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“T0 RAISE THE GENIUS AND TO MEND THE HEART.”

VOL. 1.

POPYLAR DPARLRBS.

EXPIATION.

Margaret Burnside was an orphan. Her
parents, who had been the poorest people in
the parish, had died when she was a mere
child ; and as they had. left no nea: relatives,
there were few or none to care much about the
desolate creature, who might be well said to
have been left friendlessin the world. True,
that the feeling of charity is seldom wholly
wanting in any heart; but itis generally but
a cold feeling among hard-working folk, to0-
wards objects out of the narrow circle of their
own family affections, and selfishness has a
ready and strong excuse in necessity. There
seems, indeed, to be a sort of chance in the lot
of the orphan offspring of paupers. On some
the eye of christian. benevolence falls at the
very first moment of their uttermost destitu-
tion—and their worst sorrows, instead of be- |
ginning, terminate with the tears shed over
their parent’s graves. They are taken by the
hands, as soon as they have been stretched
out for protection, and admitled as inmates
into households, whose doors, had their fa-
thers and mothers been alive, they would nev-
er have darkened. The light of comfort falls
upon them during the gloom of grief, and at-
tends them all their days. Othiers, again, are
overlooked at the first fall of affliction, as if in
some unaccountable fatality ; the wretched-
ness with which all have become familiar, no
one very tenderly pities ; and thus the orphan
reconciled herselfto the extreme hardships of
her condition, lives on uncheered by those
sympathies out of which grow both happiness
and virtue, and yielding by degrees to the
constant pressure of her lot, becomes poor in
spirit as in estate, and either vegetates likean
almost worthless weed that is carelessly trod-
den on by every foot, or if by nature born a
flower, in time loses her lustre, and all her
days, not long, leads not so much the life of a

- servant as of a slave.

Such till she was twelve years old had been
the fate of Margaret Burnside. Of a slender
form and weak constitution, she had never
been able for much work ; and thus from one
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discontented and harsh master and mistress to

another, she had been transferred from house
Jo liouse, always the poorest, till she came to

-be looked on asan incumbrance rather than a
‘help in any family, and thought hardly wor-

thy her bread. Sad and sickly she on the
It was supposed that
she was in a consumption, and as the shadow

of death seemed tv lie on the neglected crea-

ture’s face, a feeling something like love was.
awakened towards her in the heart of pity,.
for which she showed her gratitude by still’

altending to all household tasks with an alae-
rity beyond her strength. Few doubted that
she was dying, and.it was plain that she tho’t
so herself ; fer the bible, which, in her friend-

lessness, she had always read more than oth-

er children, who were too happy to reflect
often on the Word of that Being from whom
their happiness flowed, was now, when leis-
ure permitted, seldom or never out of her
hands, and in lonely places, where there was
nohuman ear to hearken,did the dying girl of-
ten support her heart when quaking in natural
fears of the grave, by singing to herself hymns
and psulms.  But her hour was not yet come,

though by the inscrutable decrees of - Proyj-.

dence doomed to be hideous, and sad with al-

most inexpiable guilt. As for herself, she
was innocent as the linnet that sang beside her.
in the broom, and innocent she wasto be up
to the last throbbings of her religious heart,
When the sunshine fell on the leaves of her
bible, the orphan seemed to see in the holy
words, brightening through the radiance, as-
surances of forgiveness of all her sins, small
sins indeed, yet-to her humble and contrite
heart exceeding great, and to be pardoned on-
1y by the intercession of Him who died for us
onthetree. Often, when clouds were in the
sky, and blackness covered the book, Hope
died away from the discoloured page, and the
lonely creature wept and sobbed overthe doom
denounced on all who-sin, and repent not—
whether in deed or in thought. And thusre-
ligion became in her an awful thing—till, in
her resignation, she feared to die. But look
on that fower by the hill-side path, withered,

as it seems, beyond the power of sun end air,
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and dew and rain, to restore it to the beauty | daughter, and a grandchild, her scholar, whose

of life. Next day, you happened to return to
the place, its leaves are of a dazzling green,
its Llossoms of a ‘dazzling crimson, and its
joyful beauty is felt over all the wilderness.
So was it with this Orphan. Nature, as if
kindling towards her in sudden love, not on-
ly restored her in a few weeksto life, but to
perfect health ; and erelong she, whom few
had looked at, and for whom still fewer cared,
" was acknowledged to be the fairest girl in all
the parish—and the most beautiful of any
while she continued (o sit, as she had always
done from her very childi\ood, on the poo:’s
Jornt in the lobby of the kirk. " Such a face,
such a figure, and such a manner, in one so
poorly aitired, and so meanly placed, attract-
ed the eyes of the young ladies in the Patron’s
Gallery. Margaret Burnside was taken nnder
their special protection, sent for two years to
a superior school, where she was taught all
things useful for persons in humble life, and
while yet scarcely filteen, returning to her pa-
tive parish, was appointed teacher of a small
school of her own, to which were sent all the
female childven that could be spared from
home, from those of parents poor as her own
had been, up to thuse of the farmers and smal}
proprietors, who knew the blessings of a good
ecucation, and that without it, the minister
may preach in vain.  And thus Margaret
Burnside grew and blossowmned like the lily of
the field, and every eye biessed her, and she
drew her breath in gratitude, picly, and peace.

Thus a few happy and useful years passed
?X, and it was (orgotten by all but herself, that

argaret Burnside was an_orphan.  Butto
be without oue near and dear blood-relative
in all the world, must often, even to the hap-
py heart of -yonthful innoeence, be more than
a pensive, a painful thought; and thercfore,
though Margaret Burnside was always cheer-
ful among her little scholars, and wore u sweet
smile on her face, yetin the vetirement of her
own room, (a pretty parlor, with a window
looking into a flower-garden) and on her walk
among the braes, her mein was somewhat
melancholy, and her eyes wore that touching
expression, which seems doubtfully 1o denote,
neither joy nor sadness, but a habit of soul
which, in its tranquility, still partakes of the
mouraful, as if memory dwelt often on past
sorrows, and hope scarcely ventured to in-
dulge in dreams of future repose. ‘Fhat pro-
found orphan-feeling embued her whole char-
acter: and sometimes when the young laties
from the Castle smiled praises upon her, she
retived in unutterable gratitude to her cham-
ber, and wept. :

Among the friends at whose houses she vis-
ited were the family at Moorside, the highest
hill-farm in the parish, and on which her fa-
ther had been a hind. 7t consisted of the mas-
ter, 2 inan wihose heid wus grey, his son and

parents were dead. Gilbert Adamson had
long been a widower; indeed his wife had
never been in the parish, but had died abroad.
He had been a soldier in his youth and prime
of manhood; and when he came to seitle at
Moorside, he had been looked at with no very
friendly eyes; for evil rumors of his charac-
ter had preceded his arrival there, and in that
peacelul pastoral parish, far remeved from the
world’s strife, suspicious, without any good
reason perhups, had atlached themselves to
the morality and religion of a man, who had
seen much foreign service, and had passed the
best years of his life in the wars. It was long
before these suspicions faded away. and with
some they still existed in an invincible feeling
of dislike, or even aversion. But the natural
fierceness and ferocity which, as these peace-
ful dwellers among the hills imagined, had at-
first, in spite of his efforts to control them, of-
ten dangerously exhibited themselves in fiery
outbreaks, advancing age had gradually sub-
dued ; -Gilbert Adamson had grown a hard-
working and industrious man ; affected, if he
followed it not in sincerity, even an austere
religious life ; and as he possessed more than
cominon sagacity and intelligence, he had ac-
quired at least, if not won, a certain ascendan-
cy in the parish, even over inany wiiose hearts
never opened hor warmed towards him, so
that he was now an elder of the kirk, and, as
the most unwilling weye obliged to acknowl-
édge, a just stewaxd to the poor. His grey
hairs were not honored, but it would not be
tao much to say, that they were respected.....
Many who had doubted him before came to
think they liad done him injustice, and sought
to wipe away their fault by regarding him
with esteem, and shewing themselves willing
to interchange all neighborly kindness and
services with the family at Moorside. His son,
though somewhat wild and unsteady, and too
much addicted to the fascinating pastimes of
flood and field, often so ruinous to the sons of
labor, and rarely long pursued against the law
without vitlating the whole character, was a
favorite with all the parish. Singlarly hand-
some, and with wanners above his birth, Ln-
dovic was welome wherever he went, both
with young nnd old.  No merrymaking could

“deserve the name without him,and at all meet-

ings for the display of feats of strength and a-
gility, far aud wide, through more countrics
than one, he was the champion. Nor had he
received a mean education.  All that the par-
ish schoolmaster could teach he knew; and
having been the darling companion of all the
gentlemen’s sons in the Manse, the faculties
of his mind bad kept pace with theirs, and
from them he had caunght,too, unconsciously,
that demeanor so far superior to what could
have been expected from one in his humble
condition, Lut whica at thie same time, seem-
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ed so congenial with his happy nature, as to
be readily acknowledged 1o be one of its orig-
inal gifts. Of his sister, Alice is sufficient to
say, that she was the bosom friend of Marga-
rel Burnside,and that all who saw their friend-
ship felt that it was just. The small pavent-
less grand-daughter was also dear to Marga-
ret, more than perhaps her heart knew, be-
cause that like hersell, she was an orphan.....
But the creature was also a merry and a mad-
cap child, and her freakish pranks, and play-
ful perversencess, as she tossed her golden head
in untameable glee, and went duncing and
singing, like 2 bird on the boughs of a tree,
all day long, some strange sympathies entire-
Jy won the heart of her, who, throughout all
her own childhood, had been familiar with
grief, and a lonely sheder of tears,  And thus
did Margaret love her, it might be said, even
witha very mothei’s love. Slic generally pas-
sed her free Saturday afteruoon at Moorside,
and ofien slept there all night with little Ann
in her bosom. At such times Ludovic was
never from home, and many a Sabbath he
walked with her to thekitk, all the family to-
gether,and once by themselves for milesalong
the moor, a forenoon of perfect sunshine,
which returned upon him in his agony on his
dying day.

No one said, no one thought that Ludovic
and Margaret were lovers, nor were they,
though well worthy indeed of each other’s
Jove; for the orphan’s whole heart was filled
with a sense of duty,and all its affections were
centered in hier happy school, where all eyes
blessed her, and where she had been placed
for the good of all those innocent creatures,
by them who had rescued her from the penu-
Xy that kills the souls, and of whose gracious
bounty she every night dreamt in her sleep.
Ia her prayers she beseeched God to bless
them rather than the wretch on her knees—
their, images, their names, were ever before
hier eyes and on her ear; and next to that
peace of mind which passeth all understand-
ing, and comes from the footstool of God into
the humble, lowly and contrite heart, was to
that orphan day and night, waking or asleep,
the deep blissof her gratitude. And thus Lu-
dovic to her was a brother, and no'more; a
- namesacred as that of sister, by which she
always called her Alice, and was so called in
return. But to Ludovie, who had a soul of
fire, Margaret was dearer far than ever sister
was {0 the brother whom, at the sacrifice of
lier own life, she might have rescued from
death. Go where he might, a phantom was
at his side, a pale fair face for ever fixed ils
melancholy eyes on his, as if forboding some-
thing'dismal even when they faintly smiled ;
and once he awoke at midnight, when all the
house were asleep, crying, with shrieks, 4O
God of mercy ! Margaret is murdered !? Mys-
terjous passion of love ! that darkens its own

dreams of delight with unimaginable horrors {
Shall we call such dire bewilderment the su-
perstition of tigubled fantasy, or the inspira-.
tion of the proghetic soul 2. :

Froih seem’%ly signifieant sources, and by
means of what %

\umble instruments, may this

 life best happiness be diffused over the house-

holds of industrious men! Here was the or-
phan daughter of forgotten paupers,both dead
ere she could speak; herself, during all her
melancholy childhood, a pauper even more
cnslaved than éver they had been, one of the.
most neglected and undervained of all God’s
creatures, who had she then died, would have-
been buried in some netiled nook of the kirk-
yard, nor her grave been watered almost by
one siugle tear, suddenly brought out fromx
the colf and cruel shade in which she had
been: withering away, by the interposition of
human but, angelic hands, into heaven’s most
gracious sunshine, where all at once her beau-
ty blossomed like the rose. She, who for so-
many years had been begrudgingly fed on
the poorest and scantiesi fare, by penury un-
gratefu] for all her weak but zealous efforisto
please by doing her best, in sickness and sor--
row, at all tasks, in or out of doors, and atall
weathers, however rough and severe, was now
raised to the rank of a morul, intellectual and
religions being, and presided over, tended and
instructed many little ones, far, far happier
in their childhood than it had been her lot to
be, and all growing up beneath lier now un-
troubled eyes, in innocence, love and joy, in-
spired into their hearts by their young and.
happy benefactress. Nota human dwelling
in allihe parigh, that had not reason 1o be
thankful to Margaret Burnside. She taught
them to be plcasant in their manners, neat in
their persons, rational in their minds, pure in
their learts, and industrious in all their hab-
its. Rudeness, coarseness, sullenness, all an- -
gry fits, and all idle disposition, the” besetting
vices and sins of the children of the -poor,
whose home-education is often so miserably
and almost necessarily neglected, did this
sweet teacher;by the divine influence of meek-
ness never ruffled, and tenderness never troub-
led, in a few months subdue and overcome,
till her school-room every day in the week,
was, in its eheerfulness, sacred as a Sabbath,
and murmured from morn till eve with the
hum of perpetnal happiness. ‘The effects were
soon felt in every house. All flowers were
tidier, and order and rcgularity enlightened
every hearth. It was the pride of her schol-
ars to get their own little gardens behind their
parent’s buts to bloom like that of the Brae,
and in imitation of that flowery porch, to train
up the pretty creepers on the wall.  In the
kirk-vard, a smiling group every Sabbath
forenoon waited for her at the gate, and walk-
ed with her at their head, into the house of
God ; a beautiful procession to all their pa-
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rents eyes, one by one dropping away into
their own seats, as-the band moyed along the
little lobby, and the minister sittirig in the pul-
pit all the while, looked solemnly down upon

the fair Sock, the shepherd of their souls !
TO BE CONTINUED,

THE RRON SHROUD:

OR ITALIAN V'BNGEANGE.—COA\‘OLUD'BD-

. Gladly would he have clung even to this
possibility, if his heart would let him, but he
felt a dreadful assurance of its fallacy. And
what matchless inhumanity was to doom the
sufferer to such lingering torments, to lead him
day by day to so appalling a death unsup-
ported by the consolations of religion, unvis-
ited by any human being, abandoned to him-
self, deseried by all, and denied even the
sad privilege of knowing that his cruel desti-
ny would awaken pity. ~ Alone he was to per-
ish! alone he was to wait a slow coming tor-
ture, whose most exquisite pangs would be
inflicted by ‘that very solitude and that tardy
coming!

“It is not death I fear,” he exclaiined, “bul
the death I must prepare for! Methinks, too,
I could even meet that, all horrible and revolt-
ing as itis, if it might overtake now. DBut
where “shall I find fortitude to tarry untilit
come? How con 1 outlive three Jong days
and nights I have to live? There is no pow-
er within me to bid the hideousspectre hence,
none 10 make it familiar to my thoughis; or
myself, patient of its errand. ~ My thoughts,
rather, will flee from me, and I grow mad
looking atit. Oh, for a deep sleep to fall up-
on me! that so, in death’s likeness, I might
embrace death itself, and drink no more of
cup that is presented to me, that my fainting
spirit has already tasted 1

In"the midst of these lamentations, Viven-
zio noticed that his accustomed meal, with the
pitcher of water, had been conveyed, as be-
fore, into his dungeon. But this circumnstance
no longer excited hissurprise. His mind was
overwheimed with others of a far greater
magnitude. Itsnggested, however, a feeble
hope of deliverance, and there is no hope so
feeble as not to yield some support to a heart
bending under despair. He resolved to waich,
during the ensuing night, for the signs he had
before observed ; and should he again feel the
gentle, tremulous motion of the floor, or the
current of air to seize that moment for giving
audible expression to his misery. Some per-
son must be near him, and within' réach of
his voice, at the .instant when his food was
supplied ; some one, perhaps, susceptible of
pity. Orif not,to be told even that his ap-
prehensions were just, and that his fate was
to be what he foreboded, would be preferable
to-a suspense which hung upon the possibility
of his worst fears being visionary.

The ni%ht came ; andas the hour approach-
¢d when Vivenzio immagined he might expect

the signs, lte stood fixed and silent as astatue,
He feared to breath, lest he might lose any
sound which would warn him of their com- |
ing. 'While thus listening, Wwith every facul-
ty of mind and body strained 1o an-agony of
attention, it occurred to him he should be
more sensible of the motion, probably, if he
stretched himself along the iron floor. He
accordingly laid himself softly down, and
had not been long in that position when—yes
—he was certain of it—the floor moved under
him! Hesprang up, and in a voice suffoca-
ted nearly with emotion, called aloud, He
paused—the motion ceased~he felt no stream
of air—all was hushed—no voice answered to
him—he burst into tears; and as he sunk to
the ground, in renewed anguish,. exclaimed,
—“Oh, my. God! my God! you alone have
nower {0 save ine now, or strengthen me for
the trial you permit

Another morning dawn upon the wretched
caplive, and the fatal index of his doom met
his eyes. Two windows!—and two days—
and all would be over! Fresh food fresh wa-
ter! The mysterious visit had been paid,
though he had implored it in vain. But how
awfully was the prayer answered in what he
now saw. The roof of the dungeon was
within a fout of his head! ‘The two ends
were 50 near, that in six paces he trod the
space hetween them,  Vivenzio shuddered as
gazed,he and as his stepstraversed thenarrow
area. Buthis feelings no longer vented them-
selves in frantic wailings. With folded arms
and clenched teeth—with eyes that were
bloodshot from much watching, and fixed
with a vacant glare upon the ground—with a
hard quick breathing, and a hurried walk, he
strode backwards and forwards in silent mus-
ing for several hours. 'What mind shall con-
ceive, what tongueutter, or what pen deseribe,
the dark and terrible character of his thoughts 2
Like ihe fate that moulded them, they had no
similitude in the wild range of the world’s a-
gony for man. Snddenly he stopped, and his
eyes were riveted upon the part of the wall
which was over the bed of straw. Words
are inscribed there! A human language,
traced by. a human hand! He rushes to+
wan(']ds them; but his blood freezes as he
reads :—

“ I, Ludovico Sforza, tempted by the gold
of the Prince of Tolfi, spent three years in
contriving aud executing this accursed iri-
umph of my art. When it was completed,
the perfidious Tolfi, more devil than wman,
who conducted me hither one morning, to be
witness, as he said, of its perfection, doomed
me to be the first victim of my own perni-
cious skill ; lest, as he declared, I should div-
ulge the secret, or repeat the effort of my in-
genuity. May God pardon him, as I hope he
will me, that ministered to hi% unhallowed
purpose ! Miserable wretch, whoe’er thou art,
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that readest these lines, fall on thy knees, and

invoke, as I have done, His sustaining mer-
ey, who alone can nerve thee to ineet the ven-
geance of Tolfi, armed with this tremendous
engine which, in a few hours, must crush

.;;/o't’gas it will the needy wretch who made
t! -

A deep groan burst from Vivenzio. He
stood, like one transfixed, with dilated eyes,
-expandred nostrils, and quivering lips gazing
at this fatal inscriplion. "It was as if a- voice
from the sepulchrehad sounded in his ears
“Prepare!” Hopeforsook him, There was
the sentence recorded in those dismal words.
The future stood unvailed before him, ghastly
and appaling. His brain already feels the de-

scending horror—his bones seem to crack and-

crumble in the mighty grasp of theiron walls !
Unknowing what it is he does, he fumbles in
the garment for some weapon of self-destruc-
tion. Heclenches his tnroat in his convulsive
-gripe as though he would strangle himself at
once. He stares upon the walls,and his war-
ring spirit demands, * Will they not antici-
patetheir office il I dash my head against
them?” An hysterical laugh chokes him as
he exclaims, “ Whyshould1? He was but
a man who died first in their fierce embrace ;
and I should be less than man not to do so
" much.”?

- The evening sun was descending, and Vi-
venzio beheld its golden beams streaming thro?
-oneof the windows. What a thrill of joy
shot through his soul at the sight! Tt was o
precious link that united him, {for the moment,
-with the world beyond. There was ecstacy
in the thought. As he gazed, long and earn-

* estly, it seemed as if the windows had lower-
-ed sufficiently for him to reach them. With
‘one bound he was beneath them—with one
wild spring he clung to the bars. Whether it
was so contrived, purposely to madden with
- delight the wretch who locked, he knewnot ;

‘but, at the extremity of along vista, cut thro’
the solid rocks, the ocean, the sky, the setting
sun, olive groves, shady walks, and, in the

“farthest distance, delicious glimpses of magni-
ficent Sicily, burst upon his sight. How ex-
quisite was the cool breezes it swept across
his cheek, loaded with fragrance! He in-
haled it as though it were the breath of con-
tinued life. And there was a freshness in the
landscape, and in the rippling of the calm
green sea, that fell upon his withering heart
Jike dew upon the parched earth. How he
gazed, and panted, and still clung to his hold !
sometimes hanging by one hand, sometimes
by the other, and then grasping the bars with
botb, as loath to quit the smiling paradise out-
stretched before him ; till exhausted, and his
haunds swollen and benumbed, he dropped
lhelpless down, and lay stunned for a consider-

* able time by the fall, :

‘When he recovered, the glorious vision had

vanished. He was in darkness. He doubted
whether it was not a dream that had passed
before his sleeping fancy ; but gradually bis
scattered thoughts returned, and with them
cameremembrance. Yes he had looked once
more again upon the gorgeous splendour of
nature! Once again his eyes had trembled
beneath their veiled lids, at the sun’s radiance,
and sought repose in the soft vendure of the
olive-tree, or the gentle swell of undulating.
waves. Oh, that he were a mariner exposed
upon the waves to the worst fury, of storm
and tempest ;. or & very wretch, loathsome
with disease; plague-stricken, and his body
one leprous contagion from crownto sole,
hunted forth to grasp out the remnant ofin- =
fectuous life beneath those verdent trees, so he
might shun the destiny upon whose edge he
tottered #

Vain thoughts like these would steal over
his mind from time to time, in spite of him-
sclf; but they searcely moved it from that
stupor into which it had sunk, "and which
kept him, during the whole night, like one
who had been drugged with opimmn. He was
equally -insensible to the callsof hunger and
of thirst, though the third dav was now com-
mencing since even a drop ol water had pas-
sed his lips. He remained on the ground,
sometimes sitting, sometimes lying ; at inter-
vals sleeping heavy ; and when not sleeping
silently brooding over what was to come,
tzlking aloud, in disordered speech, of his
wrongs, of his friends, of his home, and of
tlll]ose he loved, with a confasion mingling of
all.
In this pitiable, condition, the sixth and last
morning dawned upen Vivenzio, if dawn it
might be called—the dim, obscure light which
faintly struggled through the one solitary win-
dow of his dungeon. He could hardly be
s21d 10 notce the suelancholy wkel. And

yet he did notice it for as he raised his
eyes and saw the portentous sign, there was
aslight convulsive distortion of his counten-
ance. But what did attract his notice and at
the sight of which hisagition was excessive,
was the change his iron” bed had undergone.
It was a bed no longer. It stood before him,
the visible semblance of a funeral couch or
bier! When he beheld this, he started from
the ground ; and in raising himself suddenly
struck his head against the roof, which was -
now so low that he could hardly stand up-
right. “God’s will be done! was all he
said, as he crouched his body, and placed his
hand upon the bier, for such it was. The i-
ron beadstead had been so contrived, by the
mechanical art of Ludovico Sforza, that as
the advancing walls came in contaet with its
head and foot, a pressure was produced upon
concealed springs, which when made to play,
set in motion, though ingeniously contrived
machinery, that effected the transformation,
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"The object was, of course to.heighten, in the
closing scene of this iorrible drama, all the
feclings of despair and anguish, which the
preceeding-ones had aroused. For the same
reason, the last window was so made as to
admit only a shadowy kind of gloom rather
than light,that the wretched captive might
be surrounded , as it were, with every secm-
in%prcparaﬁon for approaching death.
ivenzio seated himself on his bier. Then
he knelt and prayed fervently; and some-
times tears would gush from him. The air
seemed thick, and he breathed with difficulty ;
‘or it might be he fancied it was so, from the
hot and narrow limits of his dungeon, which
were so dimished that he could neither stand
up nor liec Gown ai his full Jength, But his
wasted spirits and oppressed mind no longer
struggled with him. He was past hope, and
fear shook him no more. Happy if thus re-
venge had strack its final blow ; for he would
_have fallenr beneath it unconscious of a pang.
But such a lethargy of the soul, after such an

excitement of its fiercest passions, had enter-|

ed into the diabolical ealculations of Tolfi ;—
and the fell artificer of his designs- had ima-
gined a counteracting device.

The tolling of an enormous bell struck up-
on the ears of Vivenzio! "He started. It
beat but once. The sound was so close and
stunning, that it seemed to shatier his very
brain, while it entered through the rock pass-
ages like reverberating peals of thunder.—
"This was followed by a sudden crash of the
roof and walls, as if they were about to fall
upon and close around him &t once.  Viven-
zio sereamed, and instinctively put forth “his
arms, as though he had a giant’s strength to
hold them back. They had moved nearer to
him, and were now motionless.  Vivenzio,
Jooked up, and saw the roof alinost touching
hig head, oven.ac ho eat coworing benoath je;
and he felt that a farther contraction of buta
few inchies only, must commence the frightful
operation. Roused as he had -been he now
gasped for breath. His body shook violently
—hie was bent nearly dounble. His hands
rested upon the wall, and his feet were drawn
under him to avoid the pressure in front.—
Thaus he remained for more than an hour,
when that deafening bell beat again, and a-
gain there came the crush of horrid deatlt—
But the concussion was so great that it struck
Vivenzio down. Ashe lay gathered up in
lessencd bulk, the bell beat loud and frequent
—crash suceeeded erash—and on,and on,and
on, came the mysterious engine of death, till
Vivenzio’s smothering groans were heard no
more! Ie was hotribly crushed by the pon-
derous roof and collapsing sides—and the flat-
tened bier was his iron shroud.

_A gentleman ordered his servant to awake
him at six o’clock, that he might get ready to

start at seven by an early coach, in which he-
had taken his place, for the comntry. The -
genileman awoke and called his man—-
“Whato'clock is it?  ¢Just seven, your hoa-
or.) ‘Seven—did I not tell you to awake me
atsix? ‘VYes,sir.’ ¢ And why did younot?

¢ Because your honor was asleep.

Original. .

FEMALE WRITERS.
I have often wondered it is not more fash-
ionable for the more beautiful and amiable
part of mankind, the female sex, to contribute
to'the literary fame and knowledge of cur
country. We have, 1 must, however, con-
fess, some siriking examples in the present
age of gified and seniimental female writers;
for instance, who can read unmoved the beau-
tiful aud impassioned poems of Mrs, Hemans,
The charming and delicate pages bear the
impress of the Idftiest genius, accompanied
with exquisite sentiment, flowery thoughts,
and the most moving pathos, This is an ad-
mirable copyist of nature’s charms, and hasa
wonderful tact in unravelling the tender
timste, and beauteons virtues, hopes and pas-
sions of her sex. Her lines are like the Ze-
phyr’s soft sighing amid beds of roses, or the
southern breeze that kisses the new-blown
balmy flowery head of a grove of beautiful
trees. Another thing in which sheexcelsand
which alone render her name immortal, is the
enchanting svothing spirit of devotion to our
Creator, which js breathed over her invalua-
ble writings,

The silver toned and feeling lines of Miss
Landon, are also famous, as they are deserv-
edly admired. Her priceless verses are like
nectard dew drops on the petals of the new-
born rose, so bewitchingly true, and so gilded
with female loveliness and simplicity. In-
deed, T think the muses are the natural de-
partment of the female pen, which can truly
feel richly paint and winningly entice. T
might mention others, though less famous au-
thoresses of the present age, such as Mrs.
Sigourney, Miss Edgeworth, &ec., were it ne-
cessary ; but what I have said gives to prove
the capability and beauty of female genius
and composition. The Grecian Sappho, so
famous for her love ditties, and sparkling wit,
and writing, has emulous rivals in the present
day, in every thing but her rather extreme
licentiousness, Ttis to be hoped that the Ca-
nadian fair will not let their lovely pens lie
dormant ; let them join our own sex in writing
with our strength and boldness” of composi-
tion, their delicate imagery and sentimentali-
ty. Nothing add such parian sinoothness to
our natures as the voice and wrilings of ac-
complished women, and nothing gives reli-
gious devotion and piety such irresistible

charms, as woman’s voice and tender insi))ira-'
tions. C.M.D.



ANECDOTEY, &C.

135

THE FAMOUS ROBBER.

A famous robber in thereign of King Will-
iam III infested the Island of C—, and made
frequent incursions into the interior of L .
This daring marauder was represented by the
villagers to have been a noblemaun, under sen-
tence of outlawry, who secured himself in a
cave on the island where he deposited all the
contributions he successfully obtained from
travellers, By adopling the practice of shoe-
ing his horse the contrary way, he frequently
escaped detection ; and even when hotly pur-
sued, the fleetness of the noble animal herode,
preserved him from his enemies. Thus the
fame of the horse nearly rivalled that of the
master,whose exploits became so bold and fre-
quent that the whole country rose up against
him, and finding himself tooclosely surround-
ed to hope for success, he was obliged to sur-
render and implore the mercy of the King.—-
The King, it is said, not disinclined to show
favor to a mau whose personal valor, deter-
mined perseverance, aund fertility of recason,
were interesting. The condition was this: he
should go to a thicket in the forest and kill a
monstrous tiger which was known to be 'in
that place; as he bad committed many dep-
redations on the flocks of the inhabilanis, and
had even destroyed men. To accomplish this,
he took a louded gun and mounting his horse
rode to the place, (near which numbers had
" gathered to behold the exploit) and bounded
into the thicket. For some time they heard
the crackling of the bushes, but at length all
was silent, and they waited in breathless anx-
iety the report of the gun ; but near half an
hour elapsed before any thing. was heard. At
length a noise like thunder rent the air, and
the bushes at a distance were sech to shake,
and in a few moments horse and rider bound-
cd out, to the astonishment of all, with alion
close at their hecls ; but as soon as the sayage
animal saw the multitude, he stopped and was
about Lo retrace his steps, when a well-direclt-
ed shot from the ountlaw’s gun laid him on the
ground. The King was so well pleased with
the adventure that he restored him to his for-
mer dignity and honor. It is said that the
same horse King William rode at the battle of
B b

. —_— G—.

Genteel Impudence.—* I am much obliged
to you,”—* Not at all sir!” Where is the dif-
ference between contradicting thus flatly, and
saying you lie sir ?

Difference of Opinion.—In company afew
evenings since with a collection of ladies and
gentlemen, the conversation was turned on a
certain married conple, who lived in a very
unsociable manner, having "passed a whole
year without speaking ioeach other in the

said another. “Now Ishould think,” replied
a lady, “ihat they live unspeakably happy.”’

LITERARY TRIFLES.
Pray, ladies, who in seeming wit delight,
Say what’s invisible, yet never out of sight 2
The letter i, ;

What is that word in the English Janguage
of one syllable, which if two letters be tuken
from it, become a word of two syllables 72—
Plague.

My first is every thing; my second more
than every thing ; and my whole is not quite
as much 7—All-most. :

Why is a piece of lond beught and not paid
for, like a particular kind of poetry %—An a-
crostic—An acre-on-tick. :

My fivst is founded on doubt; my second
on cerlainty ; and my whole is the idol of the
age 7-—Pleasure, .

I would go far in my second to feteh my
first, and with reluctance part with gy whole?
—Friend-ship.

Whyis o lawyer like a poker 2—He ¢s of-
ten at the bar. :

Wiy is the letter T, like an island 2—1¢ i
in the middle of water.

Why is the letter &, like London?7—1J¢ is
the capital of England.

My first makes ume, my second spends it
and my third tells it 2— Watcuman.

Perstan story.—Sandi the Persian, tells a
story of three sages, a Greek, an. Indian and a
Persian, who in the presence of a king of Per-
sia, debated oun this question: “Of all evils
which is the greatest?  The Grecian said,
*“old age oppressed with poverty 3 the Indi-
an auswered, “pain witg impatience;” the
Porsian pronuniced it 10 Ly, “ Pull Witsvus
good works before it.”?

An insinuation.—A coxcomb who often in-
truded in a library where he did not subscribe,
one day. had his dog turned out by a crusty
old fellow, who gave him a tremendous kick,
saying, * Youare no subseriber at any rate.”
The waster took the hint, and never more an-
royed the cstablishment by his presence.

ITHECANADIAN GARLAND,

Something New.—We request such asare
satisfied of the fact, that the Garland will be
continued at regular petiods, to remit the a-
mount of their several subscriptions, as we
are in want of funds to make the necessary
arrangements for enlarging and otherwise im-
proving the second volume. We wish sub-
scribers to bear this in mind, as being “dun”
number one.  Where we bave agents, their
hands js the proper medium through which
subscriptions ought to pass. - Will our agents

time. “They must live very unhappily,” said
piie uf the company.  “I should think so,”;

attend to this call 2 or shall we have to dis-
grace our celumns with a similar request ?
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Mp. EpiTor—Ata Jeisure momeat, 1 sat downand wro

1o

the answer to the following beautiful lines, supposod to-be

suag by a younghride, to her partner gn the evening of her | .

marriage; if you deem them worth 8 corner in your nei
Jittle “ Garland,” they aro at your gervico. E. D.
“Oh take me, but be faithful still, .
Anid way the bridal vow
Be sacred kept in after years,
And warmly breatl'd us now..

“ Remember ’tis no common tie,
That binds my youthfal heart;

*Tis one that on| {tmth shounld weave,
And only death can part. R

“The joys of childhood’s happy hours,
My home of riper years— L

‘The treasured scones of early youth,
In snashine and in tears. .

“ The purest hopes my basom knew,
‘When my zoung heart was free,
All thesc, and more, T now resign,
To brave tho world with thee,

“My lot in life is (1x'd with thine, R
Tta good and il) to share ;

And well thou know’st *twill be my. pride,
To sooth each sorrow there.

“Then take mo, and may feeting time
-~ Makeall our joys increase ; .

And may our days glide sweetly on,

" 1n happiness.and peace."

MY ANSWER.
Yes,-denrest maid, I do thee take,
And here I plight my vow,
Thot ever ahall in efter years,
My love be warin as now.

-F'he joys of childhood tho’ gone by,
‘We've grenter Joys in store ; )
To mako thee blest will be my pride,
And Jove thee more and more.
The charms of youth tho’ past and gone,
Yetthou must not vepine; .
Thou hast a friend who will thes shield,
‘When Nature's on decline.
Full ivell 1 know what thou resign’st,
To brave the world with me; -
But if my heart’s arecompenae, N
That heart I give to thee. -
And I too know *twill be thy pride,
To sonth each anxious caro;
And I will atrive through life to make
Thee happy ev’sry wheio. -

. - COmR iRy AR ST qur e inerese

*Till death shall part us here on carth,
« Tomeet againon high. - EL DONADOR,
SPRING. )

Waelcome spring ! with thy summor breezes,
. How much ualike tho pust,
When all to me seem’d cold and dreary,
With winter’s chilling Last.
Ilave to see the litue birds,
As thoy gaily flit around,
And scem as if they’d welcome theo
With their merry chirping sound.,
* 1love to see the ficlds assume,
‘Their grass of verdant hue ;
Bespangled o’er with gaudy flowers,
And wet with evening’s dew.
I love to eee the trees once more,
With leafy Ymbs array’d;
And oh1 1)ove to sit beneath
Their quiet, cooling shade.
X love to hear tho gwelling streams,
Proclaim thox'yo froo once more,
Fromn their cold and lcy cov'ring, --
And assume their native roar,
Tlove to see the tall troes waving,
" As the werm wind’s passing by ;
And each san-lit cloud fast fieeting,
. O’er the distant summer sky.
Then welcome, spring! thou bring’st with thee,
A charm to saothe the sad ;
With thy summer sun and calm bluo «akyiI

And woods with ivy clad. A.BT.

at

f

w . PHE DYING CHILD. . * ~
¢ Pray, mother, what brings music here?
. Do listen to the song— L.
S0 soft, s0 syeet, so beantiful—
The night'winds bear along "«

“0Oh! listen to its clear, sweet notes !’
"T'is music so sublime l—

O pray what brings such music here
At such u doleful time 3 .

My child, T hear nought but the wind, .
‘Whieh with a mouraful sound

Siveeps itg course swifily througﬁ the trees,.
And strews their leavos avound.: .

Now dimmer grew his srpurkling eyes,
His face more deadly fair;

And from his feeble hund he dropp'd,
His book of infant prayer,

¢ Oh mother, dedr, I know it now,
‘I'hatsong for me is given ;
It is the angels choval hywnn,
That welcomes me to Heaven.” : ALTA.-

- STANZAS.

Oh! I have shed the burning tear,
Of mifgled shame and griel;

And I have felt the pang severe,
That scarce admils relief.

1 mourn that folly round me throws,
Her poisonous influence still; -
And while my cheek indizpant glows,.

P'm pensive to her will,

Sick of a nature prone lo err, .
How longs my soul for rest; N
Where grief and hame no more shall share,
The calm untronbled breast.

A hope so cherisl’d and so dear,,
I may not (ix below ;
In Heaven alone shall overy tear
Forever cease to flow. JANE ***eree,

ROMANTIC WISHES. '

“0Oh Eva! might we chooso our path of life
Free from wild pleasnres and ambitions strife,
Tojoys mare poacefnl should our fon}sts})s tend,
And seek in virtuous aflluence a Friend.
A cottage by whose side clear streamlets-rum,
And gilded only by the orient sun;
‘Where bright Aurora with her purple ray,
Sheds o’or tha.eastern sky, the dawn of dey ;
In peace we'd tread the damask coatod voil,
To brepthe me tragrance of the morning gale—
or witl our Book rotire to woodbine bowers,
While evening dew revived the droosll-g flowers.
Or whif'st thy beauties, Nature, stood display’d
Invoke the Muse beneath the moonlight shade:
Thus blessed with fair content our hours should slide,
Like streams that calmly through their channels glide,
To guide our atops-be fair Religion glven, .
as we'd sink i life, we'd rise towards Heaven.”
DOUNNA JULIA.

Two Oxonians, dining together, one of
them noticing a spot of grease on the neckloth
of the other, said-—* I see you are a Grecian.”
“ Pon,? sald theother “that’s far-feiched.’—
“No, indeed,” said. the punster, “ Imade it
on the spot.” :

What is vour name ? said a gentlemarn to
a porter. My name, replied the (ellow, isthe
same as my father’s. And what is his name ?2
said the gentleman. - It is the same as mine.
Then what are both your names ? Why they

are both alike, said the porter.
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Machine for making pins.—Some fur-
ther reflections are snggested by the pro-
ceeding analysis but it may be conve-
nient previously to place before the rcad-
er a brief description of 2 machine for
making pins, invented by an American.
Itis highly ingenius in point of contri-
vance, and, in respect to its economical
principles will furnish a strong and inter-
. esting contrast with the manufacture of
pins by thehuman hand. In this machine,
a coil of brass wire is placed on an axis;
one end of this wire is drawn by a pair
of rollers through a small hole in a plate
of steel, and is held there by forceps.—
As soon as the mechine is put in action,

1; The forceps draws the wire on to a
distance equal in length to one pin; a
cutting edge of sleel then descends close
to the hole through which the wire en-
tered, and severs a piece equal in length
to one pin.

2. The forceps holding the wire moves
on until it brings the wire into the centre
of the chuck of a small Jathe, which o-
pens to receive it. Whilst the forceps
returns to fetch another pieceof wire the
lathe revolves rapidly, and grinds ibe
projecting end of the wire upon a steel
mill which advances lowards it,

3. After this first, or coarse poiniing,
the lathe stops, and another forceps takes
hold of the half pointed pin, (which is
instantly relieved by the opening of the
chuck,) and conveys it to a similar chuck
of another lathe, which receives it, and
finishes the pointing on a fine steel mill.

4. This mill again stops, and another
forceps removes the pointed pininio a
pair of strong steel clams, having a small
grove in them by which they hold the pin
very firmly. A part of this grove,which
terminates at that edge of the steel clams
which is intended to form the head of the
pin, is made con cal. A small round
steel punch is now driven foreibly against
the end of the wire thus clamped, and
the head of the pinis partially formed
by pressing the wire into the conical ca-
vity. '

5)t Another pair of forceps now re-
nmoves the pin to another pair of clams,

and the head of the pin is completed by

a blow from 3 second punch the end of

which is slightly concave. Each pair of
forceps return as soon as it has delivered
its burthen; and thus there are always
five pieces of wire at the same moment
in different stages of advance towards a
finished pin. The pins so formed are re-
ceived into a tray, and whitened, and pa-
pered in the usual manner. ’

About sixty pins can thus be madelby
this ‘machine in one minute; but each
process occupies exactly the same time
in performing.

A fine Chance for the Ladies.~Here-
tofore, with the single exception, we be-
lieve, of the Princess’ Daskkoff, Docto-
rates have been only conferred upon
males, but females are now about to par-
ticipatein these learned distinctions.—
The Legislature of Indiana has chartered
a new College, called ¢ The Christian
College,” at New albany, alike open to

- males and females, with powerlo confdr

degrees. In thefemale department, they
have established the Degrees of Doctress
of Natural Science, of English Litera-
ture, Belles Lettress, the Fine Arts, and
of Arts and Sciences—so thatin a few
years, Doctresses will be made as rapid-
ly as our medichal schools make Doctors
of Medicine. Our youngmen had bet-
ter be on the look out or they will be
completely overshadowed by the leariied
Doctresses whe will issue from this Col-,
lege. o

Great Canal of Goetha.—This magni-
fieient water-line, which passes throug)
the heart of Sweeden, and unites the
North Sea and ithe Baltic, was opened
with great solemnities on the 26th of
September last. It will admit vessels
drawing 9 1-2 feet water, and 22 feet in
width ; and they may make the passage -
into the baltic in eight,days, with the aid
of steam-boats across the lakes which oc-
curinits line. It has been 22 years in

| construction, and-cost rather mare than

$10,430,000, (£1,286,000), of which $7,
378,334 were contributed qy the state.



