Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtairs the best original
copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

[ | Covers damaged/
| Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu'‘il

lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire qui sont peut-tre uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

E' Coloured pages/
| Pages de couleur

E“ Pages damaged/
| Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

@' Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Le titre de couverture manque | Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

l ] Coloured maps/ l [ Pages detached/
| Cartes géographiques en couleur | Pages détachées

I | Coloured ink {i.e. other than blue or black)/ l "/ Showthrough/

| Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire) Transparence

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/ Quality of print varies/

Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur Qualité inégale de 'impression
\/ Bound with other material/ \/ Continuous pagination/

Relié avec d'autres documents Pagination continue
Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion Includes index{es)/

along interior margin/ Comprend un {des) index

La reliure serrée peut causer de I'ombre ou de la

distorsion le long de 1a marge intérieure Title on header taken from:/

Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Blank leaves added during restoration may appear

within the text. Whenever possihle, these have Title page of issue/

been omitted from filming/ Page de titre de ta livraison
11 se peut que certaines pages bianches ajoutées

lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte, Caption of issue/

mais, lorsque ceia était possible, ces pages n’ont Titre de départ de ia livraison
pas été filmées.
Masthead/
Génerique (périodiques) de 1a livraison

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

X 14X 18X 2X 26X 30X

12X 16X 20X 24X 28X 32X




__ THE AMARANTH.

CONDUCTED BY ROBERT SHIVES,

No., !

SAINT JOHN, (.

B.,) JUNE, 1841, g Vou.1.

\

THE wHITE BIRD OF OXENHAM.
« —_—
DeStirly may delay but not forget punish-
: ment.”— Shakspeare.

.NEAR the village of Oakhampton, in the
. and picturesque county of Devonshire
0d the remains of & large, antiquated build-
8 erected in the time of Elizabeth, and stil}
0 Own among the peasantry, by the name of
p:enham Ifall. One wing is still in perfect

e‘?”ation, and its massive and cumbrous

“litecture woild lead one to wonder how so
&li a structure could become ruinous, if the

My

ened and crumbling walls of the dilapi-
portion did not immediately solve the

N Ystery by exhibiting the traces of the action
ob; €. To the superstitious, the old Hallisan
Ject of dread, and he would be brave indecd
 should venture within its grass-grown
Uts afier the sun had set. Indeed, it is gen-

N Y believed through the district, that a curse
'h’;gs on the place, and the utter deselation in
ch i stands, offers a more reasonable ex-
Yer, than is usually tobe found for popular su-
Stition, The immense size of the apart-
Sts, which still remain, the rich oak car-
lﬂrgs Wwhich decorate the wainscoting, and the
8¢ window once filled with the beautiful

R ed glass, attest the former splendours of
g, Place. But the mouldy tapestry which
® Mmournfully to the wind as it sweeps
Ugh the broken casement, and a moth-eat-
Sate-bed, over whose velvet draperies the
¢ has woven his web for years, are all
t remain of the costly furniture which once
‘he]ined the mansion. The ravages of fire in
hlaq:ft wing of the Hall, have left nothing but
of ene§ masses of stone, save in one angle
'® building, where the peasants, in shud-
of & horror, point out the sleeping-chamber
® Lady of Oxenham and tell you, that al-

h the fire originated in that chamber, it

it

is the only one which was not entircly con-
sumed. Itis truc that only a few half burnt
rafters remain by which to mark the fatal spot
in which the ancestral curse on the house of
Oxenham was finally fulfilled in the extinction
of the race.

Belonging to an ancient and noble family,
the Oxenhams had long borne a distinguished _
part in the stirring sccnes of camp and court.
Always prosperous, they had acquired, by
kingly largess and wealthy alliance, a princely
fortune; and when, in the reign of the unfor-
tunate Charles I., the chief of the family join-
ed the rovalist party, he sacrificed to his loy-
alty one of the richest estates in the kingdom.
He had the gricf of learning how vain had
been his sacrifices, when, from his prison in
the tower, he heard the cries of the populace,
proclaiming the murder of his monarch. Not
many days after the execution of the King, the
summons of death came to the unhappy Lord
of Oxenham, and, wearied with a life of tur-
moil, he would have laid his head calmly on
the block, even as one lies down on the pillow
of his nightly rest, had it not been for the ties
of affection which still bound him to existence.
His wife and only son remained in close con-
cealment, suffering privation and want, not
daring to venture from their humble retreat,
and it was their future fate which wcighed
heavily on the heart of the doomed prisoner.
Unable to convey any written token of his af-
fectionate remembrance, he charged his faith-
ful servant to bear to the Lady of Oxenham,
his last farewell, together with a ring of plain
black enamel, inscribed with the single word
“Spes,” thercby indicating that she had more
to hope from his death than from his prolong-
ed imprisonment, since the parliament would
scarcely pursue a lone widow and a fatherless
boy. In the old records of the house of Ox-
enham, still preserved amid the archives of the
Delmaine family, is the following letter, writ-
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ten by the exiled King, Charles II., to the un-
happy lady :
Brussells, 20, Oct., 1637.

*Ithasheen my particular care of you, that I
have thus long deferred to lament with you the
the greate losse that you and I have sustained,
least in steade of comforting, I might further
exposc you to the wiil of those who will be
glad of any occasion to do you farther preju-
dice, but I am promised that this shall Jie put
safcly into your hands, thougl it may be not
€0 soon as I wish, and T am very willing you
should know, which I suppose you cannot
doubt, that I beare a greate parte with you, of
your affiiction, and whenever it shall be inmy
power to make it lighter, you shull see I re-
tayne a very kinde memory of your frinde, by
the care I shall have of you, and all his rela-
tions, and of this you may depend upon the
word of

Your very affectionate frinde,
Cuaries R.”

Nor was Charles unmindful of hispledge. At
the restoration, the Oxenham estates reverted
to the young heir, and though oaks had been
felled, parks ruined, plate melted down, and
the fine old mansion used as a barrack by the
parliamentary army, yet a short time sufliced
to bring back much of the ancient splendors
of the family. Asa farther proof of his grati-
tude for the father’s loyalty, Charles took the
youth under his especial protection, and, send-
ing for him to court, bestowed on him a place
of profit and honor. The widow, comforted
by the kindness of the monarely, lived notlong
enough to learn that the favor of princes may
be more fatal than their frown.

John Oxcnham, young, high-spirited and
passionate—with a fine person, graceful man-
ners, and an insinuating eddress, was gifted in
an eminent degree with the requisite qualifica-
tions for making a brilliant figure in the court
of the restored monarch.  But the affoction of
the King, the possession of wealth, and the
example of a licentious circle of friends, pro-
duced their full effcct upon the undisciplined
mind of the youth. The fate of his noble fa-
ther, the lessons of virtue inculeated by hisex-
cellent mother, wercalike forgotten, and among
the profligates of the day, John Oxenham soon
became as prominent for his vicious indulgence
as for his elegant person and address. Dupli-
city and hypocrisy were then court virtues,
while vice, destitute even of the flimsy veil
which refinement throws over its hideous fea-
tures, was the bosom friend of the prince, as

well as the nobles of England. An adept iB
all the wild excesses and follies of the times
the fine fortune of the heir of Oxcnham melted
away like snow before thesun. Themorning
of his twenty-fifth birth-day saw him involv
ed in debts which threatened to swallow U
the noble heritage of his fathers, and leave him
a homcless beggar. _But the gallants of thosé
times had learned a secret in the art of alchy”
my, which is not yet forgottenin modern day%
If they could not extract wealth from the ph¥
losopher’s stone, they knew how to win it bY
the spell of pleasant looks, and the talisma®
of lovers' vows; so that it was no strang®
thing for a spendthrift courtier to piece his wor?”
out ‘cloth of gold,’ with a scrap from the well”
lined “friez¢’ jerkin ofacity tradesman. Every
fecling of John Oxenham’s nature revalted 8¢
the thought of marriage. His own experienc®
amid tlic tainted beauties of high life, had taught
him a lesson of distrustin the virtue of womah
and he was certain that such an alliance woul
draw down upon him ridicule, and, perhap®
disgrace. But no alternative remained, save 8
specdy flight from the harpy claws of his cr¢”
ditors, or a matrimonial connection with somé
wealthy dame, ambitious enough to barter, fof
a courtly bridegroom, her fortune and her hap*
piness.

But fortune seemed disposed to favour the
heir of Oxenham. In his frequent visits to the
Jew money-lender, by whose aid his brod
acres had been transmuted into the prccif’“s
metals, he had, more than onece, heheld the
dark eyes of a mufiled female gazing doW®
upon him, as if by stealth, fron an upper casé”
ment; and had he been less entangled in mo™
scrious matters, he would probably have bee?
induced to penetrate the mystery in which th°
veiled beanty secmed involved. But perple®”
ed as he was, with pecuniary difficulties,
would scarcely have ventured upon a new 8%
perilous affuir of gallantry, had he not accide®”
tally heard a rumor of her history. Born in
the wilds of the new world, the daughter of 8
native princess, and an English adventuref?
she had been entrusted to the care of the J€
in her childhood, and in his hands were pla¢
the rich treasnres which the mines of El Dor8’
do had afforded to the cupidity of the fortans!® -
sailor. But about the time when the fath
was expected to return to his native 1an%
tidings of his death arrived, and the youth“
Zillah, Ieft an orphanina country of strangé™
was entirely in the power of her covetous gus¥”
dian. It is true the old man had always tr¢*’
ed her as a daugl ‘er; the secret apartments
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Which she was sccluded, were hung with ta-
Pestries cach worth an carl’s ransom—silver
Mpg, fod with the perfumed oils of the East,
Shed their soft light upon luxurious couches,
ang earpets woven in Persian looms; whileall
that ary could invent of rich and rare, was be-
Mawed upon the adornment of her exquisite
Juty,  Buat still she was only a prisoner in
8 hands, for Mordecai loved her wealth, and
© Sought to hide her from all eyes until his
0")' son should return from his distant pil-
b age, when he hoped to sceure her riches
by giving hier in marriage to the voung He-
Tew. But there was treason in the Jew’s
%0sehold; a domestie, whom he had ill-treat-
» told the tale of the veiled beauty to the
“9td of Oxcnham, and the glowing descrip-
008 which he gave of her surpassing beauty,
S well as of her ingots of fine gold, aroused
® Strongest passions in the nature of the
Sateq courticr. By means of the servant, who
38 in the confidence of Zillah, the affair was
nrrll"god with the utmost secrecy and success.
“tters, oxpressive of the most devoted affec-
N, had been the agents employed by the
9td of Oxenham, to win the heart of the in-
Rocent recluge, and, although she never repli-
o to them, save by the mouth of the treach-
“OUs domestic, yet, to a nature ardent as hers,
in:y Wwere Ql{i!(? sufficient to arouse new feel-
S8 in her girlish heart. She consented toan
OPement, and they, who had never exchang-
2 word with each other, save by the inter-
®htion of a third person, now met at thealtar
exchange a matriage vow. The first time
x?nﬁam ever listencd to her voice, it was
ile pronouncing the oath which bound her
% ever to his side, and it was not until the
UTiage had been legally solemnized, that he
€Arned the secret of her ready acquicscence in
'S suit.  She stood before him in all the bud-
Mg loveliness of girlhood-beautiful as a dream,
U a cloud was upon the spirit which should
e lighted up that glorious temple. She
35 like a child whose faculties had never been
‘Yﬂkened—sinll)lc, artless, affuctionate, but
With & dimness of intelleet which, while, it was
A" removed from idiocy, yet placed her in a
Wer scale of being than her seraphic beauty
n Med gt first to claim. Nothing but her
Omous wealth could have reconciled John
Xenham to such a bride, whose very imbe-
"ty of mind rendered her peculiarly liable to
® dangers of a court life, and he marked out,
o Vengeance, the trcacherous scrvant, who,
the prosecution of revenge on the old Jew,
been careful to conceal all the mental de-

ficiency of the helpless Zillah. But dctermin-
ing to lose no time in securing her rich dowry,
the Lord of Oxenham applied to the King, and
relating to the merry monarch the tale of his
clandestine marriage, implored his majesty’s
aid in compelling the crafty guardian to re-
linquish her wealth. This he had little diffi-
culty in obtaining, and the old man was glad
to escape with a heavy fine in addition to the
restoration of the bride’s richcs. But when
the moncy was secure, and the King pressed
Oxenham to present his Indian princess to the
curious eyes of a court circle, he met with eva-
sions and excuses. The sweetness and help-
lessness of the timid Zillah had awakened as
much tenderness in the heart of the voloup-
tuary, as he could now feel, and resolving, for
her sake, as well as his own, te preserve her
from the perils of the gay world, he hastencd
to bury her in the scclusion of Oxenham Hall.
Loving her husband, as a child will love one
who looks kindly upon it, with southcrn ardour,
and with infantine fondness, Zillah asked no
greater happiness than to be a petted plaything.
Of the world, she knew nothing, and therefore
the noble mansion in which she now found
herself mistress, seemed, to her, a very para-
disc of joy. The anxicty with which Oxen-
ham watched her every movement, lest the se-
cret of her imbecility should be whispered
among the servants, gave to his manuer a so-
licitude which a clearer head than Zilluh’s
might have construed into the watchfulness of
affection. Quict, gentle and silent, the young
wife rarely spoke, unless to reply to her hus-
band’s voice, and then her utterance was hesi-
tating and imperfect. Her words sounded
rather like the murmers of a dreamer, and
musical as were her tones, it was difficult to
comprehend her meaning.  Aware of this, her
husband rarely addressed her in the presence
of his domestics, and few of them had ever
heard her voice. To onc who could have be-
held her moving graccfully through the stately
apartments, or presiding in perfect silence and
decorum at the solitary board, to which guests
were never invited, she would have seemed the
very perfection of womanly loveliness. But
when she raised her usually downcast lids,
there was a wild melancholy in her full black
eycs that seemed almost startling, and this
look, together with the peculiar accents in
which she spoke, had excited, in the minds of
the liousehold, a strange and mysterious dread
of her whom they styled “the Dark Ladye of
Oxenhain,”

But the quiet of home could not long satisly
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the votary of excitement. Oxenham became
weary of Zillah’s childish caresses, her ignor-
ance disgusted him, her hopeless imbecility
shocked him, and at length confiding the care of
his wife to the old and confidential nurse, who
had early learned the painful secret, he deter-
mined to return to court. But first he took
the precaution of exacting from Zillah a pro-
mise never to wander beyond the bounds of
his own domain, and relying upon this, toge-
ther with the watchfulness of old Winifred, he
once more sought the scenes of dissipation.—
At first, the hapless Zillah pined for the accus-
tomed face and voice of her husband. Like a
froward child, she wept and refused to be com-
forted, until her infantile mind had lost remem-
brance of her grief in its very excess. Wini-
fred attended her as she would have done a
helpless babe; studying every wish, and yield-
ing to every whim, until the image of her hus-
band faded from her vague fancy, and she re-
gained her wonted quiet of manner.

In the meantime the Lord of Oxenham was
plunging ancw into the excesses of a court,
then the most licentious in Europe, and wast-
ing, in riotous living, the gold which had been
the dowry of his imbecile bride. Many were
the jeers and scurvy jests which he was com-
pelled to endure on account of his marriage,
and the seclusion in which he had kept his
beautiful wife. Thinking that they had fully
divined his motives, his loose companions ut-
tered many a taunt and sneer against the care
which he sought to prescrve her from con-
tamination of evil. At length, in a moment
of cxcitement, when heated with wine, Oxen-
ham was goaded by the pertinacious teasing of
the merry monarch into a measure at once de-
grading to himself, and unjust to his helpless
wife. The King offered to stake his royal
George against a signet ring, that if Oxenham
would but give him onc day’s advance of him,
he would gain access to the imprisoned beauty,
and bring back some infallible token of the
favour. Oxenham accepted: the wager, and
agreed to remain in London one day after the
King should have departed, before following
him to Oxenham, only stipulating that the.
King should make no use of his royal preroga-
tive in obtaining entrance into Oxenham Hall,
“Fear me not,” said the King, “I will take no
unfair advantage of thee, good John, yet will
1 8ce thy pretty wife, and bring thee a fair to-
ken from the caged bird;" then turning to
Buckingham, he whispered, “I would notride
into Devonshire for all the gentle dames in
England; it is a region of perpetual wecping.

I mind me well of the weary days I spent 8¢
Tiverton, in the time when old Nell ruled th_"
state; wheresoever else the sun may shine i
always rains in Devonshire.”

“Will your majesty then lose your wagef
for a cloudy sky?” asked Buckingham.,

“Not so, my lord, I care less to sec the lady
than to plague the proud knight of Qxenham?
and it will go hard with me, but I will find
means to win a jewel without going myself 10
seek it.” )

Some few days afterwards, as the Lady Zil*
lah was seated with her faithful old attendanh
in a retired part of the grounds, still known bY
the name of the Lady’s Bower, she was a¢
costed by an old gipsy-woman, apparend?'
bending under the weight of years and infirm¥
ties, who importuned her to listen to her pré:
diction. Naturally timid, and inclined to su
perstition, as the weakminded usually are, Z’lf
lah’s fancics had been nourished by old Wink
fred, who was a firm believer in supernatur®
cvents, and who had found the most efficacl”
ous method of persuading Zillah to obey beF
directions, was by the narration of wild an
wonderful tales in which she delighted. 'The
sight of the gipsy, therefore, excited Zillah'®
childish fancy, and in despite of all Winifred'®
remonstrances, she listened in a trance of wos”
der to the jargon of the pretended prophetes:
She even offered her hand, small, dark, an
lined with the softest rosetint, to the curiou®
gaze of the sybil, who seemed to decypher th8
future fortune of the lady, while she peer
into the eyes much more frequently than int¢
the palm beforc her. At length Winifreds
threats prevailed, and the gipsy retreated, but
the childish Zillah, delighted with her bright
predictions, was wild with excitement. It w33
not until Winifred was disrobing her for the
night, that she missed a curious bracelet whicB
she always wore, and learned at how dear 8
price she had purchased the gipsy’s skill in pal®
mistry. Terrifiedlest her master should be an”
gry at her carelessness in allowing one of th?
proscribed race to approach the Lady Zillah, ol
Winifred framed a tale for his ecr, should h®
inquire for the bracelet, and taught it to Zillah
just as one would teach a lesson to a child—
She was soon called to put in requisition &
her skill in dissimulating, for inless than twep”
ty-four hours aftér the loss of the bracele
the Lord of Oxenham arrived at the Hall.—
Though he had evidently ridden in hot hasté
he seemed to have no especial business save ¢
inquire most closely of all the domestics f":
specting the guests who might have been €%
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t"'."&'med during his absence. Having ascer-
Yined 1o his satisfuction, that none had passed
€ porter’s lodge since the day he left Oxen-
3m, he then resumed hisformer watchfulness
%er his wife. But he had been absent so
%y weeks, that the vacant mind of the im-
becue Zillah could scarcely be brought to re-
U his image. She shrunk from him in un-
. Buised terror, and remained sunk in profound
ence, as was her custom when in the pre-
fonce of a stranger. In vain he caressed and
wn'“ed her as he had been wont to dog she
'48 80 much alarmed at his presence, that in
inny to the delicate state of her health, and fear-
'lag the effect such continued agitation might
Ve upon his future hopes, he determined to
D to London, feeling satisfied that the
had lost his wager. He accordingly pre-
iU ted himself in the presence-chamber, with
“dissembled glee, but what were his feeling
" 0 the King called him into his closet and
oduced Zillah's bracelet! There was no
-Staking the jewel—there could be no other
o, f". nless hers had been taken as the mod-
N Or it was of Mexican workmanship—being
Tudely.carved serpent of fine gold, with a
lc:'b“n(:le of great size and beauty, (which Zil-
always regarded as a talisman) set in the
ulchixsing of the head. Regardless alike of
of t}‘l'espect flue to his monarch, orof thelaugh
€ courtiers who were in the secret, Oxen-

"M snatched the jewel, and hurrying from the
l.“'_”ment, mounted his horse, and spurred
p'fily for the Hall. He arrived at the home
N fathers a few hours after the birth of an
0t heir.  But whatever joy such an event
llilght have occasioncd him at an earlier period,
8 8oul was too full of gloomy fancies to heed
loe frail infant or the suffering mother. He
r“ght the well-known bracelet, and heard
M the lips of the old nurse, the lying tale
Ich was to screen herself from the charge
terc}lYEIessness, while Zillah remained silent,
Tfied by his unaccustomed presence, and
the 2usted by recent anguish. Oxenham knew
Woman's tale was false, and he therefore
g, ed upon Zillah's pertinacious silence and
' ™I a3 a proof of her guilt. He uttered no
“Proach, he gave vent to no burst of wrath,
ut Calmly ordering the babe to be given in
@rge to a peasant nurse, avowed his deter-
WNation 1o remain at Oxenham 'till the Lady
Yah was quite restored to health. Three
Y8 had scarcely elapsed, when the lady of
ere Nham was seized with horrible pangs, and
lieg the leech could be brought to minister re-
t0 her sufferings, she was dead! Her hus-

King

band and old Winifred stood beside her as the
shadow of death fell on her beautiful face—
every door and window was closed, for the
master of Oxenham dreaded the eye of prying
wonder, yet, as the dull and leaden hue of the
grave settled on her brow, as the last breath
left her pale lip, a bird of raven wing and
snowy breast, was seen to rise from her pillow,
and, wheeling thrice round the canopied bed,
vanished in the lofty vaulted roof of the apart-
ment. Such was the tale told by the woman,
when relieved from the terror of the Lord of
Oxcnham, and it tended much to strengthen
the dark surmises which had gone abroad
among the servants, when they beheld the
livid spots on the face of their dead mistress,
and the blood-red foam which gathered again
and again on her rigid lips as she lay in her
coffin.

John Oxenham returned to court as reckless
in his profligacy, and seemingly as gay in spir-
it as before, but there was a fearful change in
his countenance, and a ghastliness like that of
a corpsc was upon hisbrow. Hisface seemed
as if blasted by some lightning stroke of crime,
and even as the beauty of his person vanished,
so did the charm of his address depart.—
Moody and silent, he scemed to plunge into
the very depths of vice, less from inclination
than from the influence of some invisible agent
who hurried him on from one madness to ano-
ther. Exactly twelve months from the day
on which the heir of Oxenham was born, the
profligate father lay on his dyingbed. Aholy
priest bent over his pillow, listening to the
gasping accents of his confession, and ready
to shrive the wretched penitent, when he should
have revealed his tale of guilt. What were the
words which, at the last, he murmured in the
ears of the holy father, no one ever knew; but
an exclamation of horror burst from the priest’s
lips, and at the same instant a bird of snowy
breast and raven wing rose above the sick
man’s head, and wheeling three times slowly
around his pillow, soared upwards, and vanish-
ed even as the mist fades into sunshine.—
Every door and window was closed, no real
habitant of the air could have entered the apart-
ment, and as the priest gazed, awe-stricken,
on the marvellous sight, a deep groan from the
bed, announced that the soul of the unabsolv-
ed penitent had winged its way to the bar of
Judgment.

From that time a curse seemed to fall on the
house of Oxenham. The heir of the profligate
John grew up among strangers, married early,
and died on the day that his child was a twelve
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month old. Orphanage and an carly separa-
tion from all the ties of kindred, seetncd des-
tined to be the punishment of the ill-fated fa-
mily for the crime of their ancestor, but ever,
at the moment of death, the “white bird of
Oxenham” was scen to hover around the pil-
low of each of the race.
* * * * * * * *
“Bird of the snowy breast,
Bird of the raven plume,
Hidest thou thy distant nest
Where the sweet spices bloom ?
Art thou from distant shore
Borne on the blast?
Over the ocean’s roar
Safc hast thou past?
But the bird swept by—it might not stay,
For it bore a soul on its wings away!
“Bird of the raven wing,
Why art thou come?
Is it that joyous spring
Wakes the bee’s hum ?
Is it that wintry skies
Frown o'er thy distant home?
E'en as the swallow flies,
Thus hast thou come?
But thebird sweptby, for he came on the breath
Of the charnel vault to the bed of death!”

Such is the fragment of a song, still remem-
bered by many in Oukhampton, as having
been composed by the last lady of Oxenham,
and it is with her fate is connected the desola-
tion of the old Hall. Mary Oxerham was the
last of her family, and the extinction of the
nameof Oxenham was now certain. Thecurse
had jost none ofits force asit descended through
the several generations—each had fallen an
carly victim to death—ecach had been succecd-
ed by an infant heir, until, at length, the birth
of a female seemed to betoken the speedy
downfall of the family honours. Bred up in
loneliness and seclusion, Mary had learned to
ponder too deeply on the misfortuncs of her
liouse, until her exeited imagination led her to
the dizzy verge of that fearful precipice where
reason trembles, andis often overthrown, Al-
lowed to follow the bent of her own will, with
no near relatives to watch over her infaney and
youth, she was indebted to an aged priest, who
had long been an ininate of Oxenham Hall, for
all the knowledge which she possessed.  Firm-
ly attached to the Catholic religion, she dlight-
cd to pore over the legends of saints and mar-
tyrs, 10 yield her fancey to the dreams of mys-
tic faith, and to revel in the wild imaginations
of the cloisiered monks of olden time. The

good Father Jerome, who might have directed
the energics of her active mind to more usefl
pursuits, allowed her thus to waste her carly
years, in the hope that he should thereby con
firm her in the faith of her fathers, not doubt”
ing but that he should be able, at some futufe
time, to control the vagaries of her eccentfi¢
temper. He died, however, ere she attain
the age of womanhood, and Mary, in an agof‘y '
of grief, vowed to hersclf, as she stood besid®
his grave, that her life should hercafter be dé”
dicated to the quict cloister. It was the voW
of an impassioned and sorrowing child, seek”
ing to fulfil what she believed to have been the
wish of her kind guardian, but Mary remest’
bered it in bitterness and anguish at a later p€°
riod. There was something in her isolated con*
dition peculiarly calculated to excite the imagl®
nation. The mistress of a noble mansion, fil*
led with records of past glories, and abounding
in traditions of olden times, the last of a racé
to whom a curse was supposcd to cling, an
destined, (according 1o the legend) in her OW’11
persons, to fulfil the penalty of her ancestor?
guilt, it is not strange that the lonely heir_659
of Oxenham should have found that meditatio®
was but another name for incipient madness
The style of her beauty was as remarkable 89
her character. Her figure was one of perfect
symmetry, but of the smallest possible propot”
tions—her features were excecdingly delicat®
and regular, but her complexion was of ?he
darkest tint, while her thick raven hair, whi¢
she wore in loose curls, falling almost to hef
feet, together with her large, lustrous blac
eyes, gave a singular wildness to her appes’™
ance. Her very countenance bore testimony
to her dreamy temper, and no one could 10_0k
upon her without feeling that she was a visio”
nary enthusiast, but little fitted for a world ©
dull realities. The few who were admitt
within the precinets of Oxenham Hall, coul
not fail to observe the wonderful resemblanc®
between the portrait of the “Dark Ladye @
Oxenham,” and the living face of her latest d€’
scendant.

But the time came when her self-il?rl]J°-°”‘°"i
vow of seclusion was to be forgotten, 89
stronger passions to be awakened in the h?”
of the imaginative girl. The Lord Dclma-‘n%'
prompted first by a wish to add the bro®
lands of Oxenham to his paternal inheritaﬂcﬁ
sought the lonely orphan in her Hall, 89
whispered those words of love, which, whe?
heard for the first time, rarely fall on a hee®
less ear. A new world was immediately ope?”
ed 1o Mary. The dreams of wild romanc®
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l}“{ Vague fancies of girlhood, were now merg-
oy ntoa bright and beautiful reality, and could
¢ have forgotten the dark cloud which over-
Ing the fortunes of her house, she mighthave
Biven up her heart to hope and happiness.—
e‘:“ a blight had carly fallen upon her life, and
§ N while listening to her Jover’s tenderness,
. felt a cold misgiving of the approach of
Vll.. Lord Dclmaine was neither vicious in
20it, nor depraved in heart—he was only ut-
“rly selfish. Headmired Mary's singular beau-
» he pitied her weakness of mind, (for such,
Peared to him, her gloomy fancies,) and he
“O¥eted her noble fortuncs.  With such notions
ii Set himself to the task of gaining her affee-
M8, and his worldly wisdom was more than
Match for Mary's guileless ignorance. It
31n one of these moments of confidence that
€ felated to him the wild legend of her an-
Stor’s crime and punishment. But the man
the world had litde sympathy with the fan-
l enthnsiast. He smiled at her credulity,
b °“}ed her excited feelings, affected to sym-
Bthize in her melancholy, and inly resolved
heswed her as quickly as possible, lest mad-
53 should snatch from his grasp the rich
"Ze which he sought. With the enthusiasm
Ratural to her character, Mary had yiclded
er whole heart to its new passion, and even
leshe looked forward to marriagze es the
2l of her broken vow and her fatal destiny,
€ resolved to wed the lover who wooed with
R earnest fondness.
any an ominous shake of the head was
M among the peasants, as Lord Delmaine
Nig}];ls bride from the church where they had
Shted their vows.
ec:i)", ay, itis a brave bridal,” said an old,
€pit creature, as she hobbled toa seat on a
»r::, Stone, to watch the procession; “it is a
€ bridal, but there will be a braver burial.
4% they forgotten the curse of the Dark
1}: ¥e of Oxenham? With a woman came
Curse, by a woman must it be fulfilled.”
hese words were not lost upon their hear-
% and ere the sun set, they had clouded the
W, and troubled the spirit of the youthful
ho‘me‘ Bqt Lord Dclmainc.bore her to the
hewe l?f his fathers, and amid the society of
friends, and the gaicties of new scencs,

o
f:f Strove to forget the evil auguries of her
e

of

But ime passed on, and heavier trials befel
€ Sensitive heiress of Oxenham. Yet how
Y the pen of the legendary describe the gra-
g 8rowth of coldness, distrust, indifference,
W0 wedded hearts? How depict the pro-

gress of petiy annoyances and trifling gricvan-
ces, until they became serious evils and mighty
wrongs. Lord Delmaine fancied himself a
good husband, because he neither insulted his
wifc by open infidelities, nor restricted her
from indulging her own tastes and pleasures.
He surrounded her with luxuries, and prided
himself upon the lavish expenditure with which
he purchased them, but he had no idea that
duty required him to watch over the excitable
nature of his young wife, and to guard her
from disappointment and sorrow. He was a
good natured, carcless, fashionable husband,
and with a woman of worldly character, might
have managed tolivein peace, if not happiness.
Jut he had chosen a wife whose morbid feel-
ings had been cherished in solitude——whose
imagination had always eacceded her judg-
ment—who had never learned the mystic lore
of the human heart. To such a woman, his
neglect and indifference, his carcless manner,
and frequent absence from home, scenied the
height of cruelty and insult. She brooded
over wrongs in secret, and met him too often
with murmurs and teproaches. The passion-
ate nature of her race existed in full vigor in
the fragile form of the last of the family, and
the very strength of her aflection for her hus-
band, gave new bitterness to her anger at his
estrangement.  Lord Delmaine was mcapable
of comprehiending fully the character of his
susceptible wife; he knew not upon how nice
a balance hung the facultics of her mind, or, it
may be hoped, he would have been less care-
less of exciting her restless and moody spirit.
He encountered her sorrow with indifference,
her reproaches with anger, and finally weari-
ed with the daily excitements of so stormy a
life, Mary determined to return to the loneli-
ness of Oxenham Hall.  Lord Delmaine would
scarcely have consented so readily to her de-
sire, had he known that the darling wish of
his heart—the birth of an licir, which could
alone ensure to him the future possession of
the Oxenham estates, was so near its fulfil-
ment.  But there was no longer any confidence
between the husband and wife, and he saw
her depart with scarce a semblance of regret.
It was with sad and troubled feclings that
the Lady of Oxenham entered once more with-
in the walls of the home which she had left a
happy and loving bride. The omens which
had saddened her spiritin the days of her child-
hood, had, many of them, been fulfilled, and
others seemed verging towards their accom~
plishment. She believed that the curse had
fallen upon her, and felt herself doomed te
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complete the circle of destruction. To her
wandering mind, every thing seemed corrobo-
rative of the ancient prophecy, and she look-
ed forward to the birth of her child as the pe-
riod of its final fulfilment. The apartments of
Oxenham Hall, haunted by old wraditions of
the Dark Ladye, and the wicked John, and
filled with the rich remains of the splendors
which the wealth of the Indian bride had fur-
nished, the grim portraits which hung upon
the walls, the still grimmer figures which look-
ed down from the ancient tapestry, all were
calculated to deepen the mclancholy which
was fast settling over the mind of the lonely
wife. Old legends, old tales of horror, old pro-
phecies, old stories of fearful martyrdom were
the subjects of her moody meditations; and as
day after day passed on, in sickness of hcart,
and wandering of intellect, the light of reason
faded slowly away. Yet it was only by slight
tokens that this darkening of the spirit wasin-
dicated. The servants looked on her with a
mingled fecling of awe and pity; they knew
not whether she was giving expression to o
chafed spirit, or to the vagaries of madness.—
Even the feelings of a mother, which nature
has implanted in the breast of all women,
seemed to be forgotten, and the only evidence
she gave of her consciousness of coming an-
guish, was to forbid any summons being sent
to Lord Delmaine.  Alone, with only the faith-
ful nurse of her childhood, did she give birth
to the heir of Delmaine and Oxenham, and
from that moment every gleam of mental light
vanished from her mind. A messenger was
immediately dispatched to Lord Delmaine with
the tidings, and the timid servants waited in
stupid terror for his arrival, to free them from
the responsible charge of the mad Lady of
Oxenham.

It was late in the evening when Lord Del-
maine reached the town of Oakhampton, and
leaving his retinue, he rode rapidly forward
with but one attendant, towards Oxenham.—
The birth of a son, the wished-for heir of his
honors and estates, had touched the heart of
the man of fashion, and awakened kindly feel-
ings towards themother. He thought of her
earnest affection, of her visionary temper, of
her tendency to moody melancholy, and while
he reproached himself for past unkindness, he
determined, for the future, to make her comfort
one of the studies of his life. Absorbed in such
thoughts, he rode rapidly forward until he
reached the park gate, and as the servant dis-
mounted to arouse the porter at the lodge, he
looked anxiously in the direction of Oxenham

Hall. The walls of the stately building ro#
dark and scarce-defined against the black an
cloudy sky, a faint light glimmered in the Wit
dow of one of the offices occupied by the ser”
vants, but the left wing of the Hall, usnally
appropriated to the sleeping apartments of th
family, was in total darkness. He was in the
act of alighting, intending to walk up thelong
avenue, lest the trampling of his horse shoul
awaken his slumbering wife, when he wa®
startled by a sudden burst of light—and in 3"
instant Oxenham Hall was enveloped in flame$
Dashing forward, Lord Delmaine beheld the
servants rushing from the great porch, and the
next moment all was confusion and terror-="
The alarm-bell was rung, and all hurried
the rescue of the inmates of the blazing ma#”
sion. s

“Lady Delmaine—my wife—whereis she?
gasped Lord Delmaine, as he staggered int0
the midst of the terrified group.

All were silent—each had thought only of
his own safety. Rushing into the midst of ﬂf’
flames, Lord Delmaine groped his way am!
the dense smoke, towards the apartment ©
his wife, but the fierce flames met him as he 8¢
vanced, and opposed his entrance. Thrice di
he attempt to force his way amid falling raf
ters and blazing fragments, but his etfort®
were vain, and at length, scorched with the
fire, and exhausted with his exertions, he w8é
dragged out of the building by his faithful ser”
vant, who supported his sinking frame to the
spot where the rest had sought safety. At the!
instant a cry of horror burst from the assem”
bled group. Standing on the deep embrasur®
of a lofty window, was a figure clad in whit®
clasping in one arm a shapeless mass thet
bore some resemblance to a muffled infant, 8P
brandishing aloft a burning brand. Asther
licht shone on the loose nigﬁt-dress and long
black locks of the singular apparition, the fe8”
tures of the Lady of Oxenham were distinctly -
visible. Her eyes gleamed with the wild glar®
of insanity, and the tones of her voice rang
loud and clear nbove the crackling of the fit?
and the turmoil of the night, as she cried, “*
is the martyrdom of fire! the curseis fulfilled~
the broken vow expiated !”’

“Save her! save her!’ exclaimed the uf’
happy Lord Delmaine, “half my fortune sh
be the reward of him who rescues her.”

But life was dearer than wealth, and 10!
one could be found willing to brave such e
tain death. It was but a moment that th
chance of safety was afforded to the unhsppy .
lady. Witha wild cry she suddenly sprané
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ftom the casement into the very midst of the

ames which rose fiercely beneath her, and at
the same instant a large bird whose snowy
breast gleamed brightly in the red light of the

Urning pile, rose slowly from the tower of the
°ld Hall, and wheeling thrice above the spot
Where the lady had disappeared, soared aloft,
d vanished from the view.

No oneever knew how the dreadful calamity
%ccurred, They who alone could have told—
t. € crazed mother and the aged nurse, fell vic-
tims to the destroying elements. The body of

€ unfortunate Lady of Oxenham was found
¥mid ihe ruins, blackened and charred with

'e, but still clasping to her bosom the remains
fher babe. It was universally believed, how-
®Ver, that in a paroxysm of insanity, the last of
the race of Oxenham had fulfilled the curse
Which had doomed them to extinction. The
®states subsequently lapsed to the crown, and
the white bird of Oxenham has never since been
Sen; but the legend is still remembered among

e inhabitants of Devonshire, and the ruins
°f Oxenham are still shunned as haunted and
Wholy ground.

\

Nore.—The preceding tale is founded upon
2 allusion to a legend which I found in Mrs.
Tay’s Traditions of Devonshire. * There is
2 family,” says Prince, speaking of Oxenham,
is Worthies of Devon “of considerable
Standing of this name, at South Tawton, near
hampton, in this country, of which this
Mrange and wonderful thing is recorded : that
8 the death of any of them, a bird, with a
ite breast, is seen, for a while, fluttering
ut their beds, and then to suddenly vanish
Qway‘n
The letter of King Charles IL., which IThave
Al0ted, is taken from an autograph copy, now
my possession, of one addressed by him to
edy Shirley, on the death of her husband in
€ tower.
g

For The Amaranth.
AN ACROSTIC.

A Way, away, over hill and dale,
Y ake specd with the breath of the passing gale,
1d rise to Brunswick a monument,
ife with the beautics of a Continent—
gbwnding in grandeur most sublime;
N °‘Y~tho’ old as the oldest clime—
tice valued gem,—thou Brunswick grant,
ail! gl] hail to the * AMaRANTH.”

B"idgctoum, April, 1841,  WiLHELMINA.
2

INFLUENCE OF A CHRISTIAN MoOTPHER.—What
a public blessing, what an instrument of exalt-
ed good, is a Christian mother! It would re-
quire a pen superior to mine to trace the merits
of such acharacter. How many, perhapswho
now hear me, feel that they owe to it all the
virtue and piety that adorn them; or may re-
collect at this moment some saint in heaven
that brought them into light, to labonr for their
happiness, temporal and eternal. No one can
be ignorant of the irresistible influence which
such a mother possesses in forming the hearts
of her children at a season when nature im-
bibes instruction at every pore.

Confined by duty and inclination within the
walls of her own house, every hour in her life
becomes an hour of instruction, every feature
ofher conduct a transplanted virtue. Methinks
I behold her, encircled by her beloved charge,
like a being more than human, on whom every
mind is bent, and every eye directed ; the eager
simplicity of infancy, inhaling from her lips
the sacred truths of religion in adapted phrase
and familiar story; the whole rule of the mo-
ral and religious duties simplified for casier in-
fusion, the countenance of this fond and anx-
ious parent all beaming with delight and love,
and her eye raised occasionally to heaven in
fervent supplication for a blessing on her work.
Oh, what a glorious part does such a woman
fill, and how much is the mortal to be pitied
who is not struck with the image of such ex-
cellence! WhenIlook toits consequencesand
remote effects, I see the plant she has raised
and cultivated spreading through the commu-
nity with richest increase of fruit. I see her
diffusing happiness and virtue through g gréat
portion of the human race. I can fancy gen-
erations yet unborn, rising to prove and hail
her worth; and I adore that God who can
destine a single human being to be thic stem of
such extended and incalculable benefits to the
world.—Kirwan.

—

WE ought always to deal justly, not only
with those who are just to us, but likewisc with
those who endeavour to injure us, and this, too,
for fear lest by rendering them evil for cvil,
we should fall into the same vice; so we ought
likewise to have friendship, that is to say, hu-
manity and good will, for all who are of the
same nature with us.

A man endowed with great perfections, but
without good brecding, is like one who has his
pockets full of gold, but always wants change
for his ordinary occasions.
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For The Amaranth.
THE AFRICAN.

[Written on having read the following anec-
dote,—“A stranger travelling in the West In-
dies, beheld anegro praying beneath a tree, and
tauntingly asked him ‘if he were praying un-
to the tree? the slave answered, ‘no, I am
praying to my God.” ‘Whereis thy God?
rejoined the traveller, when the slave, with a
burst of wild enthusiasm, replied, ‘ Where is
Henot? "]

God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform;
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.—CowrER.

Beneath a tree, whose branches spread,
Luxuriant to the morning air;
An African with holy dread,
To God address’d his humble pray’r :
To Him who is forever nigh,
"To hear the wretched sinner’s sigh.

Near to the spot a stranger stood,
As if transfixed in deep surprise;
He spake with an ironic mood,
And on the negro fixed his eyes—
#Who art thou worshiping 7’ said he,
% Say, dost though pray unto the tree?”

¥ Whom do I worship? ’tis my Gop—

“The Lorp oF Hosts'—He whom I love—
“Jenovan! at whose slightest nod,

“The H~ nsand earth in terror move!”’
“Where is thy God?”’ the stranger cried,
% Where is he not 7" the slave replied.

*“Where is He? where the lightnings’ flash,
““Sweeps o'er the heavens broad expanse;
%Or where the awful thunder’s crash,
“Is heard in dread magnificence.
*Go seek him through unbounded space,
“There is the Godhead's dwelling plaee.

#The royal Psalmist truly sings,
“That the Most High is every where;
“E’en should he take the morning’s wings,
“And soar thro’ ocean, carth, or air;
“E’en there he shows his mighty power,
¢ And doth his richest blessing shower.

¥ Go seek him in the deep abyss,
“Where great leviathan doth dwell;
“Or in the barren wilderness,
“Or in the lowest depths of hell.
“Yes, He, th' Almighty God is there,
“He whom I worship 's every whore !

“He goeth forth enrobed in state,
“Invisible to mortal sight;
“Myriads of angels on him wait,
“Array’d in robes of glorious light;
“He rideth on the whirlwind’s wings,
“Yes, this is He, the King of Kings.

“His voice is heard above the storm,
“Beyond the heaven’s tow’ring height ;
“As forth ‘his wonders to perform,’
“He walks array’d in realms of night:
“He sits above the mercy-seat,
“And chaos dwells beneath his feet.

“Behold that sun, whose glorious beams,
¢ Shed life and light to all around ;

“Look on that firmament, which seems
* Unlimited, without a bound—~

“Above them dwells the Lord divine,

“ And there his endless glories shinc.

“But oh!’tis not for sinful man,
“Whos life is but a few brief days—
“The Great Divinity to scan,
“Or pry into His sacred ways;
“His awful mysteries are known
“Unto Himself and Him alone 1"

The stranger gazed on him with awe,
To hear—by one whom he disdained—
The terrors of God’s Loly law,
And greatest attributes explained ;
He stood rebuked with shameful face,
By one of Ham’s ill-fated race.

St. John, June. J. M. 69th Regt.

-~

For The Amarantk.
TO A FRIEND.

To prize thee only while thy heart
Is free from error’s stain,

Were but to act the faithless part,
That gives another pain,

Then, not to love thee would be hard,
For €'en a heart of stecl;

But this is not the true regard
That man for man should feel.

Be mine the love that whilst it views,
The faults that I regret—

Can mild, yet firm forbearance use,
Forgive them and forget.

Since ¢’en the best at times may err,
At times from peace depart,

On me may Grace Divine confer
A charitable heart.

Queen’s County, N, S., 1841 ANoN.
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For The Amaranth.

RECOLLECTIONS OF TOMBE STREET.
BY MRS. B——N, LONG CREEK, Q. 0.

L N R
My next recollection of Tombe Stroet, is a
n, unvarnished tale of pity and the crowd
misfortunes that arose from one false step.
Well remember in the strect of my nativity, a
Small, two-storied house, that seemed to stand
Apart from the others; not mercly from the dif-
rence in its size, but from the exquisite neat-
"PSS of its appearance, and the indescribable
I of quictness and comfort which was diffus-
& over the outside of this happy looking dwel-
'0g.  The paint always scemed asif the brush
of the artist had but that instant leftit. The
Tasscs of the door might have served for mir-
Tors, and the stone steps had a whiteness and
2 purity, that might have excited the cnvy of 2
Utchwoman. The large glittering windows
Were shaded by sun-blinds, whose snowy frin-
ge.s contrasted with the heavy folds of dark
tmson curtains, that fell from the ceiling to
¢ floor. This much was visible from the
sf’%t, and when you entered the door all pre-
ections in its favour were doubly increascd.
he hall was covered with a Turkish mat,
Whose bright tints scemed as if they reflected
€ hues of the rainbow. Large rugsfrom As-
"acan reecived the fect, and imparted a delight-
Scnsation to any biped who had experienced
€ pleasures of a rainy day in B—t. A small
g“’?nhousc and aviary, with glass doors, open-
din the landing, and from its preeincts sent
OTth a rich strain of music, blended with per-
Me from rare plants.
There was much clegance and many strange
ngsin the apartments of this mansion. The
MWitel-picces and tables were loaded with the
tlicate shells of the West Indies—curious
Stones and beautiful minerals, branches of co-
T, ang the elaborately carved ornaments of
€ Chinese and Egyptians; odd looking cabi-
Rets and vases from the East, with the fairy
asket of the Indian; the carved war-club of
© New Zealander, and the feathered arrow of
© savage, reposed on the polished surface of
€ piano. An ancient parrot occupied a gaily
Painteq cage in one of the parlour windows,
tnd 5 pair of ship’s compasses stood in the re-
€83 of the other. A marine telescope and
Wadrant Jay on a stand in a corner of the

L]

] .
%0m; the walls were covered with charts and

"ews of storms and calms at sca. One che-

"ehed picture of a gallant barque, was placed

in the bestlight and most conspicious situation
of them all; opposite this painting, at a table
strewed with books and papers, might general-
ly be seen the master of this house, who had
passed his youth on the blue waters, and in
many journies to distant lands.

Aper Grav was a man of strong natural
abilities and good education; in his youth he
was wedded to one he loved and who was wor-
thy of hislove. Their union was one of those
which forms a paradise on earth ; they had
many children, but they all scemed born to
weep and die, and faded like “young flowers
nipt in the bud.”

Once after a long and prosperous voyage,
Abel Gray was stunned with the intelligence
of his wife’s death. She had died and left him
one infant daughter. Fora while he sunk un-
der the blow, but his spirits gradually returncd
to a calm and sottled melancholy. He soon
after retired from active life, and in the house
where he spent his first years of wedded hap-
piness, he passed his time in gratifying a taste
for literature, and overseeing the education of
his daughter. His domestic concerns were or-
dered by a maiden sister of his wif¢’s.  Aunt
MagGERY, was a good natured, quiet, simple
woman, with nothing particular in her charac-
ter, save a remarkable developement of the or-
gans of form and order; and these she cxer-
ciscd to their fullest extent in the arrangement
of her brother-in-law’s house ; even the parrot,
from association, had imbibed some of Mar-
gery’spropensities, and “Polly, scrub your cor-
ners,”’ was one of his favourite sayings. But
there was one person who ofien rebelled against
Aunt Margery’s rules, and the marks of tiny
feet, traced in mud, were often visible ; for Hax-
NAH Grav never could be persuaded to wipe
her shoes when she returned from school, till
she had flung her arms round her father's neck
and pressed her lips to his.

Hannah’s faults were soon forgiven, for if
ever there was a spoiled, petted girl in this
world, Hannah was one ;—not spoiled, for no-
thing could spoil Hannah Gray: Warm-heart-
cd, and of a gay and ardent imagination, she
was the idol of her father’s heart, and of her
aunt’s. She was not handsome; she Liad not
regular features nor a delicate complexion, but
she had bright dark eyes, a beautiful mouth
and tecth, an enchanting smile, and a profusion
of rich and glossy ringlets. Her figure was
round and graceful, and her foot and ancle were
exquisitely moulded. Hannah had an cxcel-
lent voice for singing, and her common tones
in speaking had a silvery sweetness in them,
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that seemed to ring through the heart. Her
laugh was the most musical I ever heard ; her
quick temper would sometimesbreak out from
very trifling causes, but a word or look always
recalled the warm and generous feelings of her
heart. She merely acted from the impulse of
the moment; but there were deep and strong
principles in the soul of Hannah Gray, which
awaited the hand of time and circumstances to
draw them out. Passionately fond of reading,
her greatest delight was to retire to her own
room with a dark blue romance, composed of
dungeons, ghosts, banditti, and Italign monks;
and there wecp till her eyes were red, over the
distresses of some unfortunate Clementina or
Viola: but this was guarded against by Abel
Gray, and the natural taste of his daughter
directed by him in the proper path was still al-
lowed to soar, but in the choicest fields of lite-
rature.

Few minds could be better stored than Han-
nah Gray's—few could be happier; her child-
hood passed on calim and peaceful as her after
years were dark and wretched.

When Hannah was about fifteen, her father
reccived a leiter from the widow of an old ship-
mate, praying him as he had been the friend of
her husband, to look after and be kind to her
orphan son, who against her will had gone to
sca, and was now, she believed, expected into
B—t. Captain Gray sought the boy, and in-
vited hiin to his house, and to make it his home
while he remained in B—t. He also spoke in
hus favour 1o the owners, and on his recomnien-
dation, he was promoted chief mate, while yet
only seventeen. Arcax CLiFrorp was hand-
some—extremely handsome; but he was cun-
ning, cruel, haughty, and ill-principled. The
natural graces of youth concealed and threwa
lustre over these qualities, which veiled them
from common eyes. Few, to have looked on
his open brow and beaming eye, would have
known the heart that lurked within ; and Han-
nale Gray fell deeply and wildly in love with
Lim. Shesang no more to her parrot, and the
poor bird drooped in his cage. She listened
not to hier favourite canaries, for Allan Clifford’s
voice sounded swecter than theirs. Allan
warmly returned her love, for who could resist
sweet Hannah Gray.

The time flew rapidly till Allan’s ship was
ready to sail ; the idea of parting increased
their love, and their grief was overpowering.
They breathed deep vows of faith and truth,
till at last, the thought of scaling irrevocably
their vows flashed across their minds, and by
banns published in another parish, young and

thoughtless Hannah Gray, unknown to her
fond father, became the wife of Allan Clifford
This was Hannah Gray’s false step ; and, oh!
how bitterly did she live to repent it. After
Allan’s departure, in her gricf, she betrayed hef
marriage to her father.

Allan Clifford was not exactly the persqﬂ
Captain Gray would have chosen to wed hi$
daughter. He knew the life of a sailor wa#®
wild and turbulent, and that a sailor’s wife has
many a lone and melancholy hour to pass.—
But this was not all; his feelings were wound~
ed to think that Hannah, young and childish
as she was, could have acted thus without his
knowledge; and a sad foreboding came over
his mind that it was not for her good ; but for
this, he only drew his child towards him, and
kissing her forehead, wished she might notlive
to repent it. Aunt Margery’s facultics were
astounded ; she could hardly comprehend that
little Hannah was a married woman ;—how*
ever, she said nothing, but brushed away a par-
ticle of dust from her morocco work-box.

The time came when Allan’s vessel should
have made her passage, but she never reached
her destined port, and her name was found
among the list of missing vessels at Lloyd's-
For months Hannah Gray was very ill, so il
that her life was despaired of; but a residence
on the coast, with the sea air, and the chang¢
of scene consequent thereon, soon restored her
health. By degrees her spirits resumed theif
former tone, for the young heart will suffer
many a grievous woe €’re its warm springs be
chilled. Years rolled on, and Allan Clifford’s
name was never mentioned. Hannah had
grown from a girl to a woman—seven years
had passed since her youthful widowhood—8
few changes had taken place since then—Aunt
Margery was dead—her father's health was
delicate, and they now lived ina cottage on the
H-d road, closc by the sea shore.

Captain Gray kept a good deal of companys
and in all their circle none was more admire
or thought of than Hannah. One of theif
most intimate acquaintances was a Mrs. Hilly
a widow lady, who kept what is called a ¢se
lect boarding house;’ that is, a few gentlemen
were entertained in her housein a style of much
eleganceand comfort. Mrs. H. was a worthys
wellbred, and agreeable woman. Shehad two
daughters, very fine girls, to whom Hannah
was much attached. Towards the close of 8
fine summer, Mrs. H. gave an evening partys
and cottage dance, at her summer residence i
H—d. Hannah had accepted an invitatiom
and Eliza Hill stopped on her way from towd
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ind 150k her up. There was a gentleman in
Carriage to whom Hannah was a stranger.
N € had been an inmate of Mrs. Hill’s for some
e, but as Hannah had not been in town for
My months, she had never before seen him,
d they were introduced as Mrs. Clifford and
T. Orville. Eliza Hill was a great talker,
the conversation soon became general ; she
suaa- fond of reading, and books became the
—oject.  Hannah could speak well on any sub-
et ang splendidly on literature; her remarks
24 a freshness and vivacity in them truly ori-
re“fl!- Few who had heard her silvery voice
Citing passages from her favourite authors,
Would gyer forget the charm. Henry Orville
h"‘s enraptured ; the samc passages on which
f: ha(.l paused with delight, were Hannah's
Vourites, and spoken of by her in a tone which
ed new beauties to them. Iannah and
€ury Orville soon found, that although till
8t time strangers, their spirits had been in-
Mate for years.
“In all the varied scenes of life,
Is there a joy so sweet,
As when in this world’s hurried strife,
Congenial spirits meet !
Feelings and hopes, a fairy train,
Long hid from human sight,
Rush brightly to the master spell,
That calls them forth to light.

Anq the carriage stopped, before one of the
Ty were awarc that it had reached its des-
Mation, Every one knows what a delightful

g a dance in the country is; people go de-
:e"niﬂcd to be pleased with every thing, and
Wal] rooms, bad lights, and execrable music,
® reckoned but as part of the amusements.
U Mrs. Hill's rooms were large; the lights
®re good, and the music excellent. Hannah
48 xtremely fond of dancing, and like Lady
Organ’s Gllorvina, “ her whole soul seemed in
€ dance.”

L. Orville was engaged to Miss Hill for the
l‘sF of the evening; but as soon as possible,
dﬁr-}‘)incd Hannah, and remained by her side

Mg the night, enjoying in the pauses of the

Ance, the pleasures of her conversation.—
Ny said Mrs. Hill's party was the pleasant-
U they had ever scen, but none thought it half

Pleasant as Hannsh and Henry Orville.

{em'y Orville was an Amecrican ; handsome,
Oble spirited, and intelligent. He had been
fing to the profession of medicine; had just

l’“hcd his studies in Edinburgh, and was now
ak"lg the tour of the United Kingdom; but
Telation having died during his absence, leav-

ing him a large fortune, his affairs required his
presence, and he hastened to return to his na-
tive country—but a few more weeks and he
resided altogether at H—d. Hannah Clifford
was gll that his boyhood had dreamt of, when
wandering in the green woods of his native
Vermont ; and his heart sprung towards her
with fond and fervent affection. Shereturned
his attachment, not with that wild and girlish
feeling she once knew, but with a love that
would last through eternity, and would remain
unchanged through sickness, through sorrow,
and through death. Captain Gray admired
and loved Henry Orville; he joyfully gave his
consent to his daughter wedding him.

One evening after blessing both, he retired to
rest—the next morning he was a corpse! his
spirit had fled withouta struggle. Ihaveheard
it said ‘that the good are taken away from the
wrath to come;’ I know not how it is, but Cap-
tain Gray was removed when his cherished
child had the prospect of much happiness be-
fore her—a vision, alas! which was never to be
realized, and he knew not of her woes.

After her father's decease, Hannah resided
with Mrs. Hill.  She was standing in the room
on the evening before her intended marriage.
Henry Orville had just clasped a bracelet on
her arm, containing his miniature, when Eliza
Hill, who was seated at the' window, arranging
her dress as bride’s maid of the ensuing day,
started up, exclaiming, “what a beautiful boat !
Hannal, only look ¥  But Hannah looked
not at the light skifl'; she only looked at the
single rower, who ran his boat upon the beach,
and leaped lightly out on the strand. He was
a tall, handsome man, in a sort of undress na-
val uniform ; he wore large whiskers, and had
something foreign in his appearance. A shud-
dering came over Hannah ; time had not
changed that man so much, but she knew him.
She turned to her companion, and in a choak-
ing, husky voice, said, it is Allan Clifford! She
felt an icy cold hand drop from her’s, and for
a while she was senscless and knew nothing
further. It was indeed Allan Clifford, after his
long absence, returned after having been
mourned, dead, and lost for ever—returned to
claim his wife. Hannah trembled to think that
had he been but a few hours later, she might
have been wedded to Henry Orville, and her
husband still alive, and she now thanked God
that she was saved from that. She tried to
recall the fond love she once felt for him, but it
was gone long sincc—even the memory of it
bardly remained, and principle alone bound
her to him; she knew she was his wife in the
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eye of God, and as such, tried to fecel rejoiced
at his return.

That very night, Henry Orville started for
Liverpool, and from thence to America. His
feelings had received a shock that time could
hardly cure. Allan Clifford seemed to think
that his absence required no explanation, he
merely said the ship he sailed in from B—t had
been wrecked, that he alone was saved, and
that he had written two or three times; a friend
had told him that the old man had gone to
“Davy Jones,” and that he was now come to
look after Hannah. He was still very hand-
some, but his manners had a rudeness and
coarseness in them truly disagreeable; not the
simple, plainness of a sailor, for that is always
fresh and delightful, but a careless roughness,
that told tales of his past life. He certainly
gained nothing in Hannah's estimation, from
a comparison with the elegant and intelligent
Orville ; but she checked the thought the in-
stant it was formed. She strove to forget
Heny, but it was impossible to do so; every
thing,

“The breeze upon the sunny hill,
The billows of the sea,”

All brought him fresh to her memory ; and she
was glad when Allan announced his intention
of leaving the country. From what passed in
his conversation, it seemed as if he had spent
the most of his time since he had been absent,
on the southern coast of America, and thither
he spoke of going. He hardly deigned to ask
Hannah’s consent; for he was so thoroughly
convinced of his own supesiority as her lord
and master, that he thought to declare his will
was enough. Hannah might perhaps have
been inclined to dispute this supremc right, but
as it was, she was quite willing to go with him.
Captain Gray left his daughter a handsome
sum of money—this Allan was soon in posses
sion of. He purchased a new, Baltimore built
brig, with her interior fitted up for passengers ;
he engaged his crew, saying he was going to
sail, first to London, and from thence with emi-
grants, who had freighted the ship, to South
Carolina; he was now ready for sea, and Han-
nah, after bidding farewell to Eliza Hill, who
accompanied her on board, was soon far on
her way from the land of her friends and her
childhood ; from the land where her dead pa-
rent slept; and where she had known that one
bright dream which “still haunts the greenest
spotin memory’s waste.” She was now alone
in the world, bound however by sacred ties to
one with whon she was little acquainted, and

whose name had often caused her to blush fof
herself in sceret 5 but the mind of Hannah, like
the bee, sucked honey from every thing, 8%
rose above her griefs. As yet she had seeft
nothing in Allan to make her hate him ; E“d
she thought in time she might even love hu
The fresh sea breeze and the blue ocean, joyfi
in their mirth, raised her spirits, and she folt
pleased with the novelty of the scenc ; but b€
fore long her peace vanished, and circumstan”
ces arose which perplexed her. When shé
asked if their London voyage was not almost
accomplished, the only answer she receive
was a contemptuous smile. Each day ne¥
faces appeared among the crew, and therc weré
at least five-and-twenty men where ten woul
have been sufficient for the size of the vesse®
A number of them were Malays, the crew of
ship lost on the coast of Ircland—they were$
hideous looking set, and scemed fit for “ tres*
somn, stratagem, and spoil.”

Instead of proceding to London, they ™
into a loncly harbour on the coast of Scotlan
and in a short time the vessel was totally alter’
ed—the straight, honest looking masts of th?
brig were changed to the long raking ones of
schooner—the paint, which had been olive ab
white, was now black and yellow. As Ha%
nah looked over the side, she saw even the puld
was changed in true Yankee style—a brod
band of bright yellow ran along her side; no¥
that was gone, and the wholc of her hull w8
deep black—in short, no one would ha"
known the good brig “Polly” in the cunnité
looking schooner that now took her place ?’
the waters. One day Allan entered the cabi®
and threw down a large roll of different colo®”
ed bunting, and told Hannah there was som?
work for her, which he wanted done imm!
ately ; he showed a paper on which was dra®”’
flags of different nations and numbers of P
vate signals, which she was to copy and for®
of the bunting he had brought, She wc’“’d
fain have enquired the use they were to be P
to, but she dared not question Allan Cliffo !
and all she could do, was to obey his ordcr®!
dark suspicions arosc in Hannah’s mind,
she bent ovcr her task, but they were too dre
ful to think of, and she stifled them as the;
arose. Hannah was ingenious, the stripes 88
stars of America, the lilies of France, the cr®®
ses of England, and even the crescent of
Ottoman, were soon completed to Allan’s #
tisfaction, and he praised her diligence. s
then ventured to ask why he had them mad:‘
but he did not choose to inform a woman ©
his intentions, and with a sarcastic smilc
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"m_ﬁted that she might, very soon, have her
osity satisfied. There was a poor pale
Ooking boy in the ship, who performed the du-
% of steward and cabin boy ; he was extreme-

Y mild and gentle in his manners, unlike the
¢ boisterous crew of whom he was the gen-
butt, Hannah took much notice of Ar-
WUr, and often assisted him in his arduous du-
fr:’ and had interceded for him, and saved him
AIm Clifford’s wrath several times. One day
‘t‘hm’ was coming along the deck carrying
am‘i“'eelrl of soup, when the ship gave a lurch,
he dropped the dish—Clifford went coolly

to him, and giving him a blow, laid him
Ystrate on the deck. He then kicked him
eral times, cursing him for a stupid young
by al. Hannah ran to the spot to plead for
" boy, but she was ordered té her cabin.—
& AN gave Arthur another kick, and then went
™Ward. The poor boy had fainted—Hannah
Wed water on his face, and he partially re-
Vered ; but the blows were mortal, and the
his 's of death settled on his brow—he turned
W €yes on Hannah, and pressing her hand,
beespered softly, *Lady, farewell—you have
N kind to me, but my heart hasbroken since
ame into the ship, and your’s will, too—they
fee Pirates!” He spoke no more—his head
back, and he was dead. Hannah fled to

T cabin ; she had scen Allan Clifford com-
! murder on an innocent and harmless boy,

td that boy’s dying words confirmed her own
N r‘ﬂ}“breathed fears. That evening Hannah
*Mained in her own littlc cabin—the unclosed

tice flapped in the rude blast that howled
°r the black expanse of ocean, and as it cap-
“-\Ilde“h dark wave with a wreath of foam, the
Spray dashed on her brow unheeded.—
,e:aw clouds tinged with lurid red, flew with
2t rapidity along the bleak horizon—once,
the 1ul] of the tempest she heard aloud, hol-
lsow Plunge in the sea—it was the body of the
¥s committéd to the decp. It was loosely
fo;;pped in canvass, which the rude waves un-
N efl round the head and face, leaving it cling-
like a shroud about the limbs. The body
Ated g-stern of the ship, and a mountain

it Ve hore it almost upright on its feet ; so close
edr ?Ued, that Hannah could almost have touch-
U—the long, light hair, blown far back from
.~ iace, imparted to it a more ghastly expres-
llern !ft!xe large, unclosed blue eyc, glared on
With a look, that in all her after life, was
Yer forgotten. Many a sight of horror met
kne‘nnﬂh’e gaze, but the last look of that “un-
‘hiéled, uncoffined” boy, left a deadlier chill
them all. The billows soon bore their

burthen far from her sight to its resting place
in the blue caverns of the deep.

As the tears fell from Hannah’s eyes, the
loud laughter of Allan Clifford and his ribald
mates, grated harshly in her ear; they satlon-
ger and drank deeper than usual. A thin par-
tition separated Hannah from them. Clifford,
less guarded than he was wont to be, related
to his admiring companions, many a dark scene
of blood and murder in which he had acted a
part. Each word fell like drops of burning
lead on Hannah’s aching heart : she had clung
to the hope that the boy’s words and her own
surmises, might be nothing more than the fears
of simple minds, inexperienced in sea affairs—
but now that hope had fled, and the dread rea-
lity of her fate displayed.

Arthur's place was supplied by 2 hideous
mulatto, named Antonio ; he was so horriblea
looking being, that Hannah’s blood ran chill
each time her eyes met his. Allan Clifford’s
vessel was none of those fairy palaces that
bear about the pirates of fiction to their deeds
of eruelty—there were no satin ottomans for
the blood-stained hero to repose on; no glitter-
ing mirrors, or radiant lamps—all was coarse
and cheerless as it well could be; and now the
gloom seemed doubly increased. Clifford sel-
dom addressed Hannah, and she avoided his
presence as much as possible. Once she be-
sought him to tell her of his purposes, and when
the voyage would be concluded—he answered
rudely. Hannah’s temper overcame her pru-
dence; she used warm words, and he struck
her to the deck. She fainted, and was carried
away by Antonio to her room. A severe ill-
ness ensued, and for a week she was unable to
rise from her bed. Clifford seemed grieved,
and acted kinder to her than he had ever done
before. One morning Hannah, after her re-
covery, went on deck—it was the sabbath, the
ninth she had now spent there—a lovelier ne’er
arose. 'Thesummer sun shone bright and glo-
rious over the deep blue ocean that lay spread
out as far as the eye could reach—a fair broad
mirror for the sun to gaze on and look brighter
where its own dazzling lustre was reflected in
the waters. The fresh sea breeze blew clear
and gladly, cresting each gentle wave with a
crown of circling gems; the calm and peace-
ful feeling, inseparable from the holy day of
rest, had stolen over Hannah’s mind, when she
observed something more than common to
have occurred. The crew were all on deck,
gazing carnestly in one direction. Clifford
was above with his glass; he soon descended,
and began to give directions to the men, Han~
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nah’s heart died within her as she saw these
orders obeyed with joyful alacrity ; they sprung
to do his bidding, and demoniac joy shone in
hideous faces. The deck was speedily cover-
ed witharms; boarding-pikes, cutlasses, pistols
and dirks, lay in huge piles together ; large
pieces of cannon were hoisted from below, and
the smaller ones at the port holes, put in pro-
per trim. Hannah gazed on these proceedings
in mute horror ; she turned her eyes to the point
where all were anxiously looking, and beheld
a distant ship. Quickly the unconscious bark
cameon ; her white sails glittering in the morn-
ing sun;—she was deeply laden, and her hull
almost even with the water; she approached
within half a mile, and the Spanish flag float-
ed gaily from her mast. Clifford displayed
an answering signal, but the Spaniard seemed
suspicious, and bore away on her course; the
pirates followed in her track. A wreath of
white smoke from their ship spread widein the
morning air—a single ball skipped along the
sea and lodged in the low hull of the slaver,
for such she was, homeward bound, with a
cargo of slaves and gold dust. Sickness had
thinned her crew, or she would have becn more
than a match for her antagonist ; but they that
remained were well used to fight, and speedily
returned the salute with a full volley.

Hannah had fallen scnseless at the feet of
Clifford, and Antonio bore her below ; she re-
vived to the yells of the pirates, the crash of
cannon, and the stifling smoke around her. A
full broadside from the pirate had been justdis-
charged; the ships were nearly yard-arm and
yard-arm, and Clifford with his naked cutlass,
stood ready to spring into the rigging, when
there arose a wild unearthly sound, far, far
above the roar of cannon—it was the scream
of hundreds of human beings, pent up in the
hold of theslaver! With fearful madness they
burst open the hatches, and came pouring on
the deck. That wild scream rang longin Han-
nah’s ears, and as the smoke rolled away, the
awful sight met her eyes.—The sea was dyed
a deep purple with human blood !—hundreds
of the dying and of the dead floated around the
ship, and in the midst of them the dark fin of
the shark was seen, raised above the water !—
Some of the unfortunates sprang with shrieks
from his jaws, and then were lost in the red
wave.

The Spanish slaver and his African victim
clung together in the death grasp ; none of the
pirates suffered; the confusion in the slaver
gavethem an easy prey, and they now finished
their work of havoc. Immense quanities of

treasures were transferred to the pirate ves?el’
and the water rushing fast into the Spanis!
barque alone warned them to desist. Hanné
stood at the cabin lattice, gazing at the horri
scene below her; an icy calmness came 0‘{“
her, and she retained her senscs clear and di¥"
tinct till the last trace of blood vanished fro®
her sight, and the blue sea rolled bright a
beautiful as before. A deep cloud seemed' 0
pass before her, and she started as if awaking
from a dream. Long and loud was the caro?
sal that night on board the pirate ship. Fof
three years Hannah remained in her dres’y
abode among the pirate erew; many a daf
tragedy was acted before her eyes; but ‘{"6
bright vision arose like a sunheam and illumi®”
ed that darkest period of her existence™
She was the mother of a child; beautiful 8
the form of a poct’s dream—Hannah’s he#
had sunk in sullen apathy beneath her destin”
neither fear nor hope of change for long, 10n8
days had come across her mind, butnow for hef
innocent child how she sighed for a home, &
from the wretches among whom it had beé®
born. All the warm affections and deep feel”
ing that once glowed in the soul of Hann
Gray, sprang from their hiding place and ce®
tered in her child; they had been crushed 8n
wounded by years of sorrow, but they no¥
glowed warm and bright as before.

One cvening as she sat on deck, gazing O
the infant in whose deep dark eyes shone the
germs of a whole life of feclings and ideas, ?ba
pressed him to her bosom, and wept to thit!
how the germ within might be contaminated”
when the loud shout from aloft announced 8
approaching sail. Hannah’s heart had gl’own
so hardcned by despair, and fight and dangé
so familiar to her, as hardly to excite an em?’
tion—but now in the revived state of her feel’
ings, she looked with agony on the approach'
ing vessel. Fastand beautifully she urged hef
way through the waters; the white foam fluné
from her prow; her light and graceful ma®*
bending beneath the load of canvass.
was a small and beautifully built English vé5
sel, and her nation’s ensign was proudly spre®
to the breeze. The pirate hovered for an %’
stant, like the hawk upon its prey, and the?
commenced the attack. The English, thoug
far inferior in numbers, were resolved to resi®
to the last, and bravely fought while a man ¢
mained. Theirfew guns were so directed, th®
the pirate’s crew fell fast before them, and 0
shattered their vessel that ere the victory
decisive, she had settled deep in the watel i~
their numbers, however, gave them the advad”
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lage, and Clifford having brought his vessel
ongside, sprang with his crew on board the
Nglish vessel, and speedily decided the con-
Stin his own favour, by massacting the few
that yomained. Hannah and her child were
OTne from the sinking vessel, which soon dis-
appearcd, with all her guilty treasure.
¢ cabin of the English vessel was tichly
and elegantly furnished. A brilliant lamp hung
Suspended from the ceiling, and poured a warm
ing steady light on a low couch at the farthest
enfi of the room, where lay the captain of the
Ship—he was already dead, and the floor around
%as stained with his blood ;—before him knelt
3 %oman with her head bent on the body; her
ng, dark hair fell upon his bosom, and her
™Ms were thrown around him, as if to pre-
%rve him from further harm. Allan Clifford
Tiseq her, and as the strong light fell upon her
¢, who can tell Hannah’s feclings when she
W it was Eliza Hill, the friend of her happy
Youth, Yes? it was she, and the captain was
°r Lusband; she opened her eyes, but she
has 8enseless and looked around in mute and
eless agony. The dead body was carried
°".deck, and thrown overboard ; she heard the
Ol8e, and uttering a wild scream she rushed
¥t them, and flung herself into the sea !
uch are the evils to which man is subject
the hands of his brother; for as the “ rain
% alike upon the just and the unjust,” so in
the dispensation of things and order of cvents,
€ good must suffer with the evil.

“How dark the veil, thatintercepts the blaze,

fheaven’s mysterious purposes and ways—
God stood not, tho’ he seemed to stand aloof,
And at thishour the conq'ror feels the proof.”

© members of the pirate crew had been
Dsiderably thinned in their last encounter,
d the English ship had sprung a-leak, and
3 altogether unfit for their purposes. Clif-
9 therefore resolved to sail for one of his
I unts to dispose of the ship and her car-
&, and to embark anew on his daring and
thless trade. As they neared the land, Han-
™' heart beat high with the hope of escaping

"8 her child from the thraldom of sin and

%ery which she had endured.

ki Ne of those rocky and barren islands which
O the biosom of the Missisippi had been for

th %, the rendezvous of the pirates, where
wiy Paused for a time from their havoc, and
. ¢Te they now cast anchor—huge grey rocks,
Summits crowned with low spruce and
frowned upon the waves that dashed furi-
Y against their ragged sides—the heavy

3

Dine

surf and hidden rocks rendered it dangerous to
approachi, but at one point the water was calm
as a mountain lake, with a passage just wide
enough to admit the vessel, bounded on cach
side by the boiling surf, led past a neck of the
island that gutted out into the sea—and thence
by a circuitous wind off the land, into a large
basin, formed as it were, in the centre of the
island.—There again the rocks were as rough
and barren as on the outside—a bare old log
house stood on the bleak looking shore ; sever-
al boats and a schooncr—such as is used by
American fishcrmen, lay along the beach-—
some nets and implements for fishing were
spread upon the rocks, but with a carelessness
that showed they were seldom used—a rugged
path led to the Lhouse, over which the clouds of
night had row imparted a more gloomy ap-
pearance. The door was opened by a tall
masculine woman, whose attire and appear-
ance might have excited astonishment, She
had piercing black eyes and an aquiline nose ;
her complexion was of a deep yellow, and her
firmly closed mouth derioted her inflexible tem-
per and fit companionship for the guests she
now received—her dress consisted of a red
skirt, surmounted by a sailor’s blue jucket.—
she wore enormous gold ear rings, arich Cash-
mere shawl of the brightest scarlet, was fast-
ened under the chin by a diamend brooch;
round het neck, hung a heavy gold chain,
from which was suspended 4 glittering crucifix
of brilliants—she was the crazed wife of Ree-
BEX Fox, who was ostensibly a fisherman, but
in reality the panda of the pirates, who mado
this lonely island the place of their retreat,~—
he concealed their booty and gave them intel-
ligenice of their prey. Ruth had been the mo-
ther of seven sons—five of whom had suffered
the penalty of their crimes and their bopes
hung whitening in the blast; this destroyed
her reaosn and gave a wilder madness to her
naturally fierce disposition; but when Paut,
her remaining son, was longer absent than
usual, her madness knew no bounds; and it
was terrific to be near her.

A siall apartment of the house was given
to Hannah, and here, after placing her child
on the rude couch, she threw herself beside
him and burst into a passionate flood of tears.
This then was the home she had sighed for so
long—in the nest of the pirates, with a maniac
for her companion, decked in the speils of mur-
dered immocence; with the power and the will
to raise the glittering knifc suspended from her
girdle, and at any moment put an end to her
existence. Rebellious thou-hts arose in Han-
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nah’s mind and she doubted the guiding hand
of mercy in the events of her life. What had
she done to merit such a destiny as was her
lot. Forced to be the witness of the ravages
of torture, murder, and despair, wrought by
the hand of one she had promised at the holy
altar to love; and when she pressed her lovely
child to her heart, the sickening consciousness
that it must learn to hate its father, the dark
spirit of 2o many deeds of woe, fell like a blight
onher soul. While these thoughts were brood-
ing in her mind, the child awoke, and by his
sobs, threw open the leaves of a book which
lay near him—it was a bible of Eliza Hill's,
brought among other things from the vessel ;
it was thrown aside as of no value—the baby’s
hand rested on the page, and the dim rays of
the lamp fell on the words, “those whom the
lord loveth he chasteneth,” abetter spirit dawn-
cd on Hannah—she knelt and prayed before
the holy book, and she arose comforted and
strengthened to sustain her future troubles,—
The next morning Ruth appeared ina Leghorn
bonnet and lace veil of Eliza Hill’s; she offer-
ed some robes to Hannah, but she turned shud-
dering from her. “What aileth thee, foolish
one,” said Ruth, “art thou not the bride of Al-
lan Clifford? and why not deck thee as be-
comes him? truly thy rusty black suits not
the bride of my avenger—look here,” said she,
holding up the sparkling cross which hung
from her neck, “this belonged to a dark-eyed
Spanish girl like thee; she was pale and sad,
but Allan liked not she should mope when he
was gay; he left her to weep alone, and yonder
she slecps beneath yon mountain cliff~come—
let me dress thee.” Hannah was forced to
comply, and dress herself in the garments of
her dead friend. Ruth brought a casquet of
the most splendid jewels, and fastened on Han-
nah’s shrinking arm, bracelets whose starlike
rays had flashed on a sultana; she then left
her, and Hannah taking up her child, wander-
ed forth over the cliffs; unknown to herself
she took the path leading to the spot pointed
out by Ruth as the grave of the Spanish girl.
A low mound was thrown up against the grey
rock—the moss looked bright and green on
that lonely grave, and the dow drops shone
bke eastern gems. Some fragments of paper
which had been blown into the crevices of the
rock attracted Hannah's attention : she drew
them out—time and damp had almost destroy-
ed them. Some leaves remained entire, they
were part of the journal of Maria del Gama, the
daughter of a Spanish noble, whom Clifford
had torn from the arms of her father, ere he

was forced to walk the pirate’s plank. The
Jjournal was written in Spanish ; and Hann
wept bitterly as she deciphered the still legibl®
writing. Maria had loved Clifford with all the
deep fervor of Spanish love; he taught her ¥
forget her father, her country, and her friends}
but at times the visions of past days rose 08
her mind, and she grew sad and miclancholf*
Clifford soon wearied in her presence—Mari®
discovered his apathy, and to rid himself ¢
her upbraiding, he left her on this lonely islant
where she soon died of a broken heart, and th®
young and high born Spaniard was laid in hef
rude grave by the uncouth hands of Reubc?
Fox and his wife. Hannah lingered long bY
the grave of the ill-fatcd girl and wept bitter!y
over this new link in the chain of Allan CIY
ford’s crimes; at length she lcft it, and purs®’
ed her way up among therocks. A steeppd
led to the summit of the highest, and here 8
view met her eyes that might well have char®
ed the happy, and soothed the sorrows of t
sad. Far beneath, lay the Mississippi, cl
and beautiful, without a wrinkle on its glas 1
surface; reflecting in its still waters, clear 8%
distinctly, each cliff and tree along the sho™®
till another world seemed living on its boso®”
No cloud floated in the deep, rich blue of 'd;o
heavens; the mountains roso sublimely agait®
the sky, and stood out in bold relief, with o
their deep shadows tinted with living gold, and
further off they rose and sunlk, till they We y
lost beneath the verge of the horizon; the i®
mense space visible, the kindling light and ’hf
extreme stillness diffused over the sccne, 1¢¥
dered it more lovely than under less favourab o
circumstances a scene of more varied besd?
could have looked. Hannah was enrapturé”
and “looked through nature up to nat
God.” .
It was long since she had witnessed such
scene, and her aspirations floated free on
gentle breeze. For a while she forgot her 90’:
rows, and therich sunset was pouring its cri%®
son light around her, when she heard a voi®®
callingher. Hannah’s thoughts were fal‘}“'vn
with her father, Eliza Hill, and Henry Or
She was living in the green homes of memor
when that voice recalled her—she turned ‘n
saw the white veil of Ruth, who was ascen
the cliff in search of her. Hannah trembl_d'
and casting a glance on her own glitter
adornments, she would fain have thrown th
from her, but she dared not; Ruth chided B
for her long absence, and taking the child "
her, began to descend the rock. Hannah ’;:,‘
lowed in terror for the child, but she need
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h‘}'e feared. Ruth was warmly attached to
lifford, who she styled the # avenger” of her
%ons, and his child shared her fierce love; she
Would toss the lovely infant in her long, bony
2ms, and tell him to imitate the deeds of his
r“}}el’, while her eyes sparkled brightly on the
dellghted child; and Hannah would pray from
T inmost soul that rather might he sleep be-
Beath the carth than live to do as Ruth wished.
annah had now passed three yearson the is-
and; Clifford had been but once there, and
R"“lben and his son were often absent—thus
Uth was her only companion;—she learned
fear her less, as in her wildest fits of mad-
Ress she ran shricking among the rocks of the
and, and never came near the house.
In the fourth year of her abode here a tre-
endous storm had blown all night, and in
® morning the snow drifted so as to darken
e windows of the log house. Hannah arose
At morning with an undefined sense of coming
U hanging heavy about her. Ruth had been
Sent all night and her screams rung on the
88t.  Contrary to her usual custom, shc came
h°me in the morning, and remained in the
0usc all day. The paroxysms of her mad-
58 seemed to increase, and towards evening
9 was frantic heyond what she had ever been
N fo.l’e. Hannah, nervous and agitated by the
ings of the maniac, retired to her room and
her child on the bed, and then sat downto
Watch byits side. She wished earnestly even
O Clifford’s return, to relieve her from the
Orrid sereams of Ruth. She had not sat
b‘:g, before a heavy stupor, rather than slum-
" s came over her; alight seemed gleaming
08¢ 1o her eyes, and the figure of Ruth with
he" knife pointed to her breast, standing over
“r—another instant, and her trials might have
N all ended, when a scream from the child
Woused her faculties, and she opened her cyes
on the glaring orbs of Ruth fixed on her; the
2niac shrunk beneath her glance—her raised
r e fell on Hannah's arm and wounded it ;
€ then fled from the house, leaving ITannah
total darkness. A few hours after, Clifford
d a party of his men entered the house with
Uben and Paul, who returned along with
®m. Hannah rejoiced as she heard their foot-
te,ps‘now ber heart sank as she heard their
- i8terous laughter.  Soonablazing fire shed a
8hton the rough walls, and the table groaned
®Ncath the pirate's cheer, and they drank deep
fich wine from the sunny shores of France,
Ich had been intended for other lips than
Clrs,  Clifford played with his child till he
Weary ; Hannah then laid him on the bed,

th

she threw open the windows and the cold night
air blew fresh in her face—feverish by the agi-
tation she had endured. 'The storm was now
over, and the pale moon looked out bright and
beautiful from the deep blue sky, gemmed with
stars, thick as dew drops on a summer morn.

As Hannah gazed from the window, she
saw a boat glide suddenly into the basin of the
island, and in an instant it touched the beach;
a number of men sprang out of it, and before
Hannah could recall her thoughts, the house
was surrounded, and after a short resistance
the pirate band made prisoners, and conveyed
to the frigate which lay off the island to con-
vey them to the hands of justice. A daring
and bloody piracy had lately aroused the ven-
geance of the injured state;—the pirates were
tracked to their den, and Allan Clifford now lay
chafing like a lion in the toils, hopeless of re-
ceiving that merey himself, which he had ne-
ver shewn to others. The lieutenant of the
party sent to the island, remained on shore
while the boat conveyed the prisoners to the
frigate. As the men returned for their officer,
a wild shriek met their ears, and hurrying they
beheld the lieutenant—stabbed from behind by
a woman—fall dead to theearth! They quick-
ly ran to the spot and found Hannah standing
with her eyes wildly fixed on the dead man,
and her hand streaming with blood. Shewas
seized and hurried roughly to the boat.

Fearful of a concealed body of the pirates,
they proceeded rapidly to the frigate. Inafew
days the pirates stood at the bar; the court
was crowded to excess, and strong excitement
against them prevailed, for no crime so arouses
the sympathies of human nature, or calls more
loudly for vengeance, than piracy ; so cruel, so
cold, and so treacherous.

Allan Clifford and three of his associates were
condemned to death, and the others to impri-
sonment for life.  Beside them at thebar, stood
the once innocent and happy Hannah Gray;
a rich dress of pink satin contrasted strangely
with her pale and haggard face; the brilliant
jewels Ruth had forced upon her she still wore,
and their splendour seemed to darken her
crime ; her hand was yet stained with blood—
her dress was spotted with the same, and even
the beautiful hair of the child, who clung
frightened to her hand, was tinged with the
deep red hues. No eye in that erowded court
but looked on her with anger as the murderess
of the licutenant, the bravest officer of their
navy, and cvery finger was raised in scorn at
her gaudy attire.  Allan Clifford’s sclfish heart
had no sorrow to spare for others. Hannah
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grasped the hand of her child in convulsive
agitation, and bent her head to the earth in
shame;—the sentence was passed, but the bolt
of death scemed already to have stricken her
heart—no breath escaped her lips, and her glar-
ing cyes were fixed on the cherub face that
smiled sweetly on her own, 'The voice of the
Jjudge had not yet died on the court, when the
door opened, and the lieutenant himself stood
before them. It was Paul who the men saw
fall, and the murderess was his mother, whoin
her frenzy mistook him for another. Hannah
was standing near her and raised her arm to
prevent the blow; the action unloosed the ban-
dage on her wounded arm, and the blood flow-
ed from the wound—she remained horror-
stricken near the dead body till she was taken
prisoner. Ruth fled far into the island; the
lieutenant followed his men in one of the boats,
and had but that instant come on shore.
Hannalh's condemnation as a murderess was
withdrawn, but as an accomplice of the pi-
rates, she was sentenced to six months impri-
sonment. Allan Cliflord strangled himself in
his cell, thus adding suicide to the black list of
his crimes, and the last offices of the law were
exccuted on hislifelessbody. The four gibbets
stand on a lofty rock, and their whitening bones
crackling in the blast—remain a fnelancholy
inemorial of the mastery obtained by the evil
rassions over the better feclings of nature, The
days of Hannah’s imprisonment passed on,
and she was declared free. Alas! her bruised
spirit would soon have freed itself from the
trammels of earth—her cup of sorrow had
flowed to the brim, but there yet remained a
drop of honey to sweeten its bitterness. She
walked from the prison, leading her child by
the hand ; her weakness was so great she
could not procced, and she leant against a wall
for support.  “What aileth thee, friend 7 said
a gentle voice clase beside her. It was long
since wards of kindness had reached Hannah's
cars, and she raised her eyes at the sound. It
was a Quaker lady, whom Hannah had often
scen pass her cellin the prison.  Shehad paus-
cdand spoken to the child on her way, and who
now grasped her hand. “Come with me,
friend,” said the Quakeress, “I have heard thy
story—verily thou hast suffered much,” and
the kingd, benevolent lady led the discharged
prisoner by the arm to her own splendid man-
sion.  Mrs. Langly was a widow, and spent
Ler immense fortunc in the service of her Di-
vine Master, secking ont the miserable and con-
soling the broken-hearted. In her visit to the
prison, she was much attracted by the loveli-

ness of Hannah's child; she had heard hef
story from the oversecr, but she knew not half
her sufferings, she only knew she was unfortu’
nate, and she resolved to receive her into hef
house on her discharge. Hannah’s heart ré0
vived at this unexpected and unforseen termi
nation of her wocs.

Mrs. Langly became warmly attached 0
her and her child, but the hand of death was
heavy upon her, and her pale cheek and Dbril”
liant eye declared the work of the destroyer
The sunlight of peace which had so long refus*
ed to shine on her life, gleamed brightly on he¥
declining days. Mrs. L. promised to be a mo”
ther to her child, and her fondest wishes could
not have selected a fitter guardian for her last
earthly treasure. Hannah's spirit, like finé
gold tried in the furnace, had been purified bY
the arrows of affliction, and the hope of faith
threw its halo around her. Perhaps had hef
fate been happier, her death-bed might hav
been less caim. For a few months she y¢
lingered on the verge of time—she felt no paift}
the general decay of her system led her gent!y
to the grave, !

“Hannah,” said Mrs. Langly to her one da¥’
“I have sent to the city for my nephew—1hé
tongues of mcn hail him as the most eminen
of his profession, and if it pleaseth Heaven 10
grant thee health, he through God’'s mean%
will restore thee!” Hannah smiled at th®
new proof of her friend’s kindness,

It was a fine evening in the commencemen?
of the glorious American fall, the fragrance
the latest summer flowers yet lingered on
bland breezes, when Mrs. Langly's nephe®
arrived ; he sent his carriage round by the ave’
nue, while he walked across the lawn to a sm?
Grecian Temple where a light shone withi®
and he knew his aunt often spent her evening®
As he approached, a low strain of melodY
reached his car, and that sweet song of Moore'®
begining with the words, “Has sorrow thY
young days shaded,” was sung with such?®
thrilling combination of sense and sound tha!
it chained him to the spot; the song cense®
and presently a silvery laugh, whose unforgo"
ten music thrilled through his heart like th
wild melody of a dream, aroused each slw®’
bering feeling of his soul, and he stood opP%
site the unclosed door of the temple. The 8
gand lamp shed its mild lustre on the scen®
within; it was the face of Hannah Gray th#*
met his eyes, but oh! how different to what
that voice and laugh had called to his memorY
—her once rich and luxuriant ringlets wer®
thickly mixed*with white—not the revered
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ling of ripened age, but the deadly blight of bro-
n happiness and wounded affections; hard-
¥ could he have recognised that pale cheek and
Sunken eye, but the unchanged smile flitted
S8weetly across her face, and once more Han-
% looked beautiful as she lived in his me-
Mory, His aunt arose to meet him, and Han-
Mah behcid in the stranger the still cherished
€atures of Henry Orville—sweet, yet sad was
® meeting. Henry heard the recital of her
"fortunate life, and wept for her sufferings.—
Annah’s days drew rapidly to a close; her
¢hild had never been baptised, and although
I8, Langly held not to the ceremony of bap-
'Sm, yet as every thing about that child had
1 so unhallowed, save by the prayers of his
*oken-hearted mother, she had him baptised
‘cmrding to the rites of the Church of Eng-
And, and he received the name of Hexsy
AXavy in the presence of his dying mother.
Annah saw her child received into the arms
°f his adopted father, and calmly resigned her
®irit into the hands of Him who gaveit. She
ted 5 victim to the folly of a youthful passion,
Unchecked by that prudence which should ever
5Way the actions of woman, and one false step
®aused gl her woes.

Mrs. Langly made the child heir of all her

weﬂhh, and under the intellectual care of Hen-

0., who added to his knowledge of the hu-

; mind the most brilliant talents, the darker

trajtg which that boy inherited from his father,
€re all subduced, and under the dominion of
€ higher faculties, which were drawn outand
erished with the warmest care, the noblest
Celings of man reigned predominant in the
tharacter of Henry Langly—the child of the

00d-thirsty pirate—who is at this moment a

Wd, pious, and benevolent member of the So-
Gety of Fricnds.
——a -

Poventy may be classed among the princi-
Al sources of human wretchedness and debili-
¥ continual and cxhausting labour ; insuffi-

Clent reparation of the powers ; poor indigesti-
© Nourishment ; care, trouble, afflictivi, want
Necessary relief in disease, and of those re-
:_eshing and strengthening means which the
"l:h enjoy in abundance. What causes are

®8e of debility, consumption of body and of
© vital powers ! Size and strength are both
98t under the burden of poverty. Such a state

the first exposed to all diseases, which, in
2@ hovels of the poor, rage with most atro-
“{]_‘15 virulence, and produce the greatest mor-
y.

For The Amaranth.
STANZAS.

O »ax whom God has warned to flee
From Sin’s delusion drear;

Eyes hast thou, but thou dost not sce—
Ears, but thou dost not hear!

Though gifted with a glorious soul,
Thou grovellest in the dust ;
Unmindful of its native goal—
Its pure immortal trust.

Time—talents—cvery precious boon,
That Sovereign Bounty sends;

Are wasted—oft erc manhood’s noon—
On poor precarious ends!

Hence, life is passed, remote from Peace,
In all the strife of Sinj

And Death—when wasted life shall ceasc~
Dread Death will but begin,

To dwell where everlasting woes
Succced eternal pain,

Must be the fearful doom of thosc
Whom God invites in vain!

Then oh! if Mercy may not reach
The hard, unfeeling heart,

Lect Judgment’s awful justice tcach,
And man from error start.

Queen's County, N. S.

—H—

J. McP.

For The Amaranth.

SOME LOVE TO STRAY.
SoMmE love to stray in the magic way,
‘Where the moon-beams sparkle bright ;—
But give to me the fire-side glee,
Of a cheerful winter’s night;
Where the sparkling bowl and the story told,
Rejoice ev'ry heart around,
Where pleasures reign devoid of pain,
And the purest joys abound.

The angry storm in hideous form,
Flies howling fast away;

To the life we lead will ne’er succeed,
The grosser passions’ sway :—

But blest with her who can confer,
Bliss pure and unalloyed;

Breathe forth our days in virtue's waye,
In innocence employed.

WILHELMINA.
Bridgetown, N. S. May, 1811
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AHMED, THE AVENGER.
AN EASTERN SKETCH.

Tae surface of a small lake in the moun-
tainous region of Candahar, was lit by the
last rays of a setting sun; one part glittered
in all the bright eflulgence of molten gold,
sparkling merrily in the flood of light, while
the large trees which lined its borders cast
their deep shadows on the water, seeming
doubly dark in the contrast with the sunny
brightness of the other—while far away on
either side stretched the snow-capped moun-
wains of Persia, and the light vapoury clouds
of evening hung like mystic wreaths upon their
brows.

A warrior stood by the bank : one hand rest-
ing on a naked gcimitar, the other grasped the
studded bridle of his noble war-horse, housed
in all the glittering trappings of oriental mag-
nificence; while part of the offensive armour
of his rider hung at the saddle bow. The steed
chainped the bit, and pawed the ground as if
impatient of his master’s inactivity, longing
for the red field of slaughter, and his dilated
nostrils seemed wishing to snuff the air taint-
ed with the smell of blood. i

Aumep, for that was the warrior's name,
gazed on in admiration of the scene which lay
spread before him; one moment resting on the
smiling corn ficld and the vineyard, luxuriant
with all the beauties of a profuse vegetation : at
the next, his eye would light on the giittering
glacicr or the cold and rocky peak of El Hai-
kim, its sharp point piercing the very heavens,
50 ligh it seemed. As the sun sank in the ho-
rizon he fell on his face in adoration before the
receding chariot of the King of Fire, and the
nwrmurings of his bosom were wafted—as he
believed—in grateful incense to the ever-burn-
ing altars of his faith, which ascended in sweet
perfume to the skies, fed by the tribute of the
believer.  When he arose, the smile which had
Lit his features was gone, and the gloomy scowl
of vengeful wruth disturted his countenance.
“Yes,” he exclaimed, “you can do my work”’
~—poiuting to his trusty blade—*or you"—and
he drew an arrow from its quiver—“a tyrant's
life-bload were fit to dye your feathery shaft:
and now I swcar, before two other suns have
set, the murderer dies.” He drew a silver
whistle from his breast, and placing it to his
lips, blew three shrill notes, loud and long, till
thz woods echoed to the strain ;—a brief inter-
val elapsed, and a nwinerous band of hardy fol-

lowers had gathered round their chief, and
many more still continued to arrive, when one
who appeared to be the second in command
was addressed by Ahmed—* Abdhalla, I in*
tend fulfilling the promise I have made and the
one you know I have had so long in contem*
plation—I set out immediately to Teheraf
meet me two days hence at mid-day in the
Court Yard of the Usurper’s Palace with on®
hundred chosen horsemen, and the remaindef
of the band, if possible, within the walls of the
city.”

“Bechism,* God is great,” answered the 18°
citurn lieutenant as he bowed his head in obe-
dience. In afew minutes Ahmed was agai®
alone—then lcaping on his steed they were
soon lost to sight amid the increasing darknes

Now the reader will naturally inquire, whs!
was the cause of Ahmed's desire of vengeancé
Who was this tyrant he wished to slay? .

He was the last of his race; he had seen hi8
father—the once proud Monarch of Persia~
murdered ; and his eyes had witnessed th®
slaughter of his brothers in his defence. B!
why was he spared 7—did he submit to the dé*
stroyer 7 No. His body bore the scars ©
wounds received in their defence—he had b‘?“
left for dead on the field—and when he regai?*
ed his recollection, the hand of a stranger w88
cooling his fevered brow, through whose car®
he soon regained his wonted encrgy 8B
strength; but fired with the injurics he b
sustained, his wild spirit was soon at the h
of a brave and warlike band,

The scorching heat of a vertical sun fell ful
upon the City of Teheran, the royal residenc®
of the Persian Monarch, yet the inhabitant®
mindless of the heat, filled the streets, hastes’
ing all in one direction towards tho Imper
Divan; still some sat in the bazaars watchité
their neglected goods; and as the smoke fro®
the pipes mingled with the surrounding atmo®
phere, many an idle, yet silent imprecation wes
indulged in, on account of the courtly pages®
which drew away the attention of the cus’
mers.

Instantly the eyes of all was arrested by th?
passing figure of a horseman mounted on #
steed which dropped the foam in white ﬂake;
from his curb and bit ;—this was Ahmed 8™
his victim—the Sultaun was hqlding his dive?
in regal magnificence; he passed on. M{*"
a citizen wondered at this strange intrusio®
and then forgot the occurrence as sowe Bt

*Upon my eyes be it.
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p"s_ing object hid him from view; yet many a
diden’s heart throbbed violently, and in her
~eams portrayed a lover with as fair an exte-
OF as the passing Ahmed.

b Omaud was seated on his throne surrounded
¥ his guards and those never-failing atten-
s of an Eastern Court, the golaums or
Scutioners ; long files of soldiers stood

®ound, their bright arms glancing in the sun-

ms. The bright decorations of his officers

d the glittering vestments of the courtiers,
Were only exceeded by the resplendent uniform
the sovereign : he was encased in a suit of
¥mour of the finest workmanship, inlaid with
Purcst gold, chains of the same precious
®tal hung from his neck, a scimitar sheath-
n a gold scabbard and studded with innu-
Werable brilliants hung at his side; while the
ebrated diamond of the Persian throne glit-
°Ted at his right hand. The walls were hung
th tapestry of golden thread from the richest

%mg of Schiraz, and the heavy folds of pur-

Ple and crimson velvet, burning with jewelled

:eicems and stars, fell about his person. His
Ves twinkled with delight as an executioner
28 about to sacrifice a victim to his power;

the trembling object lay at his feet in mo-
®htary expectation of his fate, when the Sul-
Un fell backwards—an arrow pierced his
W, entering through his lowered vizor. A
Y of wonder and dismay rung through the
Ce-—all looked, but could not tell whence

k € arrow proceeded, when Ahmed, for it was

% threw himself forward and in a moment
,‘e‘d Yaised the writhing form of his victim.—
1, Member my father and brothers, I am their

Venger 3 by this time his hundred follow-

ev Were at his side, while the distant clash of
Ymbals and the rolling drums told how near
® remainder were. Their shouts of “death
the murderers of our old Sultaun Merza,”

A ¢ mingled with the cry of “Long live the
Venger,” told the party they belonged to.—

98¢ within soon caught the strain; the fickle
Pulace, and the disaffected soldiery, corrupt-

Y Ahmed’s anarchy, soon joined in the

heer,

When Ahmed was recognized he was placed
the vacant throne, amid the loud greetings
the people ; his father’s ministers were drag-
from prison to be reinstated in their au-

re.oxt“yz while the people long had reason to
d0lce in the fall of Omaud, and the raising of

MED the AveNcER to the Imperial Throne
ersia,

St John, May, 1841, K.

of

For The Amaranth.
“LITTLE FLOWERS.”

LINES BUGGESTED BY SEEING A NEW-BRUNSWICK

“ MAY FLOWER.”
How those sweet, those little flowers,
That grow upon the lowly heaths:
They’re dearer far to me than bowers,
Of richest “greens” or myrtle wreaths,

The dahlia may more gaily seem,
May more majestic—queenly be ;
Oft bending o’er the wooded stream,
The blue bell bath more charms for me.

The tulip many may adore,

Its rainbow dress may please the gay;
I love it too—but yet much more,

The primrose of the mossy way.

Though blue bell thou'rt a stranger here—
Though prim-rose now I sce thee not;

Yet daughter’s of the new-born year,
Thou’lt never, never, be forgot.

I love ye sweetly, little flowers;

Ye flowers of my childhood’s home—
How many happy sunny hours,

Ye have caused me forth to roam.

Sweet flow’rets of my native land,
Wildly decking its ev’ry #pot,

To thee I am linked by affection’s band—
And thou shalt never be forgot.

The cowslip with its fragrant smell :
The daisy with its dappled crest:

Th’ hyacinth with its pretty beli :
The violet all in purple drest ;—

These are the flow’rs I love so well,
For which I fecl so great regret;
On me they wave a magic spell,
I never, never, can forget.

Meek flow’ret * of this foreign shore—
Ye too shall 'round m’ affections twine,
And when I tread this land no more,
Ye in my memory shall shine.

I love ye sweet, ye little flow’rs

That grow upon the lowly heaths—
Your dearer far to me than bow'rs

Of richest greens or myrtle wreaths.

Jonan~es BaccatAvrgus.
Salisbury, N. B., May, 1811,

*The “May Flower.”
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Proressor WiLsoN ox THE CHARACTER AND
Gexus oF Burxs.—The old nameless song-
writers, buried centuries ago in kirk-yards that
have themselves perhaps ceased to exist—yet
onc sces somtetimes lonesome burial-places
among the hills, where man’s dust continues
to be deposited after the house of God had been
removed elsewhere—the old nameless song-
writets took hold out of their stored hearts of
some single thought or remembranee, surpass-
ingly sweet at the moment over all others, and
mstantly words as sweet had being, and breath-
cd themselves forth along with some accordant
melody of the still more olden time; or when
musical and poetical genius happily met toge-
ther, both alike passion-inspired, then was
born another new tune or air, soon treasured
within a thousand maiden’s hearts, and soon
flowing from lips that ‘murmured near the
living brooks a music sweeter than their own.’
Had boy or virgin faded away in sudden and
untimely death, and the green mound that co-
vered them, by the working of some secret
power far within the heart, suddenly risen to
fancy’s eye, and then as suddenly sunk away
into oblivion with all the wavering burial-place ?
Then was framed dirge, hymn, elegy, that, long
after the mourned and the mourner were for-
gotten, continued to wail and lament up and
down all the vales of Scotland—for what vale
is unvisited by such sorrow?—in one same
monotonous melancholy air, varied only as
each separate singer had her heart touched and
her face saddened with a fainter or stronger
shade of pity or grief. Had some great battle
been lost and won, and to the shepherd on the
braes had a faint and far-off sound seemed on
a sudden to touch the horizon like the echo of
a trumpet? Then had some ballad its birth,
heroic yet with dying falls, for the singer wept,
even as his heart burned within him, over the
princely head prostrated with all its plumes,
haply near the lowly woodsman, whose horn
had often startled the deer, as together they
trode the forest chase, lying humble in death
by his young lord’s feet! Oh, bluc-eyed maid-
en, even more beloved than beautiful! how
couldst thou ever find heart to desert thy min-
strel, who for thy sake would have died with-
out one sigh given to the disappearing happi-
ness of sky and earth—and witched by some
evil spell, how couldst thou follow an outlaw
to forcign lands, to find, alas! some day a bu-
rial in the great deep? Thus was enchained
in sounds the complaint of disappointed, de-
frauded, and derpairing passion, and another
air filled the eyes of our Scottish maiden with

a new luxury of tears—a low flat tune, sur
charged throughout with one groan-like sigh
and acknowledged, even by the gayest heat
to be indeed the langnage of an incurable griek
Or flashed the lover’s raptured hour across thé
brain—yet an hour, in all its rapture, calm 8
the summer sea—or the level summit of a 87
flushing forest asleep in sunshine, when theré
is not a breath in heaven? Then thought®
that breathe, and words that burn—and, in that
wedded vorse and music, you feel, *that lové
is heaven, and heaven is love? But affectiot
sober, scdate, and solemn, has its sudden an
strong inspirations ; sudden and strong as thos?
of the wildest and most fiery passion. Henc?
the old gray-haired poet and musician, sitting
haply blind, in shade or sunshine, and bethink’
ing him of the days of his youth, while
leading hand of his aged Alicc gently touché®
his arm, and that voice of hers that once b!‘o
the linnet, is now like that of the dove in ¥
lonely tree, mourns not for the past, but glad’
dens in the present, and sings a holy song, lik®
one of the songs of Zion; for both trust thsh
ere the sun brings another summer, their f
will be wandering by the waters of cternal 1

‘Thus haply might arise verse and air of Scov’
land’s old pathetic melodies.

e

Tae Exp or Prupexce.~The great end o
prudence is to give cheerfulness to those hour®
which splendour cannot gild, and acclamatio®
cannot exhilarate. Those soft intervals of U8
bended amusement, in which a man shrinks ¥
his natural dimensions, and throws aside ‘b,’
ornaments or disguises which he feels, in p*¥
vacy, to be useless incumbrances, and to 108
all effect when they become familiar. To P
happy at home is the ultimate result of allam’
bition, the end to which every enterprise 88
labour tends, and of which every desire proanﬁ
the prosecution. It is, indeed, at home thst
every man must beknown by those who wov g
make a just estimate of his virtue or felicity i
for smiles and cmbroidery are alike oceasion®”
and the mind is often dressed for show in pait®’
ed honour and fictitious benevolence.

ProsPERITY t00 often has the same effect 0
the Christian that a calm at sea hath Onb’
Dutch mariner, who frequently, it is saids !
those circumstances, ties up the rudder 8
goes to sleep.— Bishop Horne.

A coop man ought not to obscure himselfi
theworld hasa sharein him : he robs his frie?
and country, who, capable of being of us¢
both, steals himself out of the world.—- Flelthat™
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(From the London Sporting Revicw.)

*&norﬁng Stcetehes from New Brunsioick.
8Y M. H. PERLEY, EE8Q.

THE INDIAN REGATTA.

B

REAKFAST being despatched, our camp was
bx'°ken up, the canoes reloaded, and, all being
€ady, the clear, long-drawn nate of the bugle
Bave the signal for departure, and we moved
1 to seek further adventure. The morning
8 calm and beautiful, and the air was of that
e and exhilarating character which bathes
¢ heart in gladness. Under its delightful in-
Uence, we gazed upon the beauty of the sce-
dj'}’, and admired the broken outline of the
Stant hills which bounded the prospect, while
* brigade of canoes pushed swiftly up the
el branch of the river. We were told that its
lan name signified “ the Lake Stream,” and
ch“. it was so called because it flowed from a
2 of large lakes, to explore which we now
M our course. We had not advanced many
€8 up the stream, until its character became
Mpletely changed, from depth and placidity,
®Xtreme swiftness; and we had frequently
nd, partially unload the canoes, and then
them up the noisy foaming rapids. Next
® entered a narrow mountain gorge, the rug-
&'x.ld precipitous cliffs on either side rising
® great height above us. Huge masses of
g:"me, torn from the cliffs above, strewed the
tom of the valley, and in many places ob-
Cted the passage of the stream, creating
erous falls, and rendering the navigation
®edingly crooked and difficult. We were
e‘)"‘Dellcd to unload several times, and carry
canocs and baggage round these obstacles,
'[\ia !aunch again as opportunity afforded.—
18 called making a “porfage;” when the
‘?we is only partly unloaded, and is pushed
Rot‘)wed up a rapid, it is called a “decharge.”
th are tedious ; but the “portage” is always
A l>lesxome, and frequently very laborious and
"Ruing, particularly if the distance be long,
¢ way broken and wooded.
'h‘:: ¢ toiled on nearly the whole day, no living
8 appearing to frequent this wild and rocky
of 5, save the great bald-headed eagles, one
tch hung over us for scveral hours, poised
Umost motionless wing, cvidently scanring
Proceedings very closely, and half tempted
"Voop down amongst us. It is always un-
k% nt to be watched ; and although we well
le. ¥ be was out of reach, we sent a few bul-
l the dirzction of the monarch of the fea-

thered tribe, which had only the eflect of in-
ducing him to take up a more elevated position.
The day was far advanced, and the fatigue we
had undergone had induced strong symptoms
of weariness, when we werc roused by sudden-
ly descrying a wide opening before us among
the hills, and soon after we emerged from the
deep glen, up’ which we had been so many
hours toiling, and floated freely upon a large
and splendid sheet of water, stretching away
for miles into the depths of the forest, and
glowing in all the richness and gorgeousness
bestowed by the varied and magnificent hues
of a North American sunsct.

We paddled quictly along, diverging occa-
sionally from our course, to take a shot at some
of the numerous wild fow! which dotted the
surface of the lake, until we reached a point
jutting boldly out, as if to command the whoic
expanse ; and here we resolved to cncamp.
There were decp covers on both sides the point,
across which numerous otters appcared to have
passed, leaving a well-worn track, whence we
at once named it Otter Point ; and, delighted
with our locale, determined on making it our
head-quarters for some days.

The bustle of landing, encamping, securing
stores and armunition, cleansing fish and fowl,
cooking supper and making everything snug
for the night, being over, the blankets were un-
rolled, and we all prepared for repose. The
night was calm and still, and our attention
was attracted by a continued splashing in the
water near us, the cause of which it was ne-
cessary to ascertain. Tomah lit a torch of
birch-batk, and proceeding to the margin of
the lake, peered for a moment into the water,
and then told us that the shallow near the shore
was alive with large nobsqurass (chub), actual-
ly fighting for the offal which had beeu thrown
in, when preparing our game for supper. More
torches were lit, and we all went down to see
the squabble, which presented a singular seene.
We saw agreat number of chub, many of thent
from five to seven pounds weight, flcundering
about on the shallow, splashing, tumbling, and
rolling over each other, and struggling together
fiercely for a share of the coveted spoil. There
were thousands of minnows and small fry,
who kept as close to the shore as possible, to
be out of the way of harm; but the large fish
appearing to be greatly exeited after the torches
were brought, immediately turned their atten-
tion to the fry, and pursned them until appa-
rently half out of water, bolting half a dozen
minnows or other little ones ata time. A bat-
talion of heavy perch could be seen a shott
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distance from the shore, at the edge of the deep
water, perfectly still and motionless, forming
a cordon round the fish within their circle, and
waiting until the proper time should arrive for
making their supper also. Ockmawbish fired
a double gun, loaded with snipe shot, among
the ravenous chub, killing several large ones,
and that dispersed the whole of the fish, no
doubt disappointing many hungry expectants
of their anticipated feast.

The lakes of New-Brunswick abound with
an immense variety of small fish, for many of
which we have yet no name; and, as thereare
no pike in our waters, they increase and mul-
tiply almost beyond belief. In the neighbour-
ing state of Maine, the lakes and streams are
filled with pike (or ““pickerel,” as they are there
called), to the exclusion of almost every other
kind of fish; yetin this province “the fresh
water shark’ is not found, and it i sincerly to
be hoped that he never may be, for he would
do much toward destroying the excellent fly-
fishing and trolling we now cnjoy.

How delighted and astonished would be some
of the numerous fishermen who try their “pa-
tience in a punt” on the bosom of old father
Thames, could they but moor their boat in one
of our unirequented streams, into which, pro-
bably, a line had never before been dropped,
and solace themselves for many previous dis-
appointments, by filling their baskets as fast
as they could take the fish, the only limitbeing
their capability of endurance! I havefrequent-
ly noticed one Londoner who has found his
way to this province, and pursues angling in
precisely the same style he has been accus-
tomed to, in the deeps above Richmond Bridge.
He regularly “peels” to the work, takes anim-
mense quantity of perch during our long days,
consoles himself for being unable to finish with
a dinner at the Star and Garter, and sustains
his fatigue, by imbibing an unlimited quantity
of bottled porter, and smoking an endless num-
ber of cigars, bestowing not a thought upon
the capital fly-fishing which is found at less
than a mile from the favourite perch pool he
constantly frequents.

The day after our night adventure with the
chub, being Sunday, was devoted to rest and
rcpose.  The Indians performed their ablutions
in the lake, and then each settled himself quict-
ly on his blanket within the camp. They are
all rigid Catholics, and keep the early part of
the Sabbath very strictly; for hours they
scarcely moved, and conducted themselves as
devoutly as if in chapel, and under the imme-
diate eyc of their priest. Our party felt no in-

clination to disturb them; and we drew off to
the margin of a bright mountain stream, cleaf
as crystal, which dashed rapidly over a pebbly
bed, and whose banks were fringed with 8
luxuriant growth of forest trees. The silvery
stems and brilliant foliage of the birch con”
trasted with the dark and sombre green of the
spruce, the heavy masses of which were 1€’
lieved by the rich and glowing tints of the m8”
ple, and numberless bunches of the bright scar”
let berries of the meuntain ash. The lofty
hemlock and majestic pine lifted their head?
high above the graceful cedars and drooping
tamaracks; while the spreading beech offere
us a shade, under which we reclined, to enjt_?Y
the soothing murmurs of the brook, while li&
tening to the beautiful homilies of old Isa
Walton, read to us by one of the party, ¥
whom the volume is a constant companion.~
Thus we spent the day; and not until the su®
had declined in the west, and the shadows ¢
the mountains had been thrown across th®
waters, did we perceive that our camp-fire w8
relighted, and that the thin thread of blué
smoke, rising above the tree-tops, summon
us to return to the evening meal.

For scveral days after, we had full employ”
ment in exploring the bays and coves of th¢
lake, its tributary streams, and the namero®®
smaller lakes connected with it. Of sport ¢
all kinds we had abundance; for we shot PV
geons, partridges, ducks, snipe, woodcock®
and, occasionally, hares. Thelatter are mu€
smaller than those of England, but lugh"r
flavoured ; they are of a reddish brown in
the summer ; but, with the first flight of snow
at the beginning of winter, they change !
colour of their coats to a perfect white. If 8
ter that a thaw takes place, and the snow g0%
off, they afford capital shooting, their (:01‘?ut
betraying them among the dead lcaves, W'
which the ground is then thickly covered, 89
to which their coats bear the most striking ¥
semblance before the sudden and mysr,erl"“‘
change which is wrought upon them by nb
ture, to protect them from their cnemies.

We were very successful in fly-fishing, and
in trapping otters; but in our rambles over o
hills, and through the valleys, although we h
seen deer occasionally, we did not obtail
single shot. We determined upon watchi® }
the shores of the lake at night, as then the 3¢ it
and carriboo come to the water, to slake 1he
thirst and cool their sides; while they, at e
same time, rid themselves of the msectswh“
torment them during the day, in the clos® w
cesses of the forest. A dark and sultry 6¥¢"
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g offered a favourable occasion for this sort
©f deer-stalking, and our party separated, to
take different portions of the shore of the lake,
€ach canoe provided with torches to be uscd as
Occasion might require, and stealing sofily
along, as near the water's edge as possible.
_The most distant portion of the lake was as-
Signed to the bugle-player, who, being of the
Medical profession, was honoured by the In-
dians with the appellation of Nochicn-peel-
Wat, signifying “ Doctor,” a distinction they
Mever omitted to give him, doctors being held
M great respect among them. My own post
Was nearer to Otter Point, where there was
3s chance of success, from the vicinity of the
Crp.  Having carefully reconnoitred my
&round for nearly two hours, Ockmawbish de-
Clared i uscless, and we returned to the camp-
Te, near which I lay half dozing, watching
f e changes in the burning brands, and scarch-
ng out fancicd rescmblances to castles and
towers, ships and steam-boats, while a thou-
Sand odd fantasics passed through the mind.
All ag once the fire appeared to he extinguish-
3 but a moment after, it burst upon me,
thanged into a large and brilliantly lighted
handelier, depending from the firmament.—
Y its dazzling brightness T discovered myself
Beated in a stall at the Opera, with a crowded
Pit behind, and well-filled boxes rising, tier
:‘ Ove tier, until the uppermost seemed lost to
€ cye, as they faded from view amid the bright
22¢ with which they were canopied. Anon a
8weet and melting strain arose, and then came
: flood of melody from Grisi. Before me stood
at glorious old fellow, Lablache, as Leporel-
03 and once morc I listened to his rich and
:"Oﬂderous voice. Then wasIentranced with
€ well-remembered notes of Persiani, Rubini,
and Tamburini, until “the Cachoucha” fell
pon my ear, and Taglioni passed across the
:ceHE. There she floated to the castanet, as
.2 Gitana,” with that matchless grace, de-
- htful buoyancy, and ethereal lightness,which
re 80 peculiarly her own, and which almost
Justlfy the belief that she is not a mere mortal,
Ut & fair being from some other world, per-
:"tte}i for a bricf space to delight the creaturcs
f this earth with her surpassing excellence.
T?le distant crack of arifle, and an excla-
_"‘ﬂt{on from the Indian near me, dispelled the
Usion, and in less than a minute we were
:gam afloat, paddling rapidly and steadily for
Canoe, about half a mile distant, with a fla-
g torch in its prow as a signal. It turned
Nt that the Nechein-peel-wat had met with
0 better success at the head of the lake than

we had encountered below ; and he wasreturn-
ing slowly, when it occurred to him to try the
cchoes with his bugle. The notes of * the Ca-
choucha” had becn re-echoed by the neigh-
bouring hills but a few minutes, when a sudden
rush and splash, at a short distance, told that
something had taken the water. A hasty shot
was fired, to give the alarm, and a torch light-
ed, to guide us, by which it was secn that two
decr, startled by the notes of the bugle, had
left the cover of the greenwood, and were at-
tempting to swim across the lake. Ere the
other canoes came up, the Doctor had shotone
of the dcer, and a wild and picturesque chase
took place after the other. Each canoe had
set up the flaming torch, and the lights glane-
ed past, and crossed ecach other, as they fol-
towed the turnings of the frightened animal, un-
til it appeared as if the canocs were exceuting
a quadrille, under great excitement.  Many un-
successful attempts were made to sceure the
deer alive ; but at length we were reluctantly
compelled to give the word, and his death soon
followed, from the blow of a tomahawk. It
required nice management, and great care, to
get the dead deer into the canoes, without up-
setting them ; but this being effected, we steer-
ed our little fleet for the Point, the red glare of
the torches lighting the unrufiled surface of the
lake for some distance around, and casting forth
showers of fiery sparks, while all beyond the
light scemed buried in impenetrable darkness.

Having reached the camp, and hung up the
deer until morning, we addressed ourselves to
supper, during which an animated discussion
arose, as to the relative merits of our canoes;
and several bets being made, it was determined
that next day we should give them all a fair
trial, and test the qualities of our Indians, who
entered heartily and cordially into the disputc.
The next morning, after the deer had been du-
ly dressed, and the skins properly stretched for
drying, we proceeded to make our arrange-
ments for a REGATTA upon the Eagle Lake.

A young fir-tree, stripped of its lower branch-
es, but with the conical top left standing, was
placed in the shallow water near the Point, as
a starting-post, and a similar one was placed
angularly across the lake, at about the dis-
tance of o mile, near the mouth of a large
stream ; around the latter the canocs were to
turn, and then come back to the starting-post,
where the contest terminated. First, then, we
had arace with the five canoes, each with two
paddlers, in which Wauptook (the wild goose),
came off the winner; next, the same number
started, with one Indian in each, in which Kec-
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vek (the sea gull) was victorious. A trial match
between Waptook and Kee-vek followed, with
fresh hands, in which the latter again carried
off the palm; after which a number of well-
contested matchies came off. The day was
voery warm, and the Indians were naked from
the waist upwards, in order to cxert themselves
more freely.  Their coarse, black hair, usunally
worn rather long, was tucked up and secured,
and they bent forward, strained every muscle
to the uttermost, uttering short, ringing yells,
while they drove the light canoes so swiftly
along, that they raised the sparkling foam be-
fore them, and at times almost caused them
to leap from the water, when struagling for
the lead.  On that solitary lake, surrounded by
the dense forest, and frowned down upon by
lofty mountains, this aquatic sport was pecu-
liarly exciting, and presented a specics of
amusement which camonly be seen and per-
fectly enjoyed in the wilds of North America.

The canoes of the Milicetes are formed of
one entire picce of birch hark they are about
twenty feetin length, and three feet in breadth
in the middle, tapering gradually to the cnds,
which are qnitc sharp, and curve upwards con-
sicerably.  Thin slips of wood are placed the
ceutire length of the canoc, on the inside, and
these amain are crossed by hoops of the white
ccdar, the ends of which are secured to gin-
weles, of the same light wood, and the whole
fabric is secured by lashings, made from the
long and slender roots of the young fir, which
are split in half for the purpose. The largest,
capable of carrying six persons, do not weigh
much over a Liundred pounds, and are carried
by onc man very rcadily. The Indians poise
them across their shoulders by the centre bar,
and then tking up the peculiar swing which
they use in carrying heavy burdens, they trot
ofl with them at the rate of five milesan hour,
if they have only a tolerable wood-road to pass
over. These frail barques, thovgh perfectly
safe, and easily managed by the adept, are very
ticklish affairs to persons not accustomed to
them, and frequently treat those who venture
in them rashly, to the daneers of an upset :
vet frail, and heht, and ticklisiy, as they age, the
Muicetes carry sail upon them; and it is then
that the greatest danacr is encountered.

Az aclose to the sports of the day, we pro-
posed trying the sailing propertics of the ca-
noed, for a Nweepstakes; and a blanket was
forthwith vieged upon cach, to do duty for a
sail. dn tlas hazardous amnusement we did not
Joiis el ot wind was fair from the Point,

e propetly, and agrced that the

e stited

first which passed the tree planted near the
mouth of the large stream should be the win-
ner. At first they moved slowly ; but soon
feeling the full force of the breeze, they flewW
across the water likebirds upon the wing, and,
passing the winning-post, all five swept toge-
ther into the mouth of the creck just beyond its
and were lost to our sight. Their stay wa$
somewhat protracted ; but, after a time, we saW
moving very quietly out of the creek, to ouf
utter, astonishment, no less than nine eanoes!
“What!” was the general exclamation, “ have
the cances multiplied, like Falstafi’s men in
buckram suits ’ But we were soon able 10
discover that four of the canoes were deeply
laden; and as the little fleet came slowly to
ward us, they formed a very pretty sight. OB
reaching our landing-place, there was a ng‘f'
bustle, and much confusion of tongues; and it
took us some little time to learn that the new
comers were beaver-trappers, who had beeR
absent in the woods, in a very remote district
nearly a year, during which time they had not
seen a single human being, except the mem”
bers of their own party. They had takenint®
the forest with them a large quantity of pro
visions; but these had been long since exhanst’
ed, and they had for some months subsisted
solely by the chase. Their canoes were lade?
with heavy packs of beaver-skins, around
which were stowed the skins of bears, deef
Carriboo, otters, loup-cervier, marten, an
minks; they had among them alarge quantity
of castoreum, a valuable medicinal substanc®
found in the beaver, which perfumed the aifs
sending forth its powerful odours far and wide:
To these sojourners in the wilderness owf
stores were wondrous luxuries, and we 2t
once determined to have a feast, as well 10
welcome the return of the hunters (four hand-
some, athletic, young Milicetes), as to conclud®
the regatta. Our bill of fare may be some’
what curious to the unlearned in such matters}
and it is, therefore, offered as a specimen
what may be done in the forest, in the way ©
cookery. First, then, in a large kettle, wa®
compounded a capital potage, from veniso™
hare, partridge, and pigeons, with broken bis
cuits, and small pieces of bacon; then, two
large pieces of pickled pork, boiled—the great
favourite of all woodsmen, and always accep?
able to an Indian : next, black ducks, roasted’
trout, fried in fat; venison collops, broiled 0B
the coals; and snipe and woodcock, en ;ml’i{'
lote, baked in the hot ashes. With these del”
cacies, tea sweetened with maple sugar, was
used « discretion ; and it was highly amusing
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1o sec our guests, in their cagerncss, swallow
Arge draughts of it, almost boiling hot.

Our festival was merry and joyous; for all
Were happy, and the spirits of our party were
8 the highest.  The feast was at length con-
cludf:d; and tobacco, from which the hunters

2d been some time debarred, being furnished
to them, the fomaa gans were lit, and we seat-
®d ourselves in a circle, to listen to the adven-
tres of the beaver-trappers.

———
THE HUMAN MIND.

“TuE sca is His and He madeit;”’ and He
e too the mind of man to traverse its wide
.Wa‘('!'s, to measure its broad circumference, to
Mprove it as a thoroughfare of nations—the
¢ portion of this globe on which no division
~ Mankind can erect a barrier to mark their

limi‘S, and say to another, thou shalt not pass
€¥ond.  Mind loves to contemplate the ocean,

Taces its Jaws, names, and classes its inhabi-
Q‘:“S, finds innumerable marvels in its waters,
"ings up countless treasures from its depths.
It treads the surface of the earth, combines
; :ilzmpc»r:ics, oxnminc§ ita productions, df:lights

S heauty and lovcliness ;—descends into1ts

Wels and discovers theapparently dark mass
9 be fyll of wonder and interest: the deposi-
0y, the magazine of centurics,

t wanders through the air, analyzes the at-
O8phiere, studies the clouds, controls the light-
', tracks the courseof cach luminous globe,
Most makes the moon its own, investing it

‘ﬂ“ll ir_lto]lig.a:ncc and sympathy, and loving it
> friend.  After seanning all outward crea-
on, tejoicing in his beauty and admiring its
Unificence, mind turns to caze upon itself,
° find there a struetwre more sublime and
ONderful ihan ail.

‘onderfal indeed i that spirit and under-
"WMiling which theinspiration of the Almighty
;r”‘l bestowed.  Tis encrmics will not be re-

“Aned, jts power cannot be dostroyed. Tt is
ke imvineble in the prison and the palace—
the Lt of the slave and the hore of the free.
®body may be loaded with chains, therack
M the dunseon may waste ils tlesh and sub-
q::: its sFrcymlh, hut m’ind still rclain§ 1t3 vig-
A its freedom, still unconguered and un-
Nqueryl,Jo,
“‘ntlllm spirit w'{:ich will 1*}’15[?)1‘ over, niepen-
MY of physical organization, st surely
I)ifa' beyond the reach of physical restaint.
o Chergies are manifest in the thousand po-
U movements of science, knowledge, and

virtue; in the “strength to suffer” and the
“will to serve,” no less than when changing
the destinies of nations, by planting its foot
upon the neck of kings, and trampling upon
the thrones of the mighty.

If so wide its agency, so irresistible its pow-
er when clogged with the fetters of flesh, what
will be its action and its progress, when, freed
from material bondage, it reaches that bound-
less field, where the expansion of its cnergics
will be commensurate with its own infinity.

“Now while this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in——-——?

can we attempt to follow it to such an elevated
condition—contemplate its powers, enlarged,
ennobled, purified, without mecasure and with-
out end?

But where will this disembodied intellizence
abide? Willitinhabit any oneof those shining
worlds, so often the subject of its meditations
whilc a tenant of the body? Or will it hover
over the sunny places, and linger around the
green spots of its former abode?

It has dropped the sins and frailties, does it
still retain the affcctions of its mortal existence
or will it henceforth wing a flight too lofty for
remembrance of its embryo candition. Can
all be forgotten? Is that pure and holy love,
so far above all sclfish considerations, sccond
only in intensity to the worship of Divinity, is
that to be no more remembered for cver?—
Can all sweet and pious words of counscl, all
precious and holy examples, employed perhaps
as means of its present beatitude, can all these
pass for ever from the mind, leaving no record
of gratitude or love?

Is that beantiful chain of memory an asso-
ciation, by which the mind could traccits cwn
progress in knowledae from the time it hecame
conscions of a being, an immortality indepen-
dent and superier to sense, is that bond disse-
vered by the areat separation? or arc its links
united in that exalted and glorified exisience.
Will its progress hereafter be proportioned to
its discipline and improvement while on earth ?
How, and to whom, can the mind bocome usc-
ful, where all are perfeet, all happy? And how
supremcly blest, without a consciousness of
wtility.

But I forbear, for I fear to trespass upou sa-
cred ground.  Speculation must yield to duty,
imagination to revelation, the heman mind 1w
the will of its Creator. A mystery it is unto
itscdf, and a mystery it wust reman daul
“mortality 1s swallowed up of life.”  “What
we know not now, wc shall knew hacafter.”
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Let it suffice now to know the mind will be
happy hereafter, happy for ever—if it has de-
lighted to contemplate the universe and inves-
tigate its phenomena, notonly because it found
therein an inexhaustible source of wonder and
enjoyment, or solely fromanintellectual thirst,
but if remembering—“The tree of knowledge
is'nt that of life,”—it has sought to look into
the mysterics of creation, and admire each dis-
covery as a new developement of Almighty
Power, and has been led to bow with increas-
ing reverence and awe before the glory and
majesty of its Creator—if it has learned to re-
cognise the hand of Jchovah in all events, de-
lighted in His government, adored His attri-
butcs, desired to be like Him, it will go on un-
to perfection until it be “ filled with all the ful-
ness of God.”  For eye hath not seen, nor ear

heard, neither hath it entered into the mind of

man to conceive, the things which God hath
laid up for them that love him.

—lf—

THE CONQUEROR.
1t was a battle field;

'The work of death was done,
And, like a crimson shield,

Down sank the rayless sun.
The truinpet’s blare, the shout,

The dread artillery’s roar,
The carnage and the rout

Shook the red plain no more.

Surrounded by the dead,
Wherever strayed his eyes,
His gory steed his bed,
Young Harold strove to rise.
Vain was the cffort—vain!
The death-wound in his side,
The ebbing blood—the pain,
Life’s rallying power deficd.

“Aud must I, then,” he said,
“With all my dreams of fame,
Of hosts to conquest led,
Perish without & name!
Oh, for my mother’s voice!

My home, my native sky !
And her, my fond heart’s choice,
For whom in death I sigh
He ceased. A page, whose hair

Stream’d loosely on the breeze,
Sank wounded by him there;
1t is herself he sces !
Death! thou can’st not appal !
Ambition ! quit the field !
Lave is the Conqueror—all
To woman’s Jove must yield}.

WOMAN’S LOVE.

Lovg, in the heart of woman, is paradox, 8
strange compound of contrarieties—a bright
and beautiful hope, overshadowed by anxietf
and fear—a sweet and thrilling delight, trow
bled by the keenest sorrow. It isa plant 4h8t
springs up and attains perfection instantan
ously, yet are its roots so deeply imbeded 1
the soil which nurtures it, that no blast of ad’
versity can disfigure its foliage; no storms ©
passion mar its enduring beauty. It is aflow”
er of the brightest hues and sweetest fragranc®
which bursts into full and perfect loveliness 8
the very instant of budding! Its brilliant €O
louring never fades—its grateful perfume nevef
passes away, and while the life blood is war™
within the heart that cherishes it, that flow¢f
is never known to change. Its early compa®
ions, Hope and Happiness, may pass away f
cver—life may grow dark with despair—Pove?”
ty, Pain, and Sorrow, may comeand shcdth“"r
blighting influence around it, still it remait®
unchanged. The cold breath of mdxﬂ'ereno‘
and neglect may be the only airs that fan ¥
still it does not wither. The rude foot of i%°
sult and oppression may seck to destroy ity b
trampling it to the earth, but it will rise ag )
inits purity, and the wrongs it sufters be ff
gotten, in the remembrance of carlier yed
and the soft and screnc loveliness of its spri
time will again return in its freshness, 8"
bloom. 1Itis a beautiful mystery. Who ¢
comprehend 1t?

—IX—

Westminster HaLt.—This stately relic ‘f
of exceeding great antiquity, its origin extent”
ing beyond the reach of cither record or tré
tion. The first mention of it occursin the
of Edward the Confessor, who, as we }
from the testimony of Ingulphus and O‘heﬂ'
kept his royal court at Westminster, and ¢
ing there, was buried in the monastery W 4
he had built. Edward the first, establish ‘n:i
as the regular residence of the sovereign,
either totally rebuilt it, or added to it so V€¥
largely, as generally to claim with posterity
honour of being the original founder. We&"
minster Hall has long been reputed to be
greatest room in Europe which is not suPPOﬂ
ed by pillars, its length being 270 feet, brcﬂd
74, and the height in proportion; but the 8
may be better estimated, when weare told thet
Henry the Third entertained in this Hall, 8%
other rooms, on New Year's Day, 1236,
thousand poor men, women, and children”
It became ruinous before the year 1397, W
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R‘lchard began to repair it. It was two years
i Tebuilding, and the expense wasdefrayed by
m‘mey levied of strangers banished or flying
9t of their countries, who obtained licence to
Temain here upon paying certain fees to the
h"& The roof is constructed with wonderful
&, and most elaborately carved. It is said
¥ 8ome to be formed of chesnut tree, but by
o lers, of Irish oak, to which cause isattribut-
uts freshness, and its having solong resisted
Yorms and vermin. The projections of the
Yulteq roof are enriched with great carved fi-
ures of angels supporting the arms of Edward
¢ Confessor and Richard the Second, as is
e stone moulding that runs round the hall,
¥ith the hart couchant under a tree, and other
®Vices of Richard. In 1399, on the building
g finished, the founder, Richard, kept his
O¥al Christmas in it with his accustomed pro-
ity, “with daily justings and runnings at
%, whereunto resorted such a number of peo-
that there was every day spent, twenty-
lg t or twenty-six oxen, and 300 shecpe, be-
ides fowle out of number.” The number of
Sests who daily sat down to meat was 10,000
ble, whose messes were told out from the
cher to 300 servitors; and not less than 2,-
cooks, well skilled in their profession, were
Mployed by this luxurious monarch, to fur-
8h the requisite number of dishes. Theking
self frequently presided at the feasts held
t]'lls hall, clothed in a robe of gold, garnished
ith pearl and precious stones, to the value of
V¥ marks, and having commonly about him
Ificen bishops, besides barons, knights, and
Uires, 'The solemn trial of Charles the First
held in this hall; it has long been the
Place likewisc for the trying of all pcers of the
e'ﬂm and other eminent persons arraigned as
c'“llmals The great Earl of Straflord heard
e the fatal sentence but a short time before
8 royal master. 'The most celebrated trials
At have taken place init in modern timesare
v 08¢ of Warren Hastings, Esq., the late Go-
“Tnor-general of Bengal, and Lord Melville.—
WMbiquarian Cabinet.

-~

It is well known that white oxide of bis-
Uth, under the name of pearl white, is used
% a cosmetic, by those of the fair sex who
w‘sh ‘to become fairer. A lady thus painted
23 sitting in a lecture room, where chemistry
Yeing the subjcct, water impregnated with sul-
Wetted hydrogen gas (Harrogate wa' ir) was
h(m;ded round for inspection. On smelling this
d, the lady in question became suddenly

buy

black in the face! Every one was of course
alarmed at this sudden chemical change; but
the lecturer explaining the cause of the phe-
nomenon, the lady received no furthér injury,
than a salutary practical lesson to rely more
on mental than personal and artificial beauty
in future.

—oo—
THE SABBATH BELL.

BY JOHN M’CABE.

"T1s sweet to hear the Sabbath bell,
Whose soft and silvery chime

Breaks on the ear with fall and swell,
Wafting our thoughts from time.

I love to hear its mellow strain,
Come floating up the dell;

While wending to that sacred fame,
Where chimes the Sabbath bell.

How memory mingles with that peal!
How hours of other years!

How sad the thoughts, that, pensive, steal
Along my trickling tears!

Thoughts, mournful to my bosom lone,
Yet those I would not quell ;

For, soothing to my grief, that tone
Of thine, sweet Sabbath bell.

A few years more—the winds, so bland,
Will bid the young flowers wave ;

Which, oh! perhaps some soft swect hand,
Will plant around my grave!

T’ll miss thy dear, familiar voice,
Which, ah! so oft could tell

My heart, though tempest-tost, “rejoice,”—
Thou dear, dear Sabbath bell!

DEE AILARARNTIE

Tue AmaraxTH has now reached its Sixth
Number, and for the first time appears in an
entirely new garb. We trust that our fricnds
and patrons will now be convinced that our
Magazine is firmly established, and yet des-
tined to become very popular.  Our suscription
is large, and includes the names of the most
respectable members of our city. The circu-
lation generaily, as well in St. John as through-
out the Province, is daily increasing. Wemake
these remarks because when our terms were
put at 7s. 6d. per annum, it was intended that
the year’s subscription should be paid on de-
livery of the 1st number, as it was only by such
payment, that we would be enabled to publish
at so very low a price ; but while we were pro-
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uring subscribers, and previous to the appear-
an~e of our first number, some of our friends
scemed to think that the price was so low as
" render the undertaking unprofitable if not
altogether impossible ; others again conjectur-
ed that sufficient patronage could not be ob-
tained to ensureit continuance—and from these
and similar expressed opinions, we determined
to take the whole risk, and lct the Magazine
spcak foritself. Without further preface, there-
fore, we think we are justified in intimating to
our subscribers that we would wish the sub-
scription to be paid after the receipt of the pre-
sent number.

%= Our Agents in the country are request-
ed to act in accordance with the above jntima-
tion.

To Corresroxpents.—Our roll of M.S.S.
for our July number, is unusuall y large: and
our patience has been severely tried in uscles
attempts to decipher some of them, which are
as unintelligible as the Hicroglyphics of Her-
culancum.

“The Lost One: aTale of the Early Set-
tlerss” “ The Canadian's Farewell,” &c. will
appear.

The rejected articles are very numerous.—
The Tale without a name, which comprises
twenty-five pages of closely-written foolscap,
is so imperfectly written as to prevent insertion.
“Lines to Miss L—,"—if the author lives to
be tiiree years older, he will thank us for not
publishing this effusion. “The Indian’s Doom,”
the author must try azain,” weknow he can
do better. “Lady! thy Fateis Scaled,” a Bal-
lad ; this possesses one great mcrit, which we
cannot omit to name, viz: it is written ina
beautifully clear hand. The contributors to our
Magazine would confer a great favor on us by
seading their contributionsin g clear and plain
hand ;—many arc rejected merely from our not
being able to decipher them 3 and some weare
obliged to transeribe, which frequently requires
more time than we can conveniently devote to
such purposes. Many errors which now ap-
pear in original articles after they are before
the public, could be prevented by very little at-
tention on the part of the authors in writing
their contributionsin a plain hand, and by pay-
ing duc observance to punctuation.

SacrEpD Music Socm'rv.-—Monday, 24th
May, being the Aunniversary of the Birth of our
most Gracious Majesty, this Socicty gaveano-
ther of their cntertaining concerts at the Hal]

of the Mechanics’ Institute; and it must havé
been highly gratifying to the members to 58
8o large and very respectable an audjence
around them, at onee proving the interest they
take in the society, and the gratification afford"
ed them by its concerts. Inour Jjudgment, the
performances, both vocal and mstrunlentﬂ!'
were very good ; and it must have been evV’
dent to all present, thata great improvement
had been cffected since their concert in January
last. We thought, too, that the pieces select
were more appropriate, and that less want
confidence was exhibited than on the last 8¢
casion. Where the members, taken collective”
ly, acquitted themselves so creditably, we may
perhaps be censured for singling out individualé
yet, we cannot omit to offer our meed of praisé
to Mr. S. K. FosTeR’s tenor solo, “ Christ st
ling the tempest,” which was performed with
great taste and effect, and richly descrved 8%
encore. Mrs. Deax, Miss BusteEr, and MF
Bustiy, in the Trio, in Massinght’s “ Voice 0
Peace,” acquitted themselves adwmirably, an
won golden opinions. Mr. WeissEckER, P10
fessor of Music to the Society, presided at the
piano, and performed his part with skill an
judgment.  The symphonics and accompani®’
ments to several of the picees, were composé
and arranged by Mr. W., and showed Lis int
mate acquaintance with the science of musi¢-
The evening’s entertainments were conclud
with the Naticnal Anthem, the audience stand”
ing up during its performance. . ’
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