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PLAN OF OPERATIONS ALONG TIIE NIAGARA FRONTIER.
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D. Black Creek.
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DIAGRAM OF THE BATTLE OF QUEENSTON.

The spot where Queenston noto stands, was then covered witl {rees.

A A—Toad to the Falls.

1B B—Road to St. David's and St. Catbarinc’s.

C C—To Suspension Brndge.

D D—Road by which the reinforcements from Fert George gaincd the
Heights in the afternoon.

No. 1. Spot where Brock fell.
Q. Brock’s Monument.
3. Amcricaa line as drawn up in afternoon.
4. English forces’ do. do,
5. Old Fort.
6. Vromont’s Battery.
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HISTORY OF THE WAR

BETWEEN GREAT BRITAIN AXND THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA.

DUNING THE YEARS 1812, 1§13, anp 1814

CHAPTER VI
Sir George Prevost, in his despatch to Gen.
Brock about the middle
n Fu- of September, advised, it

fope. amd  mevemets
in Lower Provmce.  may beremembered, that
officer of the impossibility of sending him any
reinforcements, until there should be a *“ con-
siderable increase to the regular force in the
Province,” as the presence of a large body of
American teguiars on the Lower Canadian
frontier required cvery soldier who was in the
country. A short extract from Christie will
show how Sir George was situated, and how
far any expectations of his being strength-
ened were realized.  “The slender rein-
forcements that arrived were barely sufficicat
to rclicve the citizens of Qucebec for a short
time from garrison duty. They consisted but
of the 103rd regiment from England, with a
few recruits from other regiments, and a bat-
talion of the 1st (or Royal Scots) from the
‘West Indies; and the three battalions of Que-
bec militia resumed garrison duty in the be-
ginning of October, which they continued
throughout the winter, cach taking in turn its
week." It is obvious, from this statement of
Christie, that Sir George Prevost was not,
thercfore, in a position which would warrant
his weakening the force under his immediate

Nanearnval of retn-
forcements from Fu-

command, and it will be further scen that the
activity of the enemy at various points, kept
him fully cmployed, and, indeed, compelled
him to emhody another battalion of militia,
called the fifth battaiion, afterwards * Cana-
dian chasseurs.” A corps of voyageurs was
also raised by the North-West Company,
which was disbanded in the spring, while the
merchants and tradesmen of Montreal organ-
ized themselves into four companies of volun-
teers,for garrison duty and field service, in case
of emermency. According to Christie, our
troops, hoth regular and militia, seemn, at thig
crisis, .0 have had their time fully acenpied,
for we find that a party of Amecricans, one
hundred and fifty strong, under Captain For-
syth, crossed over from Gravelly Point to Gana-
noque, cighteen miles below Kingston, from
whence they dislodged a party of tifty militis,
and took possession of a quantity of arms and
amumumition, which they carried away, after
burning the store and a small quantity of
provisions. Mr. Christie adds—" Their con-
duct is represented to have been disgraceful
towards the defenceless inhabitants.” We
sce also, from the same writer, that, “from

the frequent interruptions of the convoys from
Montreal, or rather Lachine, to Kingston, in
Upper Canada, by the Amcricans at Ogdens-
burg, opposite Prescott, Col. Lethbridge, com-
manding at the latter place, formed the dosign
of dislodging the cnemy, and possessing him-
sclf of Ogdensburg. With a view of effecting
this purpose, he assembicd & force of some
hundred and fifty men, regular and militis,

and baving coilected a sufficient number of
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battcaux, he pushed off on the forenoon of
the 3rd October, under cover of a cannonuade
from Prescott, with twenty-five batteaux cs-
corted by two gun-boats. They advanced
without opposition, until mid channel, when
the enemy opened a tremendous discharge
of artillery, which checked their progress.
Confusion immediately ensued, and they were
compelled to make a precipitate retreat, with
the loss of three wen killed and four wounded.
"fhe Americans were commanded by Brigadier
General Brown, and behaved with much cool-
ness and intrepidity.” It may be as well to
state that this enterprise, underteken without
the sanction of the commander of the furces,
was censured by him: and that publicopiniun
con:lemned it also as rash.  With this brief
glauce at the state of affairs in the Lower
Province, we return to General Brock and the
Niagara frontier,

As soon as it was ascerteined that the
General had  reached
Chippewa, it was sug-
gested by Col. Holeroft, that a deputation of
the principal residents in the district should
wait on him, to congratulate his Excellency
on the complete success which had attended
his arms at Detroit.  This deputation was ac-
cordingly organized, and the procession met
their General at Queenston, as he was pro-
ceeding in an open carringe to Fort George.
We have been assured by an eye-witness of
the meeting, that General Brock was inex-
pressibly gratiied at his enthusiastic recep-
tion, and the dcep devotion testificd by cach
member of the cortége to thecause, for which
they were then in arms.  So re-assured, in-
deed, was he, as to be cnabled, with
policy, to give but a cool reception to a party
of Indians who had been playing fast and
Yoose, and whose adherence to the British had
been only sccured by the intelligence, just re-
ceived, of the successes at Detroit. It must
have strengthened and cheered the General's
heart to witness the enthusiasm with which,
on that occasion, so many of Canada's best
and bravest sons appearcd to rcnew their
pledge, that they were ready and willing to
sacrifice their lives to prevent an invader's
footstep polluting the suil of their native or
adopted country. The procession, forming on
both sides of the carriage, cscorted General
Breck in triumph to Niagara,

Gen. Brock's recep-
tion a1 Queensivi.

It may, perbaps, cnable the reader to
comprehend the diflicul-

along the Niagara fion- | .
ner. ties which attended any
movement in force, and to perccive also the
causes which left the troops, on both sides, in
such apparent ignorance of each other’s tac-
tics, if we take a bird’s-eye view of the
general face and character of the country. Its
appearance at the present day is thus describ-
ed in ¢ Canada; Past, Present, and Future,”
before, however, quoting the passage, we will
suppose the reader to be on the crest of the
cminence immediately above Fonthill, just
twelve miles west of Chippewa. A glance at
the accompanying map will assist this.

According to Mr. Swmith, “The tourist
after travelling for some miles along s
road, where his view of the country on cither
side of him has scldom extended beyond two
or three miles, on reaching this clevation, finds
amost magnificent panorama, as it were by
magic, displayed to his asionished vision. An
immense plain, extending for many miles, lies
hefore and below him, studded with towns,
villages, groves and winding streams; before
him lics the Welland Canal, crowded with ves-
scls moving cither way; beyond it, the per-
petually dashing, roaring cataract of Niagara,
on onc side, the waters of Lake Erie, and, on
the other, those of Ontario. We know of no
other spot from whence so extensive a view
can be obtaincd. An observatory has been
erected on the brow of the hill, and a telescope
is kept for the accommodation of visitors.”

We will now observe, that the hill here
spoken of, is one of very inconsiderable cleva-
tion, conscquently, the flatness of the sur-
rounding district presenting such an extend-
cd view, may be casily imagined When,
therefore, the country was covered with dense
forests, and it was impossible to gain, by ob-
servation, any insight into the marchings and
countermarchings of cither force, the difficulty
of obtaining correct information may be casily
understood, cspecially when we call to mind,
that the various excellent roads which every-
wherc now open up the country, at that time
cexisted only in the prophetic imaginings of
some far secker into the future destinics of
this great Province.

We have said enough on the subject to as-
sign at least onc probable cause for the appar-
ently contradictory orders, which, as our nar-

Nature ot the county
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rative will shew, were issued, and the conse-
quent indecision which scemed to characterize
many of the moveents during the campaign
of 1812 and '18.

The whole Dritish force along a frontier of
nearly thirty-six miles
in extent, did not, at the
date of General Brock’s
return from Detroit,
amount to more than twclve hundred men, at
least half of which were militia.  These troops
were disposed of in the following manner :—
At Chippewa, a small detachment of the 41st,
under Capt. Ballock, and the flank companics
of the 2d Lincoln militia, under Capts. R.
Hamilton and Rows;—at Quecnston, Capts.
Dennis and Williams, with the flauk compan-
ies of the 49th, with a small body of militia,
were stationed; nearly all the remainder of
the force was at Fort George, under General
Sheaffe, with the exception of a few militia
scattered here and there along the line. It
will thus be seen how inadequately so extend-

cd a frontier was defended, and how the few
troops scattered along the line were exposed

to he cut off in detail by an energetic or en-
terprising enemy.

British force alone the
Niagara frontier at tne
time of General Brock’s
return from Detrout.

The American army, commanded by Major
General Van Ransclacr
consisted, according to
their own official returng)* of five thousand
two hundred and six men.  This amount in-
<ludes all the reinforcements which had ar-
rived at the date of the battle of Queenston,
but is exclusive of three hundred ficld and
light artiflery, with cight hundred of the 6th,
13th, and 23d regiments at Fort Niagara.—
Thic gives = total of over six thousand three
hundred men.  James disposes of this force
as follows:—* Of this powerful forec, sixteen
hundred and fifly regulars, under the com-
mand of Brigadier General Smith, were at
Black Rock t—three hundred and eighty-six
militia, at the latter place and Buffalo—uine
hundred regnlars and twenty-two  hundred
and seventy militia at Lewiston, distant from
Black Rock, about twenty cight miles,—at
Fort Niazara, were cleven hundred more, giv-
ing a force of six thousand three hundred

The Awmerican Army—
force of.

"o Wesnarie Vol 1, page 898,

men, of whom nearly two thirds were regular
troops.”™*

Here was a force of regulars amounting to
four thousund men, opposed to one of six
hundred; yet it will be shewn that various
attempts have been made by Awerican wri-
ters, to assign the iuferiority of numbers, as
the reason why the attack on Queenston so
signally miscarried.

As it was quite out of the question for Gen-
General Van Ramse- ©ral Brock, in the pres-
laer’s plans. ence of so superior 8
force, to adopt any other than precantionary
and defensive measures, we will lay before
the reader a sketch of what were really
General Van Ranselaer’s views.  This we are
cnabled to do by means of a pamphlet publish-
cd by Col. 8. Van Ranselaer, his nephew and
aide-de-camp.

The instructions from General Dearborn,
on which General Van Ransclaer had to base
his plan of operations, were as follows :—

“ At all events, we must calculate on poss-
essing Upper Canada before winter sets in.
General Harrison will, I am assured, enter
Canada by Detroit, with not less than from
six to seven thousand men, exclusive of the
troops necessary for guurding the frontier
against Indian depredations.

“The force at Sackett’s Harbour and that
vicinity, is over two thousand, including an
old company of regular artillery, and a large
company of old riticmen.

“1havegreat confidence in the exertions now
in operation in the navy department on Lake
Ontario. In fact, we have nothing to fear,
and much to hope as to the ultimate success
of measures now in operation with a view to
Upper Canada; but wuch may immediately
depend on what may happen at your post.™

Such was the confident tonc of General
Dearborn’s instructions, and that General Van
Ransclear felt confidence also, may be assum-
cd from the admission made by his nephew,
Col. S. Van Ransclear. “lie did not wish to
bedrawn from the object he had in view, by
a controversy with General Smyth, particu-
larly w0, as he kncic that the forces which by
thix time had coliceted in his oicn immediats
ricinity swereamply susficient for the purpose”

1 Wilkasen's Munves, Van §jage 558

® Vide Wilktiso.
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This admission is of importancy, as shewing | same writer, who in one case so fouchingly
what powerful reinforcements must have ar- § depicted his helpless condition, in cight weeks
rived between the middle of August, when [asserting that “Je knew that the forces under
Geo. Van Ranselaer arrived at the Niagara | is cononand were anply suglicient jfor his
frontier on the 13th Oct.  His situation in | purpose.”
August is thus deseribed :—* Frem the mo- | As we have now ectablished the fact that
ment of Lis assuming the comnand, his posi { there was no lack of troops, we will proceed
tion was once of the utinost exposure and dan- | 10 enquire what was General Van Ransclaer’s
ger. e lay withinsight of a powerful enemys { purpose. Fortunately, Ingersol’s, Armstrong's,
separated from him only by a narrow river, | Wilkinsou’s, and Col. Van Ranselaer’s works
for the cros<ing of which, that enemy possesseil fare suflicient to answer this question most
every fucility. 1le had a line of thirty-six | satisfactorily.
miles to guard, and his whole foree was con-|  Inhis, letter of October Sth, to General Dear-
siderably less than one thousand men, many | born, General Van Ranselaer thus details his
of them without shoes, and all of them chun- | plans :(—* Under these circumstances, and the
orous for pay—of ammunition there were not { impressions necessarily resulting fram them,
ten rounds per man, and no lead.  Therewas |1 am adopting decisive measures for closing
not one picce of heavy ordnance in the whole | the fall campaign. 1 have summoned Major-
Tinc, and there were no artiilerists to man the ; General Hall, Drigadier-General Swith, and
few light pieces which we possessed. Add to ] the commandants of the United States regi-
this, that the troops could not take or keep the jments, te meet me in a consuitation; and I
ficld for want of tents or covering; that thejam well aware that some opinions, entitled to
medical department, if one could be said ta ex- great respeet, will be offered for crossing the
ist at all, was utterly destitute of everything { Niagara, a little below Fort Erie,and pursuing
necessary for the comfort of the sick or disa- | the march down the river. T think this plan
bled; and that there was among the men that | liable to many oljections.  The cnemy have
entire want of subordination, to say nothing j works at almost every peint, and even an infe-
of discipline, which always characterizes raw | rior force might hold us in check, and render
militia, and some idea may be formed of the  our marchh slow; hy taking up the bridges at
condition of our army.” Chippewa, they might greatly cmbarrass us:
Ilere was a lamentable condition for an;the cleared country is but a mile or two wide,
amateur General to be placed in, cspecially fone flank would be constantly liable to be
when contrasted with the case and comfort, a-llhd by Indians from the swamps; for a con-
which pervaded the British frontier.  The 's,ldvr.d.lc distauce, the rapidity of the current,
condition of the forceson theopposite bank of | and the height of the banks render trauspor-
the river wasin contrast with ours m every , tation across theriver impracticable; of course
particular.  There was a weell-appoirted and | our supplics must foilow the Jine of march,
aell-jou.d army, under the most exact dis- Twith the trouble and hazard of them every
cipline, and commanded by skiiful and expe- day increasing, and should the enemy retreat
ricnced officers.  Yovery important post, from ; {from General Harrison, they would have a
Fort Eric to Fort Georze, was in a defensible | double alject in intereepting our supplies : and
state, and the enemy had possessed himself of by falling en our rear, and cutting off our
a very commanding position on the heightsat | communication, we might experience the fate
Quccenston, which he was rendering every day jof Hull's arny.  Desides these, and many
more seeave and formidable.  He had, more- | other objections, there s no object on that
over, the mastery of the lakes, and was at that . " dide, until we should arrive at the commanding
moment industricusly employed in wsing that | heights of Queenston, which are opposite my
advantage to increase his numbers, and add to 'C:mxp.
his supplics at Niagara.” “The proposal, whicir Tshall subzmit to the
Let thiz stutauent be well considered, ana ; eouncil, will be, that we fnmcdiately coneen-
the conclusion cannot fail to be arrived at, that Firate the regatar force in the neighborhow] of
General Van Ransciaer's reinforcements must | Ningrava, atd the milita here; make the hest
bave been very con iderable, as we find e, possible dispositions, wud, at the smme Gine,
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that the regulars shall pass from the Four-Mile
Crecek to a point in the rear of Fort George,
and take it by storm; I will pass the river
here, and carry the heights of Queenston.
Should we succced, we shall effect a great dis-
cowfiture of the enemy, by breaking their line
of communication, driving their shipping from
the mouth of the river, leaving them no rally-
ing point in this part of the country, appalling
the minds of the Canadians, and opening a
wide and safe conumunication for our supplies.
We shall save our own land—wipe away part
of the score of our past disgrace, get excellent
barracks and winter quarters, and, at least, be
prepared for an carly campaign another year.
As soon as the result of the council shall be
known, I shall advise you of it.”

This wasa very feasible plan,and failed only,
according to Colonel Van Ransclaer, through
Brigadier-General Smyth’s delay.

What says Ingersolon the subject :—* Gen.
Alexander Smyth commanded at Buffalo, only
a few miles from General Van Ranselaer, fif-
teen hundred men of the regular army ; but,
as T was informed by ahighly respectable offi-
cer still living, was not invited to take part in
the projected descent upon Canada, lest the
glory of the day should be taken from Gene-
ral Van Ranselaer’s cousin, Colonel Solomon
Van Ranselaer, an officer in the militia; both
of the Van Ransclaersbeing, perhaps landably,
though, as it turned out, unfortunafely, bent
on monopolizing the credit of this affair for the
militia, if not exclusively, at any rate in pre-
ferance to the regular army.”

General Armstrong’s remarks are much to

the same effcct—“The troops cmployed, orticulars from others.
‘a little pork were ready to be shipped for

intennded to he employed in this service, were
principaily militia; and, therefore, not better
chosen than the object itzelf.  Why this was
so,is a problem not yet satisfactorily explained. ;
If it originated in an esprit de carps, or belief |
of militia efficiency, there may be some color
of excuse for the crror; but if, as reported,
the arrangement was made fo gratify the am-
bition of an individual, the act was not merely
injudicious but eriminal. At the period in
question, there were at the General's disposal
more than three thousand troops of the line;

from whom @ corps might have heen selected,
which, well found, equipped, and commanded,
sroull not have been cither Leaten or baMed.” |

We have been thus particular in making these
extracts, as we are anxious to show that the
failure of the attack on Queenston is not to be
attributed to any want of troops, nor must it
be considered as a hastily devised plan, as
preparations had been making for it from the
period when General Van Ranselaer first
assumed the command of the army.

A few days before the battle of Queenston,
full instructions were
forwarded by General
Brock to the officers in command of the posts
along the fronticr, for their guidance in case
of attack, and a despatch to Sir Geo. Prevost,
dated 12th October, shows that he was fully
aware of the impending storm, though uncer-
tain of the direetion in which it might break:
“ Major-Gen. Brock to Sir Geo. Prevost,
October 12th,

“The vast number of troops which have
been this day added to the strong force pre-
viously collected on the opposite side, convince
me, with other indications, that an attack is
not far distant. I have, in conscquence, di-
rected every excrtion to be made to complete
the militia to two thousand men, but fear I
shall not be able to effect my ohject.”

General Brock’s letter of instructions to
Col. Proctor shows that the situation of the
British troops was far from being as comfort-
able as Col. S, Van Ranselacr's statement
would induce one to suppose. *The unfor-
tunate dizaster which has befallen the Detroit
and Caledonia will reduce us to great distress,
They were boarded while at anchor at Fort
Erie, and catied off'; you will learn the par-
A quantity of flour and

Despatches of Gea.
Brock.

5 T send you the flank
companies of the Newfoundiand, no part of
the provisions can go this trip in the Lady
Prevost. Tt will be necessary to direct her to
return with all possible speed, bringing the
Mary under her convoy.  You will hushand
vour pork, for Tsm sorry to say there is but
litte in the country.

“ Aninieresting scene iz going to commence
with you. 1am perfeetly at case as to the
result, proviucti we ean manage the Indians,
and keep them attached to the cause, which,
in fact, i< theirs,

“The fate of the province is in your hands,

Ambersthure s but as
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judging by every appearance; we are not to
remain long idle in this quarter.  Were it not
for the positive injunctions of the commander
of the forces, T should have acted with greater
decision. This furbearance may be productive
of ultimate goud, but I doubt its policy, but
perhaps we have not the means of judging
correctly.  You will, of course, adopt a very
different line of conduct. The cnemy must
be kept in a state of continual ferment. If
the Indians act as they did under Tecumseh,
who probably might be induced to return to
Amherstburg, that army will very soon
dwindle to nothing. Your artilery must be
more numerous and effective than any the
encmy can bring,* and your store of ammu-
nition will enable you to harass Lim continu-
ally, without leaving much to chance.

“I trust you will have destroyed every
barrack and public building, and removed the
pickets and other defences around the fort at
Detroit,

“You will have the goodness to state the
expedients you possess to enable you io re-
place, as far as possible, the heavy loss we
have sustained in the Detroit. Should I hear
of reinforcements coming up, you may r(,ly on
receiving your duc proportion.  *

May cvery possible success attend you."

These letters are interesting, from being
the last ever written by General Brock, and
from their showing, also, his energctic yet
careful mind.

We have been most diligent in endeavoring

Baule of Queension L0 ATTIVE at, as nearly as
Reighis. possible,a correct version
of the events of the 15th Uctober, and for that
purpose have had many interviews with
veterans in different parts of the country who
were present on that oceasion.  Couflicting
have been the statements, and it has been no
casy task to recoucile all the discrepancies,
should we therefure seem to err, the fault has
arisen from no want of carcful investigation,
but from the multiplicity of accounts all
differing from each other.

The morning of the 13th was of the the
cold, stormy character, that marks so strongly
the changeful climate of the Canadas. The
alarm was given before daylight that the

¢ The guns und aloi . sptaind st Detroat,

encmy were 1 motion, and Captain Dennis
of the 49th, who was in command at Queenston,
immediately marched his company (zrenadier)
and the few militia who could be hastily
assembled, to the landing place opposite Lewis®
ton ; this small force was soon followed by the
light company of the 49th, and the remaining
disposable militia force. Iere the attempt of
the cnemy to effect a passage was, for some
time, successfully resisted, and several boats
were cither disabled or sunk by the fire from
the one-gun bLattery on Quecnston Ilcights,
and that from the masked battery about a
mile below. Several boats were by the fire
from this last batlery so annoyed, that fulling
below the landing place, they were compelled
to drop down with the current, and recross
to the American side. A considerable force,
however, had effected alanding, some distance
above, by a path, which had been long
considered impracticable, and was, therefore,
unguarded, and succeeded in geining the
summit of the mountain. Had not this been
done the Americans would have been defeated,
by the force then present, as it was, the body,
which had made good their ascent, far out-
numbering the few troops opposed to them,
carried the battery and turned the right of the
British position, compelling them to retire
with considerable loss. No resistance could
now be offered to the crossing from Lewiston,
except by the battery at Vromont's point,
already spoken of, and from this a steady and
harassing fire was kept up which did consider-
able exceution, Wegive what now followed, on
the authority of a volunteer who was attached
to the light company of the 19th.

“On retiring to the north end of the village,
on the Niagara road, our little band was met
by General Brock, attended by his A.D.C,,
Mujor Glegg, and Colonel M'Donell.”  Ile
was loudly cheered as he cried, “ Follow me,
Boys!” and led us at a pretty smart trot
towards the mountain; checking his horse to
a walk, he said, “Take breath, Boys™ we
shall want it in a few minutes! another
cheer was the hearty response both from
regulars and militie. At that time the top of
the mountain and 2 great portion of its side
was thickly covered with trees, and was now
occupicd by American riflemen.  On anriving
at the food of the mountain, where the road
diverges to St. David’s, Generat breeh dise
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mounted, and, waving his sword, climbed
over 2 high stone wall, followed by the troops;
placing himself at the head of the light com-
pany of the 49th, he led the way up the
mountain at double quick time, in the very
teeth of a sharp fire from the cnemy’s rifle-
men—and, cre long, he was singled out by
one of them, who, coming forward, took dcli-
berate aim, and fired; several of the men
noticed the action, and fircd—but too late—
and our gallant General fell on his left side,
within a few feet of where I'stood. Running
up to him, T enquired, * Are you much hurt,
sir?”  He placed Lis hand on his breast, but
made no reply—and slowly sunk down. The
49th now raised a shout, “Revenge the Gen-
eral!” and regulars and militia, led by Coloncl
McDonell, pressed forward, anxious to revenge
the fall of their beloved leader, and literally
drove a superior force up the mountain side,
to a considerable distance beyvond the summit.
The flank companies of the York Militia, un-
der Captains Cameron and Ileward, and
Licutenants Robinson, McLean and Stanton,
besides many others, whose names I forget,
cminently distinguished themselves on this
occasion.

“ At this juncture the enciny were reinforced
by fresh troops, and after a severe struggle,
in which Colonel McDonell, Captains Dennis
and Williamg, and most of our officers, were
either killed or wounded, we were overpow-
ered by numbers, and for ced to retreat, as
the enemy had outflanked us, and had nearly
succeeded in gaining our rear.  Several of
our men were thus cut off, and made prison-
ers—myself amongst the number.”

So fur, Mr. (1. S. Jarvis' account agrees with
those received from Captain Crooks, Colonel
Clark, Colonel Kerby, and Captain John
McMeckin—all of whom were present on this
occasion. It agrees, also, strictly with James’
statement.  Up to the period of the engage-
ment the numbers of the Biitish regulars and
militia had never reached three hundred, over
two hundred of whom now retreated, and
formed in front of Vromont's battery, there to
await reinforcements—while Gen. Van Ran-
sclaer, considering the victory as complete,
crossed over in order to give directions about
fortifying the camp which he intended to oc-
cupy in the British territory, and then recrossed
to hasten the sending over reinforcements.

The position of the parties was now thus:
The Americans occupied the heights at Queen-
ston, with a force, certainly, exceeding eight
hundred, and General Van Ranselaer admits as
will be seen in his letter to General Dearborn,
that *“a number of boats now crossed over,
unannoyed, cxcept by the onc unsilenced
gun,” conscquently more troops were hourly
arriving.

Farly in the afternoon, a body of about
fifty Mohawks, under Norton and young
Brant, advaunced through the woods, took up
a position in front, and a very charp skirmish
ensued, which ended in the Indians retiring
on the reinforcements which had now begun
to arrive from Fort George.  This reinforce-
ment consisted of three hundred and cighty
rank and file of the 41st regiment, and Capts.
James Crook’s and McEwen's flank compan-
ies of the 1st Lincoln; Capts. Nellis’ and W,
Crook’s flank companies of the 4th Lincoln ;
Hall’s, Durand’s and Applegarth’s companies
of the 5th Lincoln; Cameron’s, Heward's and
Chisholm’s flank companies of the York Mili-
tia; Major Merritt’s Yeomanry corps, and &
body of Swayzee's Militia artillery, numbering
in all between three and four hundred men.
A short time afterwards, Col. Clark of the
Militia, arrived from Chippewa, with Captain
Bullock’s company of the 41ist; Capts. R.
Hamilton’s and Row's flank companies of
the 2nd Lincoln, and voluntecr Scdentary
Militia.

The whole British and Indian force thus
assembled, did not amount to more than one
thousand rank and file, of whom barely five
hundred and sixty were regulars.  The artil-
lery consisted of two three-pounders, under
the command of Licutenant Crowther of the
41st. The Indiuns now mustered, perhaps,
one hundred men.

Afier carefully reconnoitring, Gen. Sheaffe,
who had now assumed the command, com-
menced the attack by an advance of his left
flank, composed of the light company of the
41stunder Licutenant McIntyre, supported by
a body of militia and Indians.  After a volley,
the bayonet wasresorted to, and the Awmericans
right drivenin.  The main body now advanced
under cover of the fire from the two three-
pounders, and after a short conflict forced the
Americans over the first ridge of the heights
to the road leading from Queenston to the
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Falls. Iere, finding themselves unsupported
from the opposite side, except by the fire from
the American batteries, they surrendered,with
the exception of a few who had thrown them-
sclves down a steep ravine. James says
“they threw themselves over the precipice, as
if heedless of the danger, and many must have
perished in the flood.  Others, no doubt, swam
across: and some escaped in the few boats
that remained entire, or whose crews could be
persnaded to approach the Canadian shore.”
We have, however, a positive assurance from
Capt. Jolin MacMicking, that thix was not the
case, and that two only lost their lives by
being forced over the cliffs: the reports, alvo,
that have been <o industriously circulated, of
the Tndians lining the banks and firing on the
{ugitives, are, according to the same authority,
cqually unfounded.  The numbers, according
to James,under General Wadsworth, (who had
been left in command by General Van Runge-
Iacr, when he recrossed to hurry over rein-
forcements)) who now Iaid down their arms,
amounted to seventy-two officers and cight
hundred and fifty-cight rank and file, exlusive
of two full boat loads previously taken. This
account agrees with the statement of Mr
Hephurn, of Chippewa, who alleges that
the return of prisoners given in by him
was a trifle over nine hundred and fifty
men.

The British loss amounted to sixteen killed,
and abont seventy wounded, muking with the
loss in the morring a sum total of about one
hundred and fifty kitled and wounded. The
American loss,it is not so easy toarrive at ; one
writer (Mr. Thompson), states the number as
nincty killed and cighty-two wounded; ano-
ther, Dr. Smith, in his history of the Uniied

States* says, *in the course of the day eleven | Observesi—

hundred troops, regulars and militia, passed
into Canada from Lewiston, very few of whom
returned.” In the Albany Gazette, at the
conclasion of a most accurate account of the
battle, the number that crossed is fixed at six-
teen hundred, of whom nine handred were
regulars.  This last statement sectus the more
probable when we remember that General
Van Ranselaer admits cight hundred as over,
before he sent for the first reinforcements, and
that the boats were crossing sl the morning

® Voiutne 3, p. 200,
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almost undisturbed. This wonld give a loss
of over six hundred killed and wounded, and
the number scems by no means improbable
when we remember that three boats were cut
to pieces, and that the loss in crossing in the
morning was very heavy.

The question now naturally arises, why did
not Giencral Van Ranselaer send over more
troops, when he found General Sheaffe receiv-
ing reinforcements, so as to retan his supes
riority in numbers 2 An answerto this will be
found in his despateh to General Dearborn, in
which a most ludicrous picture is drawn of
the behaviour of the American militia at Lewis-
ton, the more remarkable from the fact of these
being the very men who, only two days pre-
vioudly, were determined on an invasion of
Canada, without waiting for orders from their
commanding oficer.  “The ardor of the unen-
giged troops,” says theGeneral, * had entirely
subsided.,” Why? asks the reader! Their
wounded comrades had passed over, had des-
cribed the charge of the “ green-tigers™ and
militia in the morning, and had warned them
what they might expect if they camein contact
with troops infuriated at the loss of their be-
loved General. Tngersol says: “Riding among
the miscreant militia, with some of their officers
and Judge Peck to second him, the disheart-
ened and disgusted General Van Ranselaer in
vain tried to prevail on them to passthe river,
and secure the victory won; one-third would
do it, he assured them. But neither reason,
order, persuasion, nor shame had any effect.”
“Fifteen hundred able-bodied men,” says Goa,
Armstrong, “well armed and equipped,shortly
Lefore clamorous with prowess and untamea-
hle spirits, now put on the mask of lawfulness
to hide their cowardice.”  Col. Van Ranselaer
“ The panic bad become <o gene-
ral that hut a small portion of our army could
he prevailed on to cross.  The remainder, to
their eternal shame, be it said, instead of lend-
ing their aid to sustain their gallant brethren
in their victorious carcer, stood passively and
saw them cut up, and captured in the end by
a force amounting to about one-third of their
united nwmber.”

These hard expressions, be it remembered,
are none of our choosing; they are the senti-
ments of Ainerican writers, and of writers, too,
who were anxious to palliate the misdecds of
that day. Itisvet a little remarkable how
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General Wilkinson, with the evidence of these
passages before him, could pen the following:

“The names of the officers who accom-
panied Colonel Van Ranselaer in this hardy
enterprise deserve to be engraved on the scroll
of fame, for surmounting obstacles alinost in-
superable, in the face of a determined enemy,
under a heavy fire, and dislodging and pursu-
ing a superior force, consisting of two compa-
nies of the 49th British Regiment, advantage-
ouxly posted, with an auxiliary body of militia
and Indians. It was indeed a display ofintre-
pidity rarcly exhibited, in which the conduct
and execution were equally conspicuous.

“Here true valour, so often mistaken for
animal courage, was attested by an appeal to
the bayonet, which decided the conflict with-
out ashot. It must not be forgotten that two
hundred and twenty-five men accomplished
what six hundred were intended to achicve,
and the reader will bear in mind, that with
the single exception of Colonel Van Ranselaer,
it was the first military combat in which either
men or officers had been engaged.  Underall
the circumstances, and on the scale of the
operations, the impartial soldier and compe-
tent judge will name this brilliant aftair the
chef d'@uvre of the war.”

If this affair, resulting in unconditional sur-
render, is to be considered as the clef d'eurre
of the war, we are at a loss in what light the
capitulation of Detroit is to be viewed. 'The
passages following are still more remarkable.
“Yet we heard of no mark of distinction, no
honorary promotions on the occasion ;* the
eflicacy of brevets had not then been discov-
ered, nor had it become necessary to cover
the disgrace of the Cabinet, by raising up idols
for the adoration of the people. It is true,
complete success did not ultimately crown this
enterprise, but two great ends were obtained
for the country. It re-established the charac-
ter of the American army, and deprived the
enemy, by the death of Brock, of the best
oificer that has headed their troops in Canada
throughout the war, and with his loss put an
end to their brilliant carcer,”—as was immedi-
ately exemplified by the still more unfortunate,
because ridiculous attempt, by Gen. Smyth.

* Yirror ! General Van Ranselaer, who was only Brevet
Magor General was cenfinnied as Major Generil, for s
distiaguesaed wdlaatry aad piablic spint. in the nailnary
gervice of his country, up: crlly durmyg the late war on
the Niagars frontter.—ED. A AN,

The absurdity into which General Wilkin-
son's patriotism has here hurried him, ig on
a par with that of some of the veracious his-
tories put forth by sundry American authors.

One writer,(Thompson,) in his account of the
affuir in the morning, makes the Americans
three hundred and twenty strong, * entirely
routes the British 49th regiment of six hun-
dred strong, and ) ursues them up the heights.”
Not satistied with quadrupling the numbers
of the 49th, he adds—** part of the 41st were
acting with the 49th, both of which regiments
distinguished themselves under the same com-
mander in Europe ; and the latter had obtain-
ed the title of the Egyptian Invincibles,
because they had never, 0N ANY 0CCASION
BEFORE, been known to give ground.”

One man of the 41st was present in the
morning, Licutenant Crowther—and he was
the sole representative of the regiment on the
occasion.

Another writer, Dr. Smith, like his friend
Mr. Thompson, also introduces the “whole
19th regiment, six hundred strong,” adding,
“They mutually resorted to the bayonet;
and, after a bloody conflict, the famous Invin-
cibles yiclded to the superior energy of their
antagonists, although so far inferior in num-
bers.” We have, however, given extracts
enough to show how entirely regardless of
truth and facts the greater number of the
American historians are, and how they have
stooped, not only to distort, but actually to
invent. “These,” says James, “are the de-
lusions so industriously practised upon the
American people. No wonder then, that those
among them who have never been beaten into
a contrary opinion, still fancy they arc pos-
sessed of the powess of demi-gnds.  What, by
way of example, can show this more clearly
than the letter from Licut. Col. John Chrystie,
of the 13th, to General Cushing, the Adjutant
General.  This letter beging, “In obedience
to orders of the Sth inst., requiring from me
a particular statement in relation to the affair
at Queenston, T have the honor to transmit
ajournal of the incidents connected with that
affair, which FRLL UNDER MY OBSERVATION.”

It is difficult to account for a man, holding
high rank in the service, deliberately penning
a falschood, cspecially when its refutation
was so casy, with so many actors on that
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bloody stage, at hand, and ready to note the
untruth, we must therefore aseribe the follow-
ing passage in his “particular stalement,” to
a diseased imagination. * Orr WiOLE FORCE
UNDER ARMS AT THE TIME, (wbout two, I. dI.)
WAS LESS THAN THREL HUNDRED, with but one
piece of artillery, and not a dozen rounds for
ity yet Tam well persuaded a retreat much
lessa surrender, was not thought of ; and that
the troops were in fact in as high spivits as if
we had been superior.” The absurdity of this
is too glaring, when we remember that half an
hour after the exhibition of “high spirits,”
these very gallant coldiers broke and fled like
8o many sheep before a force slightly inferior.

We have now shewn the principal eventsof
the 13th, and propose to
giveand compare the de-
spatches of the opposing
Generals to their respeetive commanding offi-
cers.  “From Major General Sheaffe to Sir
George Prevost.™

Despatchies from the
two conmmndmg offi-
cers compared.

Fort George, Oct. 13, 1812,

Sin,—I have the honor of informing your
Excellency, that the enemy made an attack
with considerable force, this morning, before
day light, on the position of Queenstown. On
receiving intelligence of it, Major Gen. Brock
immediately proceeded to that post, and I am
excessively grieved in having to add, that he
fell whilst gallantly cheering his troops to an
exertion for maintaining it.  With him the
position was lost; but the enemy was not al-
lowed to retain it long, reinforcements having
been sent up from this post, composed of regu-
lar troops, militia, and Indians: a movement
was made to turn his left, while someartillery,
under the able dircetion of Capt. Holeroft, sup-
ported by a body of infantry, engaged his at-
tention infront. This direction wasaided, too,
by the judicious position which Norton, and
the Incians with him, had faken on the woody
brow of the high ground above Queenston.

“A communication being thus opened with
Chippewa, a junction was formed of succours

* From Gencral Van Ransdacr, to the Amcri-
can Scerelary of War.
Head Quarters, Lewiston, Oct. 14th, 1812,

Sir,—As the movements of this Army under
my command, since I had lust the honor to address
you on the Sth, have been of a very important
character, producing consequencesserious to many
individuals ; establishing facts actually connected
with the interest of the service and the safety of
the army ; and as I stand prominently responsible
for some of these consequences, 1 beg leave to
explain to vou, siv, and through you to my country,
the situation and citcum: tances in which I have
had to act, and the reasons and motives which
governed me, and if the resultisnotall that might
bave been wished, it is such that, when the whole
ground shall be viewed, I shall cheerfully submit
wyself to the judgment of my country.

In my letter on the Sth instant, 1 apprised you
that the crisis in this campaign was rapidly advan-
cing; and that (to repel the same) *“ the Llow
must be soon struck, or all the toil and expense
of the campaign will o for notiing, for the whole
will be tinged with dishonor.”

Under such impressions, I had, on the 5th
instant, written to Brig. Genera! Smyth, of the
United States forces, requesting an interview with
bim, Major General Hall, and the commandants
of regimients, for the purpose of conferring upon
the subject of future operations. 1 wrote Majur
General Hall to the same purport.  On the 11th
1 hiad received no answer from Gen. Smyth; but
10 a note tame of the 19th, Gereral Hall mention-
ed that General Smyth had nat vet then agreed
upon any day for the consultation.

In the mean time, the partial suceess of Licu-
tenant Eiliot at Black Rock (of which however, 1
bave received no official information) began to

excite a strong disposition in the troops to act,
This was expressed to me through various chan-
nels, in the shape of an alternative ; that they
must have orders to act, or at all hazards they
would go home. I forbear here commenting upon
the obvious conscquences, to me personally, of
longer withholding my orders under such circum-
stances.,

I had a conference with ——— as to the possi-
bility of getting some person to pass over into
Canada, and obtain correct information. On the
morning of the 4th, he wrote to me that he had
procured the man, who bore his letter to go over,
Instructions were given him: he passed over,
and obwained such information as warranted an
immediate attack. This was confidently com-
municated to several of my first officers, and
produced great zeal to act; more especially as it
might havea controlling effect upon the movement
at Detroit, where it was supposed that General
Brock had gone with all the force he dared to
spare from the Niagara frontier.  The best pre-
parations in my power were, therefore, made to
dislodge the enciny from the heights of Queens-
town, and possess ourselves of the village, where
the troops wight be sheltered from the distressing
inclemency of the weather.

Licutenant Colonel Fleming’s flying artillery,
and a detachment of regular troops under his com-
mand, were ordered to be up insecason from Fort
Niagara.  Orders were also sent General Smyth
to send down from Buflalo such detachments of
his brigade as existing circumstancesin that viei-
uity might warrant.  The attack was to be made
at three o’clock on the morning of the 11th, by
crossing over in boats from the old ferry opr osite
the heights. To avoid any cmbarrassmer t in
crossing theriver, (which is hereashect of violent
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that had been ordered from that post. The
snemy was then attacked, and, after a short,
but spirited conflict, was completely defeated.
I had the satisfaction of receiving the sword of
their commander, Brigadier General Wads-
worth, on the ficld of battle, and many offi-
cers, with nine hundred men, were made pris-
oners, and more may yet be expected. A
stand of colors and one six-pounder, were
also taken. The action did not termin-
ate {ill nearly three o'clock in the afternoon,
and their loss, in killed and wounded, must
have been considerzble. Qurs I believe to
have been comparatively small in numbers;
no officers were killed besides Major-General
Brock, one of the most gallant and zealous
officers in his Majesty’s service, whose loss
cannot be too much deplored; and Licut.-Col.
M'Donell, provincial aide-de-camp, whose gal-
lantry and merit render him worthy of his
chief. Captains Dennis and Williams, com-
manding the flank companies of the 49th

regiment, who were stationed at Queenston,
were wounded, Lravely contending at the
head of their men against superior numbers;
but I am glad to have it in my power to add,
that Captain Dennis was fortunately able to
keep the field, though it was with pain and
difficulty, and Captain Williams' wound is not
likely long to deprive me of his service.

“1 am particularly indebted to Capt. Hol-
croft, of the royal artillery, for his judicious
and skilful co-operation with the guns and
howitzers under his iwmediate superintend-
ence; their well-directed fire contributed
materially to the fortunate result of the day.

¢ Captain Derenzy, of the 4lst regiment,
brought up the reinforcements of that corps
from Fort George, and Captain Bullock led
that uf the samne regiment from Chippewa;
and under their commands those detachinents
acquitted themselves in such a manner as to
sustain the reputation which the 41st regiment
had already acquired in the vicinity of Detroit,

eddies,) experienced boatmen were procured, to
take the boats, from the landing below the place
of embarkation. Lieutenant Sim was considered
the man of the greatest skill for this service; he
went abead, and, in the extreme darkness, passed
the intended place far up the river; and there, in
the most extraordinary manner, fastened his boat
to the shore, and abandoned the detachinent.
In this front boat he had carried nearly all the
oars, which were prepared for the boats.  In this
agonizing dilemma stood officers and men, whose
ardor had not cooled by exposure through the
night, to one of the most tremendous north-east
storius, which continucd unabated for twenty-cight
hours, and deluged the whole camp. Colonel
Van Ransclaer was to have commanded the de-
tachment.

After this result Thad hoped thatthe patience
of the troops would bave continued, until I could
submit the plan suggested in my letter of the 8th,
that I wight act under, and in conformity to, the
opinion which might be then expressed. But my
hope was idle; the previousty excited ardor
scemed to bave gained new heat from the late
miscarriage; the bi. . men were mortified to
stop short of their object, and the timid thought
laurels half won by the attempt.

On the morning of the 12th, such was the pres-
sure upon me from all quarters, that I became
satisfied that my refusal to act might invelve me
in suspicion, and the service in disgrace.

Licutenant-Colonel Christie, who had just ar-
rived at the Four-Mile Creek, and had, late in the
night of the 1st, contemplated anaftack, gallantly
offered me his own and his men's services: but
he got my permission too late. Ie now again
came forward, had a conference with Colonel Van
Ranselaer, and begged that he might have the
honor of a command in the expedition. The ar-

rangement was made, Colonel Van Ranselaer was
to command one column of 300 militia; and
Lieutenant-Colonel Christie a column of the same
number of regular troops.

Every precaution was now adopted as to boats,
and the most confidential and experienced men
to manage them. At an early hour in the night,
Lieutenant-Colonel Christie marched bis detach-
ment by the rear road from Niagara to the camp.
At sever in the evening Lieut.-Colonel Strana.
han's regiment moved from Niagara Falls; at
eight o'clock Mead’s, and at nine o’clock Lieute.
nant-Colonel Bland's regiment warched from the
same place. All were in camp in good season,
Agreeably to my orders, issued upon this occa-
sion, the two columns were to pass over together ;
as soon as the heights should be carried, Lieute.
nant-Colonel Fenwick’s flying artilery was to pasa
over; then Major Mullany’s detachment of regu-
Inrs; and the other troops to follow in order.

Colonel Van Ranselaer, with great presence of
mind, ordered his officers to proceed with rapidity,
and storm the fort. This service was gallantly
performed, and the enemy driven down the hill
in every direction. Soon after this, both parties
were considerably reinforced, and the conflict was
renewed in various places. Many of the enemy
took shelter behind a stone guard-house, wherea
piece of ordnance wuas now briskly served.
I ordered the fire of our battery to be directed
upon the guard-house; and it was so effectually
done, that with eight or ten shots the fire was
silenced. The encmy then retreated behind &
large stone house; but in a short time the route
became general, and the enemy’s fire was silenced,
except from a one-gun battery, so far down the
river as to be out of the reach of our heavy ord-
nance ; and our light pieces could not silence it.
A number of bouts now passed over unannoyed,
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¢ Major-General Brock, soon after hisarrival
at Qucenston, had sent down orders for batter-
ing the American fort at Niagara. Brigade-
Major Evans, who was left in charge of Fort
George, directed the operations against it with
so much cffect, as to silence its fire, and to
force the troops to abandon it; and, by his
prudent precautions, he prevenied mischief of
a most scrious nature, which otherwise might
have been effected—the enemy having used
heatea shot in firing at Fort. George.

“In these services he was most effectually
aided by Colonel Claus, who remained in the
fort at my desire, and by Captain Vigourcaux
of the Royal Fngineers, Brigade-Major
Evans also mentions the conduct of Captains
Powell and Cameron of the Militia Artillery,
in terms of commendation.

¢ Licut. Crowther, of the 41st Regiment,
had charge of two three-pounders that had
accompanied the movement of our little corps,
and they were employed with good effect.

“ Capt. Glegg, of the 49th Regiment, aide-
de-camp to our lamented friend and General,
afforded me most essential assistance ; and I
found the services of Licutenant Fowler, of

except by the one unsilenced gun. For some
time after I had passed over the victory appeared
complete, but in expectation of further attacks,
1 was taking measures for fortifying my camp im-
mediately ; the direction of thizservice I commit-
ted to Lieutenant Totten. of the engineers. But
very soon the enemy were reinforced by a deatch-
ment of several hundred Indians from Chippewa;
they commenced a furious attack; but were
promptly met and routed by the rifle and bayonet.
By this time I perceived my troops were embark-
jng very slowly. I passed immediately over to
accelerate their movements; but, to my utter
astonishment, 1 found that, at the very moment
when complete victory was in our haunds, the
ardor of the unengaged troops had entirely sub-
sided. 1 rode in all directions; urged the men by
every consideration to pass over, but in vain
Lieutenant-Colonel Bloom, who had been wounded
in action, returned, mounted his horse and rode
through the camp; as did also Judge Peck, who
happened to be here, exhorting the companies to
proceed, but all in vain,

At this time a large reinforcement from Fort
George was discovered coming up the river. As
the battery on the hill wa3 considercd an import-
ant check against ascending the heights, measures
were immediately taken to send them afresh sup-
ply of amunition, as I learnt there were only left
twenty shot for the eighteen-pounders. Therein-
forcements, however, obliqued to the right from
the road, and formed a junction with the Indians
in rear of the heights. Finding to my infinite

the 41st Regiment, Assistant Deputy Quarter-
master-General, very useful, I have derived
much 2id, too, from the activity and intelli-
gence of Lieutenant Kerr, of the Glengarry
Fencibles, whom [ employed in communicating
with the Indians and other flanking parties,

“1 was unfortunately deprived of the aid of
the experience and ability of Lieutenant-
Colonel Myers, Deputy Quarter-Master Gene-
ral, who had been sent up to Fort Eric, a few
days before, on duty, which detained him
there.

“Licutenant-Colonel Butler and Clark of
the Militia, and Captains Hatt, Durand, Rowe,
Applegarth, James, Crooks, Cooper, Robhert
Hamilton, McEwen, and Duncan Cameron;
and Lieutenants Robinsont and Butler, com-
manding flank companies of the Lincoln and
York Militia, led their men into action with
great spirit.  Major Merritt, commanding the
Niagara dragoons, accompanied me, and gave
much assistance with part of his corps. Cap-
tain A. Hamilton, belonging to it, was disabled
from riding, and attached himself to the guns,
under Captain Holcroft, who speaks highly of
his activity and usefulness. T beg leave to

mortification, tnat no reinforcements would pass
over; seeing that another severe conflict must
soon conumence; and knowing that the brave
men at the heights were quite exhausted, and
nearly out of ammunition ; all Icould do, was to0
send them a fresh supply of cartridges. At thig
critical momwent I despatched 2 note to General
Wadsworth acquainting him with our situation:
leaving the course to be pursued much to his own
judgment ; with the assurance that if he thought
best to retreat, [ would endeavor tosend as many
boats as I could command, and cover his retreat
by every fire I could safely make. But the boats
were dispersed ; many of the boatinen had fled,
panic struck; and but few got off. Wy note,
howerver, could but little wore than have reached
General W, sbout four o'clock, when a most
severe and obstinute conflict commenced, and
continued for about half an hour, with a tremen-
dous fire of cannon, fiving artillery and musketry,
The enemy succeeded in re-possessing their bat-
tery, and gaining advantage on every side; the
brave men who had gained the victory being ex-
hausted of strength and ammunition, and grieved
at the unpardonable neglect of their fellow sol-
diers, gave up the conflict.

I can only add, that the victory wasreally won;
but lost for the want of a small reinforcement;
one-third part of the idle men might have
saved all. I have the honor to be, &c.

Steraxx Van Ransirazr.
Hon. William Eustis.
Secretary of War,

€ Now Chicef Justice ot Upper Canada,
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add, that volunteers Shaw, Thomson, and
Jarvis, attached to the flank companies of the
49th Regiment, conducted themselves with
great spirit; the first having been wounded,
aud the last having been taken prisoner* 1
beg leave to recommend these young men to
your Excellency’s notice.

“Norton is wounded, but not badly; he
and theIndiansparticularly distinguished them-
selves, and 1 have very great satisfaction in
assuring your Excellency that the spiritand
zood conduct of His Majesty's troops, of the
militia, and of the other provincial corps,
were eminently conspicuous on this occasion.

“Y have not been able to ascertain as yet the
number ofour troops, orofthose ofthe enemy
engaged ; ours did not, I believe, exceed the
number of the prisoners we have taken; and
their advance, which cffected a landing, pro-
bably amounted to thirteen or fourteen hun-
drel men.

“1 shall do myself the honor of transmitting
to your Excellency further details, when 1
shail have received the several reports of the
occurrences which did not pass under my own
observation, with the return of the casualties,
and thost of the killed and wounded, and of
the ordnance taken.

“T have the honor to be,
(Signed,) R. H. SnEAFFE,
Mujor-General.”

By comparing these two bulletins (General
Sheaffe’s and Van Ranse'aer) with the text,
the reader will be able to form a very fair
Jjudgment as to the parties who were really en-
titled to the honor of the day. Two passages
in General Van Ranselaer’s dispatch must not
be overluoked : what he styles * the fort " that
was stormed with such * presence of mind”
by Col. Van Ransclae:, was in reality a one-
gun battery, and was the only approach to a
defence on the heights. In the afternoon
there were two threc pounders, but the
eighteen-pounder had by that time been
spiked. In another place General Van Ran-
selaer states," The cnemy were reinforced by a
detachment of several hundreds of Indinns
from Chippewa.” Now, after the most dili-
gentenquiry into the Indian force, from various
officers who distinguished themselves on this

® A Capiain of Mililia was given in exchange for Mr.
Jarvis a weck after the bcule“l &

occasion, we have not been able to make the
numbers of the Indians anything approaching
to one hundred, at any part of the day.
Neither General Van Ransalaer, nor any of
his officers,ever had an opportunity of knowing
what the real number of the Indians were, for
they were masked by trees; the several
hundreds existed only in the imagination of
the General and his troops.

Another dispatch* which we give below, is
also very incorrect. Captain Wool gives the
49th regiment four flank companies, and
stations General Brock at theirhead,thusgiving
the Americans credit for all the offensive
operations in the early part of the day, when
it is notorious that after compelling the two
flank companies to retire, the Amerijcans acted
afterwards on the defensive.

* From Captain Wool to Colonel Van Rane
selaer.
Buffulo Oct. 23, 1812,
DEAR SiR,

1 have the honor to communicate to vou the
circumstances attending the storming of Queens-
ton battery on the 13th inst; with those which
happened previously you are already well ac-
quainted.

In pursuance of yourorder, we procecded round
the point and ascended the rocks. which brought
us partly in rear of the batteryv. We took it with-
out wuch resistance. Iimmediately formed behind
it, and fronting the village, when 1 observed Gen,
Brock with hig troops formed, cousisting of four
companies of the 49th regiment, and a few militia,
marching for our left flank. 1 inime iiately de-
tached a party of 150 men, to wke possession of
the heights above Queenston battery, and to
hotd Gen. Brock in check ; but, in cousequence
of his superior force, they retreated.  1sent a re-
inforcement ; notwithstanding which, the enemy
drove us to the edge of the bank; when, with
the greatest exertions, we brought the troops to
a stand, and I ordered the officers to bring their
men to a charge as soon as the ammunition was
expended, which was executed with sowe con-
fusion, andin afew moments the enemy retreated,
We pursued them to the edge of the heights,
when Col. M'Donald had his horse shot from
under him, and was mortally wounded. In the
interim, General Brock, in attempting to rally his
forces, was killed, when the enemy dispersed in
in every direction. Assoon as it was practicable,
I formed the troops in a line on tie heights
fronting the village, and immediately detached
flanking parties, which consisted of Capt. Maches-
ney, of the 6th regiment, Lieut. Smith, and Ensign
Grosvenor, with a small detachment of riflemen,
who had that moment arrived ; at the same time,
I ordered Lieut. Ganesvoort and Lieut. Raudolph,
with a detachment of artillery, to drill out an 18-
pounder which had been previously spiked, and,
if possible, to bring it to bear upon the village,
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Aguin, General Brock had not then arrived,
and it was his arrival that led to the briliiant
charge in which an inferior force compelled a
superior force to retire vr miL; one of the
most brilliant and daring feats on record, and
in which the militia distinguished themselves to
the full as much as the regulars, fighting side
by side, and animated with a burning desire to
revenge the loss of a commander whose inter-
course with them had inspired at once respect
and affeetion.  There is very little doubt that
the death of the British General cost the life
of many an invader on that day, which would
otherwise have been spared.

As we are unacquainted with the preserva-

Personal appenr. 0N of any portrait, public
ance of Gen. Brodk. or private, of Gen. Brock
in this country, it may not be uninteresting to
give here a slight sketeh.  In person he was
tall and stout, even inclining to corpulency;
of fair and florid complexion, with alarge fore-
head and full face, though the features were
not prominent. s cyes were rather small,
of 2 greyish blue, with 2 slight cast in one of
them. 1lis mouth was small, with fine teeth,
and when his conntenance was lighted by a
smile the expression was particularly pleasing.
In manner he was exceedingly affable and
gentlemanlike, of a cheerful and social habit
partial to dancing, and, though never married,
he was extremely partiul to funale socicty.

Of the soundness of his judgment and
bravery we have already adduced sufficient

The wounded and yprisoners I ordered to be col-
lected, and sent o the guard-house.  About this
time, which wasabout three or four o'clock in the
afternoon, Licut.-Col. Christic arrived, and took
the command. 1e ordered me across the river
to get my wounds dressed. I remained a short
timc. Our flanking partics bad been driven in
by the Indians, but Gen. Wadsworth and other
officers atriving, we had & short skirmish with
them, and they retreated, and Ierossed the river.

The officers engagcd in storming the battery
were Captains Wool and Ogilvie; Lieutenants
Kcarucy, Hugouin, Carr, and Simmons, of the 43d
regiment ; Licutenant Ganesvoort and Raudolph,
of the light artillery ; and Major Lush, of thewili-
tia.

I recommend to your particular notice Licuts.
Randolph, Carr, and Kcarney, for their brave
conduct cxhibited during the wholc of the action.

1 have the honor to be,
Your most ohedient humble Servant,
Jans E. Woor, Capt. 13th regt, inft,
Colonel Van Rausclaer,

cvidence to render any further comment super-
fluous, especially as our notes will show the
sentiments of the Provinee on the occasion of
his death,

The * Quebee Gazette ” contained the notice

Pullic opinion of of his death which will be
Gen, Brockisciwrac~  found below ;¥ and the sens
ter aad vtdue. timents of the British Go-
vernment on the melancholy occusion, were
thus cxpressed in a despatch from Earl
Bathurst, Secretary of State for the Colonies, to
Sir George Prevost :—

“ Iis Rloyal Highness the Prince Regent is
fully aware of the severe loss which His Ma-
Jjesty's service has experienced in the death of
Major-General Sir Isaac Brock. This would
have been sufficient to have clouded a victory
of much greater importance.  His Majesty has
lost in him not only an able and meritorious
ofticer, but one who, in the exercise of his
functions of provisional Licutenant-Governor
of the Province, displayed qualities adinirably
adapted to dismay the disloyal, to reconcile
the wavering, and to animate the great mass
of the inhabitants against successive attempts
of the encmy to invade the Province, in the
last of which he fell, too prodigal of that life of
which his eminent services had taught us to
understand the value.”

# The newsof the death of thisexcellent officer
has been received here as a public calamity.
The attendant circumstances of victory scarcely
checked the painful sensation. Hislong residence
in this province, and particularlyin this place, bad
made him in habits and good offices alinost a
citizen; and hisfrankness, conciliatory disposition
and clevated demeanour, an estimable one.  The
expressions of regret as general as he was known,
and not uttered by friends and acquaintance only,
but by every gradation of class, notonly by grown
persons, but young children, are the test of his
worth. Such too is the only eulogiur worthy of
the good and brave, and the citizens of Quebee
have with solemn emotions, pronounced it to his
memory.  But at thisanxious moment other feel-
ings are excited by hisloss. General Brock had
acquired the coufidence of the inhabitants
within his own government. Me had sccured
their  attachment permancatly by his own
werits. They were one people animated by
one disposition, and this he had gradually
wound up to thecrisis in which they wers placed.
Strange as it may scem, it is to be fearcd that he
had hecome too important to them. The heroie
wmilitia of Upper Caunads, more particulatly, bad
knit themsclves to his person ; and it is yet tobe
ascertained whether the desire to avenge hisdesth
can compensate the many embarrassments it will

occasion.,
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INDIAN SCiNE.

We give this plate® for the double purpose of
illustrating a scene in fadian life, and of lay-
ing befure our Canadlizn raaders of the pre-
sent generation o ghpse of the part ; a ~sight
which, though now rare to their eyes, was
to their fathers 2 common one.

That pertion of Cauada, known new as
Canada West, was atmost uninhabited by the
“pale face ™ at the cominencement of the pre-
sent century. Tt is true that there was a set-
tlement and fort at Newark, (Niagara,) and
Kingston, and alss, that the seat of govern-
ment was moved from Newaric {5 Toronto in
1796, but all to the North and West of
Toronto was terra incarnita,

Those curious in contrasting the past with
the preseat, need only traverse the western
portion of our province, and they will find
ampie material for reflection, and will ask
themeelves with wonder, what will the future
be, if half a century has given us this present ?

In reference to our plate, the reader wiil per-
ceive a wigwam pitched near the banks of a
small river—its Indian name we know not—
but it is at present called the * Twelve Mile
Creek,” flowing into Port Dathousic, the en-
trance tothe Welland Canal from Lake Ontario.
It was here that young Long, of the —th, and
Mr. Breaker, in 1742, wanderel, after being for
several days lost in the woods In the dis-
tance, they saw the thin blue smoke curling
slowly upwards above the trees, which indi-
cated the presence of Indians; they knew that
there was no scttiement near. At first they
were afraid of coming near the encampnents,
Breakerin pariicalar, who being a raw English-
man, had most curious and enlarged notions of
the ferocity of the Indian warrior. Iic had
scen them once in a war dance, had listrned to
their whoops, and for a month aftarwards
slept uncasily. However, the quick car or
the scouts detected their presence, and they
were captured with a flourish of shouts and
yells, that caused poor Breaker's heart tosink
so low, that for 2 moment he thought, the
cold hand of death was clutching him.

Long, who had more knowledge of Indian
Tife than Breaker, cautioned him not to betray
any cmotions of surprisc or fear, and above all,
not to show a desire of cscape.  “Treat them

ofthis
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as friends,” said Long, “andall will be right.”

“ Good Heavens, Long, how can I treat such
savages as friends: I trust to God that they
will not cat us.”  The Indians, who had been
examining their rifles and dress, here gave
several grunts of =atisfaction, and by their
westures shewed that thddr conversation was
about owr heroes, which added to Dreaker's
terror.

“Tut! man,” repiied Long, “they are not
Cannibals; we ought to have gone at once to
their huis, and not skult- 1 about so much,
Indinns are suspicious fehows, and we ought
to have been cautious not to have raised their
fears, or rather doubts, fur they fear nothing.
If they suspect treachery, they are always
cruel.”

“AWell, T oaly hope that we may get safe
out of this sernpe, and you will never catch me
invading their hunting grounds again. T'd
bet a guinea they'll try us for tresspass.”

“ By Jove, Breaker, you have hit it; that

- old Indian standing in the centrs of the groap,

grunting so audibly, is the jadge,—there are
plenty of witaesses, and —"

“ Pshaw! you need not take it so coolly;
youwont find it so pleasant to be tried by these
red devils, after you are executed and half
dizested.”

* Brezker, the sooner yon get back to Lon-
don the better, but I give you my word, that
T would sooncr trust that gang of “red devils,”
as you call them, than half their number of
polished London sharpers.  Sec! they ave
making sigus for us to follow them; there may
be some of them who can speak a little French.
Come along, and scec what we can make of
them.”

“T devoutly wish that they could speak
Engiish,” sighed Breaker.

After walking a quarter of 2 milcoverfallen
trees and through the thick underbrush, they
cac to the creck, on the sharp turn of which
was their cncampment.  Luckily for our two
advcaturers, Long found an old acquaiatance
in an Indian whom he had frequently met in
Newark, and who could speak French and
broken English tolerably well.  Ile promised
to conduct Longto his quarters, on the foliow-
ing day, which hc did, afteran interchange of
presents.  Breaker that cvening made the
sketch we give; the exact locality we are not
very sure of, but believe it to be only & few
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miles from the large and flourishing town of !

St. Catherines, which will be illustrated and
and described in our 1.ext number.

The Indians, as a race, are proud and vain,
Their dress, though simple as to amount, is
always extravagantly ornamented with beads
and other baubles; they are also fond of
painting or staining their persons with every
variety of color they can get; and, bfore going
to war, their universai practice is to daub their
faces biack, in order, they say, to inspire their
encmies with a greater terror.  The physical
strength of the Indian is now generally admit-
ted to be inferior to that of the European, bat
the Indian has greater powers of endurance
and perseverance, which fully make up for
any deficiency in actual strength or activity.
For days has he heen known to travel on foot
at the rate of cighty or even a hundred miles
per diem ; and for days also has heabstained,
without food, apparently suffering but little
therefrom.

Tt was supposed by the early settlers that
the American savage was devoid of any growth
of hair on the face, but this is a mistake.
When the beard makes its first appearance all
the hairs are carcfully extracted by the old
women who formerly used clam shells, but
now tweezers, supplicd by traders.

Chambersin speaking of the American race,
sayvs:—* A reddish-brown complexion, long
black lank hair, deficient beard, ceyes black
and deep set, receding brow (sometimes from
artificial compression),*high check-bones, pro-
minent aquiline nose, small skull, with the
apex high and the back part flat, large mouth
and tu:nid lips, with fine symetrical framesof
middle height, form tha chief physical charac-
teristics of this race.  * In their mental cha
racter,’ says Professor Morton, by whom they
have been thoroughly studicd, ‘the Ameri-
cans arc averse to cultivation, and slow in ac-
quiring knowledge; restless, revengeful, fond
of war, and wholly destitute of maritime ad-
venture.”  Their languages have pecaliaritics
of construction found to be universal among
them, from Cape Horn to the far north. By
those who, like Curicr, have not viewed the
Amecricans as an indigenous race, the modein
which the New World was peopled has been

® On referance to ong first valame, page 374, the reader
will ind a ** Sketch of a Chinnok,' with the process of
Sttening the head.—A A MU

curiously inquired into, and it has bieen con-
jectured that they cither came by Belning's
Straits from Asin, or that some small party,
in ages long past, was wafled accidentally
across the seas to these vast shores,  Suchan
oceurrence as the latter has been proved to be
rot impossible, to say the least of it. But
assuredly the weight of evidence is in favor of
the opinion that the Awericans are not a
casual offshoot from some other human family,
but a people so fur indigenous, at least, and
primitive as to be derived froin a common
root, endowed with specificand unique physi-
cal characters.  The American race is obnvi-
ously tending to extinction.”

CORIOLANUS.

BY R. J. MACGFORGE.
SONNET 1.

In vain did Pontiff; Pricst, and Angur plead
Before that conquering exile.  Proudiy cold
Hiz eye beheld Rome's turrets ting'd with geld

By the bright morning sun. The factious deed

Which drove him from his father's hearth, had

frozen
Each ruthful fountain in his rankiing breast.
Hence! coward minions, hence! my stern
behest

Not Jove himself can alter.  Ye have chesen

To spurn me from you like a felon wolf,

And therefore come T steel'd against all pitv—

With feverish ardour thirsting to engulph,

In ruin infinite your hated city !
To-morrow, on the yellow Tiber's shore,
The herald Fates shall shrick—* Rome was—
Rome is no more !

SOSNET 1I.

Thonghtful at twilight's hour, before his tent,
The Roman leader of Rome’s tocmen stood,
While clad in sackcloth and funcreal hood,

A tearful female train before him bent.

His heart is strangely stirred !—A voice he hears
'Mid that sad sisterhoed, ne'er heard unlov'd—

His mother’s gentle voice!  Bright guileless years
Return, long banisk'd, at thesound. Unmov'd

He saw a Nation's agony !—but now
His wrongs are all forgot—ambition dics—

The fever leaves his brain—the cloud his brow.

Veturia smiles—* The victory is won.”

He clasps her in his trembling arms and cries,

* Sweet mother!—Rome you've sav’d—but lost

your son!®
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WHICH TREATS OF DIVERSE MATTERS.  INCLUD-
156, tater alie, M. Pownran's rxcursioN
To Bonnam;—axn wow Baun Gavavnies
(RUEYWAWKIE FEATHERED HIS NEST BY A SLIP
OF THIE PEN.

As intimated in my last, ¥ reached in safety
the far-funed town of Peterhead, and was
reccived with open arms and warm hearts, by
my nicee, Barbara Ballingall, and her guid-
man, Andrew. They were an honest, well-
duing couple, who feared their Maker, hon-
oured the King, and brought up their cleck-
ing of barng, “in decency and order.” Of
Andrew, oras I should rather style him, Builie
Ballingall, seeing that he had attained that
dignificd step on the ladder of life—I shall say
nothing at present.  His history contains
some particulars worthy of record in these
chronicles, and they shall be set forth in due
order, at an carly opportunity.

On the morning affer my arrival, a knock
came to the door, and Girzy, the hand-maiden
of all work, entered the chamber where we
were breaking our fast, with the tidings that
Bailie Gamaliel Greywawkie was without, and
craved the favour of an audience.

My nephew-in-law, lookcd a fraction glum
at this announcement, muttering, with some-
thing which the censorious would have repro-
bated as an immoral word, that the Bailic
was a plague and a pest, who, like the ill-
shilling, was ever making Lis appearance
when least needed.  As there was 1.0 avoid-
ing the infliction, however, he put the best
face he could upon the matter, and the bachle-
shod ¢nvoy having reccived the necessary in-
structions, she presently ushered the untimely
visitor into our presence.

As a matter of course, T was introduced in
due form. to the civic authority of Peterhead,
wha, so far as externalitics weat, possessed
all the orthodox and canonical requisites for
the Magistracy. The redness of his nose, and
“crimson pustules,” (as Dr. Scougall would
say,) which adorned the same, bore testimony
that he had not neglected his duty in drink-
ing the health of royalty on birthday and
cogoate fostivals. There was, likewise, (to
quote again from the above learned authority,)
s 5 plethoric rotundity in the abdominal re-

THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.

19

wions,” demonstrating to the cverlasting con-
fusion of all democratic slanderers, that the
owner thereof, was conscientious in hisattend-
ance at Corporation dinners,

After giving us some information touching
the state of the weather, which was more
authentic than novel, Builie Greywawkie pro-
ceeded to unfold the motives that hadled him
to favour us with his matin company. There
was {o bea marriage that evening in Boddam,
a fishing village about three miles to the south
of Peterhiead, and as the brides fathier, a sub-
stantial portioner, was a customer of his, he
had covenanted to honour the occnsion with
his presence. “T just drapped in, neighbour
Ballingall,” said he, “tosce if you would bear
me company.  And as your respected uncle
is a stranger to this quarter of the globe, he,
aibling will form onc of our party. I have
got my vchicle at the door, which will brawly
hold us 2" We will be certain of a guid din-
ner, and a tass of mountain dew, which the
King'scellar cannabeat.  Whether, however,
it ever paid duty to his Majesty, is a question
casier asked than answered.”

Having cever had a desire to see human life
i all its varicties, I at once closed with the
proposal, and Mr. Ballingall, having nothing
particular on his hands, likewise consented to
the arrangement.  “Ye need na' expect your
bread winner hame, the nicht, guid wife,”
said our conductor, as he set his convenicnce
in motion.  ‘“ As it threatens to he wat, we
will most likely tak’a bed frac my anld friend,
Saunders Skate.,”  * Besides,” added he, in
an uudertone to us, with a sly wink,—* if the
whisky be as guid as I expect, we will hae
meisture to contend against, of a uature mair
unfriendly to safe driving in the dark, than
that. distilled frac the clouds!™

As we were jogging cannily along, the
morning being warm, and the horse not pre-
cisely a “ high mettled racer. 1 took occa-
sion to precognosce Bailic Greywankic anent
the preparation of those yellow fish called
“Finnan haddies” for which this region of
the United is famous, from Johin O'Groat's
house to the wall of China.

“The luxurics in question,” responded the-
magistrate,—“take their name from Findon,
a village on this coast, though they are also

<ngendercd in Boddam, and some other clach-
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ans. A\ connicshure in such matters, (myself,
for in~tance, if 1 may be permitted to say so,)
can tell, when the'fish are cooked, the parti-
cular village from whence they came.  Inmy

OF DREEPDAILY.

who ushered us into his domidile—the best in
the village, by the way—with as much state
as if we had Leen crowndad Kings or mitred
Abbots.  In the twinkling of an eye, a hil-

opinion, andin thix Tam backed by two-thirds (lock of outmeal cakes, and a sweet milk

of the town councii of Peterhead, Findon,
though it gives it name to the whole manu-
facture, stands but second in the quality of
its fish. The haddocks are prepared in the
summer ime, when the weather is warm and
settled, and bicing gutied and cleaned, are
spread bufore the door to dry.  They are then
taken into the house, pierced behind cne of
the upper fins by an iron rod, and hung, to
the tune of four or five hundred, onrods, over
a furnzce in the corner of the room. The
furnace is heated with peat dross, of a pecu-
liar hind;—cvery thing depends on this—for
the puipose of smoking the fish, which

cheese nearly as large as a mwill wheel, were
placed belore us, and there was added a pot-
bellied bottle, which contained a liquid so
closely resembling water in appearance, that
it might have deccived a hermit who had
vowed to confine his potativns to that frugal
fluid.  In the simplicity of my heart, T quafied
a glass of this bLeverage, biing thirsty with
my drive, when to my utler amazement, I
discovered that the breath was leaving my
throat, and that my checks were moist with
wondering tears!  Philosophers, perchance,
may be able to tell the cause of this phenom-
ena; bul I am a prudent man, and never

aperation, when they have been previously
dricd, is completcdd in about three hours—;
Other villages produce their yellow fish by |
means of a kiln, over which they are spread, !
and henee no hole in the fins is required. i
is true, that a hole is made, to make green- !
horns believe that the commoditees were pro-
duccd in Findon ; but catch thom deceiving
e by sica device.  Just you notice carcful-
1y when twa smoked haddies are brought you,
the anc a native o Findon, 2nd the other a
Boddamite. In the first, you will discover that
the inside of the hole is browned, and pre-
serves the width of the rod; whilst in the!
latter, the interior of the hole, is fresh and
collapscd, as the minister who we will sce
this afternoon, expresses it. If ye ever be-
come a dealer in Finnan haddies, Kkeep
mind o' what I have said, and you will never
be at a loss to ken which is the true fish; and
which is the false!”

By this time, our cquipage was entering)
Boddam, and verily the place was fair and|
blythsome to look upon. Itissituated at the
extremity of a goodly bay, sheltered behind
hy the hill of Sterling, and the cyes of the
antiquarian are gladdened by the sight of the
ruins of Boddam castle, a scat of the ancient
Kcith family, which stands at the top ofa
promentory, close to the sea. Touching this
same castle, I learned a strange, and wiid le-
gend, which, perchance, I may record when
I hiave nothing clse to do.

We were duly welcomed by Saunders Skate,

repeat tales out of school, which the Kuk
Sessien might make 2 handle of.

Whilst we wure cating our snack, Mr. Skate
infermed us that his son-in-law to ke, was a
strapping young fisher chap, named Peter
Partan, and, as a matter of course, a native
of Boddam. “We neverlet our Lairns marry
strangers,” said the old man,  ““1f ane o' our
lassies took up wi' a forcigner—a shop lad o
Peterhead, for instance, she might never
attempt to show her neb in the viliage again.
Even the mother that bore her would look
upon the queen as nac langer ane o' the
family. The linimer would be regarded with
nearly as little favor as Lum-bees show {o a
wasp that has wandered into their byke. This
is anc o’ our ancient, tine immemorial cus-
toms, which, like the laws o' the Medes and
the Persians, alter not, for beast or body.”

At this point of our confabulation, Mrs,
Skate made her appearance, and a fine, sonsy,
motherly-looking matron she was, though

'somewhat of an overly fishy flavour for my

irland taste!

After hoping that we were making our-
selves quite at hame, sheinquired at her guid-
man, whether he knew where the scales and
weights were Iying.  “T have to measure out
the trimmings,” quoth she—*for Jock's waist
coat, and if that daidling creature Tammic
Leslic, does not get them immncdiately, the
bairns dress will not be ready for his sisters
wedding.”
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When the gaid wife had procured the im-
plements which she required, T questioned
Mr, Skate, touching the meaning of the speech
I had heard.

“You see sir,” replied my host, “that in
this part o' the country, our raiment is made
by tailors,who travel aboot frac house to house,
according as their services are required.  As
a general rule, they are a thieving, cheating
tribe, continually finding things where John
Highlandman found the tangs—that is by the
fire-side, ye ken! For this reason, it is the
universal practice, when folk give out cloth,
and thread, and lining to the tailors, to weigh
the same.  The garments being finished, the
seales are again applicd to, and according to
their decision, the honesty o’ the man o
needles is established, or his knavery made
manifest!  Our friend Tammie is nae waur
than his brethren; but as it would never do
to mak’ fish o' ane and flesh o’ anither, he be-
hoves to submit to the ordeal as weel as the
rest!”

“And does Mr. Leslie,” said T, “not rebel
against the imputation thus cast upon his in-
tegrity 2 In the west country no tailor would
ever sew a stitch for the family who called his
fair dealing in question.,” * Different lands
different ways,” returned our landlord.  * The
ceramnony is looked upon here as being quite
as much a matter o' course as the weighing o’
a salmon or a pound o’ candles,”

1t is fitting Lo mention in passing that the
above coaversation took place many years ago.
Reform,among other exploits, has emancipated
the crovked legged tribe from this degrad-
ing slur upon their morality.  That they re-
frain from cabbaging, T will not take it upon
mysclf to say, but assuredly their work is
never now weighed in the balance to sec
whether it be not wanting !

Saunders Skate told us many stories about
the nimbie-fingered Tammie, who was quite
a character in his way, onc of which I shall
retail for the diversion of my readers.

On oneoccasion, Lesle was engaged toshape
and sew in the house of a farmer named Fer-
gus Flint, who was notorious for the miserly-
ness of his disposition.  He grugded his family
and servants the common necessaries of life,
and would skin a certain animal which is often
in m:'s heals, but schdom named, save by
vuigarians, for the sake of its hide!

One night, after a hard days’ work, Tam-
mie sat down to take his supper with the
houschold, but though the room was nearly as
dark as pitch, the hard fisted Fergus would
not suffer a candle to be used. This state of
things did not by any means square with the
tailor’s ideas of comtort, and many a snuffle
and snort of indignation he uttered as he dis-
cussed the oatmeal porri-ie which formed the
staple of the banquet. At length, unable to
bear the obscurity any longer, he filled his
spoon to the very edge with the boiling Jux-
ury,and, instead of conveying itinto his mouth,
deposited the bulk thereof in the ear of the
churl, at whose side he chanced to be sitting?
Up started Flint with a yell which might have
wakened the dead, and gracping the tailor by
the throat, he demmanded whether it was his
intention to murder him at his own tuble?
Leslie pretended to be overwhelmed with
shame and remorse for the act of which he had
been guilty.  “Oh guidman,” cried the cun-
ning rogue, “that T shouid ever come to be
charged with an attempt upon your precious
and immortal life! Na, na! As I am an
honest man—I mean an honest tailor—I in-
tended to put the spoon fu’ o’ parritch into my
mouth, but it was so dark that T mistook the
way, and landed it by mistake in your worthy
lug™

It is hardly necessary for me to add, that
instant orders were given for the production
of a “six-in-the-pounder”—and never again
did Fergns Flint sit down to a nocturnalmeal,
at least when Tammic was his guest, with-
out a supply of artificial lizht to indicate the
relative positions of the mouths and cars of
the company !

[N. B.—TIt will be remembered by the intel-
; ligent peruser of these chronicles, that after
his visit to London, Mr. Peter Powhead fre-
quently makes use of more ambitious language
than he was wont to do.  The editor of these
priceless papers is anxious to call attention to
this fact, as he would not for all the gold in
the diggins, be suspected of tampering with
the manuscripts of his departed, and ever-to-
belamented friend !}

The day wore on a pace, and the pot-bellied
hottle diminished as the sun declined, a cur-
ious fact for which astronomers, perchance,

may be able to account.  Evavoration might
have had somwcthing to do with the matter,
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though doubtless, sume of the learned might '.~u[-plumnt of a stick, and the buxom maidens
Te inclined, with seme glimmering of reason, ; who were his partners in the nuptial recls
to expluin it Ly the theory of abisorption ! One | vowed that he was as useless at the dancing
thing is inconrover tible, that if our landlord’s “as a evippled lobster !

stock of spirits waxed low, the spirits of his . Aswe neared 2 toll-house, dozens of merrys
guests roe in an cqual proportion, aud when | ritging voices shouted ont, * Hurrah! there's
the word was passed that the marriage proees- | the minister,” and sure enough his reverence
sion was about to start, not the least merry -' was discovered solacing himself with a pipe
of the throng were a brace of Bailies from | at thereccipt of tiilute.  Here again Thave to
Peterhead, and a certain Ayrshire barber who | record another of the queer outlandish prac-
Hices of this most original and dogmatic pisca-
“torial community. Thetoll-house wasimariably

shall be nameless,

It scems that it was the usaze at Boddamn X
for the parties about to be buckled for life to ! converted pro temporeinto a chapel, when the
travel about two miiles in order to mecet the jmarriage benediction fell to be enunciated.
the mizister, who resided at some distazsce. ! No one could tell the why or wherefore of
This custom was complied with, whateverthe | this custom, Lut no one cver dreamed of
state of the weather might be, and Peggy | questioning its propricty.  Once had the Pres-
Skate, who was that day to be made “anjbytery cssayed to interdict the usage as

honest woman,” observed to me, in answer to
a remark which I let fall on the subject, that
she would never book herself as a regularly
married wifeil'the Rev. Mr. MceSnore performed
the ceremony under her father's roof-tree!

I believe, that with the exception of the

bedridden, and bairns in the cradie, the whole ;
swere suffered to remain in stalu guo !

population of Bodidam were standing in march-
ing order before Saunders Skate’s domicile,
when we made ourappearanee from the same.
Our approach was the signal for moving, and
in three minutes the party, marshalicd by an
antiquated boatswain with a wooden leg, sct
off by twos amd twos.

It struck me that erc many minutes had

unscemly, and “savouring of superstition;”
bat the leges of Doddam protested that if no
Mess Jobin of the establishment buckled them
at the anciciit spot, they would see whether
the Romish Priest, or the Old Light Buigher
winister would be less seruputous.  This, of
course, decided the controversy, and matters
¥ % ¥

[We are here constrained to omit a large
portion of Mr. Powhead’s narrative, as slizhtly
tainted with the prosy, and not of suflicient
interest to the general reader to warrant its
Heing transferred to our pages]

When we regained Doddam the procession
shaped its course to the dwelling of the happy,

but sore-footed Paitan, where the first olject
which attracted cur attention was the mother
of the aforesaid Partan, standing at the lln‘csh-

elapsed, the bridegroom, Peter Partan, began
to walk in a very feckiess and hirpling nanner,
as if he had Leen suddenly smitten with the
gout. On mentioning this to Bailie Gicy-:old, and brandishing a forn.idabie-looking pa

wawkie lic at once solved the mystery.  Ac-jof kitchen tongs. Under any other circum-
cording to the outréand despotic rules of, stances T would hare been dizposed to regard
Boddam, it became incumbent upon the youth  this apparition with some alarm, as indicative
placed in Peter’s interesting circumstances, to | of beliizerent intentions on the part of the new
deposit a crovked sixpence in his shoe pre-pmade legal parent, but I had long ceased to
viously to commencing his pilgrimage to the | be surprised at anything, however much out
shrine of Hymen. This was done to insure | of the way, which I witnessed in this demented
“Juck,” and its observance was looked upon iregion.  The attitude of the ancestral Partan
as so cssential that the bride, despite her® was perfeatly in order, and in eonpliance with
bashfulness and blateness, always insisted on ; the unwritten law of Boddam!  Grasping the
secing the coin lodged in the walking gear of ' young wife by the hand, the matron led her
her intended before she permitted him to set ;1o the fireplace, upon which lay a few faint
forth. Poor Peter doubtless regarded tllc‘cml-u& These wae carefully extinguished
ceremony more honored in the breach than :\\ ith the tongs above specitied, and then the
the observance,  For the cusuing six weeks | bride, tuching up her draws as best she might,
he could hardly pedestrianise without the:procecded to iguite 2 mass of peat and coal,
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When the feat was fairly accomplished, a
stentorian shout proclaimed the fact that Mrs,
Peter Partan had taken possession of her new
home, and was regularlly installed as the
mistress of the sume! * * * *x * ¥ x

[Unce more are we obliged to curtail the
worthy barber's narrative.  The particulars
given of the wedding feast, of the dancing,
and of the convivialities are spirited, but some-
what deficient in novelty,  Suffice it to say,
that the worshipful Greywawkie having been
assaulted by a certain felonious personage,
answering to the name of John Barleycorn, is
carried up to bed in a net, and Mr. Powhead
and his nephew having also suffered somewhat
from the aforesaid naughty John, retire to
recruit their exhausted cnergies on a shake-
down.}

As we were undressing, T requested Andrew
to give me some wccount of his brother Bailie,
with whose pawkie sayings, and wonderful
exploits, particalarly in the toddy consuming
line, T had been much tickled during that
mirthsome cvening. Mr. Ballingall, though
with many @ weary grunt and yawn, complied,
and the substance of his narrative I now pro-
ceed to rehearse for the enlightenment of pos-
terity.

THE FORTUNATE BLUNDER.

Gamaliel Greywawkie commenced life as a
general merchant in Peterhead, with a small
capital, and consequently with a small stock
in trade. Ile dealt in groceries, hardware,
candles, stationary, and draperies, and though
his shop was the first open in the morning,
and the last which was closed against the pub-
lic at night, he found it a hard matter to make
the two ends mect.  The natives of Peterhead
though, on the main, good customers enongh,
were pestilently costive in their payments,
and the iuk of many an accountin the hapless
huxter's ledger waxed dim and faint before
the welcome word ¢ settled ™ was endorsed at
the tail theveof!

Tt may be here proper to mention, that the
education of Gamaliel had not been of such
an excellence as would have fitted him for a
University degree. On the contrary, he knew
nothing of the dead languages, and couid not
read with peculiar fluency even the living
Anglo-Saxon tongue.  As for wriling, he
thought it enough if he could malke his ideas

tolerably intclligible on paper; and touching
spelling, he generally wrote words as he pro-
nounced them. “I had nac hand in the
brewin’ o’ dictionaries,” he would sometimes
observe ; “and, consequently, am not bound
to tak them as my rules and authoritics.”
Ilaving at length managed to scrape toge-
ther o few pounds, Mr. Greywawkie deter-
mined to see if hie could not increase his eapital
by a speculation. At that time copper gave
tokens of rising in the market, and the honest
man, after serious deliberation, resolved that

in this metalhe would invest his savings.

Accordingly he wrote to his London cor-
respondent, requesting him to purchase, in
his name, a ton of copper; and in due course
of post received a reply to the effect that the
order would be executed with all possible de-
spatch.  “Tt will take some time to do the
needful,” added Mr. Brummagem, “but due
notice shall be given of its completion.”

Mr. Greywawkie sorely churned his braing
to divine the meaning of this latter paragraph,
but all in vain. By no possibility could he
account for the fact that there should be any
difficulty in making the investment wiich he
had set his heart upon. From the metropoli-
tan journals, which from time to time met hig
eye, he learned that whole shipleads of copper
were changing hands every day, and how,
therefore, there should be the delay of an hour
in procuring a single ton of the commodity,
fairly passed his comprehension !

Time wore on, but matters remained in the
same bewildering position.  The desiderated
metal continued to rise in price, till at length
it reached its climax of attitude. Then it
began to take a turn in the opposite direction,
and slide down the mercantiie scale—slowly
at first, and then with a celerity which was
positively sickening to a holder,  Still no spe-
cific tidings from the unaccountable Mr
Brammagem! Now and then a curt, laconic
missive would arrive, that the order was stiit
in the course of exccution, but that the job
was an uphill one, and required time!

At length Gamalicl could bear the torturing
suspense no longer. e entrusted his shop
to the temporary care of an acquaintance, and
set out for London, determined to find out at
once the worst of the matter. It was indeed
a perilous erisis in the history of his fortuncs?
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Small as the adventure might be to a warm
man, upon its issue depended whether his
name should preserve its fragrance in *he
money market, or be consigned to the rank-
ness and putiidity of the bankrupt's depart-
ment of the Gazelte!

When themail-coach ,which was transport-
ing the person of the more than halffrenzied
Greywawkie is stopp=d at York, in order to
allow its passengers to go through the process
of sus-tentation, he entered the supper-room
with his comrades, but could not manzge to
swallow a solitary morsel.  Evervthing, bread,
meat, and pickles secmed encrusted and im-
pregnated with copper, and like the “ Amen”
of Macbeth, stuck pertinaciously in his
throat!

As he was gulping in rabid desperation a
stiff admixture of brandy and heated water,
the only thing in the shape of nutriment
which he could imbibe, Gamalicl heard his
name pronounced by a commercial Cockney
traveller, who was scated with a companion
at an adjacent table. Wearied and jaded as
he was, he could only make out a few words
here and there of the conference, but these
were sufficient to hasten him to the culiinat-
ing point of wonder and distraction! * Won-
derful fellow that Greywawkie must be! Pro-
digious order! A whole ton! Why, the
man must cither be mad, or have the Bank of
of England at his command! I must give
him a call when T reach the north!  Hope to
book him for a few thonsands !

At this moment the horn of his Majesty’s
mail sounded a retreat, and Greywawkie,
dashing down the price of the supper which
he had never fasted, rushed out to his loco-
motive, like an opium-drugged Malay running
a muck!

Arrived in London, the Peterhead shop-
keeper lost no time in secking the counting-
house of his correspondent, and, having stated
his name, requested an immediate audience.
The clerks, who scemed to regard him with a
look of respectful wonder, speedily announced
his arrival to their principal, and in a few
seconds Messrs, Greywawkic and Brummagen
stood face to fice in the flesh !

“My dear fricnd!” exclaiined the Fnglish-
man, “permit me to offer you my waimest
congratulations.  This very morning T suc-
ceeded in accomplizhing your commission,

e
ISy

and you arc now the largest holder of the
article within the Dritish deminions! Why,
your name has Leen the common talk on
"Change for the Tast ten days! You are calied
the Scotti~h phenomenon, and the prince of
bold speculators!”

Gamaliel, completely taken aback by this
; most mysterious and unfathomable grecting,
;was unable to squeeze out a sofitary word in
irejoinder. s hair literally stood on end like
;A crop of fmmature pokers—his tongue clave
to the roof of his mouth, even as a haring
adheres to the bottom of a red-hot frving pan
—and sinking down on the neavest chair, he
waited with fixed eves to hear what would
come next!  Had the information been that
he had succeeded to the Papal thione, orbeen
clected Commander of the Faithful, his won-
der could not have been increascd one jot or
tittle!

Mr. Bruinmagem did not give him time to
recover his sclf-possession, but continued to
rattle on at the rate of twenty knots an hour,
orthereby !

“If T might make so bold,” he said, “I
would venture to suggest that you shonld sell
out forthwith. The market is now as bare of
the article, as a Surgeon’s 1lall skeleton is of
flesh?  Our grocers are clamorous for a sup-
ply, and I can hardly walk the strects with-
out being waylaid by scores of 'em!  You can
make your own terms, by jingo! and T ques-
tion not, could clear thousands by mid-day if
you would release your hold.  So think ser-
jously about it, dear Mr. Greywawkie, and
pray consider the lamentable condition of the
cating community!  Why, T hear that there
has not been a leg of mutton boiled for nealy
a week, within the sound of Bow-bells 1"

“What in the name of Heaven do you
mean " at length managed to gasp out the
sorely confounded Gammaliel, “ Can there
be any carthly connection between my order,
and the meals of your Southurn gluttons?
Surely with all their brass they do rot scason
their mutton with copper sauce

“Not exactly, my dear fellow,” was the re-
Jjoinder, ¢ but capers, you know, arc gencrally
necessary for that favourite dish !”

“Do you mea to insnlt me, you scoun-
drel?” yelled the unhapyy Greywawkie, who
by that time had fairly passed the Rubicon of
sanity., “ What have T to do with all the
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capersin the universe? Speak, youmiscreant,
or T shall save Jack Ketch the trouhle of
throttling you?”

“Ia! Isee! blandly interposed Mr. Brum-
magem.”  Cold morning—long diive—overly
strong protation at the last stopping place!
Thesc things w:ll happen at times, to the best
of us! No man isa sww-pit at all hours, as
we used to say at school ! ere John! fetch
me Mr. Greywankie's order!  Perhaps a sight
of that document will restore your rccollec-
tion !”

The missive was brought, and the broker
unfolding it began to recapitulate its contents.
“Hum—just so—pliin as a pike staff—one
ton of capers—nothing could be clearer! let
me again advise you to sell out on the nail.
Never will there be a better chance!”

Stowly, bat surely did the light now begin
to dawn upon the fevered brain of the North
British huxter, till at length he Decame cog-
nizant of the real state of the caxe. Pru-
dently concealing the fact, thatbie had by mis-
take written capers for copper, Gamalicl, with
a faint laugh, begged pardon for his reeent
outbreak, and hinted something about the
potency of English gin in the morning!

Little more remains tobe told.  LThe capers
were disposed of to the famishing London
grocers that very forenoon, and before many
days had elapsed the credit account of Gama-
liel Greywawkie in the Peterhead branch of
the Bank of Scotland exhiibited more hundreds
of pounds than ever previously it had con-
tained tens!

—— - — ——.

THE ADVE TURES OF THE LAST ABEN-
CERRAGE.*

Oxr of the roung senorita’s now took up the
guitar, and after striking a few preliminary chords
commenced playing the air of the foreign dance.
The dunghter of Rodriguez laid aside her veil,
fan and black mantilla, and attached to her white
fingers the ebony castanets. Iler jetty locks
floated in luxuriant masses over her alabaster
shoulders. Her eves sparkled, her mouth was
wreathed with smiles, and her complexion was
tinged with a light blush. All at once she sounded
the rattling cbony, and mingling her voice with
the sounds of the gaitar, started like a flash of light.

What variety in her steps.  What elegance in

@ Contwued from page 613, vol. 2,

her attitudes. Sometimes raising her arms with
vivacity, then gently dropping them by her side.
Sometimes starting as if intoxicated with pleasure,
then retiring as if overwhelmed with grief. Now,
turning her head, she appears to beckon some
invisible lover, offers modestly a rosy cheek as if
to the kiss of a bridegroom, flics bashful, returns
brilliant and consoling, with a proud, nay, warlike
step, then bounds anew upon the turf, Ifer
voice and steps mingled in harmonious concert
with the strains of the instrument. The voice of
Bianca slightly subdued, had that soul-stirring
tone which touches the heart and rouses the
passions.  The Spanish musie, composed of sighs,
rapid movements, mournful strains, and gay songs,
suddenly ceasing, offers a singular mdange of
gaicty and melancholy. That music and that
dance fixed beyond recall the destiny of the Last
Abencerrage.  They would have sufficed to cause
a heart more troubled than his to ache.

At nightfall, he returned to Grenada by the
valley of the Douro, but, before leaving, Don
Rodriguez, charmed with the noble and polished
manners of Aben Ilnmet, entreated himn to return
soon, and amuse Bianca with his marvellous tales
of the East. The Moor, highly delighted, accepted
thie invitation of the Duke de Santa F'¢, and on
the morrow betook himself to the palace, where
she lived whom he loved better than the light of
day.

Bianca soon found herself deeply in love, from
the very impossibility which she fancied thercex-
isted, of her ever entertainmg such @ feeling.
To love an infidel, a Moor, an unknown, appenréd
to her a thing so strange, sv unlikely, so impossi-
ble, that she took no precautions to gnard against
the melody which was beginning to insinuate itself
into her veins. Nevertheless, as soon as she re-
cognised the symptoms, she treated the matcer in
true Spanish fashion. The perils and chagrins
which she foresaw did not cause her to shrink from
the brink of the abyss, nor deliberate a long time
with her heart. She said to herself, “let Aben
Hamet become a Christian, let him love me, and I
will follow him to the uttermost end of the carth.”

The Abencerrage on his part felt all the force
of a soul-absorbing, irresistible passion. e lived
only for Bianca. The projects which had brought
him to Grenada no longer occupied his attention.
It was easy for himto obtain the information he
had come to ask, but he felt no interest in any-
thing, his mind and soul were wrapt up in his love.
He felt nothing, saw nothing, heard nothing,
wished for nothing, thought ofnothing but Bianca.
¢ Let her become a Mahomedan, let her love me,
and I will serve her to my latest sigh.”
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Aben Hamet and Bianca thus fixed in their | himself transporied to the entry of une of those
determinations, awaited oaly a tavorable moment : pajaces deseribed in the thousand and one nights.
to disclose theiv sentiments. It was then the: Light galledies, white marble canals bordered with
finest period of the year. l floweting orange and lemon trees, whose fragrant

“You have not yeu seen the Alhambra,” said | pevfume Lidened the air, sparhling fountains, and
the danghter of the Duke de Santa FE to tiie solitary comts offted themselves on all sides to
Abencerrage. D may credit some few wm'\ls: the eyes of Aben Hamet, and across the spread-
which have ezeaped you, your fumily is oviginaliy "ing roofs of the porticos, he perecived other
from Grenada,  Perhaps you wili be well pleased \ labytinthis and fresh enchantments. The bright
to visit the palace of your ancient Kings? I will “azure of a most lovely sky, shewed between co-
this evening serve you myself as a guide.” [umns sustaining a chain of gothic arches. The

Aben Manet swore by the beard of the Prophet, ; »alls covered witharabesques appeared to initate,
that no prowmenade could be more deligittal tolxim.!“t first sight, those Eastern stulls, which the

The hour xed for the eacursion to the Alhambra | caprice of a womnen stave broiders to beguile the
being anived, the daughter of Don Iimhi;.;uci.‘“‘l’il"i“t‘fs of a harem; somethiag voluptuous,
mounted on it white backney accustomed to clunb Lwarlike and religious impregnated the air of this
the rocks like a goat, Aben Hamet accompaiicd  magie bLuildig—a cloister of love, the mysterious
the Lilliant Spaviard, upon an Andalusiau steed, ; retreat where the Moorish Kings tusted every
equipped after the Turkish manuer, pleasure and forgot every duty of life.

In the rapid course of the voung Moor, hLis After some moments of surprise and silence,
purple tobe swciled out behind him, his curved , the two lovers entered into thisabode of vanished
cymetar catteedagainst the Ligh saddle, and the  power and past felicity.  They first proncnaded
wind agitated the aigiette with which Lis turban “around the saloon of Mesuear, amidst the petfume
was surmoanted. The people, elurmed with his of flowers and the ficshuess of waters. They
han isome appearance, said, as they lovhed after penetrated next into the Court of Lions. The
him, *¢ It i< au iufide! Prince whom Donua Bianca | emotions of Aben Iumet augmented at each
is going to convert.” step. “If thou didst not fill my soul with rap-

They traversed at first along street still bearing | ture,” said he to Bianea, “with what giicf should
the name of an ancient and lustiious Moutist |1 be compelled o azk of thee, o Spaniand, the
family, and bordering on the exterior encloswe ! listory of these dwellings—ah! these places weire
of the Alhambra. They afterwards traversed a ! made for the enjoyment of happiness, but 1 "
woud of elms, arived at a fountain, and soon|  Aben Hamet perceived the name of Boabdil
found themseives before the interior enclosure of " chased in Mosaics.  * Oh my King,” cried he,
the patitce of Boabdil. I a wall lanked LY tow- ] ¢ what has become of thee? Where shall 1 find
ers and swrrounded by battlements, opened 2] thee in thy deserted Alhambra?”  And the tears
gate, cailed the Gate of Judgment.  They clear- of fidelity, loyalty aud honour, fiiled the eyes of
ed this fiist gate, and advanced by a narrow road | the young Moor.
which wound between high walls and half ruined “Your ancient Masters,” said Bianca, “or
masonry.  Chis voad conducted the to the plce | rather the Kings of your fathers, were ingrates.”
of the Algibes, near to which Charles the V.o was { « \Whatmatter,” replied the Abencerrage, ** they
then causivg a palace to be erected. From!jave been unfortunate  As he uttered these
thence, turning to the north, they bhalted in 2 ¢ words, Bianea conducted him into a Cabinet,
deserted ourt, at the fuot of a wall covered with | wjich appeared to be the very sanctuary of this
arabasque ornaments, and paitially destroyed by | Temple of love.  Nothing could equal tie cle-
tine  Aben lHamet leaping lightly to thie ground gance of this retreat § the entire rool” was painted
offered his hand to Biawea to descend from her azure and g(,l(l‘ and comp(lsc.l o a fret-work of
mule.  The laequeys krocked ut a deserted gate, | qrabesques which allowed the light to pass as
the threshhold of which was concealed Ly the | gver a tissue of flowers. A fountain bubbled in
grape.  The gate opened, and allowed them 105 the centre of the building, and its waters fulling
see all at once the secret precinets of the Alhati- { in dewy showers, were reeeived in an alabaster
bra. conch. * Aben Hamet,” said the daughter of the

All the Jongings, all the regrets for hiscountry, | Duke de Santa IFé, * observe well this fountain,
mingled with tie ilusions o0 luve, now scized up- i it received the trunkless heads of the Abencer-
on the heart of the Jast Abencarage.  Tmmove- frages.  This white marble is yet stained with the
able and wute hie stands gazing with wonder ! blood of the unhappy victims whom Buabdil sac-
jnto this habitation of the Genii. He fancied ! rificed to his suspicions,  “Tis thus, in your couns
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try, that men who seduce the affections of too
credulous wamen are treated.”

No lenger was Aben Hamet listening to his
lovely mistress.  Prostrate, he was kissing with
holy reverence the trace of the blood of his an-
cestors. Sudden he arose and cried, * Oh, Bianca,
I swear by the blood of those cavalicrs, to love
thee with the constancy, fidelity and ardour of an
Absncerrage.”

‘“Ah, you love me then,” answered Bianca,
clasping her lovely hands and raising her looks to
Heaven; “but do you remember that you are a
Moor, an infidel, an enemy, and that I am a
Chuistian and a Spaniard.”

0, Holy prophet,” said Aben Hamet, “be wit-
ness to my oath 1—="

Biancointerrapted him.  What faith would you
that I should give to the oaths of a persecutor of
my God? Do'st know if I love thee? Who
dared give theeleaveto hold such language to me?

Aben Hamet replied in consternation.  *Jt is
true—~T am only thy slave. Thou hast not cho-
sen me for thy cavalier.”

Moor,” cried Bianea, * cast aside this mockery.
Thou hast seen in mwy looks that I love thee, my
folly for tiee passes all measure. Becowme but a
Chiristian, and nought shall prevent me from be-
coming thine. But if a daughter of the house of
Bivar dares to speak to thee thus frankly, thou
mayest augur from it, that she will know kow to
conquer herself, and that an enemy of the Chris-
tian feith shall never own her hand.”

Aben Hamet in a transport of passionate love,
clasped the hands of Donna Bianca in his own,
placed them on his turban, then on his heart.—
¢ Allah is powerful,” cried he, “and Aben Hamet
is happy. O Mahomet! let this Christian but
know thy law and nothing shall—-"

“ Thou blasphemest,” said Bianca, **let usleave
this place.”

Linked together, arm in arm, they approached
the fountain of the Twelve Lions, which gave its
name to once of the Courts of the Alhambra, ¢ Be-
loved,” said the simple Spaniard, “when I look
on thy robe, thy turban, and thy arms, above all,
when I remember our love, I fancy I'see the shade
of the handsome Abencerrage walking i this se-
cluded retreat with the unfortunate Alfaima.  Ex-
plain to me that Arabic inscription graven on
the marble of yon fountain.”

Aben Hamet read these words.  ““The lovely
prineess who, covered with pearls, walks in this
garden, augments its beauty so prodigiously,” the
restof the inscription was efiaced.  **'Tis for thee
this inscription was composed,” said Aben Hamet.
0, beloved Sultana, these palacos were never

so beautiful in their youth as they are to-day in
their ruins.  Hearlen to the play of tie fountaing
whose waters the moss has turned away.  Regard
those gardens which we see beneath yonder half
ruined arcades. Contemplate the star of day
never sctting beyoud those porticos. Oh, how
sweet to wander with thee in these places. Their
accents embalm these retreats as the roses of
Yemen, with what joy do I recognize in thy lan-
guage some accents of that of my fathers. The
rustling of thy robe above,on these marbles, makes
my heart leap.  The airis only perfumed when it
has touched thy locks. You are as beantifn) as
the spirit of my country amidst these ruins.  But
can Aben Hamet hope to fix thy heart?  What,
is he near thee? Ile has wandered o'er moun-
tains with his father, and knows the herhs of the
wilderness.  Alas, there i3 not one that can cure
the wound thou hast made. 1le carries arrows
but1s no cavalier. Formerly, said T to myself,
the water of the sea which sleeps in the shade of
the crevice in the rock is trm quil and wute, whilst
the great sea is noisy and agitated.  Aben Hamet,
thus will thy life glide away silent, peaceable and
igunorant, in un obscure corner of an unknown
land, whilst the hearts of others are overwhelmed
by tempests.  Thus, lovely Christain, have I spo-
ken in my fully, but thou hust already proved that
the tempest can also trouble the drop of water in
the crevice of the roek.”

Biancalistened with ravishmentto thislanguage
so new to her, and whose oriental turn seemed
so well suited to the fairy residence where she
was wandering with her lover.  Love penctrated
herwhole heart.  Her kneestrembled and knocked
together, she was obliged to lean heavily on the
arm of her guide. Aben Hamet sustained his
sweet burthen, and whispered, as he walked,
“Ahwhy am I not a brilliant Abencerrage ?”

“ You would please me less,” said Biaunea, * for
I should be more tormented. Remain obscure,
and live for me. A brilliant cavalier often forgets
love for renown.”

“Thou would’st not have that danger to fear,”
answered Aben Hamet, with vivacity.

 And how would yon love me then, if youwere
an Abencerrage?” asked the descendant of Chi-
mene.

I would love thee more than glory, and less
than honor.”

The sun had sank below the horizon, during the
promenade of the twolovers.  They had wandered
through the whole Alhambra.  What sweet sou-
venirs for Aben Hamet.  Here the Sultana enjoyed
these airholes purposcly contrived, the smoke of
perfumes burnt underneath her.  There, in that
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seclnded asylum, she decked herself in all the | cross.  Aben Hamet conducted Bianca to the fuot
finery of the East; and it was Bianea, his adored | of these columns,
mistres3, who repeated all those details to the | ¢ Bianea,” said he, * my ancestors repose here ;
handsome youth she idolized. { swear by their ashes to the day when the angel
The moon now ri~ing spread a pale, doubtful | of judgment shall summon me to the tribunal of
light o'er the abandoned sanctuaries and deserted | Allah; T promise thee never to engage my heart
courts of the Alhambra, Her white rays painted | to another woman, and to take thee for wife so
on the grass of the parterres, and on the walls of | <oon as thou wilt recognise the holy light of the
the saloons, the Lice-work ot an adridlavchitecture, | prophet.  Each suceceding year I will return at
the wrchies of cloisters, the tlickering shadow of | this period to Grenada to see if thou hast kept
dancing waters, and of fragrant bushes, waved by I thy faith, and if thou wilt renounce thine errors.”
the zepliyr.  The nightingade g fromacypress | And 1" said Bianca, in tears, will await thee
which pierced the dome of a ruinedmosque, and | for ever; I will preserve for thee to my last sigh
the echoes repeated the mournful steain.  Aben jthe faith Thavesworn thee, and T will reccive thee
Hamet wrote by the light of the moon, the nawe | for my bridegroom when the God of the Christians,
of Bianca on a murble slab in the hall of the two | move powerful than thy mistress, shall Lave touch-
sisters, Mer name he traced in Arabie characters, @ ed thy infiuel heart.”
20 that the passing traveller has onemore enigma | Aben Hamet departed.  The winds carried him
to solve in this palace of mysteries. 10 the African shores. is mother had expired
“ Moor, thy pastimes are eruel,” said Biinca, i and nought remained for him but to weep over
““let us leave this place. The destiny of my life {her grave. Months passed away. Sometimes
is fixed for ever. Mussulman, I love thee without | war.dering amongst the ruing f Carthage, some-
hope. Christian, I am thy too happy bride.” times seated by the tomb of St. Louis, the exiled
Aben Namet answered, *Chuistian, T am thy | Abencerrage longed for the day which should
desolate slave, A true believer; I am thy glorious | recall him to Grenada. At length it arrived, and

spouse.” Aben Hamet embarked and turned the prow of
Then these noble lovers left this dangerous | his vessel towards Malaga. With what joy, with
place. with what transports mingled with fear,did he per

Bianca’s passion augmented daily, and that of | cceive the blue shores of Spain.  Did Rianca await
Aben Hamet's inereased with equal violence.  Me | him on those shores?  Did she yet remember the
was so enchanted to be loved for himsclf alone, | young Arab who had never ceased to adore her
to owe to no foreign caus> the sentiments with | under the paln-tree of the desert?
which hie had inspired the lovely Spanish maiden, | The daughter of the Spanish Grandee wasnot
that he had never revealed the sceret of his birth | ypfthful 1o her oath, She had entreated her
to her. It would be so sweet a pleasure to tell ! fyher to take her to Malaga, and from the rocky
her on the day she cansented to give him lim her | heights which surround the inhabited side of the
hand, thathe bore an illustiious name. city she followed with her eyes the distant vessels

On bis veturn to the Khan of the Moors, he  and fugitive sails. During a temnpest, she contem-
found a suminons for bim to return imuxcxli.uc]y! plated with fright, the sea raised by the winds.
to Tunis. IHis mother, attacked by a discasc} At times she delighted to lose herself amidst
without remedy, wished to @mnbrace her son :unlithe clouds which wrap the rocky hills about
bless him beforeshe died.  Aben Hamet presented « Malaga, to expose herself in dangerous places, to
himself at the palice of the Dule de Santa Fé. { be drenched in the spray of the same storm
¢ Sultana,” said he to Bianca, ** My mother is; which menaced the life of Aben Hamet; and
stricken even unto death, she sendsfocme to close | when she saw the wild sea gull tip the waves with
her eves.  Wilt thou preserve thy love for me?” | his great curved wings and fly towards the Afvi-

“You leave me,” said the pale Bianca; *“oh, | can coast, she sent messages of love by it, that
ghall I ever see thee again ?” insensate love which a heart devoured by passion

¢ Come,” said Aben Hamet, T wish to exact an , alone feels.
oath of thee, and to make it oue that death alone; At length, one day whilst wandering on the
can break. Follow— shore, she perceived along bark, whose clevated

They went outand came unto a cemetery which | prow, raking mast and lateen sail, announced the
formerly belonged to the Moors.  Here and there ' elegant genius of the Moors.  Bianca hurried to
were settered some light funcral columus, on; the port, and soon saw the Barbary vessel enter,
which the seulptor had originally figured a turban, | the waves foaming under her sharp bows. A
but which the Chiriatians had since replaced by a’ Moor, superbly habited stood in the prow; be-
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hind him, two bl:\ck slaves helll ln the reins an
Arab horse, whose smoking nostrils and starting
mane proclaimed alike his natural ardor, and the
fright with which the waves inspired him, The
barque speedily lowered her sails and moored to
the quay. The Moor leaped on shore which re-
sounded with the dang of his arms; the slaves
brought his pure-blooded steed leaping and neigh-
ing for joy atonce more touching the earth.  Other
slaves lowered a basket, whereinamongst a bed of
paln leaves reposed a gazelle, whose fine slender
limbs were bentand fastened under it for fear they
might Le broken by the motion of the vessel.—
Around its neck was a necklace of alve seeds, and
upon a golden clasp were graven a name and a
talisman.

Bianca recognized Aben Hamet, but dared not
betray herself to the eyes of the crowd : Retiring,
she sont Dorothea, one of her women, to warn
the Abencerrage that sheawaited him atthe palace
of the Moors, Aben IHamet was presenting his
firman, written in letters of azure upon precious
parchuent, and enclosed in a case of sitk. Doro-
thea approached, and conducted the happy Aben-
cerrage to the feet of Bianca. What transports
at finding each other faithful., What intense hap-
piness to meet oncemore after svlong a separation,
and to exchange new vows of cternal love and
fidelity.

The two black slaves brought the Numidian
steed, which, in place of a saddle, had only a lion's
skin on its back, girthed by a zone of purple. Be-
hind, was borne the gazelle. * Sultana,” said
Aben Hamet, *’tisa gazclle of my country, nearly
as elegant as thyself.” Bianca herself unbound
the lovely creature, which seemed to thank her
with its soft lustrous black eyes. During the ab-
sence of the Abencerrage, the danghter of the
Duke de Sante F¢ had studied Arabic, and now
read with moistened eyes her own name on the
collar of the gazelle, which though, at last at lib-
erty, could scarce keep its feet, having been so
longa prisoner. Itlay on the ground, and pillowed
its head on its mistress’ feet. Bianca fed it with
fresi dates, and caressed this desert goat, whose
fine skin yet retained the odour of the wood of
Aloes, and the rose of Tunis.

The Abencerrage, the Duke de Santa Féand his
daughter, left together for Grenada. The days of
the happy pair passed like those of the preceding
year. The same promenades, the sames hopes,
the same love, or rather love always increasing,
always shared, and the same fixed attachment in
the two lovers to the religion of their fathers.
‘¢ Become a Christian, sighed Bianca.” “Become
& Mahomedan, whispered Aben Hamet,” and they
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separated once more \mlmut Invm" succumbed
to the pussion which attracted them to each other,

Aben Hamet re-appeared the third year like
those birds of passage which love brings to our
climate in the spring. e did not find Bianca at
the shore, but a letter from his adored mistress
informed the faithful Arab of the departure of the
Duke de Sante F& for Madrid, aud the arival of
Don Carlos at Grenada, accompanied by a French
prisoner, his friecnd. The Moor felt hisheart beat
at readiag this letter, and left Malaga for Gre-
nada with the most sorrow ful presentiments. The
mountains appeared frightfully solitary, and many
a time did he turn his head to gaze back at the
sea he had just crossed.

Bianea, during the absence of her futher, had
been unable to quict a brother whom she loved,
a brother ton, who wished to despoil himself in
her favour of all his wealth, and whom she saw
after seven years absence. Don Carlos had all
the courage and all the pride of lis nation. Ter-
rible as the conquerors of the New World, amongst
whom he had fleshed his maiden sword, and reli-
gious as the Spanish Cuvaliers, conqueross of the
Moors, he nourished in his heart against the infi-
dels the hatred inhierited with the blood of the Cid.

Thomas de Lautree, of the illustrious house of
Foix, where beauty in the women and courage in
the men, passed as hereditary gifts, was the
yonnger brother of the lovely Countess de Foix,
and of the brave and unhappy Odet de Foix,
Lord of Lautree. At theage of eighteen, Thomas
had been knighted by the hands of Buayard, in
that retreat which cost the life of the Chevalier,
¢ Sans peur et sans reproche.””  Some time after,
Thomas was wounded and made prisoner at Pavia,
in defending the chivalrous King, who there lost
all, save his honour.

Don Carlos de Birar, a witress of the valour of
Lautree, had tended the wounds of the young
Frenchman, and soon there grew up between
them one of those heroic friendships, of which
esteem and virtue are the foundation. Francis
the First, had returned to France; but Charles re-
tained the other prisoners as hostages. Lautree
had had the honour of partaking the captivity of
his King, and of sleeping at his feet in prison.
Remainingin Spain after the monarch’s departure,
he had been liberated on the word of Don Carlos,
whom he accompanied to Grenada.,

When Aben Hamet presented himself at the
pulace of Don Rodriguez, and was introduced in-
to the chamber, where he found the daughter of
the Duke de Santa Fé, he felt torments, until
then unknown to him. At the feet of Donna Bianca
was sitting @ young map, who regarded her
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ce. e was dressed in bufl hose, !

in ravished silen
with a pourpeint of the same colonr, bound by a
girdle, fromp which depeaded a sword decorated
A cloak of silk was ¢ast over

witha fleur de lis. '
his shoulders, and his iead was covered with :lE
narrow  brimmed hat, shadowed with plomes. ¢

THE WATER-GLASS; OR DAY-DREAM OF LIFE.

bat T never heard of it afore. Might it be your
invention, for it is an excellent one.”

He loaked up suspicious like.

* Never heard of a water-glass®’ he  said,

slowly. * May Task what your name might be ?”

s I, “friend; you answered me

« Sartainly
eryows., I'm

my qaestion civilly, and I will a

A Tace ruff falling over his chest, left his neck, b"i"'\.’\'"‘l‘s:l.s":'\ tlll ‘"Cl]'“'ft “}"“ ;.,"ﬁ."i me.”
L . s Sam Shick, the Clocknuker 7 sais he,

uncovered. A paiv of monstachios, black as jet, ! “ Ya o o

b 1 1TAEAS, CAS 3L WPhe same,” said 1, “and never heard of a
s water-glass,”
Large boots, which fell ' * Never!  Mr. Slick,” said he, “I'm not so
carried the goiden Simple as you take me to be. You can't come
spur. tie mark of chicaley jover me that way, but you are welcome to that
Spur, the mark of chivalry. rise, anyhow, 1 wish you good mornin®.”

At some distance, anather Cavalier sat apart, ! Now that's human natus’ all over. - man iz
bent on the iron cross of his own sword,  He was : #over astonished or ashamed that _he dond't know
habited similarly to the other Cavalivr, but ap- Vihat another does ; but he is surprised at the gross

ated simifarly o the BT, ap Liqnarance of the other in wot knowin’ what ke
His austere manner, although ' doec. But“to return.  If instead of the water-
153 (which I vow to man I never heard of before

gave to his naturally sweet countenance a minly

and wariik
down in folds over his lewgs,

appearanes,

peared older.
ardent and passionate, iaspired both respect and

fear. The red cross of Caltirava was embroidered | that day), if we had a breast-glass to look into th:
remt, and read what is wrote, and see what i3

passin’ there, a great part of the su nts—them that
dow’t know music or paintin’ and call it a waste
of precious time,and can’t dance,and eall it wicked,
and won't g0 to parties, because they are so stupid

«

‘¥

on his pourpoeint, with this device, ** For it, and
my King."”
(25 be continued.)

T TN e uo one will talk to them, and call it sinful —a

THE WATER-GLASS; OR DAY-DREAM OF | sreat lot of the saints would pass over to the
LIFE. sinners,  Well, the sinners must be added to

_ the fools, and it swells their numbers up con-

siderable, fora feller must be a fuol 10 be a sinner

DY SAM SLICK.
at all, secin’ that the way of the transgressors is

Sais T to myself, the norid has many nations on
the face of ity T reckon, but there ain’t but faur ; hard.
classes among them : fools and knaves, saintsand | 4 the little band of tael salts of saints, a con-

sinners.  Fouls :nd sinners form the bulk of man- § sideralile some must be added to the fools' manks
kind; rogues are mmmerous everywhere, while ; tao. for itaint every pivus man that's wise, though
saints—real salts—are fow in number, fewer, iffhe may have sense enough to e gond.  Arter
you could look isnto their hearts, than folks think. ! this deduction, the census of them that's left will
I was once in Prozpect ilarbor, near Halifax, | show a small table, that’s a fact. Wihen the de-
shordy arter a Boston packet hand been wracked [ vated city was to be destroyed, Abmabam begged
there. Al that could float had been picked up, it off for fifty rightcous men.  And then for forty-
or washed away; hut the heavy things sank to, five, and finally for ten; but arter all, only Lot
the bottom, and these in the generzl way were | his wife, and two davghters was saved, and that
valuable. I sywaman in a boat with a great] was more from marcy than their desarts, for they
long tuc o in bis hands, which he put down into | warnt no great shakes arter all.  Yes, the breast
the sea « very now and then, and looked through, ; gliss would work wonders, but I don't think ¢t
and then noved an and took another observation. § weuld be overly safe for aman to invent it: he'd

“Awfal weack that!” saud 1, dolefully. find himself, I reckon, some odd night a plaguey

“Well, it was considemble, but it wight have , sizht nearer the top of 2 lamp-post, and farther

been wuss,” said hey guite composed.

Ah? sais I tomyself. I see haw it is, vou haint
lost any thing, that’s ciear, bat you are lookin’ for
somethin',

“ Sarching for gold?" said 1, faughin’, and goin’
on tother tack. * Every vessel, they say, is
loaded with gold now-a-days?"

“Well,” sais he, smiling, * I ain't sarching for
gold, fur it ain't so pleaty un thisceast ; butlam
garching for ziuc: there are several rolls of it
there”

¢ What was that curious tube,” sais T, “if I
might e so hold as 2o ax 2"

“Sartain,” sais he, “ivs a waterglass. The
bottom of that tube has a larze plate of glass in
it. When you insert the tube into the sex, and
Jook into it, you can perccive the bottom much
plainer than you can with a naked eye.”

“Good!" sais I; ** now that’s a wrinkle on my
horn. I darcsay a watcr-glassis a common thing,

from the ground than wasagreeable ; and wouldu't
the hypocrites pretend to lament him, and say he
was a dreadful loss to w akind 2 That being the
state of the case, the great bulk of humans may
he classed a2 fools and knaves. The last are the
thrashers and swond-fishes, and gmampuses and
sharks of the sca of life; and the uther the great
shoal of cominon fish of different sorts, that seem
made a-purpose to feed these hungry onmerciful
critters that take 'ciin by the dozen at one swoop,
and open their mouths wide, and dart on for ano~
ther meal.

The whole continent of Amcrica. from one end
of it to the other, is overrun with political knaves
and quack knaves. They are the greatest pesta
we have.  Onc undertakes to improve the consti-
tution of the coudtry, and the other the constita-
tion of the body, and their everlastin® tinkerin®
injures both. How in naturfolks can be so taken
in, I don't know. Of all knaves, I consider them
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two the most dangerous,
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for both deal in poisou-’ wherever he was,  Zhunderind long words aint

. . o . ) . . 3 .
ousdeadly medicines. One pysons people’s mimls, b wisdun, and stoppin’ a critter's mouth is more apt

awd the other their bodies,
heads, and the other their stountchs, and 1 do be-
lieve in my heart and soul that's the cause we
Yankees look so thin, hollow in the checks, nar-
row in the chest, and gander-waisted.  We boast
of being the bappiest peaple in the world.  The

President tells the Congress that bunkum every

year, and every year the Congress sais, *Tho’
there win’t much in you, old slippery-go-casy. at
no time, that's no lic atany mte.”  Every young
lady sais, [ guessthat’sa fact.”  Andevery boy
that coaxed a little hair to grow on Lis upper lip,
puts hisarm round his gall's waist and sais,—
Y That's as true as rates, we are happy, and if
you wonld ouly name the day, we shall be still
happier.”  Well, this is all fine talk; but what is
bein’ 2 happv people ? Let's see, for hang me if
I think we are 2 happy people.

When I was a boy to night-school with my poor
dear old friend, the minisier, and arterwards in
life as bis companion, he was for everlustingly
correctin’ me about words that I used wrong, so
onc day, having been down to the sale of the of-
fects of the great Revolutionary General, Zadoc
Seth, of Holmes Hole, what does he do but buy it
Johnson'’s Dictionary for mein two volumes, cach
as bix as a clock, and a little heavier than my
wooden ones.  * Now,” sais he, *do look out
words, Samn, 50 as to kunow what you are n-talking
about.”

Ouc day, I recollect it as well asit it was yes-
terday—aud if I loved a man on carth, it wasthat
man—TI told him if I could only go to the Thanks-
giving Ball, I should be guite happy.

“ Happy!” said he, * what's that 2"

i \’Yhy happy,” sais I, * is—bcin’ bappy, tobe
sure.

* Why that’s of course,” saiske, “adollarisa
dollar, but that don't inform me whata dollar re-
presents. [ told you youused words half the time
you did'nt understand the meanin’ of.”

“ But Ido,” sais I; happy means beingso glad,
your h:artis ready te jump out of its jacket for
you.,

“Yes—yes,” sais he; “and 1 suppose if it
never jumped back again, you would he unhappy
for all the restof your life. I sceyouhaveavery
clear conception of what *happy’ meauns. Now
ook iv ont; istus see what the great and good
Dr. Johnson says.”

*¢ ¢ saiy it is a state where the desires are sat-
isficd—lucky—ready.”

“Now," said he, *“at most, asit applicsto you,
if you get leaveto go to the ball, and you may go,
for I approbate all innocent amuscments for
young people, you would be only lucky; andina
state where onc desire is satisfied. It appears to
me,” said he, and he put one leg over the other,
and laid his head a litte back, asif he wasa-goin®
to lay down the law, * that that eminent man has
omittcd another sensc in which this ward is pro-
perly used—namely, 2 state of josfulness—light-
heartedness—merriment, but we' won't stop to in-
quirc into that. 7t is great presumption for the
likes of me to attempt to criticise Dr. Johnson.”

Poor dear old soul, he was 2 wiser and modest-
er man than ever the old doctor was. Factis,
old dictionary was very fond of playin' first fddle

One unsettles their, 0 anproce his wind thase his ondeestandin’,

“You may go to the ball” said hie, “and I
hope you may be happy in the Jast seuse I have
given it

“Thank you, Sin™ said I, and oft I cuts hot

; foot, when hie called me back ; 1 nad « great mind

to pretend pot to hear him, for I was atcid be
Wis ieg0in to renig—.

* Sam,” said he, and he held out bis haud and
took mine, und looked very setiously at me;—
 Sam, my son” said e, “now that 1 huve gran-
ted you permission to go, there is one tnng I
want yeu to promise me. 1 think myselt you will
do it without any promise, but 1 should like to
have your word.”

¢ I will obscrveany direction youmay give me,
Sir,” said 1.

**Saam,” =uid he, and bis fuce grew so longand
blauk, I hardly kaew what was a-coman’ next,
S, said he, *“ don’t let your heatt jusp out of
its jacket,” and he lid back in lus char, and
augined Wke anythin’, in fact 1 coubl uet help
Lingganny” my=elf to find it all end in o johe.

Fresently he let go my haud, teok both his,
and wiped his eves, for tears of fan were in e,

* Minister,” sais I, * will you let me just say a
word ¥

¢ Yes," sais he.

“ Well, according to Dr. Johnson's third sense,
that was i happy thought, for it was * ready.’”

“Well, I won't say 1t war'nt,” sail hej ** and,
Sam, in that sense you are likely to be a happy
man all your life, for you are always *ready;?
take care you aint too sharp.”

But 1o go back, for 1 go rownd about some-
times.  Tho' Daniel Webster, said [, was like a
zood sportin’-dug, if I did neat round the bush, [
always put up the birds,  What is a happy peo-
ple?  If havin® cnough to cat and dvink, with
rathier a short, just a Little mite and moisel 0o
short an allowance of time to swaller if, is bein’
tappy, then we are so beyond soubt. 3 livin® in
a free country like Maine, where you are com-
pelied to drivk stagnant seampewater, lut can
cat opinm like a Chinese, i vou choose, is bein’
happy, then we arc a happy people.

Just walk thro' the happy streets of our happy
villages, and look at the men—all ousy—in a
hurry. thoughtful, auxious, full of business, toilin®
from day dann to night—look at the women, the
dear critters, a little, just a little care-worn, time-
worn, climate-worn, pretty as angely, but not
quitc somerry.  Follow them in the evening, and
sce where tham crowds are goingto; why to hear
abolitivn lectures, while their own free niggers
are starvia’, and arve taught that stealin’ is casier
than workin®.  What the plague have they to do
with the affairs of the south? Or to hold com-
munion with evil spirits by means of Biology, for
the deuce a thing clse is that of mesmeric tricks
cither? Or going to hear a fellow mve at a pro-
tract.d meetin’, for the twelfth night, 1o convince
them how happy they ought to be, as more than
half of them, at lcast, are to be dammed, toa
dead sartainty ?  Or hear a mannish, vaw-boned-
looking old maid, lecture on the rights of women
and call on them to emancipate themselves from
the bondage imposed on them, of wearing pet-
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ticoats below their huees?  IF women are equal
tomen, why shoulda’t their dress be equud ?
What tight has a feller to wear a kil only as far
as his kuee, and compel his slave of a wife to
wear hern down to herankle? Draw your scis-
sors, walls) i this Algd cause s cut, rip, and tear

away, and mahe shert work of it Rend your,

garmients, and Heaven will bless thew that's « fa-
kueed? Well, if this is bein® happy, then we are
a bappy peopde

Faike must be more cheerfal and light-hearted
than we be to he lappy. They must Lagh more.
Oirt 1 Eke to hear a good liv dangh, 2 regulae
pigger Jif—yazh! vorh? yaxh! My brother,
the docior; who has an immense practice amouy
the ladies) teld e very old story about this.

Siis he, “Sun, cheerfulness is health, and
health is happiness; as near as two things not
exzetiv identical, ¢ be alike. Tlteh you the
secret of my practice amorg the Ludies.  Cheer-
fulaess appears to be the proper remedy, and it
isin mest cases, 1 oextort a promise of inviota-
ble secrecy from the patient, seul secara the deor,
for T das’t waat my preseription to be known ;—
then I bid her take ofF her rhoes, and ie down on
the sofg amd then I tichie Ler feet o nmake her
Taugh (fer some folks are so stupid. all the good
stovies in the worll wouldu't make them laugh.
2 good. jorous Igh, not teo long. for that is ex.
BLaustin,’ and this repeated two or three times a-
day, with preoper regimen, cffectsthe cure.”

Yes, cheetfulness is health, the opposite, mci-
ancholy, is disease. 1 defy any people to be
happy, when they hoar nothia® from mornin® till
night, when busiiess is over, but politics znd pills,
representatives and lotions.

When I was at Goshen the other day, T asked
Dr. Carret, how many doctors there were in the
town.

“QOue and threc-quariers,’
gravely.

Well, knowing how dortors quarrel, and un-
dervalue each other in small places, I could hard-
1Iv help laughing at the decidediy disparaging way
he spoke of Dr. Tarsuip, his rival, especially as
there was something rather new in

“Three-quarters of a medical man!” said 1.
T suppose you mean your friend has not a regu-
Jar-built cducation, and don't deserve the name
of a dactor.”

“Oh no, sir,” said he, **T wonid not speak of
any practitioner, however ignorant, in that way.
What I meanis just this—Goshen would maintain
two doctors; but quack medicines, which arc
sold at all the shops, take about threc-quarlers
of the support that would otherwise be coatsibut-
¢4 to another medical man.”

Good, sais I to myzself. A doctar and three-
quarters!  Come, T won't forget that, and here it
i

Y

said he, very

s.

Jappy! If Dr. Johnson is right, then I am
night.  He sare happiness means a state where
all our desires ave satisfied.  We are told the
affairs of the nation are badiy managed, and I be-
lieve they he; politicians have mainly done that.
We are tald our insides are wrong, and I believe
they he; quack dactors and their mnedicines have
ninly done that. Happy! How the plague
can we be happy, with our heads unscttled by
politics, and our stomachs by medicines, Itcan™t
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"bey itain'tin natur’; iCs onpossible.  If 1 was
cwrong, =8 boy, inony ideas of Lappiness, men
are only full-grosn boys, and are just as wrong as
L owas.
i D ask again, what is happiness? It ain’t bein’
idle, that's a fact—no idle man or woman ever
wis happy, since the world began,  Eve was
Cidles aad that's the way siie got tempted, poor
cittes o employiment gives both appetite and di-
: o, Daty makes pieasure doubly sweet by
, contrast, Wuen the harness is off) it the work
yain't tao hard, o eritter likes to hick up his heels.
; When pleasure is the business of fife, it ceases to
s be pleasure 5 and when ics all kibor and no play,
work lihe an onstufled sadidle cuts into the very
thone.  Neither labor nor idleness has a voad that
Jeads to happiness; one has no room for the
CLeat, and the other corrupts it Hard work is
L thebest of the tao, for that hasat all eveats sound
caleep—the otier has restless pitlows and on re-
freshin® slambers ; one is 2 mislortune, the otler
pacurse; aad money aln't happi that's a3
Delear as muad.
| There was a feller to Slickville, once called
' Dotey Conky, and he sartinly did look dotty, like
- lumber that ain’t squared down enough to cut the
“sap oft.  He was alwavs a wishin’.  [used to call
- him Wishey Washey Dotty,  * Sam,” he used to
say, I wish I wasrich.”
i “Sodo 1" I used to say,
VoI ] ad fifty thouasnd dollars)” he said, “1
twouldn't czll the President my consin.”
OMWen " sais 1, T can do that now, poor as 1
“be; he is ao cousin of mine, aud, if he was, he'd
- he no credit, for he is no great shakes.  Gentle-
men now don't set up for that ollice; they can't
live on it.” .
t *0h, I don't mean that,” he said; “but fifty
thousand dollars, Sam, only think of that 5 ain't it
a great sum, that; iCs all 1 should ask in this
tiwerld of providence; if I had that, I should be
' the happiest man that ever was.”

“Dotty,” sais 1, * would it cure you of the
colic? you kaow you suffer frot that.”

“Ihoo,” sais he.

“Well, what would you do with it 2 sais I

*1 would go and travel,” sais he, “and get
into secicty and sce the world.”

“ Would it cducate you, Dotty, at your age,
give you French and German, Latin and Greek,
and so on?”

“Ilire it, Sam,” sais he, touching his nose
with nis fore-finger.

“ And manners,” sais I, “could you hire
cthat? I will tell you what it would do for you.
You could get drunk cvery night if you liked,
surrouand yoursclf with spongers, horse jockeys,
and forciga counts, and go to ihe devil by rail-
road instcad of one horse shay.”

Well, as tuck would have it, he drew a prize in
the lottery at New Oricans of just that sum, and
+in nine wonths he was cleancd out, and sent to
the asylum. It ain't cash, then, that gains it ;

hat’s as plain as preaching. Whatisit, then,
that confers it?

A rope,” said Blowhard, as we reached the
side of the * Nantucket,” ** in with your oars, my
men.  Now, Mr. Slick, let's take 2 dose of Sarsi-
parilly pills.?

ness,
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GABRIEL'S MARRIAGE.*

IN TWO CHAPEERS.—CHAPTER THE SECOND.
¢ I mav inarry Rose with a clear conscience now!”
There are soie parts of the world, where it would
be drawing no natural picture of human nature to
represent a son as believirg conscientiously thut
an offence againgt life and the kaws of hospitality,
secretly committed by his father, rendered him,
though innocent of all participation in it, un-
worthy to fulfi! his engagement with his affianced
wife.  Amonyg the simple inhabitants of Gabriel's
province, however, such acuteness of conscien-
tions sensibility as this was no extraordinary
exception to all general rules. Tgnorant aud
saperstitions as they might be, the people of
Brittany practised the duties of hospitality as
devoutly as they practised the daties of the
national religion.  The presence of the stranger-
guest, rich or poor, was a sacred presence at their
hearths.  Iis safety was their especial charge—
his property theic especial responsibility.  They
migit be half-starved, but they were ready to
share the last crust with hiin nevertheless, as
they would share it with their own children. Any
outrage on the virtue of hospitality, thus born
and bred in the people, was viewed by them with
universal  disgust, and punished by universal
exceration.  This ignominy wias upperinost in
Gabriel's thoughts by the side of his grandfather’s
bed; the dread of this worst dishonor, which
there was no wiping out, held hiin speechless
before Rose, shamed and horrified him so that he
felt unworthy to look her in the face; and when
the result of his search at the Merchant’s Table
proved the absence there of all cvidence of the
crime spoken of by the old man, the blessed
relie!, the ahsorbing triumph of that discovery
was expressed entirely in the one thought which
had pompted his first joyful wonlds:—Ie could
marry Rose with a clear conscience, for he was
the sun of an honest man!

When he returned to the cottage, Frangois had
not come back. Rose was astonished at the
change in Gabricl's manner; even Pierre and the
children remarked it Rest and warmth had by
this time so far recovered the younger brother,
that he was adble to give somc account of the
perilous adventures of the night at sea. They
were stll listening ¢o the boy’s narmative when
Frangois at last returned. It was now Gahricl
who held out his hand, and made the first ad-
vances towards reconciliation.

To his utter amazement, hig father recoiled
from him. The variable temper of Frangois had
evidently changed completely during his absence
at the village. A settled scowl of distrust darken-
ed his face, as he looked at his son. “I never
shake hands with people who have ance doubted
me,"” he said loudly and irritably ; *“for I always
doubt them for cver after.  You arc abad son!
You have suspected your father of some infamy
that you dare not opealy charge him with, on no

Judas in disguise! I don’t care for your secret
or for you. What's that girl Rose doing here still?
Why hasw’t she gone home longago? The priest’s
coming ; we don’t want strangers in the house of
death. Take her back to the farm-house, and
stop there with her, if' you like: nobody wauts
you here t”

‘There was something in the manner and look of
the speaker, as he uttered these words, sostrange,
so sinister, so indescribably suggestive of his
meaning much more than he said, that Gabriel
felt his heart sink within him instantly; and
almost at the same moment this ferful question
forced itself irresistably on his mind—might not
his father have followed him to the Merchant’s
Table? Even if he had been desired to speak,
he could not have spoken now, while that question
and the suspicion that it brought with it were
atterly destroying all the re-assuring hopes and
convictions of the morning. The mental suffering
produced by the sudden change from yleisure to
pain in all his thoughts, reacted on hin: physically.
He felt as if he were stifling in the air of the
cottage, in the presence of his futher; and when
Rose hurried on her walking attire, and with a
face which alternately flushed and turned pale
with cvery moment, approached the door, he
went out with her as hastily as if he had been
flying from his home. Never had the fresh aiv
and the free daylight felt like heavenly and
guardian influcnces to bim until now!

He could comfort Rose under his father’s harsh.
ness, he could assure her of his own affection
that no earthly influence could change, while they
walked together towards the farin-house; but he
could do no more. e durst not confide to hier
the subject that was uppermost in his mind: of
all human beings she was the last to whom he
could reveal the terrible sceret that was festering
at hisheart.  As soon as they got within sight of
the farm-house, Gabricl stopped: and, promising
to sce her again soon, tovk leave of Rase with
assumed ease in his manner and with real despaic
inhis heart.  Whatever the poor girl might think
of it, he felt, at that moment, that he had not
courage to face her father, and hear him talk
happily and pleasantly, as his custom was, of
Rose’s approaching marriage.

Left to himself, Gabricl wandered hither and
thither over the open heath, neither kuowing nor
caring in what dircction he turned his steps.
Tne doubts about his father's innocence which
had been dissipated by his visit to the Merchant's
Table, that father’s own language and mauner had
now revived—had even confirmed, though he
dared not yet acknowledge so much to himeell,
It wasterrible enongh to be obliged to admit that
the result of his morning's scarch was, after all,
not conclusive—that the wmystery wasd in very
truth not vet cleared up. The violence of s
father's 1ast words of distrust; the extraordinary
and indescribable changes in his father's manner
while uttering them—what did these thingsncan ?
Guilt or inuncence?  Again, was it any longer

other testimony than the rambling cof a
half-witted, dying old man. Don't speak to me!
I won't hear you! An innocent man and a spy
are bad company. Go and denouuce me, you

® Coatiaacl ira.m paze 633, vol. 2 —Conclalels
Tar, .-

T ble to doubt the death-bed confeision
made by his grandfather? Was it not, on the
coatrary, far mare probable that the old man's
denial in the morning of his own worls at night,

hal heen made aader the influence of & panic
terror, wheo his wmoral consciousucss was be.
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wildered, and his intellectual fucultics were sink.
ing ? Thelonger Gabriel thought of these questions,
the less competent—possibly also the less willing,
he felt to answer them.  Should he seck advice
from others wiser than he? No: not while the
thousandth part of a chauce remained that his
father was innocent.  This thought was still in
his mind, when he found himselt once more in
sight of his home. He was still hesitating near
the door, when he saw it opened cautiously.  His
brother Pierre looked out, and then can.s running
towards him. * Come in, Gabriel; oh, do come
in!” said the bov earnestly. ¢ We are afraid to
be alone with father. Ile’s been beating us for
tatking of you.”

Gabriel went in. His father locked up from
the hearth where he was sitting, muttered the
word “Spy ” and made a gesture of contempt—
but did not address a word directly to his son.
The hours passed on in silence; afternoon waned
into evening, and evening into night ; and still he
never spoke to any of his children.  Soon after it
was dark, he went out, and took his net with him,
saying that it was better to be alone on the sea
than in the house with a spy.  When he returned
the nest morning, there was no change in him.
Days passed—weeks, months even elapsed—and
still, though his manner insensibly beeame what
it used to be towards his other children, it never
altered towards his eldest son. At the rare
periods when they now met, except when abso-
lutely obliged to speak, he preserved total silence
in his intercourse with Gabriel. He would never
take Gabriel out with him in the boat; he would
never sit alone with Gabriel in the house; he
would never eat a meal with Gabriel ; he would
never let the other chillren talk to him abont
Gabriel; and Le would never hear a word in
expostulation, 2 word in reference to anything his
dead father had said or done on the night of the
storm, from Gabriel himsclf.

The young wman pined and changed so that even
Rose hardly knew him again, under this crucl
system of domestic excommunication ; under the
wearing influcnce of the one unchanging doubt
which never left him; and, more than all, under
the incessant reproaches of his own conscience,
aroused by the sense that ke was eveding a
responsibility which it was his solemn, his immedi-
ate duty to undertake. Butno sting of consricncee,
no ill treatmcent at home, and no self-reproaches
for failing in his duty of confession, as 2 good
Catholic. were powerful enough in their influence
over Gabricel to make him disclose the secret,
under the oppression of which his very life was
wasting away. Ile knew that if he once revealed
it, whether his father was ultimatels proved to be
guilty or innocent, there would remain a slur and
a suspicion on the family, and on Rose besides
froin her approaching connection with it, which
in their time and in their gencration could never
be removed. The reproach of the world is
terrible even in the crowded city, where many of
the dwellers in our abiding-place are strangers to
us—~hut it is far more terrible in the country,
where none near us are strangers, where all talk
of us and know of us, where nothing intervenes
between us and the tyrauny of the evil tongue.
Gavriel had not courage to face this, and dare the
fearful chance of life-lung ignominy—no, not even

to serve the sacred interests of justice, of atone-
ment, and of truth.

While he stil! remained prostrated under the
afiliction that was wasting his energies of body
and mind, Brittany was visited by a great public
calamity in which all private misfortunes were
overwhelmed for a while. It was now the time
when the ever-gathering storm of the French
Revolution had risen to its hurricane climax.
Those chiefs of the new republic were now in
power, whose last, worst madness it was to decree
the extinction of religion and the overthrow of
everything that outwardly svmbolized it, throughe
out the whole of the country that they governed.
Already this decree had been executed to the
letter in and around Paris; and now the soldicrs
of the republic were on their way to Brittany,
headed by commanders whose connission was to
root out the Christian religion in the last and the
surest of the strongholds still Ieft to it in France.

These men began their work in a gpirit worthy
of the worst of their superiors who had sent them
to doit. They gutted churebes, they demolished
chapels, they overthrew road-side crosses where-
cver they found them. The terrible guillotine
devoured human lives in the villages of Brittany,
as it had devoured them in the streets of Paris;
the musket and the sword, in highway and bye-
way, wreaked havoc on the people—even on
wamen and children kneeling in the act of prayer
the priests were tracked night and day from one
biding place where they still offered up worship
to another, and were killed as soon as overtaken,
every atrocity was committed in every district
but the Christian religion still spread wider than
the widest bloodshed; still sprang up with ever-
renewed vitality from under the very feet of the
men whose vain fury was poweiless to trample it
down, Everywhere the people remained true to
their faith 3 everywhere the priests stood firn by
them in their sorest need.  The executioners of
the republic had been seat to make Brittany a
country of apostates: they did their worst, and
left it a country of martyrs.

Que evening while this frightful persccution
was still raging, Gabriel happened to be detained
unusualy Jate at the cottage of Rose’s father. ile
had lately spent much of his time at the farm-
house: it was his only refuge now from that place
of suffering, of silence, and of secret shame, which
he had once called home!  Just as he had taken
leave of Rose for the night, and was about to
open the farm-heuse door, her father stopped
him, ard pointed to a chair in the chimney corner.
* Leave us alone, my dear,” said the old man to
his daughter; *“ I want to speak to Galeiel. You
can go to your mother, in the next room.”

The words which Pére Bonan—as he was
cailed by the uneighbours—had now to say in
private, were destined to lead to very unexpected
events.  After referring to the alteration which
had appeared of late in Gabriel's manncer, the old
man began by asking him, sorrowfully but not
suspiciously, whether he still preserved his old
affection for Rose.  On receiving an eager answer
in the affirmative, Pére Bonan then referred to
the persecution still raging through the country,
aund to the consequent possibility that he, like
others of his countrymen, might yet be called to
suffer and perhaps to die for the cause of his
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religion. If thig last act of self-sacrifice were
required of him, Rose would be left unprotected,
unless heraflianced husband performed his promise
to her, and assumed, without delay, the position
of her lawful guardian.  * Let me know that you
will do this,” concluded the old man; ** I shall
be resigned to all that may be required of me, if
T can only know that I shall not die leaving Rose
unprotected.”  Gabricl gave the promise—gave
it with his whole heart. As ne took leave of Pére
Bonan, the old man said to him:—

“Come here to-morrow; I shall know more then,
than I now know—I shall be able to fix with
certainty the day for the fulfilment of your engage-
ment with Rose.”

Why did Gabricl hesitate at the farm-house
door, looking back on P¢re Bonan as though
he would fain say something, and yet not
speaking a word? Why, after he had gone
out and had walked onward several paces,
did he suddenly stop, return quickly to the
farm-house, stand irresolute before the gate, and
then retrace his steps sighing heavily as he went,
but never pausing again on his homeward way?
Because the torment of his horrible secret had
grown harder to bear than ever, since be had giv-
en the promise that had been required of him.
Because, while a strong impulse moved him
frankly to lay Lare his hidden dread and doubt to
the father whose beloved daughter was soon to be
his wife, there was a yet stronger passive influ-
ence which paralysed on his lips the terrible con-
fession that he knew not whether he was the son
of an honest man, or the son of an assassin and a
robber. Made desperate by his situation, he de-
termined, while he hastened homeward, to risk
the worst and ask that fatal question of his father
in plain words. But this supreme trial for parent
and child was not to be. When he entered the
cottage, Frongois was absent. He had told the
younger children that he should not be home
again before noon ou the next day.

Early in the morning Gabriel repaired to the
farm-house, as he had been bidden. Influenced
by his love for Rose, blindly confiding in the faint
hope (which in despite of heart and conscience
he still forced himself to cherish) that his father
might be innocent, he now preserved the appear-
ance at least of perfect calmuess.  “If I tell my
secret to Rose’s father, I risk disturbing in him
that confidence in the future safety of his child,
for which I am his present and only warrant.”—
Something like this thought was in Gubricl's
mind, as he took the hand of Pére Bonan, and
waited anxiously to hear what was required of
him on that day.

“We have a short respite from danger, Gabriel,”
said the old man. “News has come to me that
the spoilers of our churches and the murderers of
our congregations, have been stopped on their
way hitherward by tidings which have reached
them fromanother district.  Thisinterval of peace
and safety will be a short one—we must take ad-
vantage of it while it is yet ours. My nameis
among the names on the list of the denounced:
if the soldiers of the Republic find me here !—but
we will say nothing more of this: it is of Rose
and of you that I must now speak. On this verv
evening, your marriage may be solemnised with
all the wonted rites of our holy religion, and the

blessing may be prononnced over you by the lips
ofa priest. ~ This evening, therefore, Gabriel, you
must become the husband and protector of Ruse,
Listen tome attentively, and 1 will tell you how."”

This was the substauce of what Gabriel now
heard from Pére Bonan :—

Not very long before the persecutions broke
out in Brittany, a priest, known geaerally by the
name of Father Paul, was appointed to a curacy
in one of the northern districts of the province,
[Te fulfilled all the duties of his station in such a
manner as to win the confidence und affection of
every member of his congregation, and was often
spoken of with respect, even in parts of the coun-
try distant from the scene of his lubours. It wag
not, however, until the troubles brol.e out, and
the destruction and bloodshed began, that he be-
came renowned far and wide, from «::e end of
Brittany to another. From the date of the very
first persecutions, the name of Father Paunl was a
rallying cry of the hunted peasantry; he was their
great encouragement under oppression, their ex-
ample in danger, their last and only consvler in
the hour of death. Wherever havoc and ruin
raged most fiercely, wherever the pursuit was
hottest and the slaughter most cruel, there the
intrepid priest was sure to be seen pursuing his
sacred duties in defiance of every peril.  is hair-
breadth cscapes from death; his extraordinary
re-appearances in parts of the country where no
onc ever expected to see him again, were regar-
ded by the poorer classes with superstitious awe.
Wherever Father Paul appeared, with his black
dress, his calm fice, and the ivory crucifix which
he always carried in his hand, the people rever-
enced him as more than mortal ; and grew atlast
to believe that, single-handed, he would success-
fully defend his religion against the armies of the
republic.  But their simple confidence in his
powers of resistance was soon destined to be
shaken. Fresh reinforcements arrived in Brit-
tany, and overran the whole province from one
cnd to theother.  Oue morning, after celebrating
service ina dismantled church, and after narrowly
escaping with his life from those who pursued
him, the priest disappeared.  Sceret inquiries
were made after himin all directions ; but he was
heard of no more.

Many weary days had passed, and the dispirited
peasantry had already mourned him as dead,
when some fishermen on the northern coast ab-
served 2 ship of light burden in the offing, making
signals to the shore.  They put off to herin their
boats; and on reaching the deck saw standirg
before them the well remembered figure of Fath-
er Paul.  He had returned to his congregations;
and had founded the new altar that they were to
worship at, on the deck of a ship!  Raised from
the face of the carth, their Church had not been
destroyed—for Father Paul and the pricsts who
acted with him, had given that Church a refuge
on thesea., Henceforth, their children could still
be baptized, their sons and danghters could still
be married, the burial of their dead could still be
solemnized, under the sanction of the old religion:
for which, not vainly, they had suffered so patieat-
Iy and so long.  Throughout the remaining time-
of trouhle, the services werc uninterrupted on
board the ship. A code of signals was establish-~
cd by which those on shore were always coabled:
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to dircct their brethren at sea towards such parts
of the coast us happened 1o be uninfested by the
enemivs of their worship, On the morning of
Gabriel's visit to the farm-house, these signals
had shaped the course of the ship towards the
extremity of the peninsula of Quiberon. The
people of the district were all prepared to expect
the appearznce of the vessel sowe time in the
evening, and had their boats ready at a moment’s
notice to put off and attend the service. At the
conclusion of this service Pére Bonan had ar-
ranged that the mariage of his daughter and
G.briel was to take place.

They waited for evening at the farm-house. A
Little before sunset the ship was signalled as in
sight 3 and then Pére Bounan and his wife, fol-
lowed by Gabricl and Rose, set forth over the
heath to the beach,  With the solitary excertion
of Francois Sarzean, the whole population of the
neighbourhood was already assembled there; Ga-
briel’s brother and sisters being among the num-
ber. It was the calmest evening that has been
k:aown for months.  There wasnot a cloud in the
lusuons sky—not a ripple on the still surface of
the sea.  The smallest children were suffered by
their mothers to stray dewn on the beach as they
pleased : for the waves of the great ocean slept
a8 tenderly and noiselessly on their sandy bed, as
it they had been changed into the waters of an
inland luke. Slow, almost imperceptible, was
the approach of the ship—there was hardly a
Lreath of wind to carry her on—she was just
drifting gently with the landward set of the tide
at that hour, while her sails hung idly against the
arasta.  Long after the sun had gone down, the
-congregation £ill waited and watched on the
beach.  The :moon and stars were arrayed in their
glory of the night, before the ship dropped
.anchor. Then the mufiled tolling of a be!l came
solemuly across the quiet waters; and then, from
every creek along the shore, as far as the eye
could reach, the black forms of the fishermen's
boats shot out swift and stealthy into the shining
&ea,

By the time the boats had arrived alongside of
the ship, the Jamp had been kindled before the
altar, aud its flame was gleaming red and dull in
.the radiant moonlight. Two of the priests on
board were clothed in their robes of office, and
were waiting in their appointed places to begin
the service.  But there was a third, dressed only
in the ordinary attire of his calling, who mingled
with the congregation, and spoke a few words to
each of the persons composing it, as, one by one,
they mounted the sides of the ship. Those who
had never scen him before knew by the famous
ivory crucifix in his hand that the priest who re-
ecived them was Father Paul.  Gabriel looked at
tlus man, whom he now beheld for the first time,
with & mixture of astonislment and awe; for he
gaw that the reuowned chief of the Chwistians of
Brittany was, to all appearance, but little older
shan himself. The expression on the paie calm
fuce of the priest was so gentle and kind, that
-children just able to walk tottered up to him, and
held famifiarly by the skirts of his black gown,
whenever his clear blue eyes rested on theirs,
while he beckoned them to his side. No one
would ever have guessed from the countenance
«of Fatier Paul what deadly perils he bad con-

fronted, but for the sear of a sabre wound, as yet
hardly healed, which ran across his forehead.
That wound had been dealt while he wus kneeling
before the altar, in the last church in Brittany
which had escaped spoliation. He would have
died where he knelt, but for the peasauts who
were praying with hint, und who, unarmed as they
were, threw themselves like tigers on the soldiery,
and, at awful sacrifice of their ownlives, saved the
life of their priest.  There was nota man now on
board the ship who would have hesitated, had the
occasion called for it aguin, to have rescued him
in the smme way.

The service began.  Since the days when the
primitive Christians worshipped amid the caverng
of the earth, can any service be imagined nobler
in itself, or sublimer in the circumstances surs
rounding it, than that which was now offered up ?
Here was no artificial pomp, no gaudy profusion
of ornament, no attendant grandeur of man's cre-
ation. Al around this church spread the hushed
and awful majesty of the tranquil sea. The roof
of this cathedral was the immeasurable heaven,
the pure moon its own great light, the countless
«lories of the starsits ouly adornment, Here were
1o hired singers or rich priest-princes; no curious
sight-seers, or carelesslovers of sweet sounds. This
congregation and they who had gathered it toge-
ther, were all poor alike, all persecuted alike, all
worshipping alike to the overthrow of their worldly
interests, and at the imminent peril of their lives,
How brightly and tenderly the moonlight shone
upon the altar and the people before it!—how
solemuly and divinely the deep harmounies, as
they chanted the peuitential Psalms, mingled with
the hoarse singing of the freshening night-breeze
in the rigging of the ship !—how sweetly the still,
rushing murmur of many voices, as they uttered
the responses together, now died anay and now
rose again softly into the myaterious night!

Of all the members of the congregation—young
or old-—there was but oue over whom that im-
pressive service exercised no influence of consol-
ation or of peace; that one was Gabriel. Often,
thronghout the day, his reproaching conscience
had spoken within him again and again.  Often,
when he joined the little assembly on the beach,
he turned away his face in secret shame and ap-
prehension from Rose and her father. Vainly,
after gaiuing the deck of the ship, did he try to
meet the eye of Father Paul as frankly, as readily,
and as affectionately as others met it.  The bur-
den of concealment seemned too heavy to be borne
in presence of the piicst—and yet, torment as it
was, hie still bore it! But when he knelt with
the rest of the congregation and saw Rose kneel-
ing by his side—when he felt the calmuess of the
solemn night and the still sea filling his heart—
when the sounds of the first prayers spoke with s
dread spiritual language of their own to his soul
—then the remembrance of the confession which
he had ueglected, and the terror of recciving une
prepared the sacrament which he knew would be
offered to him—grew too vivid to be endured;
the sense that he merited no longer, though once
worthy of it, the confidence in his perfect truth
and candor placed in him Dby the womaa
with whom he was soon to stand before the
altar, overwlielmed him with shame; the mere
act of kuccling among that congregation, the pas-
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sive accomplice by his silence and secresy, for
aught he knew to the contrary, of a crime which
it was his bounden duty to denounce, appalied
him as if he had already committed sacrilege that
could never be forgiven. Tears flowed down his
cheeks, though he strove to repress them; sobs
burst from him, though he tried to stifie them.
He knew that others besides Rose were looking
at him in astonishment and alarm ; but he counld
neither control himself, nor move to leave hix
place, norraise his eyes to heaven—until suddenly
he felt a hand laid on his shoulder. That touch,
slight as it was, ran through him instantly. e
lo&)ked up, and saw Father Paul stauding by his
side.

Beckoning to him to follow, and signing to the
congregation not to suspend their devotions, he
led Gabriel out of the assembly—then paused for
a moment, reflecting — then beckoning again,
took him into the cabin of the ship, and closed
the door carefully.

“ You have something on your mind,” he said
simply and quietly, taking the young man by the
haud. * [ may be able torelieve you, if you tell
me what it s’

As Gubriel heard these gentle words, and saw,
by the light of a lamp which burnt before a cross
fixed against the wall, the sad kinduncss of ex-
pression with which the priest was regarding
him, the oppression that had lain so long on his
heart seemed to leave it in an instant. The
haunting fear of ever divulging his fatal suspi-
cions and his futal secret had vanished, asit were,
at the touch of Futher Paul's hand.  For the first
time, he now repeated o another ear—the sounds
of prayer and praise rising grandly from the
congregation above—his grandfather’s death-bed
confession, word for word almost, as he had heard
it in the cottage on the night of the storm.

Once, and once only, did Father Paul interrupt
the narrative, which in whispers wasaddressed to
him. Gabriel had hardly repeated the first two
or three sentences of his gr ndfather’s confession,
when the priest, in quick altered tones, abruptly
asked him his name and place of abode.  As the
question was answered, Father Paul's calm face
became suddenly agitated ; but the next moment,
resolutely resuming his self-possession. he bowed
hig head, as a sixn that Gabrie! was to continue;
clasped his trembling hands, and raising them as
if in silent prayer, fixed his eyes intently on the
cross. He never looked away from it while the
terrible narrative proceeded.  But when Gabriel
described his search at The Merchant’s Table
and, referring to his father's behavior since that
tune, appealed to the priest to know, whether he
might, even yet, in defiance of appearances, be
still filially justified in doubting whether the crime
had really been perpetrated—that Father Paul
moved near to him oace more, and spoke again.

¢ Composc yourself, and lovk at me,” he said,
with all and more than all hisformer sad kindness
of voice and manner. “I can end your doubts
for ever. Gabriel, your father was guilty in in-
tention and in act; but the victim of his crine
still lives. I can prove it.”

Gabriel's heart beat whdly; a deadly coldness
erept over him, as he saw Father I*aul loosen the
fastening of his cassock round the throat. At
that instant the chanting of the congregation

above ceased; and then, the sudden and awful
stillness was deej e 1ed rather than interrupted by
the faint sound of one voice praving. Slowly and
with trembling fingers the priest removed the
band round his neck—paused a little—sighed
heavily—and pointed to a scar which was now
plainly visible on one side of his throat. e said
something, at the same time; but the bell above
tolled while he spoke. It was the sighal of the
elevation of the Host. Gabriel felt an arm pass-
ed round him, guiding him to his knees, and sus-
taining him from sinking to the floor.  For ono
moment longer he was conscious that the bell had
stopped, that there was dead silence, that Father
Paul was knecling by him beneath the cross, with
bowed head—then all objects around vanished ;
aud he suw and knew nothing more.

When he recovered his senses, he was stillin
the cabin—the man whose life his father had at-
tempted was hending over him, and sprinkling
water on his face—and the clear voices of the
women and children of the congregation were
jI(}iu‘iug the voices of the men in singing the Agaus

c2.

* Look up at me without fear, Gabriel,” said
the priest. ‘1 desire not to avenge injuries; I
visit not the sins of the father on the child.—
Look up, and listen! I have strange things to
speak of ; and I have a sacred mission to fulfil
befo]re"thc morning, in which you must be my
guide.
~ Gabriel attempted to kneel and ki.z his hand,
but Father Paul stopped him, and said, pointing
to the cross: ** Kneel to that—not to me; notto
your fellow-mortal, and your friend—for I will be
your friend, Gabriel ; believing that God's mercy
has ordered it so. And mow listen to me,” he
proceeded, with a brotherly tenderness in his
manner which went to Gabriel's heart.  * The
service is nearly ended.  What I have to tell you
must be told at once; the crrand on which you
will guide me, must be performed before to-mor-
row dawns. Sit here near me; and attend to
what I now say !

: Gabriel obeyed: Father Paul then procceded
thus: —

“I believe the confession made to you by your
grandfather to have been true in every particular.
On the evening to which he referred you, I ap-
proached your cottage, ashe said, for the purpose
of asking shelter for the night. At that period,
I had been studying hard to qualify mysclf for the
holy calling which I now pursue; and, on the
completion of my studies, had indulged in the
recreation of a tour on foot through Brittany, by
way of innocently and agrecably occupying the
leisure time than at my disposal, before 1 entered
the priesthood.  When I accosted your father, I
had lost mv way, had been walking for many
hours, and was glad of any rest that I could get
for the night. It is unnccessary to pain you now;,
by reference to the events which foliowed my en-
trance under your father's roof. I remember
nothing that happened from the time when T laid
down to sleep before the fire, until the time when
Y recovered my senses at the place which you call
The Merchant’'s Table. My first sensation was
that of being moved into the cokd air; when X
opened my eves I saw the great Druid stones
rising close above me, and two men un either side
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of me rifling my pockets. They found nothing
valuable there, and were about to leave me where
I Iy, when 1 gathered strength enough to appeal
to their meiey through their cupidity.  Money
was not scarce with me then, and I vas able to
ofter them a rich reward (which they oltimately
received as I bad promised) if they would take
me to any place where I could get shelter and
medical help. I suppose they inferred by my
language and acecent—perhaps also by the lmen |
wore, which they examined closely—that I be-
Jonged to the higher rauks of the conmunity, in
spite of the plainuess of my outer garments; and
might therefore be in a pusition to make good my
promise to them, 1 heard one say to the other,
* Let us risk it;” and then they took me in their
arms, carricd me down 10 a boat on tae beach,
and rowed to a vessel in the ofling.  The neat
day they disembarked me at Paimbouf, where 1
got the assistance witich I so much needed. 1
Iearnt through the confidence they were obliged
to place in e, in order to give me the means of
sending them their promised reward, that these
men were smugglers, and that they were in the
habit of using the cavity in which Ihad beenlaid,
as a place of concealment for goods, and for let-
ters of advice to their accomplices.  This accoun-
ted for their finding me.  As to my wound, Iwas
informed by the suigeon who attended me, that
it had missed being inflicted in a mortal part by
leas than a guarter of an inch, and that, as it was, |
nothing but the action of the night air in coagu-
Tating the blood over the plice, bad in the first
instance, saved my life.  To be brief, recovered
after a long illness, returned to Paris, and was
called to the priesthood.  The will of my superiors
obliged me to perform the first daties of my voca-
tion in the great city ; but my own wish was to
be appointed to a cure of souls in your provinee,
Gabriel.  Can you imagine why #”

The answer to this question was in Gabriel's
heart; but he was still too deeply awed and affee-
ted by what he had heard to give it utterence,

“Imust tell you then what my motive was,”
gaid Fatizer Paul.  *“ You must know fisst that |
uniformly abstained from disclosing to any one
where and by whom my life had been attempted.
I kept this a sceret from the men whe rescued
me—from the surgeon—{from my own friends
even. My reason for such a proceeding was, 1
would fain believe, a Christian reason. I hope 1
had always felt a sincere and humble desire to
prove myself; by the help of God, worthy of the

gacred vocation to which 1 was destined.  Butmy
miraculous escape from death made an impression
on my mind, which gave me another and an in-

to know that he has truly and religiously repen-
ted and made atouement for his guilt. Tosuch
repentance and atonement let it be my duty to
call him ; if he reject that appeal, and be harden-
ed only the more against me because I have for-
wiven him my injuries, then it will be time enough
to denounce him for his crimes to his fellow men.
Surcly itmust be well for me here and hereafter,
if I begin my career in the holy priesthood by
helping to save from hell the soul of the man
who, of all others, has most cruelly wronged me.
It was for this reason, Gabriel—it was because I
desired to go straightway to y our father’s cottage,
and reclaim him after he had believed me to be
dead—that T kept the secret and entreated of my
superiors that 1 might be sent to Brittany. But
this, as I have said, was not to be at first, and
when my desire was granted, my place was as-
signed to me in a far district. The persecution
under which we still suffer broke out; the designs
of my life were changed ; my own will became no
longer mine to guide me. But, through sorrow
and suftering, and danger and bloodshed, 1 am
now led after many days to the execution of that
first purpose which I formed on eutering the
priesthood.  Gabriel! when the service is over,
and the congregation are dispersed, you must
guide me to the door of your father's cottage.”

He held up his hand. in sign of silence, as Ga-
briel was about to answer.  Just then, the offici-
ating priests above were pronouncing the final
benediction.  When it was over, Father Paul
opened the cabin-door.  As heascended the steps,
fullowed by Gabriel, Pére Bonan met them. The
old man looked doubtfully and searchingly on his
future son-in-law, as he respectfully whispered a
few words in the ear of the priest.  Father Paul
listened attentively, answered in a whisper, and
then turned to Gabriel, fivst telling the few peo-
ple near them to withdraw alittle.  ** T have been
asked whether there is any impediment to your
wmarriage,” he said; “and have answered that
there is none.  What you have s:id to me has
been said in confession, and is a secret hetween
us two. Remember that; and forget not, at the
same time, the service which I shall require of
you to-night, after the marviage ceremony is over,
Where ix Rose Bonan ?” he added aloud, looking
round him. Rose came forward. Father Paul
took her hand, and placed it in Gabriel's —
“Lead her to the altar steps,” he said, *“and
wait there for me.”

It was more than an hour Jater; the boats had
left the ship’s side; the congregation had dis-

persed over the face of the country—but still the
I vessel remained at anchor.

Those who were left

finitely higher view of this vocation—the view jin her watched the land more anxiously than

which I havesince striven, and shall abway
for the future to maintain. ~ As I lay, during the

first days of my rvecovery, examining my own

s strive
H . P . .
{ meeting the soldiers of the repablic by trusting

usual; for they knew that Father Paul had risked

himself on shore. A boat was awaiting his return

heart, and considering in what manner jt would jon the beach ; half of the crew, armed, being
be my duty to act towards your father, when I posted as scouts in various directions on the high
was restored to heaith, a thought came into my{l:md of the heath. They would have followed
mind which calined, comorted, and resolved all tand guarded the priest to the place of his desti-
my doubts. I said within myself—"*In a few |nation; but he forbade it; and, leaving them ab-
months more I shall be called to be onc of the [ ruptly, walked swiftly onward with one young
chosen ministers of God. It I am worthy of my { man only for his companion.

vocation, my first desire towards this man who | Gabriel had committed his brother and his sis-
has attempted to take my dife, should be, 1ot to | ters to the charge of Rose. They were to go to
kuow that humai justice Las ovettaken him, but i the farm-house that night with his newly-married
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wife and her fither and mother, Father Paul
had desived that this wmight be done. When
Gabriel and he were left alone to follow the path
which led to the fisherinan’s cottage, the priest
never spoke while they walke | on—uever luoked
aside to the right or the left—always held his
ivory crucifix clasped to his breast.  They arvived
at the door.  ““ Knock,” whispered Father Paul
to Gabriel, *and then wait here with me.”

The door was opened.  On a lovely moon-light
night Fuanguis Suwzeau had stood on that thresh-
hold, years since, with a bleeding body in his
arms; on a lovely moon-light night, he now stood
there again, confronting the very man whose life
he had attempied, and knowing him not.

Father Paul advanced a few paces, so that the
moou-light fell on his features, and removed his
hat. Fran¢ois Savzeau looked, started, moved
one step back, then stood mnotionless and perfect-
Iy silent, while all traces of expression of any kind
seddenly vanished from his fuce.  Then the caln,
clear tones of the priest stole gently on the dead
silence. *“I Lring a message of peace and for-
giveness from a guest of former years,” he said ;
and pointed, as he spoke, to the place where he
had been wounded in the neck. For one mo-
ment, Gabriel saw his father trembling violently
from head to foot—then, his limbs steadied again
—stitlened saddenly, as it struck by catalepsy.
His lips parted. bat without quivering; his eves
glared, bat without moving in their orbits.  The
Jovely moonlight itself looked shastly and horrible,
shining  on the supernatural panie-deformity of
that face!  Gabiiel turned away his head in ter-
ror. He heard the voice of Father Paul saying
to him: “Wait here 6ll I come back,”--then,
there was an instant of silence again—then a low
groaning sound, that scemed to articulate the
name of God; a sound ualike his father’s voice,
unlike any human voice he had ever heard—and
then the noise of a closing door.  He looked up,
anl saw that he was standing alone before the
cottase,

QOnce, after an interval, he approached the
window. He just saw through it the hand of the
priest holding on high the ivory erucifix ; but
stopped notto see more, for he heard such words,
such sounds, s drove him back to his former
place. There he staved, until the noise of sone-
thing falling heavily withiu the cottage, struck on
his ear.  Again he advanced towards the daor;
hear:d Father Panl praying ; listened for seraral
minutes; then heard a moaning voice, now join-
ing itself to the voice of the priest, now choked
in sobs and bitter wailing. Once more he went
back out of hearing, and_stirred not again from
his place. Ife waited a long and a weary time
there—so long that one of the scouts on the look-
out came towards him, evidently suspicious of the
delay in the priest's veturn.  Ie waved the man
back, and then looked again towards the door.
At last, he saw it open—saw Father Paul ap-
proach him, leading Frangois Sarzeau by the
hand.

The fisherman never raised his downcast eyes
to his son’s face™ tears trickled silently aver his
cheeks; he followed the hand that led him, as a
litele child might have followed it, listening anxi-
ously and humbly at the priest’s side to cvery
word that he spoke.  “Gabriel,” said Father

Paul, in a voice which trembled a little, for the
firat time that night—** Gabriel, it has pleased God
to grant the perfect fulliiment of the purpose
which brought me to this place; 1 tell you this,
as all that you need—as all, I believe, that you
would wish—to know of what has passed while
you have been left waiting for me here. Such
words as I have now to spe.xk to you, arc spoktn
by your father’s earnest desire. It is his own
wish that I should communicate to you his con-
fession of having secretly followed you to The
Merchant's Table, and of having discovered (as
you dizcovered) that no evidence of his guilt re-
mained there. This admission he thinks will be
enough to account for his conduct towards your-
self, from that time to this, I have next to tell
you (also at your father’s desire) that he has pro-
mised in my presence, and now promises again in
yours, sincerity of repentance in this manuer :—
When the persecuation of our religion has ceased
—ag cease it will, and that speedily, be assuced of
it!—he solemnly pledges himself henceforth to
devote his life, his strength, and what worldly
possessions he may have, or may acquire, to the
task of re-erccting and restoring the roadside
crosses which havebeen b’lCl‘“C‘"iOUsl) overthrown
and destroyed in his native province, andto doing
good where he may, 1 have now said all that is
reguired of e, and may bid you farewell—bear-
ing with me the happy remembrance that I have
left a father and son reconciled and restored to
each other.  May God bless and prosper you, and
those dear to you, Gabriel ! May God accept your
father's repentanee, and bless him also throughout
his future life!”

Ie took their hands, pressed them long and
wurinly, then turned and walked quickly down
the p.u.h which led to the beach. Gabriel dared
not trust himself yet to speak ; but he raised his
arm, put it gently round his father’s neck. The
two stood together so, looking out dimly through
the tears that filled their eyes, to the sea. They
saw the boat put off in the bright track of the
moanlight, and reach the ves stel's side; they

watched the spreading of the sail3, and followed
the slow conrse of the ship till she disappeared
past a distant headland from sight. After that,
they went into the cottage together, They knew
it not then; but they had seen the last in this
world of Father Paul,
* » » » x

The eventsforetold by the zood priest happened
sooner than cven he had anticipated. A new
government ruled the destinies of France, and the
pcrsecution ceased in DBrittany.  Among other
propositions which were then submitted to the
parliament, was one advocating the restoration of
the roadside crosses thronghout the province. It
was found, however, on inquiry. that these crosses
were to be counted by thousands, and that the
mere cost of the wood required to re-crect them
neeessitated an expenditure of money which the
bankrupt nation could ill afford to spare. While
this project was under discussion, and before it
wag finally rejected, one man had nundertaken the
task which the government shraunk from attempt-
ing. When Gabriel left the cottage, taking his
brother and sisters to live with his wife and Shim-
self at the farm-house, Frangois Sarzeau leftitalso,
to perform in highway and byeway his promise 10
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Father Paul.  For months ar.d months he labored
without intermission at his task ; still, always doing
good, and rendering help and kindness and true
charity to all whom he could serve. He walked
many a weary mile, toiled through many a hard
day’s work, humbled himself even to beg of others,
to get wook enough to restore a single cross. No
one ever heard him complain, ever saw him im-
patient, ever detected him in faltering at his task.
The shelter in an outhouse, the crust of bread and
drink of water, which he could always get from
the peasantry, scemed to suflice him.  Among
the people who watched his perseverance, a belief
began to gain ground that his life would be mira-
culously prolonged until he had completed his
undrtaking from one end of Brittany to the other.
But this was not to be. Ile was scen one cold
autumn evening, silently and steadily at work as
usual, setting up a new cross on the site of one
which had been shattered to splinters in the trou-
bled times.  In the morning he was found lying
dead beneath the sacred symbol which his own
hands had completed and erected in its place
during the night.  They buried him where he lay;
and the priest who consecrated the groundallowed
Gabriel to engrave his futher's epit: 1ph in the wood
of the cross. It was simply the initial letters of
the dead man’s name, followed by this inscription:

—* Lray for the repose of lis ?onl he died peni-
tent, and the doer of good works.”

Once, and once only, did Gabriel hear anything
of Father Paul.  The good priest showed, by
writing to the farm-house, that he had not forgot-
ten the family so dargely indebted to him for their
happinesa. The letter was dated * Rome.” Father
Paul ¢nid, that such services as he had been per-
mitted to render to the Church in Brittany, had
obtained him a new and a far more glovious trust
than any he had yet held.  He had been reealled
from his curacy, and appointed to be at the head
of a mission which was shortly to be despatched
to convert the inhabitants of a savage and a far
distaut Jand to the Cliristian faith. e now wrote,
as his brethren with him were writing, to take
leave of ali friends for ever in this world, before
setting out—for it was well known to the chosen
persons entrusted with the new mission, that they
could only hope to advance its object by cheer-
tully risking their own lives for the sake of their
religion. He gave his blessing to Frangois Sar-
zeau, to Gabriel, and to his family ; and bade them
affectionately farewell for the last time. There
was a postscript in the letter, which was addvessed
to Rose, and which she often read afterwards with
tearful eyes. The writer begged that, if she should
have any (,Iuhlren, she would show her friendly
and Christian remembrance of him by tc:chm«r
them to pray (as he hoped she herself would pr'x\)
that a blessing might attend Father Paul’s labors
in the distant land.  The priest's loving petition
was never forgotten. When Rose t:mght itg first
prayer to her first child, the littie creature was
instructed to end the few simple words pro-
nounced at its mother's knees, with :—* God bless
Father Paul 1"—ZHouschold Words.

They cannot be on the best terms with God who
arc always quarrelling with mankind.
Prideis a weed that always grows on a dunghill.

AUTUMN THOUGHTS.

Look out, look out, there are shadows about,
The forest is donning its doubtlet of brown;

The willow-tree sways with a gloomier flout,
Like a beautiful face with a guthering frown !

'Tis true we all know that summer must go,
That the swallow will never stay long in our

eaves;

Yet we'd rather be watching the wild rose blow,

Than be counting the colours of autunmm leaves!

Look high, look high, there’s the lace-winged fly,
Thx.nlun'r he's Lmrr of a fairy realm,
As he swings with dclmht on the '-o«amm tie,
That is linked ‘mid the boughs of the sun- upped
clm!
Alas! poor thing, the first rustle will bring
The pillms to dust, where your pleusure-clue
weaves,
And many a spitit, like thine, will cling
To hopes that depend upon Autumn leaves!

Look low, look low, the night gusts blow,
And the restless forms in hectic red

Cume whirling and sporting wherever we go,
Lighter in dancing, as nearer the dead!

Oh! who has not seen rare hearts, that have been
Puinted and panting, in garb that deceives,

Dashing guily along in their fluttering sheen
With Despair at the core, like Autumn leaves !

Loolk on, look on, morn breaketh upon
The hedgerow boughs in their withering hue ;
The distant orchard is sallow and wan,
But the apple and nut gleam richly through,
Oh ! well it will be if our life, like the tree,
Shall be found, when old Time of green beauty
bereaves,
With the fruit of good works for the planter to see
Shining outin Truth'’s harvest, through Autumn
leaves!

Merrily pours, as it sings and soars,
The west wind over the lands 'md seas,
Tillit plays in the forest and moans and roars,
Seeming no longer a mirthful breeze !
So music is blest, till it meeteth o breast
That i3 probed by the strain, while memory
mieves,
To think it was sung by a loved one at rest,
Then it comes like the sweet wind in Autumn
leaves!

Not in an hour are leaf and flower
Stricken in freshness, and swept to decay,
By gentle approaches, the frost and the shower
Make ready the =ap veins for falling away !
Aund so is Man made to as peacefully fade,
By the tear that he sheds, and the sigh that he
heaves,
For he's loosened from earth by each trial cloud's
shade,
Till he's willing to go, as the Autumn Jeaves !

Loolk back, look back, and vou'll find the track
Of the human heart strewn thickly o'er
With joy's dead leaves. all dry and black,
And every year still flinging more.
But the soil is fed where the branches are shed,
For the furrow to bring forth fuller sheaves,
And go is our trust in the Future spread
In the gloom of mortality’s Autumnlcaves!
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Ar twenty years of age Mary became my swife.
Since childhood we had known cach other. We
had played in nutting-time under the milk-white
clusters of the hazel. We had sported in July
mornings on the banks of the steaming rills, or
over the flowery turf, gathering roses and Persian
lilies, which were scattered, in red and silver
brilliance, over the verdant lea. At dew-fall in
the evening we listened to the last call of the
cuckoo, sounding, soft as echo, in the woods; or
at sunrise we heard with joy the lively din of a
hundred merrier birds, praising with their songs
the Llis3 and beauty of the earth.

When we were older, nature, to our senses, was
audible with still sweeter voices. In song and
breeze, and musical fountain fall, there seemed a
harmony of joy uniting heaven to earth. Then
we imagined this to be the interpretation of the
unwritten laws of human life. Our affection war
like the growth of a forest from a virgin soil—
springing from small shoots, steadily, gradually,
slowly uprising. until its shade embowers the whole
earth, and its foliage becomes the pride of a hun-
dred seasons.

Yet there was not an entire unison in our cha-
racters. Mary was of a gentle nature—kind, good,
with a soft beauty and a timid grace, which made
her move as quietly as a shadow, though her
bosom was full of genuine emotions. 1 loved her
with an impetuous, imperishable love,—a fuli,
confident affection, which sought to fertilize with
its glowing and abounding current the colder cli-
mate of her breast. Not that she failed from the
perfection of maidenly faith; but her impulses
were easily checked ; her heart was sensitive to
the lightest touch of alarm; and as every hope
bloomed near the shade of a fear, every assurance
was guarded with a reserve.

This was Mary”s natural disposition. It made
her watchful of herself, and cleared to her sight
the misty visions of the world. Under the fresh-
ening influences of a happier youth it might only
have cast a sober tinge over the brightuess of her
mid-day reveries. But many sorrows visited her
home~death, ill-fortune, sickness, orphanhood ;
—and she was bequeathed to the care of two re-
latives. They were women of gloomy minds,
ascetic in their thoughts, and nunike in thewr
seclusion from the world. They mortified their
hearts by every variety of severe meditation. No
light fell upon their souls through painted windows
of the fancy,—and the heavy air they breathed
was now to be the atmosphere of Mary's life. 1
was parted from her during two years, and in this
interval a cloud settled upon her mind.

Her new home was a school of melancholy, an
intellectual cypress shade, a Penseroso’s cell,
where youth was laughterless, and infancy de-
mure. Love sat like a hermit in her heart, with
solitary orisons, indeed, meditating benedictions
on me, but never daring to stic abroad. Her
human sympathies shrank back to her source. A
cynicism, worse than levity,poisoned her thoughts.
Vanity, vanity, all i3 vaunity! was the parable re-
counted every day—the only voice which spoke
to her in this Horeb of her yvouth. ¥n her mind
were stored up the evil maxims of the disap-
pointed and the corroded bosoms of this carth.

All that was beautiful had wings; the dearestde-
lights were most fleeting. If the eye looked on
benuty, it was only to see it decline 5 if the fancy
wandered away among the festal scenes of life—
the garlunds, and the vintage, and the harvest-
dance, it was only to witness them changing into
the shapes and hues of woe, weaving their mourn-
ful circle roung the spring of perpetual tears.
She learned that it was wisdom never to hope,
lest she should be disappointed, and never to
trust, that she might not be betrayed. Auguiies
of happiness were but the unfruitful promises of
fancy, the flatteries of profitless desire. Ialse-
hood turked under a smile, like a serpent coiled
up among flowers; and the rose only blossomed
that it might conceal a thorne—enticing, that the
thorn might sting.

Still she sank into no repining mood. It was
a tender despondence, a meve dejection ; she was
not desperate, but resigned.  1f she forgot to be
grateful, it was not with any complaint against
the ministries of Providence. Charity always
subdued her breast; and if she little loved the
world, she had no ungentle thoughts of any.
Fond, in truth, she was of me—but this was the
forlorn hope of her life. She loved me, and she
had trust in me, but she was willing to be disap-
pointed, and perpetually expected that her heart
would have to sacrifice this, with all its other
desires.

When her sombre moritors perceived the
fruits of their teaching, they ascribed much piety
to Mary. They were thankful for the grace they
had been enabled to plant in her heart. They
had toned and tempered down every impulse,
every passion, every thought and wish. They
hiad clouded every star-lit dream, disturbed every
sanguine trust, defaced every beautiful hope; and
in this work they felt a saintly pride. When I
knew their earnestuess, their purity of mind, their
sincere gratitude for my Mary’s docility, though
I lamented their false teaching, I pardoned much
to the devout spirit which had wrought this
chunge.

So, when I took Mary to my home, she loved
e, not with an exuiting love, but with a dutiful,
temperate, cautious affection, already prepared to
lose its object; and instead of praying that it
might be preserved to her, she prayed that her
heart might be prepared to yield it—as though
life could lose one hope, one spark of faith, one
high aspiration, onc pulse of love, one thrill of
geutle joy! As though there were mere virtue
in relinquishing the untasted cup than that, the
sweetness of which has overflowed the brim, and
lingers upon our lips.

I grieved over this miscrable change. There
never had been in Mary's nature the buoyancy
of an ambitious hope, but now she was perpetu-
ally reckoning up anticipated evils. I sought to
to unteach the lessons of Mclancholy. She was
grateful for my wish, but imputed it to a too
daring confidence. Her theme was the fantastic
folly of life. Every story of crime or suffering
was for her the clue to long and dismal medita-
tions. When I spoke of the peace we enjoyed,
of the blessings of mutual affection, of the good
that came to us tempered with lesser cares, she
warued .. against the lulling influence of happi-
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ness, and always repented & moment of assured
and undoubting pleasure.

In vain I touk her forth to see the fields grow
green in the summer time,  She sighed over the
beauty which winter was to blight so soon. In
vain I led her into festal scenes— they were hol-
low delights, mocking the tears of the mourner.
In vain [ pointed to the love whose altars burned
by innumerable bearths, where smiles and glad-
ness made the perpetual feast of life.  How many
unthinking circles, she swid, were visited with
bereavement and bitterness!  Then I took her
to the scene of our childhood, and she wept over
its remembered innocence, as though—young
creature ! —she stood by my side guilty of every
dark and abominable erime. After this I hastened
from that place and took her to another—a new,
charming, flowery spot, and there we had not
been two days before Mary pointed me out a
litle seclusion where she shoul ! like her grave to
be! At last I proposed to travel. She thanked
me gently, and answered, “ No; she felt unwill-
ing to leave her own country. She might die
soon.  Pechaps it would be happy for her; at
least it would not be ill.  Then § should Ly her
bere, and—try to forget her.” I could not but
meet her in her own mood, and thus loving each
other, yet conscious of no felicity, we passed our
time; the days went by, and my pensive bride
saw nothing Lright on earth.

At Iast there was a child born to us—a second
lamp on my hearth, a branch on the beautiful stem.
For awhile, all Mary's meditations were lost in an
excess of natural joy. The exuberance of youthful
hope spontaneonsly returned.  Her heart flowed
with another love, her face beamed with superior
delight ; fecling new, yet not strange, stirred her
breast, and she forgot the lessons of her recluse
cell.  But when, after soine days, she reflected,
the old musings came again, and she remembered,
half with wonder, half with remorse, the exulta-
tion which had found such flowersin the present,
and promised such honey for the future. She
thought she had need of forgivness for this impi-
ous profusion of joy. She felt that her mind had
been unstrung or it music would not have been
8o blithe. How foolish to count as a blessing on
what might be ouly a new wial. Perhaps she
might nurture that young child to sin; perhaps
she might wed her heart to it so dearly that when
it was lost she might be betrayed into wicked sor-
row; perhaps it was to be a source of chastening
grief, and if s0, she was resigned. Now, there-
tore, her fonduess, though none the less, became
more suhdued, and her timid tenderness was shar-
ed between me and the unconscious infant.

I pasg over three quiet summers. We were
not happy ; but we were not sorrowful.  Our life
was a rivulet, darkling always through shades and
vales, throngh alleys ot green trees, and soft whis-
pering sedges, never gilded by the dawn, orleap-
ing up in burning ripplets to catch the last red-
dening lustre of the sun, but never lost in gloom
like that of the sacred stream which

Ran
Throngh cavern« measurcless by man
Lown to a sunless sea.

But then a shadow fell across our threshold.—

The child became ill.  Mary's solicitude was of

the most tender kind.  She watched it with moth-
erly care—and no care islike a mother’s.  But it
became worse.  Her anxious love wasnow full of
pain.  There was danger; there remained little
hope. I will not describe the long interval of
suffering,

One winter night we watched in the sick-room
together. Mary was by the side of the couch where
the child lay-—~thm, pale, its breath painful, its
eyes encircled by dark rings, the forehead cold,
but a dungerous flush of heat upon itslimts. Her
eyes were fixed with joyless lustre on the dearin-
tant face, on which a smile had not for a long time
been seen.  Intense miscry was expressed in her
countenance, yet, warmed by the eloquent and
yearninglove which welled upwards from her heart
as she rocked her seat and sentup her muttered
prayers to be spared the afiliction of losing this
sweet one, her second link to life. There was
only room now for one feeling in her breast. Ier
world was lying there: and if that little hand
whose restless fingers played feebly with the cov-
erlet were to be chilled, did she remember that
there was a single other hand on earth which
could clasp her'own? No; there was all the vi-
sion of her mind, there was her treasure, and her
heart wasthere—though never, in the moment of
deepest anguish, was her gentle picty dethroned
in her bosom. Gradually a mercy seemed to drop
lilke dew upon the child. It became casier. It
fell into a disturbed slumber. Its breath hecame
softer and wnore regular.  Mary, when this happy
sign appeared, sat for awhile in a suspense be-
tween doubt and gladness, and then drew her cyes
from the sleeper to look upon me.

I sat by the hearth, gazing in wretched melan-
choly at the mutable visions in the fire,—emblems
of theongoings of Iife,—changing, I thought, from
flame to a duller glow, and darkling into gloom,
and shadows came over the whole, and nothing
but ashes is jeft. Mary came to me. She knelt
down before wme; she bent ber head forward, I
saw nothing. I heard nothing, but I felt that she
was trembling with bitter sobs.  How deep, how
pure, was the scurce of those tears! I raised her
up. She hung upon my neck, and I feared that
her heartstrings would break with the anguish
that now strained upon her soul. I asked her
why she was so miserable—for there was now a
hope which had not been for many days; there
was, indeed, the unfailing sign of a happy change.
At length, she spoke. She aceused herself of all
—ingratitude, of hardness of heart, of thankless-
ness for the plentiful mercies which had gushed
from rocks, and rained like manna, and tlowed like
the milk of Eden in the pathway of her life. How
had she repined. IHow had the world seemed
dark., How had she closed her eyes to the sun,
and loved to think only of tears, when all wag
truly bright, and she had nothing to sorrow for!
If that child were spared to herhow happy would
she be, If that child were spared to her how
would she, with rcdoubled love, repay me the
kindness I had wasted on her; and how should
the brilliance of the day and the peace of the night
make a perpetual festival of Jove in our home.—
She knew I would forgive her, and I knew, she
said, that her head was very sincere.

1 comforted her, and took her to the bedside.
The litile child slept, but now lightly, undistuibed
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by the hushed tonesin which its mother had been
saying all this, s0 carnestly to me. We remained
through the night, joyfully, hopefally watching the
tranquil slumberer, ~* Winters of memory ” pas-
sed through Mary’s breast : of all the happy days
she had seen, without fecling their happiness; of
the soft caresses; of the still blooming and fruit-
ful love which made us one,—and for the first time
since many years, she smiled most radiantly at the
morning star. And when the morning star had
begun to pale away through the rosy light of sun-
rise, the child awoke, with a golden dimple onits
cheek, and a happy sparkle in its large blue eyes,
which, turning upwarde, seemed to float before us
like the reflection of heaven. Long days had
elapsed since such a painless face had returned
the youngmother'slook: but the shadow of death
had passcd, and the child held out its hand to Mary.

The smile on its lips was as a new lamp of life,
a more beautifulaurora to Mary's eyes. In apas-
sion of joy she kissed the infant, kissed i¢ again
and again, but tenderly, as one would touch a
primrose or a delicate lily, or caressa comfortable
young dove. Thenshe embraced me, and I knew
by her eyes she was still, with sorrowful remorse,
repenting the ungrateful sadness which had neg-
lected so much of the happiness of life.

“Mary,” I said, “we shall be happy now, if
the child is spared.”

I did not mean this as a reproach, but she felt
it had the force of one,—though how could I, with
so much affection for her, chide her as she stood
there, still in her beautiful youth, with smiles
lightening over her countenance, and tears not en-
tively suppressed, stirred by the confluent streams
of sorrow and joy that rose in her bosom,—joy for
the new tint of life which bloomed over the face
of the child ; sorrow for the wrong which she felt
she had done to me and to herse!f by that melan-
choly discontent, and blindness to the good that
had blessed her, for, uutil a real affliction menac-
ed her, she had grieved over indefinite ills, never
remembering how fortunate she was in being
spared fiom the miseries that fell on so many
around her.

T never thought of her more as Meclancholy
Mary. When the child was again carolling among
the flowers in the garden, my whilom sad-faced
young wife stood like a breathing rose, voluble of
her love, and as graceful, and far more gay than
when she entered the cloister-like seclusion where
her thoughts had become pale, her hopes dim,
her faith doubtful, and her happiness insecure.
Never could she have been happy until now, for
never till now had she learned from the reality,
of sorrow the reality of joy; that to be virtuous
is to be grateful; and that the best way to be
grateful for the good, is piously and wisely to en-
joy it.

All beauty, of sight or sound ; all delight which
springs from hunan love; all gladness which is
given by hope; all things we wish or prize, form,
if we use them well, not inducements to evil, but
altars on which to offer the sacrifice of our hearts
to heaven, And if, among the frailtics or thesins
of men, there is one of a darker grain than ano-
ther, it i3 the scifishness of sadness, and an un-
grateful disregard of the good which has been
showered so aboundingly on the carth.—Eliza
Cook'’s Journal.

TIME'S CHANGES.

Time's changes—oh ! Time's changes,
We can bear to see them cowe,

And crumble down the cottage roof,
Or rend the palace dome.

‘We bear to see the flower we nursed,
Aund cherighed in the spring,

Turn withering from Antunmn’s wind,
A dead and sapless thing.

The playground of our childish days
May wear so strange a face,

That not one olden lineament
Is left for us to trace.

The beams that light life's morning up
May set in misty shade,

The stars of pleasure’s fairy sky
May glitter but to fade.

Time's changes—oh! Time's changes—
They may work whate’er they will,
Turn all our sunshine into storm,
And all our good to ill.

The check we like to look upon,
May lose its downy red,

And ouly carvy wrinkled lines,
Where once fair dimples spread.

The form that's dearest to our aring
May wane from easy grace,

The raven tresses shine no more,
Aund grey hairs take their place.

But we can lightly smile at all
Time's changes, till we find

Some well-known voice grow harshly cold,
That once was warmly kind,

Till hands and eyes that used to be
The first our own to areet,

Can calmly take a long farewell,
And just as calinly meet.

Till gentle words are passed away,
And promised faith forgot,

Teaching us sally that we love
The one who loveth not.

Oh! bhetter, then, to die, and give
The grave its kindred dust,

Than live to see Time's bitter change
In hearts we love and trust.

A philosopher is one who opposes nature to
love, reason to custom, conscience to opinion, and
judgment to error.

Evil rolls off some minds like dew off a cabbage-
leaf—not a drop will sink in.

It is better to stoop at a high doorway than run
against a low one.

ITe whose soul does not sing need not try to do
it with his throat.

The art of pleasing is not necessarily the art of
deceiving.
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of grcat poets, sculptors, and heroes—you had but
to observe the rapt interest and enthusiasi of the
hoy on such oceasions to be persuaded that, suf-
fering aud feeble though he was in body, bis
W are about to relate in the fullowing pages the ! mind was quick to feel beauty in all its aspects,
true story of an artist—onc of the very greatest | and that he revelled in intellectual delights of the
that Eunzlaud has yet produced. jrarest sort.  Moreover, the boy was always
The first scene lies in a shop in New Street, | cheerful, thongh grave in his mauner; he was
Covent Garden—a very small stop, full of plaster * patient and uncomphaining, though he ofttimes
casts by selling which the worthy but humble i regretted that he could not go out to feel and*
proprivtor managed to muintnin himself, bis wife, | enjoy the sun ana the sight of the green trees in
and his two bais. Arvianged on the shelves | the parks like other boys. .
around the shop and in the window were ¢ The soul of our cyvipple invalid was the soul of

L—BEGINNINGS.

from the antique, which appealed to the cla
tastes— s of the Niobe, of the far-famed Venus
de Medicis—

‘The bending statue that eachams the world,

of Hercules, Ajax, Achilles, and many mare ; but
these were for the few, and art in England was
then but in its infancy.  For the refined and
more ordinary tastes there were casts of George
1L, then king; of Lord Howe and Admiral
llawke, then in the height of their tame—the
naval darlings of England; of the brave General
Wolfe, who had glorionsly falten during that year
(we are now speaking of the year 1759) on the
cights of Quebee, and with the praises of whose
gallantry all England was then ringing; and
there were also to be abserved a few busts of the
promiuentfeatured William Pitt, then a younyg
man, but already a recognized orator in the Eng-
lish Commons.  Such were the mute humanities
of the shop-shclves, and from them we turn to the
living inmates.

The master of the place might be obsersed,
through a glass door which scparated the littde
back room from the front shop. busily engaged in
monlding a fizure of one of the new popular men
of the day—Admirzt Boscawen, who had recently
sprung into fume by reason of a victory he had
gained over the Freneh fleet ofl Cape Lagos.  In
the front shop, waiting for customers, we find a
woman, and 2 boy—indeed, we might almost say
a mere child.  The woman is hanging anxijously
over some lies the child is busily engaged in
drawing with black chalk upon the paper before
him.  He has hooks on either side of himu, which
he takes up and reads from time to time, when
fatizued hy stooping over his draving.  Theliule
fellow is propped up in a high chair, so that he
can overlook the counter, on which his drawiag
and reading nnterials are kid. The chair is
stuffed round with cushions, that the poor litule
fellow may sit soft upon his day-long seat. Poor,
pale, plac Vittle hoy ; debarred by disease aund
debility from taking any share in the amusements
of fis age, and daonied o sit there from day to
day under his patient and watchful mother’s eye,
who springs to do his every little bidding.

“ Gad tempers the wind to the shorn lamb,™ it
s said, and traly. You had bt to watch the
gpackle of that boy's bright cye, and the blush
that mantled his cheek, when some object of
beauty, embodyving a fine action or a noble idea,
was placed bhefore Bim ; or when he took up the
book which Iay by his side and therenpon cndea-
vared o design with his Llack chalk the actions
therein narrsted ; or when some chance visitor,
iuterested i the poetic little invalid, talked to him

1

a true genius; and behind that shop-counter it
obtained its firstimpulse towards art.  These casts
fiom the antique and stucco medallions which
surrounded the boy, and preached beauty to him
from the mean shelves—comparatively worthless
though to many they might appear—were the
source of many beautiful and noble inspirations,
which germimated in noble works in the boy's
after life. It has been said that the soul of every
man of genius is a mirror which he carries about
with him wherever he goes; and it is only by
tracing the artist from his infancy, that we dis-
cover the circnmstances to which he owes in
maturer years his genius and his success.

A custemer entered the little shop one day.
Ile was an clderly man, mild, bencvolent, and
gentle-looking—sceming by his dress to be a
clergyman.  No sooner had the bell hung at the
back of the front shop-door, which was closed to
keep out the cold from the little invalid—no
sooner had it sounded and intimated the approach
of a customer, than the master of the shop
emerged fiom the back apartment, and approach-
¢d, cap in hand, to wait upon the gentleman.

* Good day, John,” said the visitor; “I have
brought with me a small figure for you to mend.
My servant, in dusting this ¢ Helene, has had the
misfortune to chip off an arm, you sec.”

** And a beautifal thing it i3, Mr. Matthews,”
said the man; * beautiful, indeed—a very gem.
Yes, I will mend it while you stay. Plaster of
Paris hardens in no time; and you may take it
with you, uuless you would prefer that I send it
by a messenger.”

“No, I will wait,” said Mr. Matthews; and
thereupon the image-maker retired into the back
apartment to procced with the work.

A child’s cough from behind the counter here
startled the clergyman's car, and he peeped over.
The invalid boy was not mounted on his usual
cushioned seat at the counter that day, but sat
on a small chaic behind it, with a larger chair
before Lim, on which lay a hook he was appar-
cutly engazed in reading. The clergyman was
struck by the fine clear eyes of the boy, and his
Iarge beautiful forchead, which gave him a look
of intelligence far heyond his years.

*“*What are you busy with there, my boy ¥ he
asked.

The youth maiscd himself up on his crutches,
bowed, and said, ** Sir, it iz a Latin book, and [
am trying to learn it."

“ A Latin book ! lct me sce it.”

And the henevolent clergyman stooped over
for the book. It wasa Cornelius Nepos, which
the boy's father had picked up at some clicap
bookstall, for fourpence.
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“Very good,” said Mr. Matthews; * but this
is not the proper book. Il bring you a right
one to-morrow.”

“ Thank you, sir, thank you," said the boy.

From that introduction to the little boy behind
the shop-counter an acquaintance began, which,
the Rev. Mr. Matthews used to say, *“‘ripened
into one of the hest friendships of my life.” And,
strange to say, he afterwards regarded it as an
honor and a distinction to reckon that poor stucco
plasterer’s boy as his friend.

Mr. Matthews was as good as his word. He
brought several books to the little boy ; amongst
others, Homer and Daon Quizote, in both which
the youth ever after took immense delight.  His
niind was soon full of the heroism which breathed
through the pages of Homer ; and with the stucco
Ajaxes and Achilleses about him looming along
the shop shelves, the ambition took possession of
him,thathe too would design and embody in poctic
forms these majestic herves. The black chalk
was at once in his hand, and the enthusiastic
young artist labored in a ** divine despair” to body
forth the shapes and actions of the Greeks and
the Trojans.  Like all youthful efforts, of course
the designs were crude. The proud father one
day showed them to Roubilliac, the eminent
gculptor, but he turned from them with a pshaw!
He saw no indications of talent in them. What
could be expected of a child, then only seven
years old? But the boy had the right stuff inhim;
he had industry and patience—patience, which
Buffon has defined genius to be.  The solitary
boy labored at his books, and drawings, and mo-
dels, incessantly.  He cssayed his young powers
in modelling figures in plaster of Puaris, in wax,
and in clav, some of which are to this day pre-
served—not so much because of their mwerit, as
because they are curious as the first halting
cfforts of true genius.

The boy could not yet walk, though he was
learning to hobble about on crutches, at the time
when George 11, died.  He could not accompany
his father to see the procession at the coronation
of George III. 5 but he pleaded carnestly that he
should have one of the medals which were that
day to be distributed among the crowd. The
father struggled to procure one for his poor
cripple boy at home; but no. In the scramble
for the medals, stronger and more agile persons
pushed the image-seller toone side ; he obtained
2 plated button, bearing the stamp of a horseand
Jjockey, which hie presented to hisson asthe “ co-
ronation medal.” The boy expressed his surprise
at such a device, and not long after he found out
that hie had been deceived.  The father did not
think of the moral injury he had done to thehoy by
this picce ofucted deccit, well intentioned though
it might be; such things are not forgotten, and
they are always injurious.  But the fine nature of
this boy could endure much, and he outlived the
little wrong.

Onc of his practices at this time was to take
umpreasions of sl scals and mcdals that pleased
him, and it was for thia that he had longed for
the * coronation medal.” Whaut he made of the
horse and jockey, we bave not been informed 3
but, when once reminded, after he had beecame s
man, of these carly childish pursuits, he observed

—*'* We are never too young to learn what is use-
ful, nor too old to grow wise and good.”

Oue day, the boy had been out rambling in the
parks—for a sudden flush of health came upon
him about his tenth year, which enabled him to
throw aside his crutches—and on his return, his
wother sprang to meet him.

“Jolumy 1" she exclaimed, * you'll not guess!
I have just had Mr. Mauliewshere, and—what do
you think ¥

*Well, mother, has he brought me the Homer
back? He promised it some of these days.”

¢ No, Jolnmy, not that; guess again. But no,
you can never guess.  Well, he has invited you
to his own house, where you are to meet Mrs.
Barbauld, the lady that writes the beautiful
stories, you know ; and Mrs. Matthews, the cler-
gyman’s beautiful ludy, has promised to read and
explain Jfomer to you herself!  Well, now, isn’t
our Johuny rising in the world

“ Capital I cried the youth, clapping his hands.

“Well now,” continned his mother, “1 must
have your face washed, and 3y our pretty hair brush-
ed, and your Sunday clothes put on; for you are
going to meet ladies at a party, vou know.”

*Well, aear mother, be it so; but be quick,
will you? for I am so anxious to go.”

And sure enough, about ive o'clock in the
evening twilight a little boy might be observed
humbly knocking at the door of an elegant house
in Rathbone Place. He was plainly but necatly
dressed,—diminative in figure, and slighly de-
formned ; his features, usually palid, were flushed
on thiso casion, as they well might be,~—his whole
frame being ina glow with anticipated pleasure
and delight.

The door was opened by a waiting-man, who
gazed with surprise at the boy wien be told hig
crrand,—that he had * come tothe party.”

“Wait in the lobby, my boy—there may be
some mistake,” and he mn up stairs to the draw-
ing-room, where were Mrs. Montague, Mrs. Cha.
pong, and Mrs. Barbauld, with the lady of the
house. The servant expluined his wessage.

“Show up John Fiaxman.” she said at once,
her eye brightening; and, turning to Mrs. Bar-
bauld,—* This is the little boy I teid youof. He
is really a fine fellow, with the true soul of a ge-

us. I really believe he bas in him the germsof
a great man! and such as we, who have means
and lcisure, caunot bestow them better than in
carefully fostering what may prove a source of
general happiness and blessings.  You call mean
cnthusiast, 1 know,” continued Mrs. Matthews,
with a fascinating smile; * but I haveinvited this
boy to show you that in thiseasc I have not been
¢ zealous overmuch.’”

Aud so saying, the little visitor, John Flaxman,
was ushered into the drawing-room.

II.—IROGRESS.

Many & delightful evening—for lo- g yearsafter
ramembered by John Flaxman with pleasure and
affection and gratitude—did the young artistspend
by the fireside of Mrs. Maithews and her Kind-
hicarted husband.  She read Howmier, Virgil, and
Milton, pointing out thrir beauties, expliining
t :cir ideas. and discoursing from time to time upon
the characters which move across their pages. It
was & great opportapity for the toy, aud he was
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wise enough to profit by it. Under Mrs. Matthew's love of art, which haunted themn as a passion. In
eve, he began the study of Latin and Greess, which | Blake's eyes there shone a mysterious wildness,
he prosecuted at home.  Heused to bring with | which early excited the suspicion of his fellow stu-
hiwm, too, hisbitofcharconl, and while the accomp- jdents as to his sanity. But the man of genius i3
lished lady commented on the pictoral beauty of | very often hovering on the brink of madness ; and
Homer's poetry, the boy by her side eagerly en-the * divine phrenzy ™ sometimes overpowers
deavoured to embody upou paper, inoutline forms, [him.  Young Flaxman saw in Blake only the kind
such passages as canght his fapey. tand affectionate friend,—sensitive like himself,

A beaatiful picture this, of the accomplished | glad to retire from the bustle of academic pursuits,
woman turaing axide from the glittering society in | and commune together aboutart and poetry, and
which she had her allotted place, to devote her' the subjects to which the latter gave rise, All
evenings to theintellectual calture of 2 pour, illit- | three,—Flaxman, Blake, and Stothard, thus cul-
erate, unknown plaster-castseller’s boy U Thanks, tivated together theart of ready design,—and the
however, to her hind care and enlture, the boy di t three, all in their day, we believe, illustrated
not remain unhnown ; the genius thus cherished, | Paradise Lost.  Flaxman, however, gradually be-
in due time revealed itself,—for from the chisel of | came known i ng the students, notwithstanding

Flaxman hav  come some of the noblest works of
art which England bas ever produced. And when
Flaxman's praise is sounded, in justice to her
memory let the zame of the good Mrs. Matthews,
to whow he owed so much, be affectionately re-
membered.

Mauny of these juvenile productions,—executed
at Mrs. Matthews's side,—are :tili in existence,
and display much quiet loveliness as well as some-
times yraphic power.  Yet not long before this,
Mortimer, the artist, to whom the boy exhibited
his drawing of a human eye, excliimed to him.
“What, sir, is that an oyster 7' The scnsitive
boy was very much hurt, and took care not to
show his dranings toartists for some time tocome;
for artists, though themselves very thin-skinned,
are disposed 10 be rather savage in their eriticisms
of others.  But an artist aud a sculptor the boy
Flaxman had now determined to be; and he Ia-
boured at selfamprovement with all possible zeal
and industry. e modelled and drew almost in-
cessantly.  Ie was mainly his own teacher, as
every traly great man must be. e used all helps
to forward him in his studies, gathering his know-
Iedge from all sources, and ready often to invent
methods for himself, after a kind of inspiration in
which true genius is usnally so apt.

The boy tound patrons and helpers, too.  Some
of the visitars at Mrs. Matthew’s, greatly admiring
his desigus after Homer, desired to possess some
drawings by the same hand ; and Mr. Cratchley,
of Sunning-hill Park, gave lu., a commission to
draw a sct for him in black chalk. His first com-
mission! What a great cvent was that in the
boy’s life. A physician’s first fee, a lawyer's first
Tetainer, an actress'’s first night behind the foot-
lizhts, a legislator's first speech in the Commons,
an author’s first buok, arc not any of them more
full of interest and anxiety than is the first com-
misston to the artist! And the hoy-artist well
and duly exccuted his first commission : it was a
sct of six drawings of subjects from antiquity,
chiefly after Homer,—and he was both well prais-
ed and well paid for his work.

Still he went oa studying.  Hiskind friend Mr.
Matthews guarded him againstindulgence in vanity
—that hesctting sin of clever youths,—but Flax-
man knew too well his own defects, and he relaxed
1ot in his labours, but only applied himself more
closcly than before. He was fiftcen when he en-
tered a student at the Royal Academy. He might
then bhe seen generally in the company of Blake
and Stothard,—young men of kindred tastes and
geniug,—gentle and amiable, yet carnest in their

his retiving disposition, and great things were ex-
pected of him.  Nor were these expectations dis-
appointed. In his fifteenth year he gained the
silver prize, and next year he became a candidate
for the gold one.

The boy had now become a young man, with
the incipient down of manhood on his lip. He
had the air, the self-possession, and gravity of a
man, yet all the simplicity and bashfulness of a
child. Iis early delicacy, and inability to take
part in the games of childhood, threw ashadow over
his face in future years. Though slender in figure,
he looked older than he seemed. Yet he did not
lack in activity of limb and body,—standing now
in no need of crutches, which he had long
since abandoned. The light of his soul shone
through his eyes, which possessed a marvellous
brilliancy, indicating the true temperament of
genius,

Of course, every body prophesied that young
Flaxman would carry off the gold medal; there
was 10 student who, for ability and industry, was
to be compared with him; and when his candida-
ture for the medal was known, all his fellow-stu-
dents shouted out in one voice, *‘Flaxman! Flax-
man !” as if non¢ but he was worthy to win the
prize.

The eventful day arrived.  Old Flaxman—who
had now removes:l his shop into the Strand, oppo-
site Durham Yard—was busy with a popularbust
cf the Duke of York ; but he was so agitated by
the thought of his son’s eventful competition, that
e could not go on with his work ; he felt like a
fish out of water,~—could not sit, nor stand, nor
settle down to anything, * but was all over queer
like,” pecping out along the pavement from time
to time, to discern if he could, the elate figure of
his son marching homeward with the gold medal
of the Academy. The hours slowly passed by, and
late in the day John Flaxman entered his father’s
door. The old man sprang up at the sound of
his footstep, and ran to meet him.  The boy's face
was downcast, and even paler than usual,

*“Well, John, what of the medal

¢“T have lost it, father.”

There was a minute of perfect silence—ncither
spoke; at length the father said :—

** Well, John, you must stick to it again, like a
Trojan; neversay dic! But who kas got itt"

“Englicheart. I amsure I wish him weli; but
T cannot help thinking that I deserved the prize,
Howerver, be that as it may, I am determined, if
I live, yet to modc! works that the Academy will
be proud to recoguise.”
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“Said like o true Flaxman, John, Cheer up!
You will take the medal yet.”

“I will not try again, futher; but I will do bet-
ter. Only give me time, and I will show them
somethingbeyond an Academy prize medal.”

The failure on the part of the young Flaxman
wag really of service to him. Defeats do not cast
down the resolute-hearted, but only serve to call
forth their power of will and resolution. 1e re-
doubled his efforts—spared no pains with himself
—designed and modelled incessantly, and labour-
ed diligently and perscveringly in the work of
gelf-improvement.

But poverty threatened the household of his
poor father, the profits of whose trade, atthat day
by no mieans remunerative, but barely served to
“keep the wolf from the door.” So the youth
was under the necessity of curtailing his hours of
study in order to devote a larger portion of his
time to the bread-and-cheese department. Helaid
aside his Fomer and took up his plaster-trowel.
He forseok Milton to multiply stucco casts. He
was found willing to work in any department of
his calling, so that he might thereby earn money.
To this drudgery of his art he served a long and
rude apprenticeship; but it did him good. It fa-
miliarized him with work, and cultivated in him
the spirit of patience. The diseipline may have
been rough, but it was wholesome. Happily, the
young Flaxman's skill in design had reached the
cars of one of the great patrons of art in those
days—Josiah Wedgwood, the Staffordshire potter,
who sought out the lad with the view of employ-
ing him in the improvement of his crockery-ware,
It may seem a very humble department of art to
have laboured in; but really it was not so. A
true artist may be Iabouring in the highest voca-
tion, even while he is sketching a design for a tea-
pot or a dinner-plate.  Articles which are in daily
use among the peaple, and are before their eyes
at every meal they sitdown to, may be made the
vehicles of art education to all, and minister to
their highest culture. Even the best artist may
thus be conferring a much greater practical bene-
fit upon his countrymen than by painting an elab-
orate picture which he may sell for a thousand
pounds to a lord, to be by him forthrith carried
off to his country palace, and virtually bidden
there,

The enterprising Josiah Wedgwood was a most
energetic man, possessed of great public spirit.—
e desired to push his trade, and while he bene-
fited himsclf he also sought to improve the public
tastea. Before his day, the designs which figured
upon our china and stone-ware were of a hideous
description—bad in drawing, had in design, and
bad in exccution. Josizh Wedgwood found out
Flaxman.

“Weli, my lad,” said he tohim, * Thavcheard
that you are a good draughtsman and a clever de-
signer. I'm a pot manufacturer—named Wedg-
wood. Now I want you to design some models
for me—nothing fantastic, you know, but simple,
tasteful, and correct in drawing. I'll pay you well.
Do you understaid? You den't think the work
beneath you? ghe”

* By no means, sir,” answered young Flaxman ;
‘“indecd, the work is quite to my taste. Give me
a few daye—call again, and you shall see what I
can do.”

“That's righ'—work away. Mind, I am in
want of them now. They are for pots of all kinds
—teapots, jugs, teacups and saucers.  But espe-
cially I want desigus for a table-service. Begin
with that. I mean to supply one for the roval
table. Now, think of that, young man. What
you design is meant for the eyes of rovalty!”

“I will do my best, sir, I assure you.”

And the kind gentleman bustled outof the shop
as he had come in.

Flaxman did his best. By the time that Mr,
Wedgwood next called upon him, he bhad a nu-
merous scrivs of models prepared for various pie-
ces of earthenware. They consisted chiefly of
small groupsin very low relief—the subjects taken
from ancient verse and history. Many of them
are still in existence, and some are equal in beauty
and simplicity to his after designs for marble.—
The celebrated Etruscan vases, many of which
were to be found in public museums and in the
cabinets of the curious, furnished him with the
best examples of form, and these he embellished
with his own elegant devices. Stuart's Athens,
then recently published, also farnished him with
specimens of the purest-shaped Greek utensils,
and he was not slow to adopt the best of them,
and work them up into new and wondrous shapes
of elegance and beauty. Flaxman then saw that
he was labouring in a great work—no less than
the promotion of popular education; and he was
proud, in after life, to allude to these his early la-
bours, by which he was enabled at the same time
to cultivate his love of the beautiful, to diffuse &
taste for art among the people, and to replenish
his own purse while he greatly promoted the pros-
perity of his fricnd and benefactor.

Engaged Jn such labours as these, for several
years Flaxman exccuted but few works of art, aud
then at rarcintervals.  Meliveda quiet, secluded,
aud simple life, working during the day aud sketch-
ing and reading in the evenings. He was so poor
that he had as yet been only able to find plaster
of Paris for his works,—marble was too dear a
matedial for him, He hag hitherto executed only
one statue in the latter material, and that was a
commission.

At length, in the year 1782, when twenty-seven
venrs of age, he quitted his father's roof and rent-
ed a small house and studio in Wardour Street,
Soho; and what was more, he marricd a wife—an
cvent which proved to him of no small conse-
quence, a3 we shali find from the events in his fu-
ture history.

IIL.~RUINKD FOR AN ARTIST.

Fraxuay had been married but a few weeks, when
one day he returned home to his young wife, full
of saduess at heart. There was a cloud on his
brow, so unusual, that she at once proceeded to
cnquire into the cause.  Flaxman sat down beside
her, took her hand, and said, with a smile—

‘“ Aun, I am ruined for an artist I

* How 80, John? How has it happened, and
who has done it

It happened,” he replied, *‘in the church;
and Ann Denhiam has doneit! I met Sir Joshua
Reynolds just now, and he told me, point-blank,
that marriage had ruined me in my profession.”

¢ Nonsense, John; it is only one of Sir Joshua’s
theories. e isa bachelor himself, and cannot
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understand nor judge of the quiet satisfaction and
happiness of married life.”

*“Oh! he firmly believes it, I can assure you.
Sir Joshua thinks uo man can be a great artist,
unless bie visits Rome, and educates his taste by
a contemplation of the great models of antiquity.
He is comtantly telling the students at the Aca-
demy that it they would exeel, they must bring
the whole powers of their mind to bear upon their
;rté i:fum the moment they rise until they go to

ed.

* What! and Jeave no room, no corner, for the
affections?  Don’t believe him, John j dou't be
cast down.  You are a true artis., and you wiil be
a great one.”

** But he says no man can be a great artist,
anless he studies the grand style of art in the
magniticent work= of Michael Angelo and Raphael,
in the Vatican.  Now, 4" drawing up his small
figure toits full height,—*Z would be & great
artist.”

“ Andyou shall be! You, too,if that be neces-
sary, shall study at Rome, in the Vatican. 1 will
never have it said that Ann Denbam ruined you
for an artist.”

* But how 2 asked Flaxman,—* how to get to
Rome "

“1 will tell you how. Work and economize.
If you will leave the Iatter to me, we shall soon
be able to spare the meaus for a visit to Rome,—
and fogether, mind!  Ann Denham must go and
look after her ruined artist,”

And she shook her curls, and gave one of her
bright, hearty laughs.

* Ann,” said he—and Flaxman took his wife’s
hand in his—** what Reynold’s has said to-day, and
what you have said now, have determined me.
I will o to Rome, and show the president that
wedlock is for a man's good rather than hisharm,
and vou shail accompany me,”

She was a noble, true-hearted woman, this wife
of Flaxman’s. The artist was, in the course of his
life, fortunate beyond most men in the friendships
which hie formed with estimable womens but his
wife stood higher than them all in his estimation ;
for she was friend, fellow-student, companion,
comforter, and wife, all in one, Like him, Ann
Flaxman had a fine taste for art; she also knew
something of Greek, and was well skilled in French
aud Italian.  Withall, she was a frugal, well-
managing wife ; and could keep her own kitchen
and parlor as tidy as she did her busband’sstudio.
She could knit and mend as well as draw, and
could cook a Yorkshire pudding as defily as she
could read a passage from Racine or Anastasio.
Her houschold was a model of neatness and
taste, and there always seemed to reign within it
& derovt quict and perfect trangmility.

Patiently and happily thisloving couple plodded
on during five years in that humble little home in
Wardour Street; always with the long journey to
Rome before them. 1t was never lost sight of
for 1 moment, and not a penny was ugelessly spent
that could be saved towards the expenses of the
visit. They said no word to any one about their
project; solicited no aid from the Academy: but
trusted only to their own patient labor and love
to pursue aud achieve their object. During this
time, Flaxman exhibited but few works. He could

not «fford ruarble to experiment oz original works; -

but he obtained occasional commissions for monu.
ments, by the protfits of which he muintained him-
self.  One of his first works of this kind was the
monument in memory of Collins the poet, now
placed in Chichester Cathedral. His monument
to Mrs. Morley, for Gloucester Cathedral, was
sreatly admired, and tended to increase his repu-
tation and extend his business. Healso continued
to supply the Messrs. Wedgwood, of Etruria, with
designs for pottery-wure, many of which have
since been revived, and a considerable number of
them were exhibited at the Great Exhibition in
1851. About this time, Flaxman executed for the
same gentlemen a set of designs of chessmen, of
exquisite beauty, which are worthy of being more
extensively known,

Five years passed, and Flaxman sect out, in
company of his wife, for the Eternal City. Like
all othier artists who visit Rome, he wag astonished
by the splendor of the Vatican and the Sistine
Chapel, and the surpassing beauty and grandeur
of the works which they contained. Iecould not
fail greatly to profit by hisvisit. He applied him-
self eagerly w study, laboring meanwhile, like
most other poor artists who visit Rome, to mnain-
tain himacelt by his daily labor. It was at this
time that he composed his beautiful designs illus-
trative of Hower, /Eschylus, aud Dante, for Eng-
lish purchasers ; and we rejoice to see that the
itlustrations of Homer have recently been made
accessible to all ¢l of purchasers.®* He was,
doubtless, greatly aided in the composition of
these designs by the nuinerous antique bas-reliefs
on Greek and Etruscan vases and sarcophagi,
which he had now an opportunity of studying.
But though he thus satiated his fancy with the
spirit of the days of old, he threw his own inven-
tive genius into his works, e created and did
not copy. The one was to him far easicr and
infinitely more delightful than the other.

What does the reader think were Flaxman’s
terms for executing these rare and beautiful illus-
trations of Homer? Fiftecen shillings apiece!
This was the price paid for them by Mrs, Hare
Nayler. But Flaxman needed the money, and he
worked for art’s sake as well.  The money carned
by the sale of his designs enabled him meanwhile
to find bread and raiment for himself and wife,
and to go onward in the prosecution of his darling
studies. But the Homeric designs brought him
more than money. They brought hiin fame and
éclat, and friends and patrons began to flock to
Lis studio. The muuificent Thomas Hope com-
missioned himn to exccute the group of Cephalus
and Aurora, which now adorns the fine collection
of his son in Piccadilly. About the same time the
bishop of Derry (earl of Bristol) ordered of him a
group of Ovid’s Mctamorphoses, representing the
fury of Athamos; but the price paid for it was
such as to leave the artist aloser. The Countess
Spencer commissioned the sct of designs after
Xschylus, at a guinea each, and Mr. Hope took
the set illustrative of Daunte at the same price.
These works brought morc fame than money;
still Flaxman could live, his loving wife ever by
his side.

Some years thus passed, when Flaxman resolved
to return to England, to show that wedlock had

® Iuibe Aasonal Tilusirated Lidrary. ‘
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not * rained him far an artist.”  Buonaparte had
struck aae or two of his terrible hlows ou the fur
ther side of the Alps, and the English were all
crov ity home. Bat vefore he lefe Ity the
acule nies of Florence and Carrara recoguised
Fliaxn w’s merits by electing him anember.

S alter his veturn to Eagland, and almost
befoare he had settled down into full employment
85 2t <culptor, he paid one of the most tender and
delicste trioutes to his wife that artist ever paid.
It was Bis own way of acknowled ging the love and
the al airible qualities of hiz wife, and proud in-
due { she mast have been with the gift as of the
giver.  H:» gt aquarto book wmade, containing
80 ne score of leaves, and on the first page he
drew the design of 2 dove with an olive-branchin
her wmonth, gaardian angels on either side, with
the words written underneath,—* To Ann Flax-
man.®  Beneath this was the representation of
twa o ls clasped as at an altar, and a gaeland
borne by two cherubs cireied the following in-
geripiing : —* Tae anniversary of vour birthday
catlz o me to be geateful for fourteen happy years
passel in your society.  Accept the tribute of
these sketches, which under the allegory of a
knighterrant's adventures, indicate the trials of
virtue a1l the conquest of vice, preparatory to
a heppier state of existence.  John Flaxman,

ot 2, 1796 The designs in the book were
forty in nunber, two on each pige. They are
still preserved, an 1 are s) full of grwce and beauty,
—thev tell the story of trial, endacance, faith,
hope aal courage, so well —that we wish some ad-
veatarous publisher woald undertake now to give
the n to the world.  We are of opinion that Flax-
mue's remwkable gentus—his tmaginative and
artistie quilities —are more vividly exhibited in
theae aal others of s desigas than even in his
ma:t elaborate seulptured works.

Fracnn often used to say in jest hefore his
frien 15, —* Well, Sir Jashaa was wroag in his
praph ey, alter all.  You sce wetlock dil not
raia e for an artist.  Did it, Anu? Ana’s
reply inay easily be imagined,

IV.—S0CCRSS!

Tits seaintor, on his return from Rome, took up
hia ahsle at No. 7, Fizroy Sqaare, Backinghun
Streer, anl he remiined there until his death,
thirty vewsafter.  His snall studio, in which so
mawv nodle works were elahorated, still exiass.
His fune had preceded hin to Eagland, and he
fourl nog want of lucrative emplovinzat now.
While at Rome, he hal beea comrnissioned to
exceate his fanous monument in memory of Loed
Mansti o, and it was erezted in the north tran-
acptof Weatminster Abbey shortly after i< retam.
It stan i3 there in majeatic grandeur, 2 monument
to the zening Flaxn v himself—calm, simple, and
scvere. No wonder that Banks, the sculptor,
then in the heyday of his fame, exclained whea
he 2w it,—* 'his little man cuts uz all out!™

When the bigwiss of the Royal Academy heard
of Fiax:man's return, and especially when they had
an opportanity of secinz and adwmiring bis noble
portait-statue of Mnsfield, they were eager to
kave him enrolled among their number. The
Roval Acalemy has always had the art of “ run-
ning to the help of the strongest,” and when an
artist has prove d that he canaciisve a reputation
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without the Academy. then is the Academy most
anxious to “patronize™ him. The Academy. it
witl be retembered, had given its gold medal te
his unworthy competitor, Engleheart, passing by
his own far superior work.  He had then felt bite
terly vexed, but determined that the nexttime he
modelled for the Academy it should be as & mus-
ter, —he would deserve and he wor'1 command
their applause.  Perhaps, too, he had ot forgot-
ten the president's crael cut when Flaxman wld
himn he had married,—* You are ruined for life ag
anartist.”  Weil! he had got over both these
slizhts. The wounds had healed kindly, and he
had no desire to keep alive the grievance. He
allowed his nune to be proposed in the candi-
dates' list of ussociates, and was immediately
clected. In the course of the same year (1797)
he exhibited his monument of Sir William Jones,
and several bas-reliefs from the New Testament,
which were greatly admired.

tis progress was now ripid, and he was con-
stantly employed. Perseverance and =tudy had
made him great, and he went on from triumph o
triunmph.

In the heyday of hiz fame, some vears after his
rewurn to Bagland, Flaxman conceived the design
of a colossal statue to the naval power of Britiin,
which he propased should be erected, two hun
dred feet in height, on Greenwich 1lill.  Theidea
was a grand one,—that of a majestic landmark for
mariners, overlooking the tide of British com-
wmerce. on which the wealth ofall lauds was borne
upon the husy Thames into the lap of England,
and standing, as it were, sentinel over the list
retreat of British naval heroes.  But the desiyn
was too grand for his age, and though a commit-
tee deliberated upon it, they treated it as the
dream of a poet, and dis. lased it as unworthy of
further notice. Some future gencration way,
however, yet emboldy Flaxman’s noble id-a of a
colossal Britannia on Greenwich Hill.  Surely the
power of Britain might as well be exhisited in
some such enduring national work of art, as that
ot the kingdom of Bavaria in the now world-fa-
wons statue at Munich !

Flaxman’s monumentsare known nearly allover
Eagland. Their mate poetry beautifies most of
our cathedrals and many ot our rural churches,
Whatever work of this kwnd he exccuted, he threw
a sonl and me wming into it, e nbodyinz some high
Christian idea of chirity, of luve, of resignation,
of utfection, or of kindaess, Inmonumentasuch ag
these his peculiar genius pre-eminently shone,
There is a tendernessand grace about them which
10 other artist has been able to surpass or even
to equil.  His happy sketches illustrative of the
Lord's Prayer, published inlithograph some years
ago, exhibit thia pecaliar quality of his genius in
a gtriking lizht.  In historical monuments, again,
e was less successful, though his monaments to
Reynolds and Nelson, in St. Paul’s Cathedra), are
noble woras, which will alwaya be adinired.

At the Peace of Amiens, Flaxman formed one
of the crawd of Englishmen who flocked over to
Paris to ad.nire the treasures of the Louvre, which
had been plundered from nearly all Suropean
conntries.  Flaxmau entertained a hearty Euglish
lisliketo Napoleon. When ut Rome, sowe young
Srench officers showed him a medal of Bnonaparte,
then only a general ofticer,  Flaxmaz looked ag
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the head, and said: * This citizen Buonaparte of
yours i3 the very image of Auguztus Ciesar!” The
sculptor never got over his dislike to the man;
and though, when at Paris, the First Consul wished
to be introduced to him, Flaxman refused,  Still
greater wa3 his repugnance to the French Repub-
lican painter and sculptor David, in whom Flax

man saw an atrocious Jacobin and a declured
atheist ; and he turned from his profiered civilities
with only half-concenled disgust.  Flaxman was
himself s0 pure of heart, so simple and so gentle,
that the very idex of such a man set him a-loathing.

He returned to England, and continued his
great career; pursuing at the same time his life
of quiet affection at home, in the company of his
wife, and in the frequent evening society of the
poetic Blake and the gifted Stothard, who conti-
nued among his most intimate friends. He would
often amuse those gathered about him in his
family circle by composing ittle stories in sketches,
serious and burlesque—an artin which he himself
found great pleasure.  In this spirit he composed
his story and illustrations of 1'he Casket, encour-
aged to do so by his poetic friend the sculptor
Banks. The story ruus in rhyme of Flaxman's
making, and there is often a good deal of quiet
humor in his fancies.

In 1810, our hiero cameoutin a new character.
The little boy who had hegun his studies behind
the poor plaster-cast-seller’s shop-counter in New
Street, Covent Garden, was now a man of high
intellect and recognized supremacy in art, to in-
struct aspiring students, in the character of Pro-
feasor ot Sculpture to the Royal Academy! Aund
no man hetter deserved to till that distinguished
office; for no man i3 better able to iustiuct
others than he who, for himself and by his own
unaided efforts, has overcome all difficulties. The
witty and caustic Fuseli used to talk of the lectures
as *‘sermons by the Reverend John Flaxman ;"
for the sculptor was a very religious man, which
Fuseli was not, and was a zcalous Swedevborgian
in the latter part of his Jife. But Fluxman ac-
quitted himself well in the professorial chair, as
any one who reads his instructive Leclures on
Srulpture, now published, may ascertain for him-
self.  His literary talents were further called into
requisition in supplying articles on subjects con-
nected with sculpture to Rees's Encuelopadia.

We must now draw our sketch to a close.
After a long, peaceful, and happy Ife. Flaxman
found himself growing old. The loss which he
sustained by the death of hLis affectionate wife,
Aun, wag asevere shock to him ; but he survived
her several years, during which he executed his
celebrated * Shield of Achilles” and his noble
« Archangel Michael vanquishing Satan,”~—per-
haps his two greatest works. IHe also executed
some beautiful statuettes for Mr. Rogers, the
poct, now tu be found in his celebrated collection.

His early friends were now all dead; his home
was comparatively desolate—and it is sad for an
old man, however full of fame, to be leftin the
werld alone. One day a stranger entered his
room. *Sir,” sad the visitant, presenting to
him a book, * this work was sent to me by the
author, an Italian artist, to present to you, and,
at the same time, to apologize to you for its ex-
traordinary dedication. It was so generally be-
lieved in Italy that you were dead, that my friend

determined to show the world how much he es-
teemed vour genius; and having this hook ready
for publication, he had inseribed it Zo the shade
of Flaxman. No sooner was the book published
than the story of your death wax contradicted
and the author, aftected by his mistuhe, which,
nevertheless, he rejoices at, begs you will receive
his work and his apology.”*

A remarkable ciicumstance of a  somewhat
simil.r charncter is recorded in the Life of Mo-
zart, and in this case it proved equally prcpletie.
On the very next day he was seized by fatal ill-
ness, and in less than a week he breathied his last
—the most gifted genius in sculptute that Eng-
land has yet produced.

LAUREL-LEAF.

BY PERCY B. ST. JOHN.

Ix a small village near 2 town in Brittany, there
came to reside in the eatly days of Najoleon
widow, whom none kunew, and whose cloice of a
residence none seemed to understand.  She had
not an acquaintance in the village ; rot e to
whom she was known even by name : nor did she
profess any connection with the place. As she
came from Puaris appurently to live on herincon.e,
this seemed stinnge, a8 itis common in Fatce to
select one's native place as a rexider ce when eti-
ring from the great metiopolis. But Madanie
Fromen: troubled her-elf litde, relativeto the sur-
mises of her new neighbows,—tuking a neat and
pretty cottage which she fuinislicd well and even
richly, and there fixed hersedf, with a daughte five
years old, and an aged female domesiic.

Shie had not been more than a few days in the
village, nhen she paid a vieit to the curé. with
whom she remained in conference seme hours.
At the termination of the interview, the woithy
priest saw her to the door with an air of respect
which struck one or two who had been watching;
and when questioned with regard to Lier, declared
herto be an angel. Such in sume sortshe proved to
the poorer inhabitants of the hanslet, for her purse,
hertime, and advice, wereat their seivice.  There
was a kind of rival in good worksin the village in
the person of Gaetan Bonas, the miller, who, with
his wife, were looked up to as the rich ones of the
place. They had purchased, in 1793, the half-
ruined castle of the Count de Moilaix,~ an émigré
of whom no one had heard since the Terror,—and
they had made use of it for barns, &c. Abouta
fortnight, however, after the arrival of Madame
Von Froment, it was remarked that Bonas began
moving away his goods; and it became knownin
the village that the widow had purchased theruins.
Wondrous were the surmises of the good people of
the place. They could not conceive the object of
the stranger,—a private individual,—who bought
a residence which could only be made useful by
the expenditure of large sams of money. Their
surprise was all the greater when workmen—build-
ers, carpenters, masons—began to arrive, and
when the whole castle was put in a complete
state of repair.

The villagers, who retained many of the preju-
dices which sixty years of revolution have not
yet cradicated, began to look with suspicion on

¢ Allan Cunningbam's ** Lives of the Pamters,”
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Madame Froment. She, a commoner, dared not
only to buy the chateau of their ci-devant lordsand
masters, the Counts de Mamlaix, but to prepave it
for ker own residence.  That Bonas, the miller,
should own it and make a barn of it was quite natu-
ral in their eyes; but for any one to desecrate a
noble mansion by fixing their abode in it. was a
kind of sacrilege the Breton peasantry could not
comprehend. It required all the expensive char-
ity of the widow,—ull the exhortations of the gond
priest, to bring the people of the hamlet round.
In some measure, their own material well-being
much aided moral efforts. The workmen resided
with them during the two years they were buihi-
ing, and then there came a large body of servants
to the chiteau, while Madame Fromont gradually
became the owner of all the adjacent property, to
the improvement of which she devoted the great-
er part of her time.

Her daughter, Louise, occupied much of her
attention, and as she became of an age to profit
by education, she had a governess from Paris, and
then masters from the town. Young Edouard
Bonas and his sister Ameclie, were adinitted, at the
carnest desire of Madame Froment, to a share of
their advantages.  They beciume constant visitors
at the chiteau; and as M. Bonas intended, now
that he had amassed a fortune, his son should fol-
low a profession, the miller was delighted. The
three young people were great fiiends.  Edouard
being three years older than the two girls, wasa
great man amongst them.  He was their guide in
all their walks and rides,—their elder brother and
protector. They made tagether great progress in
learning; and the two families—that of the mill
and that of the chitcau—were united by strong
ties of friendship.

Things went on thia way for years, until Edouard
became eighteen, and the girls fifteen; when it
became clear to the heads of hoth families that a
most strong and tender attachment had sprung up
between the two young people. Madame Froment
was the first to discover this, and she immediately
paid a visit to the priest,and had with him a long
conference.

It was in the evening and in the milk-house.—
Tbe family were all present. There was the burly
miller, his wife.—a dune whose rotundity alinost
equalled her good humour,—the tall handsome
son, and the delicate Amelie. They had spent the
day at the chateau, but had been suddenly sum-
moned home. On arriving at the mill Edouard
learned that he had been drawn for a soldier.
His parents were miscrable. He was their only
son, and in the terrihle wars then raging there
were many more roads to death than to destruc.
tion. A substitute might be found, but France
had been so depopulated by the long European
struggle that young men were scarce. Still,
Bonas was determined that his son should not go
for a soldier. To his great surprise he found
Edouard very much disposed to accept his fate.
The young man burned to distinguish himself. —
Like most of his age and class, his admiration for
the emperor was unqualified. :

“But, my son,” said the father, anxiously,
** why do you wish to leave ug?"

“T do not wishto leave you: but to follow any
profession, I must go away from home: and, to

speak candidly, there is no profession fur which X
feel the same inclination as for arms.”

“Iy is this unhappy propensity,” replied the
father, * that is the ruin of our country. Did we
show one tithe the ardour for industry, for im-
provement, that we do for fighting, where should
we be? But we must fight, if not couquer, one
another.”

At this moment the priest entered.

¢ Good evening,” said the father.  **You could
not have come in better time, Monsicur le Curé.
I want you to talkk to this headstrong boy. He
has been drawn for a soldier and wants to go.”

“ And why not?" said the priest, quietly.

Bonas and his wife opened their eyes, Edouard
bounded on his chair, and Amelie turned pale,for
sh2 saw that the priest was against them.

‘“ Ah, my good friend,” said Edouard, warmly ;
“T am so delighted to see you.”

“Hum! Because I agree withyou. But listen
to me. I detest war; Ilook on it as a wicked
and monstrous abase of man’s talents and powera;
butit is no longer conquests our monarch is march-
ing to now, my boy. France is in danger! Ex-
hausted by terrible struggles for an impossible
supremacy, she is now about to do battle for exis-
tence. It becomes the duty of all to march to
her defence.”

“Go, my son!” said Bonas, warmly.

1 will go,” cried Edouard ; *“ but these things
are not so desperate as you think.”

“We shall see, my son. But I have another
reason, Now no hesitation, my boy. What has
happened is quite natural. You are very much
attached to Mademoiselle Froment.”

“Oh! oh! said old Bonas, with a hearty
laugh ; “thisis why mousicur wants to be a sol-
dier. He wishes to win smiles by feats of arms.”?

I declare, my father——," began Edouard.

“ Declare nothing,” said the priest. ** Madame
Froment hus just left me.  She approves of your
affection, and—-="

“But who could have told her—-9™ again be-
gan the young man.

¢ Idon’t know,” said thepriest, naively; “but
it scems somehody has. It wasuot I, for I should
never have suspected such a thing.”

1 should like to know,” murmured Eidouard.

“Well, that will do by-and-hy. But these ars
her words—* For reasons I cannot now explain,
no one can marry my daughter but a soldier. Let
Edouard enter the army, and the day he returns
an officer, if he changes not, I shall be happy to
call hilm my son-in-law.””

I will be an officer!” cried Edouard, impetu~
ously.

The father and mother looked very serious, but
they could offer now no objection. They were
about, however, to carry on the discussion, when
Madame Froment entered hurriedly. .

¢ My dear friends,” she exclaimed,—an imper-
ceptible sign from the priest telling her that all
had been explained,—** I come tosay a few words..
Imperious necessity compels me to this decision,
My daughter can never marry any one but an of-
ficer. This is no will of mine, but of one beyond:
the grave.  Still. I would not have it on my cop-
science that I have sent your son to the army.™

¢ Madame,” said Bonas, taking her hand res-
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pectfully, *“you have nothing to do with it. Be-
fore our good curé¢ came, Edouvard had decided to
g0 to the army, having been drawn fora soldier.”

“Thank God!" she added fervemtly, ** My
fiicud, 1 would give much to be able to say to
you, do not go: but if your attachment to my
daughter be serious, 1 have no choice.”

¢ Madame,” said Edouard, fondly, *T mean to
€0 ;—and more, 1 willreturn an officer, or die.”

A mounth hater, and he was gone,—brave, warm-
Rearted buy,—to mix in the world, and learn the
rude apprenticeship of war.  His letters were not
numeroug, and at last they cume no more, for
Edouard bad joined the disastrous and fatal Rus-
sian expediton, which wasto bumble the pride of
wmonarch and people.

In the village there was little thought, eitherin
ehdteau or mill-house, save of the abseut boy.—
They ook in a newspuper now, and read the bul-
letine cagerly, but no tidings of any kind came of
the absent.  That he did not return with the ren-
nant of the dedimated army was certain, but at
the Yiinistry of Wae they could give no report of
Captuin Bdouard Bonas,—for of his elevation to
this rank they soon heard.  Saduess, but notdes.
pair, tilled the winds of all his fiiends,  He might
be a piisoner,—there might be peace—and ther
tidings would come.  Meanwhile, news came that
wvast annies were invading France, then that they
had crossed the frontier; and then a letter reliey
ed all their fears. It was brief:—

] have escaped from Russia. I am acaptain
and i chevalier of the Legion of Honour.  France
i8in danger.  1am at my post under the empe-
ror's peisonal orders.  When I can honourably
Jeave, 1 will cume and see those Iove.”

e came, but only when Paris was in the pos-
gession of the aflies, and Bonaparte in Elba. e
wag now a colonel. having performed prodigies o
walour; but his career wus ended, and, though
#ad aud furlorn at the picture which Frauce pre-
-sented, he could not but see retribution in it for her
unjust conquusts,—he came 1o claim his iide.
‘He was warmly received by all. and Madame Fro-
ment now 10 longer hesitated to promise him he
daughter. Bue, however, still demanded a delay
of oue year. To this Edonard consented, and all
was joy in the village, espec.ally when at last the
foreigner departed, and peace was declured 10 be
final,

Edouard, Louize,and Amelicresumedtheir walks
and rides, while the young man now sometimes
went out wlune with dog and gun to shoot. O«
evening, alter a day's hunting, he returned, pale
and aunxious, to dine at the chiiteau, where both
families weve assembled. He laid down his gun,
and, without changing his dress, cutered thesuioon
of the chiteau.

“My friends I leave you. The emperor has
landed in France, the army has declared for him,
and Louis XVIIL has fled.”

“ Good Goa ! cried Madame Froment, * wars
agnin. But you have done your duty, Edouard.
You can safely stay at home.”

¢ My dear madame, here is my brevet as general
of division, and the emperor says that he senas it
me the more readily that I have not aken service
wider the Bourbons.”

* He must go.  But it is terrible!  Peace was
-$omesuch defight,” said Madawe Froment. *Go,

my boy, and do your duty. - But take care of your-
self.  'We cannot spare you now.”

We need not tell the historical part of our tale.
Five months later General Bonas was sgain home.
He was notamong the proscribed, because he had
never served the Bourbons; but he now intended
to leave the army, and had already sentin his de-
mand to be relieved from his post, at tne same
time adding, that in the hour of danger hissword
was ut the service of his country.

Tne marriage was now fised to take placo
immediately. The general bad decided on a trip
to Italy.  One morning he, his bride, and Awelie,
were discussing their plans for the fitticth time,
seated on a fallen tree on the summit of a hill,
whence the chitenu could be distinguished, when
a stranger stepped up to them, and addressed
them most coutteously. Ie was under fifty,
with grey hair, and dressed neatly but withextreie
simplicity.  His appearance seemed to designate
u poor émigre, returned in the train of the Bour-
bons,

**If you are of this country, monsicur,” he said,
addressing the general, who wasin privateclothes,
**can you inform me whose chiteau that is yon-
dery”

* The Chilteau de Morlaix, belonging to Madame
Froment,” 1eplicd the general, with extreme polite-
1ess,

*Oh!” suid the other, almost sardonically,
* that is the Chiitean de Morlix, and it belongs
to Madame Froment? And these neat furws,
these smiling prairies "

*All belong to Madame Froment,” replied the
general, aditile more distantly, “whose daughter
t have the borour to present to you.”

Tie other fooked enrivusly at the blushing girl,
and then, with o lashing eye, bowed most respect-
fullv to her.

“The whole of the estates of the Morkix scem
to belong to Madame Froment,”said the vther,
with a quivering lip.

“A LY replicd Louise gently, while Edovard
began to frown,

“And will shortly belong tomonsicur, I sup-
pose?” continued the other, hitterly.

* Mousicur, this cross-questioning i beyond the
hounds of ordinary curivs.ty. If mousieur has
anything to say to e, my nawme is the General
Count de Belfort,” said Edouard, impatiently, for
the first time betraying a secret which the fate of
the Empire made bim rather anxious to conceal.

¢ 8ir.” said the other. unmable to restrain his
emotion, and even vainly checkinga tear, **Iseem,
no doubr, to you very impertinent. 3 you have
any satisfiction to ask of wme, my vame is the
General Count de Morlaix.”

‘“Ah wmonsieur!™ cried all; while Edouard
added, It is not the son of Gavtau Bonas would
wish to offend Monsieur le Come ™

*Can I believe my ear<?” cried the other, com-
pletely bewildered; * the more I hear, the more
§ lnse my senses.  Little Edousrd Bunag is the
distinguished general, Count de Belfort, whose
conductat Quatre Brag was the talk of all Europe?®

“ Monsicur le Comte, my name is Edouard
Bonas; my title was never known to my fitends:
1 had intended to have kept it a sceret, but my
impatience betrayed me.”

* Your hand, my {riend,” said the count, mourns
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fully ; but having left France in 1790, all I see
astounds me.”

“If Monsieur le Comte wil! do us the honor to
come down to the chateau—-"

“No, my fricud. I shall return to Russia to
my pupils. My title, my castle, my estates, have
beconie the property of a stranger.”

“ Alfred de Morlaix, they are your own," said
a decply-moved voice behind.

¢ Madwme Froment !” said Bdouard.

¢ Madame Frowment,” exclaimed the count,
turning pale as death.

“ Estelle, Countess de Morlaix, and the Vis-
countess Louise, your daughter. Bat why have
you been twenty years away,” said the ex-madame
Froment, mournfully.

“ General, support me ! replied the poor count,
tottering and trembling. ¢ What is the meaning
of all this ?”

“ My dear Edouard, go forward and bid the ser-
vants he ready to receive their master; we will
follow slowly.”

Estelle then took her husband'sarm and walked
slowly down the hill towards the chiteau, In 1789
Alfred, Count de Morlaix, nad contracted a secret
but well-attested and regular marringe with Eatelle
Davaud, the daughter of w vich receveur-général,
who was, however, a commoner. In 1792 was
born a daughter, Louise; and in the sune year
Alfred whose life was forfeited, emigrated. On
parting with his wife, it was agreed that she should
follow him as soon as possible. Correspondence
wag diflicalt and dangerous; but it was agreed
that a laurel-leaf—plucked by Estelle's haud and
given to her husband—was {0 be the signal for
her going to England. The Lwrel-leafuevercame;
and some years after, the recevenr-général and
great army-coutractor dving, Estelle inhevited a
largs fortune.  With this she went down to her
busband’s commune, repurchased his property.
and improved it, in the hope that he would one
day comeand claimit.  Until, however, he owned
her before the world as his wife, she determined
to pass for a commoner’s widow, and had, with
all save the priest, kept her seeret,  When taking
his leave of her, ber hashand had said, * My
Estelle, if [ die, let my daughter marey a soldier
and a gentleman.”  To this also she determined
to adhere.

¢ And the laurel-leaf?” whispered Estelle as they
went,

¢ My dear wife, I am ashamed to say it is here
next my heart. I never sent it. Certain of my
proud relatives, who were ashamed of what they
called my mésalliance, brought me word that you
were dead. I tooreadily believed th un. 1 placed
the laurelleaf next my heart, and remaized faith-
ful to vour memory. Providence has rewarded
me for it."”

“ Yon are not then ashamed of your mésal-
Lianee?™ said Estelle, auxiously.

¢ Batelle, candidly, at my age one has prejudices
wery dilficlt to overcome, especially atter twenty-
three ye s of poverty and exile ; hut when [ wit-
ness vour devotion, Your geavrosity,—when [ gaze
around me and adnire your nuhle heart.—when
¥ thiuk,” —and the conut wept tears of joy as he
spnte —~*thit yon have prederved unto me the
inheritance of my forefathers, T think tie mésalli-

ance i3 on your side, for vou bave heen thenobler
of'the two. Yes, my Estelle, here i3 my auswer:
I consent to the warriage of my child, the Vis-
countess de Morlaix, with the millei’s son.”

* Alfred!" cried Estelle, radinnt withjoy. < Tam
fully rewarded. My affection for you, which hag
never swerved, i3 greater than ever, and we shall
have many happy days yet; and be assured the
happiest hours will be those caused by the happi-
ness of our children.”

The count pressed her hand and was silent.

The astonishinent of the villigers we could nog
attempt to paint. but their joy was even greatee
than their surprise. They were - so is human
nature—doubly proud of the kindness shown them
by Madame Froment when they found she was
the Cuuntess de Morlaix. There were, it is true,
old people who murmared at the marriage of the
son of the miller with the viscountess; but then
they had, since the revolution, seen so mauny
steange things, that they even got used to the
introduction into the coat-of-arms of the Morlaix
of & Laurel-leaf.

————rr————

LINES AMONG THE LEAVES.

Have ye heard the West Wind singing,
Where the summer trees are springing ?
Have ye counted o'er the many tunes it kuowa?

For the wide-winged Spirit rangeth,
And its ballad metre changeth
As it goes,

A plaintive wail it maketh,
When the willow’s tress it shaketh,
Like new-barn infant sighing in its sleep;
Aud the branches, low and slender,
Bend to list the strain so tender.
Till they weep.

Another tale "tis telling,
Where the clustered elm is swelling
With dancing joy, that seems to laugh outright
And the leaves, all dright and clapping,
Sound like human fingers suapoing
With delight,

The fitfal key-note shifteth
Where the heavy oak uplifteth
A dindem of acorns broad and high;
Aud it chants with mutfied rowing,
Like an eagle's wings in soaring
To the sky.

Naw the breeze is freshly wending,
Where the gloomy yew is bending,
To shade green graves and cannpy the owl;
And it 2ends 2 mourntul whistle,
That remindeth of the w’ .l
And the cowl,

Another lay it giveth
Where the spieal poplar liveth,
Above the eresses, dily, g, and rash
And it sings with hissing teeble,
Like the foam upon the pebule,
In its gush.
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A varied theme it utters,
Where the g.ossy date-leaf flutters,
A loud and lightsome chant it yieldeth there;
And t' ¢ quiet, listening dreamer
May believe that many a streuner
Flaps the air.

Tt is sad and dreary hearing
Where the giant pine is rearing
Alonely head, like hearse-plume waved about ;
Aund it lwheth melancholy,
Where the thick and sumbre holly
Bristles out.

Tt murmurs soft and mellow
Mid the light laburnum’s yellow
As Jover's ditty chined by rippling plash,
And deeper isits tiding.
As it hurries, swiftly gliding,
Through the ash.

A voundelay of pleasure
Does it keep in merry measure,
‘While rustling in the rich leaves of the beech,
As though a band of “aities
Were engaged in Mab's vagaries,
Out of reach.

Oh! a bard of many breathings
Is the Wii § in sylvan wreathings,
O'er mountain tops and through the woodland
LrUves,
Now filing and now drumming—
Now howling and now humming,
As it roves.

Oh! are not human bosoms
Lihe these things of leaves and blossoms,
Where hallowed whispers come 1o cheer and
rouse ?
Is there no mystic stivring
In our hearts, like sweet wind whirring
In the boughs?

Though that wind a strange tone waketh
In every home it waketh,
And the maple-tree responds not as the larch,
Yet Hurmony is playing
Round all the green arms swaying
*Neath Heaven’s arch.

Oh! what can be the teaching
Of these forest voices preaching?
*Tis that 2 brother’s creed, though not as ming,
May blend about God's altar,
And help to fill the psalter
That's divine.

Contradiction should awaken our altention, not
our passion.

Gnats that sport in the light generally perish in
the flame.

Refuse not to be informed ;
breaks no man’s head.

Do nothing withont foresight ; a little wariness
prevents much weariness.

Thelife of couvessation consists more in finding
wit for others, than in showing a great deal
yourself,

good counsel

NAMES AND FORTUNES.

Tunar there is & comiection between the name
and the fortune no author will doubt—and cer-
tainly no publisher; since a captivating title is
admitted by all to go a great way in luunching a
new book into profitable sale. The inventors of
new shirts, razors. patent medicines, and many
other things in this struggling, striving, compet-
ing world, know well enough what’s in a name;
and they show that they do so by the long Greek
compounds they adopt to signalize their commo-
dities witha) before the eyes of the mulitude.
And what husband does not prefer addressing the
partner of bis heart by some such gently-breathing
appellative as ** Emily, vy love,” to * Grizzle,
my dear?"  But our hint at present is to speak
of the names of ships, which would seem in many
cases actually to prophesy their fate, We were
once conversing with a military friend, now a
general officer, who was giving us an account of
Sir Jumwes Saumarez's fatlure in the Bay of Alge-
sivus at the time our intormunt was at Gibraltar.
The Hannibal, seventy-four, he told us, got on
shore among the rocks undes the batteries, and
wis obliged to surrender to the enemy ; while
the description he gave of her captain, who was
ill with a fit of gout, sitting on his chair upon the
quarter-deck with his feet laid up, and storming
at bis crew in the midst of the deadly shower of
shot thut fell on all sides, was exceedingly graphic,
and great were the narrator’s lamentations at the
disaster.

“ How could it be otherwise 2" said we, coolly.

“Why? What do you mean?”

“Who could expect any other fate for a vessel
with the ill-omened name of Hannibal 2 was our
reply.  Our friend was convinced at once.

‘When Lord Nelson hoisted his flag on board
the Vietury, there was nota man in the fleet who
did not teel his heart twice »8 swrong for battle—
nay, that defeat was impossible under such aus-
pices, for sailors are proverbially superstitious.

What was the ship in all the British navy which
was destined to receive the surrender of that pro-
digy that had been breathing out the flames of
war, and vomiting fire from the throats of his
artillery thtoughout Europe for twenty years?
Napoleon Bonaparte surrendered to the Belle
rophon, the nume of the hero so renowned in
fabulous story, because at his feet the fire-breath-
ing monster Chimera surrendered its powers—its
flane-vomiting propensities from thut time be-
coming exunct,

You remember that at the battle of the Nilethe
Culloden was the only ship that had no share in
the uiumph, asshe got aground before the action,
and did not get off till it was over. We cannot
but associate this in our minds with Lucian’s line
describing civil wars—* Bella geri placuit nullos
habitura triumphos,” for triumphs were never
allowed at Rome to victories obtained in civit
commotions. Now, though the battle of Culloden
was a great benefit to the kingdom, inasmuch as
it put an end to civil strife and set the nation at
rest, vet the blood which drenched that plain
was the blood of Britain's own sons, and should
be wept over as a necessary severity, not re-
garded as a name to be decked with the laurels
of triumph, and a3 such used to give its prestige
10 a ship of war.



NAMES AND FORTUNES,

it}

Tie first Englsh man-of-war was named the
Great Hurry, the secoud the Lion ; aud we may
here observe, that the latter vessel was a capture
fro n tie brave Scotsmw Andrew vavton.  Both
these vessels were a3 fortunate as their namies
might see to imply 3 the Lé ne—the significaut
emblem both of Buglud aud Scotland—shared
iu the glory of defeating the Spanish Armada;
the Great Harry was us renowned as our present
gracious soverceign for being attended by faiv
weather; and it mignt be considered a good omen
for the Briush Navy, that no ill-furtune ever
chinced to the first royal =hips upon record. But
the destiny of ships and mounarchs was to experi-
ence a serious change in the next century.  The
unhappy Charles L, before the breaking out of the
civil wars, built @ noble vessel, and called her
e Sovercign of the Seas. She was, we learn,
233 feet loag, 48 feet in her wain breadth, in
hetght 76 teet.  She bore five lanterns, the larg-
est of which was capable ot holding ten persous
upright ! She had cleven anchors, and was of
1639 tons burden. Her sides were euriously
carved and pante | in black and gold ; upon the
stert stood a figure of Cupid bridiing alion; upon
the bulk-head, torvacd, were a group of states
representiag the Vietues,  Tis sea *sovereign ™
shared a fate bearing an ominous similavity to
that of her royal waster; always victorious
against foreign fues, she was burned by an incen-
diary whie w dock.

Tue Rojal J-suies, named after James, Duke of
York—aterwards the depused Jawmes 1L.—was
blown up in the great sea-victory over the Duteh,
May 23, 1672, in Svathwold Bay, o the coast ot
Sussex. In her perished the great Earl of Sand-
wie, * who preferved devoting humself to death
ratl @0 than set the exwmple of deserting his
shup,”  We can seareely avoid being struck by
the strange coincidence between the fate of this
ship and w3 trom wiom she took her name, and
alsu between tiat of her gallant admiral and those
wio suftered und perished for the sake of the liv-
ing - Roval Janes"—veginnining at Killicerankie
and ending at Culloden  And whilst we are
speaking ot ships named —as they so conmmonly
are, and have been—after individuals (royal or
loyal), we must not omit the bark Releigh, titted
out and cailed after his family name by the great
Sir Walter, and intended to assist his half-brother
Sir Hamphrey Gilbert in his North American re-
searches.  This vessel sailed with Sic Humphrey,
and, we are told in the sad rvecord of his fate,
“appeared o predict the fatal termination of the
expedition by returning in less than a week to
Piymouth, through a contagious distemper which
seized on the ship's crew.” She was lost on a
similar expedition to the one which hasteued Sir
Walter's most unmerited doom.

Uader beiter auspices, * glorious old Benbow™
embirked 1 the Bewbow frigate, his awn vessel,
in 1686, and in ker Jaid the foundation of his fu-
ture fortunes by one of the strangest deeds on re-
cord in the chroaicle of the seas. We cannot
refrain from repeating it, though, except inas-
much as the ship was a “lucky " one, it is not
strictly to the point of our subject. The gallant
litle frigate was attacked in her passage 1o Cadiz
by a Suee rover of double ber size, and made a
brave defence. The Moors boarded her, but

were quickly beaten bach with the loss of thirteen
men, whose heads Captain Bembow ordered to be
cut off und thrown iuto a tub of pork pickle.
When he arrived at Cadiz he landed, accompanied
by his negro servant, who curried the Moors'
heads in a sack. e was stopped by the ofticers
of the revenue, who desired to know its contents,
Benbow answered, ** Salt provisions for his own
use.” They insisted on seeing them; and on
bring refused, compelled Benbow and his man to
go with them before the magistrates, who wers
then sitting not fur off. The Spanish podesta
treated the Eunglislunau with great civility, told
him he was sorry to be obliged to make a point
of such a trifle, but that the sack could not be
permitted to leave the custom-house without hav-
ing been inspected.  “ I told you,” said Benbow
sternly, **they were salt provisions for my own
use, Casar, throw them down upon the table; and
gentlemen,if youlike them,they areat yourservice.

The Spaniurds were surprised and startled as
the ghastly trophies rolled before them, and
cagerly asked their history. We may suppose
the recital was made willingly, as one can divine
uo other wotive for Captain Benbow's whim than
that of making the action public, uuless, indeed,
the whole affuic was a mere seaman’s frolic. Its
consequences were momentous, however, to him.
Tie magistrates sent an account of the whole
matter to the court of Madrid, and Charles II.,
then King of Spain, desired to sce the whimsical
“gea-captain,”  Benbow went to court, was re-
ceived graciously, and diswmissed with a handsome
present.  Charles of Spain also wrote in his behalt
to King James 11., who, on his return, took him
into his own service; and thus he exchanged the
lucky little Benbow for u ship in the royal navy
of England.

The Princess Charlotic was named after the
beloved and ill-fated heiress of England; and
Kiug Leopold aud his late majesty—then Duke of
Clarence—had signified their intention of being
present at her launch.  Great preparatious were
made for the reccotion of the royal guests, and
umense numbers of people had assembled in the
dockyard. The day was bright, clear and pro~
wising,  Suddenly, and without any kuown
cause, the sea rose rapidly with a heavy swell,
forced open the dock gates, swept away the un-
fortunate men still engaged about the ship, and
bore the Princess Charlotte upon the heaving
waters, self-launched, amid a ery of horror which
those present at the futal moment never forgot ;
the bridge above the dock had broken, and the
thronging multitudes upon it were precipitated
into the dock itself, lately occupied by the ship;
and dashied against the stocks and floating timber,
or swallowed by the swelling tide. I have been
told by those present at the scene, that a more
fearful spectacle wag never witnessed, the awful
catastrophe being the more remarkable from the
calin loveliness of the day. Old mariners shook
their heads at this strange, unhappy coincidence
of death and dismay—whilst all was so fair and
promising above aud in the deep--with the sud-
den loss of Zer who had perished in the sunshine
of prosperity and love. We remember ourselves
years afterwards, that it was a matter of the
greatest possible difficulty to get men for the un.
lucky ship so named,
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In the mouth of March, 1777, Quebee was be-
sieged by an American army.  ‘The Gulf of St.
Lawrence was filled with ice, the river apparently
impassabie, * when," we read, ** one morning the
besivgers were surprised by the sudden and most
uuexpeeted appearance of an English ship, which
brought relief to the garrison; and by the sup-
plies shie afforded, and the hopes of succour her
appearance inspired, wag iu a great measure the
cau-e of the raising of the siege.,”  Her name was
the Surprise, Captain Lindyce.

The Layne, bearing, like the Culloden, a name
rife with the memory of civil strife, was, like her,
unfortunate—she was burned at Spithead.

Sir Cloudestey Shovel's last ship was called the
Association ; and asociated a8 we learn itwas in
nien's wind with a curse pronounced on it atits
departure from England, the name becomes sin-

ularly ominons.  The incident to which wealiude
18 very little known ; indeed we heard it only as
an oral tradition from the widow of a captain in
the navy, whose family were acquainted with
some of the actors in the tragedy. Inthose days
naval discipline was severe, even to cruelty, and
offences seldom failed of being punished accor-
ding to the strict letter of the law contained in
the Articles of War, be the extenuating circun-
stances whatever they might. One of the war
rant-oflicers of the Asenciation—the gunner, I
think—was married to a young aud lovely wo-
man who was in delicate health. A few days
previous to the ship’s leaving port, a message was
brought him from the shore, to the effect that she
was dying, and that she wished him to come and
veceive her last favewell. He hastened to nsk
leave to go on shore, without which of course he
dared not comply with her request.  He was re-
fused! Some desertions had taken place amongst
the men, and the aduiral had given strict ovders
that no leave should be granted. The feelings
of the miserable husband as he left the quarter-
deck may be imagined.  Night was closing in; it
was certain that the being dearest to him of all
in the world would not behold the next sunrise.
He was distracted at the thought, and trusting to
the increasing gloom for concealment, resolved,
in desperate defiance of orders, to endeavonr to
swim on shore. Watching the opportanity, «c-
cordingly, he leaped from the bowsprit, and suc-
ceeded in gaining the boat that had brought him
the message, and which had not long pushed oft
from the ship. He reached the shore, rained his
home, and received the dying woman’s last sigh s
but she lingered in life till the day-dawning, and
he could not and would not leave her. It was
consequently long after sunrise when the unhap-
Py man returned to his ship. He was aware that
he came to meet nis death, but his seaman’s hon-
our forbade the thought of seeking safety in flight.
Nor was he mistaken. He was tried by a court-
martial—a privilege accorded to the inferior offi-
cers—und candetned to death for disobedience
of orders. There was no mercy—no reprieve
given! Theys hung him at the Asseciation’s ynrd-
arm in the face of the sun, and in view of hun-
dreds of spectatars who lined the shore ; some of
whom, greatly excited, it is said, kneeled on the
beach. and invoked « curse on the merciless ship.
When nrought up for execation, the condemned
man requested the chaplain who wasin attendaunce

to read aloud to him the 109tn Paalm. Under
the circumstances there was un awful signiliciance
in such verses as these: *ile persecuted the
p or helpless man, that he might sky him that
was vexed at heart;” and in the solenm curse
prophesied against the cruel: ** Let lis days be
tew, and let another tuke his office.”

A solemm and fearful association was there be-
tween these words read aloud ¢+ the dying and
the fute of the stern ship so called,  She perished
with all on board on the rocks of Scilly, ou the
night of Qctober 22, 1707, The admiral, it hus
since been ascertained, was saved from the tury
ot the sen only to die by the ud of 0 woman—
heing murdered in hissleep ; and the dssociation’s
name even has not been renewed—as is g nevally
the case—in any new vessel in the royal navy,

The Exeellent, like the Victory, was happy in
the prestige of u lucky name.  She wus the first
ship eugaged in the batle of Cape St. Vincent,
February 14, 1797. Nelson is said to have re-
marked ag she hove in sight: ** Here comes the
Fzcelent, she i3 as good as two added 10 our
number.”  The Culloden being erippled and
a-tern, the Eacellent rvanged up within two feet
of the Sun Nicolas, giving a most tremendous fire
she fought and ok aiso the San Jvidro, und en-
gneed the Santissima Trinidad. At the present
woment this lnurel-crowned vessel is in Ports-
mouth Harbour, employed as the gunnery-hip,
on bourd which the seamen and their officers ulso
are trained for the noble service of the seas. May
her nume still be ominous of good to our country !
The care bestowed on board her, on the moral
and intellectual training of +he men, is sarely as
excellent as her past deeds of warlike renown.

The Dreadnought, a lucky and fumous ship,
has also a neble destiny in her age, being usedas
a seaman's hospital at Greenwich, It is a cheer-
ful name to meet the car of an invalid.

And now, sctting aside the notion that the
name of a vessel at all influences its destiny, for
many lucky nameshave perished in the waters—
as, por cxample, the Royal George, &c.—we can-
not refrain from wishing that aft newly-huilt shipa
may be permitted to bearappellations of such good
omen, that if a curious coincidence be again found
between their names and their destinies, it may be
such as would give pleasure to us to remember.
Sailorsare, and, in spite of the schoolmaster afloat,
probably ever will be, superstitions  Their hte is
spent on a wild and poetical element, that rouses
and stimulates the imagination ; and present peril
and uncertainty are apt to make us all clingto the
taith of the infunt world in presages and omens,
It would surely be wise to turn this inherent un~
reasonableness to geod account, by inspiring con-
fidence in their vessel through a gallant or suc-
cessful name.

The endeavour to overcome superstition in ano-
ther manner has proved very unsuccessful, ng
doubitless our readers are aware. We allude to
the attempt to prove that Friday was not the un-
lucky dav poor Jack alwaysbelievedit to be. A
ship was built with such an tutention some years
ago: she wasaumed the Friday, was Lumcehedon
a Friday, sailed on a Friday—which no ship cver
does—and wag never heard of afterwards? ~ With
this curions coineidence, we eanclude our gossip
about ships’ names— Chambers's Journal.
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Soox after the abolition of the corn-laws, a good!
deul of attention was drawnt to Ireland as a prom-
ising ficld for emigration.  Fumine had piniessiy
dispussessed vast numbers of the population, and
Luind, we were assured, was to be boughit at ag low
& price us iu New Zealand. The vpportunity seem-
ed a gzoud one for simall capitalists, notwithstand-
ing that lants were now and then aropped us to
the tusecunty of hite and property in the sister isle.
Being wyselt one of tns nuerous cliss, { thought
1 would goover and see withmy own eyes wheth-
er the prospects were as inviting as we had heen
led to imagine; su when my sununer holiday
cae, I shouidered my knapsack, put on my wide-
awake and stout walking-buots, vailed it down to
Liverpoul, steamed over 10 Kingstown, and at
five o'clock on a sunshiny morning tivst set foot
in lrelund.

Much reading on this sulject had, I jancied,
fully prepared me for all that might come before
me; bue 1 was completely taken vy surprise. De-
voting tiwe tirst three or four days to a sight ot the
picturesgque beauties of county Wicklow, I ramb-
led from the Dargle 10 Luggelaw, the Seven
Churches, the Devls Glen, and other fumous
scenes, choosing highway or by way, as best suited
iy inchuation.  But what a contrast between na-
ture's handiwork and man’s! To see such splendid
villages within twenty miles of the capital was
more than [ was prepaved tor; and the wretched
groups ot buildingsand ill-fenced enclosures, which
it seemed nanockery to call farms 5 and the more
wretched implements—harrows  without teeth,
curts with two old wheels, and those ungreased ;
and the most wretched population, ragged, dirty,
indolent; and the swarms of beggars, looking more
dead thaa alive, no speculation in thew eyes, no
hope, no vigour; their clothing ascreen of tatters,
compared with which the Aaross ot the Hottentot,
is u regal robe: never could 1 have pictured to
mysclt such u state of humanity. A five years’
residence in America bad, 1 thought, familiarised
me with wiseravle aspects in occasional glimpses
of backwouds’ furms and settlements; but they
are smiling und lovely in comparizon with whatoue
seesin helund.  Abjectuess everywhere prevails,
On the highroad, withina few miles of Kiugstown,
Isaw twu hittic Laretvoted boys staggering along,
carrying a bundie by a stick ou: their shoulders,
and a few ragged people straggling by their side
The bundie contaned a child’s corpse, and the
party foimed » funetal!

Could it be worse than this, I said to myself, in
Convemara?  The question would perhaps be an-
swerad i a few days. Leaving Dublin, § travelled
to Parsonstown for a peep at Lord Rosse’s mou-
ster-telescope, and on to Athlone, where 1 caught
the mais for Gulway. 1 thus obtained a view of
the country from east to west.  The sight of Ros.
crea, where we stopped to change horses, struch
me dumb fora time. till the exclamation burst
foom me: “What a miserable town!” You
marvel how all the idle people ive, of whom se
mauny stand listlessly about, as though sife had no
purpose, ov starvation uo horrors.  Cloghan was,
it pussible, more miserable, and Athlone itsclf not
pavticularly inviting. It seemed preposterous to
remember, that one reads of spivited coutests in

-uch plaees for the election of members of patlia-
aient. In the outskirts of Loughrea, a whole ~treet
ot doortess, windowless, and roofless cottages ofs
rered a melancholy specimen of eviction ona linge
stale. The mde o the whole, was fur more please
g, for great part of the interior of Irelutd s une
mitigatedly ngly ; the pretty country lies nmong
the bills, which vise all sround the coast, aud tovim,
as it were, a rim to an innerregion, which, though
undulating in places, is 8o generally level, that
the Shannon, except at one or two purts of its
course, gcarcely knows which way to tlow. To
watk over such a country would be weminess ine
deed!  Uue feature was, however, too strihing to
be overlooked 3 it was, that cultivation, even on
the rude holdiugs of the peasantry, appeared to
vivld an ample return in the torm of luauriang
crops.

I 100k a diligent survey of Galway; it is a task
which repuys u thoughttul obsevver.  The hotel
struck me as characteristic: dirt and disosder,
doors that would not stay shut, windows that
would not open, bells that would not ring, and a
huge, gaudy ball-ieom.  The trequenters of the
house must have an extraordinary capacity for
drinking, for it scemed scarcely possible to get
even a teacup that held less than a guart. In
pursuance ot my practice of conversing with any-
body and everybudy, I had a talk with My, Croker,
the bookseller, touching the demaud tor litevature.
He told me that he had come to town nine yeers
befere, from having read in Ingiis's work that
20,000 people were existing in Galway without a
boukseller.  For the first two years, it was very
uph:ll-work, as he had to cieate a taste for read-
ing; but now he has a good trade, and a large
shop with a well-selected stock of books; so we
hope that the capital of the west has leit the dark
ages behind for ever.  The new college vught to
dov ~omething for it

Here wmy work began in ecarnest: T walked
from Galway to Qughterard, the broad expanse of
Lough Currib, un my right, enlivening what, with-
out it, would have been a dreury landscape. Ara-
Lia Petraza cannot surely be more sto: y! at all
events, it caunot show that constant successivn of
ruined cubing and cottages, and abandoned farms,
that meet the eye on both sides of the road along
which 1 journeyed. Many had been rendered
tenantless by the tamine, and more by eviction.
No curling smoke rose through the air, no sound
of cheerful voices came to the ear, no sheep
browsed on the hills. It wasas though a conque-
ror had passed over the country, leaving nothing
but death and desolation behind.

At Goghterard, 1 had some hours’conversation
with Mr. Robinzon, the manager of the great
Martin estate of 00,000 acres, now in the hands
of the Law Life-Assurance Company, who have a
claim on it to the amount of £190,000. He was
very communicative, and informed mie, that when
he first took the management, no books had been
kept for five years ; he evi:ted every tenun: and
relet the holdings, taking care to open an account
with each individucl.  Tlarty acves et arable land,
with three or four of bog, and a few square miles
of mountain as sheep-runs, let for £5 a yeur, with
an addition, at that time, of Gs. in the pound poor -
rates,  Notwithstanding the severity of his mea-
sures, he visits even the most lonely parts of the
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estate without apprehension of danger.  ** The
people know,” he said, ** that i am willing to help
thens that help themselves.  Look here,” hie added,

taking a handful ot keys Irom his pud.u, 1 juee-

ted tw enty families this morning froma town-lamd
of 200 acres, all well cropped. T ley made n great
outery, but 1 tnrned them out, and tocked the
doors; and you may take my word for it, that in
2 dn‘ or two they will come to me and pay the
year’s rent and costs of the ejectment. I am used
to that sort of thing. They never would pay if
you didn’t make Lhun. Itwas clearthat a fuvor-
able opinion of the natives wasnot 1o be expected
from Mr. Robinson ; long experience, he added,

had convinced hnu that one English laborer at
23, Gd. a day would do more wo.k, and better,

than four Irish laborers at 8d. ; 5 and even th-.n,
the four would need a tifth to oversee and keep
them to their task.  But with all their indotence,

they exhibit a degree of tact and shrewdness rarely
shewn by the !-.u-'lhlx peasant, aud they are quick
to discover and pl.\\' upon the weak points of their
ewployer, fooling him at times to the top ot his
bent.

Onghterard presented an unusual scene of bus-
tle. as the quarter-sessions were being held, and
several cases highly interesting 0 the neighbor-
hood were 10 be tried; one, especially, in Sehich
the collector of poor-rates was implicated.  Were
I to narrate afl that I heard of this man’s tyrranny
and illegal ex:iction, it would not be believed;
and had not the evidence buen too universal and
conclusive to admit of doubt, I should have
deemeld it incredible that such deeds counld be
committed within a thirty hours’ journel of West
nunster Hall. The whole case was bat a confir-
mation of a fact which it is impossible to be blind |
to in Ireland—that whatever may be said about |
government error or malice, the Irish are their
owi most fatal enemies.

The route from Qughterard traverses the Mar .
tin estate, and the wild and picturesque scener 1
of Connemara.  Apartfrom striking combinations |
of landscape, the prospect is deears, and an op-!
prm‘in ¢ sense of desolation comes over the mind
on witnessing the sizns of neglect aud abandou-
ment, the want of life, for sheep or cattle are
rarely scen on the hills.  The absence of live-
stock is accounted for in two ways; one, that the
country has not yet recovered from the effects of
the famine; the other, that those who possess
animals lc.xr to turn them out, heeause of the de-
predations of the ** havackers,” as the subordinates
of the pror-rate caliectors are named. It is z0
uncommon practice for these officiils to scize the
sheep from farms on which they have no claim,
for the rates of others that are indebted.  There
was, however, something that relieved the dreary
aspect: the patches of caltivation, thongh few
and capahle of improvement, were suchas to indi-
cate a fertile soil—onc that would make a geuer-
ous return for the labo. sestoved on it. Even
the little plots, around the miserable cabins, were
thrownaway. Inoted these thingsnarrowly, forit
was {rom them that I wasto form my apinionasto
the expediency of secking a new home in Ireland.
The weather, too, was another consideration § and
in this respect, the praspect was not inviting ; it
scemed to me that the sudden and frequent ap-
pearauce of raw, cold mists, accompamed by vio-

fent wind, would prove extremely unfavorable to
.A-'m.ulwr
The landlord of the hotel at Clifden abundantly
confirmed all tnat I had heard concuining the
uppression and extortion ot the collectors; mu as
he was deputy-cliurman of the Union, s testi-
mony may be received as oflicial.  On the other
band, he believes the prople around 10 be esen-
(i.dly honest, though the Lunine has 1o sume ex-
tent shaken their principles; as a proof, he men-
tioned that the back-deor of his house was never
locked or bolted at night. Andatas well known
that the humbler classes of Irish, especially the
women, are free from the viees which chaacterise
similar classes in England.  Asfor myaelt, though
companionless, 1telt no apprebiensious either in
the solitudes of Connemara or the wilds of Mayo.
On toiling up the steep bill at the extremity of
Letterfiack Bay, 1 suw a garden with paths suita-
bly traced and well kept. A tew yards turther,
stuod & neat, built house and shop, where a littde
of everything might be bought, inciuding Cadbury
Lrothers' chocolute, as indicated by tue fabel in
the window. The occupunt was a worthy wem-
ber of the Suciety of Friends, whose uncle, Mr.
Ellis, lives on the opposite side of the road. in a
house which he built for himselt, in a pleasant
spot, corumanding an :xtensive prospect.  Four
or five years ayo, the phace was ail wild sountain,
now, considerable portions or it are dug and
drained, and levelled as tar as the formation of the
surface will permit; while immediately in trout of
the house, a smooth green kuwn and shrubberies
add a charm to the residence, in striking contrast
with the savageness around.  Mr. Eilis was a
manufacturerat Bmdfm'd in Yorkshire; but bene-
volent views, and a desire 16 1y the eftect of 2
moist climate on an asthmatic member of his
family, led him to remove to Connemara.  llis
estate comprises 1000 acres, which he holds at
25, per acre on a perpetual lease ; and he employs
i about 100 laborers, of all ages, at from 4d. o 6d.
aday, to ds. 6. a week.  The working hours are
from six to six, with an hour's intermission at
nine for brcnl‘l'hl, and hadf an heur for dianer, at
two. His chief produce is root crops—turmps,
mangel-wurzel, and potatoes; the first in prodi-
gious quantics  The climate is unfavorable for
grain; it is alinost impossible to grow wheat, and
such crops as are raived do not ripen till October
—six weeks Jater than in Englana. The appear-
snce of the estate i3 an encouraging proof ot what
an be doue by spade-labor; the improvements,
however, though great, have not as yet proved
remunerttive 5 a suflicient reason why 2 man with
small capital would not succeed.  This buing the
case with a place well situated for uhl.m.uw sca-
wrack and saud at little cost, itaffords a datum
on which to farm an opinion of land situated at a
distance from the coast.  Wlatever may be the
result to the benevolent Quaker, it cannot fail to
benefit the people of the neighborhood. ** We
must have starved to deaih,” said one of the
laborers to me, “if God hadu't sent Mr. Ellis to
keep us alive.” The benefactor considers the
mind, too, as well as the bady, fur be has built a
school, in which so:mne sixty or seventy boys and
wir.s arctaught by an English master and wistress,
and in which Catholics and Protestants mirgle
together, as doctrinal matters are not included in
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the course of inst.uction. It wasa heart-cheering
spectacle ; but when I remembered at what a
great outlay it havl Leen poduced, 1 felt less hope-
tul of accomplishing an " ¢ sutisfactory with
UATTOW lueans.

The hotel at Kylemore is Lept by the Rev. Mr.
Duncan: he told me that, six yewrs prior to the
time of my visit, tlxcpl.we where his house stands,
and all the rccl.mncd land behind it, was ina state
of nature: its altered appearance shewed what
might be expected from cultivation.

I entered Kylemore with a blue sky and tright

e

o

that fell from one and another oun the Lighly-
wroneht descriptions in the bouok at compared
with the reality 3 and some of us doubtless telt
mueh as George Robias's unucents did, who were
lured by his slowing imagery some twenty miles
from town, to ** view ” one of the paradises which
it was often the good-fortuse of the matchless
anctioneer 10 be “iustucted™ o sell. I had
been much impressed. when reading, the work,
with the author's juterest account of his first
settlement and house-building at Baliycroy, par-
ticukuly with the imitation wid restoration of a

room from the dear old houseleft bebiud in Eng-
land 5 and I asked one of the party who bad been
to the spot, whether he saw the houre. and what
it looked like.  Much to uurastonihment, he re-

sun ; but before I left i, the weather changed ;
dense clouds came over, accompanied by thick
mist, which chaaged to furious min.  And the
wind blew as it can blow only in the west o€ Irve-
land, or the Scilly Isles.  Now I understood why i plicd that this rather touching story was a pure
trees were so few, and why those few were bent | fiction: there was uct ouly nokouse, but 1o land
alinost double, their seanty heads stretching as! —that is, helonging to the darxon; for he had
far as pmsxblc away from the fie-ce north- west | sold it all, and wuncd to have no other ovcupa-
blasts; and now 1 had no diflicnlty in believing, tion than 10 Journey frequently betwesn Mayoand
that the sea-spray is wrifted twenty miles ml.m-l { London, and sell lrish estates. We came, theres
where it may be tasted on the windows facing th-- fore, to the conclusion, that the Saron e Ireland
wind. And then, when I was kept prisones a' was a remarhably clever adventisement, and that
whole day by unmitigated rain, in what is called | Mr. Ashworth, the anthor, had made vut Lis case
the lotel at Leenane, 1 felt sare and more doubt- { with considerable ingenuity.
ful about buyiag fand in Ireland, ! At Westport, a goose can he bought for 1s. or
lxup.munt 0} cacupu I left Leenane early the 1=, 6. wrbots, from 25, 6. to 5s.; tout and
next morning for Westport, intending to break- | salmon, from 44. to 64, per pound; and land, lor
fast on the road; but I had overestimated the | miles ronnd the neightiourhood, way be had for
capabilities of the » gion.  About half-way stood | from 10s. to Qus. the acie. It would thus seem
what had been deserbed to me as an “iligant} easy 10 settle down, and live at sl expense.—
hotel :™ it was 2 miscrable cabin, without a lel)- But the cost of reclamation would have to be ta-

nev, and with Pat Honax, lisensed to scll Spirits,
and Intertainment, rud scrawled on 2 board |
over the door.  ooked ia: dirt waseverywhere* |

a pig lay on the hearth; tvo children lay on the
pig; while a cock, two hens, and a duck, stood
lovking very unhappy in the widdle of the floor.
Traveliers must not be overfastvious, and 1,
thought bread and unlk might be ventured on:
but there was none but oat-bread 3 and as I can- |
not eat that, even when hungry, 1 had to go on
without breakfust; and after \\.\ll\m-' '~L\‘Ullu.ll

ken into the account—1o0 say nathing of the isvla-
, tion, of the distance fiom m.ul\cls..md the labour

i 1o be eapended .0 obtaining supplics.

‘. These facts were wmote .uul more ampressed on

; me as 1 pur~uul my journev through \'c\\port 0
Achill.  In going .l!uu::, 1 caught a distant view
u( the plice Cwhere tive Sarons house ought to
P have stoud, but there was not the \]l"hlc\l sign
of.& bull-lm-' of any doseription, '.\hu.h <o far 2ot~
"irmed what 1 had heard at W estport.  Theroads
yhere, as everywhere i Irddad, are excellent;

Irish miles, {twenty-one English,) 1 reached W est- | the weather was as fine as could be desired ; the
port with a keen .\ppl.lltt,. A laborer on the way lsccn\ vy, @ ctriking suzeession of monntains and
Kept me some time i conversation, amd was very | umlu-.xtm-' pl.xms Here was the very land of
pressing in his eutreaties w have his nawme QLI'{IR)!H“L‘ and 1 corsidered it welly but when [
down is my book as a candidate for employment | saw the state of the crops, even where cvident
on my farm~—it 1 should buy one. **Sure. .or pains had been bestowed wi the cultivation, and
honor,” he said, “it’s yerself] and the likes of ve, jnoticed the precutions talen to prevent edifices
that we are wanting here. Qch? if the English | and yroduce being blown avay by the winds,
would but come over and huy the land lli Lluv *d which for cleven mnulh:, in the yearsweep across
make work plenty, aud give fair wages” 1 had, the country with more or less viulenee, 1 felt that,
heard the same from laborers in Wicklow, aud ; to buy land in this part of Ireland, would be a
every county through which 1 had passed; and | waste of tapiad and jabour for one who, though
the experiences of others prove the sentiment to | willing to work, did net wish for the prospect of
be genuine. $harassing and wearizome labour with that of a fu-
The hotel at Westport is one ci the best. ifnot | ture howe.  In some places, whole fields ot pota-
the bestin Irclnd; and here I fell amang 1 num- | toes and patchies of wain were traed quite black
ber of tousists and m\'clh.n- many of whom had h\' the fury of the wind, that bad been blowing
come over with ohjects similar to my own, There | fnr the previous two days: and if it were so in
was na amlly a generzl exchang - of unotes, and [ July, what must it be in September or March?
as it happened, with very little disagreement in \I:u' fndeed, is the only monthaf the twelve not
the rezults. “Have yea read the Suxon ¥ was | overdone with winid.
cvery one's’ 'xqmn thu‘t.ln weaning The Saron | Before leaving Achill, T climbed to the top of
in Ireland—an i esting volume, \\Im.h was a, Sievemore, snd sat for a long time under shelter
good deal talked about for Some time after its pub- jof 2 crag on the sam uit. contemplating the mag-
licatizn, Those who had read it were in the wa- | uificent | prospeet.  On one side tolied the broad
Jority ; aud it was amusing to bear the commeuts { Auutic, siretehing to the west; and before me
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lay the whole island, backed by the wild regions
of Mayo and Erris, forming a p.cture where green
slopes and valleys were strangely mingled with
direary brown wastes of hcnh and ho;:. broken
by swelling hills or rocky ric Blacksod Bay
and the munerous inlets gleamed like silver in
the suplixht, and the shadows of the clouds, as
they floated past, lovked hike dense forest-patches
amid the verdure.  Searcely a tree was, how-
cver, to he seen in all the landseape—a fact
which ought to bave weight with tho-e in scarch
of i home, as well as with admirers of the pictur-
esque.  The only sign of life was in the village— |
tne Protestant colony—at the base of the moun- .
tain, amd in the suree that hroke solemnly on the
smooth sanly beach, It was a beautiful, 2 glori-
ous prospect + but 1 emne down from the Iull de-
termined not to seek an abiding-place in thiat !
part of Ireland.

I could adid many particulars concerning my
subseqaent travel to Sligo, Londonderry, and
round the Giaut's Canseway to Bellast, but must
hasten to a clase.  The result of my visit was
favorable to emigration to this country, great in
latent resource The determination of large
numbers of natives to quit Ircland for America,
appears to leave vast tracts open for the settle-
ment of enterprising men. Properly managed
by nes-comers, the “xraen i<le” will become a
nrofitable pasturing region for vast flocks and
aerds, Aweady there is an impest of live-stock,
wonderful in amount. Ou goo  information, 1
learned that as wany as ha'f a milion of Scotch
sheep are hrowght aver evers vear, for the sake
of breeding and of course, i 2 fuu vears henee,
the tide will tarn, amd mattor and wool 1o an im-
mense extent will he shipned to BEngland. To
all appearance. Treland is destined to be a kind

of Australia to Great Britaln—a great pasturing

country, with the advantage of being at the very
doors. Fally alive to this fact, and stuulated
by the present high prices of butche wmear, con-
siderzable numbers of Enelish and See ok Cormers
have entered o leases of kaud, and hroasht <kill
and capital to bear on what was former's under
the poorest proavss of tillase.
mo lerate means, it might bhe advantagems
counties,
themselves to the business of supplving the Eng-
lish markets with eggs, pouliry, and heef.  Na
doubt, difficultie:
farming requre te be encountered: bat among
these canuot now Le reckoned the il \ull of the
native population.  The Trish ace an i fens
and we! "-dh]'\lsld people wiien properiy treated,
and will readily give 1 fair day's wark for o faie
dag's wage,  Sthame on those who, by maltreat-
¢ cansed them ta za in Guest of sub-
sistence lu-yu:u! the Atlantic?

Whatever Ireland ouce wag, and natwith-
standing the sguabbles which are still a<zociated
with its aflaies, i< very certain that it i< ara id-

I¥ tupeaving conntry and that principaly hy the

sale of Laad under the Encanshersd Estates Act.
Fraw the fitst operations of this aet, in Fehruary
L83, ta Auzust 1832, mare than 2900 petitions
]l'l‘l' hecu ol "\'v‘ for the <ale at esiles, mvl nmare
thau ¢ 90 convevarces executed ;1062 faix had
had beea sold to 2153 purchasers, by which the

Ta pers sus of
ta-
lease or purchase land in one of the centr -
uot fur from 2 railway, and devate,

this or any ather kind of

former number of proprietors has become trebled,
and 1,000,000 acres—about one-twentieth of the
island—has changed hands.  The proceeds of
the sales mmounted to £7,000,000 The greatest
quantity of land sold was situate in Galway;
samong the buyers were 106 English, 1 Scots, 1

Awmerican, and | Au"lo'ludxm from Caleutta,
Of thase, 59 were from London and its neigh-

borhoad, and 11 from Lancashire; 52 may be
classed as gentry, 36 are manufacturers, and 20
farmiers.  Iv thus appears that professed agricul-
"turists have not been the largest purchasers.

Capital has been invested, with a view to a pro-
itable retarn 3 and, at present, I know of no part
tof tie British Isiands where money can be more
s advantageousdy faid out in the acquisitson of he-
‘ ritable property.

KILWINNING'S
WEDDING-DAY.

MR. THIRD

t

¢ RAT-TAT-TAT-TAT-TAT-TAT ! went the knocker
at No. 3, Gillyflower Place ; and half-a-dozen
faces from the opposite houses peeped over,
and under, and between the blinds, to catch a
‘elimpse of Mr Kilwinning,who was to be mar-
ried to-morrow for the third time.

“Quick I” sal Ellen (at No. 3's zis-a-viv),
“there's Mr. Kilvinning!”

+ “Where?" asked l\‘uc, rushing over her
Hlittle brother to the windosw.

i “There—athis own door, beginning already
1 i to take off his cont.”

y How very ridienlous!”

*why does he do g0 ?”

* He is rather cccentric ; iU's anly a way he
hag,” repited her sister. “y way to shew off
his fizure, his smart waisteoat, and his fine
white linen all at ance, to admiring eyes like
ours!” “ A pretty figure toshew off ™ langhed
Rate—*%a little fat fuhsy man, with——Uh,
how provaking!™ coantinued she, as the door
closed an Mr. Kilwinning; * whither has he
canished 7

“Tnto the air donbtless.”

“0, no," said Kate: there e is in the
aing-roory pullings up the bimd.”

exclaimed Kate;

'

w0, do e e away from the window IV im-
plared Elien, ‘lest he should see us; and

mamma woul, Lo sa angr; at our radiness”™

The voung ladics retired from the window
to discenss the age, tooks, and siremstances of
the bridezraom wham they had just seen, to-
eether with the age looks, and cireumstances
of the Nride whom they bad never seeny and
the conchudon mTived at was that he was a
remarkably neat, goad hnmoeured-lo.kineg little
wan bt Kate taaght not at all desimable for
a husband ; and that the floneér must be old
and n'v, with 2 zoo 1 deal of money—pot at
all inferesting in a wife.

“Well,” sail Rate, who was the wmore
severe of thetwa, I dan’t envy Mrs, Kihwin-
ninw; 1 shauld like sonething a litt-¢ more
s dashing and handsome for my husband I



“And perhaps not be half so happy,” sen-
sibly remarked Elen. “1 assure you, not-
withstanding  Mr. Kilwinning’s anti-romantic
appearance, he can be very agreeable, and 1
have no doubt will make a good husband.”

 Make a good husband 1" tauntingly echoed
Kate, who, just returned from visstingan aunt
in a large commercial town, had conceired
strange notions of tall young men with bushy
dark whiskers—poor Mr. Kilwinning had none,
 your ideas, Ellen, are always <o commonplace.
It really would he charitable to persuade aunt
to send you an invitation fora short time, that
you might see alittle of the world; but then.
who could keep Charlie and Bob in ordey, hear
them thdr lessong, and mend their clothes, in
your absence?- -Not I, ' sure.”

“1 have but little curiosity to see the world,
as you call it, and am quite contented to remain
where Tam,™ 1eplied Ellen, **so Jongas 1 am
serviceable tomy litt'e brothers and not entire-
ly a burden on poor mamma.”

 Well, Tsappose you like thissort of hum-
drum life, and aspire to the “useful™ more
than the *orpamental.”  Ob, give me the ex-
citing gaietics of town-life—balls, plays, and
concerts in rapid succession!  You have no
idea, Ellen, of the advantage of a brillianty-
lighted, crowded 100m, to o well-dressed wo-
man ; it shows her off amazingly ; her face all
smiles and amiability, the men think her an
angel; and, nine times out of ten, requesting
her hand for the next quadrille, is the prelude
to soliciting it for life.”

“ Why, Kate,” said Ellen, halfamused, and
yet a litile alarmed, at her sister’s enthusias-
ticmanner, * your animated deseription would
make one believe you were quite familiar with
such scenes ¥7

“ Alisno!” sighed Kate,  * Aunt once con-
trived wo send me with some friends to a fancy-
ball, attived as a gipsy girl; you may be sure
tmy poverty aud not my will conscated’ to
s0 mean a costume. | saw then where hap-
piness wasto be found @ the rich monopolise it,
and there is no catching even a glimpse of it
ealess you possess that golden ke, which ix
the open sesame to their exclusive reunions.”

The discussicn was interrupted by the an-
nouncement of ** Mrx and the Miss Jeokenses.™
Miss Jenetta, Miss Joanna, and Miss Jemima
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numerous gay parties they are foread into.
You are to be at Mr. Kilwinmig's wedding
to-mmorrow ¢

* We have not received any imitation,”
said Ellen, blushing from @ consciousness of
the slight, which she could not help tecling,
and in which she hnew the Jenkenses would
triwmph.

“ Bless me how very extraordinary " ex-
cliimed Mis. Jenkens, seeredy exulting that
the matured charms of her daughters would
not have to compete with the sprightiness of
Kate, though as for the backward, and re-
thing Ellen, she scarcely vouchsated her a
thought.  * You quite amaze me!  Poor
things1 1 really feel for you.,  However, my
dauzhters, Jenetta, Joanna, and Jemima, shall
cali and tell you all about it; so, my dears,
you must just console yourseif with the wed-
ding at second-hand.  Jemima has a great
talent for imitition, which enables her most
amusingly to take off all ber acyuaintances; so
she will give you the wirs and graces of the
bride to the very lite ; and though thisis a
dedided slight—1 should almost say an insu.t
—don’t take it to beart, dewrs: 1 promise you,
you shall he at 2 wedding when my girls are
marricd—(a safe promise.) By the by, Miss
Kate, have yon heard the rank of the bride 27

“1 have not heard,” said Kate who fiem
Mrs. Jenkens's volubility was allowed 1o say
very Litle,

“ Dear mie, you know nothing!" ohserved
Mrs. Jenkens, who prided herself on knowing
everything,  * Well, then, T can tell you; it
is 2 young forcign countes-—a sudden liking,
quite a similar atfair to the Emperor Napoleon’s
choice of the Countess of Theba,  Of course
you know, Miss Eilen, for you have been more
at home thai yoursister, that Mr. Kilwinning
is very cccentiic ¥

* 1 know nothing more of Mr. Kilwinning,”
said Elen, ¢ than to feel convineed that, who-
cver his Lride may be, she will justify his
choice.”

“Oh, of course, of course; and that's very
generous of you,” impertinently observed Mrs,
Jenkens, * considering you are not invited.
Then Mr. Kilwinning, being so exceedingly

rich, may do just as he pleases 1Us quitean
affectation his living in that small house oppo-

Jenkens, followed their mother into the room | site; but he dvesso any out-of-the-way things
in a single file, like geese on a common, and | —for instance, his se1 ding twenty-ponnds to

with not a little of that bird's spiteful propen-;

sitics. ** low do you do, my loves?” asked

old lame Nelly, who bad her cottage burned

ydown last week; but you don’t know that

Mrs. Jenkens in her accustomed digunified j cither, T suppose®”

manner—* Mrs. Clacket is oui, I supposc?
Indeed I didu't expect to tind any of you at
home on so sweet @ morning; you shouldn’t
mope so, this fine summer weather; Ialways
insist on these children (the youngest was
twenty-seven) taking the air once aday; it
gives them a fine healthy appearance (they
were of a lamp-post-like symwmetry), and

“0 yes, L do know that," provokingly replied
Ellen.  *Mr Kilwinning happened to ask ma
some questions about poor old Nelly on our

“way home from church last Sunday.”

*Oh, indecd !" dryly remarked Mrs. Jenkens,

. with something of the fecling which an unex-
; pected check atchess gives the hithertoattack-
;ing party. 1 was not awarethat Mr. Kilwin-

counteracts the effect of the late hours of the, ning was in the habit of conversing with you
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Toves and remember us to dear Mrs Clacket.
Jenctta, Juanua, and Jemium, shall each save
you a little bit of iide-eake; so keep up
your spirits.”

“ Now confess,” «aid Kate, when they wer -
gone,* isn't it mortitying, Eilen, that Mr Kil-
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as you came out of church!  But goad hye, 'forgctqno-nut ring; and there are apprehen-

sions of a4 low marriage with a pretty servant-
gird of his mothur’s; but aswe have not heard
of any banns beirg published, or licence pro-
cured, we're all in the dark, anxiously waiting

for te-morrow marning to enlighten us.’

“ But, dear mamma,” observed Kate, “you

{

winning should have omitted us in his invita- ispcnk of Mr Kilwinuing as if he were a bach-
tions, thereby depriving you of one scene of 'elor, and yet he has been married twice.—
gaicty atlenst that scemed within your veach | W hat were his first wives like 2"

CN—no " replied Elen hafreluctant'y. | ¢ Well, my dear, T did once condescend to

“Asfor me,? continned Kate in an exulting { converse with his lrish servant, who seems as
yet mortitied tone, 1 am thankful that we:eccentric as himself; and he informed me,
shall be spared the infliction—the wedding- ! that the first Mrs, Kilwinning was forty when
breakfast will be a tiresomne thing, and of ! his master was a hoy of cizhteen; neverthe-
course, altogether, it will be a dremdfully dull “less, as she had a great deal of money, he
affair.  And for my own part, 'd much rather married her, but she lived many years to
remain at home, but for the hnpertinence of punish hius for his mercenary nmotives; then
that pompous patronising Mrs. Jenkene, with ' he married a governness, who was consumpt-
her prim, perpendicular daughters, lockis g for live, and popped oft very soon: he came here
all the world, like hatfanimaied thread -papers | immediately on her decease—eighteen months
with the silk outside.” jago come next August—-and has certainly

“Girly” sad Mrs. Clacket, the mamma, 'lm:ulc himself excessively agrecabie at all our
bursuing into the room out of breath, card- balls and parties, but without a rumourof
case in hand, just returned from a round of jany intention to marry agzin, until the issue
gossipping morning-calls—* girls, 2o and laok !of invitations to his wedding-breakfast took
out your lavender sitks and white lace polkas 'us all by surprise ; and, what is more surpri-
directly. 1 trust they're not too shabby for 'sing ~till, and, 1 think, proves that his bride
the occasion,” she continued, gasping and ' must be 2 mere nobody, the wedding-break-
throwing herself into a chair; 1 don’t wind | fast is to be at his own” house, and before the
a few shillings for ribbons.  Your patent- ! ceremony has taken place—however, he ig
leather shaes of course will do, and your open :\‘m‘y cecentric, and does all things differently
work thread-stockings are the very thing.— | from other people.”
Do vou hear me, gitls?  [lave you no reud ! The lavender silks were now produced ;
for the feclings of a mother?  Will you go'Kate's had undergone severe service on the
and look out the lavender <ilks 7 | vicit to her annt, while Ellen’s was almost as

“Bat what for, mamma " asked both girls faood as new ; it was therefure sugeested by
at once. T Ellen, faintly opposed by Kate, and ultimately

“It was all a mistake. Mr. Kilwinning land gladly decided by the mamma, as Kate
says—T met him just now—that we were the | was the pet and the clder, and both the same
Jirst on the list of invitations; the card has: style of fizure, that there should be an ex-
been keptback through envy or mistake—the jchange of dresses—*Jt didn’t so much mat-
former, no doubt, 1 am quite convinced of, ter for Ellen,” who gave up her bright-looking
thaty and [ am naturally anxions that my {sik quite cheerfully; and really after her
girls should look better than any budy clse, ‘hemming up the frayed bottom of the skirt,
The Miss Potters of conrse, will, as usual, be 'and rubuing out 2 few stains with the last
enveloped in theireverlasting white tarletanes, | New patent Reviver,” Kate's old gown, like
with their red heads protruding like the sun’ Dominie Sampeon’s second suit, seemed * ren-
through a fog; T am not afraid of them, it is | ovated miraculously.”  The mamma—a smart
the Jenkenses T dread—those forward Jenken- Fwidow of two years’ standing, with much to
ses! I saw the three girls thismarning come 'do on very small means—was to be attired i

ont of Brown’s shop, followed by a boy with
a parcel; T think the parcel looked saft, as
if filled with nothing but tulle and ribbons—
at least, I hope so—I trust there arc no new
dresses in the wind.  If they wear their old
blue-watered silks, we're safe)

“But who is te be the bride, mamma?” in-
quired Kate.

“T can't tell; in fart, nobody knows. Mr
Kilwinning means to surprisc us, that is quite
evident. There are various surmises afloat;
some say it is a poor orphan from Ircland, his
native country; others fear it may be an ac-
tress, to whom he once anunymously senta

her becoming second-niourning gray satin.
The house was in a perfect bustle of prepa-
ration, Mrs. Clacket giving directions to every-
body ahout everything; at last concluding the
cvening's lecture to her daughters in these
words: * And now, girls, let me impress upon
you the necessity of loaking your best.  Of
all partics for young people, 2 wedding-party
is the most important ; it is so exceedingly
catching, never passing off without a proposal
to everybody. The clegant Mr. Henderson,
who is evidently thinking of getting marricd,
will bethere; andDr. Quackem of Crossbone
Lodge, Curc-Iil Row, whose sickly wife, not-



KILWINNING'S THIRD WEDDING-DAY.

63

withstanding all his skill and new mede of
treatment, can’t last much longer,  What are
you pigaling at, Kate? Ellen, you ncedn't
frown; a mothur’s anxicty justifies my look-
ing forward to these casualties. The times are
dreadful. - All the men are going to Australia
—and what progpect has a mother for her
marriageable daughters?  Therefore, my dear
girls, let me beseech you to make the most of
yourselves; and, Ellen, as your hair—like
Samson’s—is your strong point, put it in pa-
pers, braids being so universally worn, the
singularity of ringlets will be attractive.”

The givls promised to obey their mamma,
and commenced all the mysteries of curling
and crimping, to give the hair that full wavy
appearance which was to make the tide flow
iu their favour, and overwhelm and extinguish
the Potters and Jenkenses for ever.

Meanwhi e, Mr. Kilwinning, the grand cause
of this excitement, was lounging on the sofa,
sipping his wine, and reading Punch in the
cool of the evening—the last of his double
widower-hrod—when his servant Tim entered
the room, and with many bews and scrapes
commenced : “Thumbly axes pardon, sir; but
Biddy the cook has seduced me—as she says,
iU's necessary to the domestic arrangements of
the extablishment—to make <o bould as to -
quire whether the misthress il slape at home
to-morrow night

“ What's that to you or Biddy the cook
either, sir?

“ Nuthin® in life, sir; and 'm glad for the
honor iv th' family, that vou don’t mane it.——
May T make so bould agin, sir, ar to inquire,
without offince, if it's your intintion to make a
continintal trip over the provinces in the ex-
priss thrain 2"

“ At fault again, Tin; so T warn you to
make no more impertinent inquiries.”

 Lony life to your honor—1've hititat last!
You'il do the thing gintaley, as all the Kil
winnings did before vou, and go off in the
thrue methropoiis Dublin style—in an illigant
yelly po-shay an.d-four 27

1 shall not satisfy your curiosity, Tim—so
get out™

*Isit get out? Sure, I'm goin,’ sir; T've
only one more confidintial communication to
make, sir- am [ to meet her af.the thrdlss, gir?™

*Meet whom, Tim?”

“The misthress, sir.”

“What mistress, Tim 2"

“That's what I'd like to know, sir 2"

“You mean the future Mrs. Kilwinning, I
suppose?”

* Divit another, sir!™

“1 don't expect her by train, Tim.”

“Then, as this is an in-land, how is she to
comg, sir "

¢ Like Venus, rising from the sea; and so
completing the journey in the first over-
Iand bLalloon she meets with,” said Mr. Kil-
winning,

* What with the weather and the wind, it'll
be a cowld journey, sir ?”

“Depend upon it, Tim, Mrs. Kilwinning
will send you about your business, if you're
so bold.”

“ Sure, sir, I've always been tould that my
bashfulness gits the better iv me.  Didn’t tho
girls nickname me *“‘fiimorous Tin” through
Dublin and the parts adjacent? But there’s
one thing throubles me, sir, and I'd like to
state it.”

“ Well, out with it, Tim.”

“We've seen none iv th' coortin’, sir; and
the devil a bit of & ladylike letter have you
cver given me to dthrop into the post; and
puttin’ that and that together, Biddy the
cook’s consarned for you, sir, seein’ that she’s
an Irixh girl like mysclf, and has apprchinsions
that you're strugglin’ under a delusion.’

“What do you mean by a delusion, Tim?”

“Tt's this, sir; T wanst knew a gintlemin,
a personal frind iv my own, who was rejuiced
in his circumstances to drivin’ a car round the
Lakes iv Killarney ; he was laborin’ under
the same desase as yoursclf, sir—that a lady
was goin’ to marry bim; and when the wed-
din’-night came, his bride turned into a trout,
and was fried for his supper.”

“ Well,” said his master, langhing, “tell
Biddy she'll have other fish to firy when Mrs,
Kilwinning comes home. By the by, tim"—

“Yes, sir”

“1las my new coat come home 2”

1t Las, sir.”

 And when are the waiters to be here from
Dawson’s Hotdl, to set out the breakfast?”

“ Atsceven o'clock, sir; the quality's invited
at mine, seein’ that's an aisy hour, and won’t
put prople about. Will you take a feevur to-
morrow, sir?”?

‘I hope not, Tim; unless you call taking a
wife a fever”

* By no mancs, sir: it's a feevur to put at
the breast.  I've got all the feevors in a box ;
and whiles the tay and roffey’s poorin’ out,
U'll be pinnin’ thim to the postilions and the
horses’ heads.  You'll get to the church, sir,
for I hope you won't be after tying the Hy-
menaal-knot in a hathenish fashion in the
house—before eleven; and you and Mrs.
Kilwinning, good luck to her! wherever she
may come from—will be off by twelve, to
kape the honcymosn in the yelly po-shay.”

“Now, im, I've had quite cnough of you,
so get out.”

“Goin® sir.”

“Take care that everything looks well;
make the most of the platcand china ; do you
hear?”

“ No fears, sir; and my heart’s glad that
you're takin’ an intherist in the looks of things.
I axes pardon agin, sir,” said Tom, his face
full of anxicty, “but I'm unasy about your
personal appearance, and I know that ladics
is particular. Ever since the rheumatics, you
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tak to wewin' thin red night-caps—wouldn't
a white one be more becomin® ~ir?”

This was too much, and Tun was fairly
turned out of the 10o0m.

‘The san ~hone brightly on the merning of
Mr. Kilwinning's third wedding-day. At half-
past e g .ty the guests bezan o anive. Tom
had either bonght or borrewed a bright pea-
green swahow-tailed coat and yellow waist-
coat, whiciy was his benu-idenal of a4 marringe-
garment. {le was dotermined 10 do the thing
i style so far as he was concerned 5 and ac-
cording 1o his own notions of gentility, posted
himsclfat the draninz-room door, te anhounce
“the quiity,” whispering 1o Biddy, ax she
budled aboat: “ Pav gettin unasy, muasha!
Where's the bride to come from? We'll be
dizgraced entively ! Tuere's masther lookin?
illigant in the drawing-room, and nehody
comin’ to marry him! Biddy, wmy jewelt
couldn’t von dress yourself in a wrathe of
orange hlossam, to kape up the posterity and
respectability of the Kitwinnings ¢

sIndeed, thing Tin,” said Bildy, “1
wou'dn’t be aftiser doin’ o unfucky a thing as
to put the wrathie before my own tiine comes;
et the masther find a wrathe for the bride,
and a bride for the wrathe”  The guests ar-
riving qaickly, Tim resumed the dignity of office

¢ Ihe Honorable Miss Potters—of Round-
abont Place,” bawled Tim, announcing the lit-
tle Potters, whe looked as symmetrical as so
many Datch cheeses. My, Jeremiah Hen-
derson —nf the Branch Bank of Hligance—Ing-
land, 1 mane,” contmued Tim, dubbing, sotte
voce, ¢very one with his vacation, or some title
of his o vn conferring.  ** The three Miss Jen-
kenses—of Treacle Terrace, spinsters !”

The three Miss Jenkenses, who overheard
the d -scription, simuliancously turned their
frownin:z faces towards « tia—"*if looks could
kill, he had not lived ;' but nothing dannted,
hewenton,  “The Very Riverint Archideacon
Tithe-ever —from the Close-cum-Catchall, 1).D.
The learned Doctor Quackem of Cross-Bones
Lodge, Cure-1ll Row, M.D.  Save us and pre-
serve us?! Mr Fiexible Fiint—of Tinder-touch
Hall; and Mrs. and Miss Clackets—{rom over
the way!”

These, with several others, made a comfor-
table squeeze at the hreakfast table, where;
everything was clegantly arrangedd, and at the !
head of which sat Mr. Kilwinning; really look-
ing remarkably well, and alimost interesting.
The breakfast was so substantial, as to cause
sotne of the gentlemen to torget that they had
come for any other purpose than to partake of
it; but the ladies were vigilant watchers, with
one eye on the door, and the otheron Mr. Kil-
winning, who scemed more than ever agreea-
ble and polite to all; yet an accurate obscrver
might notice a slight recklessness and increas-
ing anxiety, which, without impairing his ex-
treme urbanity, scemed at variance with his
usual placid equanimity,
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Mrs, Clacket, who couldn’t be ~lent, and
who, seated on Mr. Kilwinoing's right, kept
up a numing-fire of small-talk, said: * My
dear Mr. Kilwinning, allow me to congratu-
late you on———the weather "—there cevtainly
seemed to be no wite forthcoming to congrat-
ulate biny upon—-* | consider this bright morn-
ing particularly anspicious; and you know the
obi saying: ‘lHappy is the bride the sun
shines on?”

‘This was a sort of clectric touch that turned
all eyvesinto a note of interrogation towardg
Mr. Kilwinning, He answered it with the
most ingenuous=mile, saying: * My dear Mrs,
Clacket, she shall be as happy as a devoted
husband can make her: and | trust she may
tong look as bright and beautiful «s she does
at this moment I”

More notes of interrogation from * ladies’
eyes around.”  This allusion of Mr. Kilwin-
ning’s eave the bride “a local habitation,”
though no name. She must be in the room
—hut where?  Some fancied she might be
shut up in the cuphoard; others, that she was
under the table. Mr. Flexible Flint, a soft
young gentleman, drawled out to Miss Jen-
kens: * Our fiiend, the bridegroom, appears
to be indulging in a hallucination, or is under
the influence of clhairvayance, unless, my dear
Miss Jenkens, you are the happy woman.”

**Qh, Heaven forbid " replicd MissJenkens,
with well-afferted indignation.

Mr. Kilvinning—whose every word and
movement were undergoing severe criticism—
now looked at his watch.

“ e begincto suspect he's jilted,” whis-
pered Flint to Jenkens

Mr. Kilwinning rose, evidently for the pur-
pose of making a speech.

“ Poor devil!" compassionately exclaimed
Flint.

An awful pause ensucd—all cyes right on
Mr. Kilwinning.  No one had time to observe
Biddy and Tim popping their heads half in at
the door.

Mr. Kilwinning commenced: “Iadiesand
eentlemen—but especially the ladies—I en-
treat your compassionate and patient attention
to what I am ahout to say——"

“It’s going to be his last dving speech and
confession,” whispered Flint to Jenkens.

Mis Jenkens replied in the usual bad joke
about “the halter,l’ with a faint smiie, in-
tended to conceal her anxiety.

“1 a7 myself in asomewhat embarrassing
position—I've done a singularly bold thing;
I've invited you to a wedding, in the hope
that a certain lady would honor me with her
hand; and T have yet to ascertain whether I'm
to be triumphant, or to sufferdefeat. Asyou
are all pleased to call me eccentric, you will,
I know, make cccentricity my cxcuse ; butat
the same time, my ladics, in the present in-
stance at least, allow sincerity to be coupled
with it.  The fact i5, 1 have—in plain words
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—for some time past betn looking out for a
wife ; but among so many accomplished and
lovely women, 1 could scarcely presume to
hope.”—(Every face beamed with an encou-
raging and radiant smile towards Mr. Kilwin-
ning at this compliment.)—" And if [am tobe
rojected when 1 name the lady—and she is in
this room, at this present moment”—the
greatest excitement now prevailed, with a fuint
cry from the little Potters of * hear,” (here?)
but whether the verh or the adverb, it were
indelicate to guess—*I confess that my pre-
sumption deserves rejection; and she shall
have her revenge on the spot by a public refu-
sal.”  (Here Mr. Kilwinning most provokingly
began to beat about the bush.) I doubt if
I should ever have had the good fortune—the
young lady will pardon my presumption in
venturing to say good fortune, until 1 know
my fate—were it not that there appeared to
be a tacitagreement among her female friends,
that she was “ born to blush unscen ;” and the
gentle, quict resignation, with which she
scemed to enter mnto this very prejudicial
arrangement was to me, I confess, the most
fascinating charm thatever lovely woman pos-
sessed. Of all others she is the one, and the
only one, I would select for 2 wife j and, eccen-
tric though 1 be, T feel assured that eves her
delicacy will pardon the mode in which Tthus
testify to her retiring, unobtrusive worth, even
though it bLe fatal to my present preteusions,
and, I fear, ruinous to my future happiness.
T conclude by proposing—no; by respectfully
offering my hand and fortune to your youngest
daughter, Mrs. Clacket.”

A very audible “Oh!” burst from all the
ladies at once. Ellen was on the point of
fainting, but was supported by her astonished
sister; Mrs. Clacket, in a state between laugh-
ing and crying, was giving Mr. Kilwinning’s
hand sundry convulsive squeczes. Mr. Kil-
winning’s speech had made all the ladies in
Jove with him, though no onc could tell how
the proposal was received, for Ellen, her face
buried in her handkerchief, was led from the
room. Mr. Kilwinning, now really looking
the picture of unhappiness, followed ; and then
of conrse all tongues were loosened, and Mr.
Kilwinning’s singular declaration loudiy dis-
cussed.

“ A most indelicate proceeding ! exclaimed
young Flint, *“The girl’s feclings are outraged.
Of course she'll refuse him.”

“Yes; but what a triumph !” said the envi-
ous Miss Jenkens. * Who could have possibly
conceived that he meant Ellen Clacket#”

Just at this moment, the door of the inner
apartment opened, discovering Mr. Kilwinning
rising in rapture from his knees, pressing the
hand of Illen to his lips. He led forward his
blushing bride—attired, too, like a bride, a
magnificent marriage-veil being thrown over
her; Mr. Kilwinning having taken the pre-
caution of sending to London for a bridal trous-
YOL. IL.—E
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seaw, on the chance of its being required,
together with a special license ; while the Rev.
Mr. Tithe-ever had been prepared to act upon
it by performing the ceremony, which was on
the point of commencing, when Tim’s voice
was heard, loudly vociferating: “Stop the
weddin’! stop the weddin’ ! mingled with the
still more suspicious cry of *“Stop thief!’

All faces looked amazement.  “’Pon honor,”
whispered Flint to Jenkens, “I suspect Kil
winning will turn ont a swindler.”

At this instant, Tim rushed into the room,
exclaiming : “ Stop; what the divil are you
about? Would you be drivin’ all the luck
from the weddin’ without the wrathe of orange-
blossom that I'm to be hanged for staling?
Didn't T, whin I saw masther was goin’ to have
a rale wife, start off’ for Mrs. Padds, the milli-
ner’s, and extract this issintial from the win-
dow, and she sendin’ a spalpeen of a police
after me, shoutin’: “Stop thafe!” but I've
sent the transmogrified lobster down stairs
quicker than he came up!”?

¢ Well, Tim,” said Mr. Kilwinning, throwing
him a £10 bank note, “there’s something to
pay for your depredation; and Mrs, Kilwin-
ning wiil not forget your bold, yet eccentric
devotion, Limorous Tim.

Kate now encircled tie “attractive ringlets”
of hicr sister with Tim's wreath of orange-blos-
som, which caused T'im to dance about, throw-
ing up his slipper in the air somcthing after
the Eastern fashien, exclaiming: ¢ Long life
toher! She looks like the Phanix Park when
the May’s out!”

The ceremony now proceeded ; and at the
conclusion, all was good-humoured congratu-
lation. ““What a romantic marriage!” ex-
claimed the little Pouters.

“Allow me to congratulate yon, Mrz. Kil-
winning,” said Flexible Flint. ~ “’Pon honor,
Kilwinning, it’s too bad to take her by storm
in this way, and leave us poor bachelorsin the
lurch.”

How willingly now would the Jenkenses
have exchanged situations with Ellen, when
by the kind forcthought of Mr. Kilwinning,
she appeared equipped for her journey in the
most clegant and appropriate apparel! But
this was not all: a new carriage, with four
beautiful grays, drew up to the door. Poor
Mrs. Clacket was in ecstasies, scarcely believ-
ing in the reality of her having a daughter
about to step into her own carriage, which the
ill-natared Jenkenses—who kept a spring-cart
—affirmed she did most awkwardly, and
unlike any one accustomed to an equipage.

e

oy

. Air aud manner which we too often neglect as
hullc things, are frequently what the world judge
us by.

There are follies which have an attractive ap-
pearauce, as there are fools well dressed.

If we did not flatier ourselves, the flattery of

otbers could do us little barm,
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IRELAND AS A SUGAR COUNTRY.
Sovk interesting discussions have lately tuken
place with regard to the practicability of render-
ing Irelwd o sagar-producing conntry.  The
present condition of Ireland, more than the in-
creased consumption of sugar in Britain, has been
the cause of these discussions; and of the nany
remedies that have been suggested to give sti-
mulus to agricultaral improvement and rural in-
dustry, this seems to be one well worthy of con-
gideration

Many publications have recently appeared on
this important subject; we have now befere us
Bir Rabiert Kane's Report,* endhodying a sevies of
valuable investigations, to whieli it would be well
to call the attention of our readers, and which
will enable us, at the same time, to give sowe
general details vespecting the nature and the
pecubarities of the beet-crop  Althomgh inciined
to re_ard some of the conclusions in the Report
as too sanguine to be verified by actual eaperi-
ments in practical farming, still we cannot too
higzhly commend the admirable manver in which
it his been deawn up, and the many really valu-
able scieutifie results obtained.

The percentage of sugar contained in beet, ag
well as ita general composition, has been the sub-
jeet of much caveful investiation, on the part of
continental chennsts, from the time of Margraf of
Berlin (1747) 10 the present day. e obtained
from the bulb of the white or sugar-heet, 6 25 per
cent. of angar; from the roots, properly so called,
5 per cent.; and from the red beet, 43 per ceut.
Half a century later. Hermbatadt obtained 45
per cent. of crvstallizable sugar, and 335 per
cent. of uncevstallizable mucilage sngar. This led
him to conclude, that a part of the sugar con-
tained in the beet is unerystabiizable. This opinion
prevailed untl 1851, when Pelouze’s researches
proved that the whole of the sugar contained in
the beet was crystaliizable cane-sugar, and that
neither grape sugar nor mannite existed in the
heet, except when it had andergone alteration,
These vesaliz have been confirmed and extended
by M. Pelizot.  * Besides confirming the two
il;l’ml'm:xt results of M. Pelouse—namely, that the
whole of the sugar was crystallizable cane-sugar,
and that the pereentage of sugar gradually in-
creased umtil the beet was fully vipe—he has
shown that the amonnt of sugar which the beet
tay contain is very large, very little infevior, in-
dc(&d, 1o the suwar-cane, and thus fixed a sort of
godd to which good cultivation should finally
anive.”

It 13 nat enouah, however, for the purposes ot
the sugav-maruficturer, that the beet-voot con-
tains sngar in saflicient proporticn to its other
constituents 3 it is requisite that the sugar should
not he dissolved in too large a proportion of

vater.  This iz a difficalt point for determination
by mere experiment, for even the best juice is
not a solution of pure sugar, but ismixed up with
other ingredients, 80 that specific gravity cannot

® -+ Report of taquary o 1o the Composition and Cultiva-
tion of the Sazar-beet in frcland. and its Application to
the Manufrcture of Suzar, Made to the Right Hou.
the Chief Commisrioner of Works. by the Director of the
Mucemn of frish Iudustsy,  Pre senied to Loth Houses of
Parlauent by cowmmnand of her Majesty.

be depended upon as a sure test for indicating the
prreentage of sacehwine matter,

The beet-sugar question, in ite relation to Tre-
tand, is of a twolold nature.  In the first plave—
I3 the sugar-heet suited to the soil and ciimate of
the country ? if so, will it yield a suflicient
acreage of sugar, fit for manufacture, to render i¢
A remunerative erop in a commercial puint of
view ?

In regard to the former of these questions,
there ean be no sort of doubt, as the natursd his-
tory of the beet setthes the question.  The beeg
is & production indigenous to Great Britain and
Ireland, and is, therefore, a sure CTOP ¢very way
suited to our ungenial clime, AN the calivated
varieties contain sugar, but the one gencraily
employed in the sngar manufacture is the white
Silesian, ucually known under the vame of sugar-
heet.  Iundeed, the chemical composition of the
different varieties does not appear to differ to any
appreciable extent, the accidental variation anong
specimens of the same variety being, however,
accasionally very considerable. In Russia, the
Siberiau bheet, an inferior sugar variety, is sill
much employed.

With reference ta the question, whether the
sugar-beet i3 likely to prove a remunerative crop
in Ireland, Messrs Sullivan and Gages’ Report
(Appendix B) affords valuable information, their
anudyses of [rish-grown beet having been evidemly
made with the view of establishing this point,
which. however, they found to be a very complex
one. At page 25 of their Report, it is observed:
—* An impression appears to prevail, that heat
and sunshine are so intimately connected with the
production of sugar in plnts, and e<pecially of
cane-sugar, that ag we proceed north trom the
tronies, its quantity must gradually  dimivish,
Such a view applied to the case of the beet,
wauld of course fead to the conclusion, that the
south ot Europe would he hest adapted for its cul-
tivation, as a source of sngar, and that codd coun-
tries like Ircland, however well thev may be
adapted to produce folinge and large roots, wonld
necessarily produce beet of inferior saccharine
properties.  Another opinion has gained ground,
that with the diminntion of sugar would ocenr a
change in its natwre ; or, in other words, that the
same quantity of crystallizable cane sugzar would
10t be contained in roots grown in Jreland, and,
of course, for the same reason, in the nothern
parts of Europe generally—thatis, in places novth
of the actual heet-sugar distriess.” 11 is certain,
however, that, in Russia, geograpniral position
has but little influence upon the percentage of
sugar; it depends almost entirely upon enlture
and manures. The fact is even stated as the re-
sult of practical experiment as well as of luhiora-
tory investigation, that there is no material differ-
ence in beet grown over a region extending from
the Atlantic Ocean to the Caspian Sea, and from
the Mediterranean to very near the Arctic Ocean.

According to Messrs Sullivan and Gages, roats
containing less than 8 per cent. of sngar could
not, at the usual price paid for them, he empleyed
with economy in the manufacture of sugar, at
least not generally. Their analyses show—as the
result of the examination of beet, grown on the
most various soils, manured in every possible
mapner, not to speak of the necesssrily inferior
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cultivation to which, a3 a crop new to Irish firm-, pounus, whilst those remarkable for the quantity

erg, it must have been subjected—that 76 per.
cent. of the roots contained sufficient sugar to en-
able a manufiucturer to extract it with profit, and :
.shew this; The Rassian roots, which gave hizh
"percentags s, rarely exceeded a pound in weight
_—in general, much smaller, however, than Irish-
Thus 90 of the 118 were i grown roots examined by Messts, Sullivan and

24 per cent. rendered it unfit for the purpose, Of
118 roots examined, 72 vielded more than 9 per
cent. of sugar, 18 between 8 and 9 per cent., and
21 below 8 per cent.

of sugar which they contwmed were always small
roots, seldom exceeding tvo pounds in ~ eight.”
The veseavches of Petigot and [Termany especially

adapted for profitable manufacture; 28 unfit. , Gages, which yielded correspouding guantities of
This is favorable when compared with the ana- | sugar.

Ivses of coutinental roots, which give 76 per cent. |

It seems to be satisfactorily proved, that strong

adapted for manufactare, and 30 per cent. un- mamuring does not wetually diminish the amount

suitable.
ever, az one of good cuttivation; if enorgy and
the applinnees of scientific agricalture are brought
to Liear upon it —and they are pecaliarly appli-

cable to this crop—there can be little doubt of at

least ovrdinary suceess,

In one respeer, the establishment of the manu-
facture of beet-sugar in Ireland would seem to be
highly advantageous in the present condition of
that country.  Under any circumstances, the in-
troduction of new crops, and of new modes of
cultivation, serves as a powerful stimulus to the
general progress of hushandry in all countries.
For Irckind, much has already Leen done in this
way. Nir Robert Kane’s researches seem espe-
cially to point out the advantages likely to acerue
from the tntroduction of this new branch of agri-
cultural industry,  To us, as to him, ** it appe us
as eminently calculated to be of service, not only
as creating a new and extensive source of manu-
facturing employment, bat also that, as the ma-
tevial used can only be profitably obtained by
means of improved agriculture, and that an jm.
portant clement in the profits of agriculture wonld
be the careful economy of the scums and pulp,
either as manures or as food for cattle, the maunu.
factories of heet-root sugir should exercise a
powerful influence on the agriculture of their
districts, intncing a greater variety of cultivation,
a more tharouch preparation of the soil, and a
more careful cconomy of manuves; and that, in
this wav, evea should the manafacturing speenia.
tion hecome hereafter, hy improvement in the
management of the colonial sugar industry, or by
any other canse, less probably successful than it
now appears to be, there should still have been
conferred on Ireland a great advantuge in the
improved practice of green-crop husbandry,
which wonld be certain to remain.”

The 1esearches detailed in the Report bring out
gn:ne interesting results, which have 2. important
bearing upon the general principles of cultivation.
Such must be regarded the experinents made on
the effect of increase of size on the percentage of
sumar. [t is shown, that the larger tl.e root, the
smaller is the quantity {comparatively ] of solid
matter which it containg; so that **it will be found
that the quantity of sugar will diminish ag the
waoicht of the bulb increases.,” This affords a
valnahle hint to our horticultueal and agricultural
gocieties, and may lead to the adoption of better
criteria than mere size in the judging of superior
pro‘luctions ; it is also instructive to the facmer
and gardener, in so far as it teaches that mere
bulk or weight of produce does not indicate the
correct economical yield of a farn or garden.
¢ All the roots which yielded a very low percent-
age of sugar, weighed from five to nine or ten

We still regard the beet question, how- | of sugar in the beet-root, but it increases the
"quantity of other substances, whose presence in-
fereases the difficulty of its extraction.
{ manures appear to be always injurions t, the beet

Fresh

crops, but less 0 on loamy soil< ** une « which the
oxyxen of theairhas more power toae.”  Sprin
nnnwing i excecdingly injurious; anet althongh
the roots grown under this treatment way yield
sugar abundantly early in the season, they are
worked with difliculty after being kept for a short
tune.

The general conclusions to which Sir Roberg
Kane has arrived, are—1. That the susar-beet
requires, for itssuccessful cmtivation, a rich loamy
soil, thoroughly and deeply worcked, lhoroughl'y
drained and divided; and that the presence of
orzanic matter in excess, or undecomposed, in
the soily is an important disadvanrtage. 2. That
the employment of saline or rich ritroeenous
mannres ismmediately before, or during the giowth
of the beet, acis unfavorably on the emplovment
of the plant for making sugar, by renderi . the
Juice impure, and, increasing the proportion of
azotised materials, readily ferment, aud thereby
convert the crystallizable into uncrvstalizable
sugar. which i3 the most usaal and inportang
sonrce of loss in the manufacture. 8. That it i
fully established, that the eatire quantity of s
i the beet exists naturally as ervstablizible ¢
stigar s and that uncrystallizable sugzar wakes itg
apprarance only as a product of decomposition in
the manatact-re (inokasses), and is, therefore, so
far a source of loss, which may be avoided by
improved treatment. 8. That the quantity of
sugar present in DLiish-grown beet is in noways
inferior to that usually found in the heet-roots
u<ed m the sugar-manufactories of the continent ;
and that, in some cases, the pereentage of sugac
yielded by beet approaches to that afforded by the
sugar-cane as usaally cultivated,

With respect to the cost of producing the sugar-
heet in Ireland, Sir Robert does not aunounce
anv pasitive conclusions, being rather ansions to
direct attention to the estimates by practical agris
culturists, contained in the Appendix to his Re-
purt.  These scem to indicate, *‘that the cul-
tivation of the sugar-beet would prove at least
as profitable as otuer green-cropz usualy are, pro-
vided that cultivation be carried on in a proper
manner.”

We need hardly say, that something more than
this is desirable.  The real question is, can sumar
he supplied from beet cheaper thun it ean be im-
ported from Brazil and the West Indies? And
to 4 rigid @ cuminution of this clement in the sube
ject, we crave the attention of Sir Robert Kane
and other friends of Ireland, before any practical
steps be taken by agriculturists, Webavealways
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heard that France, with & view to encourage home
industry, persists in producing beet-sugar at a
greater cost than it can purchase cane-sugar from
tropical countries; thug taxing the whole people
for the benefit ofa elass. If this be true as regards
France, we would earnestly depreeate the intro-
duction of a similarly erroncous policy into cither
Great Britain or Ireland.

—t e ——

THUE PLANTING.

A PARABLE.

“Tsaid 1o mv litle son. who was watchme, with tears
atree he had planteds * Let st slone; stowiil grow while
you are sleepimg P22

* Plant it safe, thou little child:

Then cease watehing and cease weeping :
Thou hast done thy utmost part;
Leave it, with a quict heart:

it will grow while thou art slecping.”

“Tut, O father!” eays the child,

With a troubled face close creeping—
*Vow can 1 but think and gricve,
When the fierce winds come at eve,

And snows beat—and I lic sleeping ?

1 have loved my linden so!

In cach leaf scen future floweret ;
Watched it day by day with prayers,
Guarded it with pains and cares,

Lest the canker should devour it.”

€0 good father!” says the child,
“If I come in summer’s shining,

And my linden-trae be dead—

How the sun will scorch my head,
Where I sit forlorn and pining !

 Rather let me evermore

Through this winter-time watch keeping,
Tear the cold, and storms, and frost,
That my treasure be not lost—

Ay, bear aught !—Dbut idle slecping.”

Sternly said the father then:
*Who art thou, child, vainly grieving?
Canst tiox send the baliny dews,
Or the rich sap interfuse,
That one leaf shall burst to living ?

¢ Canst thou bid the heavens restrain
Natural tempests for ti:y praying ?

Cangt thou bend one tender shoot ?

Stay the growth of one frail root ?
Keep one blossom from decaying ?

* If it live and bloom all fair,
Will it praise thee for its blooming ?
If it die, will any plants
Reach thee, as with kings and saints
Drops it to an equal tombing ?

“ Plant it—consecrate with prayers.
It is safe "neath Iis sky’s folding
Who the whole earth compasses,
“Whether we watch more or less—
s large eye all things beholding.

“1f 1e need a good.y tree
Yor the shelter of the nations,
TTe will make it grow; if not,
Never yet His love forzot
Human tears, and faith, and patience.

“Leave thy treasure in His hand—
Cease all watching and all weeping.

Years hence, men its shade may crave,

When its mighty branches wave
Beautiful—above thy sleeping

If His hope, tear-sown, that child
Garnered safe with joyful reaping,
Know I not: yet, unawares,
Ott this trath gleams through my prayers:
It will grow while thow art sleeping I

-t ————
THE CHEMIST'S SHOP AT TIIE CORNER.
Axoxe the innumerable chemists’ “corner
shops ” in Liverpool (and who is not aware of
the advantage to such establishments, of being
placed at awkward turnings, prolific in acci-
dents, where the redlamp can shine down two
strects at once?), not one, perhaps, was g0 well
known as Mr. Tisick’s, at the corner of Lionel
Street.  Detween the hours of three and four
on a fine afternoon, many a gaily-dressed mer-
chant’s wife or daughter might be seen saun-
tering down from her pretty villa, to meet her
husband or father at that appointed spot, on
his way home from business; and oceasionally
—though of course by mere chance—young
ladies have been known to meet their lovers
there. In fact, there is nota more noted place
in Liverpool for accidents and appointments
than the chemist’s shop at the corner. The
most successful days of the most successful
“diggers” never dawned more auspiciously,
or closcd more profitably, than did every day
to little Tisick the chemist. e was making
moncey, and he deserved to make it, being a
good little man, with a good little wife and a
large family, who occupied the commodious
and well-furniched apoartments over the shop.

“There’s something the matter yonder,”
said Mr. Bingly, looking up Lionel Street,
through which he was conducting his wife
home, late in the evening, from a popular lec-
ture

“0 do let us go round another way, Harry,”
entreated Mrs. Bingly; “1 hate a crowd.”

“But, my dear, I should like to know what
the accident is: we might be of service.”

“Why, what could we do, Harry ? besides,
there are plenty of people there to assist. You,
know I've a horror of accidents, or whatever
it may be—so do come the other way.”

*“Certainly, my dear, if youwish it, though
I cannot help thinking, if help be needed, we
savour a little of the Priest and Levite, who
passed on the other side of the way.,” How-
ever, Mr, Bingly complicd, quickening his pace,
until, arriving at his own door he deposited

his wife in safety. Ifc was about to retrace
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his steps, when Mrs. Bingly, inher own pecu-
liar querulons tone, recalled him:

“Harry ! how very nnfecling youare. You
would run after a stranger in a crowd, but
have no anxiety about your own family.
Can't you wait an instant, until T enquirce
whether the childrenare all safe in their beds "

“ Certainly, my love. Mary "—to the girl
who opened the door—*‘are the children
sound asleep ¢

0 yes, sir, long ago.”

“There, my dear,” said Mr. Bingly to his
wife, “all's right, you hear. Now go in; I
shan’t be long.”  And, much against his wife’s
wish, Mr. Bingly set out to ascertain the cause
of the crowd.

People may wonder why a staid family-man
like Mr. Bingly, habituated to the erowds and
casualties of Liverpool, should thus needlessly
take up his time, and offend his wife; but the
fact is, that years hefore, his neglect on such
an oceasion prevented his sceing, for the last
time, his earliest and dearest friend Frederick
Iricbner, who had appointed to meet him for
a farewell interview, previously to his going
to settle abroad. The chaise was overturned
as Mr. Bingly passed by carclessly and uncon-
sciously ; and his friend, too much injured to
keep his appointment, was, after his broken
ribs had been set by the surgeon, carricdona
litter on board the ship, and they never again
met.  Bingly never forgave himself for the
negleet ; and his Gdgety anxiety about all such
disasters was now increased to afeverish pitch,
by a sort of presentiment that his cldest son
larry, from whom he had parted in anger
four years before, was about to return home.

Young Harry Bingly was gay, high spirited,
but facile ; and the usual associates and temp-
tations of town-life, particularly a suspected
low attachment, so exasperated his father,
that—notwithstanding he dealy loved the
boy, who, morcover, was the pet and the dar-
ling of his mother—ina mowent of excitement
he said: “Leave wmy house, sir; you are a
disgrace to my name and roof; leave me, lest
I strike you to my feet!?” The haughty boy
flushed, then turned deadly pale, gave one
glance at his father, who already half repented
his raghness, and, without a word, quitted the
house, and, in spite of every exertion and in-
quiry, had never since been heard of.

By the time Mr, Bingly reached Lioncl
Street, the crowd haddispersed.  All interest
or sympathy in the matter, whatever it might
have been, scemed to have subsided.  * Can
you tell me,” he inquired of the only loiterer,
“what the accident was that happened a few
minutes ago 2.

“Aw’s sure aw doant knaw,” replied the
man; “mavbe twur cabh onrturned, or t'omni-
bus broak dawn. This bee’st wurst corner
Liverpool for smashing.  ‘I’chap askeaps that
drug-shop gets a foin livin® out o' dead folks
that's carried in there.”

Mr. Bingly looked at the shop, I was past
the hour of closing. The shutters were up,
but there was still a glimmer of gas through
the fan-light over the door. e paused, irre-
solute whether to inquire further, when the
light dizappeared,  * Oh,” said he, reconciling
the matter to himself, “it has been a trifling
affair, Tsuppose. 'l ask Tisick all about it
in the morning, as I go to the oftice;” and Mr.
Bingly turned his steps homeward ; but stil
a strange misgiving, an unaccountably strong
feeling of curtosity, persuaded him that he
would be sorry if he did not inquire further
into the matter; therefore, though half
ashamed of his own weaknesg, he once more
retraced his steps, and going up to the private
door, rang the bell. “1s Mr. Tisick at homet™

“Yes, sir; but he’s engaged just now.
Perhaps you could wait a little.  Will you
step into the parlor?”

“Oh, it's of no consequence,” said Mr.
Bingly. “Imerely called to inquire who was
hurt by the accident that happened in the
street a short time ago.”

“We don’t know who heis, sir, for I believe
the poor young gentleman has been insensible
ever since.”

“ And how did the accident happen #” asked
Mr. Bingly, interested by the words “ young
gentleman.”

“The horses of the hackney-coach took
fright, sir, The driver was off the box at the
moment ; and the young gentleman was get-
ting out of the window in front, evidently to
rceover the reins.  Everybody in the street
shouted to him: “Sit still, sit still for your
life 1”7 but hedid it cleverly, and kept fast hold,
for he scemed to be a sailor, when an omnibus,
turning the corner sharply, ran against the
coach, upset it, and I think the young man is
almost Killed.”

A sailor, you say ¥"—and Mr. Bingly's
thoughts instantly reverted to his son, who,
he felt certain, had gone to sea. “Ilow old
would you suppose the young man to be "

“Not twenty, I shonld think, sir.”

“ And fuir or dark complexioned ?” he asked
with intense anxiety.

“Tair, T should say, sir. e has bright
brown hair, and Dear me! I beg your
pardon, sir,” said the girl, staring in wonder
at Mr. Bingly, “ but the young gentleman is
the very picture of you!”

“Merciful Heaven! should it be Harry ™
exclaimed Mr. Bingly. ¢ I'must see the young
man instantly!  Where is Mr. Tisick #”

The girl became quite alarmed at Mr
Bingly's excited state, and requesting him to
step into the parlor, promised to acquaint her
master with his wishes.  Mr. Bingly now felt
convinced it must be Ifarry. What was it
that urged him into pursning the inquiry go
far, but that undefinable feeling, that ¢ some-
thing ” beyond all human ken, which conjures
up in the heart a foreshadowing of events—
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that m)sterious sympathy which irresistibly
attracts and links us to places and persons?

The wirl's statement of the young sailor's
resembiznee to imselty threw My Bingly into
the pamully exciial state in which M Tisick
now found him s who, in veply to his agitatad
and alwmost jloenzied  inguivies, apswered
evasively, and with adegree of embarrassinent
quite at varine: with the usual ingenious and
ilinr ~tvie for which he was noied, * Dem
m s e ! said he, *it will be very ex- |
traovdinary if that young gentlemman turns out |
to be vour sor, M Bingly; and raally 1)
shoulin't wonder—that is—cexense me—of !
course it is impossible for we to guers, as |
never happened to sce your scp—-—->"

S Well, weil,” interrupted My, Bingly impa-
tientlv, ¢ | must be satistied @ this suspeuse is
unendurabie.  Take me to his hedside at once,
where I wili thank Heaven if he be not my
son, and do all in my power to sirve him,
whoever Le umy be”

“On condition,” szid the chemist serionsly,
#that vou promise 1o suppress ail emotion,
cven <honbl vaur worst fears be realised”

sk tis my boy daad(” inguired |
Alr. Bingly inan agony, '

“ N, no, my dexr st The voung man— |
for it i~ only yourown fears which have told
you he is your son—is wler the infloence of
a composing draught. 1 have pomiced the!
surzeon that the profoundest stilluess shall he
maintained, as any excitement, or even the .
Teast stariling noise, wight prove fatal to hitm.® :

“ Do ot fear me,” said M Biagle: s what
can 1 ant cinbare it the life of my dear Ty
depend upon it i

“A then, vedving on yonr silence, and |
that vou will supraess every exchunation or,
communicition untii we leave theroown, I willy
take to him. Can jou depend upon |
yourself?”

1 fiind: T ean,” said Mr Bingly with a fil--
toring veice—fur there was somcibing in the
che iat's inanner that seesed o conthim his
app chensions,

“ Peilaps your sons {7e depends upan it}
intorpose:d M, Tisich with asternness of man- l

-

AW H

ner anesual with him, therefore the more
cmjhatic,

“ 1 amsure T ean,” addded Mr. Bingly with
firmness.

“1 rely upem von,” xaid the considerntetile |
chomiat, and lod e way up a staivenase e
peted thidkly, ciery inch, to render inaudibile |
the Hali st or the heaviest footfall. Thisstair-

{ continned.
i seemed 1o break the spedl ahich the ninute

heing encased in baize, without hasp or bolt,
yielded noiselessly to the slightest touch,

Mr. Bingly paused for an instant on the
threshold, and comvulsively grasped the hand
of the chemigt, who suflercd the door again to
close at this symptom of agitation; but, as if
ashamed of his irresolution, Mr. Bingly, though
evidently with an dffort, recovered his self
possession, and motivned to proceed.

Fhe gas-shades were xo contrived as to throw
a subdued soft light over the apariment 5 the
curtains of the low bed were drawn back and
tucked away, as if to give air to the invalid,
or—uhat was a more tuailling thought—faci-
lity, perhaps, to some torturing opicration which
Liad been, or was «tiil to be performed.

The patient Iay like a corpse upon the bed,
the upper part of the fuce entirely concealed
by a green shade, placed over the forchead, as
there were injuries apprehended to the sight;
but the mouth and nostrils strongly defined,
pile and graceful in their dear outhine as sta-
tuary marble, were too close 2 resemblance for
the father to Lehold unmoved—his agonised

*grasp of the chemists shoulder at once awoke

the latter’s experienced suspicion, that fecling
would evercome prudence. But he instantly

reaw that resolution had resuned her sway,

the torture of suspiense having found vent and
velief in tears, which silently flowed down the
fahier's checks for ong, he at thie moment be-
lieve:d to be hisson,

With many a struggle the father kept his
promise of silanee, in the hape of being per-
mitted (o remain just where he was—rivetted
to the spot—watching the anakening, the
slightest movement, or even the breathing of
his xon. At this mowment, the patient moved
his hand, turning the palim upwaeds, as if in
seurch of come friendly clsp i the chemist,
with the quichness of thoughi, prevented the
father from giving the answering pressure;
but still the longivg hand was stretehied out,
and suddeniy a young fir creatuve, more like
an angel than 2 huan being, who had been
watching, haifevoncealed, amid the folds of the
curtain, crept @ ntiy forward, and placed ber
small white hand in his.  The fingers of the
invalid closed round the little prisoner, asif to
retain the treasure, amd his tanguil slumber
This incident, though  silent,

bifine had made sl motionless 5 aud theeare-
ful little chemist drew My, Binglv—his cyes
to the Jast fixed upon the Led—firly out of
the room.

They deseended to the snag patlor, where

case, atd the chamber to which it led, were § the ittle chemists little wife was now zeated,
ased only in the miest dangerons eases—where | busily enpdoved with necile-n ok, Mr. Bingly
Mr. ek excciaed lis benevolence and | threw himseif isto a chair, and covering his
Chrisian ewtiy, in retaining the pationt i face with his hands, gave way (o an irrepres-
under Lis own raofs i was a2 portion of (e sibleand passionate burst of griell. Mes, Tisiek
Tiouse separated e the fanile apartments, | thought, sk all women do, how overnwhielming
and where nene ehteved exeept on a mission y must be the sorow which canses o wan {0
of merey. M Licien vpened the door, which, l\\'ccp; and, spproaching Mr. Bingly, alihough
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ignorant of the cause, pressed his hand in
sywmpathy.

“ Cowme, come, my dear sir,” said the chem-
ist, “ do not distress yourself, perhaps need
Iesslv @ it s still a problem whether be be
your son or not. Your imagination tortures
you—the features were not sufliciently reveal-
ed tv confirm your fears”

“Lwould give up all 1 possess to see that
face! It surcly is impossible 1 can be mis-
taken,” said Mr. Bingly.

It is qaite possible, my dear sir; in fact,
it is improbable that he should be your son.”

“ But hisclothes—whereare they 27 cagerly
inquired Mr. Bingly. ¢ There must be some
mark by which I can identify him.”

Mr. Tisick left the roowm, almost instantly
rettrning with the clothes of the invalid. They
were all of forcign make, and no name what-
ever to be foun:d upon them,

“ By the by, remarked the chemist, “ there
were papers in his packets, which may give
some information:” and he rang-the bell
“Mary "—-to the servant who entered-—
“where are those papers [ gave you te hold
when we were undressing the patient 7

“ P «et them directly, sin,” said the girl)
lIeaviug the room. 1 put them under his pil-
Jow 10 he soft.”

Sty 1" said the chemist, springing nup, aml
clutching her ara (o prevent her ascending
the staircase.  “Are von mad? To disturb
him might lead to death.” .

“ Murciful Heavent is there to be no termi-
nation to  this suspense” cjeculated Mr.
Bineiv.

* My dear sin,” <aid the chemist, “Tentreat
you to listen to me: all that can be done for
the present has been done.™

“ You wanld deccive me. What can have
been done in the short time which has clapsed
sinee 1 saw the crowd 27

“It i~ upwards of an hour since he was
brougiit in here,” replied the chemist, A
surgeon was instantly in attendance @ it must
have been Lis departure yon witnessed-—the
crowd neser dispersing until it knows the fate
of the sulterer.”

“And is he fatally injured 8 asked Mr.
Bingly in agony.

“We hope not. The injuries are certainly
serions ; hor can we ascertain their full extent
until to-morrow,  Meanwhile, the draught has
taken cffeet; and he is not likely to awaken
until nine in the morning. 1 could wish to
persuade you, my dear sir, t6 go home, and
mahe yourseif as tranquil as pozsinle under
the circunstances, with the assurance, that
every atication will be shewn the patient; and
by no meansto alwrm Mrs. Bingly by any allu-
sion (o your fears, which, after all. may prove
o have bieen perfectly groundless.”

“Lis not easy, Mr. Tisick, to persuade me
that such can he the ease: however, T wiil, if
pussible, disguise my feclings from my wile,

and thank you for the precaution. T shall
never forget your kindness and sympathy, or
the watchful tenderness of that angel—your
daughter of course—who hovered round my
bay. [I'helitile chemist and his little wife ex-
changed a significant glance.]  When can I're-
turn?”

“ Not till atne, when the surgeon is to re-
port.”

“Good-night, my dear sir,” said Mr. Bingly
at the foot of the stair; “but O Heavens! to
think of thus mecting 2 son from whom [ had
parted in such anger!”

Mu. Tisick here interposed, a sudden thought
striking him:  “You say you parted in an-
ger: had you cause "

“.\ bitter cause—an intimacy, possibly a
low marriage, with one of the most degraded
of her sex.  She disappeare:d about the same
time,  Yes, T fear it must be; and yet, O
Harry, could Tknow that you were safe ™

“You would forgive all €’ solemnly demand-
ed the chemist.

A heavy gloom mantled over Mr. Bingly’s
brow at this idea, on which Mr. Tisick said de-
cidedly ; “ This is enough, Mr. Bingly. You
must go home.  On no consideration will T
permit an interview between vou and oursuf-
fering feilow-creature above stairs, be he your
sonor not.  No one but a Chrisitan, in the
true sense of the word, shall come near him
till the surgeon has reported by nine to-mor-
row. Go, sir, and learn to forgive cven the
worst offences; and pray that your forgivaess
come not tao late.”

Ar. Bingly turned haughtily round to reply
to this, to him, unusual address, when a faintly-
heard groan smote his car.  He shuddered,
pressed the chemist’s hand, and quitted the
house.

* Poor Mr. Bingly,” said Mrs. Tisick as the
chemist re-entered the parlour, *I see he
docsn't know the worst of it.”

“The worst of it!” echoed Mr. Tisick.—
* Dear me—bless e ! 1 shouid say hie doesn’t
know the best of it.”

*Yes, dear; but when he comes to know
ity it will be a tidal for him; and his poor wife
—it will be the death of her; her nerves will
have a bad shock.”

“Then, my dear, his wife shouldn’t have
such shocking bad nerves.  She'll survive it,
as all nersous peopleinvariahly survive every-
thing that is to he the death of them.”
¢ Now, John Tisick,” suid his hamely little
wife, “that’s positively  unfecling.  What
woull you say if our Juhany were to do the
same thing 1"

¢ Why, my dear, I'd say with the old song:
“1I¢'d do the sane thing were he in the same
place.”’

“Q John,” said Mrs. Tisick reproachfully,
“how cun any one supposc Or imagine your
heart to be iemful of kindness and humanity,

when you will go on making these jokes 2 and
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some of them, I must say "—Mrs, Tisick was
careful in modifying her condenmation of her
husband's wit—"*very poor jokes,  Yes, John,
very poor jokes indeed!”  This was severe,
but Mrs, TisicK’s feclings were as much out-
raged by the non-uppreciation of the picture
of “Johmny,” as an artist's would be at the
Hanging Committee placing his out of sight.

“Well, well,my dear,” observed the chemist.
‘you know a medical man’s jukes must some-
times be out of joint, to be professional; but
did you observe, my love, what Mr. Bingly
said about our “angzel of a danghter 2™

“Yes, yes,” said Mrs. Tisick swmiling; “1
couldn’t help giving youa look at the time. It
was just as well he saw her when he did. And
1 don’t wender at bis calling her an angel, with
her beautiful goiden hnir shading her sweet
features.  id she know it was Zés father ¢

“No, my dear—no. 1 don't suppose she
even saw him. But now, 1 will go amd pre-
vail on her to come and have a bit of supper
with us.  That ring at the door must be the
nurse the surgeon promised to send, so she
may leave the patientwith perfect satisfaction
and safety.” Thelittle chemist was absent just
long cnough to allow Mrs. Tisick mentally to
apostrophise his rare qualifications, when she
was interrupted by his re-appearance with the
“angel of a daughter,” as Mr. Bingly styled
the young lady who was so atientive to his
supposed son.  She scareely looked more than
seventeen years of age—a gentle; interesting
creature, whom every one would wish to aid,
to do something for; in answer to the cliim
her steming helplessnessand exceedingly fomi-
nine beauty made on the heasts of ail who be-
held her.  Mrs. Tisick received her with all
the tenderness such a person was likely to in-
spire.  **Well, iy dear,” she inquired, “ how
did you leave our poor patient &

“1Inasweet steen,” 1eplied the young stran-
ger.  “I prav, Heaven, it may continue till
the morning.”

“Oh, certain,” confidently interposed thie
chemist; “ he won't waken till nine o'clock.”

“ And do you really think, sir, his life isnot
in any danger 27 anxiously inquired the girl.

“Scet your heart at rest, my dear; he'll live
to plague his Yittle wife for many a year yet.”

The poor girl was cevidently distressed by
the kind-intentioned, but not very refined wit
of the chemist.

“Never mind John's jokes,” said Mrs.
Tisick; “he just imaginesevery hushand is to
be as great 3 plague as himself. Do remem-
ber, John, what 2 very voung bride our guest
is.”

-

The poor girl was now more embarrassed
than cver, and with blush succeeding blush at
every word she uttered, said, with extreme
confusion:  “T am quite unhappy at heing
placed in so singular a position. Harry—1
meant Mr. Harvey—is entitled to every ser-
vice I can render—my dife, if i were neces-

sary; but I have no claim to the title you con-
fer upon me.”

This statement ereated much surprise, and,
in spite of all their charity, the faintest pos-
sible shade of suspicion in the winds of Mr.
and Mps. Tisick.  “Well, my dear young
lady,” said the former, “you must pardon
me; and you cannot but admit that my mis-
take was a very natural one.  Your being in
the coach with him, his calling upon you as
his *Dbeloved Emily,” and your extreme devo-
tion—all combined to aid the delusion under
which my wife and 1 labored.”

“If you will permit me, 1 will, so faras I
can, explain,” said the young stranger timidly,
£ On the arrival of his ship this evening, Mr.
Hervey's intention was to place me at once
under the protection of his father, and 1 was
accompanying him for that purpsse, when the
accident happened which has thrown us upon
your compas-ion.”

“Strange!” remarked the chemist. “Pardon
me, have-you never heard him speak of a Mr.
Bingly as his father?”

“Irequently of his father—but Hervey is
Harry's name.”

“Tear me—bless me! my love,” said the
chemist to his wife, “it is as I suspected, and
Mr. Bingly is mistaken after all.”

“And bave you come off a long voyage,
my dear young lady ¥ said Mrs. Tisick, with
kind interest and womanly curicsity blended.
. “1t is two months cinee the shipwreek,
when Mr. Hervey saved my life, and I had
been at sea ten days up to the night of that
dreadful ztorm.”

 Poor child I said Mr. Tisick compassion-
ately.  *“You have relations in England, 1
suppose 77

*1 have reason to believe that a dear friend
of my father resides in Liverpool ; but before
we left the ship T promised Mr. Hervey to he
silent on this subject "—and the young girl,
evidently embarrassed, hesitated to proceed.

“Lertainly, certainly,” said the chemist;
“do not imagine, my dear miss "—this cor-
rected appellation sounded almost nnkind—
“that we would take advantage of circum-
stances to force your confide ace; all we desire
is to be of service; and to-morrow, 1 trust,
will enable us o see more clearly into the
future.”

Persuading their young guest, instead of
returning to watch by the bedside of the pa-
tient, to take some repose in the chamber ap-
pointed for her, they bade her good-night,
promising faithfully to call her should the
slightest change take place.

 There’s a mystery about that young per-
son I dou't exactly like,” said the chemist, as
soon as she was gone.

“I'm sure there can be no harm about her,
John; she's too beautifui for that,” very gene-
rously remarked Mrs. Tisick.

“My dear, your argument would he more
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satisfactory if it were on the side of ugliness,”
dryly obscerved the chemist.  “Dut go up to
bed, my love: 1 will just look in to see how
our patient is doing, and trust to-morrow for
the clearing of this romance.”

Meanwhile, Mr. Bingly had reached home,
where his nervous wife was anxiously expect-
ing him, “What a long while you've been,
Harry I” she began, as Mr. Bingly calmly,
though abstractedly, moved a chair to the
table where his wife was seated.  “1t’s very
cruel of you to leave me alone in this way : [
was on the point of ringing for James to go in
search of you.” Mr. Bingly spoke not a word.
“Youre come home in an ill-humor, I sup-
pose, because I wouldn’t assist a drunken
sailor in a crowd, or some such thing, with
which you choose to sympathise. Really,
Mr. Bingly, your vulgar curiosity about such
matters is positively intolerable”  But be-
coming alarmed at her husband’s continued
silence, and the singular expression of his pale
face, she resumed—* Now, don't frighten me,
Harry; you're ill, T see you are, you've made
yourself il by the sight of some horrid
drunken creature you'd no concern with, who,
no doubt, deserved whatever happened to
him.”

Silence, unfecling woman!” exclaimed
Mr. Bingly, exasperated beyond the power of
endurance.  Mrs. Bingly was struck dumb
with astonishment at these harsh words from
her hitherto good-natured and indulgent hus-
band, and only replied with an abundant
shower of tears; but instantly recollecting
that his wife was wholly ignorant of his cause
of irritation, Mr. Bingly added—* Forgive
me, Frances, and have forbearance enough to
ask me no more questions to-night. I have
reasons for the entreaty, which shall be ex-
plained afterwards.”

“OF course I shall not sleep a wink for won-
dering what they are,” said his wife, alittle
more pacified. It must be something very
serious, I am sure of that, for you've not been
in such a state of mind since our dear Harry
left us. Oh!"—and someting like the truth
seemed to flash upon her—* that is it, I'm
sureof it! You've heard of our darling Harry
—you've had a letter from him2”

“No; I give you my honor I have not,”
answered Mr Bingly equivoeally ; who, in
consideration of the maternal anxicty she now
began to evince, was resolved to spare his
wife as much pain as possible.

“Well, then, T dont mind obeying you, if it
is nothing concerning Harry; but I'm sure |
should dic if there's bad news from him.”

Mr. Bingly saw the policy of following the
chemist's advice ; and though his thoughtful
and distracted manner kept his wife on the
rack of curiosity, she contrived to maintain
her promise; and Mr. Bingly, notwithstand-
ing his misciable state of mind, concealed the
cause of his anxicty.

Early next morning, the family of the be-
nevolent little chemist was assembled in the
breakfast parlor; the report of the nurse was
most favorable, and Dr. Galen, the surgeon,
was momentarily expeetesl.  “In  truth,
Dolly,” said little lisick to his wife, “it was
a clever stroke of mine to put the father off till
nine o'clock, when the surgeon comes at cight.”

“Indeed, John, I don’tagree with you; 'tis
cruel to prolong the poor man’s suspense.”

My dear, you know nothing about it—I
always act professionally ; and when I admi-
nister a dose, I always give it the full statut-
ory period for its operation.”

Dr. Galen’s report was most favorable; the
nature of the injuries ascertained, and from
the evidently admirable constitution of the
patient, a rapid recovery might be anticipated.
Emily had observed with quiet steady com-
posure the examination by the accomplished
surgeon, and with equal steadiness listened to
his lucid report, but the words *specdy re-
covery” were too much for her, the revulsion
too great.  She fainted, and wus carried from
the room, thereby divuiging, if nced there be,
the feelings which she bore towards the suf-
ferer.

Mr. Bingly, who had left home early that
morning, obstinately silent even to the fren-
zied entreatics of his now alarmed wife, was
punctual to the instant.

“Dolly, my dear,” said the chemist, “that’s
Bingly’sring; T can tell the agony of suspense
in cvery vibration in its subdued chime.
Leave the room, and let me deal with him
alone.—Well, my dear sir, have you thought
of what I told you last night? Are you pre-
pared to meet your son, if he be your son,
as a Cluistian father should 2

“I am,” solemnly exclaimed Mr. Bingly.
“If my son has brought wretchedness upon
himself by his rashness, it is not for a father
to increase it at such a *ime.  Oh, let me see
him, that T may tell him so before I diet”

“Then am I commissioned to relieve your
mind; the name of the sufferer is lenry
Hervey.”

How inconsistent is poor human nature!
One would suppose that this relief from his
worst fears would have been a oy to Mr.
Bingly, and yet it came to him like a disap-
pointment. His very soul had so yearned to
the sufierer, that to find he had no claim in
him, scemed like a violent deprivation. ** Are
you sure there is no mistake #°

“Oh, none whatever,” said the chemist.
“Jere is a letter which had accidentally
dropped on the floor. You see the address
is Henry Hervey ; and here is a memorandum
appended,apparently in his own handwriting.”

A film came over the father's eyes; or was
it his trembling hands that prevented his
reading the scroll 2 But, letter by letter, the
handwriting of hissen smotc upon the father’s
vision. **Ismy son alive, Mr. Tisick?”
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“ Dear me—Dbless me! ean he be your son
after all ¢ asked the chemist with great glee.
“Yourson! [fe lives, and the surgeon as-
sures me he will do well,
promi~¢ ! The chemist looked at M. Bingly,
and suw, from the expression of his connten-
ance, where the seraphic smile of gratitude
and devotion were blended, that this was an
unnesessary question. * Now, come and see
your son.

The father approached — noisclessly  ap-
praached—knelt by the bedside, took hisson's
hand, anl, pressing it to his lips, murmured :
“Iarry 7

“Can yeu forgive me, father?”

“All, all—even the worst, as I hope to be
forgiven ¢”

“And zhe ?” added his son.

A spasm shook the strong and haughty
mai 3 hut his betternature prevailed.  * Yes,
Harey 5 if vours, che is mine.”

“Ewmily ' faindy but joyfully cjaculated
the yvoung wman,

¢ Ewily 1" echoed the father; “surely her
name was Sarah.”

“ O father, you could not suspeet that?
"Tis Fnily “Uricbner, an orphan, whom I ven-
tuved "

The tather started to his feet in speechless
amazewment.  * Emily Triehner!? the orphan
child of my best and dearest friend, who was
consigned to wy care aflter hev father’s death,
and reported to have been lost at sea 27

“lome, come!™ interposed little Tisick,
with a faltering voice, and after yubbing his
eves with his handkerchicf; “this may be
too much for my patient. Mr. Bingly, when
you've done embyacing Faily, I'll trouble you
to conic down stairs, when 1 shall again teil
you to go hame; but this time to cofort
your wile with the news of a recovered son
and a happy marviage: and above all, with
that best of all joys—the consciousness that,
amidst much tribulztion, you have bean able
to atiuin to the high and holy attribute of wn-
ficd forgiveness"—Chambers' Edinburgh
Juurnal.

- O -
THE WORLD.
LY TYRO.

Oh! heed it not; it's wity, slanderous tongue

Will mar thy prospects, be they ¢'er so fair;
Nor faults of age, nor foibles of the young,

Was the falsc demon ever known to spare,
The good, the great, the virtuous, and the wise

Provoke it's enmity each passing hour;
Court not the flivting shadow, but despise

It's fell attempis, and laugh to scorn it's power.
Perchance it may assail thee in the form

Of frien liness, and when thon deenr'st all still,
Over thy head will burst the dreadful storm,

Whose vengefnl lightnings never fail to kill,
Conciliate it not: it's very praise

I3 buta glimwering light, that Gickersand decays.

Remember your
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Avrontograriy is at once capable of being
the most satisfactory and ansatistietory of all
reading.  ‘The man who tells his own tale of
uceessity speaks as much of sentiment as of
action,—of thought as of incident.  He looks
sinto his own heart as well as apon the outer
workd of men and appearances, To him the
feelings within are as imuch [acts as the reali-
tics without.  'The passing thought, the shade
iof suspicion, the working of passion, the striv-
iugs of ambition—of which none arve con-
selous but himself,—are to him cvents to he
written down.  This has its advantages and
disadvantagzes. Al men's thonghts ave worth
kunowineg, but we can ounly hear to hear them
when they are well and judiriously told.—
' Same of the feelings of all are =0 common that
s they only veqguire to be glanced at, and our
own experience tills up the outiine.  Others
Jave so my=terions that he who experiences
i them can only indicate them, and ought not
to attempt to do more. A master mind feels
all thiy, and makes autobiography the best of
fiction. Common-place wind< claborate every-
thing and make it tedious.  Minds which
range between do a little of both; and of this
character is the mind which has praduced
Francis Croft, an autebiography.  Y:f, in
s the main, it is a good story, or we should not
i epitomize it for our readers.  In doinz ko, we
shall necessarily leave out the prosy, and
gathering the most attractive of the matenal,
touch gently upon those portions which ap-
pear to us to spring from false doctiines of
life.

; PFrancis Croft i an orphan alinost from the
time when memory presenis the ehild to the
fman. He tells us, as he gathered it in afer
1 Bfe, that his mother was the danghter of o
iwidow who kept a cheulating library in a
coantry town.  The widow afieraards mar-
yried one M Ragge, a veterinary surgeon, of
whom more hereafier. The danghter, who
used to emrry books to and fro between the
library and customers, fiiled her head with
seraps by the way, and cut of the fragments,
patched up a kife of romance for hevsel®  On
one of these errands she met Franeis Croft's
father: he was a clerk in a mereantile honse,
recruiting his health by a holiday.  The ac-
quaintance, which began in romance-reading
by the wayside, ended as romances generally
do, in marriage.  The first result was Mr
Francis Croft, the hero of the autabiography,

He gives us pleasantly enougiv those carly
reminiscences of childhood, which most men
remember in the far-ofl’ cloud-like region of
the morning of life.  The pleasant old house,
with his pale, studious father, and mild, gquict
mother; the litte sister coming into the world
—the little cot in the corner by the fire place,
the sick mother,—theroom hushed into guict-
nesg, and the chiid-like wonderment about ail
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the observances which hover about the grand F of a neighboring farmer,  Jack is a sort of
mystery of birth, when another being comes i juvenile rustic hero—one of those boas found
into the world.  Gther reminisecnces, 100, he ; in wost country vitlages ; leading all the other
has, «till more faint, of trouble coming into, boys—ready to fight his own battles; or any-
the quiet home,—~how, he does not under- | body else’s—foremost in robl.ing o1 chards, and
stand,—of his_father being without emy loy- | taking his full share in case of discovery—one
ment, roserved and melancholy 3 and ancther | of those lads of whom old ladies, shaking their
scene, yet more indistinet, of a weeping wo- | heads, sagely prophesy a bad cud, but who
man crouching at his father’s feet, and pray [too often defy prophecy by virtne of the
ing 1o be sparcd from grief and disgrace. healthy energy of their character, and the

‘Then be vecollects that his father made up ) good heartedness which lies below it.  Jack
his mind to go abroad to some mercantile ap- | Barnes walks with Francis as far as the se-
pointment in South America,—the breaking | cond milestone—the two planning visions of
up of home—the tears at parting with famil- | futare greatness, 10 be vealized in London;
iar seenes and objects,—the packing up for land then producing from his shoe—his pock-
the voyaze,~—the cart at the door loaded with ; ets, lacerated by tops and marbies, being an
trunhs-—Lis motherand hislitte sister among | unsafe treasury—all his stock of money—a

them, Just at the moment up rides Mr. Ragge,
talked of bad times, as seliish men do talk
to exeuse hisnot helping the departing family;
Lt prompted by one of those indefinable im-
pulses, which sellish menoften fiel, offered to
adopt Francis upon the spot, with the promise,
which might mean so much, or so little, of
“doing somcthing for him.”  Francis recol-
Ieets his father's specchless sorrow as he
mately accepts the offer—the tearful kisses
which were his good-by to his family,— the
old siiver wateh, taken from his father's pock-
¢, and transferred to his own, as a last token,
—the cart joiting ofl; and his running after it
titl he felt down with child-ike sorrow and
anger, and  determination not to be left be-
hind,—concluded by Mr. Ragge's viding after
him and bringing him back to a sense of his
sitnation by a cut of his whip.

Then follows some years of such life as
many  children experience; in the houschold
of Ragae.  That gentleman performs his prom-
is¢ of **doing somcthing” for Franciy, by
handing him over 1o the okl houschecper as a
drudg., to help about the house.  But better
things than that befall Francis. He was—
perhaps in a moment of compunction on the
part of Mr. Ragge—sent toan evening school,
and afterwards, by some influence of Mrs,
Bennet, the wife of the clergyman, and a
friend of his mothers, to a good day-school,
wheie he made rapid progress.  But at last
Mrs. Bennett died, without—as Mr. Ragge ex-
peeted shie would—leaving Francis anything,
and then fortune changed again,  Francis,
now about thirteen, became in the eyes of Mr.

Razgge and his housckeeper, and sundry old
cronies of the veterinary surgeon, a sort of
vagahond, and the end of it was, that his

shilling— entreats his playmate’s aceeptance
of it by throwing it down and runuing away
aying.

Frank goes on to other scnes—walks for-
ward to London without mych idea of how far
itis, Here meeting a landiady who makes a
fearful inroad on his purse by a charge of
cighteen for ale and bread and cheese—there
falling in-with another wha, out of pity for the
boy, gives what he needs, and adds a lutle to
his small stock of silver besides. When he
nears London, Frank—as heroes of yomance
always, and boys in ruril life sometimes do—
meets a benefactor. At a wavside inn he
sees a pale gentleman,  Thisx genticman draws
fiom him his history, his hopes, and hix eapa-
pabilities—the latter consisting of ~ome know-
ledge of HHomer and Virgil—smiles at his en-
thusinsm—gives Frank hisaderess in London,
where he is 10 be found in a fortuight, and
lends the boy a guinea, taking his watch, more
as a guarantee for seeing him again, than as a
pledge for the repayment of the money.
Golden dreams open upon Frauk, and aiter
the strange genteman, Mr. Strangfurd, leaves
the inn, he walks about the lanes; and is
vobbed by a man and woman of all he has.
But Mr. Strangford, he finds, has paid for his
place on the London coach, and Frank—hope
rising above grief for his loss—goes on to that
dream-land of youny: rastics,

The coach arrives,—Frank stands npon the
step of 2 London iny, stunned with the nov-
clty and the desolateness of his situation ; he
attracts the notice of the conchman.  Where
is he going?  Frank does not know. The
coachman knows a ““nice quict house,” kept
by a friend of hix, where Frank may board and
lodge on moderate terms. But he has no

grandinther by marriage kicked him out ofj money. Well, that does not matter.  (Coachee
doors one morning, telling him togo and seck ; has picked up something of Mr. Strangford’s
his fortune in London, ona basis of three haift {intention to help Frank): he can have credit.
crowns and the silver watch given him by his FSo Frank ix installed into the *nice quict
father—rhe said Ragge spreading a report in | house,”  Frank young as he is, does notiike
the neighbourhood that Frank had feloniously | the honse: there is something in the black
approp:iated such watcn and then decamped. ; eyes of the fat, rosy landindy,—sonething in

We can only glance at Franeis's parting | the aspect of the customers,—something in the
with Lis old playmate, Jack Barnes, the son | busely-furnished dity attic where he is to
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sleep—in the whole air of the place, in fact—
which repels him without his understanding
it. Those who know what a low London
public house of doubtiul character is, will un-
derstand it well enough,  Frank makes an
acquaintance of a fellow-lodger, a seedy, cour-
teously impadent, slang-talking man—a Mr.
Pratt, easily recognised by those who are cog-
nizaut of’ life as one of the adventurers with
whom London swaims; black-leg adventurers,
sometimes up in the world, and successful at
the gaming-table—sometimes down, and hid-
ing in back emrrets.  Pratt treats the boy as
a man; inaugurates him into life at a bache-
lors’ party in Pratts squalid room ; introduces
him toa Nouth American, Colonel Price, and
a doubtful-looking hook-nosed lrishman, Cor-
nelins Joy. The boy cannot play at cards
with the worthy trio, for he has no money ;
go he looks on and deinks the gin-and-vater,
which ix plentiful.  Frank has no proper cha-
racter of his own yet, but he has that which
makes or breaks a man—as often one as the
other—a craving after excitement; after he
has drunk a certain quantity, the longing of
the gambler comes on him; he clutches at
the cards; he wants them to lend him five
shillings “to try his luck.” They laugh at
him, and the boy drinks again, is carried to
bed he knows not how, and wakes next morn-
ing il

Pratt is at his bedside, the fellow has a
scheme in which he means to make Frank an
instrument ; he tells him aromance, which he
calls his life,—a romance of pleasure, wealth,
and love.  Frank knows what love is already,
—not personally, but sympathetically, through
Jack Barneg, who had a sweetheart named
Dolly; and he hasall the curious boyish vanity
50 common among youths in the matterof the
tender passion.  Pratt’s tale interests him:—
the fellow has loved a respectable girl, and
been loved by her; but her friends have taken
her out of his way,—she is at the house of =
country schoolmaster.  Prait intends to pass
off Francis as his son; to take him to the
school; to teave him with a note to Cornclia,
and plan an clopement.  Frank has not fallen
into untruthfulness yet,—he ohjectsto the de-
ception; but the wily man of the workd beats
down his scruples, and tempts him with the
romance. The father is to be dropped for the
guardian, and Pratt, out of some of those mys-
terious resources known only to the hangers-
on upon life, finds respectable clothes for him-
self and his young accomplice.

They go to the school: Frank interests the
good old schoolmaster—ane of the simple, be-
nevolent, wise men, so fit to teach boys—by
the recital of his real story up to the time of
meeting Mr. Strangford,  Pratt persounates
Mr, Swrangford, who is known to the school-
master by his literary reputation, and Frank is
left withanote to Cornelia, the object of Pratt’s
stratagem. Frank’s heart does somewhat smite

him for the part he is playing, but he sees Car-
olina in the schoolmasters family, pale and
welarcholy ; he thinks she is so because of
her separation from Pratt, and romance re-as-
sures him,  le finds an opportunity to de-
liver the note, and Cornelia conceals it; but
at night she comes to his bedroom, and then,
from her griefand reproaches, helearnsthat she
no longer loves Pratt; that she voluntavily
conceals hevself from him: that he holds her
reputationin his power, and is persecuting her
for the sake of the money she is entitled to.—
Thereis arevulsion of feeling in Frank's heart,
—that is a lesson of life; he hates Pratt, he
would do anything to help Cornelin.  She bids
him be still and silent, and goes to attend the
appointient at the garden gate, which the note
bids her keep. e follows her stealthily,—
finds that Pratt endeavours to carry off his un-
willing victim by force—helps her to resist,—
raises an outery, and at the approach of others,
Pratt makes ofl.  ‘The wretched Cornelia flies
back to the house, and with terror and shame,
and before any can follow dashes herself from
the window on to the stones below, where she
is found dead.

We can imagine the grief and horror of
Frank, who feels himself a murderer. We can
imagine, too, his conscience-stricken shame,
whun the goud schoolmaster draws from him
the truth, and leaves him locked in the room
to feel as those who accuse themselves of the
crime of murder do feel.  He cannot stay there
—his thoughts will not let him; he escapes
from the window and runs, he knows not,
cares not, where, so that it be away. He
passes houses, longing to go in and ask for
shelter, but dares not; he feels, young as he
is, all that isolation from his kind, that a sense
of crime produces upon a heart not trained to
wrong by gradual downward steps. e has
the conscience of a Cain within him, and that
makes a mark always upon the brow, which,
if not scen by others, is felt by self.  The night
passed away ; the rain went, and the sun rose
brightly.  Asthe day advanced, the tired wan-
derer was dragging wearily along a road lead-
ing to a village; passing a house, the garden-
eate opened, and a gentleman on horseback
dashed out; Frank heard a cry to stand aside,
then felt a blow, and when his consciousness
returned, was on a sofa in a room attendedby
a tall, handsowe, foreign lady, while a heauti-
ful little givl, with wondering, pitying eycs,
stood by.

That house was for some years Frank’s
home. Why he knew not. e told his tale,
and somchow it was understood that he must
stay there, and, without heing able to account
for it, he came to feel as though he had aright
tobethere.  There were more mysteries about
the house than that; in fact there was little
clse but mystery. Mr. Marston, the master
of the house, was a mystery.  He had been a
South American merchant ; that was all that
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wasknown. Living sumptuously, he avoided
acquaintance with the neighouring gentry.—
Secmingly without any reason for anxiety,
there was always the shadow of gloom over
him or near him. IIe had booksin plenty,
but was superficial in his knowledge, and at
times drank to excess. The author makes the
mistake of supposing that drunkenness is the
constant attendant upon crime ; it probably is
where erimes are commitied by men of weak
naturces, but strong-minded men are often in-
durated by wrong into endurance, and nerved
by it into sobricty. Mr. Marston, however,
was aweakman,  Very different was his wife
—the forcign lady—Camilia. Those who have
read Bulwer's Luceretia will be able to esti-
mate her character properly : beautiful, but
of a beauty one shrinks from with a sense of
dangerin the fascination; proud, haughty, pas-
sionate, and enduring; a sensual, carthy,
spirit, with a love only for one, and that one
her husband—alove violent, passionate, bound-
less,—a love capable of any wrong to shield its
olject,—the love of the tigress for her young
rather than like human affection.  On her too
was the gloom whichaffected Marston. Olym-
pia, the little girl, was not their child: she
also was only adopted as Francis was; why,
when, where, or how, they only knew. To
both the bog and the girl Marston was kind,
while Camilla serined only to endure them for
his sake.  Frank and Olympia became as bro-
ther and sister. They studied together, they
played together, and Frank relapsed into child-
hood. We hardly know how to reconcile this
to probability, but so it is in the story. Frank
was a sharp boy of fourteen. He had felt ro-
mance, he had tasted cxcitement, he had suf-
fered grief and foer. All these develope the
mind rapidly, yet he became a contented child,
the playmate of a girl of ten.

We must take a few incidents from this
strange life. One day & visitor came—a visitor
who evidently caused anxicty to both Mr.
Marston and Camilla. It was Cornelius Joy,
the hook-nosed Irishman, the accomplice of
Pratt.  He and Francis recognized each other.
What could he want? Neither the boy nor
the girl could understand. They had, how-
ever, felt the mystery of that house and made
romance of it, and with that mystery they
somehow connected Cornelius Joy. When
they were sent out of the room, after dinner,
they whispered their suspicions; they watchea
~—they overheard Camilla, though in indefin-
ite words, inciting Marston to murder Joy.
They heard him say, “No, not in his house.”
They saw Joy go away, apparently drunk,
and heard Camilla instigate Marston to follow
him, and they clung round the man whom
the beautiful fiend was tempting, and pre-
vented his going out. Camilla felt that
they suspected something, and set to work
to ascertain what. But Frank had learn-
ed to be cautious, else the South Ameri-

can would have smothered suspicion in
death.

Cornelius paid o second visit: onthat occa-
sion, shortly after he arrived at the house,
Frank and Olympia found George Ashburn, a
lad about Frank's age, lying on the grass,
where he had been struck down from his
horse by a robber. Iis deseription of his
assailant pointed to Cornelius Joy, and when
they took George Ashburn to the house, Cor-
nelius, who was there, escaped to avoid recog-
nition. What could be the connection between
Mr. Marston and suchaman? All Frank and
Olympia could divine was, that Cornelius pos-
sessed some sceret by which he extorted
moncey from Mr. Marston.

Another episode. Two ladies came on a
visit, one old, the other—Julin—young and
beautiful. Camilla hated them.  She looked
on the younger as & possible rival.  Olympia
overheard her say that it was another scheme
of Lacy’s. Who wasLacy? IFrank was now
eighteen, and the beautiful, bold Julia made
an impression on his heart; but when he de-
clared his love, she laughed at him--told bim
ifhe knew her by and by he would be thank-
ful to her for doing so, and the two ladies
shortly after went away.

The incident to which we have already re-
ferred, of the attack upon George Ashburn,
led to an intimacy with the family, and that
in its turnled to two love affairs ; one between
Frank and a cousin of George’s—a light flirt-
ation, begun and ended without much sorrow
another, more serious, between George and
Olympia, now grown into a beautiful girl.
George is the type of a modern young man of
the world. Well-ecducated, liberal in senti-
ment, courteous in manner, moral in appear-
ance—he is a libertine ; and as soon as Frank
sees indications of that, he forbids his atten-
tions to Olympa, and extracts from her a pro-
mise not to sce her again for a year. Frank
has a right to do this, for Mr. Marston has
confessed to him that Olympia is his sister.
When his father and mother went to South
America, taking his sister, the ship was
wrecked, as Frank knew aiready, and believed
all to have been lost; but he learns from Mr,
Marston that the little girl was saved and
adopted by him. What mystery is it that
links the Marstons to him and his sister?
That Frank cannot fathom.

Frank is now ninecteen, and Mr. Marston
decides that he is to begin life for himself,
What profession will he choose? Ile has
made up his mind alrcady—the profession of
literature. So he starts to London again with
with £100 in his pocket. There have been
many sketches of literary life, and the author
of Francis Croft paints the dark side of the
picture. The ardent hopes of young aspir-
ants—the difficulty of finding employment—
the struggles which pave the way of the litte-
rateur. We pass over this—over the half love-
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making of the suseeptible Frank with the lodg- | the dénouement—a very complicated one—
ing-house heeper's hushinnd-secking daueh-! beging,

ter—over a g'imp<e of Julia Litton, who ixa

Marston is veally Mr. Bennett, the son of

London conrtesan,  The records of degrada- i the friend of Frank's mother. This Bennett
tion are full of such lives as this of Julin’s—; was formerly a clerk in the same honse as

lives which may not be lightly touched on, ! Frank’s father.
but of which socicty must hewr more yet, ere | partners.
Out of an|to sach an extent as to cause its hankruptey ;

the canses of them are struck at.

Mr. Kempsie was one of the
Bennett had forged on the house

interview with Julia, Frank visits a pawn-{and o grief for her hushand’s fall, Mrs,

broker (o redeem some pledges, and there he
meets his old friend of the inn, Mr. Strang-
fordd.

As Frank stands in oune of the narrow
boxes of the pawnbroker's shop, a voice ar-
rests his attention in the other, and he sees
his father's wateh offered in pledge.  The
pledger is Mr. Stangford.  Frank rashes
after him, accosts him, and renews their old
acquaintance.  They become friends.  This
gives the author another opportunity of deline-
ating literary life ; and he shows us a man
who, thaneh talented, has learned nothing
upon which he e depend—a  genteman
without resources, broken in health, unfit to
work, unadhle to rest, wearing ont the remnant
of life, finishing a nove!, o that he may leave
his wife and danghter something at least be-
fore he dies. Tt is a sad story, of which we
shall have more to say presently. Mr. Strang
ford doex die before his book is finished., Mrs,
Strangford soon follows him, and Frank mar
ries their danghter, who is left without a
fricnd.  Heis prompted more by pity than by
love, thongh Mary is both beautiful and love-
able. Like many of the daughters of literary
men in real life, however, she iz uneducated,
and Frank has an idea in which intellect as
well as beantv plays its part.

Throuzh Mr. Stranczford, Frank has become
arquainted with two city merchants, partiers,
Mr. Kempsie, and Stirling, his nephew.  The
nephew and Frank hbecome friends. The uncle,
too, is attached to him, though in a strange
wav. {le appers as though he was sensible
ofhaving wronged Frank, and anxions to make
reparation. The why Frank cannot compre-
hend.  This Mr. Kemnsie is an extraordinary
character,—powcerfully drawn,  He is kind,
generous, henevolent—but a  monomaniic.
He has loct his wife carly inlife in consequence
of the faults of others, and eriefand the desire
of revenge has unhinged his mind. At the
time of Franks marriage Olympia isin danger.
Lacy, of whom we have heard before, is at
Mr. Marstou’s, and Olympia is to be forced into
a marriage with hin.  Mr. Marston is unwil-
ling, but for some reason afraid to refuse.
Camiila urges on the sacrifice, as a means of
averting some mysterions danger. Olympia
invokes Frank's aid to save her. He goes
down; finds Lacy to be his old tempter Pratt,
backed by Cornelius Joy and the South Ame-
rican, Colonel Price. He is set at defiance,
and forced to leave without seeing his sister.
He returns to consult Mr. Dewpsie, and thean

Kewpsie had sickened and died.  Frank’s
father had been accused of complicity in the
crime, but of that he was innocent.  He did,
however, screen the eriminal and ail his
eseape, for which Mr. Kempsie never foraave
him; and by preventing him from obtaining
eployment, forced him to leave the country.
That weeping woman, whom Frank remem-
bered at his father's feet, was Mrs, Bennett,
imploring that her son mizht not he given up
to justice. 'This explained the link which con-
nected Mr. Marston with Frank and Olvmpia,
This was the seeret, the possession of which
eave Pratt and his accomplices a hold aver
Marston.  Mr. Kempsie took advantage of
Frank’s information to set the officers of justice
after Marston; and when he escaped from them
Olympia was rescued from her perilous posi-
tion,

For the rest of the details we muct refer the
reader ta the book itself.  How Olympia, a
high minded woman, became first an inmate
in the house of her brother, then a governess;
how Marston, hunted by Kempsie, was driven
to suicide, at the instigation of Camilla: how
Frank found his wife worthy of love, and won
from her that affection which he had at first
loxt by his want of sympathy; how Stirling
woun Olympin, after overcoming harriers which
his own su~picious nature set up between him
and the high-souled beautv; how Frank,
abandoning the uncertain pursait of literatuare,
hecame Stivling’s partner, as a merchant in
Ttalv,.—paying hefore he went, a farevell visit
Jack Barnes and his former sweetheart—sinee
wife—Dolly, and confronting and confuunding
Mr. Ragge, would take more space to tell in
detail than we canspare.  Enouch tosav that
the antohiogrephy of Franciz Croft ends hap-
pilv, and the voung olive branches clustering
round his table are never likely to endure the
struggles he has passed throngh.

Altorether Francis Croft will rank hieh
among the novels of the year, notwithstanding
that there is here and there a want of connec-
tion in its construction, and probability in its
development ; but we must put in oar protest
against the author's estimate of literary life.
True, there are such examples as that of Mr,
Strangford, but there are many which tell a
far different tale. In literature, as in other
pursuits, the great prizes are few, and those
who do not gain them must be content to stand
on the same level as other workers, They
must practice prudence, and work hard: but
that is only what the great mass of men are
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forced to do,  They have no special cause to
repine which is not shared by thousands,
They cannot expect to be exempt from com-
mon ills and struggles. Tt i<not the part of a
fricud to tell them to be discontented,  The
world does not use them worse than it does
other men; and so far from their needing
State help, or charity, they only need to be fit
for the task they are ealled on to execnte, and
to depend boldly and hopefuliy on themselves,
to make their position as comfortable and ho-
norable as 1t is necessary and useful.
————— - o ——
WOMAN'S LOVE.
BY TYRO,
Ou! 'tis a sacred, pure, and holy light,

Not like the ardent, overpow’ring blaze
Of the meridian sun’s refulgent rays,

Bat vather like the moonbeam, pale yet bright,

That holds it's sway throughout the weary night,
And penetrates the thick and gloowmy haze
Of brooding durkness :—would these humble lays

Could picture forth fair woman's love aright.
! 'tis a web, spun with the nicest art,

Which, vightly used, no force has powerto sever;
But trifie with it, and you rend apart,

Its thread of magic structure,—aund for ever!
Reader, whoe'er thou art,-—is it thy lot
This treasure to possess,—abuse it not,

——— ———y - s
THE WAISTS OF AMERICAN LADIES,

The unnatural length and ridiculons amallness
of their waists hallle deseription.  ** A waist that
could be spanned *is an English metaphorical ex-
pression used inanovel, butitizan American fact;
and so alarmi vz does it appear to an Englishman,
that my first sentiment, on viewing the phenome-
non, waz one of pity for unfortunate beings who
might possibly break off in the middle  like
flowers fram the stalk, betore the evening conclu-
ded.  No less extraordinary is the size of the
ladies’ arms, I saw many which were scarce
thicker than moderate-sized walking-sticks.  Yet,
strange to sav, when these ladies pass the age of
forty, they frequently atisin an enormous
The whole cconomy of their structure is thew re-
versed, their wrists andanms becoming the thick-
est parts of the body.  Here is a subject worthy
the contemplation of the ethnotogist.  How comes
itto pass that the Buglish type—which 1 presume
has not, in every case, been so affected by the
admixture of others as to lose its own identity—
}mw comes it to pass, I say, that the Enalish type
13 s0 strangely altered in a few generations? 1
have heard various hypotheses: :imongst others,
the habits of the people—the dry climate. The
effect of the latter on a European constitution
would have appeared tome sufficient to acconnt
for the singular confirmation, if T had not been
persuaded by natives ot the country, that the
small waist is maiuly owing to tightlacing. This
practice, it is said, i3 persevered in to an alarming
extent; and if report be true, it is to be feared
that the effects will be felt by future gencrations
toa greater degree than they arc at present.

[OF T

MISTAKE AT ANYPHING
CAN BE WRITTEN ¢« WITHHOU L SOME
LOVE IN 11"

“ No scanda against Gueen Elizabeth,” retorts
the lover of Sheridan, as he re-veads our head-
ing.  Noj; rest assured, I amnot going to talk
about Queen Elizabeth, but there will be some
love in this chapter.

I never wrete a regular novel, but T have
read enough 1o know, that if there was not a
little morscl of e belle pussion hrown into the
narrative of even an older man than myscif, no
one would helieve it to be genuine, It would
he set down as the cold, set seribbling of some
penny-a-liner, who hadnever got bevoud catch-
ing the eye of the speaker, or parliamentary
reform. Even the highly respeeta -le aristo-
cratic novel,—in which nothing less than a
haronet, and nobody with less than thirty
thousand poundsean be introduced—is obliged
to comly with the universal law, *“which
makes the world goround,” and which makes
not a few heads, old and voung, goround too.

T do suspeet (now that | know that it was
s0) that T have scen Florablush now and then
and look fidgety, without any particular
reason, and 1 do believe that she and Maria
Darlingion have been more together of late
than usual, and that she has left off teasing
Maria about Tom fleywood. What anass [
was'—hut a man never sees what is passing
under his very no<e.  His expuerience must be
brought, like the fashion of his coat, from a
distance.

T was sitting in my office this morning, en-
joving a virtuous indignation epistle trom a
deanand chapter, who were making a virtue of
refuiling certain monevs which they had been
cornpelled, by popular indignation and honest
opposition, to give up to the richt owners,
shenaclerk announced thata younggentleman
wished to speak to me, at the same time pre-
senting a eand hewring thename of Mr Charles
Derrv. T recollected the name at once; he
was an acquaintance of Tow's, and had met
usrather ficquiently of lateat different parties,
and had even called several times.  The girls
had always told me when he did so,—bug,
stange to =y, be always managed to call
when T was ont.

On entering, he made several apologices for
the intrusion, and having eatistied him that
none were necessary, | inguired to what cause
T owed the pleasure of his visit,

It is unnecessary to state that it was an
affair *of the utmost importance to his whole
future happiness,” T wondered 1 had never
zuessed something, or how T had been so silly
as to suppose that my little ladies would see
other peopie making love, and getting married,
and not themselves fecl some anxiety to quit
the parent nest. 'Was there to beno love, by
way of episode, in their history, as well as in
as in that of others,—my own included ?
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He was a nice, manly young fellow, and
though 1 could not help smiling at his enthu-
stasm, I thought of my carly flame Fanny, and
hoped that it was no flesh-wound, or skin-graze
(Flora is terribly pretty though 1 know 1
should not say so0), but an honest enduring
affection.  “Ifave you spoken to my girl on
the subject¢” 1 atlength askcd—Pooh! pooh!
1 knew well enough he had.

“1 confess that I ventured, on two or three
occasions, to address Miss Dearlove; and 1
dare to hope that your consent would lend
weight to my wishes.”

“ In other words, vou have her permission
to ask me to give her leave to do what you
have no doubt she will do,” T replied, laugh-
ing. “Come, come,” I added, “I know
cnough of these little aftairs to be convinced
that papas and mamas only come in as seconds
in a duel of matrimony,—after the principals
have fought it out themselves. Well, well, we
must be plain in such a matter. What do
your fricnds say to your intentions?  And—
what will you do to keep up the matrimonial
happiness when you have attained it? Come,
step into the inner oflice, where we shall not
be interrupted, and we will talk over matters.”

With a grateful, and by no means dissatis-
fied smile, he accompanied me, and we sat
dowu by the fire.

His account of himself pleased me by its
candor. Likea gocl many young men, he
had just got enough into pecuniary embarrass-
monts to have been obliged to “cut in™ in
time, and, unlike a good many other young
men, he Zad cut in in time.  Hcavowed him-
self now clear from all debt, owner of the
house ke lived in, and of a fair and improving
share in a city business, with the respectabi-
lity of which I was well acquainted. Having
no one but a rather fond mamma and aunt to
consult, both of whom were rather anxious to
see him “settled in life,” he dreaded no family
obstacles to his happiness; and I did not feel dis-
posed to be the bugbearto his hopes.  “Very
well,” T said, ¢ come and sup with us at half-
past nine this evening, and we will sce abeut
it. There, that will do,” T added, doubtless
cutting short a most eloguent expression of
thanks, “T must fill up those forms of applica-
tion,” and I began writing my own signature
most vigorously,—an act which, to say the
truth, forms the principal business of a senior
partner.

I go home full of schemes for teasing Flo
(as we call her) into a confession, and, as good
fortune will have it, she rans to open the door
tome. Tam carlier thanusual. Did the puss
think that it was——not I? But I keep my
countenance, and kiss her and the other girls
Jjust as if nothing had happened.

Though I am not old enough for the high-
eomedy grandfather, I really feel very like Mr.
W. Farren as I chuckle over my dinner. ¢ By
the way, my dear,” Isuddenly say to my wife,

“T want a Jiptle bit of something nice for sup-
per at half-past nine. A young triend of mine
is coming in."”

“Tom Heywood, as nsual, T suppose ?” says
Bessy, looking at Maria Darlington. *Old Mrs,
Roper asked me the other day whether he
lived heret”

“No, not Tom Heywood.” [ replied laconi-
cally, dividing the body of a teal; “perhaps,”’
I added, “Flora can tell you.”

Poor Flo, she is quite taken aback. She
looks o pretty and so anxious at the same
time, that even if I were inclined for a small
display of impromptu private theatricals, I
could not look angry. “Come here, sly hoots,”
isall T can say; but T see that Flo doesn't
care about any more dinner. ¢ Dear, kind
papa!” she says, as a tear or twwodrops on my
cheek; I thought you could not be angry.”

'T'o say how happy and how mysterious my
wife and daughters are on the ocecasion, and
how little Flo laughs when she has got over
the first touch of conscicnce and modesty,—
to say how happy I feel in having children
who can trust me,—would keepsupper waiting
Ienzer than my readers would care about.
Everybody is in the kitehen except Flora and
mysel; and we are talking as—it is a pity
father and child do not talk more frequently.

At length comes a double knock, and, des-
pite of same highly proper blushing, cte. etc.
I send o to open it.  If Charles Derry be-
lieves in * hard-hearted fathers ™ after this, I
shall set him dovn: as an infidel, capable of
anything, from tie toe-and-heel polka to high
treason.

We are a happy trio, for Charles has spent
all the afternoon in drawing up a clear state-
ment of hus affairs, and taken as a whole, the
young couple may hold up their heads with
confidence. Besides there is a good balance
in my account at Farquhar and Herries.

My wife always comes out strong on great
occasions, and this evening's supper is deci-
dedly a great occasion. How so many light,
nice, digestible nick-nacks could be got
together in so short a space of time, 1 cannot
tell; but Emily mischievously whispers that
it is “to give the future Mrs. Derry alesson.”

The time is spent very pleasantly, and rung
on very fast. Tom Heywood, who has, of
course, dropped in, is paying Maria more at-
tention than ever, and by-and-by informs me
that he is going seriously to work, and intends
also poing to church on the same day as
Charles Derry. e makes 2 wretched joke
about “ hunting in couples,” but I am in too
good a humour not to laugh.

What desperate arrangements for going to
all sorts of places! The weather is fine, and
out-door amusements are just beginning to be
agrecable.  Besides, such charming small gal-
lantries about carrying parasols and reticules,
—such polite anxicties about avoiding damp
feet,—and such charming convenience for mig-
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sing the rest of your parly, and yet always
unaccountably meeting them when it is time
to go home! I sce plainly that the next few
days will not be the most industrious of the
whole year, and so 1 gave a gencral carte
blanche, resolving to fill up some rather heavy
arrears of business, and to look over my money
concerns generally.

All Ucan say is, that if Bessy and Emily
follow their sister’s example, T shall not be
mistaken again!

FASHION.

Wuo makes the fushion? because T cannet
believe that there is any profound reason for
my trowsers being cut straight this winter,
when they lapped a little over the foot a year
ago. Nor do [ fancy there is any especial
mystery in the fact that the skirts of my street-
coat must now haug to the calves of my legs,
when last year they scarcely fell below my
waist. What would induce my cousin Maule
to receive visitors this morning in the costume
of my grandmother's portrait? Yet it is
much more simple and picturesque than anv-
thing Maude will wear.  The only reason she
can give is, that it is * out of fashion.” Who
put it out? And who, from time to time, con-
tinues to put “out of fashion " what is grace-
ful and picturesque, and to put *in fashion ™
very gracelessand clumsy contrivances? The
other day my aunt Jaue entertained the little
folk who came to tea with Clara by coming
down in her bridal hat. There was one burst
of laughter from young and old.  “You may
luugh,” said aunt Jane, smiling, “but when |
went to church after my marriage, in that hat,
I assure you it was the envy and despair of the
whole town ; and, by next Sunday, the church
was full of all kinds of imitations of it.” When
the little people came to take leave of aunt
Janc, she said to them, “keep the bonnets you
are wearing to-night for twenty years, and
then you will laugh as heartily at them as yov
do at my bridal hat to-night.” Should we not?

Not many years ago our mothers all wore
leg-of-mutton sleeves-—stiff, starched, clumsy
wings, opposed to every feeling of propricty
and sense of beauty. Then came the sleeves
puffzd about the shoulder and upper part of
the arm.  Aunt Jane, [ remember, used to
wear under-slecves, or circular cushions stuffed
with down or feathers, or something else, to
make the puff of the outer sleeve sufficiently
prominent ; they used to sit in these deformed
dresses, and laugh by the hour over Queen
Anne’s hoops and heels, and the Chinese
coiffure of Louis XIV.sladies. Andto-day at
dinner, as cousin Maude held her plate for a
cut of roast turkey, and dipped her falling-lace
under-sleeve into a dish of gravy, and then
draggaled it over the tablecloth, she was shout-
ing with laughter at the idea of ny mother in
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thos: othersleeves. Maude hates the Bloomers,
hecause they are contemnporary, hut merely
derides the high heels and short skirts of ear-
lier days. ‘This she did vehemently one day last
week. as [ escorted her up the College Avenue,
and, at the same moment, her skirts were
sweeping the mul and o/ of the street, to the
great saving of the scaverger’s salary, but,
unhappily, to the great disgust of every decent
p:r=on. My dear coz,”  Ma-rlesays to me,
*one must be in the fashion.,” *But who
makes it?” inguive T desperately. “Don't
be a fool, John,” she replies, and from this
pious devotee I can get no other account of
the goldess,

If Clawde Fay, who is a lover of my cousin
Maude's, wished to seenre her fave ny would
he be likely to array himselfin a “ gieen, half-
trimmed frock and breeches, lined with silk,™
ora “Queen’s blue dress sait,” or “u half.
dress suit of satteen, lined with satin,” or even
a * pair of sitk stocking breeches, and another
pair of a bloom-color?”  Yet O'iver Goldsmith
doomed all this gear to win the smiles ot the
Jessamy Bride.

Uncle Solomon and his set were great judges
of wine. At least, they said so, and [ know
that tiey were great drinkers. T dined often
at uncle's table and saw much of the set.—
They svore at Madetra.  Sherry was a thin,
woman's wine; aud they qualfed foaming
glasses of sparkling raby liquor,  This
was ten years ago. The next time T dined
with Uncle Solomon, 1 xpokeof French wines,
and German and Italian wines, They were
damned direetly.  They were “stuff)” and
“exeerable,” and “woman’s wine,” an:d many
ather disagreeable things.  Madeira was the
wine for a man. ¢ Amen,” thundered Crab-
tree, bat broke off sud lenly, smarting with a
twance of the gout.  “Claret is your gouty
wine," cried Uncle Sol.  * Yowr Rhenish 18
vinegar,” said another guest.  *“ And your
[talian wines muddy, sweetened water,” added
a very rich gentleman at the foot of the table..

Uncle Sol an his set were fairly entitled to
their opinion, and might drink what wine they
pre ferred.  But why this monstrous contempt
and commiseration for other tistes than theirs®
Are not sweet Tokay and the Rhenish wines
the wines of history and poctry?  Would
Horace have exchanged a single sip of his ex-
quisite Falernian fora tun of such lava?  Wag
the wine of Cyprus, which old Crabtree pishes
at as a cordial, ever drunk by modern travel-
ler without emotion? To hear Uncle Sol and
his set, you would have fancied that no one
ever drank wine with understanding, untit
this blessed club of diners-out met for the
purpose. It imposed upon me for along time;
and T had a seeret pity for men who did not
believe in Madeira. But I presently crossed
the sea myself, and discovered what good wine
was. [ drank the pure vintage of the Rhine,
and the Danube, and the Arno, the Sicilian
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shore, and the broad fields of France; and
tasted the grape and its blossom, the sun, the
country, and the climate, in each wine I quaf-
fed. Well, when 1 came home after six
years' absence, 1 dined one day with the rem-
nant of the old set.  Six years hadswept away
much prejudice and much wine. 1 found
them drinking claret, Rhienish, and sherry, to
a man.  There was a bottle of very old
Madeira introduced as a curinsity, and every
man took a thimblefull. Du  -the staple tip-
ple,” as Claude Fay calls it, was light wine,
“ Light wine’s all the go now, my boy,” said
Uncle Sol. “Why ¢ smd I. “Oh! 1 don’t
know ; it's the fashion. We don't swig and
guzzle as we used o do,” replied he.

This scems very ridiculous.  Ave we mere
puppets which this magcian Fashion moves
at witl?  Are we lay-figures only, draped by
this eapricious fairy?  “T will not submit,”
cri d 1, “tisunmanly. Peach-bloom breeches
are as good as my grey trowsers. 1 will be
boid, 1 will be free, 1 will be »

“Out of the fashion, if you dare,” said
Clraude Fay, who heard me. .And was he not
right agnin ¢ 1s it not easier to stretch the
truth a little, than to wear a high black-satin
stock? Yet that was the top of fashion when
the first gentlemen in Europe wore it.  Show
me 2 man bold enough to be out of fashion,
not for a freak, or a bet, or for an cccasion,
but, if you choose to say so, upon principle,
and T will show yeu a hero. We none of us
fike it.  We ke to huve our hats and boots
and waistcoats in the fashion.  Weareaverse
to having our wives and daughters—how
much more our misiresses—say—, *oh! how
old-faskioned.”

*Tis fashion that makes cowards of us all.
A belle’s face in the bonnet of ascore of years
since, was like a rosc at the bottom of a coal-
scuttle. Now it stands forth from her bon-
net, like the rose bursting from the bud. T
consider that we arc the gainers. But Iam
not very turbulent in my joy, for I wonder
whether the next freak will not be to cover
the face with the oriental Yashmak, leaving
onc eye only to beam soft splendour through
that terrible eclipse. Tt is Fashion that rules
us, not taste, not beauty, not the becoming,
nor the picturcsque.

They who know how to give have gined the
portal; they who know how todeny have entered
the temple.

Love, like theplague, is oftcn communicated by
clothes and moncy.

The same people who can deny others every-
thing are fumous for denying themsclves nothing.

An air on the bagpipes always reminds one of
a tunc ticd to a post.

Reason, like the sun, shows what is under it,
bat nothing above it

Antiquity can no more privelege an error, than
Boveliy prejudice a truth,

FOREST GLEANINGS.
No. IX.

¢ A few leaves gathered by the wayside.”?
HUMOURS OF HOLY EVE.
Awmoxc the few old customs that have been
introduced into our colony by the Irish and
Scotch settlers, Holy Eve is one that is still
Kepst up, not only among the lower class of
emigrants, but also among those who occupy
a higher order in society, more especially
amonyg the Irish, whose genuine love of fun
and frolic has always distinguished them from
their more sober-minded and less excitable
neighbors of England.  Christmas is the Eng-
lishman's national holiday, frem the peasant’s
cot to the earl's castle, but 1oly Eve and Yule
or New Year's Eve are the great days observed
by the Drish and Scoteh; these are days that
enliven the young and cheer the hearts of the
old, bringing back again to them joys long
since past—Kkindling former smiles again
S Ia faded cves that long had wept.?

Reason may laugh and asceties frown, and yet
I question if any one is the worse for such
mectings and relaxations from the cares and
sorrows of life; even Solomon says thereis a
time to laugh as well as a time to weep and
mourn.

The humours of Iloly Eve were quite new
to me before T came to Canada, for, living in
an easterly angle of the isle of Great Britain,
T had mingled with neither the Iiish nor
Scotch,and only knew ef the Holy Eve through
reading Bumns' humorouspeem.  Itwasduring
the fivst visit that 1 paid to the town of P
then in its infancy, that I first beaame initi-
ated in the merry mysteries of Holy Eve.

Arriving unexpectedly at the house of a
married friend, 1 found her dressed with more
than usual smartness, she was evidently pre-
paring for an cvening party—going out o tea,
U hinted that 1 feared my visit was mal
a propos.

“ Cannot you take Mrs. T withyou, my
dear,” asked her husband, © Mrs, M—— will
be delighted with such an addition to her
party; she will meet some of her friends
there—we can take such liberties in Canada,
and it is Holy Eve.”

I had no objection; T was sure to be well
reccived, but 1 had a baby, a weaned baby of
only a few months old,—it would be troubled
some.

* Never mind; T have a good nurse who
will mind iy, and it will sleep well, ne ver fear!”

Cloaks und hioods were brought, and though
5o carly in the scason the snow was falling
fast, and we had to cross the high bleak hills
near the bank of the river, among lofty pincs
and oaks that then grew on Court-house hill.

1 was young and full of spirits in those days,
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for itis nincteen years—nearly twenty years
ago, and I heeded not the stormy wind nor
the snow-drift which beat in our faces, and by
the time we reached the hospitable door of our
[rish friend’s house we were wrapped in a
mantle of snow.

A hearty voice, whose cheerful much-loved

doomed to walk blindfolded thiree times round
the room, and then sit down on a joint-stool
before the kitchen fire till one of the young
ladies should come to release him, and lead
him back to the parlor. ‘Lhree times the paor
dupe was paraded between two of his friends
round the kitchen to the great adiniration of

tone, alas! 1 shall hear now no more, bade us j the gigglipg maid-servants, and then led tothe
a kindly weleome, and ushered us into the , seat, but it proved a stoal of x'cpcntance;' [y
Targe parlor, bright with the cheerful blaze of ; Lub' of cold water covered trcnchcron{sly with
a log fire, and gay with smiling faces of young !« bit of board so sllo.rt‘:\s to give way instantly
and old, who were ranged on benches round it was touched, precipitating the young man

the room for the better accomodation of so
numerous a party as were there assembled.
Our coming was greeted with infinite satisfac-
tion by many a kind face, and 1 was soon
comfortably seated among « little knot of fively
laughter-loving girls, whose werry glances
inspired mirth in the very gravest of the papas
and mamas.

A plentiful supply of ten and coffee, cakes
and preserves, were carried round by the young
men, who officiated as waiters on the oceasion.
There muit have been some thirty-five or forty
guests, consisting of young men and maidens,
girls and boys, with a respectable scattering

into the iey fluid; being very tull he found i
no easy matter to regain his balance, and
uttering execrations on the villains who had
played the trick, he rose from his seat by no
means a convert to the cold-watercure. QOna
of the kumeane socicty present, petitioned for
a dry suit and a warmn blanket-coat, but it took
some time to reconcile the shivering victim to
the expediency of the practieal joke—but it
was Holy Eveand all sort of pranks were allow-
able, if no ane was hurt no one cared, and a
tiddle and a cleared floor, and Scotch reelsand
Irish jigs, with country dances, put all things
iright.  The dancing in those daysand in those

of matrons and their partners. There wasiremote places, did not then include walizes,
indeced, as the boys hinted, lots of nice girls ; polkas, and qaadrilles—now, cvcniq the back-
and plenty of fun. woods, these dances are slone practised by the

As soon as the tea was over 3 game of
family coach was started, which set every one |
laughing and scampering for places,—forfeits
were gathered in a pile in the lap of oneofthe
clder ladics. Blindman's-buff followed, and
Wilkie might have caught & few ideas had he
scen the sly tricks of some of the demurest-
looking of the young girls. o

Then there was fishing for a wedding-ring
in a bowl of porridge—it should have been
sillibub, but milk or cream were rare articles
in those duys in our backwoods. Then there
was bobbing for apples in a dish of clean water,
this was of course confined to the gentlemen,
—and somctimes a mischicvous girl urged on
by one of the older sisters would dart forward
and give a sly push to the candidate for the
apple and souse his liead ingn the pan of water
to the infinitc cnjoyment of his comrade. The
onc who caught the apple was, according to
the angury of the wise ones, to be marricd
befare his fellows. Then came jumping for
apples with hands tied behind the back of the
party, the apples hung by strings from the
frame of 2 rcel such as spinners, use to wind
off the yarn from the wheel; between the
apples lighted candles of an inch or two in
Iength were stuck, and the chance was as
much in favor of catching a candle asanapple,
as the machine swung lightly round from the
cciling to which it was suspended by a nail
and 2 string.

One trick caused great mirth to thelookers-
on, but I ween not to the luckless wight who
was the subject of the joke. A forfeit was
called, and a tall Jad of six fect in height was

young folks, though the recd and country
dances still remains in favor with the old, who
look on the familiar whirl of the waltz with an
jevil eye. When tired with dancing, songs
j were sung with skill and fecling, and eyes that
before were brimful of mirth now overflowed
to the touching mclodies of “ Savourncen
Deelish,” ¢ Mary Le Moor,” and that wild old
ballad so full of mournfui pathos, * Mary Queen
of Scots’ Lament,” beginning—

¥ Fram the walls of my prison I sce

The bizds how they wander i sur,

My heart how st gants 1o be free,

My looks they arc wilil with Cespair.»
And there were cheeks that kindled as the Inys
of Auld Langsyne were chorused that nighs
by old and young, and thoughts of days gone
by, and friends of carly youth, came over
many 2 heart I ween right sair that night,—
then sita &t compagnie was improvised by all
present, and so ended Holy Eve, 1833.

No. X.

FEMALE SERVANTS IN THE BUSH.

¢ Let not ambition mock their useful toil,

Their homely joys, their destiny obscure.??
I mavE often heard families complain of the
difficultyof obtaining and retaining good female
servauts, especially when they first come to
this country, and dwell with much bitterness
on the insolent freedom of manner they expe-
vience; that while the rate of wages is nearly
doubled, they are worse served than by even

indifferent scrvants at home,
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In Canada, the demand for labor has hitherto
exceeded the supply, and will do o for many
years to come, excepting in places where a
strong tide of emigrants has poured in on ac-
count of some tempting advantege offered
themn, such as the carrying on of public wotks
on an extensive scale.  The servant knows
her own value, and is not urnaturally disposed
to take advantage of the nceessities of her
employer.  Sheis, in point of fact, lessdepend-
ent on her mistress than her mistress on her,

Such being the state of things, it is impo-
litic to commence your acquiaintance with
your newly-hired servant by assuming an air
of hanghy, superiority over her—or putting
on an attitude of defence before attack is me-
ditated.

In a new country like this, the same order
of things docs not prevail as in England, and
something of dignity mus: inevitably be ceded,
if you wish to live peaceably with all men.
Even servants, fresh from the comforts and
convenicnces of good service at home, find
much cause for discontent and unhappiness
when they come to Canada.  The change is
not less felt by them than by ourselves; they
also have to learn to conform to the ways of a
strange country; they also feel the bitter
pangs of expatriating themsclves, though they
have more to gain, and less ultimatcly to lose,
by the exchange, thanwe have; but their re-

cts for a season are often as acute.  Let ug
then, think of these things; let us learn to
treat them as human beings, as fellow-crea-
turcs subject to like feclings of joy and sorrow
as oursclves, and let them sce that we do so,
not hecause it is our worldly interest, hut be-
cause we arc their Christian mistresses.

Begin, then, by treating them with Kindness
and consideration.  Servitudeis at besta bard
position to hear; let us endeavor by judicions
kindness to tighten the yoke of bondage.
Take an interest in their happiness, their ge-
neral welfare; lend a patient and not unwill-
ing car to their little historics ; for they have
all something to tell of their former trials that
drove them to this country, their carly wan-
derings and troubles in the first settlement
they made, the hardships, sorrows, and sick-
ness they have met with.

Believe me, that much interesting matten
may be thus oblained, someuseful knowledge
acquired, some valuable lesson of patience
learned, hy which your own heart may be
benefitted and impioved, and, what is equal-
ly valuable, a fecling of confidence cstab-
lished between yourself and your houschold
servants, who feul, by these little acts of sym-
pathy, that you do not despisc them.

Truly do I subscribe to the fine sentiments
of the poet, whose truth must have been felt
and experienced by every one capable of feel-
ing aright :—

Where is the heart of iron menld,
Stern. maceessabre. and cold.

‘Uit reelts wot. w hen n®@provd distress
In tabned by piy s gemticiness?

Trish servants are more plentiful than Fng-
ilish or Scoteh, and yvou will tind & nanked
difference between thase that come from the
; Catholie, and those that come from the Pro-
Hestant countries. The former are gonerally
[l«-ss neat in their pasons and less perfect in
their honschold wark; bat they are casily
contented, more cheerful, good-Lun o1 d, and
respectful, quick to take ofience whae their
country or religion is snecred at, and, 1 might
Jadd, lesstiustuerthy in wordy they sni'e and
ijoke, and yet have a latent feeling of jealouxy
“in their hearts if you have offended lem,
which is only suflered to break forth when
oceasion sujts,

The hish Protestants are clean, active, full
of expedients and energy, more trathiul and
uptight in their dealings, appoachun g noner
to the Scotch in many of their charscteristics,
than to their Catholic brethson or 1o 1l ¢ Frg-
hish.  Indeed, it s often hmd to distirguish,
but for thdir tongue, the cmigiants fiam the
north of Irelandand the west of Scotlami ; the
complexion is often far and ruddy, mnd the
fami’y names alco ascimilate We Live Gor-
dons, Hamiltons, Dunhars. Campliells, Mac-
donalds, Drummouds,anda host more of Scoto-
Irish names,

FPhough our best servants are fiom rmorgst
this cluss, vet from the other classes faithtul
and active domestics ave to be found.

I had a wice, good humoured, 10sy Saxen-
looking English girl in my heuse for come
maonths, full of practical uscfulness, but with
a mixture of shrewdness and simpricity in her
manners, that made me smile. 1 uscd to be
aused by her vemarks on this countiy, and
often listened to her tales of humble lite,

One day she told me the little histmy of the
troubles that forced her father to huave his
native country. Ile had been a blanhdt waa-
ver at home, near Devizes, and when the trade
became o0 Lad that he could net live by Lis
wages, he resumed his original oceupution of
laborer, and was one of the Marquis of Bath’s
numerous tenantry ; but cven here he found
biead hard to carn, though Hannah, a luss of
fourteen, and her mother still worhed 2t the
loom, ar carded, or spun at home in the cot-
tage, and the boys kept sheep in the comnmons
for the faimers.  Sull things did not go on
well, and at last they fell into arrears with the
landlord, and the furniture, loom, and whed,
and all were sold for rent, by order of the
steward; and so sorrow upon sorrow, and
trial upon trial came. till their hearts were
well-nigh broken.  Just then wages were
very low, and wark hard to be pracured,
“and we could scarcely get food,” said Han-
nah. My father was suspected of snaring
hares, and there were few that did not, near
us; and the overseer was savage when we
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came Dir our weekly allowanee, when fither
was sick an:d out of work.  Uncle Henry had
got 2 notion into his head sometime bhefore,
and had gone off to Canada, and he found
plenty to do, an- plenty toeat and drink, and
good wazes, and wrote to my father to come
out.  Well, this was not casy, for we had no
moncey to pay his passaze, and he went to the
overseer, aul he tokl him to go about his bu-
siness and work, and not leave his family
chargeable on the parish.  Wel), T eannot say
how he picked up means to go, or who stood
his friend, but wo he did, unknown to the
parish, who would not have let him off] and
then came a hard time to us, for the parish
folks were all anery when they found us all
left on their hands, thougYt mather and T did
all we could, an:d so did the boys, and hard
fare we had and hard times; and so a year
wore over--a long, hard year it was to us
At last we ot a word in a letter sent to De-
vizes, that father was well, and had wot land
and 2 bit of a shanty up, and we were o g0
to him as svon as we could find the means,
Mother, she went ofl to the overseer, 2nl told
hi:n how ~he was wantine money to «et us all
out to Camtlaz but though the pavish had to
allow us something weekly to keep ns alive,
nat one penny would they give her, to get rid
of us al, and he storaed, and blustered, and
abused | 3 but then mother just let him
koow her mind, for her blood was up, and <he
said he was a fool, for the family wonll cost
mare in time: than what she wanted for the
prs<age mouey ; but he o Iy hulfe 1the more,
and eaflad us all vagabonds and poachers.

“Well, mother comes home in great dis-
tress. AL last, a neig'ibor came in, and when
he heard what troubles we were in, says he,
¢ Why do you not go to my Lord Marqis's
steward, or to the Marquis himsel{? S
mather wets up and tdies herself, and says,
“Then I'll 2o o his howar's awnself,” and so
she weat and akes usall with ber, as clean as
she could make us

Now the Marqais was at home, and he
was so goad as o speak to mather, and to
hear ali ber story, and when he had heard it,
hie ot grite savaze like with the averseers,
the Marais stid :—* Now, don't tell it to |,
beease, he was riled tike at them.”

This speech, vepeated with the most car-
nest simpli -ity, alinast aversame my gravity,
but the Marquis gave than an order on his
steward for maney to take them all out, and
something for sea stores. Hannah’s mother
was & wiss woman to tell her own tale and
pleasd har own canse with the great man,

T forzet now all the simple wondering that
filled the minds of IMannah and her brothers
and sisters at every thing they heard and saw

Journey on foot,

in their voyage oui, and up the great viver St. 7
Tavrenny, and right glad were they when i
ey met their fither at Cohoure, for they had
cxhausted every morsel of provisions, and had |

begzed a few tarnips at some place, to keep
them alive.  And when they camne up through
the woads nearly fifty wiles, they had to
How strange it seemed to
persons accustomed (o the wide open treeless
downs that form co striking a feature of that
portion of England from whence they had
emigrated.

What a strange waste of wood and sticks
and fageots, we thought it as we journeyed,
and when we used to sit down to rest on our
way, Iused to gather up all the loose branch-
es and pile them in little heaps on the path,
and say,—* Oh mother, do’ee look here, we
will come and fetch these to make fires with
one day."  And then father would langh at
me, anid say,—“why hunny, I have burnt
more wood in one dav, than we ever burnt in
all ourlives at home.” And how we did stare
at the great log heapsthat full, and still T would
think what a pity to destroy what thousands
of pour creatures would go wmiles to fetch, to
warm themselves with in England, and dare
not pick a stick to lizht their tires ont of tha
hedges or woorls.  Hedees, indeed there are
few or nane, for the enclosuresare all of stone,
not like the bowery hawthorn fences of Nor-
fulk, Suffulk and K<sex.

The oll man had scttled among some of his
own country folks, and so they were soon
visited by old familiar friends, and a short
time reconciied themta the change of country,
and thaweh they had their privations and
hardships, at first they labored inhope and are
now surrounded by many camforts. My little
maid is at this Gme 2 carcfal, Lusy, thrifty
wife, well to do in the township, with cows,
and pixs, and forls, and flocks and herds
aronnd her homestead, and three or four rosy,
fat, well-clothed children, as good tempered
and Engtish nis their mother. 1 wish the Mar-
qaess of Bath conld see them. G I

Oaklands, Rice Lake.

R e ) m—
TUE QUEEN AND ALL DEGREES.

BY AGNES STRICRLAND.
The Qacen of merry England,
The royat and the fair
Our Eaglish-born Victoria,
For her we'll breathe a prayer;
Oh, Qacea of merry England,
Auspicious he thy reign,
Aud may thy glorieus annals be
Unsullied by a stain,
The nohlemen of Eagland,
The bulwarks of the crown,
Whase fathers won by lofty deeds,
Their honor and renown
QOh, nohlemen of England,
Be worthy of their fune,
Aund let your own bright deeds adora
The p:oud descent ye claim,



86

THE QUEEN AND ALL DEGREES—TOM MOOREIANA.

The gentlemen of England,
The virtuous and the free,
Who boast the happiest lot of all,
Nor high nor low degree ;
Oh, gentlemen of England,
In country and in town,
Be faithful to the people’s cause,
Aund loyal to the crown.

The merchants of old England,
1Whose honour and whose worth,

Are known in every port and mart,
Throughout the peopled earth

Oh, merchantsof old England,
Propitious be each breeze

That homewzrd wafts your golden sails,
Ye princes of the seas.

The scamen of old England,
The bravest of the brave,
Who've humbled every hostile fleet,
That ever swept the wave ;
Ol scamen of old England,
Yc'll triumph vet again,
Where'er ye bear Britanniz’s flag,
Along the rolling main.

The soldiers of old England,
Who fought in France and Spain,
Whose conquering might has well been
proved
On many a deathless plain;
Ye valiant men of England,
Your swords are in the sheath,
But round your brows will ever bloom,
The fadeless laurel wreath.

.

The peasantry of England,

Those men of hardy mould,

Whom foreign foes have ne'er subdued,

The fearless and the hold ;

Oh, peasantry of Eagland

Your worth is ne'er denied,
Yor ye have been in every age,

Your country’s strength aud pride.
-G e— -~ -

The face of a corpse scems as if it suddenly
kaew cvervthing, and was profoundly at peace in
consequence. i

Raillery is only proper when it comes with a
good grace, in a manner which both pleases and
instructs. .

“How i5it," asks a celehmted writer, ¢ that !
the greatest erime and the greatest glory should
be the shedding of human blood ¥

Affectation of any kind is lighting up a candle
to our defects.

Love, like sunbeams, heing diffused, is weak
2ad fiint; but contracted to oue object, is fervent
aud calefactory.

TOM MOOREIANA.
No. L.

[Trusting tha¢ the appetites of our readers
have been whetted by the extracts which we
gave in the last Sharty Scderunt, from Rus-
sell’s Memoirs of Thomas Moore, we present
them with a larger refection from the same
source.—Ep. A. A.]

COMPOSING IN RBED,

Breakfasted in bed for the purpose of has-
tening the remainder of my ** Cribd " work.

1t is singular the difference that bed makes,
not only in the facility hut the fsney of what
[write.  Whether it be the horizontal position
(which Richerand, the French physiologist,
says is most favorable to thought), or wore
probably the removal of those external oljects
that divert the attention, it is certain that the
cifeet is always the sume ; and if 1 did not find
that it relaxed me exceedingly, 1 should pass
haif my days in bed for the purpose of com-
position. There is a Latin poem of M. de
Valoig, in which he has adduced high author-
ities for this practice :

* Quis nescit quondam. Ausonios Grainsque poctas, &c.
It lectis cun sennivlo studuisse sedentes.??

Where did he learn that lerodoius and Plato
studied in bed?

VOLT..IRE'S ZADIG,

Read some of “Zadig"” to Bessy after din-
ner: how good! Zadig “knew as wuch of
metaphysics as has ever yet heen known ; that
is to say little or nothing of the matter.”

The great physician hiermes, who predicted
the loss of Zadig's eye, and teils him, “If it
had been the right eve I could have cured it,
but the wounds of the left are incurable®
When Zadig recovered, Hermes wrote a very
claborate treatise to prove that he ought not
to have been cured, which Zadig however did
not think worth his perusal. Zadig advises
the Arabians to “make a law that no widow
should be permitted to buin herself till she
had conversed with a young man one hour in
private. The law wasaccordingly passed, and
since that time no woman has burned hersclf
in Arabia”

SATIRE.

Resolved never to have anyvthing more to
do with satire; itis a path in which one not
only strews, but gathers thorns ; and nothing
but the most flourishing success can enable
one to brave and laugh at all the comity
which it praduces.  The instant there is any-
thinglike a failure, all the stung persons are
ready with their stings in return.

WOMAN'S FANCIES AND INCONSISTENCIES.
Tn the course of conversation with Mrs. M.,
rewmarking what odd things woman’s hearts
were (in reference to matters of love and gal-
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lantry), she answered, “not odder than PLEASURE,
men's.” But I asked her, didn’t she think| What Lord Ellenborough said to , the

the restraints with which women had to strug-
gle produge more inconsistenciesin their con-
duct, and more fantastical fancies in their
minds, than were usually observable in men.
The course of the latter islike a free, wnresisted
current whereas the continued pressure under
which the feelings of a woman lie, and the
narrow channels of duty through which they
are forced, produce all those multiform shoots
and unexpected gushes which arise from simi-
lar causes in artificial water-works.

BENEFIT OF DANDYISM.

Story of a cart whael going over a dandy’s
neck, and his being saved by the thickness of
his neckeioth.

SERMON BY SHERIDAN.

Met the Bishop of Meath, and walked with
him up and down Milsom Street, talking of
Sheridan.  Told me the story about the ser-
mon; it was at a country-house of Sheridan’s
(forget the name of the piace; must enquire);
the company there at the time, Tickell, Bur-
goyne, Mrs. Crewe. The subjeet given to Sheri-
dan at dinner on the Satarday by O'Byrae,
viz, “The abuse of riches.” Sheridan ab-
sent at coffee, and for the rest of the cven-
ing; and O'Byrue found the MS. by his bed-
side next morning, neatly tied tegether with
ribbon. An admirable discourse, he said,
though with several strange references to
Scripture ; such as, “It is casicr, as Aoses
says, for a camel to pass through the eyc of a
needle,” &c.

LAST HOURS OF MONK LEWIS.

Lewis died of the yeilow fever; very un-
willing to dic; all the last days exclaiming
every instant, “ The suspense! the suspense !”
which the physician who atlended him was
doubtful whether he meant to allude to reli-
gious doubts, or the success of a medicine
which he had taken, and on whese operation
his life depended.

MUSICAL JOKT.

Dined at Power's at four o’clock, to meet
Bishop. 1le mentioned one curious musical
joke of Hadyn's, who, in composing the com-
mandment, * Thou shalt not steal,” has, on
the last word, stolen a passage from Martini.

] £=3

RINT TO YOUNG ORATORS.

Every voung orator ought to prepare and
write out his speechies; not cerbatim, but so
s to know perfectly what he is about.

A TITOROUGH-BASS PUN.

Some good Latin poems of Jekyll's.  Upon
hearing that Logier taught thorough-bass in
three Icssogs. he said it contradicted the old
ssying, “Nemo repente fuit Lurpissimus.”

barrister, upon his asking, in the midst of »
most boring harangne, * Is it the pleasure of
the court that T should procced with my
statement " *¢ Pleasure, Mr. ——, has been
aut of the question for a long time, but you

may proceed,” &e.

ROBERT BURNS.

Allen mentioned that one of the things
which brought Burns into disgrace with his
excise masters was a toast which he gave,
“Here's the last verse of the last chapter of
the last book of Kings.” Ilc wasalso accused
of having called for ¢z Ire at the Dumfries
theatre.

DISPERSING A MOS8,

Luttrell told us about Hare, describing
Tarleton, on some occasion when there wasa
mob collected round Devonshire House,saying
to them, “ My good fellows, if you grow riot-
ous, I shall really be obliged to talls to you™
“Upon which (said Hare) they dispersed im-
mediately.”

CIIARITY CHILDREN AT ST. PAUL'S

Went with the Dunmores and Lady Ann
Hamilton to St. Paul’s; a most interesting
spectacle 5 near 12,000 children assembled in
that grand church. Nothing could be more
striking than their al}, at the same moment,
rising and veiling their faces with their aprons
at the first sound of the organ and at the
bengdiction.

A VALID REASON.

Bushe told of an Irish country squire, whe
used, with hardly any means, to give enter-
tainments to the militia, &c., in theneighbour-
hood; and when a friecnd expostulated with
him on the extravagance of giving clarct to
these fellows when whisky punch would do
just as well, he answered, “You are very
right, my dear friend; but1have the claret on
tick, and where the devil would I get credit
for the lemons 2”

QUARTERING TPON THE ENENY.

Cornwall mentioned rather a ;sood story of
Sheridan’s taking Dowton’s giz to come to
town, while Dowton, with all the patience and
sturdiness of a dun, was wailing in the parlor
to sce him.

A PROFOUND MATHEMATICIAN,

Lord Holland told before dinner (@ propos
of somcthing,) of 2 man who professed to have
studied “ Euclid” all through, and upon some
one saying to him, “Well, solve me that

problem,” “Oh, T never looked at the cuts™
OVER PAYMENT,

Luttrel in good sprits, and highly amusing:
told of an Irishman, whe, having jumped into
the water to save a man from divwning, upon
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receiving sinpence from *he person asa rewa
for the service, looked first at the sixpenee,
then at him, and and at last exclaimed, “By
Japers, 'm orer-paid for the job.”

MLTIICAL CRITICISM.

Lord John mentioned to me some verses
written upon “Lalla Rookh ;' he did not =ay
(uor, 1 belicve, know) by whein, but not amiss:

 Lallt Rookh
!

h Moore,
Who has wintten toar,
heh warmen
it the tonuer ;
Sothe wnst recent
Is the leas decent.
CALTION,

Talking with Luttrel of religion before din-
ner, he mentioned somebody having said, upon
being asked what religion he wasg, * Me! Tam
of the religion of all sengible men.”  “ And
what is that?” “Ob, sensible men neva
tell.”

IRISH STORIES.

Abundance of noise and Irish stories from
Lattin; some of them very good. .\ man
asked another to come and dine off boiled
beef and potatoes with him.  “That T will,™|
gays the other; “and its rather odd it should !
be exactly the same dinner T had at howe for
myself, durring the becf” Some onc using
the old expression about some light wine he
was giving, “There’s not a headache in a
hogshead of it,” was answered, “ No, but
there's a bellyache in cvery glass of it.” 1In
tatking of the fecling of the Irish for Buona-
parte, Lattin said, that when he was last in
reland, he has been taken to a seeret part of
the cabin by onc of his poor tenants, who
whispered, “T1 know you'll not hetray me
sir; but just look there, and tell me whether
that’s the seal thing,” peinting toa soi-di=ant
portrait of Buonaparte, which was nothing
more nox less than a print of Marshal Saxe, or
some such ancient.

AN ABSENT MAN.

Lord Holland told of a man remarkable for
absence, who dining once at the sume shabhy
repast, fancied himself in his own house, and
began to apologise for the wretchedness of the
dinner.

A LEGAL GROAN,

Lattrel told a good phrase of an attarney’s,
in speaking of a reconciliation between two
persons whom he wished to set by the cars,
“ Tam sarry to tell you sir, that a compromise
has broken out betwen the partics.”

THE DISTRE SED POET.

We called upon Lady Fiizabeth Fielding,
and went afierwards to the Couturiere. Rathe:
hard upou me to be the interpreter on these
occasions; indeed, housckeeping, miilinery,

everything, flls upon me just now, and I fear

here is but little chance of feisure for writing;

hesides, there is this infernal young lady

tearning the pianoforte over my head.
PARISIAN DISGUST.

Besgy visited by Madame de Flahault, Lady
C. Fitzgarald, Mrs. Habert, &c, &c. Lady
. Fidding said to me, comically enough on
my return from Calais, * Evory one speaks of
your conjugal attention, and 1 assure you all
Paris is disgusted with it.”

A COMPREHENSIVE APPETITE.

Bessy and T took dear Anastasia in the
cvening to the theatre of M. Comte, where we
<aw an extraordinary old man eat whele
walnuts, and a crawfish, a bird, and an eel,
all alive. A gens d'arnes, who seemed to
know all about him, ¢aid that he suflercd no
incomenience from any of these things, except
the walnuts, which he could not digest.  le
swallowed also a pack of cards, his comrade
accompanying it with the joke of * Vous
mangez a la carte.” .

A CANNIEL SCOT.

On my return found that Lord Kinnaird had
been to bring back Lord B.'s ** Memoirs,” and
Bessy had asked him to dinner.  He came,
and made the party very agreeable. Told us
of a Scotchman who, upon being asked by a
stranger the way to some place, answered, as
usual, with the question of “ Where do you
come from?” “That's nothing whatever to
von,” answered the other. ¢ Very true,” re-
plied the Scotchman, “nor is it muckle con-
cern of mine where ye are ganging, cither.”

DUNNING A DUN.

Shaw, having lent Sheridan neavly £500,
uscd to dun him very congiderably for it; and
one day, when he had been rating 5. about the
debt, and insisting that he must be paid, the
latter, having played off some of his vlausible
wheedling upon him, ended by saying that he
was very much in want of £25 to pay the ex-
penses of a journey he wasabout to take, and
he knew Shaw would be good-natured enough
to lend it to him. “'Pon my word,” says
Shaw, “this is too bad; after keeping me out
of my money in o shameful a manner, you
have now the face to ask me for more; but it
won't do; T musthe paid my moncey, and itis
most disgraceful,” &c., & “My dear fellow,”
says Sheridan, “heaarreason: the swin youask
me for is a very considerable one; whereas I
only ask you for five-und-twenty pounds.”

MACKLIN.

When Reynelds and IHolman were both in
the first dawn of their reputation, the latter
wrote to Reynolds from some of the provinees,
to szy that he had heard Macklin, had seen
him one night in * Werter™ (a play of Rey-
nold’s), and had expressed himselt highly de-
lighted with the performance.  “1f youshould
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meethim,” continued Holman, “pray tell him
how much flattered T feel, &e. &c., and how
proud T shall be to continue to merit,” &c. &c.
Reynolds accordingly took the first opportu-
nity to address Macklin when he met him;
but he had not gone far with “ his friend Hol-
man’s” rapturous acknowledgments, when
Macklin, interrupting him, said, *‘Stop, stop,
sir! before you go any further, have the good-
ness to tell me who are you, and who is the
fellow you're talking of.”

TRUMPS.

Kenny told e that Charles Lamb, sitting
down once to play whist with Elliston, whose
hands were very dirty, said, after looking at
them for some time. * Well, Elliston, if dirt
was trumps, what a hand you would have!”

HORACE SMITIL

Smith of the “Rejected Addresses™ one of
the party, and was rather amusing at dinner.
Mentioned a good idea some one gave of poor
Skeflington with his antiquity, his rouge, &c.,
&e., that *“he was an admirable specimen of
the florid Gothic.” Denied being the author
of the riddle about the looking-glass. Had
never heard it before, but mentioned one of
his own: “ How would youspell the Archipe-
lago with three letters ?—Fgean Sea, 1. ¢. ¢. .
and¢.” A large party in the evening.  Much
against my will, I sung.

SHERIDAN'S ESTIMATE OF TAE “RIvans.”

S. always said the “Rivals” wasoncof the
worst playsin the language, and he would give
any thing he had not written it.

DEVICES.

In talking of devices, T mentioned the man
who, onreceiving from a mistress he was tired
of the old device, a leaf with “Je ne change
gu'en monrant,” sent back a seal with a shirt
on it, and the following motto, “J'en chanye
tous les jours.”  Luttrell mentioned the open
scissors with, “ We part only to meet again.”

ESTERHAZY,

Brown mentioned the great wealth of Ester-
hazy, I think £100,000 sterling a year. The
condition of its tenure is, that every Esterbazy
shalladd £30,000 worth of jewels to the fumily
stock ; accordingly the accumulation is im-
mense.  Colonel Browne saw Esterhazy and
his wife at a ball, when they each had jewels
about them to the amount of £500,000.

BYRON A MISER.

Lord B., Scott says, getting fond of money:
he keepsa box into which he vecasionally puts
sequins ; he has now collected about 300, and
his great delight, Scott tells me, is to open
the box, and contemplate his store.

THE TALE OF A SCRAPD.

COMMUNICATED TO ‘*A POOR MaN,”
RY A MEDICAL STUDENT.

IT was late one evening, when I returned from a
stroll, warned home by a shower.  On vetiring to
my rooms, bachelors quarters, 1 threw oft my
boots and placing on my feet a puir of worsted-
worked slippers, a present from my cousin, T an-
chored myself in an easy chair and prepared for g
smoke. But where is the tobacco? Miserable
creature that Iam!  IHave I forgotten to Iay ina
supply for the morrow, which will he Sunday?
To me, who am an inveterate smoker, the depri-
vation of tobacceo for one day is equal to transpor™
tation 3 for one week, sentence of death.  An ef”
fort must be made, it is not yet eleven, and per-
chance a steay shop or tavern will supply me.

Hastily resmning my great-coatand hat, I strode
forth in my slippers, wholly forgetting the change
I had made, till reminded by a soft, sloppy sound
at every step I took, and feeling my feet perfectly
wet. I turned into King Street, but here the gas-
lamps, shone upon an cipty way, and glistened
in the streams of muddy water which deluged the
street.  Turning up Yonge street, I ran for some
distanee; then striking offinto a narrow dirty lane,
at the end of which I saw an open door from
which streamed « light, and heard voices as if in
boisterous merriment,  On entering I found it a
low grog shop; on the floor luy a being sleeping
off his debauch, and in one corner, in a maudling
state of drunkenness, I saw—alas! must I confess
it—two fellow students, *“medicos.” It wae from
a room behind the bar that the apparent happy
sounds came; what roaring, peels of laughter
came through that half-closed door; and now a
song breahs forth, and the voice—it is of another
“medico.”  Fearful lest I should be discovered
and pressed to join their company, for they knew
I could not get off under a “horn™ all round, X
was about retiving when a woman, pale and hag-
gard, yet with a meek, mild, countenance, pre-
serving with-all a care-worn look, as if weary of
suffering aud uncomplaining, entered, bearing in
her arms an infant child, X asked ber in a whis-
per for a small plug of tobacco I saw lying on the
shelf behind her, which before handing me she
wrapped in a scrap of paper. I threw her a fif
teen-pence, with *‘no matter about the change,”
and escaped by the door.

 Hurr00-001" I heard onc of the maudling to-
pers shout, *that is Peter!” and he staggered
after me; however, I had no notion of being cap-
tured, so I ran to Yonge street, leaving behind in
the mive, one of my slippers; the other I carried
home in my pocket,
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Were I a moralizing character I might here en-
large on the vice of drinking, as well as that of
smoking, and the troubles and wisfortunes one is
led into by following too frecly their particular
sin.  The unfortunate part of my tale is, that itis
but too true.

It wasuearly miduight before I got myself com-
fortably seateddown for a smoke, with dry clothes
on. My pipe was charged, and rolling up the
paper in which the tobacco was folded, I lit my
pipe. Ol! that glorivus inhalation! that incom-
parable puff'!  Awgain and again is the delicious
nicotianic vapour drawn to the mouth in order
to be expelled as nimbi, shrouding my head in
aromatic wreaths, My pipe is in a glow and the
paper scorching my fingersis thrown upon a plate
lying on my table, there to be resolved iuto its
natural elements.

Lolling back on my chair I gaze on the expir-
ing, flickering flame, arising from the plate: now
& charred mass alone remains, but here and there
are little sparks of fire which seem to chase each
other, coursing to and fro, now disappearing only
to reappear. I turned my eyes to the pipe and
again to the plate. In the excess of my surprise
I start—the pipe falls to the ground—on the plate
standing in an attitude of repose is the figure of a
man, diminutive in size, being scarcely a foot
in height ; hisarmsare crossed holding in his right
hand a quill, the feather of which he is nibbling
in his mouth ; his head reclines on his shoulder as
if in meditation.

With gaping mouth and wondering eyes, I re-
gard the being.  Whoishe? whatishe? whence
comes lie? are questions I revolve rappidly in
my mind. Ie tosses his pen towards me and
says *“ write,” I mechanically obey.

I am one of the spirits of the Past. You have
just destroyed the solerclicof iny former existence,
that remained tangible to the world. To you, in
obedience to a vow made at one period of my
life, Tappear to relate my expericnce of the world.
That it is a hard and heartless world all men tell
you ; but few add that it is man, alone, who malkes
the world he livesin hard and heartless. Men
pretend to say that Life is a weary path strewn
with thorns and jagged rocks; it is their own
fault that the way is not an casy and a pleasant
one to tread.  You who are young fancy you see
atoilsome ascent before you ; wait until you reach
the summit and you will find your path has heen
a downward one.  All the vexations of life, its tor-
tures and troubles, are endured, are sustained, by
man alone; and the reason is beeanse he creates
these discontents for himself. Is he a wise or a

good man who to obtain a moments ease to him

self, would inflict an hour's torment on a com-
panion?  Yet such is what the world does. The

world! Ha, ha, ha!—I was born in this world

long before you saw the light of heaven and it is
not changed since, nor will it change ; no, not for
Pall the preachings and teachings of the ancients

were they to rise up and implore it, pray it,

demand it. No, no, the world is too selfish, so

let them go on in the old and beaten path ; they
allin turn find out their mistake when, * too late.”

My pavents belonged to the orvder LiNacrs,

and were called Linwm Usitatissimum, or common
Flax. They flourished under the care of a rich
landowner in the North of Ireland, who spent his
surplug income in improvements on his estate,
much to the delight of the peacantry who lived
under him. For a long time after I was born, I
lived in a box, with a vast number of brothers and
sisters. I was always in perpetual dread lest X
should be selected in order to be crushed for the
vil I contained, I thought my size and plumpness
would subject me to instant seizure for this pur-
pose, little dreaming of what slight importance I
was individually. Indeed this fecling of self-
pride I have since noticed to be a particular fail-
ing in man, therefore you must not condemn me
altogether, if I in some things copied that noble
being who stands at the head of animated nature.
And, again, you must not laugh if I class mysclf
under the term ““animated,” for we who belong
to the vegetable creation, Jhough not endowed
with sensibility to a similar extent with the ani-
mal, yet in our humble capacity enjoy life, and
are alike subject to death, either of a natural or
violent kind. Toreturn; I was not deprived of
my oleaginous particles, nor was I made up into
oil-cake to feed your cattle with. I wasreserved
for planting and, with many others, was consigned
to the care of farmer Leary and, in due course of
time, became a new and flourishing being.

Farmer Leary was a hearty Irishman, and a
widower; a son alone remained to him out of his
once numerous family.  This son, his dclight, was
seventeen when I first met him, a tall, good na-
' tured, merry-looking fellow. However, on this
I()orliou of my life, though far from uninteresting
‘ I will not dwell; nor will I enter into the process
i whereby I was deprived of my fibres, nor how I

was spun into thread, and afterwards formed part
of a beautiful peice of fine linen, and partly enter-
! ed into the manufacture of a rich and costly arti-
cle, known as thread lace. This metamorphosis
was wrought by poor children,who in thus devot-
ing the best and happiest portion of their lives,
l managed to support themselves and aged parents.
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The linen portion of my existence was by an
odd coincidence purchased in Belfast by my old
master Farmer Leary, I was delighted at once
more renewing his acquaintance and was sorry
that he could not recognize me. My station in
life was quickly determined, I was to be made
into a shirt for the son.  After much cutting and
fitting, aud sewing, basting, hemming, and stitch-
ing, I was ushered again into the world a perfect
shirt. 0! The pleasure and happiness of that
moment! T could see in the beaming eye of Pat,
that I fitted his back to his utmost satisfaction,
and it was with tenderness that I clung about his
person, for had not he, when I was a tender plant,
nursed me with care?

It was the beginning of September, and the
grain in the neighbouring islands required reap-
ing ; so Pat determined to go to Scotland and aid
the reapers in gathering their stores during the
harvest. We sailed from Belfast and landed in
Avdrossan, from thence we went to West Kilbride,
and found employment almost beneath the shad-
dows of old Law Castle. While labouring there,
Pat received a letter from his father informing him
that he had married a second time, and that his
wife was old Mrs. Flingarthy, a notorious virago,
who had long been setting her wiles to entrap the
kind and wealthy farmer, Learr. She succeeded
during Pat’s absence. Pat was indignant, and
swore that he would go home and turn the old
wretch away, but on thinking over the matter he
saw it would be useless, rendering his father more
unhappy. He wrote back a kind and affectionate
Ietter, praying that the happiness that reigned
over hi3 fathers’ home since his mothers' death
might be renewed ten fold, and that his fathers’
second union might be as blessed as his first.—
For himself he could not return,as he had met with
a profitable engagement for the winter in England.
This was untrue, but the poor lad could not bear
to return to a home from which he knew happi-
ness had forever fled ; nor would he be presentto
witness the sufferings of a father he loved with a
devotion displayed only by children towards a
mother. e went to England, +Jd who can tell
the miseries of that unfortunate youth! Hesunk
lower and lower in poverty and wretchedness, till
at last, he prowled the streets of London in tatters,
I clinging to his back in rags.

But I must not forget that I also existed as a
piece of lace. T was made up for the London
market, and found my way into the faghionable
establishment of Messrs. Smith, Bird, and Co.,
Regent Street. I did not remain long here, but
was sclected by a most lovely, joyous creature,
scarce nineteen, to trim her chemisette! What

emotions of delight thrilled through my frame as
I heard my destination! To lay all day upon
that panting, heaving bosom ! To sleep bencath
the gaze of chose bright blue eyes!  To be fanned
by the breath issuing from those lips of rosy red!
To be ruffled, nay, to be crumpled by these curls
of auburn bair that hung in clusters o'er her
shoulders! Joy! joy! Oh for death—annibila~
tion in this state would be bliss! T wasnursed
by Marie for many mounthe, and was the admira-
tion of many of her female friends, and some of
of the male ones too. Edward was never tired
of praising me as & masterpiece of art, and
repeatedly examined me so closely, that his
breathing stirred my folds. T was deceived,
unhappy piece of lace that I was! I fondly
imagined that his nervousness was due to my
beauty alone; but too late I discovered that he
was in love, but not with me. I was outraged,
and could have torn myself to shredsin sheer vex-
ation, especially as Marie did not withdraw her
hand and repulse him for his deceit and duplicity.
I felt confident at that time, that he would never
make a true or faithful husband ; but I have since
come to the conclusion that she was aware of, and
countenanced the falschood of her lover. Faugh?
I am disgusted with the world.

Marie, whom I loved at one time so well,
found out to be heartless. 1 do not mean to say
that she did not love Edward; on the contrary,
she regarded him with tenderness and aftection;
but to ber inferiors she behaved coldly and with
cruelty—that is, with the dignity and reserve be-
coming her position. An incident I must relate,
not that it exemplifies Marie’s character; it
merely lays bare her coldness and want of feeling ;
and, besides, I myself was partly concerned in
the matter.  Onc day, many weeksafter Edward’s
declaration, Marie and Edward were driving
along Regent Street, with the intention of calling
at Smith and Bird’s, from whence I was pur-
chased, when a long line of men marching in a
row, encased in wooden boxes, covered with pla-
cardsannouncing *‘alarming sacrifices,” were seen
approaching. The coachman, not paying atten-
tivn, allowed his horses to dash one of the men to
the ground, who had vainly endeavored to get
out of the way. The box was shattered, and the
man rolled out senscless on the pavement.
“Poor fellow, I hope he is not hurt,” exclaimed
Marie, turning deadly pale; Edward had jumped
from the carriage and was raising the man up.
He was in rags, which the advertisement case
previously concealed from view; a stream of
blood trickled from his forehead, and the shirt
was stained thereby. This shirt I recognized as
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being a portion of mysell. This was our first
meeting since we parted as flax.  The wearer ]
also saw was Pat, our former guardian, and won-
dered much at his changed appearance.  Pat was
only stunned, and quickly recovered himself; 1
heard Edward tell him to call at his house in the
evening,  Ie then returned to the carriage, and
Marie, as we drove off, said “the poor brutes
ought to take better care of themselves.” Tam
happy to say, Marie and I parted that evening. 1
was given to her femme de chambre.

I must now return to Pat, who in his blood-
stained shirt stood at Bdward Stanley’s door at
nine that evening, the hour appointed.  Edward
ordered him to his study where he was writing.

My poor man,” he said, ** you were this morn-
ing injured by the carelessness of a servant, who,
if he were mine, should be dismissed; I wish to
make yousome atonewent for your injuries, though
Iam well aware that mouey can never repair the
the loss of health and life cansed by negligence.”

* Sir,” replied Pat, “the accident was slight and
the pain now gone by ; sympathy, is to me, more
pleasant than money, the ouly other recompence
you can ofter.”

8" said Edward pleased, and involuntarily
using the word sir as if addressing an equal, * sir,
I perceive you have fallen in life, whether by
misfortunes or your own error’s I will not enquire;;
but if I can aid you to regain the position Iknow
you once occupied, command me.”

“In what circumstances, sir, do you think I
was born ¥

** Nay, that I could hardly tell,” said Edward,
Iaughing,“ but from your language I see that you
have had some cducation; you can read and write,
which few would suppose if they merely judged
you by their eyes.”

“Itis true, I can read and write. I was born
in the North of Ireland, my father, a respectable
and independant farmer.  In Ircland, I may say,
I have no other friend or relative. My father,
while I was in Scotland, a year back, married: I
would not return, as I particularly disliked the
woman he had chosen for a wife; therefore I pre-
tended I had found work for the winterin England,
and came here. T was alone in the world and
friendless, and soon lost what liztle I had; more-
over, no one would give me employment, for I had
no character to show, no one to refer to. Of course,
I got occasionally something to do, but they were
nierely passing jobs, and the money I carned was
barely sufficient to keep body and soul together.
I wrote to my father, confessing my fault in Jea-
ving him, and explaining to him my present
position. I receivedashortreply; I, he said, had

severed the chain that bound ustogether; and as
I'sowed, even so must ] reap.  Since then I have
struggled on, hoping for the dawn of a brighter
day.”

**That day, my lad, hascome. You are strong
and active, willing to work, go to America; in
Canada people like you prosper. Here is a sove-
reign, get yourself a new outlit, come to-morrow,
and you shall have twenty pounds on condition
that you emigrate.

Pat was stupefied, he could not reply; sud-
denly grasping the hand that held towards him
the sovereign, he bent over itasif he would heve
kissed it; but he did not; on raising his face I
saw that he had stooped to conceal a tear. “1I
accept your kindness," he said, in a quivering,
yet manly voice, ‘‘and, beheve me, I will yet
prove that Tam worthy of it. Saffer me toregard
this money as a loan ; it will be a greater stimul-
ant.”

“Be it so. Should you ever return it, it will
be employed in a similar manner.”

With a grateful heart Patleft the house. That
night Pat and I parted.

It is strange that the lace and linen portions of
myself should leave our respective owners on the
same night, and much about the same time. It
is also curious that I, as lace, disliked Edward
Stanley, but as linen, thought himn a noble speci-
men of man. But it is so in the world ; how va-
ried are the tastes and opinions of the human
race!

Pat left me at a second-hand clothea shop,
where he obtained bis new-old suit, and I was cast
in a corner as useless.

The femme de chambre, who obtained the che-
misette, sported e at several balls, but the com
pany I here metserved only toamuse me by their
vulgarity. The change from high life to low, was
one, that I asa chemisette, who was accustomed
to the best scciety, could not brook; and was
happy, when 1 was torn from the neck of my mis-
tress by the cook during a scufile they had about
the footman. I wasrained, my beauty gone, and
was left on the Qoor by the maid who fled up stairs
in a flood of tears. The cook picked me up, and
being a thrifty woman, put me in an old clothes-
bag, where she had gathered sundry odd scraps
against the next visit of the Jew, who cried * ole
<lo? To him I was sold, and transferred to a
papermill.  The fate of the rags that once formed
the shirt, wassimilarto the lace.  We were both,
though at different. times, washed, ground, and
torinented in divers ways; and at last sent forth as
paper. To prevent confusion inmy tale, I will
finish first, wy lhistory as lace, and then a few

LA
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words will suffice for that which was once ashirt.

The lace produced a paper of superior quality,
which was used in a bindery to decorate a fush-
ionable novel. 1 formed the fly-leaf. Inolonger
occupicd a prominent position in the world; on
the contrary, I was merely an ornament, never
looked at; the pages of the tale engrossing the
whole attention of all veaders. I was jealous, hor-
ribly jealous, but afterwards became reconciled to
my lot, and in this I think I sheweda philosophy
worthy of imitation. I not only became recon-
ciled, but ¢ven amused myself by examining the
emotions excited in man by the novel they read.
For this I had many opportunities, in as much, as
I lived for many years in acirculating library. At
last I wagsold and curiously enough came into the
possession of Mrs. Leary, the mother-in-law of
Pat. Ifere I got into an unhappy home; Mrs.
Leary was n domincering, passionate woman ; she
strove hard, yet unsuceessfully, to cause her hus-
band to make a will in her favour. Upon this
point alone, was the old man stubborn, otherwise,
he was in his dotage and a3 easily led as a child.
Tenderness. kinduess, and affection, with coaxing
and wheeditng, were bestowed upon him unavail-
ingly ; even the novel that I had the honor of
being attached to, was read aloud for his amuse-
ment, andit amused him vastly,but the will wasnot
written ; threats and ill-usage were applied to him,
but he received all unmurmuringly.  He seldom
spoke to his wife, he ratheravoided her, and not,
1 can assure you, without reason ; hisneighbours,
however, were frequent visitors, undetecred by
the scowling glances of the wife, aud secretly ap-
plauded him for his determination.

“Don’t be making a fool of yourself, Leary
divil the will would I write,” said Bryan.

“No, no! Il never put pento paper! I'll
never put pen topaper! No,no! No,no!” would
be the excited old man's only answer in a voice
and accent, haif piping, half erowing, paioful to
bear.

After I, or rather the novel had been read to
the old man, he took a great affection to us.  Con-
stantly would we repose in his armsnor would he
be contented unless with s, I never for a mo-
ment flattered mysclf that all this affection of old
Mr. Leary was on iy account; no, not fur an in-
stant did I suppose so. It was I thought for the
tale and he was childish and knew no hetter.—
Still I was glad to recline on his bosom, to fancy
as I gazed in his dim grey eyes that they recog-
nized me as the produce of his own land, reared
and nourished by his own son, whom I saw years
and years ago a begger in the streets of London.
Yes, surely he must know me, or else why does

iie when no one looks open on me, stare at me,
feel me Letween his thin wrinkled, bloodless fin,
gers? Ah1 he lays his check on me, now shuts the
book, and hugs me still closer to himself, No
year of my life would I exchange for the enjoy-
ments of that moment.

It was a calm, quict summers’ Sunday evening ;
the rays of the setting sun fell across the old man's
face as he slumbered v his chair, ptaced before
the open window of his bed-room; the evening
breeze fanned his thin grey locks; and many a
tiny bird warbled its evening hymn of praise in
the vine, clustering o'er the lattice. The old man
awoke with asudden start, I was by hisside, there
was no one in the house. Merev! Mazmy dear,
kind old master gone mad ? I am torn violently
from the novel and the book hurled aside. Hastily
he darts across the room, seizesa pen aud writes
rappidly. I tremble and shrink beneath the flow
of ink that covers the page.

“My dear Son, I die intestate. Come home
and claim your patrimony. You are forgiven.
Farewell,

Patrick LEARYy,
Known as
The O'Leary of Patland-farm.”

1 wag scarce dry when Iwasfolded, sealed, and
addressed to hig own son, *‘ care of Edw. Stanley,
Kensington, London.” This was another surprise
to me. Joy, joy I shallagain sce my old mistress.

Buthow will I be sent. Iam notlongin doubt;
tho parish clergyman enters to pay his usual Sun-
day evening visit to Mr. Leary. Mrs. Leary was
always present at these meetings.

¢ Wife,” said Leary, ¢ leave me with Mr. Dea-
con for a while, X would pray.”

¢ Poor, dear husband,” echoed the wife, *let
me pray with thee, too.”

¢ Mrs. Flingarthy,” cried the old man, with dif-
ficulty, bending his eyes upon her, and calling her
by her former husband’s name—*Mrs. Flingarthy,
I would confess.”

*“Then send for a priest,” was the retort, rather
angrily uttered.

“ T would confess,” continued the old man, un-
heeding the interruption, *‘a wrong I have been
auilty of towards my son.” You, I would in kind-
ness have spared the recital, for you urged me to
the harshness I am chargeable with. Mr. Deacon,
send this letter to Mr. Stanley, and God forgive
my sins, No, no! I'll never put pen to paper!
I'll never put pen to paper! Ha, ha, ha!” A
convulsive tremor shook his frame, and the wifs

rushed forth from the presence of the dead.

» L - » » L » »
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¢ Marie, I have just received a letter from a
clergyman, who announces the death of the father
of that lad our horses threw down in Regent strect,
and who has gone to Canada,” said Edward Stanley
to his wife one evening as he entered, beaving
me in his hand,  ** And he sends one enclosed to
Pat.”

“ Poor old man. Was it not strange, Edward,”
said Marie, throwing oun the table a book in pam-
phlet form she had beea reading,* that he would
never communicate with his son, and scarcelyeven
answer your letters in his favour. Did he forgive
him 2"

¢ Mr. Deacon does not inform me. Ile says
that a few moments before he died he spoke of
confessing some fault; but did not. e died
faughing.”

¢ How dreadful. T am afiaid he was a wicked
man, so unforgiving. And his son who has done
so well; it is a wonder that he was not proud of
him.”

¢ Perhaps he has forgiven him, this note will
most likely explain; itisa curious one to, written
on coloured paper.”

¢ Iet me see,” and I wasonce more transferred
to the hands of Marie, whose person I had so long
ago served to decorate aslace. It wasto me like
greeting a long lost friend, whose form you ne'er
expected, again to sce in this world. Marie had
changed, twenty ycars at least had passed, still
she was beautiful, more beautiful than when
young, there was a quiet staidness in her appear-
ance that spoke of happiness, that true happiness
the product of contentment, that true content-
ment combining Faith, Hope and Charity. She
turnced me in her hands, examined the scal, O!
that I thenhad a voice. But the pamphlet on the
table, surely I see the old linen shirt !

By the next mail I was on my way to Pat; I
found him in a large and flourishing business, I
will not say in what town, as you might be tempt-
ed to pay him a visit. He stilllives, and his eldest
sonisin partnership with him. He took me lately
to Ireland, so I had again an opportuuity of visit-

ing my home once more, before I departed hence.
Pat settled an annuity on his step-mother, sold
the farm, and after visiting his benefactor Stanley,
again left for the new world, taking his moncy
with him, which was worth, he said, three times
as much in Canada. An unlucky accident put an
end to my existence, his house was burnt to the
ground, and I was destroyed.

I will now briefly relate my experiences as
paper made from the shirt. I was converted into
beautiful printing paper, and was used as a
gheet in a new magazine, that had just started, and

sought rather popularity in the manner of its
“getting up,” thun on the subjeet matter of its con-
tents. A grave mistake; and one into which more
than proprietors of magazines run into. The public
donot always judge by appearances, they remem-
ber that the drum, notwithstanding all its noise, is
empty within, The magazine of which 1 formed
a part of the first number, struggled on for a few
menths, and then ceased. On my surface was
printed a tale, I will notrelate ithere, for it would
take too much time, it was one of humble life, an al-
legory, Edward Stanley happened to read it, and
bought the number; he said it was the only one
in the book worth looking at, and herein I was
fortunate. I was given to Marie; they were not
married then, and the pamphlet was treasured on
my account. Often would she take me up in
after years to read me to her children, I amused
them, and they were never tired of me. Thus
time rolled on, in its even way, till young Leary
came to see them in the old country, and I was
given to him.

You sce how intimately our fates were woven
together. I was tended by him when a plant;
clothed his form when a man; and afforded him
pleasure inold age. Likewise with Edward Stanley
and his wife; we met repeatedly. The only draw-
back wasthe want of the sympathy of those with
whom our life was blended. Once more allow
me to moralize. All men depend on cach other;
those who are really considered, and consider
themselves the most independent, are in truth the
most dependent ; and their error liesin not recog-
nising the aid received, because they fancy they
have paid for it. If you were to mutually ac-
knowledge each others’ assistance, believe me,
there would not be those heart-burnings and
jealousies whichk at present disfigure the human
race.

At the time Leary’s house was consumed, I was
stolen, and lived for a long time in rather ques-
tionable society. I was not much thought of, and
was finally given to that woman from whom you
purchased your tobacco. That woman is anoble
being, who in ill-health and poverty, saffers un-
complainingly in the hard lot in which her life is
at present cast. See her again, and rescue her,
ifin your power, from the wretchedness with
which she is surrounded. Can you imagine any-
thing more humbling, miserable, vile, than atten-
ding on that low tavern.

The last scrap of me that remained, was wrap-
ped around your tobacco, burnt by you, Iappear-
ed; I now~-disappear.
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I raised my ecyes from the paper on which I had
been writing for several hours, and saw nothing.
A darkness scemed to fall on me. I stretched
out my hand and knocked something from the
table, a book I chink; it fell on my foot, and caused
me to cry out with pain; I jumped forward, up-
setting my chair, and causing a terrible noise.—
Could I have been asleep and dreaming? while
groping about the room for matches, I trod on
something which went crash beneath my weight.
At Tast I struck a light, but my candle was wasted
in the socket. Getting another, I found my pipe
broken, and from the quantity of tobacco lying
by the bowl, I saw that I could not have smoked
it. Several books were scattered about, and a
chair turned upside down; on the table lay a
quantity of paper scribbled over, which, on read-
ing, I found to be the above tale. Should itbe
publishied, let it appear as written, and then its
faults can only be laid at the door of a man, who
wrote with his eyes shut, and brain dormant.—
Legally, persons in this state, are unaccountable
beings.

THE EASTERN BRITISI PROVINCES.

No. IL

Tur Provinces of New Brunswick and Nova
Scotiy, including the island of Cape Breton,
abound with mincral wealth, which has how-
ever been most unaccountably neglected until
within comparatively a few years; the coal
mines of Cape Breton alone were worked to any
_ great extent, and it was from this source that
the government of the island, before it wasre-
moved to Nova Scotia,derived its chiefrevenue.
Subsequently, those of Picton were opened by
private company in IEngland, and with those a
of Sidney have been extensively worked by
the mining company referred to,—the right of
the late Duke of York, to whom they were
granted, having been transferred to Rundell
and Bridges, a wealthy house in London, in
payment of debts duc by His Royal Lighness
to th~ firm,

This grant embraces all mines in Nova
Scotia, and also extensive coal fields that are
found in the County of Cumberland, near the
head of the Bay of Fundy. Crossing that bay,
beyond which the Duke of York's grant, I
believe, does not extend, thereis probably the
largest bed of coal to be found in the world,
according to the Reports of Dr. Gesner who,
for four or five years, was employed by the
Government to make a geological survey of
the Province, At Hillsborough, in that pro-
vince, there is abundance of the purest gypsum,
within a mile of the place of shipment; but
the largest beds of this mineral, and which
have been the most extensively worked, are
those in the vicinity of Windsor,—partly on

the property of of Judge Halliburton, the veri-
tuble author of * Swmn Slick,”"—whence it is
shipped in great quantities to Passamaquoddy,
on the American sines, and thence distributed
throughout the United States.

Iron-ove is to be found in abundance in both
Provinces, and has been partially worked at
Picton, in the castern part of Nova Scotia, and
at Moose River, near Annapolis.  About five-
and-twenty years sincea company was formed
at Halifax, and buildings were erected near
the mouth of the river, for the purpose of
smelting the ore, which is very rich.  There
was another advantage attending this locality
—an ample supply of sand was found in the
neighborhood, well adapted for the process of
moulding. But the affuirs of the company
were mismanaged ; the building caught five
owing to the faulty construction of the chim-
nies; and the enterprise was afterwards totally
abandoned. Ore of'a superior description is
found about Londonderry, on the eastern
brauch of the Bay of Fundy, seventy miles
from Ilalifax, which, owing to the cnterprisc
of Charles Archibald, Esq., are being, I under-
stand, extensively worked. A great deal of
fault has been found with the granting the
mines of Nova Scotia to the Duke of York, and
their subseqent transfer to Messrs, Rundell
and Bridges; but when we contrast the indis-
position of the monied men in Nova Scotia to
mmprove them, with the outlay of capital by
the British mining company, it appears to me
the people of the Province have much cause
to rejoice at the occurrence.

The distinctive features of the colonies of
Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and Prince
Edward’s Island in a social point of view, are
widely different from each other; caused by
the varied circumstances under which they
were settled subsequent to their conquest;
and which gave to Nova Scotia institutions of
a far more liberal and popular character than
were adopted by the other Provinces, and
which have operated beneficially upon its
rapidly increasing population, rendering them
far more intelligent than those of the others.
The most conspicuous among the causes of
this superiority, next to widely diffused edu-
cation, is the constitution of its Grand Jury,
which exercises a judicions control over the
finances of the several counties, and which is
an excellent substitate for a municipal body.

The annual assiessment for the support of
the poor, local improvements, and other ser-
vices connected with the administration of
county ailuirs, are controlled and regulated
by the Grand Juries, who carefully investigate
the expenditure of the monies thus raised.
The main roads and bridges are opened and
maintained by annual grants of the Legisla-
ture, both in NovaScotia and New Brunswick,
and also in Prince Edward’s Island ; for which
purpose the grants in cach of these Provinces
have sometimes exceeded £40,000; and no
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where is any toli exacted. The granting of  and in that part of New Brunswick which
licensos o sell spirituous liquors is regalated *adjoins it; the former, as 1 before observed,

by the Grand Juiies, who generally cumbody
public sentitment.

W hile this bady in Nova Scotia resetubles
that of Massachassetts, in New Branswick on
the contrsuy, its powers are assimilated 10
that of Eugand; and it wasthe opision of' the
late Atterney-Geneial of the latter Provinee,
that all it bus to do is to ignore or find inlls of
indictment. 1L s trae, an Act passed the
Legislature a few vears sinee, anthorizing the
Grand Jury to investigate the conmty accounts;
but its provisions were designedty rendered
nugatory, by amendments made by the Coar-
cil. The vesul? is) that there i= not that w hole-
some strvediiance that prevails in Nova Scotin g
and when the disbursements by the magis-
trates have heen extravagant and eXeessive,
applicaton has to be made to the Legislature,
for an Act to cuable them to make up the
deficieucy.

The towad absence of all restraint in this par-
ticular, stru k Sir Wiham Colebrooke, the
Iate licut. Governer of the Province, swon
afur hi< arrival, and he endsavored to intro-
duce municipae tnstitations, w el was strenu-
ously opposed by the more intlnential class of
socicty, who were naturally opposed to amy
measiie that would curtayn their power, ur
thirow the altices;, which they heldopen o pub
He competition, by which the selection weould
be made from the population generallv, Ana
S0 ignorunt was the mass of the people of the
operaiion and advantages of these ho lies,
which 1t was cam ngly  vepresented wonid
fncrease axation, that, with fow exceptions,
they joine:l in the outery that was raised
against thuir introiuction, and which would
have cevated them ia the seale of intelligence,

There was another advantage which the
peopde of Nova Scotia passesced in the more
general dissengination of edueation, The Pie-
ton Academy, established by the Rev. Dr
A Cullach, of th Free Church of Seotiaud, of
whom U shall agan have to speak, diffused 2
liberal tone of publie feding, wherever its in-
fluence was felt; and from thar souwree cna
nated those political views and privciples,
which have since overturned the former csta-
blished mder of things in Nova Scotin. The
college at Windsar, aithough its advantagos
were chicflv lmitel to the membirs of a par-
ticular church and the sons of the wealthy,
et produced a number of scholars of 1o ordi-
nary attainments, who scattered overthe Pro-
vince as clergymen, lawyers) phvsicians, and
pubilic aflicers, gave not only a high tone to
public semtiment, but by the supervision which
they exercised over the grunuarand common
schoals, led to the diffusion of general intelli-
genee; and nowhere, during my extensive
tours through the Colonies, aud cven in the
United States, have I fonnd better informed
people than arc to be met with in Nova Scotia,

having engrafted on their code of laws, much
of the tenor of those of Massachussetts, would
_seem to have been guided in their choice by
ithe desire for mental culture, for which the
{inhabitants of that State have been distin-
guished fiom the period of its original settle~
ment; and which subsequently operated on

"t the minds of the patriotic men to whom the

tdirection of the infant colony was confided.

' Similar motives, however, do not appear to
have acteated the leading men of New Brunss
wick, who scem to have feared that, if cdu-
cation were generally disseminated, a class of
persons would be created, that would produce
campetition for aflice, and hence the interiority
of its rural population to that of Nova Scotia,
to whom they do not yield in natural shrewd-
ness or the more generous and kindly emotions
of the heart.  Within the last {ew years,
liowever, a college has been founded at Fre-
derictan, the seat of government; but it has
been less suceessful in its efforts than that of
Windsor, cither as respects the students or
the community at large.  And although gram-
war schools were established, yet the system
of conmumon schools was materially defective,
and no care apyears to have ber n taken in the
selection of teachers. Sir William Colebrooke
labored sedulously to remedy theevil, and the
Legislature wasinduced to direct its attention
to this important subject; a Supcerintendent of
Schools has recently been apjointed, and
~hould the cfforts that have been made in
this respect be met by a corresponding action
on the part of the people generally, the rising
weneration will bear comparison with that of
e ~ister Province.

Not only has there been this absence of
efficent means for diffusing education, but the
prrsuits of the inhabitants of the two Pro-
vinees have not been without their effects,
While thase of Nova Scotia have mainly fol-
lowed agricultural pursuits, and conscquently
led a domestic life, these of New Brunswick
have for the most part engaged in lumbering,
thus withdrawing them from their homes to
leaud a semi-savage and demoraiizing life in the
wilderness.  As the autumm advances, the
lumberinen resort in parties to the forest,
where they remain till spring restares them to
the restraints of civilized life.  When the ico
in the rivers has melted, they raft their timber
1o market ; and after settling with the mer-
chant, the cmployes for the most part spend
the proceeds of their toil in dissipation during
the remaining summer months, and then
prepare again to return to the woods.

I have not room at present to cnlarge upon
the subject of lumbering as regards individuals
and communitics, but shall revert to it when
1 come tospieak of New Brunswick and Lower
Canada. Fortunately for Nova Scotia, her
inhabitants arc but partially engagedin the en-
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terprise. The people about Pictou, and in the | through all the varied and demoralizing scenes
neighboring parts of the county of Cumber- of militavy life; years had rolled on since he
Jand, it is true, embarked rather extensively  quitted his youthful and peaccinl home ; and
in the busiuess; but the panic of 1525 in-!everything had conspired to obliterate, if pos-
volved most of them in one general ruin, and |sible, the events of his carly dayvs: yet no
the rural population again betook themselves ' sooner had he formed around him the domestic
to agriculture, and at present the county of  circle, than he resumed the performance ot
Pictou iz one of the finest in the Province.  [those religions duties, which probably cven
Nova Svotia, previous to the {ermination of in the camp had not been entirely neglected,
the American  Revolution, embraced New | the observance of which kad been inculeated
Brunswick, which, immediately after that in childhood ; and in the wilderness of the
event, was formed into a separate Province. new world his aged partner and the children
The entire country was called “Acadie” by ;of their love joined with him in the utterance
the French, and is so recognized in the Mas- ! of hymns of gratitude and in humble prayer.
sachusetts charter of 1691, and in all the co-i  We hear a great deal of the altered condi-
lonial public decuments from 1633 to the!tion of the United States; but rarcly has a
conquest of Cunada. Tt was bounded by !greater change taken place anywhere there,
Maine, whose original boundary was the Ken- ! than is exhibited in the castern part of the
nebee or St. Croix river, and was finally fixed ' Provinee of Nova Scotia, within the last forty
by the English and French governments at!or fifty years, and in the means of communi-
the river Pemaquid—=a short distance to the 'cating with the capital. At the commence-
castward of the Kennebee. jment of that period the mail was carried by a
When New Brunswick was separated from *man of the name of Stewart, who trudged
Nova Scotia, the cntire country was but along on foot; nor was there aroad by which
sparscly inhabited ; but a number of persons 2 waggon, or perhaps a2 man on horseback,
from the neighboring States, who retained ; could pass. Once a week this hardy Scotsman
their attachmeut to their King and country, ' shouldered his mail-bag, and sometimes with
songht refuge within its iron-hound and fog- an iren pot on his head, for which he reccived
enveloped coast; and an intlux of immigrants ' a penny per pound for caurtiage, he started on
—chicetly from Great Britain and Ircland—has  his toilsome and solitary route.  The road, or
since converted both Provinces into thriving rather path, at that time was over Mount
British colonics. { Tom, which was of steep ascent, and for o
By far the larger proportion of those from ’long time it wasthe terror of travellers. Since
Scotland, scttled about Picton, in the castern Sir Jas. Kempt, who cffected extensive altera-,
part of Nova Scotia, and of Iate years in Cape ! tions and improvements on the roads, admin-
Breton, and, by their industry and agricul-‘istered the government of Nova Scotia,
tural tact, they have converted the forest into  that to Pictou winds round the base of Mount
fruitful ficlds, which yield abundantly, and, Tom; and now a very supcerior linc of stages
place their occupants ordinarily beyond the ' runs from that place to llalifax, and the entire
reach of poverty and want. To the present ' distance—one hundred miles—is travelled in
hour mauv of these people retain and speak ‘ one day.,
their native Gaclic, in which language thel It wasin 1524 that T first visited Pictou, at
services in many of their churches are per-* which time the road had not been altered. At
formed during the carly part of the day; and ! the foot of the hill, Stewart, who by dint of
on sacramental occasions, hundreds of them : frugality and perseverance, had saved suffi-
may be scen partaking of that sacred ordin-! cient to cnable him to cstablish himself in ano-
ance in the open air, and beneath the cloud- | ther pursuit, kept a humbleinn for the accom-
Iess canopy of heaven. ‘ modation of traveliers, where, with my wife, I
Family worship, in the observance of which , Stopped to obtain refreshment. Hearing the
the Scot is so remarkable, is frequently Doisc of a spinning-wheel up stairs, we cater-
performed in the Gaclic; and I recollect, on  ¢d to visit the apartment, where we found a

one occasion, stopping a night at the cottage ; tall, interesting-looking young woman busily
employed, and whom 1 had not forgotten when

about two years since I travelled the present
road in a stage coach, and was glad to learn
from a fellow passenger, that she kept the inn.
at which we should stop to dinc.

Stemne has s2id of wowan, that she carrics.
the principle of change about her; and I re-
gret to say, that the remark was fully realised.
in this instancc—atleast as far asappearance
was concerned.  Thadleft her five-and-twenty
years before, a lithe and fragile creature, with.
a countenance beaming with intelligence ; and
as such she was still present in my mind's eye,

of a Hizhlander, at the head of the Nashwaak,
in New Branswick, who had been a sergeant
in the gallant forty-second regiment, in which,
during a large portion of his life, he had fought
andserved. Beforeretiring to rest, the family,
as was customary, were assembled for < wor-
ship,” the Gaclic Bible and hymn-books were
produced, and all the members joined with
alacrity and fervor in the cvening's devotion,
which went up an acceptable offering before
the throne of the Most High. What stronger
proof can be adduced of the cffects of carly
training and example? This man had passed
VoL, 1L —G
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When the woman of forty-three showed her-
self) it was hmpossible to recognise the fuir
formof a quarterof a century hetore, still, not-
withstanding her businessinterconrse with the
world, her frank  and generous nature, of
which her face had been the index, still re-
mained, and we parted betfer friends than we
met—zshe to pursite 2 Life of use fulness at home,
and ke wio pens this noticg, to buflet with the
world.

Among the inducements which the Fastern
Provinees offer to setiders, ave the general for-
tility of the sail, the saiubrity of the climate,
owing to their proximity to the sea, and the
abundance of fish, whichmay be takenon the
coast, rivers and lukes, Inthe Western States,
at a distance from the sea-board, an unwhele-
sotue miavma arises from the numerous swamps,
and the viciuity of large bodies of fresh water,
vitiatng the atmospliere, carry  everviwhere
withii. :ts influcnee, and, during the summer
and an.mnn, seatier around discase and death,
with @izl profusion.

Butin the Eastern Provinces there are none
of tho:ze proiific sources of fever and ague;
indeed, in Nova Seotia and New Drunswick,
during my extensive travelling theve, I never
met with an instance ; while on the river St.
Jolin and the othier rivers of New Brunswick,
instead of those lurking incentives of discase,
there are numerous fertile intervales, as they
ave called, composed of rich aliuvial deposit,
upon which the receding waters of the floods

TISH PROVINCES.

perative by their own misconduet, was essen-
tial to the penceful settlement of the country,
and was productive of permanent tranquillity
and security.  Sinee that period, the Indians
who were formerly so powerful, and who were
x0 muchdreaded, have diminished down to the
mere remnant of two or three tribes; and these,
as everywhere is the case, are fast disappear-
ing hefore civitization and its attendant vices,
—aceelerated in their downward course of
ruin, by that appetite for ardent spirits, which
savages evorywhereexhibit. At present, the
‘most remote and wild parts of the coun-
Hry, may be traversed or settled in perfect se-
veurity 5 aned if eccasiorally a few of its abori-
ginal inhabitants are met with by the salitary
traveler in his lenesome journey, they excite
no other feelings than those of commiseration
and respect.

After z time, a considerable number of the
expatriated French returned to Nova Scotia,
and were not moicsted.  Families, however,
had been separated, who were never again to
be re-united : many individuals had died from
disease and suffering, subscquent to thelr re-
moval; and the spirit of those who came
back, had been breken down and subdued by
adversity.  Un returningto Nova Scotia, they
did not settle in one body, but formed detach-
ed and disiinet communitics, uniformly retain-
1ing those habits, manners and dress, which
*their ancestors had brought with them from
i the shores of Europe. A considerable portion

;’}1 s];rmg. zlc:;}‘c'_s fzsccs.;:y: layers ff 503' tOl'l 2 of them, setiled at a place callud Chesuncook,
1e Aroasteok river, which permeates the ler-apgu¢ forty miies to the eastward of Halifax ;

ritory, recently very improperty surrendered
to the Americans, these intervales are very
extensive and abundant ; of which ample evi-
dence is afforded, in the size and quality of
the timber which is annually floated down the
St. Johu.

The French portion of the inhabitants of
both Provinces, are still called Acadian French 5
they are naturally an ingenuous, harnless peo-
3le, completely under the control of their
pricsts, withont whose concurrence and sanc-
tion, they will not conclude the most trifling
Dargain—cven to the buying of a horse or
waggon, and their children usually grow up in
great ignorance; while their houses are very
filthy and destitute of comfort. Subsequent
1o the final surrender of Nova Scotia to Eng-
land, they became very troublesome, and were
continually cxciting the Indians to the com-
mission of atrocitics; in this way causing the
massacre of the scttlers, even within the
neighbourheod of Ilalifax, the preseat capital
of Nava Scotia.

With the view of terminating these out-
rages, they were collected together on an ap-
pointed day, and sent out of the country, be-
ing, for the most part, conveved to the then
Southern Colonics of Great Britain, at present
a part of the United Statex  This was doubt-
less an act of severity, but was rendered im-

another on the castern shore of St Mary's
Bay—an arm of the Ilay of Fundy—where
for a number of years the Abbe Segoigne,
who had left behind him France and its
crimes, at the period of the revolution, was
their priest, their counsellor and fiiend.

By far the greater number, however, set-
tled in what is now the Province of New
Brunswick ; and are stili to Le found in Jarge
communitics, at and in the vicinity of the
Baic de Chaleur, and southwardly, along the
castern shore, as far as Shediac, near the con-
fines of Nova Scotin; and on the opposite
island of Prince Edward.  Arnother part sct-
tled on the Mememcook, and the left bank of
the Petticodiac river, in the county of West-
merland; and another portion fixed at St
Annc's, now called Fredericton, and ultimate-
Iy on the Upper St. John—forming what is
called the Madawaska settlement, where they
continued for a long time unnoticed and un-
known. Every where they chose the most
fertile tracts of Iand in that Province, of which
they continue to enjov undisturbed possess-
ion; cultivating the soil, it is to be regret-
ted, inan imprudent and fmperfect manner,
and exhausting it by their thriftless husban-

dry.

Axnces,
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SEDERUNT XIIT.
[Dactor alone] )
Docror—0ur friends the Major and Laird
are not over-punctual; yet, here they come, !
wending their way across yonder green as i
fatizued with the heat and teils of the day.
They are inseperable, those two and as tx:uc
to cach other as friends can well be.  Slerling
fellows ! I love you both, and though I ocea-
sionally would pass oft'a joke on you, you arc
ever forgiving, and pardon the frivolity of your
younger associate. Long may the Shanty
rejoice in your presence, and may your shadow
never grow less within its wal's. [Fder
Major and Luird) Welcome, Major, welcome
Bonnibraes!
Lamp.—Thankye, Doctor, thankye. We
arc ower late, but ye'll excusc us.
11 scron.— was before my tune, for in truth
I was anxious to tell you that I have been
since our last sederunt clected member of a
cliess club.
Masor—A chess club in Toronto! That
is good news indeed.  When was it formed?
Docror—A fewweeks back, and it alrcady
numbers over five-and-twenty members.
Lan.—Fiveand-twenty. A guid begin-
ning. An wha may they 2’ be.
Docro—That T can hardly tel! you, how-
cver the officers arc & President, Professor
Cherriman; and Scerctary and Treasurer D.
Crawford Esq Theaffairs of the clubareman,
aged by a connittee of threc, viz:—I. O'Bricn,
M.D, T. J. Robertson, and W. G. Dmper,
Esquires. The club mects weekly for play.

Masor—How arc the members clected?
Tell us all about it.

Docror.~—By ballot ; they are proposcd‘nt@
onccetingaud ballotted forat thenext. The,
annual subscription is only ten shillings, withi
an entrance fee of five, .

Laun.—Qaite cheap enow” in 2" conscience.

Major.—Doctor, you must propose us at
your next meefing, By the way would it not
he a good fdea to introduce chess to our
Shanty 2 What say vou Laird 2

Laum.—Yera guid indeed, the' T'm bat a
puir hand at the game, still 1 like to puzzle
o'er 2 problem now and then.

Docroi—Then you shall be gratified. 1
will endeavour to prodre you a problem for
our next meeting, in the mean time I will givg
yoit an cnigma by one of our members, it is
not a diffiucnlt one, but will, at all events, serve
to amuse you for ashort time, if you are not
a skilful player.

Wiurre—R, at KR 4th; R, at QB Gth; Kt,
at K 3rd; B, at K Tth; P, at K 2ad.

Brack—K, at K 5th; P,at QB 6th. White
to play and mate in four moves.

Masor—While the Laird is endeavouring
to solve your cnigma, tell me Doctor what you
proposc giving us monthly in the wayof chess
matters #

Docror.—An original problem, and at least
one or,two original enigmas; if T canuot pro-
cure them, T will sclect a few of the best from
some chess periodical. Suchitems also of chiess
intelligence as will be generally interesting to
chess readers, and areport of the games of any
matches our chess club may play, should I be
permitted.

Masor—Well, Doctor, it will be a good
mote, and render our Shanty, I hope, more
acceptable to our visitors.

Lamn.—Nae doubt, nac doubt. Doctor, I
gic ow'er the enigma for the present; yer
clavers bewilder me, besides, we hae other
things to discuss. For guidness sake open the
window a bittock! A man might as weel try
to breath in the black hole o° Calcutts, as m
the shanty wi' the thermometerat 96 in the



100 TIIE EDITOR'S SHANTY.

shade! Open the window, 1 say if ye wudna’
hae an inquest held on my remains before
cock craw!

Masor.—A plague take you and your re-
mains!  There! you have now got the night
breeze, charged with fever, ague, and lumbago
from the swamp, sweeping through the house
like a flinty landlord’s execution! If crutches
and quinine be not the order of the day with
me to-morrow, may the name of Culpepper

Crabtree be blotted out from the roll call ol"

creation!

Lann.—Wiesoch for the puir body ! T say
Mrs. Grundy, sendin & couple o' blankets and
a weel aired Kilmarnock night cowl for our
auld friend here!

Masor—Confound your impudence! I
have a good mind—

Docror.—Peace, darlings! Ilave you for-
gotten what Dr. Watts says:

¢ Children you should never let
Your tagry pressions 115¢ ;

Your litie hands we sver made
‘I'o tear each other’s eyes 17

4 . Y .
this wild beast in human shape, not the least

interesting are those of the tamed tigers he kept
on the divan beside him, and which frequently
amused themselves in devouring his Nubianslaves.
His daughter lived upon the west side of the river
in her palace, and it was her common amusement
to walle through the streets of Cairo, and if she
saw a young Frank who attracted her attention,
she would send her eunuch to bid him {ollow her.
Were he unfortunate enough to do this, he never
returned from herhouse.  Oune young Frenchman,
upon whom she thus cast her eves, was thus
bidden by a eunuch, and not daring to disobey
the summons from such a powerful person, took
the precaution of arming himself’ with pistols.
After passing the mnight in Ler harem, in the
morning she parted with him most affectionately,
and giving him presentsto disguise her intentions,
as she had doubtless done trequently to her
previous lovers. e left the harem and two of the
cunuchs accompanied him to the top of some
stairs, which he perceived led rather mysteriously
down a dark passage. Suspecting foul play, and
obzerving both of the cunuchs had their hands on
their sword-hilts, he pulled out both pistols, and

Major.—T have not heard these lines since,
I was a denizen of the nursery, and they act
as— 1
Lamp.—0il upon the troubled waters o'
your cat-witted moral Atlantic!  After that|
dry morsel o’ metaphysics it behoves metore-

plenish my horn! llere's reformationtous a't ) A
1 buck to get assistnce.  He was unable to cross

| the river, and, as it wasscarce day-light, succceded

Masor.—Speak for yourself, sir! In your
case the proverh emph.ically holds good, that
charity begins at home™

Permit me to quench the smouldering fires of |

ordered them to lead the way. This they did,

j and on arriving about half way down, he perceived
1 sort of landing-place, or trap-door, which was

raised, and below ran the river. Here the cunuchs
paused, and drew their swords; but he cocked
his pistols, and placing onc to the ear of each,
ordered them to proceed. Upon reaching the
bottom, he leaped from the steps, while they ran

in getting into the outskirts, and concealed him-

Docror—A truce to this sharp shooting! :sclf in the straw in an old hut of a ruined village

about a mile up the river. He heard the voices
of several of the black eunuchs, who had traced

your wrath with a libation from the waters of | Lim through the villages by the barking dogs, but
a venerabie river! Here is an exceedingly | remained quiet till night, when, proceeding further
readable book published by Phinney & Co., of up the river, he crossed there in a boat; and
Buffalo, entitled “Journal of a Voyage up . going to the Mokaattam mountains, arrived at
the Nile!” which, though not published yes-: Cairoon the other side next day, having not dared
terday, deserves honourable mention in our : to enter a village for food.  He went immediately
conclave. ito the French Consul, and told his story; but

Lamn.—TI canna’ thole the idea o’ journals, | What would his protection have been to one who

in sic weather as this! The very name puts had the character and sceret of the daughter of

- - - o vree] e v 1 Ta ) O 1Y
me in mind o' a muckle ruled hook, stored wi: &';gft'i‘.ll‘l‘)‘",.n‘:g“‘]"’l ]l’)'f;’l‘_'.:;gsdi:‘“fcz“gf ‘L’(’;‘:’ "fo:'
records o' candles, green tea, and treacle,: ;07 C CASHY CISPOSCE OL =0, UY

vended on credit! Your tourists now a' days, ' the advice of the Consul, he left Cuiro, and went
hae as many moral reflections upon the things
they see, as the crooked slave Jisop tacked to
the tails o' his fables?

i The disappearance of many youn
| Franks, more adventurous than prudent, was

to Alexandria, where he took passage for France.

g and handsome

thus accounted for; and this was the last instance

Docror.—You will find few such émperti-! kuown of one who had been in danger of being

acnces (as Cervantes would have said), in the,

volume which I hold in my hand.  The writer
tells what he saw, and leaves the moralizing
to the reader!

Lamn.—Ie must be a sensible lad! Let’s
hac a sample o' his wares.

Docror.—Here is an adventurc in Cairo,
equal, in its way, to some of the “high jinks”
we read of in the Arabian Nights Entcrtain-
ments.

Defterdar Bey; that pious member of the
Geographical Socicty of I'aris, and his daughter.
Among the many stories told of the ferocity of

sacrificed to gratify the passion and save the
reputation of this Egyptian ¢ Lucrezia Borgia.”
Franks in Egypt were not protected as now, and
the despotic and ferocious will of the daughters
and sisters of the Beys and Pachas, particularly
under the Mamelooks, caused many a parallel
circumstance.

Masor.—You surely do not mean Dr. to
cndorse all the nursery stories that have been
so long current with the opera going public,
respecting Lucrezia Borgia 2

Docror.—By no means, the words are not
mine. I know as well as you do that the
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Lucrezia Dorgia of history, if we may eredit !
contemporancous authors, is a very different
person from the monster Victor lugo has
made her. She is represented by them to
have been an amiable and  accomplished
princess, a lover of poetry, a munificent patron
of the arts, and to have been distinguished
for piety and charity.

Lump.—And what in the name o’ a’ that's
wonderful has made folk raise sic like evil
stories against the guid woman.

Masor—she had the misfortune of being
sister to the infunous Cesar Borgia, and to
that may be attributed all the horrible charges
brought against her. It has been fully proved
that she was no party {o the assassination of
her hushand Alfonso Bisceglia, nor to any of
her brother’s atrocious acts.  Her last hus-
band, Alfonso, Duke of Ferrara, was wont to
consult her in the most important afiuirs of
state, and never had cause to reevet the con-
fidence he reposed in her. The horrible and
appalling incidents to be found in Victor Hugo
bave been most unpardonally introduced for
cffect, and Donizetti, in his opera, has of course
avaiied bimscltof these cffeets to harrow up
our very nerves with the fearful seencs he has
put on the stage.

Lamn.—Weel, weel, taking for granted that
s correct, at any rate Tam safe in
< nther jezehel a brazen-faced, bluid-
thivsty yandy! A tar barrel and a cord o dry
pine would hite been weel bestowed upon her'!
The Frenchman, T would wager a groat, was
mair select in his company ever after!

Ducior.—1 see, Major, you have been glan-
cing over Miss Cathierine Sinclair’s new novel
of * Modern Flirtations ;” pray what is your
verdict touching its merits?

Mator~I would strongly advise you to
procure & copy.  In an ecconomical point of
view, it wonld form a most desirable addition
to the stock of a thrifty, swall annuitant like
yourself,

Duoctor.—DPray exponnd! T never was an
adept at solving viddles!?

Mason.—Theve is no riddle in the matfer.
The owner of the work need never invest g
copper in the purchase of opium. If ten
pages of Miss Sinclair’s profduction does not
send him into the Jnd of Nod in as many
minutes, never all me conjurer!

Bucroi—Indeed! Some of the newspapers
speak highly of the affair !

Mazor—Most verdant of Medicos! Ilave
you reached the years of discretion, and vet
gravely anote the opinion of any of the “ we”
trihie upon the merits or demcrits of a new
publicatim 2 Why, vou will be professing
your heiief some of these fine days in the
Philosapher’s stone, or the authenticity of the
Locus of Ossian? )

Daocroi.—.\s 2 weneral rule, I agree in the
estimaie which you take of the critical pre-

tenzions of tire fourth estate, but there is no

rule without its exceptions.  In more than
one of our broad sheets, you may meet with
well digested, and well expressed notices of
the literature of the day.  The Canadian press
exhibits amarked improvement in this respect,
during the last few years,

Lamp.—There was muckle need o’ refor-
mation !

Docror.—-But to return to *“ Modern F'lir-
lationy,” is the production really as mouldy
as you describe it?

Magor.—Right sorry weuld T he to exag-
gerate faults, or “set down aught in malice”
when a lady is concerned ; but certes Cath-
erine is cnough to comvert a Chesterfield into
abruin!  Her narrative runs along with all
the dull and dogged deliberation of a stream
of muddy ink, cmerging from a botile, the
month of which is incrusted with some liquid
glue! A gouty fly would progress with as
much celerity through a pot of the last men-
tioned commodity, as the reader does through
this pestiiently yawn-provoking collection of
commmon place!

Lamp—uvh, but the body’s Litter {o-night!
T wonder if he fell in wi a beetle in his por-
ridge this morning?  If «ae, he is muckle to
be pitied, and the lassic Sinclair into the bar-
Zain!

Docror.—DParce, Laird!

Lamp.—Nae mair LSursee than vonrsell;
honest man! Na, na! The sun furnishes
sma’ temptation for ony wnc to worship his
bleezing lace in sic weather, let alane a douce
ruling chler like your humble servant!

Masor.—Shut up, and be hanged to vou!
If Thad the joint stool of your countriwo-
man Jaunct Geddes, conveniently at hand, I
would try whether it or your skull possessed
the greater powers of resistance !

Lanm.—The man’s in a ereet!  Sarely he
has popped the question to Mrs. Grundy, and
got a bezunk!

Docror—TI really begin to fear, Crabtree,
that I must feel your puise, and prescribe a
course of sedatives!  The uneatled for energy
which, more than once you have exhibited to-
night, makes me suspect that there is a screw
loosc somewhere about vour system.

Maon. —Pardon @aieo mio, and Laird, T
crave you to forget and forgive! The trath
is that I was put out of sorts this forcnoon,
aud that has made wme a tritlie more fractious
than I ought {o have heen.

Dorror.—Where did the shoe pinch, an’ it
be a fair question 2

Masor.—You know T came from Iamiiton
this morning per steamer.  Weil, hardiy had
the eraft become stationary at the whaf] than
“a band of fierce barharians” in the shape of
waiters, carters, cabmon, thieves and pick-
pockets, boarded her decks, and comnmencesd
a concert of shouting enough to drive a Sten-
{or fiantic.  The squalid rullians almost seized
their helpless victims—the passengers to wit,
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by the throats, and 1 verily bchc\e that but!  Mason. —My dear fellow you are confirming
for the plc«'mmt use which I mg ul(, of my | the impression which 1 had formed of tle
black thorn stafi, 1 would have heen carried, worle, 'The details of the loves of such a pair
body and soul, into one of the ]owmou\c must of necessity be as insipid as a zoblet of
arks, which Blockaded the pathwav.  One sug'lr and water to o bon vicardt of the olden
abominzable Milesian, 2 linea) descendent, Pl sehool, like our mess mate Bonnichraes!
be sworn, of the founder of the .‘xpp.n ces, | Dacron- -Hearme to acose. Cireunitances,
trampied with his nonmh(-d hioof” upon my cnnplu and rational enough in ll‘cnmlns,
arouty toe, .u‘d eansed me to yell forthy some- ! combine 1o give Agatha’ s hushand the appear
thing more m..n [ fear to an arctharee than fance of a so'dn] selfish, ¢ i tyvrant,
o benedeeite ! who, without mth or pity, out S‘ll, every
Latsv—Heeh sirs! Sm’ wonder that \c,tmn the feelings of his -_:mllc help-mate.
hae been a thocht fractions, afier sic a visita- | Some of the situztions thus produced have all
tion! [the thrilling vizour of the best of our old
Masonr —DBut that isnotall. When Treach- Engiish dramatists.
ed the wharf 1 had to thwead my way with{  Masor—I mustread the affair of which you
fear and t ding throuzgh a perfeet wilder-{speak so highly.  Can you favor us with a
ness of vehicles of every deseription, dreuding, specimen of the manner in which tire fair
at every mement it Twould be visited with | writer handies her tools, without revealing
the fte of a pitzim who has a partiality to bey the scerets of the pint?
pulverized by the car of Jugganaut! Can|  Docror—ifere is Agathu's {irst visit to an
vou now blume me for being not in the most | invalid sister-in-law
genial of hamours? At first, Agatha thought the room was empty,
Docror.—Not 1, for one! Why Timon of until, lying on a sofa—though so muitled in dra-
Athens could not pl-: Wl such a valid excuse | peries as ncuh to disguise all form—she saw
for misanthiopy as vou have advanced ! what scemed the figure Or a child. But coming
Lann.—I )h I wish that T were only the; nearer, the face was no child's face. 1t was 11:.;;
Grand Tk for Laifa day! T wonld b)']\(r“ of a woman, already arrived at middle age. .\I.u-)
the Corporation to bouk in double quicktime, | wrinkles seamed it; and the hair alululllldl.l" it
for the shamdless carciessness thev show “.m solt, close Lands, was quite grey. The onlv
the matter! In the name o wonder what ! thing notable about the “;“"m““"“ ras i‘ re-
come 0 #' the taxes, when the powers {hat he t ¥ arliable serenity, in which yonth might have

. e fconveyed that painful expression of premaure
canna afford to pay a couple o' stout O“’CI"]° age often scen in similar cases, but which now in

to protect the travdlineg publie, by pitching! age make it look voune. It was asit time and
their tormentoss into the lake! \\oxhl!) sorrow had alike forgotien this sad victim

Doctor—Yuu were speahing, Major, of adull’ ; of Nature's unhindness—had passed by and lelt
novel; 1 have just finished the lellwl of one her to heep something of the chilu's puradise

ofa very different description. 1 allude toiabout her still.
_']//(u]uz s Joesbutsedd, . Tisis face, and the small, thin, infantine-looking
Lamp.—Who s it written hy ? hands, crossed on the silk coverlet, were all that

Docror~—By the :x.uhm oss of “the ()q;(.' was visible.  Agatha woundered she had so
cies,” and ¢ the Heod or the 1,,,,1,,/" t“o'<h|unl\ from the <unplc mystery now revealed.
ju“uug whicly, in my humble apinion, rank | Nathauael led her to thie <ofy, and placed her
second to few we Lave been favourcd awith | Where Elizabeth could see her easily without

tuu:.u" round.
since the Waverty era. AT . .
v wife! Is she like what you ex-
\L\'nx..—l woukl be half inclined to pr edi- Hore is my wile s you ex

fi < titde, 1 L 1 e pulul sister?”
cate fioin thie tide, that € .\ production biclon 251 Tire head was half raised, but with difficuity ;
1o the namby ]..m.}n sehool. It is Sll:’.’g(.

and Agatha met the z,hu,:lul smiling, loving ¢ s
tive of a1 serivs of dux.n\lu shetehes deeently | of her whom people call pour Eiizeheth.” Nich
Aull as the moralizations of Mrs. Rlis, or the thorough content, such admiring |;Xc..~u~'- as that
respeetable twaeddie of mother Hof Band ! i Took testified? 1t took zmway ail the paiatul con-

Docion—Tul, tut man,—you are a thou-; straint which most people experience on fisst
sand miles ont of vour reckoning in this in-, coming into the presesce of thuse whom Heaven
stanee! mem s foasher ol s 1('1111(: with | has ailficted thus; and made Agatha feol that in
nerve and »i: and exiy a l\um\lcrl-rc of, putting such an angelic spirit into that poos dis-
the human female heart which would have | tonted hoidy, Heaven had not dealy h.udl\ even
Gone no diseredit Lo Massing.er or Jeanna ! “'H’ L h’.“b}u‘ Harper. .o .
Baillie. i She is just like what T thoueht,” said a voice,

. teal. S Y wseribed her
15 ' thin, but not ummzsu.\l._ You deseribed hes
Laie “, Whatkind of a lad is the guidman ! well, (,omc here and kiss me, my dear new

0 Agat

° . sister.’

— \ perzon in every respeet worthy | Agatha knelt down and obeyed, with her whole
ent wife to wham he is “"“(“] hc.nl. inthe embrace.  OF all the greetings in the
tpyreciates her munerous good qu ll hlml\, none had been like this. And rot the
ties, andl whose ntmost ambition is lo contri- | least of its swectiness was that her husband seemed
bate to her haprsiness. 1 so pleased therewith, looking more like himseld
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thau he hod done since they eatered hla fuhu
doors.

Masor.—I like the twang of that passage;
let us have another.

Docror.—The hushand, who is about to
Teave his wife for a season, is standing at her
bed side.  You will be able to account for hix
demeanour and emotions from the hint which
1 have before given you.

And still slhie was sleeping—sleeping at the very
aiisis of Ler fate.  Iler face was composed aud
sweet, though her hands were stiil clenchied, and
one of them almost baried in her loose hair,

Her husbaad stood and looked at her, trying
long to keep himself firm and sclferestrained, as
though she were aware of Lis Presence. lmt at
List the holy Ld,ulcsmcss of sicep subdued him.
From stauding upright he sank "mdu'l‘.\ down—
down—till he wus erouching on his knees. Shud-
der came over Lim—sigh after sigh rose up and
wias smothered w.un in his breast. At last even
the strong man's strength gave way, and there
fell a heavy, silent, barning rain,

And all the while the wite slept, and never knew
how he Joved hert!

After a while the fiery dews ceased. Nothanacl
opencd his eyes and tried to look ouce more
calmly on his wife. She sthrred a litde in her
sleep, and began to smile—a very soft, meek, in-
nocent smile, that softened her proud lips iuto
infantine sweetness.  She was again Agatha, the
merry Agatha, as she had Deen when he first saw
her, before he weoed her, and shook lier roughly
from her girlish ealm into all the struggles of Jife.
e could hau‘c cursed himself—and yet—yet he
Toved her!

Kaeeling, he stretehed his arm over her neck.
Anotiier moment and he would have yiclded to
the frantic impulse, and snatched her to hisheart
one—just one embrace—heedless of her waking.
Bat how would she wake ? only to hate and re-
proach him. e had better leave her thus, and
carry away In his remembrance that picture o/
peace which biotted out ail her bitter woids, =
her cruel want of love—muade him forget every-
thing except that ~he had been the wife of his
bosom and bis first love.

e drew back his arm.gradually and noiselessly.
e did net attemptto kiss hier, not even her hand,
lest he should disturb her; but knecling, Jaid his
head on the pitlow by hers, and pressed Lis lips
to her hair.

“ 1 an glad she sleeps—yes, very glad!  She
is quite content now, she will be quite happy
when Iam gone. God love thee and take care
of thee—my i Laling—my Agatha,
his sigh on his hc.:n though his lips
scarcely d he lissed her hair once agaii,
rose up, and w un\u.\. Caway,

As hie departed, the firstsunbeam came in and
danced upon the bed, showing Amatha fast sleep-
ing still. She never wohe until it had been
broad day fora Jong time, and the san crecping
over her pillow stiuck her eyes.

Then she stuted up with a loud ery—she had
heen dreamin Tears were wet upon her cheek.
She ealicd wiidly for her husband. It was too
Iate. e had been gone at least three hours.

it oot to Girzy, and ye¢ can get another copy
frac Maclear.

Docror.~—If yon were not such a red hot
and unmitigated Jacobite,ohCrablree! Iwould
commend to yowr perusual this slim green-
garmented volume.

Major—You can at least infroduce your
friend.

Daocror.—~** Notabilities in France and
Fuglad” by Philavete Charles, Professor of
the Paris Tustitute. 1t is a trans'ation from
French, and is issued by Puatnam & Co.

Masor—~—Does the Professor deal much in
democratic politics, that you mention him so
gingerly to me?

Docror.—Far fromit.  Ic is deeply tinged,
it is {rue, with what you would term the virus
of liberalian, but still he is rather a doscrder
than a theorizer. e professes to be an ad-
mirer of contemporary talents, whilst at the
same time he “{uillows no school, bows before
no idol.”

Lamp.—Let the Professor say a word
for himself! A man can aye best tell his ain
story.

Docror.—There is something very striking
in the following sketch of

Axan, THE SWEDENBERGLAN.

When the allies entered Paris, and the return
of the Bourbons was announced as probable, a
areat panic scized those families who had cause
for fear, or thought they had. My father and I
had frequent intercourse with some of kis ancieng
colleagues. It was at that time I became inti-
mately acquainted with him who had been styled
the ferocious Amar, and he was to me 2 subject
of eurious study.

There could be nothing more pleasant or cour-
teous than this so-called tiger; hisancient habits,
as king's treasurer and man of the world, were
clearly visible in his language and manuners.  He
spoke low; a lurge diamond ring which he wore,
and which was Qoxucmnc:, I thouvht. not unwite
tingly displayed, betrayed the ﬁnuncicr; the finest
and whitest of linen, with rufiles and bosoms ein-
broidered and pl..m.d in the handsomest style,
with hisother vestments of clear and modest shades
but not mournful, were all in keeping. At first
sight, all who rucolh-cmi or had studied thecight-
centh century would have taken him for an econ-
omist of thescet de Quesnay.  Nevertheless, his
large pale face, his fair hair Lecoming grey, his
head inclined, which scemed hesitating between
revericand ealculation, hisraylessblue eyes, which
scemed to view nothing exterior, but gazed in-
wardly, impressed one with solemaity and almost
with fear.  Ilerc was evinced an iatelicct more
profound but less complete than that of Vadier,
The last was possessed of an intelleet keen and
cutting, of which you soon took the gauge; bu
you kuew not what force and depth were con-
cealed beneath the ealm, gentle, and meditative
exterforef Amar.  Some expressions of his which
scemed mysterious, that were engraved on my
memory in childhood, T now co-np.d:cnd

I have always n,.mrl\v:d that the dwelling of a

Lamp—Rax me the beok Doctor, Tl tak f man has a peculiar analogy with Lis dxapo:ltxons
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and tendencivs.  One must be anystic or phi!o-‘

sopher to love an extended horizon, overlooking
vineyards and groves, meadow s and gardens ; such
aspects of nature have a peculiar chiarm for medi-
tative spivits, whom great cities with their eternal
bustle weary and oppress.

In the third story of a house in la rue Cassette,
the ancient treasurer of the king, become republi-
can, bad sclected a retreat, which offered a per-
spective of this description.  The greatest simplie
city and the most perfect order prevailed within;
I recollect the windons of his study opened
upott one of the most beautiful views in Paris,
When a child, I was frequently sent to his house,
and the sweetmeats and  cakes with which he
treated e could not fuil to render these errands
agreeable.  The impression he made on me was
that of a timid recluse, who had, contrary to his
tastes,left the region of abstractions,and deseend-
ed into the world of realities. He manifested
his emotions only by a slight and sudden blush,
and a certain dilation of the pupils of the cye.
This great ealm, sad and gentle, could not exist
with many ideas; surely such as were concealed
under such an envelope should be profound and
ineflaccable.  Shortly after the entrée of the alijes
into Paris, I went to sce him, and found him more
agitated than was usual with him; he wasat the
same time more dressed.  Ie was arrayed in a
bright chocolate suit, with a white dimity vest,
which shone in the sun. It was asuit that he
wore in his youth.  The window of his study was
open, and a ray of light fell upon an ebony repre-
sentation of Christ.  Upon the bureau, opposite
the two little windows, an enormous volume was
opened.

As to the dweller in the cabinet, or rather cell,
T met him, his licad bent forward a liude, his arms
crossed behind, pacing the room with quick steps;
when I entered he looked at me with a peculiar
smile, which seemed expressive of commiseration
for my youth. Leaning upou my shoulders with
Lis two heavy hands, his rose-tinted nails as care-
fully cut as those of a lady, he looked at me fix-
edly. as a maguetizer contemplates his subject.

* Igor litdde one i” cried he.  “ Poor soul!”

Then with a mysterious air he closed the door,
and bolted it.  Ifeltan undefined alarm in pre-
sence of this singular person ; it was nothis repu-
tation that awed e, it was he himsclf.

¢ Come along, child,” said he; *“seat yourself
by this bureau, and read.”

I obeyed him.

The large volume of which I have spoken was

before me, bound in black, ornameated with warks |

of all colours. This precious book, much vead,
and fitled with notes, was 1o otherthan the “New
Jerusalem” of Swedenborg, the most mystic of
all mystical books, as is well known. At the mo
ment when I began reading chapter fourth, he,
continuing his walk, stopped before me, and lay-
ing his hand extended over the page, which was
coneenled, he exclaimed, ¢ This is the great book,
young man; this is the teacher. The present
generation comprebend it not.  Iappy our chil-
dren if they will hearken, It is this which has
directed my life ; it is the oniy interpreter of the
Christian mysteries; it i3 the grand revolu-
tionizer.”

Thus the ferocious Amar was a Swedenborgian
smystic; this was the privaan mobile and secret
source of all his conduct,  Ife willed, as Robe-
spierre and Cloutz, to regenerate humanity in spite
of herself.  During half an hour, concealed in the
depths of a large embroidered casy-chair, which
would ave figured in the saloon of the treasurer
,of the king at Angers, he listencd, smiling, and
| with his eyes cast upwards, to my reading of the
thivd heaven, and their life, such as Swedenborg
has revealed it upon his faith as an eyewitness,

“ARD cried he at length, rising with a quick
and impetuous movement, not common in him,
j ¢“see what men would have become if we had
, persevered to the end 5 if we had dared ! But,”
added hie, lowering his tone, and speahing with a
fcold conviction that made me tremble, *“ we have

not done cnough; and I ask pardon of God.”

e wept.

Lamp.—Maist powerfu’ language yon, but
there is comething ¢'en now in my wame that
speaks to me still mair forcibly, and whispers
saftly to me that supper maun surely be ready.

Docror.—Ileard ever man the like! Oh,
you Goth, you deserve to be fed on cold kale
ymade of nettle tops for a month,—however,
let’s to work, that the Laird may have his sup-
per.  Your Faets, most worthy agriculturist.

Lamn.—Faith, Thave got asereed of them,
you're sic a deceiving chicl that T have tried
to make up for the scant room you gave me
last time.  (Lcads.)

A FEW HINTS ON FARMERS' HOUSES.

It is a little strange that in this State not one
farmer’syard in five hundred has more than half
a dozen ornamental trees init; andin the greater
(number there are no trees at ail.  The farmer
| ventures upon the outlay of a few dollavs in the
purchase of well-selected orvamenial trees, and
evergreens especially, is quite sure to find that at
least every third passer points at them as some-
thing very select—something, though very pretty,
not exactly appropriate in the demesne of the
man who gets his living by growing wheat or
wool, or by making butter. Why not? Only
because the thing hasn’t its precedents among
conmmen fumers, Even Johnny Shattern and
Biil Carenought, untenanted as theiv minds are
with anything of a Geergic nature, wish that
some of those pretty trees at whose beauties they
wive a passing Jook in their way through High
Street or Suburban Road on their way to market,
weie theiv own. Dut these men waut the ex-
ample of their own ciass.  There are their neigh-
i bors Broadhrim and Leanmoney whose farms are
, the pink of neatness—their tields without a thistle
i or other noxious weed 5 their fences of the best;
lheir wheat well drilled ; their orchards trim and
; productive ; their houses commodious enough ;
and, maybe, each keeps his carriage.  7'hey arve
Lthe men to whom the neighboting farmers look

for examples.  Tarmer Broadbrim thought, when
he Taid out his door-yard, that he had got it about
vight.  Lefore e builty and when he lived in the
ilug house, the front fence was a il fence, and
:xlxc door-yard was the whole farm that the hiouse
vand barn didn’t cover.  So, when the new house
cae to be built, in order to a greater certainty of

[
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metes and boundsi—*“a clear manifestation of
visible things.” Consistence Broadbrim runs a
bee-line from each front corner of his new-built
house, whereupon shall stand, as well upon the
street, a picket fence.  His well-kept farm bas
thus far engaged his whole attention, for from its
proceeds he has had a lage family to maintain;
but now, as the farm is in good culture, and the
childeen married and out of charge, he thinks he
will decorate a little; hence that front yard
within that picket fence. Consistence says
that good Rebecea, the wife, shall plant it.
Thercupon she sets her wits to work for the most
feasible and cconomical way of doing it. A
neighbor's blush rose needs the trimming, and she
gets the oftshoots.  She remembers that her cou-
sin Patience Grownrusty’s yard, in town, has an
old lilac bush, whose uncared-for roots had
thrown up a multitude of suckers; so the first
time she goes to town, some of them are got.
With these, and the posy bed on either side of
the walk from door to front gate, the sum of her
dicarative art i3 well nigh exhausted.  Consist-
ence is an indulgent man, and looks quietly on
all this transforming process in a way which reads
unmistakably—“whai’s the use?”— ¢ extrava-
gant!”  She has a want or two unsatisfied vet.
Passing their filend Benjamin's well-kept nursery
on a fine spring morning, she wonld fain thin it a
little for the good of hier yard; buthergood Con-
sistence has been quite a long time making his
money, and has no mind to spend much of it for
show. She is ecasily persuaded, though an Llton
or a Bartlett, costing little more than one of the
hundred apple trees in her husband’s orchard,
would have combined beanty and utility, The
pretty Norways, pines, and spruces, that stand
out so vividly in the nursery rows, and which,
transplanted to their own door yard—small as it
is—umight add greatly to its beauty, as well as
keep off” the hard winter winds, fail to entice
them. The little yard, with its rose and lilac
bushes, and its two flower beds, has not the ele-
ments for knowing better. It was made long ago.

Now, Consistence is but a type of a large class
of farmers whose strivings to be tasteful ave as
uncertain as the flesh.  What I especially wish
to call attention to in his case is this, that pos-
sessing, ae he does, quite his share of acres, he
should so grudgingly set of (as though it were a
dangerous associate of the rest of the farm) only
that stinted little enclosure he designates ¢ front
Fard.”  The few square rods of ground favored (?)
by this exclusiveness, give a stillness and prudish
air to te farm.  The fence enclosing it draws at-
tention to what should always be the best orna-
mented part of a farmer's grounds—the part
which all members of the fawily, as well as
passers, must look at the oftenest.  The mistake
made by Consistence involves a point in decora-
tion in which nine in ten stumblein making their
tmprovements-—that all fences not really required
for purposes of division, should be studiously
avoided cither on village lot or farm. A fence
should be as much out of the vision as possible.
With the greater number a handsome fence is of
higher moment than the shrubs and trees sur-
rounding the house, and too often answering the
plaze of them, Wit more provoking than when
passing a good collection of shrubbery in town,

to have your view of it cut off by a fence
nearly twice as tall as there is any necessity of ?
a hoacded barrier that the owner thrustsupon you
as the greater beauty, but which you consider
sheer snobbery.  In villages there must be fences
between the grounds of adjuining proprietors, if
not neighbors in the true scuse; but fur prettier
a neat fence of osage orange, privet, or arbor
vitee, to mark the line. Onthe fiont, 50 long as
the laws are not enforced against marauding
cattle, carpentry must generally be used; but it
should always be as low, light, and open, as
strength will permit. Much display in ornamental
fencing is quite inadmissible about a farm-house ;
more than in the town we expect trees, shrubs,
and green vines, and grass to look at, and don't
£0 much need the plane and saw to make beauty.
The greatest breach of good taste in a house yard
on the farm, is stinginess of size—adopting as a
choice in the country which is only a necessity in
the city. Half an acre, or even an acre, no fare
mer should grudge for his yard ; especially as no
part of the farm can be made to pay better. The
writer has found that two acres that he has mostly
planted with forest and evergreen trees, made a
better return of grass than twice the number of
acres of meadow elsewhere. As breadth and
magnitude, rather than elaborate decoration, be-
long to the farm, a horizontal fence is most appro-
priate to the yard. Picket fences, so common in
front of farm houses, should never occupy that
position. A horizoutal ten foot rail, made of some
hard wood free from knots, to connect the posts,
makes a cheap, strong fence, obstructs the vision
as little as any, and looks well.

A few wordsas to the selection of trees. T as-
sume, before making any list of ornamental trees
for the decoration of the grounds of a well-to-do-
farmer, that he is not restricted in room. There
is no necessity for crowding his trees too closely,
as nine-tenths of lot owners in villages are sure to
do; but, selecting his trees judiciously, he may
give each its proportionate aud necessary area, so
that its distinguishing beauties  shall be best
brought out.- Let the farmer devote two acres—
at least one—to trees and lawn.  On two acres he
may get all our mative forest trees, a complete
collection of hardy evergreens, and besides, a
good variety of the best pears and cherries.  The
pear and the cherry are the only fruit trees fit for
the yard.  From them, varietics may be selected
combining the greatest excellence of fruit and all
the beautios of form and thrift. The peach and
the apple do not sufficiently combine beauty and
utility to admit their presence neaver than the
orchard.

It need not be objected that the portion of the
around devoted to forest trees is to yield its sole
profit in the grass which may grow beneath them,
\Why not have your hickory nuts grown at home,
instead of spending time and legs in roaming the
woods or your neighbor’s {lelds for them?  And
there js as much difference between such nuts ag
you might have by a proper choice, and the
average of wood-grown nuts, as would amply com-
pensate for the pains, How few trees equalling
the Chestnut as & lawn tree, and how good the
nuts! I saw young Chestnut trees last summer
in the nursery of o friend, whose crop of fruit quite
astonished me.  The sced from which they sprung
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was planted at the sume time with nursery apple [ ing Leen but two or three days as high as 549

trees growing near them. The latter had m)t‘
commenced hes wing,  The Black Walnut, too, |
grows rapidly in the proper soil, and pxod\l\.c one |
ol the best of nats.

From the large variety of evergreens to be
found in the nurseries, fitteen kinds will embrace |
all the wcll-tried—uil that are certain to withstaid |
the irvegularity of northern winters without pro- |
tection. Foremost among them, all things con-!
sidered, may be placed the Norway Spruce, Iem-
lock, and black Spruce. They are all beautiful
specitmens of true architecture, and complete
types of the two kinds of characterin evergreens.
For too little has been said in praise of the Black
Spruce, owing partly 10 the fact that it has been |
little culdivated as vet.  Its growth and size are”
about cqual to the Norway Spruce; but it has a}
much deaser foliage, and, with the Norway, the
same association of eolor is attained as verdigris
and Freneh green atford. Its depth of colori
sometimes gives it rather a sombre expression.
To me that very dark green is especially pleasing '
inthe melting days s of summer.  In the yard of
some of my frietids there are specimens, the tallest
of which is, perhaps, thirty feet kigh, with a close,
unbroken foliage.  They have been universaliy
admired by teee connoissewts,  Some specimens
transplanted into my father’s grounds in
eight years ago—trees twenty years old from the |
seed—are alimost always the most admired in a
collection of ten or twelve evergreens. Beside
them the much overvated Balsam Fir shows thin-
and lank.  The Black Spruce has heen sadly pre-'
Judged by those who have gone the wrong way to
work to get it.  Like the Temlock vou greatly |
mistake its domesticated character by Jml"m" it,
from its appearance in the close t¢>n~t or by Q}:L-;
cimens taken from the forest. Like most ever-
greens, too, it must be a thiv, slow growing tree!
for many vears, if transplanted from its native’
wilds : while, if taken from thrifty nursery col-
Jections, it is suliiciend!y thrifty, and grows thick |
and compact.  Then there is the Red Cedar, a”
tree that 1o good colicetion should be without, It
is often serawny in its wild) native retreats; but
it is not often so with good care in open culture.

THE PEACH YEAR.

The destruction of the peach tree this year was
anusual in degree, and oceasioned by an unusual
cause. The hard frosts of December 17th previ-
ously had, apparently, destroyed inost of the fiuit
buds.  The winter, thouzh unusually cold, was fa-
vorable to the health of fruit by s great unifor-
mity.  Apple trees and headtiful plums passed
through it safely, while plum trees that had been
injured during the sammers of 1850-51 by the
millew of the Jeaf, (in consequence, 1 think, of
hot, damp weather,) were killed.

On the 14th of April T passed through all my
peach trees, and removed such trees as I have
found uniformiy yickled late and poor fruit. On-
that occasion 1 was pleasantly surprised at the
healthful state of the wood and the proportion of
fruit buds vet alive, especially those sitnated
abont the base of the limbs.  Certainly, there had |
been no winter of the cight during which I h: xd\
cultivated the pc:wh,mou- com; 'cm.\l 1o itshealth. |
April 26th the temperature rose to 682, there hav-1

])l(,\'l()llS]V At this date I deemed my peach
trees ina fairly hopeful coudition, with the excep-
tion of the large loss of truit \lht“l(h noticed.
April 27th 1o 3uth, inclusive, were four bright
days, with a brisk wind, w iuch was cool exeept
dunn" the last of them. These four days were
undont stedly the turning point in the health of
the peach. At the conclusion of them, much of
the young wood was shrivelled and drying up,

ceven to the eye, and much wore to the test of

the knife. The change wasso sudden and extreme
a3 to leave no room to doubt, e¢ven on the most

s cursory observation. The sun and wind combined

seemed to have amnihilated the sap of the
voung wood —-the weather previously having
been too cool to excite thie 100ts to action.
Gooseherries were now slowly coming into leaf;
pie-plant was partiadly expanding ; peach, but es-
puciaily cherry buds, were here and there swelling,
May 1st there was rain copious enough to m: ke
the Mobawk overflow its banks.  May 3d to 6th
were fourtrosty nights.  From the 6th 10 the Oth,
inclusive, were four hot days—the temperature

“on the 7th reaching $3°, and on the 8th it was

probably as high, tl: on:vh the indieation was not
reached. The peach broke into flower slowly
and frregularly from the 15th to the 22d, when it

“was about in full flower. This was Jllat. ten

days later than usual, it ovdinarily being in full
flower on the 12th.  While these were coming
into flower they encounted three Novemb'ry
days from the 1Sth to the 2uth, which re-
sulted in frost on the morning of the 3ist. DBy

~ this time it was evident, that of some five hundred

trees that had exhibited apparently fair health less
than one month before, full one-half were sub-
stantially ruined—some being dead (as the result

" soon after showed), root and branch, others killed

to the ground mevely, and others stil having here
and there a live limb,  The rems ining half were
iwi.xrcd less in various degrees. Soon after flow-

ering these was a considerable development of
the curled Jeaf malady, though I think it was less
than in 1S31. It deserves to be noticed that
trees that stood in the grass, and so lad made
less suceulent wood the preceding year, were
less injured. I have read several general
statements of the death of the peach duriug
the last severe winter. It would be gratify-

ing to know whether this destruction was occa-
sioned by an influence acting strictly during the
winter, or whether, as in my own experience, it
was, more properly, the influence of an irregular
spring. I closed my note book a year ago, when
writing on the curled leaf, in atone of consider-
able confidence in the possﬂnlnv of cuitivating
the peach somewhat successfully, even in Oncida
county; but the experience of 1852 is, 1 acknow-
ledge, not a liitle discouraging,  Others about
me, with a few trees, ona heavier and less eacit-
able soil, have suffered less than myself. A tree
of mine, also, that is budded on a plum tree, has
been vigorous,  Butitis sufiiciently obvious that,
jn a climate with such liabili the cultivation
of the peach must ever be precarious.

CULTURI: OF INDIAN CORN,
As the time for planting corn is approaching,
and being mysclf a practical farmer of sume ex-



FACTS FOR TIE FARMER. 107
perience, T have thought it might not be amiss to | deep, turning the furrow towards the hill.  This,

state to my brother furmers, through the medium
of your widely circulating papers, the mode in
which I have for many years past been most sue-
cessful in raising this valuable crop,  Itis this:—

1 take a meadow, or pasture, on which the
grass is getting thing cover it as thick with ma-
nure as can well be plowed under; then proceed
to plow about six or eight inches in depth, taking
care to bave every furrow laid completely over.
If the grouad be uneven, or not well plowed, I
follow with a heavy roller, which closes many a
crevice, and prevents the grass from choking the
young nlant, and also preveuts the havrow, which
immedately follows lengthwise the furrow, from
disturbing the sod.  After completing the fieldin
this manner, if not perfectly mellow and smooth,
it is either cross-hnroned or gone over with a
two-horse cultivator lengthowise the furrow, which
most effectually accomplishies the object.

The ground should be plowed thus deep for two
reasons. First, in the spring, after planting, and
while the corn is coming up, should the season be
wet and cold, the water settles underneath the
furrow, which prevents the seed from rotting, or
the plant {from drowning, as is frequently the case.
And secoud, in the sammer, should it be very dry,
as is frequently the case after a wet soring, the
root of the plant penetrates the deep mllow earth
to where the fermentation of the manure and sod
creates a moisture that steadily forces the corn on
to muiurity.

Corn ground, however, should not be plowed
g0 deep as to throw up subsod, that being of too
cold & nature—though for wheat is highly bene-
ficial.

I mark my corn ground both ways, the rows
about three feet, four inches apart, taking great

care to have them perfeetly straight, that the cul-
tivator or plow may be less lislle to disturb the

hills while tending it. In plmting, five or six
kernels should be | put in a hill and “covered with
mellow carth—dry lumps and stones are hard!
things for a tender pl:lnt to contend with.  Some
farmers might think six kernels too many ; wud
50 it would be if all grew ; but they do not always,
and if they do, it is easier to pull out than put in,
Iuis well to mix plentifully with pumpkin seed,
as they injure the crop but litte, and ave thought
by most farmers to go far to lessen the expense
of raising the corn,

When the corn is sufficiently advanced to see
the rows, it is passed throuwrh. twice in a row
both ways, withaone-horse, s -tooth cultivator.
This destroys the grass and weeds, if any, between
the hill, and a few men will soon eradicate what
remains in the hills,  Itis then dressed with about
a table spoonful of composition, of cqual parts,
lime, plister and ashes, which serves, when sufli-
ciently moistened by rain, to drive the grub and
wire-worm from the hLill, if any there be, aud
hasten m,n\l]) forward the plaat.  In about two
or three weeks it is passed through again, cither
with a cultivator or light plow, both . avs, twice
in each row, This txme, one hand with a "hoe to
cut an veeasional weed or thistle, and tostraighteon
up iy hilis that may be disturbed by the Dorse or
plow, will do all that is nccessary. When it is
about, or a short time previous to, its tasselling

out, it is plowed one and sometimes both ways,

with a little labor with the hand hoe, will cause
the stalk to throw out its brace roots higher up,
which keep it in a perpendicular position, and
aids very materially in facilitating the cutting,
should thit be pesformed, or in husking, should it
not. It is then left to vipen,

When the cars are about three-fourths glazed,
it is cut up near the ground, and from thirty to
forty hills put in a shock, and tied scearely at the
top with a band of straw—not with grass, weeds,
or a stalk, as many do—and left to cure.

It may be thought by wmany farmers, that the
pulod for h.u-ve%m" which has been mentioned
is too early to sceure t‘lc areatest weight of grain;
to which may be said in avswer, that the stalk
being separated from the root while green, much
of its vitality will be drawn by the unripened car,
and bring it to maturity. Consequemly, in most
cases, a greater gain is realised than when endar:-
gered longor by early frost.

Corn ruised after the above manner, frequently
vields me 40 bushels of shelled per acre; and
the stalks are equal for fodder to from one and a
half to two tons hay per acre.

EXPERIMENTS WITH POTATOES.

For several years my potatoes have failed with
the rot. Inthe fall of 1851, I thought I would
try my bill land, without manure. I took my team,
plough and dm", and measured oft 150" squire
rods of ground, and commenced ploughingas deep
as the plough would go, about nine inches. The
next May, Idragged it until the top was very mel-
low. I then took the one horse plough and mark-
cd it out three feet square.  As seed was hardto
be got at one dollar per bushel, I procured three
bushels of ver: y small potatoes, and all that I could
find that wasas large as a good sized hickory-nut,
Lcut in pieces and put three pieces ina hill. I
had one half bushel of quitelarge potatoes ; these
I cut and planted by themselves, which made
three and o half’ bushels of potatoes, all told.—
These I planted, on 149 square rods of ground. I
planted the middie of May. When my potatoes
were up about four inches high, I ploughed them
out both ways with the small plough, and hoed
them very well; I then took half a buzhel of wn-
bleached ashes and half a bushel of plaster and
mixed together, and put about one large table-
spoonful on the side of cach hill, except two rows
through the middle of the pie(‘e, on which T put
noun.w In about two weeks I ploughed them
out wrvun both ways. two furrows in cach row;
hoed as before, and then took three pecks of une
leached house ashes and put on the side of cach
hilt as before, except the two rows, and this was
all that I did to them. The two rows that I did
not put anything oun, locked quite sickly and yel-
low, and the tops were about 12 to 15 inches high.
The other tops were very large and rank ; some
of them three feet long. I commenced digging
the fourth week in October, and dug the two
rows that I put nothing on first, and got three
pushels and a half and three quarts, all told. The
next two rows that I plastered and ashed, nine
bushels and a half and five quarts. nmkm" more
than two-thirds difference in the tworows,  1dug
from the piece, two hundred and fourteen hu:hels
of the best potatoes that I ever dug—not one but



108 TIIE EDITOR'S SITANTY.

what wassound. The small potatoes that I planted lfor the embroidery, or a pattern worked in nar-
gave as much to the hill as the large ones, but | row silk braid; it should be lined with white or
more small ones in the hill.  The lwge potatoes ' pale primvose silk.  Wide pagoda sleeves, ems
gave me large potatoes again,  This ig the first of ; broidered; the under s'ceves have two deep
my hook farming. I intend to try again, and will Ufiills of French cambric, goffered ; a broad fiill to
tell you what luck I have. correspond is worn round the neck. Cap come

EXTERMINATION OF WEEDS. posed of bouillons of tulle crossing the heud, with

My thoughts, and to some extent my labors, ! fanchon and strings of broad ribbon, which is

have been brought into action during a few of the I C":{Q"d ‘{',{lh a quilling ;" doul‘:!cdtullc '”"S‘l':{l‘*. cut
ast seasons, for the purpose of devising ne ef- | 0N tiie blas§ groupr of rose buds arve prettily are
gcicm. mcth(’)d to ¢ lilill (!ul," tho:e s:;irii?[:ul\:gr-’ ranged at cach side.
ishing weeds, which, by careless culture and thrift | GENERAL OUSERVATIONS ON FASHIUN AND DRESS,
less management, have nearly overrun some ofy A few “}"{ka‘ ago, an order was received by a
the farms with which Tam acquainted. It is not | Pu!q l‘lmllmcrlg'r a number of drosscsi:nul other
uncomuon 1o see whole fiehds bearing such acrop | articles for her Majesty the Empress of Brazil.—
as mudlens, for instance, as would have been cred-, The commission, which is now Cf"“l"“‘?"y_’“‘
itable to the owner, had his ground produced as ;| C"lﬁQS!} court train of a very splendid ‘.]’JSC“P.“O’N
great a burthen of Indian corn?  Nov is the mul-; 'lfllﬁ("ﬂlnl's c}’d'“l‘ojt‘d.(’lfl'&!{"‘b"{f '"U':L‘ "":'(l.“e:
len alone entitled to such pre-eminence ; for other | richly embroidered with silver, the patern being
weeds are oceupying Lth around, :md’ usurping | "’i"iil(l}"c br;m(:hes of the clicrr'\‘-tl‘gc. and '0;"]‘»
the nowrishment from the soil, which ought to be | the fruit and foliage of each intertwining. The
applied to better purposes. cherries and acorns are embroidered in ll‘l‘g.h re-

In my efforts, I have had in view more pati- | lief, the_rcby imparting a great degree of ln'nluir}cy
cularly, that most noxious plant called yellow weed, ito the silver. -\ corsage of the same "'“’e”f“,
negro weed, snap  dragon, and other “hard and (;rn:mlcntct! ;n‘;lxc ’if]:lllc m:nmcxl' as 310 lr:l.m,t
names.” It is, I believe, considered by farmer's 18 to be worn with it. e corsage has the poin
in this region, ‘thc grc:m:st dread of all t)hc weedy in !'rontvcry much cIon';_v‘utcd, :md. is :})so sli;;h.tly
tribe. It commonly grows in thick patches, has, pointed at the back. The ﬁ.'ont.xs trimmed with
a small stalle from twelve to cighteen inches in an eckelle of ribbon figured with siiver. A berthe
height, and at its top has a rich chuster of gaudy - of silk, embroidered with silver and L:dj.:cd with a
yellow blossoms,  1ts seeds are thin and lignt, ; ::0“' Oft"ﬂl;d)'ke‘l. l;lo.nd?, d:‘scc}m{s in Elnt(: sI:l:‘xl\\‘l
tike those of the parsnip—small, and of durk color. ; form to the point in front of the waist. e
Itis presumed tllmm st:n‘t gnst,ol' wind will carry ; sleeves are very short, and ornamented with em-
them a fourth of a mile. Thus it spreads. : ; '-’T(’i;]’f".‘i in 5“1"91" of the S“'i';c pattern l'" ]”““ on

1 do not, however, fear the enemy when he: the berthe and the train. The jupe, which com-
shows his front in Lh,c open field; but when he  pletes this dress, consisis of “!‘iw moire antique,
fortifies himself by stone walls, or Jedzes of rock, | covered '\vi(h three flounces of Alengon lace, the
(l))r extends his lines along the road side, I admit | l:ltt‘cr.beung of the most beautiful and costly de-

im to be a formidable foe. scription.

But how to subdue him is the question. My | One of the ball dresses included in t.his on_lcr
metiicd to extirpate this and other weeds, is to | consists of cerulean-blue. Tt has four jupes fig-
sow buckwhent as early as I dare—on account of” ;:red “‘il:)l Si]";—’l‘ stars, and tCiKl'h 1l}l;-fhcd at the
frost—and as soon as it become fully blossomed bottom by a hem surmounted  with a narrow
plough it under, and sow with lmd;)\vhcnt a se- wreath of flowers embroidered in silver.
cond time, covering the seed with a “bush,"lwt} Among the other articles ordered b," the R}"'
the harrow should drag out the green crop. 1f ' Dress are two or three }n:\melcts. pne 18 of white
the land isin “good heart,” this crop may be ' silk andis tiimmed with a deep fiill or lounce of
harvested at about the usual time ; if not, plough | silk, edged with narrow lace. — Along the top of
under again, and sow wheat or rve.  These thrce | the flounce are placed, at the distance of about
suceessive ploughings, together with the vigorous } two inchies apart, bows of narrow therry velvet
growth of the wheat, will do as much toward ef- | 1ibbon, with flowing cuds "U;'WI'"‘S-.' to the lace at
fecting the object, as any method which [ have | the edge of the flounce.  The body of the man-
tried. and if the Gro erops of buckwheat are well | telet is also ornamented with rows of the same
turned in, will put the land in good condition for { velvet vibbon, set on flat. . . A
winter wheat or rye. In the category of materials suited to plain, or

Mador.—Let us now send for Mrs. CGrrundy. nvoghg(-' costume, may be named some of the new
[Enter Mrs. Grun dy.) ¥ alencias. They have trausversal, or horizontal,

Mis. Ginexpy.—Illere, centlemen. are my f_lrxpes of the texture _of velvet wovenin the loon.
ST Ly Bel s e > 1 The style resembles that of the bayadire dresses,
Fashionsand Observations.  (Leuds.)— but the stripes are much richer, in colour, and

DESCRIPVION OF PLATE.

Jupe of checked glacd silk, very long and full.
Waisteoat of worked cambrie, fastened by small
gold butlons, Pelisse & la Polonaise, of violet
colored silk ; the form is the same a3 that of a
straight coin de feu, with a full skirt sewn on
under the bottom edge, and which reaches to the
top of the knee ; it buttons from the throat about
Balf way to the waist; it is embroidered up the
front; a rich silk trimming may be substituted

are also sometimes sprigged with a cordon or
wreath of flowers. Some of the new Alpacas,
grey and drab-colour, are ornamented in the
Lbayadére manner, with narrow or dark-blue
stripes, sprigged with small flowers of all colours.
The same stripes are manufacturcd on separate
pieces of the material employed in trimming the
basques and ends of the sleeves.

One or two poplin dresses of dark colours have
just been made in the redingote form, and are or-
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namented with a front trimming of cut velvet,
or with frills of sitk of the colour of the dress and
buttons of passementerie.  The sleeves—which
ave demi-wide, and have revers turned up at the
ends—descend to the middle of the fore-arm, and
white under-sleeves are added,

Some of the richer kinds of poplin, of large
chequered patterns, are of very beautiful colours.
Pink and white, Hhrown and white, two shades of
brown, and different shades of green, intermingled
with dark blue, are very prevalent colours for
chequered poplins.  These new poplins are of so
thick a texture as to render flounces or any heavy
trimming on the skirt unnecessary.

The new foulards make very pretty dresaes.
Some have the skirts trimmed with two flounces,
and others with one deep flounce, reaching trom
above the knece—a style adanted to suit the new
patterns in this material,  The corsagesare trim-
med with ruches of narrow ribbon, or with small
loops of narvow mignonette ribbon set on close
together, which almost resembles a cordon of
flowers. The sleeves are bouffantes from the
shoulder to the elbow, where they are terminated
by deep frills or ruffies, which being deeper on the
outside than in the inside of the arm, droop in the
manner of engageantes. They are supported by
the bouillonné of the under-sleeve, which ought
to be very full. and are edged by a double row of
loops, or coques of ribbon.

A new mantelet has received the name of
Victoria in honor of Her Majesty, for whom one
after the same pattern has recently been made.
The material i3 silk of a peculiarly beautiful tint;
fawn color with a tinge of gold. This is an
entirely new color, and is distiuguished in Paris
by the name of aurifere. The Victoria mantelet
is round in form, setting casily on the shoulders,
but without hanging in fullness. The upper
part of the mantalet i3 trimmed with several rows
of figured silk braid, of a bright groseille color,
edged with small points of gold.  Attached to the
tower row of braid is a deep fringe of the color
of the mantalet, having at intervals long tassels
of groseille color. At the back, between the
shoulders, a bow of silk, having two rounded ends,
finished by groseille tassels, gives the effect of a
hood. The mantelet is finished at the bottom
with rows of groscille-colored braid, and fringe
correspouding with that describbd in the trim-
mings of the upper part. Dress of striped green
silk.  Bonnet of fancy tuscan, lined with whire.
Trimming, white and green ribbon, intermingled
with bouquets of roses.

QUEEN VICTORIA AND THE MISSIONARY.

The following statement appears from the pen
of a lady of rank, whose brother i3 one of  the
household,” and was an eye-witness:—* Mr,
Crowther was at a Church Missionary meeting at
Windsor. After the meeting, Lord Wriothesley
Russell (brother to Lord John, a pious clergyman,
and a member of the Evangelical Alliance) told
him that Her Majesty wished to see him at
Windsor Castle. When at the palace, he met
one of the ladies in waiting, who was collector for
the Church Missionary Society, and who addresged
herself to him assuch, and as one deeply interested
in the progress of the Society, and anxious to
shake bands with him as her brother in the Lord.
He then passed on to a room in which was Prince

Albert, who immediately addressed him most
kindly; and they were deep in conversation on
missionary subjects, when a lady walked in and
joined in the conversation.  Mr. Crowther, taking
it for granted it was the lady he met in the ante-
chamber before, took no particular notice of her
further than continuing in most earnest discourse,
pointing out places on the map, describing the
various stations, &c. At length Lord W. Russell
said something apart to make Mr. Crowther aware
that he was speaking to the Queen of England.
He was a good deal abashed, both at the presence
of royalty and the honor conferred upon him. In
the gentlest, sweetest manner (like a most loving
mother to her people), Her Majesty set him quite
at his ease, and continued her close inquiries on
the subjects connected with the Church Missionary
Society and Sierra Leone. They had not quite
light enough at the table where the maps were
spread out, and the Queen fetched alight from
another table, which Mr. Crowther in turning over
the leaves of the Atlas, put out, to his great dis-
tress; but the Queen (evidently not wishing the
delay and interruption of calling a servant,)
immediately lighted it herself, and continued the
conversation, asked many questions about the
African missions. My brother asked Mr. Crowther
what sort of questions the Queen asked. He
repliecd—* A devoted lady-collector could not have
asked closer questions on the spiritual wants of
the people, and the working of the missions.’
Her Majezty also inquired about the appointment
of a Bishop, and the suitableness of Mr. Vidal,
recently nominated. In giving his very decided
testimony to their need of an overseer, and the
peculiar fitness of the Bishop-designate, Mr.
Crowther particularised his wonderful knowledge
of languages; whereupon Her Majesty turned to
the Prince and said with a smile, * Ah, Albert,
you see thercare other and good linguists besides
Germans?’ I need hardly say Crowther was
much encouraged by this interview.”

THE ORGAN AND THE SINGING IN THE CA-
THEDRAL CHURCH OF ST. JAMES'.

This organ is one of the most convincing
proofs yet given to the public of the rapidly-
increasing independence of the Canadas in the
production of not only mere articles of every-
day usec but those, also, of a more costly na-
tare. This instrument was built by Messrs,
Warren of Montreal, and is worthy of the re-
putation enjoyed by that firm. Those who
are opposed to large organs in churches, lest
the voices of the singers be drowned and the
words unheard, have nothing to fear with this
instrument. The choir, composed of effective
and well-trained singers, perform admirably,
and their voices blend harmoniously nota word
being lost.  In the accompaniment to * Lord
have mercy upon us, and incline our hearts
to keep this law,” which is continually varied,
the organ sounds no louderthan a flute ; and it
is hard to believe that it is the same instru-
ment which gives out the burst, * Thanks be
to Thee, O God.” The Messrs. Warren have
performed their task well, and we have been
assured by the organist, on whom we nay safe-
ly vely, that heis satisfied with hisinstrument,
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Her teeth was like a lot of beans,

just open from de shell—

Or like de rice dat grows down South where Massa used to dwell;

And when she cast a smile on me,—to see dem lips a partin’,

Dey lovked likie ortar *ticcen tico bricks, dem teeth of Milly Martin.
Ol, dear Milly, &e.

Her hair curled up so natural upon her beautcous head,

She didn’t use no curling-tongs afore she went to bed;

She didn't twist no papers in, to give the curl a startin®

Becase the twist was nafural in de hair of Milly Martin.
Ob, dear Milly, &c.

Her hands dey didn’t need no gloves to keep de sun from scorchin’,
Dey were “fast colors™ and could stand de sun however sarchin’

And on her fingers she wore rings,
Dey shone like dimuns in de coal,

whose brilliancy impartin’
on de hands of Milly Martin,

Oh, dear Milly, &c.

Her “tont an sample™ was sublime, I never shall forget her,
Although she broke dis hieart of mine and caused me to regret her;
For when I thought I'd gained de prize and she was mine for sartin,

She *““cut” me, aud aneder niger

married Milly Martin!

Oh, dear Milly, &c.

HUSIG OF THE MONT.

The geod citizens of Toronto have been
withont musical entertainments of any de-
scription for nearly three months; and we
should likc to know why. There ought
surcly to be asmuch encourngement given to
musical talent here as in Quebec or Montreal ;
yet the Quebeckers and Montrealers have had
an opera troupe already amongst them, while
this treat still “looms in the future with us”
We belicve, however, we may now safely
promisc that such a troupe will be here by
the 11th, and that, should arrangements not
bemade with Mr. Nickinson, costume concerts
will be given in the St. Lawrence Hall. We
do not cxactly sce how Mr. Nickinson can
spare his theatre ; he has been, most desers-
cdly, so warmly supported, that we should

!imagine hec would be rather unwilling to give
yup a week while in full run of popularnity ; if
he does, it will only be another proaf that he
is willing to sacrifice his own interest some-
what, for the accommodation of the Toronto-
nians. Devrient Colletti, and several other
names of note are spoken of as forming the
troupe, and we predict for them, if they get
the theatre, houses crowded in every corner,
for at lcast a weck.

In the present number will be found a very
pretty air * Milly Martin.” We give it as it
was sent to us by the composer, & young
Canadian, but if any of our fastidious readers
should prefer other than Ethiopian words we
promise, on application, to re-arrange it ac-
cording to their taste.




