardened to all femi-
nine tastes and perceptions, or an immense helr-
ress, or a first-rate beauty, or think herself one.”

EvENING DrEss For HoxMe.—Dress of mouseline
de sote d disposition ; abeautiful wreath of flowers
follows the festooned edge of the flounces, which
are four in number, andin each festoon is a palm,
formed also by a wreath of flowers. The body is
plain and opeuns en caur; the revers are carried
round the back of the dress, the edge is festooned
and beyond is woven a border of palns: the
sleeves are of the pagoda form, they are wide, fes-
tooned at the bottom, and finished like the revers;
the lace under the sleeves is of the same form.
Chemisette of brussels net 3 the fronts ave laid in
folds ; a beautiful iusertion finishes the front edge,
at each side of which a lace is set on a little full.

Youxe GENTLEMAN'S CostuME.~—Dress of fine
cashmere, fastening at the back: both the backs
and fronts of the body are plaited from the shoul-
ders to the waist, round which is worn a belt of
the same material: wide slecves, three-quarter’s
length.  The skirt is very full; it is embroidered
@ la robe ; a rich silk trimming may be substituted
for embroidery. Gaiters of dark drab cashmere.

Youxeé Laby's Costome.—Thisfrock is of silk
@ disposition, the skirt with three flounces: low
caraco bady, the front crossed by narrow bands.
Loose silk paletit, the edges festooned and teim-
med with a full fringe ; very wide pagoda sleeves,

{ finished to correspond. Iigh white body of

plited cambric, and large douillon sleeves.
Drawn bonnet, with full feather laid across and
drooping on the lcft side : in the interior, low on
the cheeks, is a trimming of tulle.

MICHAELMAS DAISY.

Tiws flower may be knitted, with two stitches
for the width of the row, but it is much quicker
to work it in a chain of crotchet 5 it is generally
variegated, either in two shades of red, or two
shades of violet. The variegation is produced by
working with two threads of Berlin wool, one of
a decp, the other ofa light shade, of the same
color.

Make & chain of simple crotchét, about a yard

we will answer for her being even-tempered, well | in length, then cover a picce of thin wire, as long

informed, thoroughly sensible, and a lady,

a3 you can conveniently manage, with one thread
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of Berlin waol, and begin to sew this wire along
one edge of the cluin, leaving about an inch of
the wireat the beginming ; when you lave sewn
about an inch, cut the chain, pull the thread
through the last stitch, bring your wire round,
sew half the second edge, then bring round the
wire that you leftat the beginning, sew it to meet
the other, letting the wires cross cach othey,
twist them and the wool together tightly, to form
a stalk, aad turn np the two little petals, first cut-
ting away one of the wires close to the twist, to
prevent the stalk being too thick when finished.

Wind a picce of yellow wool on the end of one
of your fingers, pullit out thus deubled, and twist
a hit of rather strong wive over it, twist the wire
very tight, and make with this wool ¢ kind of a
Tittle ball, which nmmst be covered with a piece of
common net {dyed yellow, if possible), tie the net
:’x]s tight as possible over the wool.  This forms the

SUSY.

When you have made a sufficient number of
petals to form twoor three rows, each row being
made rather larger than the first, vou must sew
them all round the little heart, and proceed to
make the calyx as follows ;—

Maken chain of twelve stitches with the crotch-
et needle using green wool, not split, work two
rows indouble crotchet, increasing two stitches
in the sccond row.  Sew this calyx under the pe-
tals, fasten up the open side, and gather the
stitches of the Jower cxtremity, cover the stem
with green split wool.

nn.

Make a small ball of any color, then take fiftcen
or twenty bits of split wool, the same colors as
used for theflower, each about an inch long, tie
them tightly as a little bundle : fasten this on
the top of the little ball, to which you must fix a
wire, bring down the ends of woo), in alternative
stripes of dark and light shades, tieall these ends
round the wire, and cut them close.  Wind a bit
of zrcen waool, asa very small ball, immediately
under the bud, then with green woal, not split,
make a row of Lersing bone stitches, from the
little bud, toabout baif way up the colored ouc.
This makes a very pretty bud, looking as if just
ready to Lloom .

LEAF.

Like that of the Heart’s-case.

SELECTION OF PAPER-IIANGINGS.

Qg housckeeping readers cannot fail to be in-
terested in the following shmple rules on which
the cheerfuluess of home so much depends.

According to the taste orjudgement with which
the pattern is chosen, so will the appearance of
the reom, when papered, be agrecable or displea.
sing.  Large patterns should, of course, be only
usedin largeroums,  Dark-tinted papersare most
suitable for light roams, and light papers for dark
rooms ; many a dingy or gloomy apartinent may
be made to wear a cheerful aspeet by attention to
this particular.  Stripes, whether on alady’s dress
or an the walls of 2 raaw, always give the effect
of height ; consequently a low room is improved
by being hung with a striped paper.  The effect
is praduced by a wavy stripe as well ag a straizht
one, and, as curved lines are the most graceful,

they should generaily be preferred.  Any pattern
with Jines crossed o as to forin a square, 13 unsuit-
able for a low room @ but with the lines madeslo-
ping or diagonal, there is not the same objection,
A diawond trellis pattern, with a small plant cree-
ping over it, looks well in a small summer pmlor,
For a common sitting-room, a small geometrical
pattern is very suitable; being well covered, it
does not show accidental stains or bruises, and, in
the constant repetition of  the design, there is no
one abject to attract the eve more than another.
These are sometimes called Blizabethan patterns;
they are much used for stair-cases, halls, and pas-
sages, but they are not to he chosen at randon.
Accordin £ to the height and dimensions of the
passage or stair case, such should be the pattern,
A large pattern on a narrow staircase, andin a
passige not more than eight feet in height, hasa
very heavy and disagrecable effect. A light gray,
or yellow marble, divided into blocks by thin lines
and varaished, wiil be found snitable for most pas-
sages, if care be taken o adapt the sive of the
blocks.to the place where they are to appes.—
A size that would look well ina hall twenty feet
wide, would be altogether too large in one only
four or six feet.  Many personsmust have noticed
iu theiv visits of business ov pleasure, that some
houses presenta cheerful aspect as soon as the
door is opened, while others ook so dull that they
make one low-spirited upon enteving them.  The
difference is caused by the good or bad taste with
which they have been papered and painted.

A safe rule with reard to paper-hangings, is
to choose nothing that looks extravagant or ua-
natural.  Regard should be had to the uses of an
apartment ; a drawing-room should be light aud
cheerful, a parlor should look warm and comiort-
able without being gloomy ; bedroom  papers
should be cool and quict, and generally of a small
pattern, and of such colorsas harmonize with bed-
furniture and other fittings. Itisworth whilealsoto
consider the sort of pictures to be hungon a wall.

Toxator Sauce~—Warm vour tomatoes until
you can skin them; beat the pulp with finely-
grated ham, onion, parsley, thyme, salt, and Lucca
oil, all as smail as possible; pass through a sieve,
and pour over macaroni.  Serve hot.

Tomatoes are good skinned, the sceds taken
out, and with a little butter and fincly-chonped
herbs, Ueaten into a paste with eggs, and fried in
a light batter.

Axtox10’s Recrirr Boox.—I requested the
good natured nephew (o dress me a dish of maca-
roui, which he did as follows, ane of his many
modes of preparing it: Heboiledit till just tender,
and no mare. The Erglish cook it too much, he
said. When dmined, he grated a2 suflicient
quautity of both Gruyere and Parmesan chicese,
aud alternately put upon the dish, first macaroni,
and then cheese, finishing with the cheese.  Over
this he poured strong beef-gravy, in which some
tomatoes, had been dissolved, and put it a few
minntes in the oven, and then a few more before
the fire in 2 Dutch oven; but he preferred a liot
hole, and to cover it with a four de campagne, or
cover upon which on place hot cmbers.




PRIGGINGS FROM PUNCH.

fe

INSENSIBILITY TO FAMINE.

There are many people who do not know when
they have had enough; but, according to Sir
Fitzroy Kelly, there ave also many—so many as
to include the majority of Her Majesty’s subjects
—who cannot tell when they have had too little.
Lord Derby’s Solicitor General has made this dis-
covery, and imparted the new-found truth to his
constituents of East Suftolk, whom he is reported
to have thus addressed at. the hustings:—

%It has been said that upwards of 2,000,000
quarters of wheat mare were imported in 1550 and
185 than in 1845 and 1816, before the repeal o
the Corn Laws tovk place. * * * While I
admitted, as I do nowv, the truth of the fact that
there was this increase in the importation, I
venture to assert that the food, the comforts an
cujoyments of the peaple have been in no wise
increased, have not, taking them as a mass, been
increased at all; for if 3,000,000 more quarters
have been imported, 3,000,000 quarters less have
been produced in this country.”?

The people at large, before the repeal of the
Bread Tax, were certainly not in the perfect
fruition of food, comforts and Inxuries. These
gaod things according to Sir Frmrov Krnny,
have since in no wise increased.  Therefore they
have diminished: for the popnlasion has gone on
increasing.  But the vlllgar cry is still ¢ Hooray
for cheap Bread!” which, zs your friend Everin
would, say, i3 absurd, ridiculous, preposterous, if
it means scarcity, as it does if we are to believe
Sin Fitzroy Kty

So much corn hias been imported, so much less
haes been grown, so many more inonths to feed,
g0 much less bread for each: thatis the case of
our learned friend.  Well: suppose, we have not
eaten so very much more bread than we used to
cat. May not Sm Firzrov Krivy find an ex-
planation of this circnmstance in the fact that we
have caten more meat? Lread is not the only
article of foud we rejoice in. A very general
opinion prevails that Free Trade hias enlarged eur
dictary altogether; so that the masses are not so
restricred as they were to bread-dinners.  Most
of us go about under an idea that we have par-
taken, in additional measure, of beef, wutton,
veal, and Iamb: but this, the Soniciton GuNerar
will perhaps tell us, is an illusion.  Now it is not
the fact, threhe has himselfheen studying clectro-

biology, and trying to impress the susceptible
subjects of Fast Sufiolk with a faney that a belly-
ful is short-cominons ?

But it Free Trade is a delusion, why shonld the
Derbiyites seck to undeceiveus? Iow crncl of
them to disturb our blessed halluciaation! If we
we imagine we have a Lotus in the big loaf]
humour the national mania, allow us to continue
in the entoyment of it : if we are crazy, neverthe-
less you see it keeps us gniet.

Gornex Prosprcrs-—Owing to the expected
influx of gold from Austeali, it i3 revorted in the
ibest informed circles that Gold Stick will ulti-
mately have his wand of office composed of the
precious metal.  The metal, however, will he less
{precious than it is at present; and the rise in cow-
parative value ofthe secondary metallic substance,
iwill render it, by aad by, a much more fortunate
lot than it is even now, to be born with a silver
spooD in one’s mouth.

A DOUGBTFUL POINT.
LooxiNG overa file of the 7hmes newspaper the
other day, our ¢ye was canght by the following
passage i—

“ 1 consider as geeat Criminals thase who, by
personal ambition, wouid comprond - the small
anount of stability guaranteed us by the Consti-
tution.”

These gentle reader, ave the wards of Presi-
neNT Lotis Navonzov, deiivered in b 3

to the Frencih Assembly upon its opening wn Nov-
cmber, 1850, Theirgquotation, we think, is mther
opportunc just now; for if Loun Manussugnv't
** Extradition of Foreixgn Criminals Biil ¥ had
passed into I, it clearly might have been ques-
tioned whether, in the cvent of the above speaker
secking refage on onr shores, we should ot have
bound, upon iz own **considering,” tosend him
back ngain

3are
=%

QurDo6 Day Nemner—Wehbad sone thought
in consequence of the heat, of preseating our
readers this week with amunber of iced Punck ;
but having to go to press rather before puhlication,
it occurred to us that the weather mizht chauge
in the meanwhile; sn.. besides, the refrigerative
process would have been vt ded ¥ same
Witlicuity, which could only have “ines swrmsounted
by the coolest impudence.
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THE TRAPPER’S SONG.

THE POETRY FROM THE ‘‘MAPLE LEAF;” THE MUSIC COMPOSED AND DEDICATED TO S. THOMPSON, E£Q.

BY J. P. CLARKE, MUS. BAC.

ANDANTE CON MOTO.
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The partridge with expanded crest,
Struta proudly by its mate;

The aquirrel trims its glossy vest,
Or cats its nuts in state,

Quick echoes answer, shrill and short,
The woodcock’s frequent cry—

‘We heed them not—a keener sport
‘We seeck—my dog and I,

Far in the woods our traps arc set,
In loneliest, thickest glade—

‘Where summer’s soil is soft and wet,
And dark firs lend their shade.

Hurrah! a gallant syoil is here
To glad a trapper's sight—

The wara-clad marten, sleck and fair,
The ermine soft and white.

Away, away! till fall of eve,
The deer-track be our guide;
The antler’d stag our quarry brave,
Our park—the forest wide.

At night, the bright firc at our fect,
Our couch the wigwam dry—

No laggard tastes a rest so sweet
As thou, good dog, and I.



MUSIC OF THE MONTH.

Tax: Musical events of the past month have
been Concerts by Panl Julien,—the Lucca
Family,—the Vocal Music Society, and Mrs.
E. C. Bostwick.

Paul Julien's playing was everything that
could have been expected.  Each picce wasa
beautiful, a poctic whole; and it was marvel-
lous that so young a mausician could perform
such wonders with his instrument. We re-
gretted much that the citizens of Toronto had
only the one opportunity of hearing so admir-
able a violinist.

Of the Lucca Family, we would remark
that we entirely agree with Iorace Bushnell:
“ Considering their defeet of advantages and
means of culture, occupicd in the business of
shoe-making ; and cultivating music only as a
pasiime, and a means of pessible elevation,
they have attained to a degree of excellence in
the art that is certainly very remarkable.”

Mrs. Bostwick's Concert came off on the
20th, and weregretted the want of taste which
left so many seats empty. Mrs. Dostwick has
a magnificent voice, and although not quite
so finished an artiste as Miss Hayes, is yet
quite as pleasing.  Her ¢ Qui la Voce,” from
“T Puritani,” * Happy Birdling,” and * Down
the Burn Davie,” were 2ll most beautifully
sung,—and the great charm of her singing is,
that she impnits just the proper fecling and
expression that each song requires, and we
bave no jfioriture introduced into everything,
whether a simple ballad or a grand scena. We
hope ere long to sce Mrs. Bostwick again in
Toranto.

The last open night of the Vocal Music
Socicty was well attended, as all the meetings
of this exccllent Society are; but the pro-
gramne, in consequence of the absence of
many of the members, was not rich as usual.
There was, however, quite enough to furnish
very conclusive evidence that practice was
performing its work surely, and that very

marked improvement had taken place. Mr.
Clarke's song of “ At Gloamin' I'll be there,
love,” was most rapturously encored. We
trust that at the next public Concert given by
this Society, which will, we believe, take
place onc night during the Provincial Exhibi-
tion, Mr. Clarke will repeat this little gem.

1t is reported that Miss Hayes has engaged
the 8t. Lawrence 1lall for three nights during
the same period. There are also some whis-
pers current respecting Alboni.

MUSICAL NEWS FROM EVERYWRERE.

New York.—The mid-summer dranght of
Music is only partially revived by an occasional
performance of the French Operatic Company, at
Castle Garden, and such minor attractions as
Christy’s Minstrele, ef id omne genus of popular
entertainment.  But we are approaching the coin-
mencement of a2 new scason, and there just now
occur to us such musical visions as—Alboni—
Sontag. Alboni and Sontag —two queens of
song. ~ Which shall reign ?—that is the question.
What will Alboni do when Sontag comes,—and
what will Sontag do when Alboni begins again®
And,—more emphatically stil—what will citker
of them do, when the all-engrossing clection ex-
citement commences— or, until such excitement
he overpast? It will require some good general-
ship on the part of themanagers to settleall these
guestions, and determine the plan of next au-
tunn's campaign.  But, good generals are in “the
field, and everything premises to go on smoothly,

Saratoas.—Alboni has recently given two
concerts at this fashionable resort.  She received
unbounded applause, and heaps of dollars.

SraiN.—After Gottschalk (the American pianist)
had given hissecond concert in Madrid, he received
from the Zorcador, Don José Redondo, a maguifi-
cent sword, with the following letter:

“My Desr M. Gotrscuarx:—I feel greatly
obliged for the invitation you sent me for your
concert. It procured me an opportunity of ad-
miring an artist who i3 proclaimed by all the
connoisseurs of the four quarters of the globe one
of the first pianists of the day. Wishing to present
you with an incffaceable token of my admiration,
I beg your acceptance of one of the swords with
which I bave succeeded in maintaining the Span-
ish Torrero in the high position to which the
much-regretted Frauncisco Montés raised it. In
exchange, I beg to demand, asa mark of your
esteem, your autograph, which I shall preserve
23 onc of the most precious curiosities of my life.”

(Signed), Josk Repoxvo.
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A Foral Hall and Fine Arts} K Musiciang® Stand.

Department. L Speakers’ do.

B Mechanics’ Hall.

C Agricultural do.

D Offices.

E North Ticket Office.
F South Entrance.

G Exit.

H North Entrance.

I Judges’ Stand.

mmm Refreshment Booths.
N Stable.

O Cattle Stalls. .

P Sheep do.

Q Pig  do.

R Poultry do.

..... Road.

S S Teats for Roots, &c.

The total enclosurs about 16 or 17 acres.

Dimensions Floral Hall......
Do.
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..................
..................

..................

See page 871,
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SR FRANSIS PRAZE.—See puge 951



