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THE MONTH.—AUGUST.

SvuMER'S own regal golden month ! rich with beauty, glory, and luxury.
The glossy leaves shake out their full green tapestry and murmur a song of
triumph as the faint wind pillows itself to rest amid their drooping curtains.
The flowers, and there is a legion of them now, so fair, so fresh and beautiful,
eo redolent with bright hues and lovely fragrance—the same glad birthright
the Creator bestowed wpon them in blessed Eden—spring up in every path
and in every scene; nursing the spas’ “"ug dew-drops far down in their cells of

whispers of the kisses he has stolen by the perfume he bears to the homes
of men. Beguiling the truant butterfly to rest awhile amid their sunny
clusters, and folding the rifling bec as he bears away the choicest honey
for his winter storehouse. Lovely they are those gentle children of dew
and suushine, shining amid the soft curls of the young and joyous, or
speaking of hope and resurrection by the pale faces of the quict dead, making
a rich embroidery among the emerald grass, sending up sweetness and light
from the very depths of the cold brown earth; what marvel that we love them,
speaking as they do of the blessedness that we have lost, living emblems as
they are of the glory that may yet be ours. Now is the harvest season of
flowers and gaily do they smile beneath the warm sunbeams of golden Augaust.
The brightest crown of the tair summer, they have brought their richest jewels
to glow in her proud diadem, we cannot love them too well. The more we
commune with their spiritual beauty, the more will we regenerate the temple
of the heart, until like the flowers, it may become a dwelling place for purity
and an earnest of hope and perfection.

August is indeed the queen of the year, for she adds to beauty, power and
plenty. The power of the fervid sunbeams, so intense in their sultry heat.
She brings those dense warm days, which enervate the frame, but which bring
ripeness to the fruit and plenty to the granary. The cherry laughs out in
scarlet clusters from the drooping trees, and the simpler gooseberry in its
many varieties catches the reflection from the bright crimson currants that
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gleam and sparkle on their graceful stems. The raspberry still bestows its
welcome fruit, and the ripening blackberry, and tiny but abundant blueberry
grow in shining contrast beside each other. The whole vegetable world is
ripening to perfection. The garden gives a lavish tribute from ils stores.
¢ The blossomed bean fields’ have resulted in the green graceful harvest that
droops from every tendril, delighting the horticulturist and the epicure. Qur
land would indeed seem the land of plenty beneath the reign of August, for
the fields and woods and orchards all vie with each other as to who shall yield
the richest spoil to the lord of them all—nan the heir and recipient of all the
treasures yiclded by earth’s fair domain. But even while he walks, and
admirez, and enjoys, he looks at the dark glossy leaf and sighs to think that
its freshness has goue, that childhood and youth have paseed, and that middle
age has touched all those fair things of nature. There is ever a yearning in
us—a love for the fresh and the unworn. We are so travel-stained and
darkened ourselves, that it scems as if to commune with the young ard fresh
in pature brought back to us our bwn days of sinless childhood, and thus it is
that we love the child-like bursting beauty of Juue better than the full and
ripened glory of August. But 'twere folly, or worse, to cloud the fair picture
by dark forehodings or weak repining, well knowing that time must perform its
cireuit, that seasons must come and go, and that the very brevity and change
make their coming more welcome to us.

August we believe has not any days of festivity or celebration, if we except
the birthday of His Royal Highness Prince Albert, which fulls in this month.
But important a personage as the Prince is in his wife’s royal dominion of
England, we in the Colonies do little to remember it, save the observance of a
royal salute. No other holiday marks the passage of the month among us,
but it has enough of beauty and pleasure to make its reign to the full as joyous
without any such festal chronicler. Now is the time for the merry pie-nic in
some of the sylvan retreats of our fair country. Many of the ¢ Societies’ hold
an annual celebration about this season, and then gay young voices are heard
amid the listening woods, or blithe feet move to the sound of merry music on
the carefully prepared platform. And tents lift up their white brows in the
fairest and coolest places, with refreshments for the gay and light-hearted, who
are glad to escape for a while to their shelter and repose. Now is the time for
boating parties and acquatic excursions of every kind ; and many a white sail
glistens freshly from the blue expanse of our harbour, a harbinger of the
laughing faces and light hearts that arc floated by its aid. And now in the
long still moonlight evenings, for this is the month when the harvest moon

commences her reign of lustrous glory—may the gleaming oar be seen amid the
fairy ripples of the blue calm lake, embowered among trees, and sheltcring the
fair resplendent lilies on its hosom, who fold up their beauty when the sun
passes its meridian, and nestle lovingly among their glossy green pads, till their
lord shall rise again in his glory and with a kiss of light open their fair and
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fragrant petals. Then in that calm, still hour, when the stars walk in radiance
amid the blue floating ether, and the moon sheds a flood of such rich silver light
that carth clothes berself with the reflection and bathes every object in the
full mellow radiance, the tiny boat may be seen gliding amid those blue wavclets
and beneath that full canopy of stars. For those whose hearts are touched by
any of those pure feelings, which at times like wandering angels come athwart
the gloom of our hearts and make all light withjn, choose this calm hour to
commune with the still and holy beauty of nature, or it may be that then ¢soft
eyes look love to eyes that speak again” and that in the first romance of gentle
affection the night and the lake seem the fitting witnesses to its carly bright-
ness, These rich moonlight nights afford the only season when one feels ke
has a legitimate right to be romantie, and we say and do what beneath the
frosty atmosphere of January we would feel and aver to be arrant nonsense.
And so we must eschew all remembrance of moon and starlight by the calm
surface of some lillied lake, lest we too grow enthusiastic, who are so very
commonplace.

But what is there that does not savour of romance in this pleasant month of
August. Earth and nature are so beautiful that our hearts are attuned to the
same melody ; and luxury thinks life is altogether easc and comfort. But we
will tell you who does not enjoy this hot drowsy month, in its full perfection,
and that is the farmer. Aye even though the earth is laden with fruit to swell
his garner, and every burning sunbeam aids but in developing the harvest he
has taken such pains to ensure. But though all works in his favour, this is
the hushandman’s busiest season, and while idle insects hum drowsily among
the green branches, and the almost as idle butterflies of fashion and wealth
recline in luxurious comfort in their well shaded rooms, the farmer has to
plod and toil, to be at his work early and late, fur the waving grass is ere now
ready for the seythe and he must secure it for his barns. And though hay-
making has been the theme of song and story, for its fragrance, its fun, and its
pleasures, those who have toiled at it from morning ill night beneath the
seorching beams of a fiery sun, taking no rest, but working on incessantly lest
their heavy swathes may be injured and their winter fodder spoiled, will tell
that haymaking has more pain than pleasure. The gay and idle pass by in
their carriages, and as they inhale the fragrance of the new mown hay, think
not of the labour it has taken to render those perfumed heaps fit for the
lumbering cart that stands ready to receive it—weary and burned and blistered
the farmer and his family sink to rest at night, though it may be that that rest
is all the sweeter for the labour. For as all things in this chequered world
have their bane and their antidote, so has labor its punishment and its reward,
and perbaps in the aggregate our fates are equal. As much ¢ rain may fall’
into the life of one as another, while the light that each experiences must
meke forever a rainbow around the cloud.
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What more have we to say of August, we have spoken of its beauty, its
pleasure, its harvest, and its toil, as we find them in this fair climate of Acadia,
where health isan heirloom and honest industry always brings cheerful reward.
We would that this fair month had some old legend to add interest to our
few remarks in its honor, or some festal occasion to make our tribute less
tedious, but it has none, and we must now bid the glad month of song and
flowers farewell, which we ave strangely loth to do, for it is our last month of
sumner, our sole possession of the light and beauty we have enjoyed since that
bright season visited us. It has its anniversaries and memories too, dark days
in the calendar of life, spirit eclipses amid all this radiance. But each keeps
these clouds safest in the sanctuary of his own heart, and those who own the
light shall not have it darkened by the pall that is spread over our own. So
we bid thee farewell, proud beautiful month—regal in thy treasury of wealth
and majesty. Bright things must die, and we should not mourn if we have
enjoyed the mirth and beauty while they lasted. Thine isa glorious reign fair
summer harvest month, and long may we be spared to welcome thy return to
the blue skies and green vallies of our heloved Nova Seotin.

THE OLD FORLST RANGER.—Revigw.¥

AwMip the medley of the campaigus, travels and romances, with which the
literary world is now inundated, it is pleasant once in a while to step aside
from the old beaten track, and visit and participate with, in imagination, scencs
and transactions which wear a freshness andnovelty peculiarly delightful to those
for whom the ordinary course of general literature affords nothing new. We
have, therefore, great pleasure in calling the attention of our readers to a work
recently issued from the English press, and republished in the United States,
with cthe additional charm of a frank, cordial prefacc by the American author,
¢ Frank Forester,” whose own works have been read with a.vidity and gratifica-
tion by all who have taste to appreciate them.,

¢The Old Forest Ranger,’ to begin with the outside, is most prepossessing
in appearance, handsomely and appropnately bound, a ¢fac-simile of the
English edition,’ as the editor assures us; while the interior, in addition to its
excellent typography, is ornamented with six beautifully executed engravings,
illustrative of the seenes described in the volume, thereby enhancing the spirit
and interest of the work. The name of Major Walter Campbell is well known

* The O1d Forest Ranger: or Wild Sports of India—on the Neilgherry Hills, in the Jungles, and on
the Plains. By Major Walter Campbeil. Edited by Frank Forester. New York : Stringer & Townaend.
Halifax : E. G. Fuller.
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as one of those distinguished veterans who have maintained ingland’s glory
and right in the East, and any book owning such authorship would bhe com-
menced with eagerness ; but were the work before us a nameless production,
instead of entering the world under such favourable auspices, its own nerit
would carn for itself a fame that no outward circumstances could confer upon
it. It.ic a bold, dashing account of perilous adventures in forest and jungle,
with the wild and dangerous animals that infest those regions, and the reader
is carried on by the life-like description, un*l he waits in imagination for the
spring of the tiger, or the charge of the stately bison.

To the sportsman this work must farnish a world of delight, if the tinid and
uninitiated linger with such interest over its pages, as there he must revel in
the scenes and sports that charm him most, deseribed by one who has been an
actual partaker in them, and who writes with the zest and vigour that enthu-
siastic memory can so well supply.

In whatever form India is presented "+ reader, it must always be an
interesting one, there is so much of wild rviauce in her scenes and people—so
mueh that is poetical and grand, connected with her customs and scenery—so
much historical and social interest, blended with that far away and luxurious
land, that we never tire of deseriptions of her grandeur, her beauty, and her
cxtent, because some of our best and earliest feelings have been asseeiated with
her name. Tales of her wild and ferocious animals have both tcrrified and
charmed us in our childhood ; the zeal, too often the sacrifice of her devoted
missionaries, has called forth the glow of admiration or the tear of sympathy,
while the brave army who have battled and died within her for the sake of
their country and their queen, have had our admiration, our gratitude, our
prayets,,and our lamentations. From the Xast have come all our pictures of
fairy land and magic ; speaking trees and charmed stones owe their existence to
that Jand of fable and poetry ; and though the desperate chase of fierce and
savage animals may be little caleulated to charm or delight, yet we dare aver
that there is no occupation connected with © India’s coral strand ’ that has not
power to awaken interest, and send a thrill of fascination through the brain ;
and the ¢ Old Forest Ranger * will not detract from the truth of our assertion.
It hurries us through the most wild and beautiful scenery, which is sketched
with an artist's hand, passing through graceful and lofty trees, set like stars in
a luxurious forest, opens up to us a view of enchanting wateifalls, and ere we
have completely beheld their grandeur, we are face to face with a giant bear or
rapacious tiger, and await with eagerness the result of the conflict which may
end in the destruction of cucof the combatants. We are taken through some of
those sweet and quiet viliages so fraught with beauty and peace, that but for the
sound of the coming idol in his lumbering car, one might fancy fair English
hamlets, with the addition of a luxurious atmosphere and glowing and diversified
sccaery. We arc given a glance at neatly every object of interest in India,
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and though written more for amusement than information, we yet find we are
gatheringlinstruction where we looked but for pastime.

We will pass over the author’s introduction, which we think less of than any
other portion of the work, as there is an affectation of style and sentiment
which contrasts strangely with the bold, manly tone of the subsequent chapters.
After the Major's introducing himself to his readers, which he does by des-
cribing his appearance as that of a worn out, attenuated veteran, but living over
again in memory the battles of his youth, he takes us to the neighbourhood of
Ootacamund, where we make acquaintance with the family of Mr. Lorimer,
consisting of himself' and one daughter, ¢ the fairy Kate,” whose bright eyes
have a potent spell for one of the heroes of the story, a Mr. Charles Somebody,
who, strange to say, has not been favoured with any other name save his bap-
tismal appellation through the whole volume. The three sportsmen, old
Lorimer, Captain Mansfield, and ¢ Charles,” are preparing at early dawn for an
excursion to the Neilgherry Hills, in pursuit of the wild boar. The story
opens well and spiritedly. After an exciting and successful chase, they en-
counter more than they bargain for, in the person of a tiger, of whose near
approach their first intimation is by the death-shrick of one of their deaters, or
native attendants. In the fierce contest which ensues with the enraged brute,
0ld Lorimer very nemly falls a victim to his fury, and is only rescued by the
unerring aim and brave daring of his friend Captain Mansfield, who, through
the many perils and dangers encountered in their exciting sports is ever
the «ool Yorewarned hunter, who is always prepared for every emergency,
and gains nothing by rashuess which he can overcome with caution.

We would willingly extract, for the pleasure of our readers, some of the
intensely exciting scenes of this work, did we know where to begin, or did
our space allow us to complete them. Though so few characters are intro-
duced into the volume, we yet meet with a vast amount of originality in
the person of Dr. McPhee. a true son of the ¢land o’ cakes,” whose oddity and
humour enliven not a little the time of his companions during their tedinus
journeys over mountains and through jungles, though his ill-dissembled fear,
and his want of skill with the rifle make him but a poor help in the hour
of peril. At an emergency, however, the courage of his native land could be
awakened, and despération, or rather Providence, gave his arm the skill it
lacked in cooler moments. We extract a passage in which the worthy Doctor
for once brought his prowess to bear most advantageously for the life of his
companions. We must premise that the huntsmen had adopted the most
hazardous and fearful of all methods of capturing a tiger, that of netting him,

.a process which is accomplished by spreading a net, made of strong cordage,
amof]g the underbrush, in which the animal gets entangled in the act of spring-
ing upon his pursuers.
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¢ No sooner did the tiger perceive his intended victim than his whole ap-
pearance was altered—his green eyes glared savagely, his head was thrown
back, his ears were laid upon his neck, the hair upon his back stood erect,
and crouching close to the ground he crept swiftly towards the nets ; having
got sufficiently near he uttered a tremendous roar, and springing forward with
a lashing bound, threw himself against the net with a force that threatened to
carry everything before it ; but the tough cordage yielded to the shock without
sustaining any injury, the upper rope became disengaged, the net fell together
in a heap, and the enraged monster was instantly enveloped in a complicated
mass of net-work, from which in spite of his frantic efforts he found it impos-
sible to disengage himself. So furlous was the onset of the tiger, and so ap-
parently frail the defence opposed to it, that Charles had not sufficient cown-
mand of nerve to stand his ground, he made an involuntary spring backwards,
stumbled and fell. ,

The Doctor seeing the desperate rush of the tiger, accompanied by a rour
that made his heart sink within him, and perceiving through a cloud of dust
that the net was apparently demolished and his young friend down, imme-
diately jumped to the conclusion that he must be in the tiger’s jaws. His first
impulse was to shout to Mansfield for help, which he did right lustily, his
next to slide from his perch with a reckless haste that considerably injured the
appearance of his nether garments, and snatching up his fusce, he hurried to
the rescue, invoking maledictions on the man who first invented the amuse-
ment of spearing tigers on foot ; but ere he could reach the scene of action,
Charles had recovered his footing, picked up his spear and driven it deep into
the chest of the tiger. The previous struggles of the powerful animal were
those of a cat compared with the frantic efforts which he now made to reach his
pigmy antagonist. His eyes glowed like live coals, foam mingled with blood
flew in spray from his distended jaws, he roared, he gnashed his teeth, he tore
up the earth, he twisted and turned with the agility of a wild cat. By dint
of gnawing he had so far suceceded in destroying the net, that his head pro-
truded, but still the complicated folds entangled his limbs and paralysed his
efforts. Charles, although tremendously knocked about, clung manfully to
his weapon, and escited his utmost strength to force it through the monster’s
body and pin him to the ground. At length the tiger succeeded in grasping
the shaft with his powerful jaws, and by one vigorous shake snapped the tough
ash pole as if it had been a reed. Charles, although partially disarmed, still
retained sufficient courage and presence of mind to make the best use of what
remained of his weupon, and so gained time till assistance arrived. He had
never quitted his hold of the spear shaft, and with this he showered such a
volley of blows upon the tiger’s head as partially to stupefy him, and thereby
impede his efforts to disengage himself.

The Doctor, whose courage had failed him the moment he perceived Charles -
on foot again, had all this time remained at a respectful distance dancing about
like a maniac, brandishing ¢ Mons Meg,’ and shouting at Charles to ‘haud out
o' the gate, till he got a rattle at the brute wi’ the grit-shot.” But Charles
who expected no aid from any onebut Mansfield, was too busily engaged in
preventing the tiger from getting clear of the nets, to pay any attention to his
exclamations, and continued to thrash away with his heavy ash pole like a
young Hercules. The tiger's efforts, however, instead of diminishing only
seemed to increase. He guawed, and tore, and plunged, with the fury of des-
peration.  Mesh alter mesh of the strong net-work gradually gave way. He




———— e DT VLTS ITIIEDIT - T = =

288 THE PROVINCIAL.

had already succeeded in liberating one fore-paw as well as his head, and it
was but too evident that a few more vigorous struggles must set him free.

At this criticul moment, Mansficld came bounding over the rocks, and utter-
ing a hearty cheer of encouragentent, drove his spear into the body of the tiger.
Instead of attempting to hold the animal down, as Charles had done, he
instantly withdrew the weapon and repeated his thrusts, with such strength
and rapidity that in spite of a desperate resistance on the part of the tiger, he
was speedily covered with wounds and bleeding at every pore. The rapid loss*
of blood had perceptibly diminished his strength, and his shrill roar was
changed to a hoarse bubbling growl; the victory was all but gained, when
with one tremendous blow of his gigantic fore-paw, he snapped the shaft of the
spear in two, leaving the iron head sticking in his own body, and bringing
down the butt end of the shafi with such violence on Mansficld's head that he
fell backwards stunned and insensible. The case was now indeed a desperate
one. Poor Charles, although his courage failed not, was so much exhausted
by his previous exertions, that his blows fell harinless as those of a child, an1 it
was evident that he could not much longer maintain the uncqual contest.
Most heartily did he now wish for his trusty rifle, and loudly did he call upon
the Doctor for assistance.

The tiger, weakened though he was by loss of blood, had by this time so far
succeeded in destroying the net that his head and shoulders were at liberty.
One struggle more and Le was free to wreak fearful vengeance on his foes, to
quench his burning thirst in their bleod. A hellish firc shot from his eyes,
and his whiskered lips curled into a grin of incffable malignity, as be gathered
himsclf together for a decisive spring. It was madness to oppese him longer.
Charles, upbraiding the Doctor for a col” blooded poltroon, turned to fly, but
in doing so he stumbled over his prostrate companion and fell heavily.

Doctor, Doctor, where is your manhood ¢ will you allow your gallant young
companion to be miserably mangled before your eyes ?

No! the latent spark of fire which lurked in the blood of his Celtic ances-
tor is at Jength roused—he utters a war cry—he rushes boldly between the
infuriated tiger and his prostrate victims, ¢ Mons Meg’ pours forth her deadly
contents, and the monster in the very act of springing rolls dead at his feet,
with two ounces of grit-shot in his brain.—Hurrah!!

¢What think ye of the grit-shot now Captain,’ exclaimed the Doctor, point-
ing with an air of triumph to the dead tiger, as soon as Mansfield had suffi-
ciently recovered from the stunuirg effects of the blow to understand how

narrowly he had escaped destr:otion. ¢There are waur things than a fusee ||

and grit-shot at a pinch I'm thinkin’. That plan o’ yours of spearin’ tigers, is
a vera well for once in a way ; but by my troth, lads, ye had better no’ make
@ practise o' °t.

This was a sentiment in whiclr the two young sportsmen perfectly concurred.
They had got a lesson which made them heartily repent of their folly. And
after returning thanks for their providential escape, and bestowing abundant
praise on the Doctor for his timely aid, they both vowed, solemnly, never
again to engage in so fool-hardy an advengure.’

Our readers may gain from this passage an idea of the style and spirit of
the book. While we shudder that human lives should be so perilled in such
hazardous sport, in some cases, as in the one just related, it was a work of
hamanity and self-devotion, as in somc haunts the tiger forsakes all other
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prey, and seeks only for his vietims unprotected and defenceless human beings.
In these instances, it is indeed a work of right and neressity to deliver one’s
fellow creatures from the power of those fearful monsters, and the heroes of
the ¢ Old Forest Ranger > had earned the gratitude of the inhabitants of many
a mourning village in India, by ridding them of the presence of those horrible
scourfkes ever lying in wait to secure their prey.

The volume, in addition to all its other merits, is enlivened by a love story,
without which no work in the present day is complete. The fair Kate and her
brave cousin Charles, mature their hearts as speedily as everything clse in that
glowing climate, and great as Charles’s prowess may be in the ficld or the
jungle, he would esteem it a greater triumph to win the hand of his beautiful
cousin than bear home a thousand trophies as a proof of his Lunting skill.
This, however, all comes about in good time, and the ¢ Forest Ranger’ winds
up with a successful termination.

We rccommend all who admirc the fresh and nervous in literature to obtain
this fascinating volume, when we feel sure that our opinion of its merits will
be most cordially endorsed.

TALES O OUR VILLAGE.—No. X ‘

CHAPTER III.

Tue term of station at Gibraltar of the regiment to which Captain T.
belonged, baving expired, it was ordered to Malta, and there he repaired with
his family, to whom the change brought much satisfaction, as they were
unknown and could remain o in their new residence ; but at Gibraltar, where
they had once moved among the leaders of fashion and splendour, the reverse
in their position had been painfully oppressive, and they were glad to escape
frora a place that so constantly reminded them of their bright past and sad
present. They associated but little with the ladies of the regiment to which
the Captain belonged, some of whom were personally unknown to them, having
only joined their husbands at Gibraltar after Mr. Schiller’s death, and conse-
quently the widow and her daughters had no opportunities for acquaintance.
The few they knew were exceedingly kind, as women gererally are, when
their sisters are in sorrow, and their sympathy and companionship were most
welcome to the unhappy ladies. Katrine’s time and heart were much occu-
pied with her child, but Louise was often very lonely, and dreaded inactivity
as the greatest of evils. Her hrother-in-law was constant in shunning her
society and that of her mother; his wife’s presence he seemed to feel as a
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nceessary evil, aud bore it accordingly ; but those whom circumstances and not
his own choice had made the inmates of his home, were treated with a coldness
and contempt very galling to persons who in their days of prosperity had been
looked up te and vencrated, and very unjust to those from whom he had

reccived 50 much kindness. Louise, with the natural feelings of youth and

independenee, was indignant at such cruel and ungrateful conduet, und but to
spare Katrine, whom she loved so fondly, from all the sorrow aud uneasiness on
her account, would bave resented it as unmanly and disgraceful. A lady who
had shown them much kindness since their affliction—the wife of the Colonel
of the regiment, Mrs. Murray—strongly advised Louise not on any considera-
ticn to submit to such humiliating dependence. Such counsel she had re-
frained from offering while they were still in Gibraltar, where every effort
was likely to hecome the business of the fashionable and censorious public ; but
here where disguise was unnecessary she recommended that Louise, with her
mother, who were experienced in needle-work and embroidery, should attempt
to provide for themselves in this way, promising them every assistance in her
power. This adviee was given without a full knowledge of Captain 1\’s un-
worthiness, for although from the dejection of Louise Mrs. Murray guessed
that all way not harmonious, still her ecounsel merely proceeded from the feel-
ings of an independent and energetic woman, who always argued that when
Providence had deprived us of help, we should help ourselves.  ad the whole
truth been known, the Captain probably would not have stood so high in the
cstimation of his Colonel and brother officers, but he wore his mask well, and
those conneeted with him by marriage were careful not to remove it.

Touise took the advice of her friend, and by unwearied exertions soon pro-
cured a supply of needle-work, which not only afforded a temporary income,
but by fully occupying her time made her more cheerful and better able to
bear with the annoyances of her position. Mus. Schiller entered warmly into
her plan, and thus by occupation and a strong determination to overcome the
trials incidental to humanity, these two reaped their reward—independence of
spirit and satisfaction of heart. 1t grieved Katrine exceedingly at firsi, to see
her mother and sister determiited to Jabour for their own support; but when
she saw how much happier they were under such cndeavours, she thought of
opposition no longer. Her child bad roused her from her own indelent list-
Iessaess for a time, and with an object for her affection and cave, the face of
the young mother brightened, and the smiles of youth partially returned to
her cheek.  But soon another was added to her charge; little Arthur’s place
was filled by « tiny sister, bringing with her, on the part of the Captair, new

+ dissatisfaction and complaint. The boy was something that he might be proud
' of, of whom something might be made, and who could eventually distinguish

himself” in the world, but givls weve ever a burden and tax upon a parent’s

" comiort and convenience.  His home was move neglected than ever, and his
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poor wife, who fondly hoped that cach suceceeding child would perhaps restore
his love to his home and herself, drooped beneath the new disappointment, and
even the endearments of her children were useless to atone for the unkindness
of her husband.  Her bloom and sprightliness were gone, gaiety had lost its
charms for her, and now when her beauty and liveliness were no longer visible,
to reflect eredit on his good taste and establishment, Captain T. grew more
indifferent aud cold ; he was rarely at home but at night, and then the children
made a source of perpetual discomfort, for his selfishness could bear no infringe-
ment of ease, and he fancied himself an injured and unhappy heing.

Katrine was not one to rise superior to these trials or rely upon herself—had
she done so, the subsequent darkness of her life might possibly have been
averted, but she sunk beneath every fresh difficulty. With beauty and much
clse that makes woman’s character lovely, she lacked energy and strong endur-
ance—the blossom of the sunshine, not the tree of the storm. Though the
conduct of her hushand had been sufficient to wound her very deeply, and
crush the buoyancy of hope and delight in life, she still had duties to perform,
and should not havs relaxed her efforts through months and years to soften
his heart and awaken him to a better sense of his own responsibilities and
engagements ; but she sank so passively at first under her trials, the natural
buoyancy and hope of youth was crushed so prematurely by the harsh breath
of unkindness, that instead of girding on an armour to shield the already tried
heart from further arrows, she but exposed it the more to a repetition of
assaults; and soon another trouble came to the already nearly hopeless woman ;
her boy, her Arthur, the first pride of her mother’s heart, was taken away ;
and she sank in uncontrollable agony as she looked upon his dead face. He
had come to her when sorely tried, bowed by the death of her father, and the
still sorer bereavement—the death of her husband’s love. He had called forth
the first heautiful feclings of maternal affection ; he had endeared himself to
her heart by his resemblance to his father, and by awakening that father's
affection he had reproduced by his infant smiles and winning beauty the old
fondness of his father's tones, which aad been echoed back on her own yearning
spirit; he was so closely associated with the darkness and beauty of her life;
and now he was lying there in his little coffin, never again to answer her fond
smiles or pour balm on her breaking heart by his gentle endearments. The
star was overshadowed, the flower was broken and in the dust, the sweet string
from her life's harp was taken away, and poor Katrine’s heart welled out in
music no more. The boy’s death was very sorrowful to his father also—
he had loved the little fellow more dearly than ever he loved anything, and his
childish innocence and artless affection had often touched his heart, encased as

it was in selfishness and coldness. He was almost beginning to be proud of

him ; bis beauty and intelligence made him 2 welcome plaything, and his death
was the severest blow he had ever experienced ; but his wife’s hopeless and
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b unavailing sorrow stecled rather than softenced his heart ; be could not bear to
he constantly rewminded of his loxs, his pride and grief’ rebelled at the perpctu:xl
i recurrence to it.  ‘The memory of his boy was fraught with much pain, and
P his witts sad countemmee and almost unceasing tears caused him a great
measure of annoyance. And so the mutual grief’ that should naturally h‘m,
drawn these two hearts more lum]]) 10"‘(.‘tl)01 Iut placed them still farther
asunder, and Katrine not only lost her child and his warm living love, but
when standing mest in need o consolation and sympathy had the bitter con-
seiousness that her husband’s heart was more and more alicnated from her.

All the watehtul and tender affection of her mother and sister were unavailing,
- even her little gir] played round and fondled her without response ; the wrung
heart of the fecble parent was in the grave of her bright haired boy, or sadly
mourning over the total estrangement of her hushand’s love. Her health
failed rapidly, and daily her mind grew more enfeebled. The quick bright
vivacity that had distinguished the young and beautiful girl was extinguished
for ever, und a listless vacant glance was at length the only answer to words
of sympathy and endearment. T he birth of another <on roused her slumber-
ipg faculties once more; he too had his father’s eyes and smile.  Once again
the old pleasant look sparkled on Captain T.s face, as he held his new Lorn
hoy, and the mother’s heart again revived at the feelings of care and kindness
for her.  The child was the symbol of the former little Arthur in everything,
even in name, and the love so passionately given to the dead child wasJavished
with more intensencss on him who had come to supply his place.

The birth of the little boy brightened the whole houschold, a new fount of
love scemed awakened in Katrine’s heart, and she roused herself to take an
interest not only in her baby but also in her little girl, so long neglected.
She was 2 bright, fascinating creature, caleulated to awaken pride and fond-
ness in the heart of any parent ; but whenever Captain T. learned to look upon
anything as the cause of inconvenience to himself, the next step was to acquire
an aversion to it not to be casily shakenoff.  The little Julia was consequently

their fostering care, the germs were laid of an execllent wmental and moral
training. Now, however, when Katrine’s sensibilities and affection were once
excited, her daughter again shared her care and devotion. Captain T. fre-
cquently wecks without seeing her, again met with her every day in his visit to
the cot of his beautiful boy, aml he became at Iast to regard her with some-
thing of a father’s affection.

Tn Malta, as in Gibraltar, Captain T. was a gencral favourite. At every
gathering he was a guest of distinction, but his extravagant and luxurious
tastes were necessarily curtailed from the smalluess of his income. The for-
tune he had received with his wife was long since dissipated in amusements of
which hie was passionately fond, and now his military pay was very inadequate
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placed under the superintendence of Louise and Madame Schiller, and beneath |
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to his requirements.  Iis domestic establishment was therefore conduc ed on
a most cconomical seale, and many a comfort was supplied to his wifeffand
children from the excrtions of Louise and her mother, whose labors were
untiring to render themselves independent of the Captain’s tardily given
pittance.  Louise had always made tolerable proficiency as an artist, and now
when she resaumed her pencil under the able superintendance of Colonel and
Mrs. Murray, she improved rapidly Loth in taste and execution. Their En-
glish friends were persons of wealth and distinction, and Mrs. Murray enlisted
their sympathy in favour of her industrious friend, consequently many a little
painting found its way from Malta to the clegant homes of Colonel and Mrs.
Murray’s rclatives, and brought in retwrn a handsome remuneration.  Capt.
"I. would no longer then look upou his mother and sister-in-law as intruders
upon his benevolence, and though not more cordial in manner, he was ever after
studiously polite, and the world knew but little of the difficulties and unhap-
piness of his home.  Little Arthur grew in grace and beauty daily, and was
not only the plaything and pet of his home hut of the garrison; many an
officer visited Mrs. T merely for the sake of offering hon-bons to little Axvthur,
whose jovous laugh and winning prattle afforded interesting amusement at
Malta, where any novelty, however small, was hailed with welcome.

Harry Kirkpatrick was o Licutenant in Captain T.%s regiment, and a finer,
nobler fellow never wore British uniform.  The confinement of Malta was very
irkzome to him, hie had heen accustomd to a Javge fumily cirele at home, and
this was his first essay at {ureign life, having only jeined the regiment on the
eve of its embarkation from Gibraltar; he disregarded the gaiety and the stir-
ring pleasures In which young men generaliy indulge, but cared more for the
i qquict happiness of home and the bright faces and glad voices that assemble
round and animate its hearth.  Ile wasamong the first to become nware of the
existence of litfle Arthur, and perchanee it was not so much to play with the
merry boy as to have a quict talk with his interesting mother that he paid
such frequent visits to their quarters.  Katrine was much attracted by the
pleasant manner and prepossessing counienance of the young soldier, who
talked much of his Scottish home and the dear mother and sisters that con-
stituted its chief charm and attraction in hiseyes.  The ladies of Captain T.’s
family were particularly agrecable to kim.  Madame Schiller he said reminded
him of his own mother, indced he almost felt at home again when seated
heside her.  Louise also recalled xecollections to him of a favourite sister, and
thus from daily association there sprang up a mutual regard between the
partics.  The days seemed dreary at the Captains when Harry Kirkpatrick’s
visit was long dclayed, and if on the young soldier’s arrival he missed either
of the ladies, his disappointment was cvident.  For 2 long time bis attentions
scemed equally divided between little Axthur and the ladies, but at last Louise
beeame more peculiarly his companion. He very much admired her constant
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amiability and gentleness, combined with her genuine good sense and many
accomplishments, but it was still more owing to Mrs. Murray's enthusiastic
account of the young lady’s independence, firmuess and heroie energy.  The
similarity of fecling so peeuliar to strong minds had attached her warmly to
Louise, and she found an attentive listener to the story of her many virtues in
Mr. Kirkpatrick. He learned then for the first time of all the trials and
sorrows she had encountered during the last few years, and the young soldier’s
heart warmed to the girl whose virtues had enabled her to rise superior to the
difficulties of adversity.  From that day he took a deeper interest in Louise
i than he had ever done in any other woman, and she beeame to him the ideali-
zation of all that is perfeet and ovely in the female character.  Probably had
he been where there was a munber of fair and agrecable women to converse
with and seleet {rom, Louise Schiller might not have awakened so strong an
interest in his heart, but in Malta where good female society was somewhat of
a Juxury, constant association added to the excellence of her character so
vividly pourtrayed by Mrs. Murra ) it was no marvel that he.gave her his
deepest affection and looked upon her as the best among women.  Louise in
the meantime could not be insensible to the merits of the young Scotchman ;
she had so long refrained from partaking of the pleasures of society, that his
frequent visits were very agreeable to her, and his cvident admiration of her-
i self accomplished what it does in nearly every woman’s heart—a response of a
similar nature. She had felt her changed position so painfully, that any
attention or kindness made her very grateful.  She had long been only reliant
on her mother and one or two other friends for sympathy and appreciation, and
the tones of manly kindness and affection were the more dear to her. An
honest and sincere love s o blessing to be earnestly desired by all, and to be
prized when attained, but when it comes to the heart so long unused to the
music of its Janguage, and which has been hardly tried by the tempests of a
cruel world, the gift is unspeakably welcome.

1t was not long before Mr. Kirkpatrick’s preference for Louise was avowed to
berself, and 1t was with feelings of gratitude and joy that she listened to it
and confessed her own prefercnce for him. Mis. Schiller gave a weleome
consent, and even Katrine seemed herself onee more, when she joyfully congra-
tulated her sister as Mrs. Kirkpatrick.

Captain T. regretted in private the course he had pursued with regard to
his portionless sister, as he feared her disclosing its details to her husband, and
thereby incurring his contempt and the probable publication of his avaricious
selfishness. But Louise in her own happiness was not unmindfal of her
sister's honour, and no word ever escaped her lips prejudicial to the charaeter
of Captain T.  YWhen importuned by ber husband to tell him why she labored
so hard with her needle and her pencil, she only told him that Captain T.s
income was limited, his family expensive—that when unoccupied sad memories
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of happier days crowded upon her, unfitting her almost for the duties of life—
that she hud found such oceupation the surest safeguard against melancholy—
and her hushand was silenced though not quite satisfied. He respected too
strongly his wife’s delicacy of fecling to interrogate her further, but his opinion of
Captain T was changed, and he looked upon Katrine's sad face with feelings
of sincere pity. e soon fitted up a pretty cottage for his gentle wife, to
which they removed with Mrs. Schiller.  His private fortune was ample, and
he would not consent to the seperation of Louise from her mother. to
whose comfort she had so long administered. Toor Katrine was left very
lonely ; her hushand was ravely at home, and but for her children, life would
have been nearly insupportable to the nervous and suffering woman. Her
little girl was, however, beginning to be 2 companion to her, she performed a
thousand simple offices so tenderly and aficctionately, that she scemed already
as a houschold angel, miniature of that Letter being to which woman often
attains.  Arthur was still the darling of the house, and Captain . of'ten
passed the hour at home caressing and playing with the bright eyed child, that
was wount to be idled away with his brother officers and other companions at
the mess room or hotel.  But Katrine was no longer » companion for him;
she had brooded so long over the sorrows of her life, that she had ncarly lost
all interest in the world and its occupations. The pursuits in which she had
once took so much delight were to her as though she had never joined in them,
and when her husband would attempt conversation, and relate some current
zossip of the day, or repeat a merry jest or ancedote, the only response to his
endeavours was o languid smile, as though the recital was wearisome to ber.
Though yet quite young, life scemed to have lost all its charms for her, and
when she might have won her hushund {0 appreciate the henefits and comforts
of a home, the hopelessness depicted on her countenance and visible in her
conversation only indueed him to turn away ugain.  Then he murmured at her
altered manner, forgetting that the change was his own work, and that he had
transformed the light-hcarted and beautiful girl into the prematurely old and
grief-stricken woman. While he was still in the full vigour of his manhood,
taking delight in the cager bustle of life, she was faded, moody and dejected,
with barely strength of mind to perform the dutics of existence.  He felt him-
self hardly and unjustly fettered; he only thought of her as she was now,
broken down and changed, not as she was when he took her from her father’s
Lome, the gayest and brightest maiden that ever knelt a bride hefore the altar.
BError cver brings its own reward, and the Captain cxperienced the truth of

the axiom ; his own conduet had changed the fascinating bride into an unin-
teresting, scemingly indifferent wife, and the conscquences were equal to the
cause. Ifis little daughter was not now as disagrecable to him as when she was
an infant ; he was pleased with her beauty and often bestowed @ caress and a
kind word, but still home to him was but a place of banishment rather than
pleasure, and he escaped from its confinement at every opportunity.
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Time pussed on in this way, with but little change, except that another boy
was added to their family, but he was a frail and delicate infant, and his
mother’s health suffered much from her attentions to him., Mr. Kirkpatrick
and his wife and mother-in-law were frequent in their visits to Katrine, and
“their companiouship scemed to cheer her as she witnessed their happiness and
affection. But the change continually awaiting the soldier’s life was once more
in operation, another regiment was ordered to relieve their own at Malta, and
after a short time for preparation the regiment to which Captain T, and Licut.
Kirkpatrick belonged was removed to the West Indies, a change by no means
agrecable to the officers and their families.

After mature consideration on the nrobable discomfort and dangers attendant
on a residence in that climate, Mr. Kirkpatrick determined, rather than
subject his wife to their influence, to leave the army, and either return to
England or accept some situation for a few years at a foreign post. His re-
signation was accordingly tendered and aceepted.  The appointment of British
Consul at Malaga being offered hiny, as the officc was a gocd one, he made
arrangements for its acceptance.  Ilis decision was a source of new anxiety to
his desponding sister-in-law ; she had so long depended on the assistance and
encouragment of her mother and Loaise, that the idea of a prolonged absence
from them was fraught with unhappiness.  She had little to expect from her
hushand.  In bygone days, when conspicuous for heauty and gaiety, she had
failed to attach his heart and securc his sympathy, aud now when broken
down by neglect and disappointment, the faded wife, whatever might be her
claims, had no reason to hope that she would be cared for or cherished.  Under
the most pleasant'circumstanees, a separation from those with whom all our
life has been spent in mutual kindness and affection, is painful to contemplate,
and how much more so when we feel we have nothing to atone for what we
must lose. But regrets were unavailing. The embarkation of the regiment
was ordered to take place innnediately, and though the seperation was keenly
felt on either side, Katrine was obliged to follow the fortunes of her husband,
though he would gladly have dispensed with her attendance had he possessed
the requisite means of providing for her children and herself in their present
abode. But as he dared not Icave them pensioners on the hounty of her
brother-in-law, fearing the censure of that world which wasall inall to him, he
yiclded to necessity, and took with him to his land of exile the lonely mother
and her beautiful children.

Their voyage to the western world was unattended by any remarkable inci-
dent or inconvenience. Captain T. was necessarily thrown more in his wife’s
socicty than usual, but she now made no effort to win back his kindness once
so valued, Every fresh sorrow only made her more listless and melancholy—
the absence of her mother and sister, those unfuiling fiiends in all her trials,
reduced her to a state akin to imbeeility.  The voices and endearments of her
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children alone served to rouse her, and then while listening to their winning
tones, and joining their merry gambols, one could almost faney her the Katrine
of old, so bright was the smile that played upon the mother’s countenance.

Had these moods lasted, it may have been that Captain T. would have
exerted himself to soothe and comfort, but she was now timid and startied in
his presence, and prone to shrink from his conversation. In a woman of
stronger mind and passions, the wrongs she had experienced would have incited
to resistunce or revenge, in one of higher principles and christian feelings they
would have met with forgiveness and stimulated to increased efforts for amend-
ment, but in one so shrinkingly sensitive and constitutionally feeble in purpose,
those very wrongs ouly brought prostration and despair. However natural
such a conseruence, the indulgence of those feelings was the surest mode of
incurring a fresh repetition of their cause. Human nature is essentially prone
to trample on the crushed. The flower which our own touch has broken, we
throw away as useless and despised, and so it is with the human wrecks of our
own making. The man who encourages another to taste the destructive wine,
is the first to cast off the disgraced incbriate, and he whose unkindness has
served to despoil the fairest of God’s creation, is the first to despise the wreck
ag worthless. . And though we would not extenuate the unworthy conduct of
Captain 1. still we should not judge too hardly of his after neglect of the
woman he had made a burden to him, knowing well how few of us are entitled
to ¢ cast a stone’ at him.

The long voyage was at last over, and even Katrine hailed with delight the
appearance of the sunny island of the west. The children had grown impatient
of their long confinement, and the different passengers had wearied of each
others society. None were more glad than Captain T. to escape from the
irksome restraint of a sea-voyage. Never did green earth wear so weleome an
aspeet. The privations and discomfort which had clouded their prospects of a
residence in that climate were all forgotten in the joy of once more treading on
solid ground.  Their destination was Barbadoes, one of the most healthy of the
Carribee Islands, and in this respect they were fortunate. The rushing breezes
of the perfumed trade wind soon brought the rosy light to the wan cheeks of
the Captain’s children. His youngest boy George, revived beneath their
influence, and Arthur, now a fine manly boy, scemed to inhale new life as he
galloped over the flowery plains on the spirited poney it was his delight to ride.
Even Xatrine revived beneath the sunny skies, and amid the luzurious
perfumes of the surrounding atmosphere, but her life was very lonely. She
saw but few visitors, the ladies connected with the Regiment were either
inclined to gaicty or too much occupicd with their fumilies and other pursuits
to give much thought or interest to ome who claimed so little. They never
met her in her daily cxcursions or evening assemblics, and as she rarely left
her nursery, it was not to be expected that her claims or even existence should
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long be remembered by a volatile community whose kindness and attention
frequently depend on the amount reccived in return. Some few there were
indeed to whom the neglected woman was an object of interest and sympathy
—true hearted women—iho forget the claims of sclf in the sorrows of aunther,
and daily perform deeds which the recording angel rejoices to register. From
one or two like those Mrs. T. received help and consolation, and many arrange-
ments nocessary for hersclf and children, were attended to for her by them.
Thus supplying in a measure the place of her mother and sister whose absence
she continually regretted.

Captain T. soon cstablished himsclf' in the best society the Island could
afford, and was soon as usual a favoured guest. Ycars had brought no change
to the courteous address and winning mamner.  Ever gentlemanly and polished
to the world, with jests for the merry and sympathy with the sad, he was a
delightful companion and eagerly weleomed by the gay world in which he
mingled. So gay was his deportment and unfettered his proceedings, that
many were long in ignorance of the fact that he possessed a wife and children,
while those who knew reccived in answer to these querics that Mys. T. was an
invalid averse to socicty, and caring only for the companionship of her children.
Indeed the Captain was by no wmeans anxious to have it known that he was
the possessor of such ineumbrances, aud was very glad when the subject could
be winked out of sight. It was then his ambition to pass as the gay man of
fashion, without any binding tics, courting the popularity of the ball room,
sunning hixself in fair ladies eyes, and forgetting the responsibility of others
and his own.

Among other differences which served still farther to estrange the already
alienated pair, was that of religion. If Captain T. had u strong fecling it
was enlisted in the cause of his National Church. His family had been the
staunch adherents of the Church of Eugland, through a long period, and
though their son was little imbued with the purity of her doctrines or the
holiness of her faith, still his prejudices were all in favour of her formularies
and government. His wife on the other hand was a firm and devoted member
of the Roman Catholic Church, wedded to its forms, and reposing on its
doctrines for relief and salvation. The subject had been little thought of in
her carlier days, when the gay young Englishman first captivated her fancy,
nor did the dogmas of her Chureh rise up hetween him and the object of his
admiration. Tt was only afterwards when tired and desolate hy the sorrows of
carth that the loncly woman clung closely to her faith for consolation, and
sought, in the hosom of her Church the comfort and support she was denied
from other sources. 'This was u new aggravation to her husband, with the
recklessness of a man of the world and the independance of an Englishman, he
scoffed at the symbols of her fuith, and turned away in disgust from their
observation. 'To Kutrine's sensitive mind this was a new trouble—her worldly
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care on her husbands account had been almost more than she could bear, and
when she imagined that his spiritual welfare was involved, her anxiety was
materially increased. Thus every cause served still further to widen the
breach between them, and though there were no bickerings on the part of Mrs.
T. her dreary uncomplainingness, and dumb look of agony were a perpetual
reproach and annoyance to the Captain, consequently his home was only a
place of discomfort ; and he gladly escaped from its silence and gloom, to the
festive scenes always welcoming his presence.

Such was life with the family whose fortunes we are tracing at this period.
Outward reckless gaicty to the Captain—blank and dreary existence to Katrine.
Her mind so weakened and injured by sorrow, was destined to receive a shock
which should cloud it forever.

The negro slaves in Barbadoes were very numerous at the time of Captain
T.s sojourn in that Tsland, and often from their strength and numbers excited
fear in the minds of those awarc of the restless spirits among them, and the
cruelty sustained by many from their masters. TFor some time they had been
dissatisfied, muttering threats of vengeance on their oppressors, which, though
disregarded at the first, were found afterwards to be morc than idle threats.
For a long time a revolt had been anticipated by some of the far-seeing and
prudent among the planters, but no means had been taken to avert or provide
against such a calamity. '

One night, at midnight, the alarming tidings spread throug} town and
country that the slaves were In a state of insurrection, and that riot and pillage
had commenced. TFast flew the dreadful news from house to house, but
faster sped the work of destruction and bloodshed with the negroes. The plot
had been deeper laid than was at first imagined, organized hodies under despe-
rate leaders, were spreading in all directions, breaking into houses and out-
raging the inhabitants. The horrors of an insurrection are familiar from his-
tory, we need not stay the thread of this story to dwell upon its darkuess, or to
linger on scenes so fraught with cruelty and death. The mob of every country
is Jawless and furious, striking indiseriminately in its madness, and bringing
ruin and distress to all within reach of its influcnee, and one instigated and
composed of ignorant and revengeful negrocs, fired with a sense of wrongs
endured through many hopeless years, and now looking forward to the success
of the issue of 'this insurrectjon as an escape from the most galling of human
injustice, that of slavery, would of necessity be one of the most desperate and
blood-thirsty character. Those acquainted with ths annals of West Indian
history, will be familiar with the many horrible acts committed by the negroes
at those riots, and that which occurred at Barbadoes at the period we write of
was onc of the most lawless and destructive of themall. Houses were pillaged
and fired, young children and gentle women were the victims of outrage and
death, the wild fury of those who were so long oppressed broke forth with
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violent unrestraint, when they in turn became the oppressors; and sorrow and
desolation were brought to many a house during the horrors of one long to he
remembered night. By the combined efforts of the military and the inbabi-
tants the insurrcction was at last quelled, and the principal leaders secured
for the ends of justice; but the sun rose npon a scene of wide spread desola-
tion. Some there were to stand before the yet smoking ruins of their cherish-
ed homes, where all that was precious and dear from time or association lay
buried beneath the gray ashes.  Among these many also heheld the wreek of
their whole worldly possessions, and turned away hopeless and houseless from
the scene ; others were wounded or dying {rom the conflict of the night before
with the savage negroes; others were searching, nearly frantic, for some
beloved friend, who in the endeavour to escape from their farious assailants
were now among the missing, it might be among the dead ; while others had
the sure certainty of their sorrow and their loss. Mothers were seen weeping
over the silent forms of their little ones, who had been snatched from their
side by the most ruthless of the mavauders, and hurried from life by a single
blow. The father and the husband? or the brother in some instances, lay life-
less among those he had haxtled to protect. Young and fair ones had been
struek, by some shot intended for other vietims, and sorrow and suffering seemed
the portion of all. )

But with the gentle hearted and uchappy lady whose vicissitudes and
sorrows we are endeavouring to shadow forth in the pages of this tale, to her
the events of that long to be remembered night brought still deeper woe. The
crushing out of the fast glimpses of hope and reason, the still deeper night of
sorrow and insanity. When the first news of the insurrection had reached her,
she flew to her children’s room, gathering them around her and folding them
in her arms, scemed for a time to imbibe the strength of the lioness and forget
all her own feers in the determination to proteet her children. Captain T.

was summoned to his post, and his house had to be left altogether unguarded, -

as the coloured servants had joined with the insurgents, and those ramaining
were few and inefficient. Katrine and the female domestics gathered in the
children’s sleeping room, the brave hearted mother determined to defend her
helpless little ones from assault or injury. Long and dreary passed the howrs
through that night of turmoil and bloodshed. They heard through the dis-
tance the framtic yells of the infuriated multitude, as they rushed on in their
work of revenge, but for a long time distance seperated them from the actual
horrors which fear already painted so vividly. Ever and anon as a louder
veal from the blood-thirsty savages broke upon her ear, Katrine would cluster
her children in her arms and look wildly round, as if meditating escape did
she but know how to effect it. Her trembling and weeping servants were
useless to fortify the courage of the lonely mother, as she watched through the
horrors of the darkness and riot; but soon her worst fears were aroused, as
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with each succeeding moment the loud shouts of the rabble broke more dis-
tinetly on her car, until soon her house was surrounded, and they were en-
deavouring to enter it by force. The doors soon yielded to the pressure from
withont. and the savages commenced their work of plunder and outrage.
Every avenne of escape was closed against Mys. T. and her sevvants, the house
was filled with the negroes, all eager to inflict any cruelty their animal natures
dictated. The cries of the children soon drew them to the room where Mrs,
T. was frantically endeavouring to quict them into silence, but they were
alarmed by the furious shouts which rent the air continually, and joined their
own fecble voices to the general uproar. The savages entered the room and
advanced towards the children, as if meditating their immediate death, but their
attention was distracted by the erics of the servants, whom they then selected
as vietims of insult and torment. Mus. T.,in the panie, pushed her two elder
children in a closet beneath a staircase, and prepared to follow them with her
youngest in her arms, when a negro intercepted her steps and tore her child
from her. o dash from the room and hurl the little fellow from the adjoining
balcony was the work of an instant, and Katrine, as her eager eye saw the
body of her darling child, as it reached the ground, give onc convulsive quiver,
sunk stupefied by despair, while with the fluttering motion its life went out
forever. A horrible sight for 2 mother to witness, and that mother so fond
and self-devoted. The little boy had been the-last object of her care and love,
his weakness had endeared him still more to her sensitive heart. She had
roused her energies to attend to his wants and nurse him to health and
strength, when no other ohject in life had power to interest or affect her ; with
the consciousness that her care and affection were necessary to the comfort of
onc human heing her failing heart took strength, and she was weaned from the
selfishness of her own sorrows and disappointments by the requirements of her
child. Bound then to him cven more strongly than with a mother’s usual
love, words cannot convey a conception of the wild agony that thrilled every
nerve in the feeble woman’s frame, to see him torn from her grasp and cruelly
murdered before her eyes. It was the last drop in the bitter draught of her
life’s cup—the dying out of licht and hope together. The previous anxieties
of the night had agitated and weakened her beyond measure, and now this
closing act of horror, as it drove the expiring torrent of bitter agony through
her veins, wrought yet a sadder work ; for her brain reeled beneath the blow
and the light of reason went out forever.

The negroes in their wild madness, did not remain long in any one place
to complete their work of destruction, but hurried on from house to house,
satisfied if only all were injured, and none allowed willingly to escape from
their vengeance. With the one act of inhuman cruelty, they departed from
Captain T.’s house, and proceeded in another direction. Now, however, the
military had succeeded in a great measure in quelling the riot, several of the

|
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ringleaders were captured, and with the dispersion of the rest, the island was
comparatively quiet, and the inhabitants partially recovered from their tevror,
so far that they could examine as to what outrages had been committed in
their own dwellings, and attend to the wants of the injured among them.
With the retuin of daylight, Captain T. sought his own home anxious for the
safety of his family, but not prepared for the sad tidings that met him on his
return.  All was silent us he opened the unlocked door and crossed the thres-
hold of his home, but as he passed through the vetis he heard the sounds of
lamentation proceeding from his wile’s bed-chamber.  On entering that
apartment a sight was presented to him, sufticient to shock the strongest nerve.
On his own little bed, bruised and matilated, Jay the lifeless form of the little
boy whom the Captain had left but o few hours before.  But for the unchang-
ed beauty of the tiny mouth, and the familiar apparel which clothed his form, it
would have been difficult for the father to recognize his child, so disfigured and
swollen was the face. Iis bright waving curls were matted with blood, the
pure brow of childhood was lacerated with bruises, and the whole form bore no
resemblance to the laughing boy to whose pale cheek the breezes of Barbadoes
had restored thic hue of health.  Captain T\ started back in alarm and sorrow,
for he had a father's heart to love his children, and the sight was a mournful
one for him to witness. DBut erc he could ask or learn the particulars of the
sad event, his attention was atiracted to his wife. She lay extended on the
bed with her servants around, who were using endeavours to restore their
mistress to herself—but in vain—she lay theve gazing at them with vacant
expression and dull lustreless eyes.  Ier words were few and these were wild
and incoherent. Her little girls and Arthur stood heside her—but they were
powerless to attract their mother’s attention, their smile met with no answering
one from her. Captain T. pressed forward and spoke in tones of entreaty and
eagerness, but the voice she had once loved well to hear, though modulated
to the unfamiliar tones of affection, no longer thrilled the being of her to whom
they were addressed.  She looked at him, but with that vacant hollow gaze,
which tells more speedily than word or act, that the soul has vanished from its
temple—that the illumination of reason has gone forever.

It wasa sight that few could bear unmoved and Captain T. with all his
faults and selfishness was yet human, and he covered his face with his hands
and wept bitterly over the wreck of all that was lovely in woman which lay
before him. The voluble servants soon informed him of the details of the sad
calamity, and it was with deeper sorrow than perhaps ever before stirred his
feelings that the reckless soldier listened to the recital. The coldness that had
sprung up hetween them was then forgotten. For the remorse which
conscience inflicted in that hour, he thought of nothing but her devoted love
for himself. He then saw her as the bright young being, he courted and
idolized in her early home ; thought of the pride he had felt in her beauty and
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accomplishments, of the love which he fancied he felt before the rough usage
of adversity, attacked her father’s wealth.  Better, far better he thought, that
she should be even as their little boy, dreamless and at rest in the better
country far away, than to live on thus unconscious, smitten in the prime of life
with the darkest chastisement in the catalogue of human wmisery—to live dead
to pain and pleasurc—sympathy and consolation.  Better, far better for him,
even more than for her, had the ground opened then to receive the wreek of
the once beautiful German maiden. Better far, that life had died out with
reason, than by her lonely existence to entail upon the husband she had loved
so well, that evil which cver follows from fellowship with temptation, But a
wiser decision had given judgement in the matter, and it is not for frail
humanity to (uestion its justice or its consequences.

Captain T. for some time was stunned by the double calumity which one
eventful night had brought to his family, but his natural buoyancy soon
returned, and though sad and for the time repentant, he gave attention to the
interment of his child, and the course to be pursued with vegard to his wife.
The best medical attendance was procured, but her case was thought nearly
hopeless.  T'ime and kindness, said the physician, might do a great deal, but
her mind never vigorous and self-reliant, had evidently been weakened by much
previous sorrow, and it was unlikely that anything cver would restore it as
formerly. But kindness und unceasing care were strenuously recommended.
Here was a case which required them to an eminent degree.  Tlarshness and
restraint would not ouly be unneeessary but injurious, as her malady was only
the loss of reason, not the wild delivium of insanity.

Captain I gave a ready assent to every injunction of the physician, and
probably was carnest in his acquicsence in their necessity, but an ill-regulated
heart is a poor anchor for any to rest upon, and he who would wound and
desert one whose whole wealth of unselfish affection was concentrated upon
him, in the carly days of youth aud heauty, could not he expected to watch
over aud cherish the same individual when every capacity for love or usefulness
was darkened and destroyed—when only the forsaken and trembling temple
was left, to tell of the spirit that once guarded its sanctuary, but is now silent
and departed. .

With the care which his wile's situation demanded from him, Captain T.
also felt all the annoyances of housc-keeping and family cares, which hitherto
his uncomplaining wife had kept from his notice.  His children were yet too
young to afford him any assistance in these matters, and they were felt as an
additional charge. e never knew the usefulness or affection of his wife until
he was deprived of both, and as soon as the first feelings of sorrow wore off, his
natural selfishness returned and he considered himself a hardly dealt with and
injured man. Bound to a wife who could neither afford him aid or companion-
ship, compelled to lock after his children and servants, when he wished to be
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employed in more congenial pursuits; emraged with himselt, for sacrificing
his prospects aud his pleasures by so early a warriage: all these causes
contributed to make a most unhappy man of the hitherto untroubled Captain,
and hardly the attaimnent of a Dlajor’s commission at this time compensated
for tho domestic troubles which he fancied he endured.

THE MATCIH-MAKERS MATCUHED.

A COMEDY.

acT . ’
Sceng L= A Dracing Room at Mr. Loplon’s.
Mrs. Topton.and Mrs. Sillie.

Mes. Sturie.—And o you think he would make a reully eligible mateh 2

Mnrs. Torron.—I am sure of it. Young, wealthy, and so romantic—so
romantie, my dear Julia, just the man after your own heart.  You surely do
not douht my knowledge of human character?

Mzs. S.—Oh, not for & moment. How can you accuse me of such a thing!

Mzs. T.—Ah, well, I flattered myself, you had not come to that yet.

Mus. S.—But how can I enter into such projects so soon after Silkie’s
death? Onc must have some respeet for public opinion in these matters, you
know.

Mz, L.—Certainly, my dear child; but then it is just as well to bave our
train laid. This is such an cligible match! I trust to your address to secure
the prize, while the opportunity presents itself, without the world being any
the wiser.  Ah, Julia, there is a great deal of foresight required in these little
afhirs. I reveal this plan to you, at once, because I know your own sense
will supercede the necessity, on my part. of using any address to obtain your
cousent.

Mgrs S.—I am extremely obliged ; but you can casily account for my being
a little cautious.

Mgs. T.—Oh, certainly ; but I put every faith in your discrimination.
But how did you hear of your husband’s death 2 What an odious creature
he must have been!

Mus. S—Ah! If you had but known him, you would indced think so.
Tt is now two years since he lef't me—a beggar—at least for anything he knew
to the contrary, It was just before I had the good fortune to become ac-
quainted with you—oh ! that wus the most conspicuous moment of my life.
Well, I never heard of him afterwards ill about a month since, when a letter

frme amaeame %+ e e ot ecee et as o cameamen . o v e |
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was put into my hands, from a friend of his in Havana, informing me of his
death. Tt was written in accordance with his dying request. Ile was very
penitent, at the Jast.  Heigho! I can forgive all his brutal treatment, now
that he is in his grave.

Muzs., T.—Ah, yes!  We should forgive and forget in this world.

Mus. S.—And this friend of yours, you say,is 2 very romantic young man?

Mrs. T'\—Extremely so; and T have no doubt that, with your naturally
vomantic disposition, and your usual tact, you will casily secure him. But I
trust you will not altogether forget the part I wish you to take in Laura’s
little affair. Poor child! T wish T could put equal dependance upon her
diseretion.

Mrs. S —Ah, can you doubt it? That will e the first consideration
with me.

Enter Nero.

Nero.—Mr. Speedwell is below, ma'm.

Mgrs. S.—Oh, this is the person—

Enter Speedwell.

SrespweLL—Bah!  She is not here after all.  (aside.)

{(Exit Nero.)

Mzs. T.—Good morning—>Mrs. Silkie, Mr. Speedwell. Mr. Speedwell,
my particular friend, Mrs. Silkic—just arrived from town, to favour us with
her compauy for a few weeks.

Sr.—I scarcely know which of you to congratulate most warmly, on ocea-
sion of this visit.

Mz. T—Ah, then you are pleased with our village home ?

Se.—1It is certainly a charming spot.

Mzs. 8.—Oh! Ts it nota perfect Paradise 2 I have never before felt
such sensations of exquisite pleasure, in beholding any scene of loveliness, as
have thrilled through my heart this morning.

Mgs. T.—Ah, my dear Julia, you are so romantic in your views! But I
fear I camnot hear you and Mr. Speedwell discuss this subject, at present.
(Aside to Mrs. Silkic in passing.) You know T must sce Mary immediately.
A revoir, Nr. Speedwell.  (Ewil.)

Se.—You are quite enthusiastic in your admiration of nature’s charms, Mrs.
Silkie.

Mns. S.—Ah! Yes, it is my weakness—at least this cold matter-of-fact
world would call it 0. Ahb, I fear there s little of sympathy for onc of wy
temperament among the grovelling spirits of this age. But how can it be
expected, that we shall find the poetry of life among men whese whole souls
are absorbed in the pursuit of filthy luere? .

Sp.—How, indeed. (Looks towards the door and sighs.)

Mrs. 8. =Yg, the greatest delight of my Jife 3= to wander forth, in com-
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pany with sowme congenial spirit, at the twilight hour, by the banks of some
sweet rivalet, to listen to the sighing of the brecze, the plaintive rippling of the
waters, or the sweet music of the feathered songsters—oh, I am transported
ab such moments—literally transported into eestasics of happiness!  Ah, what
fond dreams my childhood used to indulge in, of revelling in the society of
one who could appreciate my feclings! I met with such a one—but you do not
know my history, Mr. Speedwéll.  Ab! happiness is transitory in this world
—poor, dear Mr. Silkie! He wasa congenial spirit! Pardon my weakness.
(Puts her handkercheif to her eyes.) )

Sr.—The devil! This is a trial for onc’s philosophy. (aside.) My dear
madam, do not, I beg, indulge in such feclings. Tlappiness, as you say, Is
transitory. We—should not—build many hopes.

Mrs. S.—(rousing kerself.) A, true! We should not; nor should we
stake all our happiness on one throw. Dear as my poor Silkic was to me, T
am still willing to believe that the world holds others cqually worthy of my
affection. Could I but hope cyer to meet with such another! (sobs
again.) ;

Mz, Torron.—(without.) Nero! IHollo, there! Nero!

Mprs, S.—Heavens, there is some one coming! We cannot be scen here
together, and I in this state.  Let us leave the room instantly, I beg.

Se.—With all my heart.

Mus. S—DNow do not expose my weakness.  (clusping kis hand.) Do not,
my dear {riecnd—I throw myself wholly. upon your confidence. And now,
good morning.

(Exeunt and enter Mr. Topton at separate doors.  Drs. Silk:ie drops her
handkerchief in going out.)

Mr. Topron.—Ia! What a clearing out here is! Think to escape me,
ch?2 They might as well think to escape the hundred eyes of Argus.  Court-
ing, ch? Yes, great times courting. Ia, ha! T just walk round and make
my own observations on these proceedings.

Lnter Nero.

Nero.—Callin® me, sir?  Thought I heard you callin’, sir.  What were
you pleased to want, sir ? :

Mgr. T.—Thought yon heard! (Takes Nero by the showdder, and places
kim n the middle of ihe roome ; then relires o @ distance and sils down.)
Consider yourself as arraigned, sir, at the bar of judgment. What plea, what
exeuse, can you now call into existence in justification, or in extenuation of
such villanous improprictics 2 Speak, Caitiff!

N.—(whimpering.) Tm sure I didnt know—I was'nt sure you called.
Mr. Greenish detained me a momeni—Lord ! Sir—Mr. Greenish takes a
most vielent inicrest in the analysises of the hi-carbonie pevoxide and protoxide
of iron.
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Mg. T.—Reprobate, do you darc to interrupt me?  What did Mr. Greenish
want 2

N.—DMr. Greenish 2 Yes, sir. My! What a dreadful i,hing, to have
such @ prepostuous temper! (aside.) Mr. Greenish wanted to know—was
very anxious to knew, what was Miss Medwin’s favourite walk, sir; and I
told him—

Mgs. T.—Ceasc your babbling, miscreant.  And so, when you arc hastening
to cbey my summons, and meet Mr. Greenish on the stiirs, you think proper
to stop in order to reply to his idle interrogatories 2 Do not suppose that
such impropricties can escape my notice.

N.—Tord, sir! Tt was’nt Mr. Greenish I met on the stairs—he was down
in the hall.

Mgr. T.—Do you dare to-contradict me, reprobate?  Who did you meet on
the stairs then ?

N.—2r. Speedwell—yes, it was.

Mr, T.—Did T say it was not?2 Dont think to inform me upon these
matters. But, Nero, leave my presence this moment, I summoned you here
to inquirc why you persisted in these improprieties; but it it needless; you
are incorrigible. Out of my sight this moment. (Ezit Nero.) So, I see
through it all. (walling up and down.) Greenish is in love with the girl,
and Speedwell is after her too. (picks up the handkerchicf and reads.)
¢« Julia Silkie —after the widow, I mean. I knew it was she by the colour
of her dress.  Oh, I can divine their schemes, even before they are hatched.
Bah! What do the youth of these times know about courtship. This is not
the way I did things; but T always took my own course, and I always will do
s0, while there is a heart beats in my bosom.  Yes, when I have once resolved,
heaven and earth shall not shake me.  Where is that odious abortion of nature
who dared to go out without closing the door? T will he oheyed! (Exit.)

Scexe [1.—A Dressing Room al Afr. Younghusband's.
Mrs. Topion and Mrs. Younghusband.

Mrs. T.—Now remember, Mary, I shall expeet you to exert all the influ-
ence which you may possess over Laura—poor, silly, deluded creature! You
must use 2 little address ; and I trust a child of mine canuot be altogether
devoid of kunowledge of human nature, or incapable of displaying a little in
these delicate matters—no, I rather flatter myself this cannot be the case.

Mns. Youxeuussanp.—Oh no, my dear mother, I hope I shall do you
credit ; but—

Mrs. T.—Yes, Laura is not only a rash, obstinate girl, but a thorough
ingrate. "Were T half se unyielding as she is, or had I half her selfishnoss, I
would certainly assign her to the fate she so justly deserves. Yes, I would
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renounce her—banish her and her prospeets from my heart forever. But we |
should overlook the offences of thoxe whom nature has made dear to us.

Mus. Y.—But might it not be as well not to hurry matters on to a crisis ?
This Captain Dashley may pogsibly not he such an cligible match, after all.
Laura, you know. has u great deal of diserimination hersel.  Would—would
it—not—

Muis, T.—Go on, my dear, goon.  Liet me taste, to the fullest extent, the
sweet fruits of those lessons o' obedicnce which it has cost me g0 much solici-
tude to inculeate.  Odedience—gratitude.  Tleigho!  They are vave qualities
at the present day.

Mrs. Y.—Oh, pardon me, dear mother, I will uot he ungrateful. T did
not mean to disobey you—did 1 refuse to obey ? I was only going to suggest
—but T will do as you wish.

Mgs. T.—\Well, you know already what my wishes are.  But 1 hear some
one coming up and must bid you good morning.  (Ixit.)

Mus, V.—Ah, this is eruel?  And when T have so much already to annoy
me too. )

Enter Laura.

Oh, my dear Laura, I am so glad to see you!  (T%ey embrace.)

Liavra.—Has your mother’s visit made you more desirous of secing me ?
1 met her on the stairs.

Mrs. Y.—No, I was not thinking of her when Tspoke—that is, 1 was not—

I.—Come now, confess.  Ave you nos indebted to me for her call 2 Was
not I the subject of your conversation 2

Mns. Y.—Yes, you were.

T.—And she wishes you to exert your influence on behalf of Captain
Dashley. Ha, ha! I know my aunt’s schemes so well !

Mgs. Y.—You are right in your conjectures. And now tell me, do you not
think her opinion, in such a matter, may be superior to yours or mine ?

L.—Possibly, it may ; but T am so selfish a being, that I cannot consent to

(saerifice my feelings in doing homage even to the superior opinion of my aunt;
aud too punctilious, too obstinate, if you will, to break a pledge which I have
once made.

Mgs. Y.—Ab, well, I scaree know what to xay. I have promised to do
my utmost to overcome your seruples. I wish I could see this Mr. Speedwell
whom you speak of.

L.—You may sec him before long. But you have promised to aid your
mother in this pious undertaking. Can you conscientiously doso ? Let me ask

you another question, one which I have always refrained from asking: Are
you yourself happy in—not your own, but—your mother’s choice of 2 hushand
for you ?

Mgrs. Y.—OMh, no, no, no! How can you, my dear cousin, ask me such a
question!  (Busts into tears.)

- C e e e o —
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L.—DPardon me, T heg. T did not think I was touching quite <o tender a
chord.

Mrs. Y.—1 know you did not.  Mine is such o situation, that 1 dave not
complain. I ean procure, ap a word, cvery comfort, every Iuxury, which
wealth ean eall into existence; but oh, the curse of being hound to a husband
whom I cannot respeet. [ have struggled hard to love my husband, as a
duty ; but T cannot. We scem to have not one feeling in common.  Still he
is kind, in his own peeuliar manner, and I cannot speak harshly to him.  His
low ceeentricities often amuse me, when no one else is present ; butlove 2 Oh,
1 cannot love him.  No, my mother may say what she pleases, I will not be
instrumental in having you wedded to one whom you do not love.

1.—No, T do not think you will. But T hope, my dear cousin, you will
become reconciled to your own case. Probably these eccentricities of your
hushand’s will, in time, be Jooked upon by you, as by all the rest of the world,
as mere matters of course.  You, in fact, will not sce them at all.

Mrs. Y.—He does amuse me sometimes with lis drolleries too. Ha, ha,
ha!  Well, thank heaven, I bave alight heart.  Although T am very unhappy
sometimes, it does not hold my spirits very long in check.

L.—Tt is, indeed, fortunate that you are so. But now, since you alveady
declare that you have altered your determination with regard to my fate,
would it he testing your filial duties too fur to request your assistance on my
behalf? At Jeast, I may count upon your friendly wishes ?

Mzs. Y.—Oh, yes—you arc to mec a sister. T will do anything, every-
thing to promote your happiness. When I made that promise to my mother,
T was, for the moment, under that chilling influence which she has always
exerted over me, when it suited her purposes. But I will submit to it no
longer. Xt has already been carried too far. If parents wish to be obeyed,
they should not tyramize. .

Mgz. Youxcuuspaxp.—(without.) Hillo! TPolly,where are you? Wifey!

Mrs. Y.—Here he comes now.  Was ever anything so ridiculous! Pardon
me, but—1I will see you again to-morrow. When he is with me—

L.—Oh, you need not make any apology. T know what your feelings must
be. Well then, to-morrow. (Exit.)

Mrs. Y.—Ah, my sweet cousin, you shall not be sacrificed—at least, I will
not be made a tool in the perpetration of such a crime.

Mre. Y.—(without.) Polly! (whistles) Whew! Pet! Little Poll,
where the deuce arc you ?

Enter Younghusband, slovenly attired, and without any coat, and Speediell.

Mrs. Y.—Oh, heavens ! A stranger too!  (aside.)

Mz. Y.—Oh, here you are, duck. (Kissing her.) By Gemini, I have
been looking for you this half hour. Here’s an old friend of mine come to
see us. Let me introduce him—Harry Speedwell. By Jingo, but he’s
capital fellow, Poll, and my particular friend.
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Mgs. Y.—Oh, Mr. Speedwell ! T am delighted to see you, sir. T cannot
but consider you s an old acquaintaree.

Me. Y.—~That's vight. T knew it. Ol give her a smack, man. Hang
me, body and sleeves, but i1l bc the sweetest kiss you ever had.

Se.—1 fear Mus, Xouurrhueb'md will scareely consent to having this primeval
custom revived.

Mit. Y—Tat! No cvil at all.

Mrs. Y.—My—my—dear—do not, I beg—

Mr. Y.—Why, my lovely pet, T wo'nt be jealous in the least.  No, 'pon
my sincerity I wont. What!  Jealous of ITaery Speedwell? Whew!

Mrs, Y.—Ha, ha, ha! My dear sir, you ave an old acquaintance of my
husband’s. I trust you will pardon his cecentricities. '

5p.—Oh, do not mention them. T feel so highly flattered at his having
introduced me to your favour hefore this mcctm« that I am willing to forgive
almost anything.

Mnrs. Y.—Oh, neither of us is much indebied to him on that account. In
fact, T never, until this minute, heatd him mention your name.

Mr. Y.—0d, she's right.  She’s always right though, for that matter. I
beg a thousand pardons, Harry ; but, to tell the truth, T have heen so nearly
charmed to death since I picked her up, that I never thought of any of my
old acquaintance. Well, is’nt she—-tell me—"pon your honour now—what do
you think of my choice, ch?

Mus. Y.—(To Speedwell.) I am acquainted with another friend of your's
who is not quite so forgetful of the past as Mr. Younghushand.

Mz. Y.—Very well, very well.  Talk to him. I wo’nt be jealous.

Mrs. Y.—You arc acquainted with my cousin, Laura Medwin, I believe.

Mg, Y.—Oh, ho!~Yes. There’s a chance for you, Harry. By the bye,
we met her on the landing.  Confound my stupidity! I wasso busy bawling
after my little pet cherub here, that I forgot to introduce you.

Sr.—Quite unnecessary. I have the honour of a slight acquaintance.

Mg. Y.—True, true! Ha, ha? Slight acquaintance, ch 2 By the hokey,
T'll warrant it wont be a slight acquaintance long.  Stick up to her, my boy.
That’s right. She’s a most noble girl.

Sp.—1I fear my *sticking up’ would be of no avail. Are there not other
suitors for Miss Medwin’s hand with brighter prospeets ?

Mgs, Y.—Ha! Pardon me, my dear sir, but you must not attempt that
ause here. (Enter servant.) 1 know all.

Servanr.—Captain Dashley is helow.

Mgs. Y.—Shew him into the drawing room. (E2é¢ servant.) Mr. Young-
hushand, will you sce Captain Dashley ? -

Mg. Y.—’0d, yes; and you stay here and talk to Harry. I wo’nt be the
least jealous. Captain Dashley, yes, a fine, jovial fellow he is. (Ewét.)
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Sp.—1 feel that I can speak to you openly and plainly. You seem to be
aware of my engagement with Miss Medwin. It is true, we are engaged ; but
can you, will you, explain her conduct towards me? On every oceasion on
which I have met ber since I came here, she has assumed the most reserved and
chilling manner towards me. I have sought, in vain, an opportunity for an
explanation. I bave been unable to get a letter conveyed to her hands. I
have never had an opportunity of addressing her unheard by some third
person.  She did indeed, unobserved, I believe, by your husband, whisper to
me, a few moments since, a request to meet her, at a particular spot, this
evening.  This gives me hope that T shall, at least soon be released from sus-
pense; but you cannot well imagine my present anxiety.

Mgs. Y.—I understand it all; and most sincerely do I sympathise with
both you and my cousin. * There are obstacles to your union—obstacles which,
[ fear, will not be casily overcome. Family considerations must prevent my
anticipating Laura’s explanations. I will only say, that the circumstances
under which she is placed, have compelled ber to use what, of all things, she
most cordially detests, dissimulation. I assure you that nonc but you can
ever reign in Laura’s heart.

Sr.—T never, for a moment doubted her constancy. A suspicion of that
nature formed no part of my anxicty.

Muzs. Y.—What confidence!  Ah, Laura is a child of fortune, notwith-
standing all the ditficulties which beset her.  Well I can only say that, what-
ever fate may attend you, you may both count upon my friendship, and
assistance too, so far as lics in my power.

Sr.—And whatever our fite, I Alrcady consider myself eternally indebted
to your kindness. But it is growing late—would that it was Jater. I am all
impaticuee for the proposed meeting. T confess to you.

Mrs. Y—DMay it he a happy one. (Ewit Speedwell.) Ah, why was it
my fate never to have loved 2 I think—yes, T am sure, that I am capable of ||
an ardent attachment.  But no; it is fortunate that I never did. Had Iever
loved, I would now be the very personification of wretchedness; as it is—

Enter Mr. Younglasband.

Mr. Y.--What, pretty bird, all alone. Iarry gone, ch? Isnt he a
capital fellow 2 Heavens, you do look so pretty now ! But I must’nt forget
—do you know, lovey, I'm afraid that was’nt just the thing in me to put
Harry on that gul’s track, when T know she’s to be buckled to Dashley. I
nover thought of it, till I went down and saw the Captain ; and now, when 1
come back to fix up the business, Hal’s gone. A devil of a job, faith !

Mrs. Y.—I beg you will say nothing about it, cither to Mxr. Speedwell or
Captain Dashley. The fact is, Laura will never be married to Dashley.
She loves Speedwell, and the feeling is mutual.  Tndeed, they are engaged,
although without my mother's having the slightest suspicion ofit.  You know
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she is determined that Laura shall be the wiie of Dashley; but we must not
allow her hopes of happiness to be crushed in this way.

Mz. Y.—No, faith ; I should think not. By Gemini, I'll go right over,
this minute, and give the old woman a piece of my mind about it. Marry the
girl against her will, ch?  Not—so—bad.

Mrs,—Soltly, softly! To be plain you will do no such thing. If you
did, all would he ruined, at once. You must never hint at the true state of'
affairs between Laura and Speedwell. I will see Lawra to-morrow, and we
will talk over our plans.

Mg. Y.—Capital, capital!  *Od bless me, how you do see right into things!
Well, well, if you are not the sweetest little dove—hy—oh, there’s no use
talking, 1'm the most fortunate dog that ever ran. Sucha wife! But,
zounds, here am I keeping Dashley waiting all this time.  Come, duck, we’ll
go together.  (Fxeunt.)

-

ALONK.

BY PROFESSOR SYNTAX.

Tuere are dark moments, when the heart grows weary
Of its own musings ; when amid the throng
Of those that heed us not, we long to meet
Familiar faces and kind beaming cyes;
‘T'ill, from the crowded thoroughfares we flee,
To seek mute nature as a silent friend,
And in the dark deep forest shades retire.
To hear glad notes from rivulets and birds,
Give joyous welcome to the wanderer—
Amid the turmoil of a busy life,
Long have I toiled, and yet have heeded not,
"That none were there, to speed me on my way,
Or soothe me in the moments when the mind
Would seck from life’s dull cares for the repose

Of friendly communings. But years have rolled

Upon their flecting course, and boyhood’s hopes,
‘That lit with golden rays my future lot,
Have ceased to charm me now ; and from the strifc
That roused my youthful ardor, I would find
Some moments of forgetfulness. Oh then
My spirit wearies, like the dove of old,

+ That hov’ring flew above the wat’ry waste,

And found no resting place. And when at eve
The daylight, lingering in the crimson west,
Gilds, with its dying rays, the dark’ning sky ;
And, as they fade, the bright eved star of cve.
Like some sad mourner. seems to gaze upon

.
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The flitting glepms of consciousness, absorbed
Mute nature muses on the solemn scene;

Stilled are the day’s rude voices, and the wind,
That, ere the close of noontide, had aroused -
The sleeping waves to joyousness, and waked
The silent leaves to melody, seems hushed,

As when fond list'ning friends would strive to catch
Life’s last low whispered words, until it pours

Its pent up breathings, in a. deep-drawn sigh,
Aloug the quiet vale. Oh! then the heart
Feels nature’s voiceless eloquence, and throbs
With thoughts unspoken; then strange memories
Steal o’er the silent soul ; then, one by one,

Fade from the gaze, and in the yearning breast
Leave a chill void, until the aching mind

Seeks to escape from thought, and in the crowd,
Would find forgetfulness. Thus 'mid the throng,
I ling’ring gazed upon the brilliant waves,

" The freight of toiling commerce from afar,
Displayed with art, to catch the thoughtless eye
Of fashion’s giddy votaries, but found
No charm to soothe my restlessness; and on
I strolled along the streets, and listlessly
Had homeward tarned my steps, when on my view,
Through lowly lattice glowed the friendly blaze.
Around the hearth I marked the joyous group,
And watched the laughing child, that seem’d to cheer
Een querulous old age though bowed beneath
The chain of many years, and heard the song
Of the good dame, who ever at her task,
Hummed old. familiar tones, while silentiy
Reposed the son of toil. The joyousness
Of life’s unclouded morning, and the calm
Of its declining day, seem’d mingling therc
To blend and form one soothing happiness.

For one brief moment then my soul forgot

Its solitude, and breathed the quiet joy

It mused upon; but from the happy scene

I tore my ling’ring glance. Unwillingly

My mind returned to consciousness. Once more
[ stood among my fellow men alone.

SKETCHES OF CHARACTER.—No. 2.

THE SIIOEMAKER.

TueRE he sits, the village Crispin, on his hard hollow-scated bench, shining
with the varnish of time, while beside him in his cobbler’s tray lies a pile of
awls and ends, worn out and uscful in a beap together ; his lap-stone is on his
knee, and while he pounds the strip of damp dusky looking leather, with prac-

<
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tised hand, his eyes wander furtively to the worn and grimed newspaper which
lies before him, for the shocmaker is ever a news-monger, cager for the last
battle, and still more anxious for the latest iatelligence from the political
werld, often going beyond the' limits of his own country and taking interest in
nothing less than European cabinets or Indian affairs. When a customer
arrives, while he cuts the strips of paper which are to mark the dimensions of
his foot, and unfolds his rule, he retails to him scraps gleaned from the columns
of his never failing trcasury—the weekly print, and enlightens him with tidings
from the Punjaub, or the seat of war in Burmah.

The provincial shoemaker bears the stamp of his craft in physiognomy and
person—spare and pale, with faded eyes and bending frame, his sedentary
occupation leaves its impress upon him. As he draws his waxed threads
through his shining palms, his thoughts run with the Jike monotony in one
channel, and mind and matter reflect each other. He has leisure to ponder
upon things which others in a similar rank and station of life, but with less
sedentary occupations overlook, and hence it is that so often in the rebellious
attacks of a people, cobblers and tailors are found among the ringleaders. In
their solitude and silence, stimulated by the ideas gathered from the inflamed
leaders of some party journal, they brood over fancied wrongs and real evils,
till with the cnthmsiasm of ignorance, they rush into the melée, and only dis-
cover their phrenzy when too late to avert its consequences.

But the follower of the ‘gentle craft’ in the provinces, is of a peaceable
although a political turn. He loves a gossip dearly with some village crony.
The average increase of crops, market prices, weddings, deaths, funerals, are
subjects he can be eloquent upon. He sits smoking his pipe in the warm
twilight of summer by his cottage-door, looking up and down the yellow read
for the approach of some neighbour with news of the town, or tales of the |;
village. The air is sweet with the fragrance of a thousand flowers, and the
birds are singing tunefully in the green branches ncar him, but he cares for
none of these. He is cither calculating mentally the profits of the weck, or
revolving in his mind the chauces of the British troops among the Kaffirs.
He has a wife, and children of course, but their prattle disturbs his medita-
tions at this time, and he only turns to regard them, when the glimmer of
some valued awl, shining from a flaxen haired, pitch-besmeared urchin’s hand,
attracts his eye, and he takes his spoil from the culprit, and sends him re-
proved within doors. In winter he Iights his lamp early, a tin utensil hang-
ing on a peg before him, and his hammer beats a chime to the snapping on his
ruddy hearth. He has always work on hand at every season, for shoes will
wear out, and there are many feet to encase in his hamlet. He does not
always work alone, but has some 7éséing ¢help’ who does the rough jobs, and
gets on step by step till the entire manufacture of a shoe is entrusted to his
care. And thus the apprentice gradually imbibes his master’s manner, tastes,
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and dispositions, becomes slow, thoughtful, and political, till at last when the
old man is worn out, the younger takes his place, and perhaps change of name
or dissimilarity of featurcs is all to mark the difference between the teacher
and his successor.

Protection and free trade are the subjects upon which the shoemaker is
peculiarly at home. Duties on leather, raw and manufactured, stir his soul to
its inmost depths, and he often meditates a petition to the powers that be, on
the grand grievance of his life. But it happens that he either has too few to
sympathize with him of his own calling, or business is too pressing, so the
memorial remains unwritten, and the statesman-like abilities of the shoemaker
are yet in embryo.

Time wears on, and age adds a dignity even to the cobbler and his craft.
The old man is more bent than of yore, and his customers have to listen fre-
quently to his often told stories, which grow prosy, and lengthen at every
fresh recital.  His eyes are growing dim, and the shoe scems not finished so
neatly or with so snug a shape as in the days when the men and matrons of
his village were boys and girls. He still kindles at the success of the British
in some distant land; and quotes Brougham, as an oracle, occasionally.
Younger hands attend to the work under his superintendance, and he now sits
over the stove through the dim winter days,,or basks by the door of his cot-
tage in the summer’s sunshine. Reverently he leans upon his staff as he plods
his way to the village church in thestill Sabbath hours, and perchance he gives
saddened glances to the peopled churchyard, where he knows he must soon lie.

| Quiet and inoffengive has been the old man’s course through life; he has done
g

good in his own calling, and all give him friendly nods and cheerful remarks
as he passes on his way.

The character drawn from one before us, is a correct type of the class, ag
the features in o greater or less degree everywhere mark the life and habits of
the Provincial Shoemaker.

DYING WORDS OF CELEBRATED PERSONS.

it

NO. VIII.—IT IS THE LAST OF EARTH.”——JOHN QUINCY ADAMS.

DeaTh came—another heart to bear
To where his treasures lie;

He saw a man with hoary hair
And full resplendent eye.

For time, that darkens all things here,
With tyrant-like control,
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Had left untouched his vision clear
As index of the soul.

What though the reaper stood before hiny,
Ripe was the golden eorn,

‘The sickle long had trembled o’er him,
Beside the traveller’s bourne;

He knew the number of his days,
But heralded the time,

When life should set in death’s dull mazc,
Bound for a better clime.

it came at last—the sickle fell,
The tomb unclosed its door ;
But earth! how mighty is the spel
To link us to thy shore.
What though our race was swift and long,
And past the harvest day—
Still thou hast fetters—vainly strong
To bind us to thy clay.

Thus with the hero, human love
Was mighty imthat hour,

And dearer than the land above
Seemed earth’s strong, living power.

Friendship and love around him stood,

. The dearest and the best,

And darker grew death’s tideless flood,

That led to quiat rest.

0Ol1d memories—manhood's love and hope,
Rushed back in haunting guise ;

Seen through affections telescope
How beamed his dying eyes;

Yet knew ’twas but-temptation sent
By one of demon birth,

And sighed ere life’s faint strength was spent
“Tt is the last of earth.”

The worst was done th .- final hour
The hero heart to try.
Love’s chains have adamantine power
To make it hard to die;
But toil and agony were past,
The warfare of the soul,
The Senate’s servant won at last,
The long expected goal.
M.J K.

SCENES FROM “ UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.”

EVANGELINE.

THERE came a spirit to this world of ours,
A joyous spirit when we saw it first,
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As if' it came from some bright land of flowers
Itself a tairy bud about io burst,

And shine a glorious blossom, but alas!

{t could not live all bright in our dark sphere,
And melancholy shades began to pass

Over the mind that was till now so clear.
Yetthis was well, it came for a good work,
Though one that oft brings solemn shadows o’cr
‘The heart, and in an atmosphere so murk

As that of slavery there must be more

Of gloomy shadow than of brilliancy.

‘T'hus the bright spirit oft times sad would be.
Short was its stay, yet well the work was done,
The outcast wretch to pure religion won;

And the poor Christian slave, whose weary lot
Might else have almost made his faith forgot,
Cheered and assured—such were the triumphs given,
Ere it returned to its own purer heaven

To reap its just reward—and they that grieved,
As if it had been given for their own,

Could find a comfort still when they believed
Such was its end and such reward was won.

Roanoxe-

OUR CORRESPONDENTS.

Ir is some time since we have aelrowledged the various communications
forwarded to us at different times )y those whose interest in their own pro-
ductions, or a desire to aid the ¢ Provincial,” induce them to favour us. We
have put aside from time to time copies of verses, which we would not willingly
discard without a passing notice ; and yet they were too defective in some
particulars to have insertion in the form of accepted contributions.

‘We will now call attention to these papers, which have been accumulating
from the commencement of the year, and endeavour to satisfy both the writers
of them and the readers of our magazine, as to the judgement we have exer-
cised in consigning them to the process of dissection we practice, in regard to
the articles headed ¢ Qur Correspondents.’ .

On this occasion we have nothing but rhyme—our prose contributors so far
excelling their poetical competitors, that we have rarely to reject anything
they feel inclined to place at our disposal. This result is another argument in
favour of what we have so often urged to those whose tastes take a literary
dircction. To write poetry requires much genius and refinement, but prose
articles can be instructive and interesting with very little of citlier. It is,
therefore, greatly to be desired, that young and inexperienced literary aspirants
will not labour at the verse machine they imagine they possess; but, if they
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will write, jot down their remarks in plain, unassuming prose. If the latter
course be pursued, their cfforts will generally meet with success ; if the former,
failure is almost sure to be the result.

We will first call attention to three several communications above the sig-
nature of J. I. J. The first is entitled ¢ Lines written by a native of Nova
Scotia upon visiting it af ter an absence of many years.” Perhaps there is-
nothing more poetical in the whole range of subjects, than the return to the
home of one’s childhood, round which all pleasant memories and affections
cling, yet we do not think our correspondent has shewn his skill in his treat-
ment of the subject. We give the commencement of his address to his native
land (which is decidedly the best portion) and pass on to the consideration
of his remaining cfforts.

¢ Tlere in my native land again
I breathe the pure, untainted air 3
Of all Victoria's wide domain,
No spot to me appears so fair,
The sweetly scented balmy breeze,
That played around my childish brow;
Still rushes throygh the forest trees,
And kindly fans me even now.
Here, where the briny Basin laves,
Fair Cumberland, I've often stood;
With hoyish look across the waves,
. Aund view?’d the blue, the distant wood.
Twas here for knowledge, fountain toa,
1 first conceived an enrly taste,
Till on its streams myself I threw,
And floated through a dreary waste.
The stream enlarged—a distant sound,
Of science fell upon mine ear,
One look X gave my native ground,
And left it with a falling tear.”

Next in order are ‘Lines written upon the anniversary of a second
brother’s death.” Death is a subject that requires to be dealt with in its
general aspect. Then it is full of grand and solemn thought, to which the
tenderness of sorrow gives touching and beautiful effect. But when the par-
ticulars and data of any bereavement are enlarged upon, however acceptable
the lines may be to those who are in social communion with the writer and
the departed, they arc unsuited to the pages of any publication devoted to the
interest of the general reader. We will give the first and last verses of
J. L. 3.’s commemorative strain, and presume the writer will, on reflection,
agree with us in our disposal of it :

¢ Au! yes, indeed I'm very sad,

FEmotion heaves my breast,

TWith sad’ning thoughts my aching head
And spirits are depressed.

hy thus cast down 2 perhaps youask,
Why tears upon the cheek ?

Weak language fails—I cannot tell—
Let panting nature speak ?

Then ask not why the muse is sad,
Or why his mournful jay—
To-day a brother’s spirit tled
And left its house of clay.
I pray to him who mles above,
Though I may wander widc,
That I at last may dic at home,
Sleep calmly by their side !
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We have only space to afford o passing notice to his ¢ Dream,” which, how-
ever satisfuctory it may have been to himself in setting his mind at rest, as
to the neeessity of baptism, to us throws little light on the subject. We must
dismiss this writer with our regrets that his composition is not better suited to
our pages, and advising him for the future to relinquish any attempts at versi-
fication.

Some verses entitled ¢ The Student of Musquodoboit, come next under
review. The subject of them was a young and promising native of our own
province, and we believe fully deserved any enconium f-om those who knew
him. We therefore give insertion to a portion of the ¢ . memorium’ lines,
which frierdship dictated, hoping that the feclings which influence them will
disarm ait ill-natured criticism.

¢ Trged by the bent of an industrions miud,
He sought the paths where science he might find,
Pored neath the Scholars lamp—and hailed the morn,
For gkill, his life and practice to adorn ;
His chosen study was the healing art,
A boon he could not to himself impart;
e graduates—Lis not for length of days,
He sces the will of Gop ! aud own s ways !
‘The unextinguished Lamp still feebly burns,
The Student, to his home and friends returns !
But this was not that better land afar,
Tho® oft discerning one refulgent star !
Still there, the student droops and inly fails,
Straining bis eyes to brighter happier vales.
Or rather to the heights of light and love,
Where ouce ascended—change cannot remove !
To that fair land of pure delight and bliss,
Where joy is not illusive—as in this !
Here, the best maxim of the healing art—
Can find no Med’cine—for the failing heart,
The heart may fail—and fiesh, and strength decay,
All may be found again—in endless day !

We will conclude our present notice by reference to a paraphrase on ¢ Turn
ye, turn ye, why will ye die,” and some lines addressed to the Mayflower, both
from the same pen.  We have only space for the opening verse to the May-
flower, which we give below :

“ Our pretty little forest flower
That blossows "mid the snow,
Is whispering through the woodlands,
Tn accents soft and low.
1t tells us in tic sweetest tone,
That winter now is past 3
And though =ununer’s long in coming,
It is surc to come at fast.”

We must take leave of our correspondents with many regrets that their
ability is not equal to their will; at the same time we would not discourage
them from persevering in the path of literary endeavour. ¢ T'ry again’ is their
only motto for suceess, but let them try with a distrust of their own powers,
remembering that there is no pursuit requiring so much care, patience, and
perseverance, as that of literature; we would counsel them nevér to write,

unless they really have something to say, not for the mere wish to accu-
mulate manuscript.  Above all things let them ruther try the simplest form
of composition—prose. The poct, as we have before said, requires an inborn
legitimate spirit for his vocation, the power must be born with him, it cannot
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be acqquired. But even ordinary ability, by practice and eare, may succeed in
prose composition. There are a thousand subjects connceted with our native
land, fit and suitable themes for the consideration of her children. Any and
all of our correspondents might aid in forming a literature of this kind for our
provinee, a literature devoted to the developement of the natural, historical,
and legendary wealth of Nova Scotin. Ivery town and village has some

scene, or tale, or requirement, which might he pourtrayed or told in the com-
pass of a brief article, thereby beuefitting the country and reflecting credit on
the writers.  We commend this view of the subject to our correspondents, and
trusting they will adopt our suggestions, bid them farewell for a scason.

OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

Wk take occasion to notice here a new publication we have received from
the Agent, cntitled, ¢ The United States, Illustrated in views of City and
Country, with Descriptive and Historical Arxticles; by Charles F. Dana.’
Amid the many pursuits which our versatile neighbours of the Republic, enter
into with spirit and eagerncss, none arc more followed and appreciated than
those which embrace the several varicties of artistic skill. In their news-
papers, books, and magazines, the hand of the artist and graver is ever present to
illustrate and beautify a subjeet whose merits in their opinion the simple foree
of language cannot sufficiently indicate. These trophics of their artistic power
are lauded by the conductors of the publications in which they appear, and the
majority of national readers follow the example, until the uninitiated are fain
to believe that the Republic of Amcrica, in her monthly magazines, publishes
more real gems of art than ever woke to light beneath the toil of the greatest
masters.  But among all these vagaries of vanity and opinion, from the mass
of rubbish glittering in lavish coats of gaudy colour, we do frequently meet
engravings that even justify the cnconiums passed on them by their partial
publishers, and of this class is the publication to which we have just referred.
The engravings are exceuted, with a softness and finish which speak of a
master’s hand.  The literary part is written in a clear, manly spirit, and the
work, when completed, will be a valuable acquisition to the literature and art
of the United States.

There is nothing to record in the way of provincial news. Mr. Crampton,
the British Minister at Washington, paid Halifax an unofficial visit during
the past month.

The Exhibition of Industry at New York, was opened on the 15th, by a
brief Inaugural Address from President Pierce. Crowds of persons have
visited the building daily, and appear gratified by an inspection of its contents,
althougt: neither building or arrangements are yet in a finished state.

Advices from Europe furnish us with nothing of impcrtance.

Prince Albert and the Prince of Wales have had an atack of measles.

Affairs continue unsettled between Russia and Turkey. It is supposed the
issue will be peaceable.

From China and the Tast we have nothing satisfactory.




