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TIHE WAY TO RiISE.

Avovr sixty years ago, there dwelt in the
wn of Burnt-Island, situated on the west
ast of Fifeshire, just opposite Edinburgh, a
rtein merchant, named Robin Drysdell, its
osldxsungutshcd inhabitant. He wasatrader
vextensive business, having theentire owner-
ip of two coasting vessels, besides a large
arein a thrce-masled\ ‘est Indiaman, that
s seen regularly, once a year, sweeping up
e Firth of Forth, laden with the produce of
other zone, and putting to' shame with her
hite lofty sails, as she drew it towards the
y, the humbler craft, whose uncouth lock-
2 hulls and sooty lamps crowded the port.—
r. Drysdell was not only the richest mer-
hant, but at the time we take up our tale, had
tained the highest civil dignitary in the plare,
: that of baillie or chicf magistrate: he was
0 an elder of the kirk,—an office, as it is
naged in Scotland, of no small ecclesiagtic-
dignity ; and withal, held the military rank
captain in the Fifeshire militia. These hon-
15, however, were not all of the baiilic’s
ing ;—they rather devolved upon him asa
ary concomitant of his rising fortine,
d he submitted to their “nffiction according-
. We do not miean to say he wasnot prond
all and cach of them ; but there were some
ints attending them—and more particularly
time those different duties deducted from
hat was formerly devoted to his peculiar
nirs,—which, to use his own expression,
ere fashious. Fven at the proudest of his
cial moments, too, there was a fecling of
kwardncss he could not overcome, which
mped the satisfaction he might be expected
feel.
It was, for instance, with something amount-
2 to shame, that he made his way through
¢ crowd of urchins assembled at the door, to
the baiilic issuc forth in his regimentals,

when the militia were on daty; and on such
occasions, it was observed that he frequently
reached the rendezvous in a more profuse per-
spiration than cither the weather or the dis-
tance accounted for. Neither was he at per-
fect case, when, in the magisterial duties, he
was marshalled to church on the Sabbath, by
two halberdiers dressed in red coats, the coun-
cil following at a respectful distance, and the
procession brought up by the town crier.—
Even when standing at the plaie in his capa-
city of elder, there was something annoying in
being stuck up for the gazeof the public, when
every other Christian was allowed to pass
quietly on, and in being constra.ned for half
an hour together, with the polite humility es-
tecmed decorous in a servant of the poor, to
bob nis head to every dull tinkle which the
half pence made as they descended into the
pewter basin, But the counting-house was
his proper clement,—there he found bimself at
home; and with his short thick pen, firmly
compressed between his lips, us squat figure
in a well worn coatie. or short coat, of a snuff
¢olour, and a ruler in his left hand, which it<
was his custom to retain even after leaving the
desk, he felt himself a2 man of more conse-
quence, and actually commanded more re-
spect, than when surrounded by the pomp and
circumstance of official dignity.

There was only one quay in Burnt-Island,
which ran out from one side of the waarf or
breast, a considerable distance frum the sea,
and forming a curve towards the end, con-
fined the shipping in a pretty secore and com-
modious basin. At the entrance of the quay,
and only separated from it by the breadin of
the street, stood the bailhe's house—2a large,
three-storied tenement, about two thirds of
which were devoted to business, and the re-
mainder to domestic pur.oses. It was distn-
guished {from the rest of the houses in the
street, by its greater height, and by a huge
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beam which projected from the highest win-
dow of the “varchouse, somewhat in the form
of a gatlowe ; from this beam dopended a thick
rope, which, 1o the eye of an intander, must
hsve added to the sinister appearance of the
machine; but in.the iron clicks at theend, and
the blocks of the upper part, a denizen of the
coast might recognize that sort of tackle by
which heavy goods are hoisted into the ware-
house. The affairsof the counting-housc were
managed under the master’s superintendance,
by a youth whose name was Alick Dumfies,
a distant relation of the late Mrs. Drysdell,
(for the baillic was now a widower,) and was
permitted to look forward to a share in the
concern. The domestic economy was under
the sole direction of an only daughter, namned
Jennie. She was a fair-haired, blue-eyed,
clear-complexioned Scottish lassie, as gay as
the lark singing in the morning sun, and as
sweet and modest and graceful asthe primrose
of thespring. Shewasthelightof her father's
eye, and the pride of his heart; and so com-
plete was her dominion over hisaffection, that,
in the common phrase, she could have turned
the old man round her finger.

Her power over the baillie was often a
gource of great comfort to Alick Dumfries, who,
although clever and steady in the main, was
apt to take “camsteerie fits,” as his master
termed them. In fact, he was somewhat self-
willed on all accasions; but except in the said
fits, contrived to gain his end by artful ma-
neeuvres, rather than open rebellion,—so much
#0, indeed, as frequently to appear to give in
with willingness to schemes which he had
himselfsuggested. Thefirmnessofthe youtl's
character, at length, in some measure, got the
mastery over the milkier soul of his master,
and except on great occasions, when the wrath
of the latter was raised to a pitch which the
clerk did not think fit to tempt further. Jen-
nie was rather the mediator between the two
rival powers, than a pleader for mercy in favor
of the weaker party. Her mediation very sel-
dom failed of its effect, for she was as power-
ful with Dumfries as with her father.  Whether
it was gratitude for her kind offices which had
ripened into a warmer sattachment, or

Accident, blind contact, or the strong

Necessity of loving,
I know not; but Alick did love his cousin,
{twenty times removed,) with a vehemencs
proportionate to the turbulent strength of his
character. The beillic was not parfectly satis-
fied with the evident pattislity of the young
people.  Alick, to be sure, was come of gentle

kind, and was a shrewd, active fellow, and by§
thie time, well nigh indispensable in the busf
ness; but his whole income amounted to nyl
more then ifty pounds per annum, and eve§
that, together with his future prospects, dof
pended on the baillie himself. The father, g
was proud of his daughter, and thought, pe:@
haps with good reason, that she might aspnffi
to a much higher notch. She wastheadminf§i
tion of all the young men of the town, wi
toasted her healthin huge tumblers of whiske;§
toddy, after the fashion of Burnt-Island ; an
even the strangers, he observed, whom buz§
ness brought occasionally to this rising port
threw ¢“sheep’s eyes” at her as she tripps
along. More than one of his mercantile cor|
respondents, too—good men and warm—wh{§
had experienced his hospitahity, remembered}j
in their letters, the sweetness of the May
fower, as they gailantly termned her, and njg
quired warmly after her health. No posu:
declaration, however, had, as yet, been mad;
by any of the admirers, and the baillie left
affair to chance or destiny.

Alick Dumfries was not discouraged eith
by his own poverty, or the baillic’s sour looks
he was secure of Jennie’s affection, and he w:
determined to marry her. Of this he did n
make any secret, but, with an impudence p
culiar to himself, took every opportunity
insinuating his purpose to his employer. Thg
produced much dissension between them, b
at length answered the knave's purpose corj
pletely ; the wrath of the baillie became e
bitter every time, and at length the dose v
repeated so frequently, that it ceased to be
fensive, and, by degrees, imperceptible to it
sclf, ho came to look on Alick Dumfries as
future son-in-faw.

Matters were I this position, when 1
West Indian Argosy arrived, and, for a whil
drove all thoughts of his daughter’s marnag}
out of the baillie’s head. Even Bumfries wy
so completely engaged by the multiphcity g
business which the event produced, that i
saw very little of Jennie 'till after the discharg
of the vessel. At length the bustle was ove;
and things subsided into their usual state;
ship was laid up in the dock to undergo sond
repairs; tha cargo was shipped off by coasten
to other ports, or hoisted into the warehouss;
and the counting-house assumed itsaccuostor:
ed appearance of quiet industry. It mights!
most have been forgotten that such an evis
had occurred, so totally were all vestiges o
1ts effects removed or concealed, but for somd
troublesome memento, which now began W
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gve Dumfries no littleuneasiness. Inaddition
10 her usual freightage of rum, coffee, and
sugar, the good ship had been charged with a
West Indian planter, returning to his native
country, to breathe the cooler air of the Scot-
1ish coast for the brief space it might be his
fate to breathe at all. He had gone out to
&msh his fortune when very young, and, from
the meanest offices undertaken by Europeans,
hed risen to be the possessor of a very con-
kiderable plantation, with a sufficient comple-
ment of the black catule, which were then used
ia that quarter of the world, for its cuitivation.
! It was easy for 2 man possessed of so much
'wealth to secure the good graces of so inveter-
ste 2 worshipper at the ghrineof Mawmon, as
the baillie ; accordingly, as soon as Mr. Snell-
'drake (such was the name of thc interlopping
'olanter,) had condescended 1o vouchsafe a few
amorous glances at Jennie, her father went re-
'eularly to work, not only to humor and coun-
tenance the addresses of the new comer, but
o promote by every means in his power, a
union, which filled his imagination with visions
of future splendor too tempting to be with-
stood. Snelldrake was invited to the house
on all occasions; and so complete was the
victory he had won over the heart of the as-
piring baillie, that Jennie at last began to en-
tertain serious fears, lest her father should
really intend to push matters to extremes, and
force her to take a stand repugnant to her own
feelings, and at variance with that passive
lobedience she had ever yielded to his will.—
{How to get rid of the contumacious Dumfries
was now the main source of anxiety with the
‘baillieand the new rivai. Every plan had been
itried without effect; at last Mr. Snelldrake
suggested a quarrei and his dismissal.

This however, was an act ecasier talked of
than executed ; the baillie tried it over and
over again m his mind, but the diffenlty was
to manage it so 8s to have some colour of jus
tice on 4is side; without this it could not be
thoug!st of,—the whole town would cry shame
on bim. It at last occurred to him, that it
world be a very easy matter for him to push
come of the disputes, that were of almost daily
ezcurrence between him and his seif-willed
dlerk, but a step or two beyond the point at
which they had hitherto terminated. *His
blood will then be up,” sa:d he, “and, if I am
no mista’en in Dumfrie, he’ll gi's me cause
enough to pack him about his business,—and
may be a ruler if no’ a bar at the tail o’ him.”

Whether it happened that Jennio got some
intimation of the lino of action determined on

by the confederates, and gave her lover the
hint, or whether the honest baillie went too in-
artificially about it, we cannot very well say;
but the next morning, when his’employer got
into the counting-house with a rtately stepand
a sour visage, and sat himself down on the op-
posite side of the desk to watch for cause of
offence, hie found the usually rampant Dum-
fries in a temper so perfectly angelic, that no
Christian man could have said a cross-grained
word to him. In vain he tried to start someo
subject on which they might have the good
fortune to differ ; Dumfries was of his patron’s
opinion in everything. He then ordered tum
to make an entry, which heknew to be wrong,
in the books ; but Dumfries, without so much
as arguing thematter, although on these points
he was particularly ticklish, obeyed without 2
murmur ; and when the baillic affected to dis-
cover the error, took the whole matter on m-
self, blaming his own precipitation, and erasing
the entry with much apparent contrition. In
short the enemy was fairly baffied, and Dum-
fries maintained his stool in triumph.

A plan for sending him to the West Indies
succeeded no better, for as often as the sub-
ject of higembarkation for these distant regions
was mentioned, Dumfries invaricbly managed
to throw impedimentsin the way, as the worthy
baillie could not well surthount, without ex-
citing suspicions injurious to his character as
a christian and a man of probity. At lasy,
desperate with disappointment and impatient
of delay, the planter caused Dumfries to ba
way-laid by a press-gang, who would nodoubt
have succeeded in spiriting him away, but for
the uncspected integrity of the young clerk,
which enabled him to make a most gallant es-
cape from their clutches, and fight his way
safely back to his house and to his misiress.

Jennie was sitting alone in the parlor, when
her lover stalked into the room hatless and
shoeless, hike an apparition of the drowned ;—
his face pale with cold and fatigae, and his
sandy locks hanging over his brow like &
pound of tallow candles. *InHisname, Dum-
fries, what has become of you ?* cried his ter-
rified mistress. But Damfries, ‘without an-
swering, sat down beside her, all dripping as
he was, and putting back his hair w:h his
blue fingers, that he might sce and hear dis-
tinetly, turned himself on the chair so0 as to
front Jennie, and fixed his watcry eyes on her
face.

 Jonnie,” gaid heat length, * do you remem-
ber that your father wanted to urn me out of
the business, after a long and taithful service,
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and that I endured daily the torments of the
damned in keeping my tongue between my
teoth, when he came on with his blethers wit
to try the fortitude of my patience—and ali for
Jove of you, Jennie ¥’

“To be sure I do, Dumfries,” spid Jennic;
but what has that to do )

“ And do you remember,” interrupted Dum-
fries, *“that I was nearly shipped ofl to the
West Indies, as innocent of all thoughts or
-desires theieto as a bale of Osnaburghs; and
that to escape, I was fain to lay eighteen hours
«on my back without turning, and to swallow
s0ats of such stufl'as it makes my soul sick
but to think of—and all for love of you, Jen-
nie.”

“Po he sure I do, dear Dumfries; yet, you
know, the doctor said you were all the better,
body and spirit, for the screed of castor-oil you
gotfrom him, and of doctrine from the minister,
—but for goodness’ sake and mine, what has
that to do Y )

“Then, know, now,” cried Dumfries, impa-
tiently, “that my life and liberty have been
attacked! single-handed I fought for three
hours.against sixteen murderers, set on me by
your father and your new woer—and when
they found they could not kill me so easily,
11sey bound me head and foot, and carried me
out into the woods and put me on board a ship
bound for Africa, and from which {escaped by
little short of a miracle, swimming all the way
below the water ’till I gained the shore—and
all for love of you, Jennie !’

Almost screaming with surprise and horror,
Jennie heard this dreadful narrative, which it
would have been impossible for her to believe,
hut for the irrefragable evidence before her in
Dumfries’ person, dripping with the very water
through which he had swam, and bruised with
1he very blows he had suflered. Her eyes fill-
ed with tears, and regardless of the damage
her dress might sustain by the contact;, she
threw herself :nto his arms.

*Oh, what shall we do,” cried she; * that
hateful old villain will murder you before my
eyes—I almost wish you had gone to "

“Hush, hush ! interrupted Dumfries, “IIl
tell you what we shall do—you shall run away
with me !

** A likely story, indeed ™ said Jennie, rais-
ing her head ccquettishly from Dumfries’
shoulder.

“I know the baillie,” continued her lover;
“when sl is over, and cannot be helped, he
will rather be glad, honest man, to have got
over the fash he had between me and old Snell-

drake—at any rate I cannot stay hore to i
turned out of doors, transported, poisone
stabbed and drowned—I am off to-night.”

“To-night!”’

Ay, to-night,” said Dumfries, in his mog|
peremptery tone; and thea lowering his vois
and taking Jennie by the hand, added sofy
and looking fondly in her face, “will you g
with me, Jennie "’

Jennie still said,—* A likely story,” but ini
less decided tone.

“I have a plan,” said Dumifries, not seem|
ing to doubt of her consent, “by which v
shall have the starz a whole night, difficult o
it is now-a-days to get sight or speech of yoi|
I will contrive to be locked inta the wareho
to-night, where you can easily join me Jy
door which communicates with the dwelling
house, and which is never locked. You shal
then, for want of a better mode of egress, j
make the venture you did when you were
lassie,—descend into the street, from the up
per window, by the crane,—only I will tat
care to fasten a chair to the clicks and tie y
well on.  As for myself, I can slide down {
rope after you, as i have often done.”

Unfortunately this plan was overheard b
the West Indian, who happened to be prow
ling about the house, whep, in order to disy
point them, he resolved to watch himself, a
actually did take his position under the windo
at an early hour of the night. Not being a
customed to such exertion, he soon grew tir
of the job he had undertaken, when, 0 add
his other perplexities, sleep overcame him
completely that he could hardly stand on
feet. In this predicament, afraid to restont
damp ground for fear of rheumatism, and ¢
termined not to quit the rope by which ¢
bopes of his love and bate secmed to be ¢
pended, he was fain to carry a stave from tk
shed, and fastening it by the middle to their
click of the important rope, to rest his wea
limbs by sitting on it astride, whilst he cn
braced the hempen comforter with his arn
It was in this singular 2nd most unacccmmd
dating posture that he zvas pointed out b
Dumfries to his trembling mistress.

We do not presume to follow the though
of the worthy gentleman while he sat taki
his rest in so unusual a fashion; but it is px
bable that they may have been disturbed b
cettain associations conrected with the artid
he bugged so closely in its union with the pr
jecting beam abo- ¢, otherwise the swingiz
motion he was obliged to undergo, from i
rope having alrcady reached its utmost langt
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Eﬂihis short legs being, in consequence, al-
nost entirely raised from the ground, would
assuredly have set him fast asleep.  As it veas,
e could not properly be said 1o be either
hsleep or awake, his thinking facultics remain-
ng in that cloudy state which is the twilight
bf the mind sometimes experienced in the
4 cavy doze we endure rather than enjoy after
00 much sleep, or when discase or care pre-
vents the approach of sound sleep at all.

Great was the consternation of the intended
fugitives at seeing so unexpected a difficulty
nthe way. Dumfries’ first thought was to
rop a bag of his own cotton on the officious
est Indian ; but fearing that this might do
ather more than stun him, he abandoned the
dea, and his next scheme was to slide rapidly
own on his shoulders and gag him; but a
ight cry, he remembered, would bring up the
ustom-house patrol from thequay. The hour,
2 the meantime, was stealing away, and Jen-
nie stood weeping and wringing her bands be-
kide him. At length his determination was
aken. Holding strongly by the rope where
t was fastened to the windlass, that no diminu-
ion of security might be felt below, he caused
Jennie to undo the fastening, and remove the
end altogether from the roller, thus making the
block or large pulley at the end of the project-
ng beam, the only supporter. Then fastening
n thick piece of wook to the liberated end of
ahe rope, on the plan adopted by his enemy
below, he fixed himself resolutely astride on
this apparently precarious seat, which would
have been really dangerous to one less accus-
ned to such seats, and by dint of persuasion,
sssisted in no small degree by main strength,
seated Jennie on his knees, apd commenced
their descent.

As onc end of the rope descended, the other
'of conscquence ros2, but the whole was man-
eged so quietly, and Dumfries continued to
hold so firmly by theend to which Snelldrake
was appended, allowing it softly and gradually
to shide through his hands, that the West In-
dian was far up in the air, before, in the con-
iuscd state of hisintelicet, he became conscious
that he had taken his departure from the
earth.

When he at length, however, perceived his
actual situation, rising into theair, heaven only
knew how or wherefore, the horror of the
misereble man was indescribable, and the bol-
low groan which at first issued as if from the
pit of his stomach, and then rising gradually,
keeping pace with his ascent, into a desperate

shout, expressive at the same instant of aston- i town.

ishment, dismay, expostulation, and furicus
resentment, was so loud and weeful, that all
idea of the ludicrous, which such an exhibition
was otherwise well calculated to inspire, muat
have been forgotten during its continuance.

Even Dumfries himsclf was in some man-
ner astounded by the dismal nowe; and =
“Lord preserve us!’ was devoutly mingled
with the execration in the name of an opposite
power, which his fear of its raising the house
prematurely against him elicited. There was
no time to lose, however ; and he made the
rope spin through his fingers so rapidly, that
in an instant the two parties met mid-way, and
the eyes of the upward bound, who still held
on like grim death, glared on those of his
enemy with a look of rage, so closely mingled
with deprecation, that Dumfries, alarmed ashe
was, could hardly forbear from laughing out-
right.

After losing hold of the ascending rope, their
descent, from the great superiority of weight
on their side, was incessantly rapid ; but Dum-
fries broke the shock with his feet, and in &
moment they stood in safety on the ground.—
The first step of the adventurous cavalier was
to fasten the end of the rope to theiron railing,
so that Snelldrake might remain suspended in
the air ’till relieved by his friends, whom his
terrible cries would no douby speedily bring to
his assistance; and whicii would serve also
the purpose of engaging their attention *till the
lovers should get clear off; for it was not
reasonable to suppose that Snelldrake would
enter into the cause of his elevation before he
had safely descended. They then seft him to
his fate, and well it was for them that no fur-
ther delay occurred, for they were no sooner
out of sight, than not only the baillie and his
family, but every soul in the street, who was
not deaf or bedridden, crowded to the spot.

The first emotions excited in tho spectators,
were hc:ror and commiseration ; for it scemed
to them that some unfortunate man wasreally
suspended in the usual fashion, videlicet, by
the neck, on a gallows as high as that of Ha-
man; but speedily the truth appeared. When
in a few minutes a lighted candle was held
from the wareliouse, exhibiting, with its yellow
light, struggling amidst the faint 1n00nbeams,
the rueful countenance of the West Indian
pecping through the handkerchiefhich cover-
ed his hat, and was tied vnder his chin in the
style of an old washerwoman, a shout rose
from the crowd that might have awakened the
inhabitants at the most distant part of the
As for the baillie, he felt by. far too
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niuch ashamed of the figure cut by his soi-in-
law elect, to enjoy the laugh at his expense;
and in fact it seemed to him, as he stood there
1 ¢o near a relation to the rinl voyager, that
a part of the ridicule must attach to himself
and family s—an idea which made the worthy
magistrate, who dreaded the public gaze even
on honourable occasions, sweat with very
vexation.

Snelldrake, by the assistance of the stand-
ers-by, was now on his descent, but this, per-
haps on purpose, was managed so clumsily,
that the swinging of the rope transferred the
sickness of his heart io his stomach. The
baillie could stand no more; ae returned into
his house, packed every sor: to their beds, and
locking the door, betook himself in disgust and
mortification to his own dormitory.

In two hoursafter this adventure, Mr. Snell-
drake took French leave of Burnt-Island and
its inhabitants. The next dey the fugitives re-
turned man and wife, and were received by
the bailke as kindly as if everything had taken
place with his own concurrence,

QPO
OH, WHEN WILT THOU BE MINE?
Trov art mirrored in the star-light,
Thou art mirrored in the sea,
Thox art mirrored in each tiny bud,
Thy form’s the earth to me.
I know no music save the sound,
Of thy soft angel voice—
No biiss but when its molody
Doth bid my heart rejoice.

I see thee in my dreaming,
In radiant beauty bright,

And thy lovely smile sesms beaming
Thro’ the cold and siient night 3

My lips can form no utterance
For any heart but thine—

Thou life of life, and world of worlds,
Oh, when wilt thou be nune?

@ @8-
RIGHT USE OF WEALTRH.

Bzx are apt to measure national prosper-
ity by riches; it would be right to measure it
by the use that is made of them. When they
promote an honest commerce among men,
and are motives to industry and virtue, they
are without doubt of grest advantoge; but
when they are made (as too often happens,)
an insirument to luxury, they enervate and
dispirit the bravest people.

For The 'Amamnth.
A WHALIIIG SCENE IN THE IX.
DIAN OCEAN.

“Tuenesheb-l-0-w-s! Theresheb-l-0-w.3*

“Where away

¥ Three points off the lee-bow, Sir.”

“How far off 7’

“ Three miles, Sir.”

*There she b-l-0-w-s—sheb-1-0-w-s; spern
whale, Sir.?

“Back thémain-topsail—stand by the boatg
lower away,” were the hurried orders that
were now gwen

“Mr. T—," sings out our captain, as w
commenced pulling, “ do you pull directly ahest
of the ship at the dlstam‘e of two miles, then
heave up; and you, Mr. E——, do you pu“
the same distance, two points off the lee-bow,
and likewise heave to, and when the whal
comes up—they had sounded—I will set thy
signal from the ship.” 1

“Aye! aye! Sir,” was the response, anil
away we went, with strong »rms, and ligh
hearts ; and oh! it was a gallant sight to se
our boats cutting through the water, whils
the crews vied with cach other in the rapidu
with which we were propelled.

“&ive way my hearties—give way—Ilay bact
there,” were the words which ever and ancf
burst forth from our second mate—whose boz
I was in—and we did give way—the oars dip|
ped noiseless in the water, and bent like coach
whips, in the hands of the nervous and hardy
rowers.

“There she b-1-0-w-s—she blows only on
hundred yards off, a noble-looking whale ¢
immense bulk—pull—men do pull, there sh
spouts! There we gain on him, only fifi]
yards off. Pull my hearties !

“First mate’s fast, Sir.”

“Never mind the first mata; we'll be fesl
ourselves directly, pull men, pull; only 4
boat’s length off; easy, men—lie on your oa‘:j
he sees us—there goes flukes,”” and do
went the whale, leaving us a resting spell fo
a few minutes.

“Pull ahead my hearties. There sheblows|
now we’ll have him—bend to it, men. W
have him this time, we’ll show him shme spor
he is notaccustomed to ; quietly, men, quietly;
stand up, B—. Give it to him,” and plum;
went the irons into the huge and almost life!
less carcass before us!  Away flew the spraj
over our heads, nearly fillir; the boat \vu'ﬂ
water.

% Stern all ¥ stern all ! stern men ! for you
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ives!”’ but we needed no sdch orders, whilst

¢flukes of the whale were cutting their capers
\round our heads; we therefore backed water
hgood earnest, and it was with the utmost
hazard of life, that we escaped so dangerous a
roximity.

“There she starts ahead !
urn around the loggerhead.”
“Aye, aye, Sir.”
“Hurrgh! for a Nantucket sleigh ride!”
eried our men, as with the rapidity of lightning
ur frail bark sped through the water, now
lunging &0 as to be almost buried in the boil-
g surge, now lifting herself clear on the top-
ast wave, sending the spray around and be-
ind her. The whale was going to windward;
was useless to look in that direction, for the
pidity and force with which we went, liter-
lly sent the breath once exhaled back again
to our bodies— we were compelled to turn our
acks on the huge specimen of aquaticroyalty
o which we were attached, and face to lee-
rd.
“There he slackens; there he heaves up.”
“Haul in on him my lads. We'll give him
taste of cold steel.”
“The whale is making for the bouts, Sir,”
xelaimed one of the men.

* Slack line—stern men; stern for your
ives.” My G—d he'll stave us!” Scarcely
ere these words uttered, when there came a
rash, and away flew the boat, shattered to
ieces from the viclence of the concussion;
nd so sudden was the stroke of this huge
onster, that scarcely a man in theboat knew
kat had happened ’till he found himself in
e water amongst broken pieces of timber,
ne tub, oars, etc. There we lay, with nothing
etween us and death but an oar apiece, a poor
ubstitute ; but a drowning man will catch at
straw, and we hugged the oars cloger to us
ith the faint hope that they would buoy us
p'tll assistance reached us; the firsi mate
as about two miles to leeward, unconscious
four situation ; and as it was blowing very
lrong, there was quite a high ses, so tha. he
uld not distinctly sze us at that distance, and
e ship was still farther off; about tl.ree miles
nd a half—moving slowly along, closed hauled
on 8 wind, as if in mockery of our situation.—
She had her penant displayed at the mizen-
peak.

The whale, as soon as he had stove us, dis-
ppeared, carrying away the line with him;
End we considered it a mercy that we had
scaped so imminent 2 peril.

But though we had been miraculously pre-

Take another

served, we were still in a very critical and
dangerous position, Hope almnost began to
desert us, when one of the men exclaimed with
a cry of joy,  They sece us! Look, they aro
hauling aback !” Who can tell the ploasure
which thrilled through our veins? But alas?
it soon subsided, when we considered the great,
distance of the boat, and our feebloness and
exhaustion, it made doubtful whether we could
keep cur present situation ’till assistance would
arrive. But we know not what we can do;
"till danger, with all its fearful realities, stares
us in the face.

The first mate had killed his whale, and per-
ceiving the movements of the ship, and also
that her colours were hoisted half-mast, was
fearful something had gone wrong, and on
looking to windward and seeing nothing of the
beat, his fears, ashe afterwardsaffirmed, were
dreadfully awakened, and he immediately put
his boat about and pulled in the direction he
had last seen her.

Oh! what a joyful sight it was when we
first caught a glimpse of the boat ; rapidly she
neared us; the brave fellows in her, with their
hair streaming in the wind, and their shirt coi-
lars thrown back from their breasts and necks;,
were bending and straining every nerve; the -
mate was encouraging them, but they needed
it not—the boat nearly rose clear of the water,
such was the force with which they propelled
her.

The boat was rapidly nearing us; when one
of the men, from sheer exhaustion, wasunable
to hold on any longer, he thersfore relaxed his
grasp and at once disappeared. The brave
fellow who was stationed in the bows of the
boat to prevent her going over us, immediate-
ly sprung overboard to the rescue of his help-
less comrade, end ross to the surface, holding
by the hair of his head, the now senseless man.
Assistance soon veached us, and we wore all
picked up, and stowed safely in the bottom of
the boat, the head of which was now turned
towards theship. It wasthen thatthere arose
three deafening cheers from our noble pra-
servers! and scarcely hiad we proceeded twenty
yards from the scenc of our danger, when the
fins of the sharks made their appearance above
the surface of the water, no doubt attracted by
the blood from the whale, with which the
water was tinged.

Woe pulled towards the dead whale, to which
having attached a warp, we took in tow, just
as the other boat came up, and the lively tally
ho came from the lungs of a dozen as merry
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hearted sailors, us ever walked adeck or climb-
ed aloft.”

We left the ship at four bells, morning watch,
and lay once more at her side as the sun dip-
ped the horizon in the west. We sccured our
prize alongside, took in sail, and then went be-
low to seek refreshment and rest from the ar-
duous exertions of the day. G. W.

St. John, June, 1843.

PR T L2
THE FIRST SWALLOW.

OvuTt on the wisdom frozen

By ice-cold doubts and fears ;
Why should lif¢’s path be chosen

Through sorrow’s vale of tears?
A child, how I detested

The *ifs” and “buts” to hear,
‘When, with Hope’s charms invested,

Some promised joy was near—
Still in my heart is shining

That light divine which lends
Each cloud a silver lining,

O’er storms a rainbew bends.

Then welcome little swallow,
Thou'lt bring the summer fair—
With pleasant thoughts I foilow
Thy waltzing through the air ;
‘What though bright flowers have faded,
That once my pathway bless’d,
What though green bowers are shaded,
‘Where sunshine used to rest,—
Yet still my soul rejoices,
And every shadow flies,
When Nature's thousand voices,
In summer gladness rise.

There’s not a plant that springeth,
But bears some good to earth,—
There’s not a life but bringeth
Its store of harmless mirth—
The dusty way-side clover
Hath honey in its cells,
The wild bee, humming over,
Its tale of pleasure tells ;
'The osiers, o’er the fountain,
Keep cool the water’s breast,
And on the roughest mountain
The softest moss is press’d.

Thus holy Wisdom teaches
The worth of blessings small,

That Love pervades, and reaches,
And forms the bliss of all ;

The trusting eye, joy-secking
Some Eden finds or makes,

Nor need we power or splendor,
Wide halls or lordly dome,
The good, the true, the tender,

These form the wealth of home.

The pilgrim swallow cometh
To her forsaken nest—

So must the heart that roameth
Return, to find its rest,

Where Love sheds summer’s lustre,—
And wheresoe’cr ’tis found,

There sweetest flowers will cluster,
And deurest joys abound ;

Thus Heaven to all doth render
The prize of happiness,

The good, the true, the tender,
Earth’s lowliest lot may bless.

-»;0600«.
PLANTING TREES.,

Tur culture of flowers, has, from the earlis
times, been considered afeminine employmen]
When the first man was placed in the * gy
den to dress and keep it,” his more fiagh
companion wrought with him among theplant
and blossoms, bright with dews of Eden. ‘ﬂ
cording to the text of Milton, ske busied h
self, 8130, in the training of trees, aiding b
ford,

©sYhenever any row
Of fruit-trees, over woody, reach’d too far
Their paraper’d boughs, and needed bands
check.”

The planting of trees, both for fruit a
shade, has, in various parts of our count
been successfully pursued by females.
large estates, or in new scttlements, wh
stronger hands have been monopohzed b
rougher toils, she has taken under her ov
superintendance & branch which was to b
directly on domestic comfort, as well ast
heighten the besuty of the domain. In
vernal scasont, which is uswally consider
most congenial to this purpose, it is pleasa
to see the lady of the establishment comin
forth ami2 the new, springing grass, or tur
ing awhile from the freshly broken mould
ber flower-bed, to attend to the nobler, 2
more enduring productions of Nature. Wi
the aid of a boy, and a few simple implemen
of husbandry, she will be fully equai to
science of transplanting. Some practical di
rections are subjoined for those who may
willing to operate in this useful department.

Each trec should be taken up with gr
care, that its roots may be broken as litile

The glad voice, kindly spenking,
Some kindred tone awakes—

possible. Mark accurately the spotwhere yl;i
desire the tree to stand, and have the cavy
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Rog of sufficient depth and breadth, to allow
R delicate fibres to be gently expanded, with-
put touching the sides of the hard earth, and
s have the uppermost, about four inches be-
Sow the common surface. Fave the soil
Rrhich is taleen from the pit, laid by the side of
i, and every clod broken, and ernmbled as
finely as possible.  Then place the tree in its
Biew homre; and hrold it firmly erect, while the
Fearth is, at first, filled i lightly, and each root
fid in a natural position. When the cavity is
venly filled, begin and tread first on the outer
keircle, and thus round and round, until the
Btem or trunk is reached—not violently, but
Bo 2s to make the soil gently and firmly em-
race the strauger ix its hospitality. Pour
prater on the roots, and finish with a slight
Bround, which shall leavea little cavity around
Bhe tree, to retain moisture, unless the lo2ality
Bs of itself too humid.
When the soil is unfriendly, and must bere-
oved, for instance, where it is a siiff, clay
basin, more cave is requisite. Ifitis a shdde-
Rree, and destined to obtain a considerable size,
kzmove the soil to the depth of three feet, and
Whe width of four, cach way. Procure a suf-
ficient quantity of dark coloured loam, or
garth, drawn from the boitom of a viver or
bond, cast out all the stones, and break small
khe adhesive magses, fill in 4t the bottom suf-
Kciently to raise thie tree to its proper level,
shen while it is held in a right position, do not
esitate to step into the pit, and lay, with your
ngers each root and fibre &t ease in their new
ed, while the fine carth is sifted in among
em. When they are covered, pour on halfa
hucket of water, and if you have rich, dedom-
hosed, vegetable or chip mdnure, add a layer
fit, and fll up to the surface, and ttead down
sin the former directions; then pour on the
emainder of the bucket of water, and finish in
round with a cavity. Water at sun-set for
me time, should the sesson prove dry, and
{dd a little ashes to the water. Soapsuds is
mutritious to most trees; and it is well at cow-
kmencmg the transplantation, to rub (heir bodies
[and principal boughs with a coarse cloth dip-
Iped in soft soap.
i Trees that are transplanted in autumau, need
tobe trimmed rather closely, and if they will
be subjected to the action of high winds, sirould
have stones laid around them to keep their
toots more firmly, and layers of straw to repel
injuries from frost.
~ Surely, none will consider this labour too
8reat to secure the growth of a healthful and
beautiful tree, owhich may cast its gratefal

shade over a future generation. Kvery re-
volving year its improvement will be watched
with interest and delight. Sir Walter Scott
l:as spoken often and fervently of the * plea-
aures of planting.”” These pleasures may be
correctly and conveniently shared by the sex,
which has sp long busied itself with training
the frail plant, and nursing the tender blos-
som. 'The greater part of the fire trees at
Barley-Wood, were planted by the hand of
the venerable Mrs. Hannah Moore, and a cabi-
net table which attracted the attention of many
visitants, was inleid with small diamond
shaped picces of wood, from the different trees
of her own planting and nurturing. Would it
not be pleasant, to he remembered by a lofty
grove, which should beacovert from the noon-
tide beams, to the friend and the stranger, give
shelter to the sweet choristers of the air, and
lifting heavenward an arch of living verdare,
grow more and more beautiful, while we lay
moulderirg in the tomb ?

@@’

Sonncts on the Lord's Prayer.

1. Our Father.

Our Father ! Holiest name, first, fondest, best !
Sweet is the murmured wmusie of the vow
When young love’s kiss first priats the

brow:

But sweeter o a father’s yearning breast,

His blue-eyed Yoy’s softprattle. Thisislove!
Pure as the streamlets that distil through

mountgits,
And drop, in diamonds, in their cavern'd
fountains$

Warnf as our heart-drops; true astruth above.

And is such Thine? For whom? For all—

ev'nme!
Thot to whom all that is which smht can
reach
Is but a sand-grain on the occan beach
Ofbeing! Down my soul: it cannot be !
But He hath said ! Up, soul, unto His throne!
Father, “our Father,” bless and save Thine
own!

11: Who art in Heaven.

Who art in Heaven! Thou know’st nior mete
nor bound.
Thy presenceisexistence. Neath thine eye,
Systems spring forth, revolve, and shine—
and die;

Ev'n ag, to us, within their little round,

The bright sandsin the eddying hill-side spring
Sparkle and pass forever down the stret!!-
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Slow-wheeling Saturn, of the misty beam,
Circles but atoms with his mighty wing ;
Aad bright-eyed Sirius, but a sentry, glows
Tpon the confines of infinity.
Where Thouart not, ev’n Nothing cannot be!
Where Thy smile i3, is Heaven ; where not—
ull woes,
Sin’s chaos and its gloom. Grant Thy smilebe
My light of life, to guide me up 10 Thee!

III. Helowed be Thy name.

Hallowed be Thy name! In every clime,
’Neath every sky! Or in this smiling land,
Where Vice, bold-brow’d, acd Craft walk

hand in hand,

And varnich’d Seeming gives a grace to Crime;

Or in the howling wild, or on the plain,
Where Pagans tremble at their rough-hewn

God;
Wherever voice hath spoke, or foot hath
trod ;

Sacred Thy name! Theskeptic wild and vain;

Rous'd from his rosy joys, the Osmanlite ;
The laughing Ethivp ; and the dusk Hindoo ;
Thy sons of every creed, of every hae;

Praise Thee! Nor Earth alone. Each star

of night,

Join in the choir ! 1l Heaven and Earth ae-

claim—

Suill, and forever, Hallowed be Thy name?

IV. Thylingdom come.

Thykingdom come! Speed, angel wings, that
time !
Then, known no more the guile of gain, the
leer
Oflewdness, frowning power, or pailid fear,
The shriek of sufficring or the howl of ciime?’
All wilt be Thine—all blest! Thy kingdom
come!
Then in Thy arms the sinless earth will rest,
As smiles the infent on its mother’s breast.
The dripping bayonet and the kindling drom
Tnknown—for not a foc: the thongunknown,
For not a slave: the cells, o'er which Des-
. pair
Flaps its black wing and fans thesigh-swol-
len air,
Deserted! Night will pass, and kicarnogroan!
Gled Day look down nor see nor guilt nor
guile;
Andail that Thon best made reflect Thy smile !

V  Thywillbedoncon carth asitisnheaven.

Thy will be done on carth as *{ is in heaven!?
That will which chords the masic-moving
spheres,

With harmonies unheard by mortal ears;
And, losing which, our orb is jarred and rivex]
Ours a crush’d harp! Its strings by tempesd

shaken;

Swept Ly the hand of sin, its guilty tones

Startle the spheres with discord and wid

groans;
By virtue, peace, hupe—all but Thee—forsakez]
Oh, beits chordsre-strung. Thy will bedons

Mysterious law! Our griefs approve thy

will :

For as shades haunt the night, grief follow

ill;
And bliss tende virtue, as the day ihe sun.
Homage on earth, as’tis on high, be given:
For when Thy will is done, then easth is h
ven!?

VI

Give us this day our daily bresd! Thon ant
Lord of the harvest. Thou hast taught t
song
Sung by the rill the grassy vale along ;
Ard tis Thy smile, when Summer’s zephy;
start,
That makes the wavy wheat a sca of gold!
Givemeto share thyboon! Ne miser hox|
I crave; no splendor; no Apician board;
Freedom, and faith, and food—and all is to¥
T a3k no more. But spare my brethren ; thy
Now beg, in vain, to toil ; and cannot sa
Their wan-oyed lov'd ones, sinking 10
grave.
Give them theirdailybread?! How many pro
Alas, in vain, for food! Be Famine fed ;
And give us, Lord, this day, our daily bread

Gire us this day our daily bread.

VII. Forgive us our trespasses as we forgy
those who trespass against us.

Forgive our trespasses, a» we forgive
Those who against us trespass! Thox
we take J
Life, blessimgs, promis'd heaven, from Thi
we make
Lifc 2 long war "gainst Him in whom we liv)
Pare once; novw like the Citits of the Plawy,
A bitter sea of death ang darkness Tolls
1ts heavy waves above our baried souls
Yet wilt Thou raise us 1o the light again,
Worms a8 we arg, if we forgive the worm
That grovels in our way. How light i
cost,
And yet how hard the task! For we ]
lost
Insin. Do thon my soul aphold and form!
Bankropt and lost to 21l but hope and Theej|
Teach me to pardon ; and ob, pardon me!
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Vill. And lead us not indc temptation.

Lead us not in temptation! Theeartk’s best
TFimd, but in flight, their safety ; and the wise
Shun, with considerate steps, its Basilisk

eyes.

Save us from Pleasure, with the heaving breast

And unbound zone; from Flattery’s honeyed

tongue;
Avarice, with golden palm and icy heart ;
Awmbition’s marble smile and earthly art ;
The rosy cup where aspic death is hung !
Better the meal of pulse and bed of stone,
And the calm safety of the Aachorite,
Than aught that life can give of wild and
bright.

Be thon my joy, my hope, my strength alona!

Save from the tempter!  Should he woo toill,

Be thou my rock, my shicld, my safety still !

IX. Butdcdliver us from cvil.

Deliver us from evil! H .dpless race!

Qur life a shadow and our walk ¢ dream;

Our gloom s fate, our joy a fitful gleam ;
Where is our hope but Thee! Oh give us grace
To win thy favor! Save from loud-voiced

‘Wrong,

And creeping Craft! Save from the hate of

foes;

The treachery of {riends; the many wocs,
Which, to the clash of man with man, belong;
Save those T love from want, from sickness,

pain!

And~—spared that pang of pangs—oh let me

die

Before, for them, a tear-drop fills my eye;
And dying, 1t me hope to mect again !

Oh, save me from myself! Make me and
mine,
In lifc and spirit, cver, only, Thine!

X. For Thincisthekingdom, andth. power,
and the gilory, foreoer, Amen.

Thine is the Ringdom, power and glory ! Thine
A kingdom, based on past clernity,
So vast, the pond’rous tbought—could such
thooght be—
Would crush the mind: 2 power that wills
should shinc
A million worlds; they shine—should die—
they die:
A glory 10 which the sun is dim;
And from whosc radiance ¢’en the seraphim,
Heaven born, must veil the brow and shade
theeye!
And these are Thing, forever ! Feaarful word,
To us, the beings of a world of graves

1

And minutes! Yot Thy cov’nant promise
saves;
Our trust is in Thee, Father, Saviour, Lerd !
Holy, thrice holy, Thou! Forever, then,
Be kingdom, power and glory Thine! Amen.
Q@@
THE DAUGHTERS OF LA ROCHE.

Wiio that has attended the death-bed of the
loved and cherished, can ever forget its touch-
ingand painful scenes?  The sands of life pas-
sing rapidly away—the pulse becoming feebler
and fainter—the voice lower and weaker—the
light fading from the glassy and spiritual eyes
—the mingled expression of love, hope and
agony resting upon the thin, pale features.—
And, when at last the lamp goes out, the hands
fall cold upon the motionless bosom—the
limbs become rigid, and the spirit wings its
flight to another world, who zan forget the
heart-screams of the doating mourners—the
grief long suppressed, but now bursting forth
as a torrent— the tears, the cries and the cx-
clamations, half in love and half in madness!

1 once was present at the death-bed of a
mother—a true and martyr-like woman—who
had hurricd herself 0 a premature grave, in an
cffort 1o provide for the comforts of two young
and lovely daughters; and were I to live a
thousand years, the memory of that hour
would still linger vividly in my mind. She
dicd, 100, in the full faith of a bicssed hereafter
—conscious of the purity of her life, and cher-
ishing, as the jewels of the soul, the sublime
tiuths of the Christian religion. But her
daughters—her young and unprotected daugh-
ters! She left them to the tender merciee of
a hollow world, and thus, with the undying
fondness of 2 mother’s heart, fixed her strain-
ing cyes upon their sad but beanicous features,
cven zs the soul parted from the body, and the
fauh of 2 blessed religion brightened the path-
way to a clime of bliss. .

Sobs and tears and loud lamentations came
from these lovely orphans  They were now
indecd alone in the worid; and though they
had been taught in some mcasure to prepare
themsclves for =0 frightful abercavement, they
could 1ot realize all its gloom and desolation.
They had never known a father's care, for he
hiad been taken from them in theircarly child-
hoog, before they were capable of appreciating
his valuc. Their mother had been the whole
world to them—she had watched themin their
hours of ilincss—had prayed for them, and
writh them--had pointed out the paths of dan-
ger in the ways of Efe—had indulged them be-
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yond her means—had deprived herself of many
aluxury, ay, many a necessary in order to ad-
minister to their comfort and improvement,
and now, as they looked upon her cherished
form, cold and still in theicy embrace of death,
oh! God, how wretched and lonely secined
their condition. In vain their few friends en-
deavoured to soothe their sorrow— to soften the
anguish of their grief. Tears, and tears a'one
seemed to afford them relief; end they wept
in very bitterness for hours?

Mrs. La Roche was a French lady by birth,
and. with her husband and her young daugh
ters, came to this country during the troubles
of the last French revelution.

Compelled 0 abandon his native land ay but
a few hours’ notice, the father was able 1o col-
lect but a small sum of money to assist h's
family in the country of their exile. IIe sur-
vived his arrival in the United States only two
years—merely long ensugh toacquire & Know-
ledge of the Fnglish language, and, with his
lady, to aitempt 1he establishment ¢f a school
of instruction in the Freuch. The daughters
were, at this time, too young ic assist, but the
wmother, thoogh utterly unused to 2 life of to'l,
saw and appreciated her position, and roused
all her energies to the undertaking. She con-
tinued the schocl, and with partial suceess,
after the decease of her husband. CompeHed
to economize in every possible way, she look-
ed forward to tho period when her children
would be able to gssist her, and thus her task
would be greatly lightened. Increasing, es
they hourly did, in beavty and intelligence,
and manifesting, in cvery possible way, théir
appreciation of her love, and her untinng ex-
ortions spent in their behelf, her heart warm-
«d toward them with every breath which they
dresw, and she would freely havelaid dosen her
life 10 ensuie their welfore.  But what will not
a mother do for the beings of her affection '—
What will she not sacrifice—what triais and
sufferings will she not submit to? Well and
touchingly wasitvemarked by 2 Venetian lady,
with regard 10 Abrzham and Iseac, that * Ged
would never have commanded such a sacrifice
of a mother.”

AIrs. La Roche had thus with difficulty, bu:
#ill in 2 spirit of great cheerfulacss, conduci

Then my children will be able greatly tu :
sist me, if not wholly to takemy place.” §
saw them ripening in beauty —snd the nawyp
dream of 2 mother’s heayt raised up suitors g
abundance. Solovely—sv cotrect—so imbuys
with the pure principles of 1¢ligion—so accor]
plished. The heart of the widow rejoiced 2
theanticipated triumph of her offspring.  Alss!
cven then the seeds of death were duing e
work, stealthily and insilence. A littlelonga
and the bady refused 1o administer to iy
wiske3 of themind. Mrs. La2 Roche was pru|
trated on ber death-bed, and her chidren &
already described, were orphans in the fulies
and most painful sense of the term.

Amy La Roche, the younger sis.er, at by
period of which we write, was thirteen ; Cio|
tilde, the elder, was sixtcen years of age. 4
lovelier pair never mingled their tears togethe,
by the cold corpse of a parent. Taught to e
gard her as the soul and centre of their socz]
world—as the being to whom they mast loo]
for counsel and advice next to the Almighty-|
they clung to each other i their desolaton
each striving 1o soothe the other, and each v
coasciougly adding to the poignancy of th
other’s grief. Clotilde wept wildly, but ibs
sortow of the younger seemed more heart-fi.
The one was all feeling and impulse, and he
ageny of grief was refieved, in some measur
by the violence of the parcxysms—the fury
her despair. The younger was naiarally of ¢
thoughtful and melancholy nature, and he
mild, blue eyes seemed to mirror, in their genii:
lustre, the very depths of her soul. Shz was
too young, morcoyer, 1o have a thought o
fondness for another being on the carth te
yond her mother. No other passion of he:
nature had been called even into fencied cx
istence, and thus the poor gitl pined day by
day until she became thin and pale, and jb:
clder found it necessary 10 conceal her ows
sorrow, in order to bring back the spint
girlhood and joy to the fair featusesof her dear-
est Amy.

Throughout the crisis of thar bereavemen:
they were visiied assiduously and constantiy;
by but one individual. Picrre Martien, o

neighbour Picrre, as they called him, was o
timate with their father in the more prosper-:

od her liude school for four years after the de- | ous portion of his life, and had, ke him,
cease of her husband.  But, her health now sought th.s country as 2 place of refuge duning

begantofail. Shebodovertasked herpowers;
her constitotion, which waz naturelly fechle,
gave way. Siuill, she struggled on in the most
heroic mmanner A few veurs longer,” <he

the peails of the revolution— penls which de
stroyed his family and left him loncand wreich-
ed ¢ had, nevertheless, saccomulated a coa-
siderable fortunc in the United States, and, a

flattered herself, “and I may obate my labors © the period of the widow's deecase, was on she
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e of returming to France. Tonched, how-
cer, by the sad condition of the sisters, he
eayed his departure, and called day afterday
the noble duty of wetching over two fair
angs, so entirely helpless and uuprotected,
na of admimistering every comfort and essist-
ce 1 his power. This fauhful friend was
o 1 his sixueth year—still, manly and
sntlemanly in hie appearance, and exhibiting
ot ittle of the weakness or infirmity of age.
ek ofter week he postponed the day of his
eave-taking, and yet he steadily persisted in
s determination to return, at the same time
ndoling with the orphaas, assising them as
icately as possible, and hinting 2 fear that
departure would expose them to annoy-

ce and musfortune. Clotiide saw and ad-
ited all this, bot what could she do? She
uil continued to keep the hittle school, which
er mother Liad bequeathed to her asan inhes-
Eanoc, but her mesperience and youth unfitted
#1, 10 @ great measure; 10 exercise sufficient
sthonty over the pupils, and thus, while she
ound them constantly duatnishing in number,
~¢ discovered, with horror, that the health of
s young sister was rapdly sinking. The
lour was fading from her checks—thebright
izbt from her eyes. Her existence seemed to
ve lost its spning and fountain on the de-
s3 of Mrs. La Roche, and, elthough the
ect garl struggled earnestly to assume a de-

¢ of cheerfulness and an air of satisfaction,
kto could not conceal from the penctrating
yes of Clotilde that there was a canker within.
Neighboar Pierre, also, noticed the change,
tnd his heart mclied witlnn him at this new
ource of anxiety and distress. He sent for
=2nd consalted onc of the sblest physicians of
Xhe city—for lus nature warmed strangely ~nd
knconsciously toward the orphans, s:nce Le
:d wisted them so frequently—and he was
old that a change of a:r wouid alone save the
Ade of the fading beauty. He pondered long
rspon this pamnful antelligence ; at firsi unwil-
B to communicate it to thie elder sister, for
he knew that it would stnke like an arrow
through her soul. What could be done?—
what was his doty under the circumstances ?
He pressed tis hand upon his forchead and
mused painfolly for hours. A thought darted
© his brain. But no—he repelied it as on-

nonnce not against himrashly. Hewasalone
in he world, and they were without friends and
protectors. He was compelled by circum-
stances to revisit France, and yet he fult 2
voice within him assert that he had a duty to
perform to the childrea of his deceased coun-
tryman. How could he best perform that
duty ? To subject two young, inexperienced
and beautiful girls to the snares of the vicious
and the reckless—1o desert them in the hoor
of greatest need—to abandon them to the
charities of a cold world—or worse, to the ac-
cursed arts of the profligate and libertine—the
thought was full of anguish. Again he pansed.
He ascended to his chamber, and there, kneel-
ing in prayer, he sought advice and counsel
from the Secarcher of all hearts. Herosefrom
his kness refreshed in spirit, and comparative-
ly calm and resolved. The next bour found
him at thedwelling of thesisters. Tho young-
er was cvidently weaker than on the day be-
fore, while the countenance of Clotilda wore a
still more melancholy aspect. For a long
time the visiter hesitated. He looked steadily
nto the beauntiful featnres of Clotlde, where
all was yet fife and hope and youthful splen-
dor, only melloweu and spiritualized by the
tender ansiety of a sacred love, and his heart
agein misgave him. But herallied his courage
and drew her aside. He announced to her, in
as kindly terms as possidle, the opinion of the
physician; and, as he sew the big tear start to
ber eyes at the conscionsness of her inability
to accompany Amy to s milder climate—soft-
er.and sunnie: skies—he took her hand, and
offered to becore her husband, *Thus,” he
edded, “dear Cloiilde, I will odwin a ~ight to
protect you. Thaus may we immediately sail
for France, and, wich the blessing of Heaven,
a hope may be indulged of the restoration of
our lovely Amy.”” Healluded to hisdispanty
of years, and his rcluctanse to venture such a
proposiuon, but he implored her, no matter
what her determination, to judge his motives
generously. As he lived and had faith in the
Duvinay, he believed that he wes influenced
purely, justly and sirtaousiy-

Clotilde covercd her face with her hands—
Sho hed nnbounded confidence in the prin-
ciples of her father's fricnd—for he had ever
conducted himself with the most scrupuious

worthy—as unmanly—as Ur us to the
fnendstip he had felt and professed for the
éead father of the sisters.  And yetit retarnad
again, and grew stroager and stronger, enul
be had no power to resist its influenca.

Aereso fum not harshly, gentle raeder—pro-

dehicacy- She saw, too, the position of her
misier, and she felt thet the life of that swoet
and affectionate girl was as dear 10 her a3 her
own; and yet sho knew not what to do or say.
Ono only thought—one oaly dream interiered
wath the course she beheved to be dictated by
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duty. The path of her young life, chequered
and darkened as it had been, had not been all
shadow. A momentary rainbow had flashed
its glories above. A youthful form sometimes
mingled with her dreams. A voice deeper and
sweeter than those of the every-day world
semetimes rose to her memory, aad whispered
to the listening spirit of her soul. Shc was
now nineteen years of age—a full and perfect
‘woman—and how seldom is it in our land that
tne fair and the beautiful, the enthusiastic and
-the warm-hearted pass through so many sum-
mers without discovering some being in the
crowd purer and holier than the rest—some
kindred spirit—some sympathetic soul! A
look—a word—a pressure of the hand will
.sometimes give tone to the story of a life.

Clotilde La Roche and Arthur Morville had
met when

“Life seemed bathed in Hope's romantic hges.”

She was but seventecn, and he twenty-two.—
But afew monthspassed, and the ocean divided
them. He was the son of a bapkrupt mer-
chant, utterly penniless and prospectless, and
thus when an opportunity presented of a voy-
age to Chinas, as the agent of an extensive com-
mercial house, he was compelled by the force
of circumstances to embrace it, even at the
risk of an absence of five years. Thus they
parted. “Henever told his love” in words,
but the heart must be cold and insensible that
‘requires such formalinterpretation. The spirit
of Clotilde wandered with and lingered around
him. Her name was mingled with his pray-
ers, end her image haunted his sleep—the
brightest, suaniest angel of bis dreams. And
he was not forgotten. She did not strive to
forget, and if the effort ked been madeit would
have-been a vain one.

Two years had now gone by, and Arthur

- was yet abroad. Foolish and timid as they

- were, uo correspondence had been agreed upon,

- and he, unconscious of the interest he had ex-
aited, was afraid to write. He was poor—lit-
tls ‘better thon a beggar—when he left his
kindred and his home. He had no claim upon

-one-50 beautiful and lovely, and the pen was
-dashed to the carth in despair whenever he
ventured a letter.

But the offer of Picrte Martien! It revived
the carly dream 1n the bosom of Clotilde fully
and vividly.  Yel her sister was dying! She
saw her foding every hour. The delay of a
single week might prove fatal. God of the
orphan, advise and counsel her in this her
hour of tnalt

She sent for the friend: of her fathier and 1
him all. If he would take her for his
under these circumstances, she would fred
accord her consent. Nay, she believed
motives to be generous and noble, and
honoured him therefore.

More touched than ever—seeing the evides
saciifice she was about to make as a tributey
duty and her love for her sister—the old m:
hesitated. Again he meditated upon the s
ject, questioned his own heart closely, and
deavoured to penetrate his motives.

It was finally agreed that they should i
mediately sail for France—that the engag:
ment should be announced before their depe
ture—and the marriage should take place y
mediately after their arrival.

But why prolong the story? The God
the orphan watched over and protected f
sweel sisters. The voyage was pleasant by
yond their most sanguine expectations. Ar
gained health and strength with every favor,
ing breeze, and when they landed at Haw
her eyes again sparkled with the fire of you
and joy, and her cheeks glowed with the hus
of beauty. Clotilde, too, scemed more ot .
than ever, the sea-air had greatly ympyos
her. Her spirits mounted—her soul agamn r
Jjoiced—and even the apprebension which o
casionally crept into her breast, in connect
with the coming marriage, gave her less anx:e
than she could have believed a few wecks
fore.

They landed on a bright Spning morning]
The arrival of a foreign ship had collected 4
group around the place of debarkation
Among them were several Americans—thy
could have been singled out 1n a world of io]
eigners. And see! whose form is that presd
ing forward so eagerly ? It 1s—ii i5—inug
changed—but not enough to escape the quid
eyes of youth and the mind of love-fraugh
memory. Yes, Arthur Morville rushes f&
ward—the waaderer from the far East ! Wh:l
a meeting! How joyous—how unexpecies
Even the presence of strangers s forgotten:
Eyes sparkle—~checks glow--breasts heave
and hearts respond. The old man looks o:
first in surprise, and then with 2 quiet and b
nevolent smile mellowing his features, advar
cing to Clotilde he whispcrs,  Be not abashe:]
your joy is my joy—and 2l will yet be well]

* * * * L 4 * * .

A few weeks thereafter and Cloulde IS
Roche becamo the wife of Arthur Morwille—
Piarre Martien gave the bnde away, at+i4
same tume¢ publicly recogmzing the yorsd
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pie und their beautiful Amy as his adopted
hildren ¢

Heaven, say we, soften the pillow and hal-
w the dreams of the friend of the fatherless!

..»e@e....
RANDOM THOUGHTS.
No. 1L

(From the ﬂ!untrcﬁiterary Garland.)

1 WwANT t0 express to you some vague no-

ions that lie crudely in my mind, on the subject
z,f mosie.  You need fear no technicalities ; for
bf music, as a science, I know nothing. 1
rnerely intend to consider it in relation to our
feneral humanity, and in relation to those im-
pressions which it is its object to make on
niversal sensibility. Writing freely, as I do,
Tam not ambitious of unity or of order; and,
therefore, whatever feelings or incidents, sng-
gested by the present topic, come to my mind,
shell also come to my pen.

AMemory is the faculty with which music has
tbe most endeared and the mostinspiring con-
exion; for memory it is that revives experi-
ence, and experience it is feeds emotion. We
spon begin to live in memory, either by dis-
covery or delusion. What we have been is
soon more pleasant to us than what we are
likely to bes and cver and anon our truant
thoughi*3 retrace their ways,and fel the hours
1oo short, that once had seemed tgo long.—
The slightest and mwust unexpected analogies
il before us the scenes of other days: the
finest thread of association has a strength to
pull us back to the Eden or the wilderness of
departed hours. The odor of a Sower will
make the field bloom with etheréal softness to
our fancy, and in fancy we havein them again
our childiond’s gambols; the whistle of a bird
will give us to the sunny groves. whete we
read and mused, where we sleptand dreamed :
etiver, like one that flowed near the dwelling
of our yoath, in which we angled andin which
we bathed, will annihilate half a century : it is
the sume bright sun that gilds its surface; itis
the same clear sky that beams from its cloud-
less waters; and we are not awakened to
reality until we catch the shadow of a wrinkled
face mocking at our fantasy. A countenance,
passed rapidly in the street, by the force of af-
Tectionate yemembrance, will cause us 10 for-
get that one we loved has long been formiess

inthedast And so, tho vapoars of a som-
mer's morning, hanging sleépily on meadow
-6t o fnountain, ot thochassof britliant clouds
in the gorgeous heaven of an autumn evening,

will reanimate the past within us, in- musings
that we cannot shape, and in recollections that
we cannot define. 1 swas about to compare
their inflnence to that of music, but I am going
to speak of music itself.

The music which touches our primitive emo-
tions we feel at once: comuplicated and high-
wronght harmony, we mu3t hear often before
we can appreciate. But harmony is not on
this account the less exalted or the less excel-
lent. A songwhich sweetly expressed a single
sentiment would delight a thousand, and ten
of ©he thousand would but faintly appreciate
tke choral verse of Dryden’s “ Alexander's
Feast.” A pathetic ballad can move a multi-
tude, but few in this multitude would vead the
 Paradise Lost,” and fewer still would enjoy
it. And so in music; compared with those
whom 2 pleasing melody can charm, the num-
ber is small whom the might of Handel, or the
magic of Boethoven, can profoundly ingratiate;
while those who haveno sympathy with loftier
music depreciate what they do not compre-
hend, as many also affect an admiration which
they do notfeel. From indiscrect enthusiasts,
or from ignovant pretenders, a cant has begun
to prevail in musical criticism, which, if not
the most tormenting of all cants of criticism,
is the most unintelligible. ~Men who thus
rave, will talk to you, as if musical sounds had
the definite significance which arbitrary usage
gives to words. Butitis not so; and, in the
natnre of things, cannot be. The direct re-
lation of music is not to ideas, but emotions;
suggestive, certainly it is, but suggestive to
each mind, with an indefinite variety of asso-
ciation. Test this position. Take, for exam-
ple, any given combination of ssunds, and let
the effect be startling and sublime ; ask, ther,
two men, whose imaginations have been. train-
cd in different modes of life, each to offer an
interprgtation ; cach will explsin it in his own
way, and each, though contrary to the other,
may not be inconsistent with the. originali—
Suppose these two men to be a sailor and &
soldier. The sailor will call it o thunder-
storm, and the soldier will maintain it is s bat-
tle. By what peculiarity. of sonnd can the
specific difference be determimed ? By what
tapid shriliness may a flash of lightning beim-
plicd, which will not, with es correct ansalogy,
imply a Sash of powder? and what heavy
movement of deep bass will call to mind.the
rolling of thunder, that may not as natorally
represent therollimg of cannon?  1f anyzcalot
for the precision of musical expression, should
tell me, that military airs could casily be so
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interspersed as to distinguish a battle from a
tempest : I say 1t is little to the purpose, if the
sounds which should direttly suggest the con-
flict do not, without mistake, suggest it. To
criticise musie, as if it had the qualities which
belong to articulate speech, is to put it in pasi-
tions as ludicrous as some characters were
wont to hold in tha ancient drams, in which
one man represented a wall, and another a
grove—and in which each was obliged to indi-
cate his part by saying—"f am the wall’—¥
am the grove.” Every art has its own limit;
end to endeavour to convey it.beyond that,
tends to degradeé it from genius to quackery.
From the very fact that music is not bound
to arigid and arbitrary articulation, it is the
most spivitual, the most impressive, and the
most universal of all arts; it is thence, the
voice of humanity, for it is the voice of the
heart. Poetry and music act on the same ele-

ments of our nature, but in o diverse method..

Poeiry awakens emotion, by meansof thought,
but music awakens thought, by means of emo-
tion. The effect of music is more immediate
and intense than that of poetty, but the im-
pression of poetry is more indwelling and more
lasting. Poetry, also, has the great advantage,
that its power can be carried to the heart at
once, and doeg not need, as music, an agency,
which, even in moderate skill, cannot always
be commanded, and that in perfect skill can
rarelybefound. Music, however, int the works
of its greatest masters, is to me more marvel-
lous and more mysterious than poetry—of all
that proceeds from creative gevius, I regard it
as the most wonderful emanation. The spirit
of a sublime poet, however remole from me,
is not beyond my conception; but that of a
sublime musician, is enshrouded from my ken
within a sanetuery which my imagipation has
never been able topierce.  Listen, for instance,
to a complete orchestra, in the performance of
any noble musical composition—be it opera or
orateria, mass or symphony-—asd you will
apprehend what I emunableto explain. Now
a straig, almost rudely simple, comes upon
your car—then there rolls a swell of barmony.
hugely onward, as the waves of the ocean

now there sre tones of sorrow—ther 2 burst
of choral gladness : now, groanings from the
depths of o wounded spirit—then, gushings
of praise, such as angels might have shouted
when carth was born into sunshine: now, the
wrangling discords of anger—then, the wild
incoherencies of madnesa—then, the breath-
ings of holy thoughts, the purity of saintly
fecling, so chasiened that they seem not for

the coarse air of our hard world, so celest
that they seem fit only for the harps of seraphy
What imaginations must they have been, 4
which all these were eonceived & forethoughy
what a combination of reckless emhnsiustl
with consummate art! what a union of
spontaneous and the reflective, of the imstn:
tive and the wsthetical §

Marvellous as the variety i3 in sl the mo
glorious rausic, the unity of it is yet morem;!
vellous—unity of spirit, unity of purpose, ayf
unity of effect. Consider the mechanism b
which this unity is 1o be produced, the g
rangemenis and adjustments of so may
sounds, with so muny modes of producingal
combining them, in song, hymn, anthem, sy,
phony—in all harmonies of dramatic fang
sacred and secular—these things, then, o
sidered, tell me whether an inventive and
creative masical genins is not, in the kno
works of God, among the rarest and the m
surprising.

The desire for popular effect has ing
music, a8 in these days it has injured ev
other art.  And the mischief, as in the case
all permanent mischief, has come from ¢
abuse of genins. Pagunini, who had the e
city of & wizard, to rule human passion as
listed, either from the vulgar mclination f
notoricty or gain, chose to wed empyricism
power. INot content with the high soverei
ty of 2 mighty artist, to hold 2 perfect sw:
over emotion, by culling antics on a sin
stringy he entered into competition with
dancer on the tight-rope. Men of genius, d
other instruments than the violin, have unidg
tunately been tempted to make that the r]

which Pagonini made the exception and
take that for their systent, which, with h
was only sport. These men of a true inspin
tion, cepable, if just 1o that inspiration,
moving souls in their profoundest cos
ness, have preferred ike wages of ingenuity
the immorality of feme. The noblest art
thus turned into elegant jugglery; and i
masician that so degrades it, is, to o cultiva
audience, precisely what a conjuror, who
eat fire or balance o poker on his nose, i8
country clowns. Trueart, to e sure, delig
i overcoming difficulties ; but it overco!
them for a purpose ; and the conguest it
a5 o means, but never stops in itas an end-
Within the Isst two winters I have heard,
common with enrapiured crowds, two s
ans, who, m the spirit of right eathusia
have subdued the obstinacy of # most obsun
msirument. The men L alinde to are Km
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and Bohrer—and the instrument is the violin-
cetfo.  Most glorious sounds have they flung
spon the winds of Yankee-land, and most de
ivotedly ave such of our free and enlightened
citizens, as the grace of God has blessed swith
{taste, gone to hear. Boih these men are mas-
Ecers, and both sredifferent.  Knoop isazealot,
jand you cannot but observe his zeal. Heis a
dozged ndorer of his instrument, and be clings
to 1t with ungainly gesture, but with fervid
love; onsard he eareers, in zephyr and in
wmpest, and, rising into exstacy lumself,
scems uncenscious of the exstacy he has
created.  Bohrer is earnest as well as Knoop;
but hie 13 earnest with more extetnal grace.—
e 1s perfectly at his ease—Jjooks blandly to-
wards the audience, from time to time—evinces
fus consciousness of their sympathy—throws
out his floods of rapture with a facility that
Imost appears indolent: in sprightly sallics,
ms to cheer his instroment with smiles—
nd in pensive passages, hangs over it with a
anguid and indulgent fondness. I constantly
things in the way of analogy; and, after
is fashion, regarding theinstruments of these
en as their wives, I will show in what aspect
ch artist was prescited to my vagrant ima-
nation. Knoop was au inspired rastic, that
lasped his bride and kissed her, and coered not
}+ho was present.  Bolirer was apolished and
krell-bred gentlemnan, whose affection was evi-
flent, but comme il faul~—in fact, Bolirer, with
is loved one, “ behaved himsel afore folk. ' —
Wet, with all this apparent ease and self-pos-
jessson, his soul was concentred in his work—
very touch, every movement, contributed to
fpcrease the excitement, or to decpen the im-
pression, untl thebrain was giddy to sickness
-unul the heart was full o suffocation.
Glorious, however, as such music is, its of
¢t 15 by no means universal. Itis too high-
arusticel for instincuive appreciation. The
nes to which the common heart responds
ie never elaborate or involved. The tonesto
Fhich our most touching asseciations are link-
H, 1t does not require training to feel. Thence
15, that the music which longest holds its
ower on us—which carliest begins its influ-
nce, and loses its influence the latest—the
usic which delights our childhood and cheers
ar age—which the popular memory preserves,
nd swhich the popular affections cherish~-this
usic 1s always simple.  Thus it is with the
usic of love. Love, being the simplest of
uments, rejects all but the simplest expres-
on, be this expression in word or tone.  The
ve-lyries of gurns are among the finest that

were cver written, and they are all ndapted to
old popular tuncs, not only familiar, but gven
homely. Burng, with the instinet of a true
poet, saw that whatever a nation preserves for
suceessive gencrations is pot conventional, but
haman. Guided by such an instinet, he took
up the old airs of his country, and wed them
to immortal verse. Carolan, the last of the
Irish bards, a man of rive genius and of noble
heart, was in melody what Burns was in verse
—a production of nature's finest moulding.—
Moore has given words to many of these airs;
but there is small congruity between the words
and the airs ; the words seewm written with the
oil of roses, but the airs are as the echoss in
lonely caves, or as the bteczes over mountain
heather. The music of patriotism is simple.—
All national nirs are simple. The power of
such airs you do not nced to be told. In
father-land, these airs, as you know, can en-
dow the heart with the bravery of a lion—in
cxile they subdue it to an infant’s weakness.
The Swiss, in foreign armies, you are aware,
cannot bear the “Ranz de Vaches.” The
Swiss are not in this peculiar. What Eriton
daoes not feel his heart beat more quickly as
the swell of his national anther: comes upon
hiscar? I havescenIrishmen aroused almost
1o madness by alocal melody. 1kaewablind
harper, who, after years, recognized an early
friend by the manner in which he danced te a
certain tume. 1 have heard of a poor Irish gird,
running into a parlour, convulsed in tears,
when a ledy was playing ¢ne of her nativebal-
lads : “O me'am ¥ she exclaimed, “dear, deavr
ma'am ! play that again, play that again! O,
dear lady, play that! I love to hear it!—
These sounds transported, over distance and
years, the spirit of the poor home-sick girl.—
She was again in the scenes of her infancy, of
her youth—-the hut where she was born, was
before her—~the parents that reared and bles-
sed her, started to her view—her kindred—her
playmates—her passages of girl's love and ro-
mance ~the tragedy and comedy of her unso-
phisucated woman’s life—were 2ll summoned
in those proguant tones.  The music of picty,
too, is simple. Simple were those strains
which the carly Christians murmured in dens
and caves of the carth : simplc are those Gre-
gorian chaunts, which the church has since
poured out in her triumph and glory : Simple
is that Aficercre, which, if all Christendom
could hear, all Christendom would tweep;
sitaple is that Stabat Mater, which describes
the divinest of women, in the holiest of sor-
rows: simple were those psalins, and hymns,
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and godly songs, by which the Scotch raised,’
among their glens and mountains, in the hard
days of persecution, the voice of an honest tes-
timony. This allusion to Scotland, calls to
mind 8 very remarkable efect of simple de-
votional music, to which I once was witness.
The church in which I heard it was notin con-
nexion with the Kirk, for it had the advantage
ofanorgan. A young student of the univer-
sity, on this occasion, played this organ. The
first verses of the hymn were hopeful and as-
piring, and the youthful artist adapted his mo-
dulation to the sentiment, with admirable skill.
The last stanza was deeply plaintive: without
changing the iune, by a rapid turn he alfered
the manner. The minister and Pis audience
suddenly burst into tears. How many his-
tories of the invisible Spirit~~how many secret
amals of the heart—~how many thoughts of
affection, of grief, of penitence—sad recallings
of the past—melancholy bodings of the future,
did these few touches awaken! Alas?t the
minstrel who called them up is now himself
but 2 memory. He has passed from enrth:
like the sounds which his genius awakenec,
hig life was a transient sweetness that soon
melted into silence. The hand which once
had such enchantment in its touch, is now
Tigid in the palsied grave: the heart so accord-
antly strung has had its living chords dissoi-
ved--a lute broken to fragments in the dust—
it will no more, to the ear of mankind, dis-
course most eloquent music. * * * % *

When my sequsintance commenced with
this young friend, he was a student in the
University of Glasgow. About eighteen years
of age, handsome, and of goodly presence, he
was withal a youth of most excellent spirit.—
To the refinement of mind, which springs from
liberal studies and good society. he joined the
caurtesy of an aoffectionate nature, and the
frankness of an honest heart. More a musical
enthusiast than a scholastic reader, he loved
the divine art with his entire soul ; and what-
ever hours he could abstract from his academic
exercises; and whatever money he could spare
from his necessary expenses, he devoted toits
cultivation.

My residence for a timo was in Greenock ;
and Greenock, which now by railvond is with-
in an hour’s travel of Glasgow, was then about
two hours’ sail by steamboat. By means. of
thi facility, my young friend had frequent op-
portunities of pleasant relaxation, and I the
privilege of agreeable society. My dwelling
was outside the town ; and the waves of the
beautiful Clyde washed almost the steps of my

door. Beyond its ample waters we eould sce
from my windows the towers of Rosneath,
crowning the noble woods which the high.
born Campbells had long called theirs; farther
in the view arose the Ayrshire mountains, and
sublimely over all was spread the many-colour-
ed, and the many-clouded sky of Scotland.~
Often were the occasions, and pleasant, when
we watched this landscape together—a land-
scape that had endless changes, and in every
change was glorious. Morning, evening, noon,
there was novelity, and when grief was absent,
novelty was rapture. Sometimes the sun
arose in clearness, and forest, and glen, and
mountain, and lake, met the eye in splendour,
and filled the heart with joy. But this sun,
which came out so fair, often went down in
blood-red flame, leaving the tempest and the
seas to rage in darkness. We gazed, and we
adniired ; but also we felt, that while we gazed
and admired, others trembled and wept. The
shore had mourning, and the deep destruction;
through the starlessarch of heaven were borne
the wailings of despair, while death, walking
in terror, gave his victims to a fathomles
sepulchre, with the shricking winds above them
for a dirge, and the eternal waters around them
for a shroud. Sometimes the morning dawn-
ed in gloom, with the river merely visible
through the sleepy vapours, and the highlands
hidden within depths of cloud. Butas theday
advanced, this curtain of mist would be folded
up; gradually the panorama expanded—first,
the plain came out freshly to the light; the
hill-side next appeared, with every hue play-
ing along its heather; finally, the bare and
rocky peaks boldly raised their lofty foreheads
in the open azure.

Numerous, also, were the wanderings whick
we have had in company; and he who has
roamed in Scotland with a congenial friend
has few greater luxuries to regret, and nont
greater to envy. With most moderate funds
and no ceremony, we had enjoyments whick
prompted us to pity kings. The hillsand th!
valleys at our threshold were in themselve:
exhaustless ; and taking a wide circuit, staffis

 hand and wallet on shoulder, satisfed witt

coarse fare, and rest where we could find it—
after a short sojourn, we roturned to the point
whence we set out, not much poorer in purse
and vastly nicher in happiness.

Let mo sketch a few of these vagrancies for
you, as illustrations of humble tourists it
search of the picturesque—no, not in scarct
but in enjoyment of it.

Once we set out from Greenock, on a sum:
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mer evening, to walk to Largs. Iargsis a
village on the border of the Clyde, nearer to
us mouth than Greenock, by, I believe, about
sixtcen miles. Our way lay along the river,
widening at every step, until it mingles with
the ocean. The atmosphere was so balmy,
that it was luxury to live; the horizon was
serenely clear, and, except the evening star,
there was no speck in the canopy ofblue. On
our left were the thick-leaved woods—on our
right the drowsy river—and, between them
both, we jogged on merrily, asto a bridal. In
the twinkling of an eye, the weather changed,
the air darkened—the winds grew loud—the
rain feli in torrents—the watersroared to mad-
ness—aight came—no shelter was at hand—
and we were yet some miles from our resting-
place. We reached the town atlast, drenched
1o the bone, and found & warm sbelter in a
hospitableinn. We were soon laughing iustily
in cosy blankets, extracting pleasure fror our
pains, with a table between our beds, smoking
with hot cakes, hot coffee, and hot cutlets.—
Willingly, I would take at any time again the
same endurance with the same enjoyment.
Sailings on the lakes, we have had also.—
We have seen the Trossachs, Loch Katrine,
and mused through the groves of Inverary.
We knew nothing of common-place and sys-
tematic travelling, and all to us was the fresh-
ness of nature, and the romance of tradition.
Inverary,~seat of the great Campbells,—
shrouded in the magic of story, and girded by
flood and mountain, was exciting to us, asif a
steamboat had never darkened its waters.—
Just as we were en.ering the gate, a gentleman
went in at the same time, of the ducal family,
who was then on an electioneering expedition
in the neighbourhooc. I had long desired to
sec 2 Highland gentleman in native costume,
and as I weat into the hall of Inverary Castle
1 was fully gratified. Campbeli of Islay was
standing there in full array, with kilt and dirk,
bonnet and plume, and the tartan of his clan.
He was all that a chieftain should be—of man-
ly appearance, of chivalric courtesy, and of
hospitable speech. Changed as socicty has
becn by modern revolution—and in much
changed for the better—the costume which
this gentleman assumed, when his desire was
1o ingratiate sympathy, evinced how long old-
werld notions dwell in the popular affection,
even when they have vanished from the popu-
ler theory. RFact it is, that nations, as they
grow in age, exist like individuals in the past;
and though the advance of years be often in
oth an advance towards idiocy and decay, the

' Lomc.. .

mere instinct of life renders the past nropor-
tionately more precious. Faci it also is,. .that
wha.ever be our logic, our feelings are conser-
vative, and our logic has no power, until a
goading pressure hasentirely reversed our feel-
ings.

Bodily, you were never, Lapprehend, in Scot-
land ; much, doubtless, you have been therein
spirit; for you have read—as who have n6t?—
Scott and Burns. I will show you, however,
what in reality may be done in the way of
touring in no great number of hours. Afteran
early breakfast one day, my young friend and
myself depatted from Greeneck : we suled up
Loch Gair to Arorchur: from Arorchar we
crossed a few wmiles to Tarbolton ; passed from
that point to the head of Loch Lomond ; sailed
down on the other side to Roadinnan, where
we stopped for the night at the foot of Ben
Rising at dawn, we climbed the
mountain, and met the sun upon his suomit.
Descenditg from the celestial to the earthly,
we did ample justice to a Scottish breakfast—
ad, even at this distance of time and space, 1
can honestly testify thet Dr. Johnson has not
overpraised it.

The scenery, as we again embarked on the
lake, appeared lovelier than before; for it is
indeed wonderful, how a hedrty meal brightens
the face of creation. Never, if you can possi-
bly avoid it, let hunger beset you in an excur-
sion amidst the beautiful. It is worse than
fog, cloud, rain—either separately or all toge-
ther. Itisa foul fiend, which sun, stars, hills
or glades can soothe into no complacency. It
banishes the smile of pleasure, and it silences
the laush of mirth. 1 have noticed a company
grow dull and sullen amidst scenery fair as
Eden. This insidious demon swas amongst
them ; and it was not until the wretch was
banished, by the powerful charm of a massive
loaf, that the scales fell from the eyes of his
victims.

To return, however, to our tour. Quitting
the foot of Ben Lowmond, the steamer carried
us to Balloch, the extremity of the lake on the
lowland side. Our travel then lay by Leven
Water, uniit we reached Dumbarton, from
which arotber steamer took us on to Greenock.
Within a circle, which may this be traversed
in aday, we passed through a succession of
scenes, glotious to the sight, but more glorious
to the fancy—inspiring from variety of objects,
but more inspiring from wealth of association.
When from the pimnacle of Ben Lomond I
looked down on the islet-speckled lake that
lay at his base in sunny sleep, or.around on
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the wild avilderness of hills and waters, my
imagination began to work, and it was solitude
no longer, for it became peopled by the witch-
eries of Scott. The poetry of Smollet came
with the evening breeze that played on Leven
Water ; and the memory of his genius, by his
native streams, made that stream sacred in
pensive thought, as we gazed on the shadow
of his monument in its placid brightoess.—
And, while leaning over the precipice of Dum-
barton, the moral sublimity of the patriot and
martyr-hero, Wallaee, to whom its castle gave
a dungeon, was more exciting to us than the
material sublimity of the sombre ro sk on which
the castle stands.

Wil you allow me to intrude on you the re-
collection of onc ramble? 1 had decided on a
visit 10 Edinburgh, and takein my wayaloiter
through the vale of Clyde. My friend wished
to bear me company as far as Lanark. I
reached Glasgow in the afternoon, and found
him ready to join me; but, unfortunately, the
stage-coach, which was the last for the day,
hed only one vacant place, and as I kad an
engagcment next morning on the way, that I
was obliged to sccure. I went on, therefore,
without him. It was a fine autumn cvening ;
the sun glanced gaily along the river, which
hereis within narrow banks, and dashes on
sporuvely in rustic buoyancy. The hard
smooth road, upon which previous rains had
laid the dust, was gemmed on cach border with
cheerful cotizges; luxuriant oichards, burden-
ed with fruit, hung over its sides; the horses
pranced away proudly and speedily ; thedriver
gossipped by turns with his passengers and
with his steeds; nameless jest and hearty
laughter hastened the time and shortened the
journey, nnti § found myself at the place where
¥ was to quit the coach. From this I was to
take a by-path to a village onthe hills.  Love-
Iy are these by-ways of Britain; lovely their
hawthorn hedges, trellised with ivy and honey-
suckle; lovely their shade and solitude—their
wild-Rowers and their birds—their perfumed
banks -for the traveller’s repose, and thaur
warbling concerts for hissolace. The twilight
was on the verge of darkness, when I entered
the hamlet at which I was to rest. 1 had fixed
myself in the parlour of its quict inn, and was
musing over a stiff cup of tea, when, to my
surprise and picasure, my fricnd bolted into
the room. He had ciossed the country on
foot, and enthusiasm bore lnm on without
fatigue, chzrmed by the new phases of beauty
which opened to his view at cvery step.  An
hour’s chay, and then to sleep, with the still-

ness of nature around ns, deep enough to keg
a Cockney awake. When an early heur
next morning found us again upon the roag
we proposed to breakfast with a farmer,
whom I had an introduction, and whoss res
dence was a few miles distant on our way.~
The head-man of the place, whose acquaint.
ance I had the privilege to make, came to o
cort us beyond thc borders, aad to do th
honours of his village. This head-man wa
the shopkeeper of the place, a dispenser ¢
most corr pheated morchandise, from pins i
reaping-liooks, from thimbles to plough-shares
with o goodly assortinent of hams and hy
rows, of gimeracks and gingerbread, of hogs
lard and primers, of soap and psalm books.-|
He was the grandee of the neighbourhood, th|
speculator, the capitalist, the man of sveald
and wisdom, a combined epitomeof Rothschi]
and Solomon. He put on his hat with dign:
ty—battoned his coat with satisfaction—waik
ed with measured pace—shook his head wiyj
profound sagacity—and intimated the posses
sion of a marvellous knowledge by his pause:
When we had attained the summit of so
rising ground that overlooked the village, i
turned round, folded his arms, and romaing
some moments in cloquent silence. A fin
contemplative serenity marked the expressio
of his features, as he surveyed the sphere ¢
his mercanule activity and his social consq
quence.  There it was, flooded with the lustd
of the morning sun, about hulf a mile beneay
us, and no corner of it concealed; a score ¢
low thatched cabinson oneside, ““ail in arow;
and a score to watch them, “all in a2 row,”of
the other. 'This architectural uniformity wi
clegantly relieved by two houses, which b
cach a second story—once the tavern, and
other belonging to our venerable friend.  Afig
a while, he addressed himself to me, with nies
imposing gravity: ‘“ Wonderful times theg
sir.”?

“Yes, verily,” answered 1.

“Wenderful times, sit.  All things goingb
steam, sir. Even babics grow faster now th
when I was a hairn.  Great times for knon
ledge and improvement. ¥We've come on
bit here, I can tell you, sir. Would you
lieve i1, sir, but thirty years ago there was n:
a3 dozen houscs in that town, and see, sir, wh
it isnow?’ He scomed quite elated in pom
ing to this remarkable itlustration of rapud pry
gress.  “‘But we know how to do things he
sir; we're an enterprising people, sir, that
are. Wedon’tgetonl ken, so quick as t
Glasgow folks; but in our own svay, sir; W
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manage matters to please ourselves: we're
steady and sure, that we are.”

“Though,” said I, *you have no forcign
commeree, I supposc you've an cxtensive do-
nestic business 77

“We've our share, sir,” and he shook his
noddle.

“Youdon’t happer to sell,” Ienquired, *any
Kilmarnock night-caps 77

“No, sir, no, sir; they're a drug here: we
canknit night-caps oursclves, sir—it’sabranch
of native trade. We're concerned a bit in the
cgg business, and we're about to form a joint
jwe chicken company; itll be a handsome
speck, sir.  We'veabuilding company, and we
hope by and by to have an insurance office:
'vo 2 small investment in the building, and
i1l givc them a decent penny towards the in-
surance affair.  Sound to the bone here, sir.—
Capital well invested, sir—good return, sir.—
Nothing like spirit, sir. ' What’s aman, what's
2 community without spirit? Nothing, sir,
nothing ; you could’nt do better, sir, than set-
tie among us—a growing place, on the high
road 10 prosperity. We intend soon to light
aur town with gas—finest coal for gas here in
the world, and we're talking of having a gas
company.”’

This was too much—it was notin humanity
to keep down cachinnation ; so, pleading haste,
1bade him a rapid good morning, and saved
my reputation.

Having reposed a few hours with our far-
mer host, and partaken of his hospitable fare,
2 leisurely strell brought us in the afternoon
1o Lanark. The farmer came with us, and did
not leave us until he consigned us to a brother
of his for the night. Though in the humble
occupation of a carrier, this brother had a
house that was the perfection of neatness, and
lis wife and himself were the perfection of
good nature. Our supper was from a board
covered with homely plenty. Wesleptincom-
pact little chambers, with beds and windows
curtained in the purest white; and we arosc
to a breakfast, at whieh we had trout, which
were that morning caught in a contiguous
strcam.  The scenery around Lanark is inex-
pressibly lovely, and the falls of Clyde, with
more beauty than sublimity, to any one who
has seen Niagara, ye, like all cataracts, defy
description.  But, though I cannut describe to
you the torrent, or the woodland paradise in
which it 1s embosomed, I can tcll you some-
thing of a young biacksmith, who was my
voluntery and unpaid guide. Attheupper fall,
wesat in a sustic bower ; we listened to the

roar of waters, and watched the tumbling flood,
which scemed, as its broken gushings mingled

with the sunbeams, a shower of gems and
rain-bows. Romaneeis in all conditions ; and

in every condition the poetry of the heart has
purity and exaltation. While I was admiring

this summer aspect of the fali, the blacksmith

dwelt on some of its winter appearances. He

used to sce it, when the frost congeuled its

brilliant driblets on the rocks, and when the

moon poured her splendour upon the forest and

the fall. And one used to seeit with him; and

here was the charm. In this bower he came
to meet his ladyc-love ; and here they mingled
the outpourings of affection with the voice of
song ; and she, who.was then a gladsome las-
sie, was now a youthful matron. Veryoddly,
had they heard Rossini’s music, or read Bul-

wer’s novels, they could not have courted with

more romance, or been fonder of sylvan shades
for their whisperings. But nature, after all,is
the greatest teacher. Young man and maid-

en, royal or rustic, may differ in expression,

but in little clse; for nature, which is no mon-

opolist, is not in the texture of the garment,

but in the living pulse that throbs beneath it.
This young pair, as well as the most refined of
aristocrats, would woo in silence and alone—
they sought the moonlight<and the grove, and
here they had a trysting place, whick Queen
Mab herself might choose, if she had an elfin
lover ; but no doubt the anthem of the oternal

cataract, that rushed beside and beneath them,

was a faint sound, while they breathed their
mutual vows; and the vista between hills to
the far-off sky, and the gleaming of stars upon
the dancing waters, were little heeded in the
reflection of love in meeting eyes. Wherever
nature can act in freedom, life in its essential
has much of equality—the worst anomalies of
life arise from the paralysis of nature by sordid
destitution, or the perversion of nature by arti-
ficial desires.

The truth of thesc remarks had practicai if-
lustration in another, but very opposite kind of
person, whom 1 cameacross in this neighbour-
hood, ard on this evening. A few nights pre-
viously, I had been in the theatre in Glasgow,
and was profoundly affected by the pathos
which a young performer threw into his act-
ing. He was, as I found upon enquiry, a per-
son of some genius, but of no discretion. He
once had highest prospects on the London
boards—was admired by the clder Kean, and
at his recommendation procured an cxcelient
engagement. But drinking and dissipation
ruined all. In the foam of the goblet all high



214

THE AMARANTH.

aspiration was drowned, ambition quenched,
and hope forever datkened. He not only ne-
glected his studies, but forgot his appointments,
and when be ought to have been in the green-
room, was insensible in the tavern. The re-
sult is clear; confidence wvas taken from him,
and he was cast upon the world with pitiless
contempt. Now and then a provincial man-
ager would have bim in a favourite part, and
oun such occasions needed all precautions to
keep him sober. On the evening that I was
1n Lanark, I saw, by bills through the town,
that he was to give recitations, and I went to
hear them. The place, I think, was an old
market-house. The elocutionist came from
behind a sort of screen. His face was paleand
pimpled, his eyes heavy, his graceful person
clad in vesture that was gs worn as himself.—
His boots were patched, his trousers brushed
to thin elemental threads, and his coat button-
ed closely to t:2 chin. He was accompanied
by a female, already passce in age and beauty ¢
her dress was tawdry, rouge was stuck upon
her pallid and withered features. She took
part in some dialogue pieces, and was affecta-
tion, vanity, and poverty, personified. The
gentleman, although he seemed to have taken
some strong drink, recited with exceeding
truthfulness and force, and with a simplicity
that combined fine perception with high cul-
ture. But to whom did he recite? Besides
my young friend and self, there were two fac-
tory girls—three men, in soiled fustian jackets
~—half a dezen young scamps, that yelled like
waolves or jackalls—a dandy, that kept his hat
on, and sucked the head of his cane, and an
old crimson-nosed toper, that snored after the
first five minutes, to the close of the perform-
ance. The weary and wretched speaker re-
tived from this beggarly bundle of auditors
without encugh to pay for the dirty tallow
candles, which dropped their grease upon the
floor, and made the darkness both dismal and
visible. And thus, while this man of genius
was a ruined outcast, without friendship or
funds, by means of inordinate passions and
disordered will, a humble mechanic, by moder-
ate wants and unsophisticated affection, had
secu~ed all the pleasures which wisdom can
seek, -or which earth can bestow—the bles-
sings of health, competence, love, and home.
AtLanark, my young friend and I separated;
hereturned to Glasgow and I went on to Edmn-
burgh. Once againIsawhim. He wasgoing
home to England, to spend the vacation. He
was in the heyday of life and hope; already
the gladness that awaited his return was be-

fore him in vuticipation ; the clasp of his f
ther’s hand ang the oressure of his mother,
bosom ; the merry welcome of his brothen
and sisters, and the hearty grectings of hi
school-day companions. He arrived to enjy
all that he had anticipated, but he did not en
joyitlong. From an evening circle of mird
and gaiety, he came away loaded with feve
and died, after an illness of two days. As b
image often comes to me in the recellection|
that people the summer twilight or the wing]
interval, between the closing of the shutte
and the hghting of the candles, I could i
omit a reminiscence of him, from theindividu
musings which these scribblings are intend
to record.
Edinbusgh, the beautiful and the far-fame
I mention only fur the sake of a little inciden
Lions, I like well ta see, and I saw them; b
they have been described to the extremity of
hair and the point of a claw. I have nothuy
to ada to these zoological researches; an
truth to say, if I had the ability, I want the
clination. The most agreeable hour I spe
was with Mr. Steele, then a young sculptor
eminent promise; promise which he has sin
fulfilled. The stamp of an artist was on |
pale and thoughtful countenance; his me
gestures and expression had a grace whic
evinced an innate perception of the fair andt
fit, Like every man of a true inspiration,
was modest and courtcous. Heled me throug
his studio; shewed me works in differen
stages, from embryo thoughts, rudely fashio
cd into ciay, to those which stood completels
embodied in the full maturity of chisciled ma
ble. Sculpture, I ventured to observe, wastk
most perfect manifestation of ideal beaus;
through matcrial form. He seemed pleas
with the remark ; merely, I suppose, becau
it implied & desire to judge of his art with
rational appreciation. I went from his doo;
confident of his progress. I had no critu
skill: I could give no reason for the faith ths
was in me; but the faith was there, and 1t b
been since justified. A few minutes after qu:
ting his door, I was seated in a canal pack
boat, making all speed back to Glasgow. O
other passenger was in it, and that was
young lady. The circumstance justified co
versation without anintroduction, and are lon
we were deep in gossip about things in general
and Edinburgh 1n pariccular.  Imentioned m
visit to Mr. Stecle, and gave hearty utterand
to the feelings which it inspired. “J, sir/
said she, “ am Mr. Steele's sister.” Pleasan
it wags to me, that my words were not word
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f censure; pleasant to me afterwards wasthe
emory of this praise; and, flowing honestly
nd warmly as it did from a stranger’'s lips to
sister’s eary, I would fain hope that to the
hdy herself it was also pleasant. I would not
br the critical powers of Longinus, and the
pulent wit of Rabelais, have wounded that
qung girl’s feelings ; and yet, unconsciously,
night have stung them to the quick. Mr.
wele hasrecently been selected by Sir Robert
el to execute one of three great national
orks.

Thus the stream of ycars flows on, sweeping
me to oblivion, and carrying others to the
pen day of fame. But, after all, this course
only comparative. The most noted will
ink at lact with the most obscure. My young
iend awakened a few tonesof emotion within
e circle of a span, and then ‘came silence.—
Kte Scottish sculptor has made for his con-
eptions lasting habitations in solid forms.—
et had my young friend an imagination as
pighty in harmony as Handel’s, he would,
Eolwithseunding, be forgotten; and had the
cottish sculptor the plastic chisel of Phidias,
like destiny would also be his. The statues
f Greece are in ashes, and the music of Zivn
agnot left an echo. Time not only wears
ot arts, but ultimately it will alter nature.—
Not only the sound of the lute and the lyre
ie, but so will the sound of the wind and the
kave: the colours of the pencil fade, so will
he glory of the sun: the sculptured marble
noulders, so will the mountain from which it
rashewn. The onlyimmortality is TnoucaT,
nd that which thought inhabits—Serr1T.

@@ Bere

For The Amaranth.

THE FIRST ROSE OF SUMMER.

've a beautiful flower, ’tis the summer’svose,

tblooms 'neath a bower where the jessamine
grows;

U've watched the deep tint of each delicate leaf,

vike my childhood it ope’d—free from sorrow

or grief.

Sweet tose, I have loved thee, and cherished
thee well,

For around thee there lingers a soft mystic
spell;

And though beauteous and bright, thy young
life now appears,

Yet with sighs I bend o'er thee, and kiss thee
with tears.

For I know that ere long thou wilt wither
away—

Thy green stem will soon dreop, and thy soft
leaves decay—

While the zephyrs which now lightly catch
thy sweet breath,

Will still gambol when thou shalt Ke faded in
death.

And I know that thoagh now thou art bloom-
ing aud gey,

Though thouw’rt smiling and blushing thy sweet
life away,

Yet 'neath the smooth Icaves that thy green
stem adorn—

There is hidden, oh! me, there is hidden a
thorn.

Shonld thy radiant beauty—thy breath soft
and pure—

To thy side some poor wanderer unhap’ly
allure;

If rudely he’d snatch thee, oh, let himbeware,

For “under the rose” there is hidden a snare.

Oh, thug, 'tis with life, when cach pleasure
is bright—

When around us there flits no dark shadow of
night;

When fondly we dream, we'se sceure from the
storm,

It will burst o’er »ur heads, for concealed is
the thorn.

And though joy’s fairy barque o’er a smooth
sea shall glide,

Though hope furl her sails, and wild mirths
stem the tide—

Yet ’neath sorrow’s chill blasts joy znd mirth
will soon die,

While hope plumes her wings for a home im
the sky.

Love, too, truant love, a bright spell he can
weave,

He is constent and true, (so he bidsug beheve ;3

But when once we have yiclded and clasped
his slight form,

Like our rose, we shall find that he too, has a
thorn.

Then trust not to earth—fickle fortune may
blcss—

Gentle voices zliure us, and fond enes caress;

The pure flowers of love deck our youth’s rosy

morn,
Yet all theso may fade, and leave naught but
the thorn. HagrrieT.

Frederic'on, N. B., July, 1843.
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AN INCIDEXNT IN THE LIFE OF A
NAVAL OFFICER.

It has been vemarked by somebody, that the
happicst part of our existence is passed at
school. I will not pronounce a verdict in
favour or against this observation, but content
myself with the remark, that of the many
agreeable companions with whom my wander-
ings have made me familiar, 1 cannot call to
mind happicr reminiscences than those con-
nected with Ralph Munday. Westudied navi-
aation on the same form, and, notwithstand-
ing he was my senior by two years, therc ex-
isted betwecen us a strong feeling of friendship.
The attachment of boyhoud, however ardent
the feelings, rarely stands the rude bufiets of
this every-day working world, and disappoint-
ment is almost the common lot.

With Ralph Munday, however, areccnnect-
ed some of the happiest and brightest of my
scholastic recollections : we studied the same
noble s¢ience together, and both aspired tobe-
come conspicuous in the soul-stirring profes-
ston which our youthful imaginations looked
forward to with curiosity and wonder.

Often did we speculate upon the chance of
our meeting at some distant day in a foreign
land, in the event of which how fresh and
vivid would be the recollections of our mimic
navigation in the village brook which bornded
the old school-house. These, and muny simi-
lar scenes, are scared into the brain of ong,
who remembers them enly as delustons of the
past—as dclusions that existed only for the
hour in which they occurred, and not as the
fruit of that blossom which futurity wasto ¢x-
pand and ripen into perfeciion. Even at the
distant day I narrate thisincident, Iremember
the sorrow I expericnced at parting with my
early friend to join his ship; and althongh the
brevity of a schoolboy's sorrow has passed
into 2 proverb, minc was an cxception o the
rule.

The time soon arrived when I was doomad
to follow his example; and being appointed to
H. M. frigate L—, bound 10 the East Indian
Archipelago, Bornco, Celebes, and the thou-
sand other islands whick stud the ocean in
that inlesesting portion of the globe, I Jeft
home with the sobs and blessings of a fond
mother ringing in my cars for many a mile,
and I joined the ship upon her distant voyage.
I shall not attempt the descripiion of 2 voyage
to Indi, or of any of the difierent islands on
which I landed ; but proceed at once with the
narration of the incident whick, az the ume of

its occurrence, produced in me an overpowgr.
ing sensation.

‘The supply of wood and water having s
much reduced during the voyage, it became
necessary o put into Paja Hassa roadstead, i
the Island of Sumatra, for a supply of thes
indispensable articles.

Nothing can surpass the extreme beauty
this island, clothed with trees of every tn
down to the margin of the sea. The gracefe
palm, nodding its tall, feather-like foliage
the passing brecze—the gigantic camphor, §
forest in itself——the waving acacia and the fre-
grant oleander contributing with the bnilee
lhues of the tropical birds to complete the ex-
chantment of the place. On a beautiful ever,
ing the cruiser anchored in the roadstcad.~
The Malays, who inhabit this paradisc, are s
remarkable for their treachery as the place s
noted for its beauty, and many are the deedsd
blood and ferocity with wihuch they have sta
cd its shores. On the present occasion o
were determined to be upon our guard, and, o
no pretence of fricndship, to allow ourselvesyy
be lulled into a confidence which tiese crvsd
savages might turn to their own advantage.

As soon as the ship was at anchor the
pushed off in their canoes, bringing such prd
duce as they imagined would inducc us to trad
with them. A lively barter soon commenas
between the scamen and the natives, in 1
midst of which I reccived orders to join ik
watering party going ashore. A Afalay wii
had been a voyage 1o Bengal in a country shi;
who spoke a little English, undertook to piid
the bLoats into a bay where the water-buty
might be safely got on shore. The distany
from the ship to the land was about two mils|
between which 2 strong tide was running.~
The beach was low and sandy, and a heawd
ground-swell and surf umbled into the ity
bay in which it was our intention to land. I
was arranged that we shonld proceed 1o 13
cenate of the bay, and houl the boats aid
water-casks upon the beach, and go in scard
of the spring with thie main body of the m
leaving mysclf and 1wo others to light a &
upon the beach in sight of the ship. As =om
as the firc was visible to those on hoard thed
were to answer the sigaal by hoisung a lay
thorn at the mizen-peak 3 ang, in the even: d
an attack by the Malay's, the fire was to
exunguished, and assistance should be serts
the watenng-party wnmediately. By thetuml
we reached the shore it was quite datk.

No event of any consequence occarred unt
we arnived at the cdge of the suif. when
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native pilot requested the men to rest upon
iirer oars, while he hailed hi= countrymen
vho were assembled upon the beach in great
pumbers. The party in the boai, expecung
conic treachery was meant, demanded of him
the nature of his intention, but before he could
meke himsclf intelliz ble, the effeet of his con-
duct became sufficiently apparent. I have be-
‘fyre mentioned the dense nature of the foliage,
‘which in places overhangs the sca.  The spot
sclected for the landing of the boats was of
s description, which cnabled the Malay to
atroduce us to his island in a novel and pic-
haresque manner.  The hum of vaices on shore
ceased 5 in places we obscrved torches carried
wand fro, winch soon increased to hundreds ;
sresently they were carried into the trees over-
hanging the sea, and causcd sufficient light to
be thrown upon the foaming water, to enable
ts o0 avod the difficulties of the navigaiion in
wlich we were engaged. My powers of de-
'serption are inadequate to give even a faint
Hea of the wild and picturesque appearance of
hhe shore, covered by groups of half-naked
alays, with blazing fires in their hands, yel-
dmgy hooting, and capering about in a frantic

ner, their glowing eyeballs slvaing in the
und glare of the torches; giving them more
the appearance of demons about to perform
some horrid nites or uncarthly sacrifice, than
human beings with whom we were about to
cxchange offices of civility.
Qn landing, the party inmediately separated.
the main body traversed the margn of the sea
L the right of the bay, in scarch of the spring,
he Malays following them with their torches;
e scamen who weac left with me kecping
txcir Tetiring figures in view unul the torches
I she nauves, from the eficets of distance, as-
ramed the appearance of fire-flics, when an
ngle of rock, round which they defiled, shuat
2em out from our view.

Having lighted a fire and collected a toles-
hle supply of fuel 1 extended mysclf upon the
each, and raflected upon the singularty of
Dy situauion : one fecling, however, was pre-
Jominant, and that was mistrust of the Ma-
prs.  Hourafter hour rolled on, and no sounds,
[eept the beating of the surf upon the shore
23 the howl of the wild beasis i the foreet,
£l epon the car.

1 s00n found the task of maintaiming 2 good
sea difficult one, and, to render 1t morc so,
zrain foll about nudnight in torrents, and
Sowing if the Gre was extinguished, no mat-

tnder what circumstances, a boat would be

tous wiﬁ; an armed crew, I mnde every

exertion to prevent such an unnccessary dis-
play and trouble. Our united exertions, though
increased to the utmost, were insufficient, and
the flames no longer ascended to that height
which was thought sufficient for the look-out
on board to distinguish. ‘Taking one of the
scamen with me, together with alanthorn and
an axe, we procecded to make 2 wider range
mn search of fuel than hiad hitherto been done.

Whnle proceeding along the beach in search
of driftwood, the man a little in advance of me
stumbled agamnst an upnght pillar of wood
firmly fixed in the earth, about a foot square
and five feet bigh, and which had evidently
been shaped into 1ts form by other hands than
those of the inhabitants of the 1sland on which
it stood. 1 tried to move it, but our united ef-
forts were of no avail. It was, however, too
valuable a prize to relinquish, and we accord-
ingly commenced operations by strking the
axc into the head of the pillar, in order to in-
sert a wedge to split it open.  Whilst the sea-
man was endeavouring 1o extricate his axe
after inflicting 2 heavy blow upon the top of
the massive post, I 100k the lanthorn in my
haud to examine it closely, when my curiosity
was excited by £ading that letiers had been
rudely carved upon it. Desiring the man ia-
stantly to desist, 1 commenced 2 minute ex-
amination of it, and 1n amazement read thefol-
lowing mscription :—

“ Near this pillar arc interred the remainsof
Mi. Ralph Munday, who, together with four-
teen men, wasbascly murdered by the Malays,
when cngaged on a watering party, — day of
— 18-

It was the humble tomb of my schoolfcllow,
Ralph Munday ; and such was our mectuing 1n
a foreign land !

-»930«..
FARE THMEE WELL.

Fanrwrin! whatc'er my lot may be
While tossed on lifc’s tempestuous sea ;
Tl ¢cvery nerve in death shall thnll,
I'll love thee, love theg, Tove thee sull !

Should storms of sorrow o'ct my path
Unfoid thair raven -wings of wrath,

Or plcasure sirew my path with flowers;
I'll change not with lfe’s chunging hours.

Farcwell ! may peace thy sieps atiend,
Tl bife's brief pulgrimage shall end;
Then may we mect on that bright shore,
Where farewell 10ars are shed no more!
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THE VISIT OF FORTUNE,

Wreary with play, a gentle boy
Lay down awhile to rest,
When Fortune came, with gifis of joy;
And bade him choose the best.
““Butheed thee! child, choose once and well,
I move by wizard time,
A moment—and I weave my spell
Far in another clime.”

Light in that urchin’s glancesburn’d
And gladness overmuch,

As one by one each toy he tura’d
Beneath his carious touch;

Now this contents his changing will,
Now that his eyes pursue;

Pleas’d, he retaineth one—until
Another charms his view.

But as the youth, the glittering store,
Surveyed in doubt profound,

The mystitc wand which fortune bore
Dial'd the moment 'round;

True to the time, the maid of Fate,
Fled with her gifts of cost,

2nd left the boy to mourn, 100 late,
The prize for ever lost.

Oh! ye of manhood's pond'ring dreams,
Whose pulses bound with health,

Tastenot yourhours o'er changing schemes
Of speculating weeslth;

Hold fast, on what—considered well—
Your heart and judgment fix,

And you will never hawve to tell
Of Forune’s fickle tricks.

PG
THE POETIC IMPULSE.

AWAY vain yearnings ;';r a wild ideal?
Why tempt ye me, like visions from above ?
Why throng round one who dwellsamid things
real,
YWho quaffs the cup of carthly hopeand love ?

Away ! away ! and leave me stiil 10 follow
The vatied path God gives me to pursnoe;

The joys of fancy are but false and hollow;
They shall not win me to forget the t~uc.

Away, nor tempt re with y ~arbngh crevealings
Of pocsy’s sweet fairy land ot arcams;
Better for me to nurse the gentle feelings
Which light my home with czlm content-
ment’s beams.

Away?! away! ye make my footsicps falter,
When o'er my quict way your fair forms come,
'To her who serves at the Penates' altar,
The Delphic oracles must sull be demb.

A QUEEN FOR A DAY,

On acold and rainy day in the month of
April, 1791, a post chaise with four horses,
was seen 1o travel the road between Lons-ie-
Saoulnier and Besancon. Two persons ocew.
pied the earriage—one of them, a tall, hand
some, elegant-looking figure, reclined alone in
the back, whilein the front was seated a young
woman whose dress and manner at once bs
spoke the waiting-maid.

“YWhat o'clock is it 7’ asked the mistress of
the maid.

% Pour o’clock, madame.”

i We shall never arrive—the postillions ar
frightfully slow.”

“The road is very bad, madame.”

“YWhat a horrible delay—1 was sore my
nerves would play me some disagreeable trick;
detaired three days at Lons-le-Sanlnier, it ant
unfit to continge my ronte, with such serion:
reasons to wish it ended ; end to add to my
misery, to go so slowly; I believe at cach
change of horses they have given me the mos
miserable beasts possible to procure.”

“But, madume, uafortunately we are gallop,
ing the whole way, for the jolts are enough t
dislecate our joints ; it is your uncasiness an%
impatience prevents your fecfingir. "This cou
try is pretty, bat the day is so wet—I am su:]
that young men who follows us finds we g
too fast.”

“How ! is he there still 7°

¥ Yes, madame, but a few. paces from M
carrigge; he hos not lost an inch of ground |
He i3 a very good horseman.”

“He must be 2 most determined idler 1
make a journey of seven or oght leagues, o
weather ke this.”

“ Say ratker, madome, that he nmost be vo
mnch in love”

*He must be mad to follow a person whed
he scatcaly has seen, and never spoken 10"

“Jt only proves that they have still a re
nant of chivairy in the provinces. I sho:é

like to sce our fashionables of Versailles
Paris gallop in that way in weather like ¢
and a road bad enough 10 break one's net
trost me they do not give themselves mog
trouble, they are expert at talking nonsens
ot in following up an casy intriges, bat m
assuredly they wonld not do as this ho
provincwel.?

® And they are perfectly right, for what
this young man gain bot g broken back o
pleurisy.”?

% Poor fellow ¢
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“You pity him, Suzannc; has he bought
sou over 77

“ You know me too well, madame, to sus-
pect such a thing, the chevalier—"

“#Ah! itis a chevalier 3"

“Did L not tell you so, and morcover, be-
fore you torc his letters, you vead them and
they were signed ; his name is De daillettes,
and of 2 good family.”

“ Why, this a conquest really flattering.”

“ He saw you enter theinnat Lons-le-Saul-
qier, he saw you again when yon went to the
window, and he fell in love with you. You
must know, madame, there are hearts in the
world capable of love at first sight, and you
should neither be offended nor surprised at
having inspircd a sudden passion.”

“But I hope you have been discreet. You
have not told him who ¥ am? You know I
have good reasons for preserving the incognito,
m this journey ; it is for that reason I did not
permit the Due de L—, the Marquis de C—,
nor any of my faithfal ‘vasals’ to attend me.”

“Be assured he knows no more than any
dse; and it is not his fault, for he did not spare
guestions. Y answered him as ¥ did every one
dse, that you were called Madame de Pryac,
and that you travelled for pleasure. But this
did not satisfy him, his curiosity was strong
enough to make him shake a purse of gold,
hoping the sound of it would make me more
communicative. When he saw that his offers
wonnded m ~ delicacy, that my discretion was
incorruptible, he tried conjectures: no doubt,
sud hie, it 13 a person of consequence whom
the troubles and misfortunes of France have
obliged to seck safety in flight, but I ghell fol-
low her to the end of the world.”

“You see that this foolish fellow will end
‘by compromising me.”

They stepped 1o change horses, and after a
moment's silence Suzanne tecommenced the
conversation—

#See,” said she, “ this poor chevalier, who
stll pursues us, and bears his wetting with a
faucnce quite praseworthy.”

* Docs it still continue {0 rain 7™ replicd Aa-
éame Pryne.  Thea drawing the glove off her
white and beautifuily-formed hand, covered
with diamonds, she ran her fingers through
the curls of her fair hair, arranged the lace of
37 cap, and, notwithsianding the rain, leancd
b head a tittle out of the window of the car-
rage, 0 truc is it that ze2l, devouon, and ob-
sizey, are slways rewarded in the end.

“Where are we ?” asked the handsome tra-
veller of the postitlion.

At Naux.”

“ And the next stage?”

" Jougne.”

“Is it a good place to stop "

¢ Certainly, 8 town of seven thousand souls,
and at the hotel of the Lion d'Argent yon are
as well treated as in a palace.”

“That will do very well.”

In this little dialoguc the words were for the
postillion, and the look for the chevaler, for
Madame de Pryne was not 2 woman without
pity, and after this actof charity she closed the
carriage window.

 Does madame intend to pass the night at
Jougne ¥ asked Suzanne.

# No, no, we shall continue our journey to-
night; you knrow that I ought to be at Besan-
con ¢o-morrow morning ; we shall only stop
for supper at the Lion d’Argent, where youare
as well treated as in a palace, and then weshalt
continue our route.”’

Scarcely were the two travellers seated at a2
table in the famous inn of the Lion d’Argent,
when o functionary weanng a tri-coloured
scarf entercd the dining-room, and fixing up-
on Madame dc Prync a scrutinizing look,
seemed to comparz her features with some-
thing written on 2 paper which he held in ns
hand. After this examination, by which he
scemed profoundly occupicd, the functionary,
who was no less than the mayor of Jougne,
desired the travellers 10 shew him their pass-
ports.

adame de Prync scemed embarrassed—

% Could you not spare us, sir,"” said she “tlus
formality ; all our papers arc shut up in onc of
our portmanteaus.”

©Y am very sorry,"” drily rephied the officer,
“but no onc can avoid submitting to procedure
so important a1 present in thiscountry.  Your
trunks must be opened.”  And notwithstand-
ing the ill humour shown by the ladics, the
trunks were token from the carrlage, and
brought into the great room of the Lion d'Ar-
genl. The largest was first opened, and what
was the astonishment of the mayor on finding
a tolerably large bag full of gold.

“\What is this 77 cried the offcer, astoundai.

“You sce very well, sir,” replicd Madamede
Prync, smiling; “they arc lovis and double
louis. Isitnot allowable tocarry such travel-
bkng?!

“That's 2s 1t may be, 1adame—there ap-
pears to mc o be a large amount.”

“Qh? but turty thousand francs at most.™



220

THE AMATIANTH.

“Thirty thousand francs looks very like
emigration.”

¢ Indeed, do you think so 7’

“Qh! you are quite right to aflect indiffer-
ence: but I am not so casily decerved.”

I see that there is no necessity for my in-
terference, for you scem to manage very well,
for yourself.”

* A truce to railliery, if you please, madame:
my character and the insignia of my office
must be respected.”

“Believe me, sir, they have my profound
respect.”

“Very well, madame: but with your per-
mission I must continue my examination.”

“ Just as you please, sir.”

The mayor of Jougne was goirg to reply,
when, in lifting a linen cloth, he saw a quantity
ofrich embroidery, and drew from the port-
manteau two dresses covered with gold, and a
velvet cloak, trimmed with ermine, and fasten-
ed with a clasp of diamonds.

“Ha " said he, “these coincide exactly with
my suspicions.”

“Will you be good enough to tell me what
these same suspicions may be 2"

“Confess first that the name of Piyne,
which youhave written in the book of the inn,
is a feigned onc.”

“I acknowledgeit.?

* That is cnough—you nced not tell me any
more.

*“Where is the harm in travelling under a
feigned name, when the incognito conceals
notliing wrong 7°

¢ IWe shall sce that, madame.”

“ Let us end this sceng, sir; I will show you
my passport.’

“*Tis not worth while; your passport signi-
fies notlung 10 mc now, and I will dispense
with your showing 1t. Doubtless, 1t s casy
cnough to procure faise papers—but stay, here
we have cnough to confound ail dissimulation
and destroy the mystery with which you try
10 surround yoursclf.”

And as he spoke b hfted lus arms tricmph-
antly i the air, holding 10 onc hand a crown,
and in the other a sceptre of gold.

“There is no doubt now ; I know who you
are.?

“ You will perhaps tel! me, then 7°

' Manec Antoinette, of Austna !’

“#The Queen 17

% Yeg, madame; and you wish to emiarate
ta Switzerland. I was prepared for you.”

“Rezlly. you knew that the Qneen, Manc

Antoinette, intended to make her escape, an)
pass through here ?”

“ Certainly ; they susnected your intentions
at once and sent me word, and you sec tha
my Vigilance does not slecp.  And now in the
name of the law I seize you.”

“ Without further proofs 7°

“T need no other.”

“And if T again beg of you to examine m
passport 7’

“’Tig usecless ; what signifies a passport T

“Then, nothing willshake your conviction?

“ Nothing, madame.”

“In that case, sir, I must submit.”

Suzanne had several umes attempted 10 !
terrupt the conversation, but with an imperoy;
gesture her mistress commanded her silence.

The Queen and her maid were now ledged
in the best apartment of the Lion d’Argent
with two sentinels placed at their door; th
tattoo was beat ; all the infiuential persons ¢
the place were summoned ; the national guard
were under armg, and the local anthorities ¢
tablished themselves in the Jarge room of th
inn. Waen all the notabilitics of Jougne wer
united, they deliberated upon what they shoul:
do in a case of such political consequence. !
furious demagogue, the chief of their parts
commenced speaking in these terms :—

* Citizens—We have just made a great caf
turc; but as a famous general once said, ‘it
not cnough to conguer, you must profit by ti
victory.,” In a few days the eyes of all Frang
will be upon us; for proud Jougnc is one ;
the number of ilustrious cities which belong!t
history. Let us raise ourselves te the grax
deur of our new position, and et us merit 1Y
approbation of ihe nation which shall soon b
hold us; may the wisdom of Cato and 4
patriotism of Brutus inspirc us; may our &
cision be thought worthy to be placed side H
side with the sublime sentences of the Gred
Arcopagus and the Romon senate. 'Tis thy
I proposc :—thc patriots of Jougne shall forg
themselves into a battalion, place Maric A:
toninette of Austria in the middle of the ranid
and conduct her to the bar of the national
sembly ; cach of us 10 carry one of the insy
nia of the royalty that we have arrested
flight—this sceptre, this crown, this 7oy
mantie, and all this golden frippery wh
wounid our republhicrn eyes; we shall pl
our spoils upon the aliar of our country,
we shall return glotiously to our firesides, aft
having reccived the felicitations of our broth
and the thanks of liberty.  And that it she:
cost nothing to the nation, I demand that ¢
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thirty thousand francs seized upon the fugitives
should be employed in paying the expenses of
our journey.”

This specch caused a great sensation; but
the more moderate, who always spoiled the
finest flights, proposed and carried, by a ma-
jority of voices, that they should await the
orders of the national assembly.

At this moment the Chevalier de Maillettes,
wno had been delayed by a fall, arrived in the
hotel of the Lion d’Argent, wet, splashed, and
wearied. The first thing he asked on entering
was, had they seen two ladies passin a yellow
carriage 7 At this question the landlord seized
him by the collar, and dragged him before the
committee.

“YWho are you 7" said the president.
is your name ?”

“Isidore de Maillettes.”

“Whatappointment do you hold under those
persons, for whom you asked on your arrival
here 7"

“I don’t know them.”

“You don’t know them, and you pursuc
them in this fashion? You don’t know them,
and yet you scek thera ! Anunhappy attempt
to conceal the truth 1

“] don’t unders.and you, sir.”

“Tndoubtedly,” said the chief of the Jaco-
bins of Jougne, * this man conceals his real
name and rank; heis some noble of Versail-
les, the Prince of Lamballe or Polignac, per-
haps the Count d’Artois himself, secretly re-
turned to France—search him.”

They found upon the chevalier four louis, a
watch, and a love-letter folded, sealed, but
without address ; this letter was the objcct of
profound examination.

“What

They sought to find 3 mysterious and polit-
ical mncaning in the phrases of gallantry which
1 contained, but it was time lost; for the gov-
crnment of Jougne did not understand the sci-
cnee of interpretation.

“We shall send this letter to the national
assembly,” said the president, * who will, per-
haps, be more fortanate than we are, and find
akey to those tender hieroglyphics.”

“Can yon deny, sir, that this letter was for
the Queen 7°

“What Queen 77

“Deceit is useless; we came here to arrest
Marie Antoinette of Austria.”

“Arrest! here!  The Queen, Maric Aatoin-
ete

“Ycs, vou sce conccalment is out oi the
question, and “twould be better for your own

sake to hide nothing from us. What'can you
tell us of our prisoner 7

“Me? 1 have never seen her.”

“You still persist in your absured systcm,
and declare that you do not know the persons,
whom you asked after, on coming into the
nn?”’

“YWhat! the lady in the yellow carriage
whom I have followed all the way from Lons-
le-Saulr :r, the Quecen of France?”?

« Catizen,” replied the president, in a stern
voice, ©1 suspect vou wish t¢ mock us; but if
s0, know that we shall make yourepentofit.”

As the chevalier did not reply, they thought
it useless to question him further, and deter-
mined on keeping him a prisoner.

When they had decided the fate of the clie-
valier, they sought the Queen, to inform her
of their determination with regard to her.

“ Qur secretary,” said the orator, * 1ndites,
at this moment, a letter to the national assem-
bly. You must remain prisoner hereuntil the
return of the messenger, who will departin an
hour.”

1 also have written to the national assem-
bly,” replied the Queen ; * will you have the
goodness to forward my letter with yours?”

“Willingly; and untl we receive a reply
from Paris, thirty-six frangs a day shall be al-
lowed for yourcxpenses, taken from the money
found in your possession, and twenty-four for
the lady who accompanied you, and for the
young man wkho has just arrived.”

“ A young man, did you say? It must be
the unhappy Chevalicr de Maillettes.”

©* s such he calls himseif; but we have
no doubt it is only assumed to concesl 2 name
of more importance. ‘There is nothing to pre-
vent your secing this person; if you wish he
shall come to your room.”

¢ ¥ wish it much,” replied the Queen; and
then added, in a dignified manner, “you may
retire, genilemen.”

The moment after De Maillettes entered the
room paleand trembling. The Queen received
him with a gracious dignity ; while he kneit
16 her, and taking her hand which she held
out 1o him, touched it respectfully with his
lips.

© Wil your majesty deign to pardon the te-
mesity of my pursuit?® said he, humbly.—
% ATy ignorance must be my excuse.”

“ [ pardon you, sir; and sce nothing in your
conduct but an exalted devotion to our royal
person.”

“Putit 1o the proof, madame, and I shall
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brave the greatest dancer to show myself
worthy your clemency.”

“ Well, chevalier, you have nat long to wait
an opportunity to show your zecal; the town
is in an uproar, the people surround the inn;
get rid of them, for they worry me with their
noise.”

The chevalier went out and returned in a
quarter of an hour, saying—

“Your majesty’s orders are obeyed. The
crowdl is dispersed.”

“1 shall not forget this service,” said the
Queen; “and I hope one day 1o be able to re-
pay it, and give you a place at my court when
1 regain my proper rank; in the meantime I
make you my chamberlain ; and now I beg of
you to order my supper, for I am—shalll con-
fess it—uncommonly hungry.”

“What! at such a moment, and after such
cruel emotions! your majesty canfecl bungry?
‘What grandeur of soul "

“The soul has very little to do in this affair.
Order three covers, one for me, one for my
faithful Suzanne, and one for yourself. We
shall all sup together; all difference of ranks
shall be forgotten in our misfortunes. We will
not hold to the etiquette of Versailles at the
hotel of the Lion d’Argent. Above all things
1ake care and let the champaigne be well iced.”

The repast was delightful—the Queen put

"her companions at their casc by telling them
that she wished to banish all ceremony, and
pass the time as pleasantly as possible. Su-
zanne begged the chevalier to relate his history,
which the young man did with much simpli-
city.

“J belong to this country,” said the cheva-
lier, “and was twenty years old last Easter
donday. My father diedin theking’s service,
and my mother inteaded me for the church,
for 1 had an clder biother—Achilles—who was
destined to maintain the family honours :—un-
fortunately the poor fellow was rather quarrel-
some, and was killed in a duel. I was then
taken from my studies, launched into the world,
where I quickly forgot all I had learncd, and
entered eagerly into the folly and dissipation
usual with young men. I got nto debt and
difficulty, was obliged to leave my property
and live at Lons-le-Saulnier, of which I was
well weary. I had just resolved to go toParis.
When you appeared, then my former projects
vanished; I thought of but one person, of
whose rank I was ignorant—1I necd not add
how I followed you on herseback, and became
prisoner with yoursclves.”

The next morning, when the Queen awoke,

Suzanne told her that the ante-room was fulj
of visitors who had been there from day-lighi,
and wished to pay their homage.

“Really, Suzanne! but arc they of sufficient
rank for that ?*

“ Here is a list of their names.”

The names were those of the highest nobil.
ity, who courageously came to render homage
to persecuted royalty.

The Queen received them with a touching
kindness of manner, and reproached then
mildly for the imprudent sicp they had taken.
«7 thank you,” she said, “and feel deeply the
generous cxpression of your loyalty ; but!l
must insist upon your not exposing yourselves
further by remaining with me.”

The Queen’s remonstrances were useless.—
Such was the zcol and enthusiasm of thos
who surrounded her, that they insisted on
forming a court in the Lion d’Argent, and u
was only by choosing four of the number that
she could prevail on the rest. to leave her.

Those four persons, Suzanne and the Che
valier de Maillettes, formed the society of the
Queen, who excited their admiration by ha
grace, her constant serenity and gaiety, so re
markable under the circumstances m wiuch
she was placed.

Meanwhile <he mayor and committee of pub-
lic safety of Jougne sent cach day to the na-
tional assembly of Jougnea builetin with a de-
tailed account of the manner in which the
prisoner accupied her time.

“To-day,” said tha bulletin, *the Queen
rose at ten o'clock; at twelve she dined, witk
a very good appetite, with the persons who
composed her suite, after dinner her majesty
wished to be alone ; she paced her chamber 1o
a state of agitation, prououncing words which
we conld not catch the exact meaning of.—
Bourthold, who is a man of informatirs, pro-
nounces them blank verses. At three o’clock
the Queen demanded her attendants, and play-
ed a game of ‘reversis’ with the abbe de Blan-
2y, the president Du Ribois, and AMademoisclie
Casterville ——; at five o’clock her majesty
stopped playing, and conversed in aa under
tonc with the sot-disant Chevalier de Mallet
tes, when the conversauon became general,
and they talked gaily on frivolous subjects--a
eight o'clock the ciuzen de Moiret read a lce
ture in a loud voice—at nine o'clock suppe
was served, which lasted ’till midnight—al
twelve the Queen retired to her apartment.

This state of things lasted five days, whes
the Baron de Moiret who passed a portion of
his time out of the hotel, took the Queen asidt
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and said to her, “Al is ready for your escape.
Our friends have re-united sccretly, and a
hundred thousand crowns are at my disposal.
1have bribed the sentinels, and at midnight
post-chaise will wait for you at the end of the
strect. My measures are taken, so tha: we
can pass out of the city and cross the frontier
without danger—to-morrow your majesty can
dine at Fribourg.”

“No,” replied the Queen. “To-morrow 1
shall set out for Besancon or for Paris; for
’tis to-morrow the reply of the national as.
sembly will arrive, and my fate will then be
decided. X have full confidence in the result,
and I do not wish to fly : it would but serveto
espose my friends to new dangers, and you
have already done enough for me.”

The messenger having arrived from Paris
with despatches for the authorities of Jougne,
the committee assemtled and requested her
majesty might be present atthe opening of the
letter. This letter, addressed to the mayor of
Jougne, ran thus:—

“ Citizen—We would have you toknow thai
Mario Antoinette of Austriz has not quitted
Paris; and we would recoramend your setting
your prisoner at liberty, Maderoiselle Sainval,
actress of the Theatre Francais, who is ex-
pected at Besancon, where she isto give sever-
al representations.”

“Mademoiselle Sainval,” eried the worthics
of Jougne. 8o, Madame, you have becn
mystifying us sfl this time 7

*Gentlemen,” replied Mademoiselle Sainval,
*T am Queen, Quecn of Pont, of Palmyra, of
Babylon, of Carthage, of Tyre, and of twenty
other kingdoms of tragedy. ¥s it my fault if
the mayor of Jougne has taken the diadem of
Melpomene for the croww of France? You
mystified yourselves; nothing could dispel
your absurd error, and I submitted. You wish-
ed to make yourselves ridieulous; X recommend
you to be more circumspect in future, and, with
the permission of the national assembly, I will
now order post horses, resigning a part which
I have played in spite of myself; to-morrow ¥
shall resume my own, only be assured the
play-bill of Besancon shall explain the cause
of my delay. Good morning, gentlenren.”

After having given vent [o this lively sally,
Mademoisells Sainval turned towards her
sourtiers—

“I owe vou,” said she, “some justification
of my conduct in asswmning a title which I
hoped to render service to the angust person
who alone has a right to it. If tho Queen
were to escape, and pass through hiere, asit is

supposed, I think they will be in no hurry to
seek, or detain her.  Finally, ladies, you have
not lowered yourselves by being in my com-
pany; though I belong to the theatre, I have
noble blood in my veins; my nzme is Alziari
de Ropucfort, and my family one of the most
influential 1 the province.” Then addressing
Monsieur de Maillettes, she added—* As to you,
chevalier, this affair may perhaps teach you,
not to run foolishly after adventures on the
high-way. I promised youaplace at my court
when I regained my throne; I shall keep my
word, my court is the comedie Francaise; and
when you come to Paris, thebest box in it shalk
be at your service !’

o @@ s
THE TRUE AND FALSE.

A rose that lay sleeping
By the river weeping
From its crimson folds, in rest,
The soft dew on its breast,
Was visited with a withering blight,
By the hoar frost, in a single night !
Strewn by the winds around,
The leaves lay on the ground ;—
And all that was so fair,
In very richness rare,—
Its odours, and its crimson dye,
Were lost, 0 more to charnt the eye.

A maiden who had wept,

The while her reason slept,

Ere yet the day had breke,

From her troubled sleep awoke,
And to her favourite rose-bush went,
To pluck the rose of sweetest scent 3

All by 1he dim stazlight,

That flickered on the night :—

She saw not that the bush was bare,—

She knew not but the rose was there,-~
She reach’d her hand—but ob, the thorn,
It stung her, and the rese was gone.

'Tis thus our pleasures lic,

'Tis thus they quickly die,

At mos, illusive grown,

Woe grasp them, and they're gone!
"Tis thus we cherish, and we love,
Things that will falscly prove!

Whate'er is of the sky

s true, and will not die;

But what is of the earth,

And from it has its birth,

Is like some &tful meteor-ray,

That nightly shoots itsclf away.



224

THE AMARANTEH.,

—

For The Amaranth.
SONCG OF TIIE WINDS.

WEe come from the uttermast parts of earth,
And we hear in our fond embrace,

The yielding cloud from its station forth,
To another dwelling place:

We play with the waves of the fathomless deep,
And urge them in madness away,

Or, calmly repose in our dreamless sle¢p—
As we lic on their silvery spray.

‘We sport with the gallant ship of war,
And the mariners proud, command ;
Qur spoils we gather from sea and star,

Our arm is o’er every land.

We visit the Icclander’s icy home,
‘We dash o’cr the rock-girt shore,

In freedom’s perfection we ccaseless roam
The traverseless desert o’cr.

We come in the zephyr’a breath to greet
The mountgin’s spring-clad brows;—

Or, the forests arouse from thelr silent sleep,
And scatter their pendant boughs.

We come in the passionless form of a child,
And our breathing is soft and Tight;

And we rage in the storm and tempost wild—
In the hurricane’s deadly might.

We own not the carth as our dwelling-place;
‘We laugh at the fyrarf’s chain—

Our home is the boundless r:alm of space—
Our song is bold freedom’s strain.

No master we own—no monarch obey—
We heed not the voice of puwer,

Tho’ we kiss as we dally in frolicksome play
Full many a blushing fcwer.

We come from tho ufterniost parts of earth,
And bear 'n our fond embrace,

The yielding clouds from their stations forth
To another dwelling place.

Bridgetown, N. S., 1843.
@GR

DOGMATISM.

NotrING can be more unphilosophica! than
to be positive or dogmatical on any subject;
and even if excessive scepticism counld be main-
tained, it would not be more destructive to all
just reasoning and enquiry. When men are
the most sure and arrogant, thoy are common-
ly the most mistaken, and have there given
reins to passion, without that proper delibera-
tion and suspense which can alone secure them
from the grossest absurdities.

ARTHUR.

DESIRE OF CHANGE. |

Tas desire of change betrays itself on ous
very entrance into life, and continually operates)
inus'ull we die. We desire change of pos!]
ture, of action, of food, change of all objects)
affecting the senses, for the eye cannot long
remain fixed upon one object, and the mind
still less upon one idea. Naturescemsto have|
implanted this desire in us, amoagst many.
other wise purposcs, in order timcly tu arresi)
us inn the midst both of our labours and plea:;
sures, lest we continue cither them to our pre-
judice : and happy is he, who carly acquircq':
the habit of most commonly obeyng her gently
admonitions, without waiting ’till she upbraid;
him more or less loudly, for unreasonable and
repeated procrastinations. By domg so, ho’
escapes numerous evils, not only temporary,
but permancnt, for seasonable chunges are 1n-,
dispensable to the steady well bemrr both o
the mind and the bady. 5

To C‘onnnsr-O\ns\rs.—A beautifully write
ten Poem, from the pen of 2 favourite author-|
ess with the readers of the Amaranth, will ap:;
pear in the August number.—Several articles.
from different corresponideriés have been ref
céived, and will be aftended to. :

Earata.—In the lines entitled “ A Soorn
ixG Appress,” by James Redfern, in our last}
for “object,” 4th verse, 2nd line, read abject 5
7th verse, 2nd line, for “ravages rude,” read
ratager rude. :
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