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Tl make a medley on't, Jasper,—

Mingling odd fancies, strange and wild conceits

Alike of mirth and sadness, just to suit

The suushine or the shadow of the hour,—

Making my Muse beseem a Harlequin, -

Disporung in a quaint and motley garb

Of fitful smiles and tears '— )
- Play of my own.

000000

H. . H CUNNINGHAM. -
No. 38, St. Paul-Street,
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INTRODUCTION.

As alarge portion of the Contents of the following pa-
ges have appeared from time to time in the populay Ca-
nadian Journals of the day, and have consequently pis-
sed through the ordeal of pyblic opinion and estimation,
the Editor is relieved from the customary prefatoria]
comment on probable defect or possible merit.—Yet, in
extenuation of their republication, it is incumbent on him
to observe, that a wish to rescue from the comparative

- oblivion of a Newspaper-column, productions which gen-
erally, have experienced a kind and favorable reception,
has incited him to collect and arrange them, along with
several hitherto unpublished trifles from the same pen, in-
to their present—and, he confidently hopes, less fugitive—
form of publication. ’
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THE FAIRY HARP,

"It rose, that chaunted mournful ;train,
Like some lone spirit’s o’er the plain :
"T'was musical, but sadly sweet,

Such as when winds and harp-strings meet,
- And take a‘long unmeasur’d tone
To mortal minstrelsy unknown.

c ' Sizee or CominTH.

It was I think, ~sometime in the month of August,
181-, that, by especial command from Head Quarters
then at Montreal, the flank companies of a Provincial
Regiment were detached to a particular station on the
Lower Canada frontier, and were reinforced by a large
band of Indian warriors from the St. Francis village,
which joined them on the route to their destination, and
who were to assist in the construction of a block-house
" and other means of strengthening their position. This
was situated on the bank of a small river that emptied its
 tributary stream into the mighty waters of the St. Law-
rence, the passage of which was to be_commanded by
the intended fortification; and being in the heart of a
deeply wooded country, thinly settled at the time, and
entirely destitute of the benefits derived from the smooth-
ing band of civilization, it was far from agreeable to mil-
. itary men, habituated to,and just emerging from the glitter- -
ing gaiety and pompous rm;tine of a crowded camp; a
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. . eircumstance not a little enhanced by a scantiness of
provision, and a continued round of fatigueing duty that
scarcely left us an hour of the twenty-~four unemployed or
unmolested. Being in the immediate viéinity of an. ene~
my’s territory, the utmost alertness and precaution were

‘necessarily observable, the effects of which were suffi-
ciently distressing to both officers and men in the nightly
dispersion of advance picquets; and the double task of

) eutting and laying a road for the transport of artillery

and other munitions of war through the almost impene-
trable thickets of a cedar swamp, and felling and pre-
paring the materials for our wooden defences,—all which
gave the continuance of daylight an impressive charaeter
of its own which may be easily imagined. .

This intermixture of diurnal and nocturnal harrassing-
employ had continned for a time, and numerous repinings
were beginning to be murmirred by not a few of us,

‘agreeably diversified by divers ejaculatory epithets-on the
tardj,rregligence of those in charge of the provision wag- .
-gons—or a categorical elucidation of the miseries atten-
dent on the combination of hard-work ‘with_short allow-
ance, when the interes;,an@ _attention of us all were
strongly excited Wrﬁaﬂi turned into a differept chan-
rel, and caused the cravings of appetite and bodily exaus- §
-~ tion to become but a secondary consideration. The object g
Ve of this it is now my task to explain : as jt is thg subject
h " ‘which I am about to treat, or am professedly treating.
Our éhéampment,—-gvhich was a happy assemblage of
branch huts an;.l bark wigwams—the latter the domicilia-_
ry esections of our red brethren—was formed in the area
. made by the sudden extension at its point of termination
on ;eaching the river, of a small defile or glen, that con-
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tinued back for a mile or more in a nearly direct line-
from it, and for which distance it could be distinctly
viewed from the river; but an abrupt bend that it then
took, prevented the visual faculty of perspective observa- °
tion from being carried farther. The sides of this were
lofty, and their snmmits crowned with trees; among
which ‘were thickly stadded the Sumach with its rich
crimson tufts—and the silver barked Birch, whose light
and graceful foliage drooped in trembling shadow over
the little brook below, that crept with a noiseless current
through the long silken grass that fringed its borders,
and hid it some places by its profusive growth.

‘We had been stationed here but a short time, when one
fine still nfght the sound of distant music, apparetitly issu-
ing from thedepths of this secluded spot, was heard by
the ‘different sentinels posted round the camp.—It lasted
for a few minutes only, and then ceased .with a mournful

@ cadence that died softly away, faintly echoed in the hollows

of the glen. Those who had been indulging in the embra-
of the sleepy god, and which in fact comprised allwhofn
the tour of duty had,left at liberty to enjoy so grateful a
refreshment, were inclined to be dubious regarding the -
truth of the circumstance ; but their doubts were soon
removed.—The second night after it was again heard,
louder in tone, and of longer continuance.

This strange incident created no. little surprise and
conjecfure among us ; for our former scepticism on the
subject was entirely dissipated by the evidence of our
own senses, There were no habitations or people ¥esi-
dent, to our knowledge, within eight ¢x ten miles around
us; and the sequestered loneliness of the dell- whence
this midnight melody seemed to emarnate, was in appear .
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THE FAIRY HARP.

ance such as gave no doubt of its being tenanted by other
than * the wild offspring of the woods.” Owing to the -
peculiar nature of our situation and pursuits, and strietly
positive orders that none of any rank, or on any account;
should go beyond the immediate environs of the encamp-
ment except in case of duty, no opportunity could be
had of fully investigating the place; and indeed, to be
candid, few felt an inclination for so doing, from the ap-
prehension of falling into the hands of the enemy’s In-

. dians, scouting parties of whom we knew to prowl occa-

sionally in the neighbourhood.

However, an Officer did with a couple of Indian hun-

ters explore it for a short distance ; but the excursion be-

« ing made by stealth, he wasrestrained to a very slight
and imperfect survey. He discovered no vestige on
which the most trivial supposition could be founded; as to

the source of the magical harmony with which we were
nightly serenaded ; and which, from its execution and ef-
fect, seemed a strain belonging to the spiritual world.
that had escaped to this; to bewilder mortal ears with its
heavenly fascination. \

It had a singularly striking effect on all who listened
to it, though in a manner familliarized to it from its fre-
quent occurrence ; which was, hawever, irregular, as it
would be heard for many nights in succession, then eve-
ry third or fourth, and sometimes would cease for a week
together.

The Canadian soldiers, nationally superstitious, attri-
buted it to-supernatural beings, and called it Zz Harpe

de Fée or the Fairy Harp—a term by which it became
generally known and designated among us; and when-
ever its tones swept past on the night breeze, all ribaldry
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wnd hoise was banished from among them, and, crossing
" themselves, they listened with that fearful deference ot
attention—the general effect produced on credulous
minds by whatever savours of the wonderful. I used to
particularly remark the impression it made on the Indians
of the party attached to us, n

These savages * albeit unused to the melting mood,”
‘would, while seated smoking round their camp fires, be
attentively mute. And many a swarthy visage, strongly
marked with that harsh ferocity of feature—the never va-
rying character of an Indian’physiognomy, have I observ-
ed to relax some of its scowling fierceness, as its owner,
charmed by the entrancing melody, yet partly intimidat-
ed by its doubtful origin, turned him cautiously to cast a
wild but keen enquirixig glance up the supposed haunted
valley,—as parts of it lay clearly exposed in the moon-
light, and others from their depth‘and closeness were
masses of shade, impervious to its flickering radiance,—
probably expecting to behold the Manitou, or Spirit of
the place, engaged in prdducing the sweet sounds which
literally possessed the power to * tame his savage breast.”

As it regarded myself, I must affirm that the sensa-
tions I experienced, though they materially differed from
the superstitious reverence displayed by the Canadians,
and the silently expressive astonishment of our unciviliz-
ed allies ;—yet were tinctured with an enthusiasm far
above the power of language to define. They were in-
deed delicious moments in which I listened to the more
than mortal minstrelsy which rose thus on the stillness of
" night, and flung its fascination over the lomely wilds
around. -

It seemed to somm=nce with a soft, seraphic sweetness,

PAJ
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that gradually swelled into a rich luxuriance of inelody,
which would suddenly change intoa wildly emergetic
strain of loud and passionate feeling—and whose hurried
tones sweptalong on the wind, as faney would pictuxe the
voice of a deéyamng angel in his agony—and ceasing for
a little, again begin with a melting expression of mourn-
ful lamentation, so sadly musical, so plaintively - sweet,
thatthemostobdurate bosom could not remain unmoved,
“ nor the sternest eye refuse a tear to the feeling tones that
seemed to expiate by their impressive effect, for the ex-
cess of impassioned anguish in which they had previously
indulged. There was an indescribable enchantment-in
their fitful and entrancing harmony which wound itself
round and i)enetrated into the inmost recesses of my soul;
absorbing its every faculty in the overpowering fervency

- of enthusiasm to which it gave birth; and whilst the de-
lightful illusion hung over me, that portion of my exis-
tence was in truth a waking dream of romance—a wild _
revelling in the seducing phantasxes of a visionary enjoy-
ment.

~ This nightly wonder had continued to charm us fora

few months, when it ceased altogether; and was never
heard again till the period of our quitting the place—

which we did soon after its oes.\)atxon, in consequence of - :

being ordered to join in some oﬂ'ens:vé movement to be
made previous to the army bemg marched into winter
quarters. -
The autumn of the year followmg\ that in ‘which

peace was concluded that freed Canada from being th

- theatre of & -desultory and barassing warfare, and the
consequent exposure to allits calamities, saw me -en-
geged in a deer hunting excursion with an Indian- Chief
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from the Cochnawaga. village—We set out together with-
out any attendants ; and afler a week’s rambling about,
and but indifferent successin the prosecution of our
sport, chance directed our steps to the little river before
mentioned. . We followed up 'its banks ‘in search of
game, until we arrived at the unfinished Block-house of
our former -position. As the mysterious natare ‘of the
eircumstance which characterised my former station
here a few ygars before was ever fresh in my mem-
~ ory, I determined, as the opportunity now mnﬁ ite
self; to obtain an elucidation, if possible, by penetratmg
into the obscurities of the little valley.

‘Therefore remarking to my companion that from its
seclnsmn it must harbour a variety of game,—for I did
not wish to acquaint him with my real motive, as he might
not comprehend, or laugh at it, if he did—we tarned our
exploratory course along itssolitary charms.

. Qur path for nearly a mile was through a long luxriant
grass beside the small rivalet, and unobstructed by either
- stamp or stone until where it suddenly bent off from its
straitforward bearing, from which it became more nar-
row and rugged for another half mile, when it reached
its termination. ‘This was a kind of area, something lar-
" ger than an half acre in space, surrounded by lofty ledg-
es of granite, from the crevices of which grew, scarcely
- nourished by the scanty portion of earth, the Sycimore
and stunted Pine, whose dark foilage threw a dismal
. shade on the open space beneath—and which- combined
with the dreary silence that reigned here undisturbed,
made me often start when the occasional “sound of our
voices was re-echoed from the recesses-of the rock.

. 'There was a spring which rose from beneath a fallen
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mass of stone and earth, and finding its way into a hal-
low in the centre of this gloomy. amphitheatre formed a

‘pool, whence it flowed with a faint murmur down the

rougher part of the defile, which having past, it continu-
ed on with a noiseless and less rapid current. The toute_
ensemble of this little spot seemed peculiarly adapted to
the residence of some unearthly being. I was howerver,
much dissatisfied that my investigatory project should be
suddenly arrested, and consequently rendered -futile—
All farther progress was prevented, except by climbing

up the overhanging precipices that frowned darkly around

it—an attempt an antipode alone could succeed in.—
Satisfied of this, I was about to retrace my steps in doubt
and vexation, when the searching enquiry of my Indian
friend, in prying around the place for the purpose of
finding the lair of an Otter whose track he had perceiv-
ed—discovered a passage which was concealed by the
jutting point of a rock, and the brushwood and wild vines
that clung in profusion about it. We soon penetrated
into this, and a partial development of the hitherto inex-~
plicable mystery broke in upon me.

After scrambling for a few yards through a pass scarco-
ly wide enough to admit a man, and which was nearly
choked up with a briery underwood, we emerged into an
open space, into which the sun_shone without obstrue-
tion, giving it a light and pleasing appearance contrast-
ed with the gloom we had just quitted. Its sides shot
perpendiculatly up ‘to a vast height, and their rugged-
ness was something softened by various creeping plants
and shrubs which grew from them. The most remarka-

‘ble—J might say, the strangely interesting object which

met the eye in this hidden recess, was a log-cottage in
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one corner, with its roof of bark partly fallen in, and
which was nearly concealed by the wild nettle and rank
speargrass which grew through and around it—a suffi-
cient indication of its being untenanted and abandoned
for some years. On examining its interior, and - laying
aside with the stock of my gun the abundant vegetation
that filled it, I discovered the mouldering remains of some
superior articles of dress, and picked up the worm eaten
covers of books, the less durable materials of which the
weather and vermin had conjointly destroyed. There
was one article which I contemplated with an intensity
of feeling, from the imagined lovelines and probable fate
of the being to whom it once belonged.—It was a wo-
man’s white beaver hat'aud feathers. Being suspended
from the side of the hat, and under a part of the roof that
had given way, it was litde affected by the weather, ex-
cept a yellowish dullness on its native purity of lusture.
The rich and full bunch of Ostrich plumes that once,
methought, waved in soft and snowy luxzuriance over a
brow which, perhaps, was never gazed upon but to be
admired, drooped down along the moss covered walls—
their elasticity destroyed by long exposure to the air and
damp ;—and the polished steel clasp which joined them,
once bright as the eye of her it adorned, was tarnished
with rust.
There was a something singularly impressive in the
- fragile memento before me of the mysterious inhabitants
of this secluded dell. Man may be assaunlted and borne
. down by a complication of a afflictions—may be the blas-
ted victim of his own withering passions ; and seeking a
refage from the scope of their distracting turmoil, retire
to some lonely solitude, there to brood 6ver their remem-
brance, or lament the depravity of their desolating influ-

~
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ence—and become an ascetic unpitied and unheeded by
his fellow men—But woman, lovely woman,—when ac-
tuated by a tender and peculiar impulse inherent to her
nature, or prompted by that fond devotion to the hallow-
ed object of her soul’s affection—the characteristic of her
sex, turns from the alluring splendours of a world she was
framed to adorn and delight, to bury herself in silent se«
clusion—wdhether it be within the walls of a cloister, to
await and meekly prepare for her angelic transformation
to her kindred heaven ;—or the sequestered loneliness of
some humble cot—the dreary confines of a prison, to charm
away the gloomy sorrows by her presence—to soothe the
rankling wounds of adversity by her affectionate atten-
tions to that much loved one in whom her all in life is

concentrated.—When, I'say, we behold her in situations

like these, all goodness, gentleness, and love, we cannot
but be deep] y, feelingly interested,—for we contemplate :

a prototype of those transcendant beings who hymn

* eternally around the throne of their Creator.

1 had seated myself on a small hillock, and was ab-
sorbed in thoughts like the foregoing, called forth by
the discovery before alluded to, and which gradually gave
way to a train of painful conjecture in which I became
lost ;—but I was roused from this by an exclamation from
my companion, and starting on my feet, his keen glance
revealed to me'a circumstance I had hitherto unnoticed
—1I had been sitting on a grave! * * * * * = *

There is a mystery hanging over the person or'persons
who had inhabited this strange retreat, and the source of
the more than earthly music which-evidently proceeded
from it, that will, it is probable, be never explained. But,
" be that as it may, the remembrance of that spiritually wild
and fitfal minstrelsy will never be erased fram my mem-
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ory. And often since, when in some solitary night
stroll I have sunk intoa pleasing and fantastic reverie.—
I have fancied a strain of music caughf my ear, as it
swept by me in the passing zephyr; and awakened by
_it to the free use of my wandering senses,” have found it
difficult to persuade myself that it was not produced by
the tones of the Fairy Harp. e

THE SPELL ROUND BEAUTY'S HOME

THERE is a spell round beauty’s home
_- ‘That in its magic pow’r resembles,

The steel which fondly will not roam -

From that to which it turns and trembles.

The spot where lovelj woman dwelt *
Links, in the heart’s lov’d retrospection,
The hallow’d shrine where we have knelt’
With memory’s deep and warm affection.
And such were my lone 'th;;;hts last night,
As o’er my window calm reclining,
Watching the moon, whose lovely light
‘Was on the distant hill-side shining.

For as [ Jook’d to that far hil, -

I felt my heart was full and swelling,—

And while I gazed, my eyes would still

Rest on one lone, deserted dwélling. 4 V‘
For memory turn’d to other years, -
When smilés-lit up bright halls with gladness—
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Ere angel eyes were dimm’d with tears,
Or joy hush’d in the wail of sadness,

- And many a well remember’d night,
‘That home with song was sweetly soundxng, :

And many a beauteous form of light

- Ilov’d to watch thre’ its ha]ls bounding.

For Beauty gavé the song its birth,

And manly bearts were near to listen,

And still it led the maze of mirth ,

Till souls thro’ sparklmg eyes would glisten.

But she sleeps in the darkling grave,

And Jone and drear is her lov’d bow'r—
And rankling weeds in wildness wave
Where shone the hue of many a flow’r..

Yet still there is a charm entwin’d
Around-those walls, so long forsaken,
Which strange, yet fondly seem’s enshrin’d
Ev'n in the mournful thoughts they. waken.

Home of my boyhood’s love l—to thee,
This lonely tear I shed is given—
_ Inthy decay more dear to me

Than .aught else *neath the light of heaven.
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Y .-
 Wken pain and anguish wring the brow, -
% Woman—a minst’ring angel thou !”’

1xpivipuaLs who have experienced the inclement vi-
cissitudes of Canadian warfare in the latter autumha]
~ months, can well appreciate their severe hardships ; and
particularly at that uncertain and lmost indefinable sea-
son of the year, which partakes so largely of the most
disagreeable features of both fall and winter, without de-
cidedly meriting the term of either. ,

It was at such a season as this, and amid its fluctua-
tion of stormy weather, that a Campaign of effective op-
. eration was closing with some ‘movements of a descrip-
tion which called forth the activity of the troops immedi-
ately concerned in them. Forming a part of this force,
was a light brigade to which'T was attached at the time ;
and also the light compalﬁes of some Peninsular Regi-
ments that had arrived in the country in the course of
the preceding summer. -

We were nearly harrassed to death with a series of
marches and counter movements along the lower frontier,
and many began to give way under the continuance of
such toilsome exertion. Yet there was a circumstance
which in a manner shamed a number into a more manly
smstainment of privation and fatigue. Owing to the pe-
culiar precarious nature of the operations in whi‘é\h we
were engaged, and the consequent difficulties forescen in
their prosecution, such of the soldiersas had wives and

families left them behind, to avoid their participating in
3 .

'\ »
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them. Tothis certainly prudential measure, there was,
however, a solitary eiception. .
One of the private men, who had just recovered from
a severe attack of fever-and-ague that he caught whilst
employed for a short time in the dangerous and unhealthy
service of the gun-boats, on some of the great lakes, and
who was scarcely better than convalescent, was accom-
panied by his wife in the expedition. She wasa very
interesting young woman, and much superior in man-
ners and appearance to the generality of her sex in the
“same grade. No entreaty on the part of her husband—
" no representation of the trials she must inevitably under-
go, made to her by him and others, had effect in prevail-
ing on her to remain in the rear with the rest. She prob-
ably “anticipated, as indeed proved to be, the case, that
the weakness of her husband’s health, not yet rightly es-
tablished, would sink under the laborious exertion he
_must necessanly encounter ; and in the devoted zeal of
fond affection wished to be near him in that trying hour,
to support and console him in its destitution with her
endearing care and soothing attention; otherwise de-
prived of which he might perish neglected and forlorn,
If such were her fears and wishes, they were alike
correct in their fulfilment. He quickly sank beneath a
complication of fatigue and distress of nourishment lie
was but ill fitted to sustain, and then it was that the anx-
“jous and affectionate solicitude of his faithful partner
evinced itself in every shape and under every circum-
stance. Situated as we were, it was not immediately
. possxb]e to have him conveyed back to the main body of "
the army ; and he, therefore, with some others in much
the same state of debility, remained with, and was carri-
ed along with us in our different changes of route.

B
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Day after day did this fond wife follow on foot through
rain, and frost, and snow-—experiencing  distress in its
every form—the cart that contained her enfeebled hus-
band.. And when the ruggedness of the road, by its jol-
ting of his weakened frame, drew forth a groan of an-
| guish from him, it seemed to pierce her to the soul ; and

 hastening to him, she would endeavour by various little

_acts of endearing attention to alleviate his sufferings.—
. Often too, when a halt fora short time cduld be made for
b the purpose of rest or refreshment, she would, if the
weather was favourable, lead him to some sunny seat ;
§ where, as he enjoyed the invigorating warmth, rendered
doubly grateful by the ungenial nature of the season, and
his head reclining on herbosom, she wonld wipe away tlie
clammy dew as it gathered on his feverish brow, and
then imprinting a kiss on its pallid surface would gaze
on his emaciated features with a heari-breaking intensi-
ty of interest ;—and the agonizing emotion it elicited,
though palpable to others, cost her no slight effort to
smother and conceal from its beloved object; who, ab-
sorbed in a listless languor of weakness, was apathetical-
1y indifferent to all but the soothing voice and sympathi-
sing benignity of affection, displayed in the countenance
of her who watched so tenderly over him.

She was the only female who accompanied the expedi-
tion—but she was sacred from the sneering taunts and
wanton insults of profiigacy. The exemplary demeanor

 of her conduct and fond devotion to her sick husband,—
her persevering fortitude under her severe trials—were-
such as to win upon the better feelings of all that beheld
them,—and elicited even from the most abandoned and
regardless of the soldiery a voluntary respect for herself
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‘i . . .
and commiseration for him.—The effect was even car-

ried further. To see a being, whom the natural weak-
ness and constitutional delicacy -of her sex so ill fitted for
euduring such, sustain every description of hardship in
its extreme without repining, made so general an impres-
sion, that scarcely a murmur or exclamation of impatience
at’ what he himself suffered was heard from an indi-
vidual. . ~ .

There was one consolation, however, and which, with
the softened radiance of a distant sun beam at even
shone on the gloom of her sorrows—that was enjoyed by
this fondly devoted woman—It was the compassionate
attention shewn to her husband by the men of his t_"r‘egi—
ment. In the evening, when the day’s fatiguing march
was over, some of them would gather round the miserable
vehicle imwhich he was conveyed, and kindly officious,
help him out—bear him to some shelter, and arrange a
place for Lis ~; ose ;—others would come up, and with
the friendly feeling of a brother soldier enquire how-he
felt himself, and offer to his assistance the best of that
humble gourishment of which they themselves possessed

but a scanty share. A
The peculiar situation of this unfortunate couple caus-
~ed me to interest myself much for its alleviation; and
from fortuitous circumstances I became acquainted with
their little story ;—it was brief and simple, but something
touching and romantic.

Edward Collins was the second son of a respectable fur-
mer inthe county of Wicklow. He received a rather better
than common education, and morecver was a handsonﬁe,
smart-looking young fellow—at least the girls of the vil-

lage thought him such ; and from the superior adroitness

|
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he displayed at athletic sports, (a well known desideratum
with Irish peasantry,) and his personzl advantages, he ac-
quired a pre-eminence among the youth of his.native
barony that dared not be called in question. But though
he excelled and mingled much in rustic exercises, it was
less from a natural inclination than from a dislike to be
thought deficient by his companions in what they deemed
the essential requisites to a manly character ; and being 4
of a retiring disposition, fond of books—an enjoyment he 3
tndulged in'to the extent his means and occupation al- = o
lowed,—his manness and conversation acquired a re- .
finement much superior to those of the same class a-

round him. -

He had attained his twenticth year, when an Englisk

agent came over to superintend the estate on which his

father was a tenant.,” This gentleman was accompanied

by his family ; and the eldest of his children was a daugh-

ter ot yet passed her eighteenth birth day. Ned was

always employed by his father in the transaction of bu- 3
‘siness that required—what he used to term—aiittle schol-
arship; and in which little he made no scruple of avowing
‘his own deficiency ;—and. in consequence had to visit
occasionally the-Overseer’s house. The respectful gen-
tility of his deportment made him a welcome visitor there ;
and a barrenness of society induced its being shown in
frequent invitations. .

To him these visits became more than usually pleas-

ing.” The daughter of his kind entertainer was not ex-
tremely handsome ; but Jher countenance like her man-
ners, was mild and interesting. She excited his regard,
and it quickly repined into the warmest love; and he
soon felt that he was not indifferent to her. She was
. 3*
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~ like himself partial to literary pursuits, and they used

to converse together on such topics. This produced an -

intimacy, from which resulted the opportunity of their:.
. B \
mutual sentiments with regard to each other being made |

known.

She was to be sure much above him in the grade of

society ; and this was the only fear she had, knowing that
it would influeuce her. parents to the prejudice of her
lover. * But chilling th%)ughts of this kind would dissolve
away before }\appier" visions ; and hoping for the best,
the fond pair were blest in cach others love.—Alas!
how. unemncr in its veracity—how forcibly inculcated on
every mminute of our existence is the truth—that * nothmo'
is certain in this uncertain world ? >

Edward’s fatker, from a succession of bad harvests, a
mortality among his stock, and a variety of misfortunes,
which seemed to accumulate but” to pverWhelm him with
ruin, was unable to pay his rent; and though every m-
dulgence and much assistance was given him, JI*xe was

constrained to resign his farm, and become a day Iabour-\

er to obtain a subsistence. Adversity was too much for
him; and unable to sustain its trials, he sank beneath
their wewht His eldest son had, previous to 'this sad
event, been pressed into the naval service, and none
could tell where or how his lot was cast; and Edward was

all that was left” to his widowed mother to soothe and
support her under her complication of afflictions. By!

the produce of a little flax field that he rented, and other
honest means of industry, he continued to keep her from
feéling the severities of want ; but this was but for a lit-
tle while, her sorrows were soon- hushed to rest in the
grave, and he was left alone.

=
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His resolve was quickly made. His yearl y lease of the
little property he tenanted having expired ; the neces-
sary form of giving it up together with the key of his hum-
ble tenament, afforded him " the means of seeing the ob-
Ject of his affections and bidding her farewell. 1In all the
troubles that befel his family her heart was the same—
It never abated of its affection. It loved him even more
dearly under the degradation—if such it could be call-

ed—forced upon him by adversity. i

It will be best o pass over this i mtervxew—-—xmatrmatlon
can only do it justice. I

Edward Collins enlisted for a-rTegiment then servmg
on tke Peninsula ; and durmg a space of five years, in
course of which he had been promoted to a haibert, he

-went through a “deal of desperate service ; and was at
length severely wounded in the inemorable storming of
St. Sebastian—being among the foremost of the heroic
¢ forlorn hope’ which first essayed the passage of its dead-
ly breach. _ v

He was sent to England with many others whose re-
covery was expected to be tedious, and to avoid encum-
benng the army in the requisite promptitude of its
movements.  Afier lingering for many months, he at

last regained Lis former stability of health, and was plac-
ed on duty at the depét of his regiment ; and remained
there till the news of its being on the passage home, (in
consequence of the shori-lived continental peace of 1814,)
induced him to seize the opportunity, which otherwise
he would not ha\ve had, to apply for and obtain leave of

* absence to visit Ireland. —He did so, and the meeting of
. the lovers may bé imagined. But he had /scarcely been
' a week in the v1cmety of his, beloved Ca’rohne, and in

2
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which he had paid many visits of filial respect to the
: gravés of his departed parents, when he received the un-
welcome intelligence that the destination of his regiment
was countermanded, and which then lay with many oth-
ers on board a squadron of transports in the Cove of -
Cork, under sailing orders for Canada—and likewise an
order for his repairing with all possible haste to embark
with it. This was a death blow to the fond hopes he
had cherished of possessing, after so long an abscence,
some happy moments with her, to be separated fi m——
“whom had made that absence nearly insupportable. (i
Circumgstanced as he. was, tlfére:waggo time for hesita-
tion ; and urged by a kind of desperation he proposed
an elopement to her. To those acquainted with the
-workings of a woman’s heart, it would be almost need- -
less to remark, that where its. affections are fixed all oth-
er considerations are lost in-their intensity. She con- '
sented—They were married, and sailed for America.
There was one, probably. the primitive item in the*
catalogue of the misfortunes whic);b;b/efel. them after their
arrival on this side thé Atlantic, which I omitted to men-
tion before. N o g
A - * Owing to an unintentional dereliction from the obser-
5 . vance of some parficular duty, and which was nothing
dishonourable in itself—but with the usual severity of mil-
itary discipline, was imperative in its obligation, Collins
wasreduced to theranks soon after his landing. This
‘abasement, I am confident, preyed upon his spirits, not
so much for his own sake, but for that loved being who
bad sacrificed every thing for him; and who, through it,
in consequence was deprived of many comforts, humble
as they were, and exposed to the endurance of many pri-
vations.

S
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And when sickness waylaid a path, already rendered
sufficiently painful, thoughts like these would be dwelt
upon—and both were fast wearing him.away.

Poor fellow !—all that art arnd attention could effect
for him was tried, but it was.of no avail.—His constitu-
tion was broken—and I really believe his heart was the
‘same.

He was sent home to be invalided. ,I happened by
mere chance -to @: standmg on the quay at Quebet,
when he and his wife embarked in the vessel which was
to convey them 10 their destination. There was the
same marked anxiety of attention—the same careful ten
derness in her manner, as leaning on her arm, she sup
poried his tottering frame to the boat. He was dread-
ﬁxﬂy worn down and w eakened, and she from her inces-
mnt watchmv over him scarce]y better. Both were to
the extent _of their poor means neatly clad ; but her es-
pecm;lv tob\.uantllv for the nmn of year—for it was yet
carly in the sprmO‘—-and there wasa disagreeable rawness
in the atmo:pl“ere Iis regimental great coat hung
loosely from his shoulders,—and a large shawl, of which
his wife had deprived herself—and she could from her
own evident ill-health, ill- bear the exchange made by
substituting a thin faded handkerchief in its place—was
careTuIly folded round his neck by her, to preserve him
from cold.

When the boat was at some distance from the land,
she turneq her head as if to take a last view of it; but
there was ‘nothing to excite a sensation of regret in her

bosom at leaving it—no retrospect was left but the thought
" of the miseries she had there encountered. All whe
gloomy and repulsive both to ker mental and bodily view ;
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and over agitated by the contending poignancy of her
feelings, or perhaps overcome with the contrast present-
ed between her arrival and departure thence, but
whatever were her thoughts they were too much for her
to bear ; and bursting into tears, her head drooped on
the bosom of him who was her only tie to a werld which
lowered so dark and dismally around her. -

As the ship spread its swelling sails to the breeze and
bore away majesticly before it, my thoughts diwelt upon
the peculiar—the unhappy destiny of the exemplary be-
ing it contained. Impelled by a devoted affection, she
clandestinely quitted her father’s house to unite herself
to the choice of her heart. She paused not to con-
sider the consequences of this step, nor did she after it
was taken repent her of it—though unavoidably subject-
ed to much of want and suffering, doubly severe, from the
affluent comfort to which she had been accustomed.
But it was as nothing to her—All was sunshine when
with bim she loved—Yet this was but for a while. The-
gathering clouds of misfortune darkened upon her in
a strange land and among strangers; and to one so
young, so delicate, and so unused to worldly trials,
the draught though deeply quaffed must have been bitter
indeed.

Turning from this—my imagination pourtrayed in its
most vivid colours the prospects which lay before her in
the land of her nativity to which she was fast hastening;
and which she had left to suffer so keenly and so much.—
The thoughts that rent her bosom too,—the dread of
meeting those whom she had most offended—The chill-
ing sternness of demeanour that would mark their opin-
ion of what would be deemed almest a crime by them
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and the world, thanks'to the general charity of its opin-
jons! And he, for whose sake she had offended, what
was he now ?—A poor, shivering object of compassion, in
the last stage of mental and corporeal debility!
Methought I saw her in some miserable abode of
wretchedness, whose shelter was scarcely procured by
the scanty pittance of pension aflowed—unheeded by
those whose pride of heart forbade them to acknowledge
the consanguinity of blood, in obeying the impulse of
humanity by forgiveness and assistance. I thought I~
saw her unnoticed by them—and exposed to the sneers
of exulting malevolence from those whom her former sta-
tion in society had excited to envy—a martyr to want—
to distress—to the agony of her complicated sufferings,—
sit day after day, nursing him the cause and for whom
she endured them all. I saw her bending in breathles,
anguish over him to catch his last feverish gasp, as it
coavulsively articulated ker name—TI saw her sit for hours,
gazing on the grave where charity laid him, lost in a stu-
por of grief, abstracted and 'tearless—for tears with her
were long since exhausted—with none to pity, none to
console or comfort.—I saw her—but then she was only
an additional- instance to the many thousémds that have
been given of angel-woman’s devoted affection and love.
1 saw her, asmy pencilling mind trembled and drew
near the finish, fast drooping to the earth, as it awaited
the enapping of the last feeble chord of her heart to re-
ceive her -into its bosom—when the relenting and self
punishing stoicism of parental severity vainly offered re-
“Yief and pardon when too late.—I saw a father, standing
 beside the hard and ragged couch of his dying child un-
conscious of his presence, in the speechless agony of self




24 HIS SONG HAD CEAS'D.

accusing neglect—But I could proceed no farther.—Like
Sterne I was unable to sustain the picture my fancy had
drawn”—DMy heart was full—the tears gushed from my
eyes, and I hurried away. » -

‘HIS SONG HAD CEAS'D.

His song had ceas’'d, and the flash of pride
L Which lit up his dark eyes’ splendour,
Soon waned to.a feeling he could not hide

B -

From a glance—oh ! how fond and tender.

For the while he sung, there was one heart ncar— -
And he well knew that heart’s devotion,—

Whose life pulse throbb’d at a strain so dear,

Inits fever of frenzied emotion.

She had lov’d him well, she had lov’d him long,
She had worshipp’d in silence and sadness,

And had fondly hop’d that the theme of his song
Would be balm to her heart’s wild madness

But his numbers dwelt—and they were his own,

On a deep, dark tale of sorrow—

A blight which his heart’s young dream had known,
And from which he could never borrow

,

One hope again from false woman’s smile—
One thought would forbid him to cherish
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A lasting hate to her specious guile,
And which only with life should perish.

But the tones of his voice grew faint and soft,
In their dying thrill resembling .

The distant fairy-born music, which oft

We hear in the night breeze trembling.

For mournful thoughts came o’er him then,

To other days they were turning,

And his quiv’ring lip told how racking:the pain
Ofa soul life’s worst passions were burning

And he turned from one whom he could not love
His home and her smile forsaking, ;
In sorrow and gloom thro’ this world to rove

- With-a heart that was heavy and breaking.
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TO HELEN.

IF eyes can speak the .thoughts we feel,
Then, dearest Helen, look on mine,
Which, as their burning glances steal
To those resplendent orbs of thine,

" Must fondly tell how much above

Bright eyes around they’re prized by me,
And if not valued thus by Zlowve,

‘What can it be—what can it be 2

If words of fondness breath’d to thee
In accerits meant to win thine own,
‘Whose whispering softness bear to me
The soul of Music in their tone,—

If all the anxious thoughts that move
My heart when I am not with thee,
Have not their origin in love—

‘What can it be,—what can it be ?

" Oh, yes !—if fervent pray’rs will link
With other hopes thy welfare here,

If Memory’s dream will bid me think

On charms that make but thine more dear ;—
If in thy name I feel a spell,

That spell is surely love of thee,

And if not, my sweet girl, pray tell

What it can be,—what it can be,
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THE MAMELUKE CHIEF.
(From the MSS. of a Half-pay Hussar.)

I taiNg I never witnessed a finer sight in the course
of my life, than the review of a small body of Mamelukes,
near Rosetta, who were brought in the train of a Tur,
kish Pasha, more, I believe, to swell the pomp and dis-
.~ play of his magnificence, than any real service they could
. - render in co-operating along with his other Mussulmen
. warriors to the assistance of our army. They were a
portion of the small remnant that had escaped the des-
tructive tactical warfare of the French ; and each indi-
. vidual of them bore in a greater or less degree the scars

and dint of battle’s most desperate mood. They were
all young men—very young to judge from their fair,
handsome features, and light smiling, playful manners ;
and which seemed the more striking when contrasted
with the immovable gravity of the baughty turban’d host
around them. ‘

Mounted on their superb Arabians, covered with trap-
pings whose gorgeous splendour and elegance would
throw the decorations of a modern Lancer’s steed far
into the shade, however fine they appear in tasteful and
discriminating Cockney eyes at a Hyde Park show ; and
themselves in their light and graceful costume, sparkling
with its fanciful embroidering of gold, and their rich and
highly ﬁmshed appointments, that flashed painfully on
your eyes as their jewelled adornments dazzled in the
sun—Altogether formed a galaxy of military effect that
I have never since seen equalled.
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There were others who gazed like myself on the rich 3

display of these famed Eastern horsemen with surprise
and admiration ; and who, if we doubted for a moment .
the effectiveness of their physical power, or that of their
pearl-hilted scymetars, had a decided proof to the contra-
y on the spot. “As I have observed, it was a review-day
‘withthem ; and a body of Turkish musqueteers or infantry
- were formed crescent fashion, after the manner of their
discipline, immediately in rear of the Mameluke squad-
ron, previous to the commencement of the usnal dashing
evolutions by the latter. A fine; yet fieree lbqking young
man of about twenty, who, from the bullion tassels of

. whose bajii or scarf, we judged to be an officer officiated V

as a kind of Aid-de-Camp between his Chief and the
Commanding . General. In galloping past the flank of °
the column of foot, a gigantic soldier, under the intoxica-
ting influence of opium as was supposed, rushed out from :
the ranks upon him, and caused his horse to swerve so -
much as nearly to come down om his side; the young -
Officer, however, quickly brought him up; and with his
dark eyes flashing fire, the blue and apparent fragile bla- .
ded Damascene flamed swiftly in a circle over the head |

of the devoted offender, who vainly threw up the barrel
of his clumsy firelock to receive the blaw, which went -
through it and the many folds of his coarse turban down -
deep into his brain—and he fell dead beneath the pawing :
eharger of the young Chief. /

- I do not mention this as an extrdordinary fact; for I '
have known heavy dragoons &etiﬁently cut a bayonét
through, or perhaps more properly, dinge .through it at a
blow, yet rarely carry effect farther; but this was a cut
so clean and yet so powerful, that the peculiar temper of
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the vigour of the arm that
wielded it, manifested at once the claim toa particular
prowess for which these Chivalric troops are so famous. -
The play of the djereed, or light blunted lance, gave
me the opportunity of witnessing what I firmly believe
to be the first horsemanship in the world.—The men sat
in their saddles with so much ease and graceful elegance,
as with the slightest possible exertion they controlled the
motions of the fiery and beautiful animals beneath them,
and which almost seemed a part of theméelves, as rider
-and horse together appeared intuitively to accord in each
others motions. For some minutes the band would bear
the semblance of a maze of flying meteors, as at a fear-
ful speed they rushed through and across each other,

* flinging their harmless missiles into the air and catching

them again with scarcely an effort; now wheeling or
advancing, and the next moment retreating again ; yet
in all this apparent confusion, a steady eye could trace a
regular and 'scientiﬁc system of manouvre; and which,
as I looked upon it, brought to mind the poor paltry at-

: Jooo . .
¢ tempts at imitation of such a thing, which I had frequent-

ly witnessed in my time at Astley’s and the Olimpic,—
The display finished with the forming of a line with the

. greatest precision from forth a net-like mass still movihg‘
: at speed, and advancing at the same pace in a furious
- charge directly up to the spot where, with' his numerous

taff, the grim old Pasha sat on his white charger,'evia

 dently enjoying the scene with much satisfaction,

Not having a previous idea of the thing, I thought the

.old Turk and his dashing and bearded suite would be
- borne to the dust, and the dignity of bis two tails most

sadly compromised ; for the Mamelukes galloped reck-
41’5
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lessly on tiil directly up within a yard or so, wheri a com-
mand was loudly givén, and the whole line stopped sud-
denly still as if men and horses had on the instant been
transformed into stone—A species of halt brought about
by the latter being thrown with a peculiar art on their
haunches, from a powerful action of the dreadful bitt
with which the animals are usually mouthed.
The Captain, or Chief of this band, particularly at-

tracted the attention of myself and companions. Tall,
~slightly athletic in his proportions, and bearing a coun-
tenance that was handsome even in despite of a seared
red line across his fine open brow, and whiqh the
folds of his silken turban could not hide, and also a
scar on either cheek, from a musket shot having passed
throngh them—both, along with other wounds, a re-
membrance of the dreadful affair at'the Pyramids, and
where it was said he had performed acts of desperate
daring that would shock belief.—Yet, as I have obsery-
ed, there was much of manly beauty left. The large, lus-
trous dark eye had a tranquil’ and voluptuous repose
about it that was even womanish; but it flashed too
fiercely at timés to deceive you long in this belief; and
ere it again settled down to its softened bearing, youv
could tell if you were a physiognomist, by the stern and
fearful glancing of the mustachio shaded lip, that pas-
sions deep and powerful were habituated alike to eon-
+rol and indulge—That their gloom or fire by turns gave a
/" character to the expression ofa face, that, indulgence like
the bosom of some fair and tranquil stream, seemed to look
more ‘bright and pleasing from the contrasting cloud
that_occasionally shadowed it. P That peculiar air of pen-
sive thought, which, when ‘thrown over fine features,
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give them such an attractive interest, might have assist-
f ed much in the facination of this young man’s counten-
f ance in ‘my eyes—for there was a- settled melancholy
f identified with its moments of placidity ;—but he still was
. a young man—and this would pass away as he rode smi-
]ingly along the rank’s of his warrior-band, and familiar-
- 1y spoke to and jested with some favourite or other.

He had excited my interest so highly that I could not
elp ﬁoﬁcing his every movement ; and particularly when,
t a signal, a led horse was brought up from the rear for
im to mount, in place of the one he had jaded in the
ecent violent exercise. With the animal, which was
ed snorting and pawing along to the front of the Mame-
uke line by a couple of African grooms, there came an

was arrayed in a fanciful costume that set it off to much
dvantage. It appeared that the lad came forward with
he fresh eharger in the mere matter of form of some pe-
uliar duty, as he but lightly touched the bridle as his
master mounted, and then, with the reverential salutation
; common with oriental slaves to their superiors, turned to
move away. "

But a word from the Chiefarrested his steps; and a
' smile from the latter, as his gaze was intently fixed for a
moment on the'boy’s face, seemed to call forth no kin-
- dred feeling there; for its expression was abstract and
passionless, as though the impress of humanity had pass-
. ed away from its youthful beauty, and left it as so much
- animated marble. >
:  The cymbals began to ciash loudly again ; and prepar-
tions were making for some other description of display
- with the Turkish troops—some movement in which the

ncommonly handsome boy, whose light slender figure -

b e i
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-force of Cavalry was to co-opetate,——for the Mamelukes
were once more in motion ; and theu' Commander was
in the act of issuing some orders to one of his officers,
with his out-stretched arm and scymetar uplified in the
way of assisting his directions, when as if shot through
the heart, or blasted with a bolt qf hghtnmg, he fell from., .
his saddle upon the sandy plain. :

‘ There was a dreadful confusion immediately after this
e . among his men; ; a number of whom fell out of the ranks,

. \\Wluch were /now in disorder; and crowded on along with

hose who@re the seeming hfeless body of their Chief to
da tent that was near. An Itgh/an renegade who spoke
Frenchand possessed‘some 'éinp]oyment I believe; in the
household of the Pasha, came up shortly : after to our
- groupe with 2 message from hlm that if we had a med-
ical man among us, he wished him to atténd on the Mam-
luke Captain who was supposed to be poisoned. Lucki-
ly, we had a regimental Surgeon in our company, and I
with two or threq more, accompanied him to the tent.
~The conjecturé\of poison was correct; as it appeared
that such had been treacherously administered in his
coffee that mornirg, the effects of which were intend-
ed not to be instantaneous. DBut that the violent exer-
tion of the review had accelerated the working of the
deadly drug, and was the cause of his swooning so sud-

denly and strangely away. He had in a manner partially -
recovered from this when-we entered the tent, and sat
calmly back on a roll of carpeting, asour Doctor endea-
~ vourcd to afford him relief. The attempt was however,
unavailing ; for the poison was alread y rioting in its death-
"ly caréer throughout bis fine frame, and he heard his
. doom pronounced with a stern composure that scemedto
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result from some‘{hought beyond the mere hopelessness
of his case.
[ His noble brow was pale and flushed by fits, as under
the influence of the agonizing fire within, the muscles of
his superbly moulded breast and limbs protruded forth,
{as though each were a mass of quicksilver in its most vi-
lolent action. I shall never forget the appearance of -
{deep and raging bodily suffering presented by this splen-
id man, who, but a few minutes before, I had seen the _
- €proudest and most perfect image of his Creator. among
A i‘ihe thousands that surrounded him. _
He half started up from his couch, grasping a pistol -
near him, as th of his soldxers entered with his destroy_
'r between them—it was the page previously mentioned
ut the long dark hair that hung wildly now oveLfea-
ures of extreme loveliness, and the bosom conspxcuous
from her disordered tunic—revealed the dread truth that

ion of the facts connected with the whole affair.” There
vas romance in the circumstance of a beautiful Arme-
nian girl following in disguise the fortunes of a warrior
over, and which disguise, from the barrierg ofan oppds’»
d faith, or possibly" that of a superior rank, was rigidly
exacted. That a momentary word or look of unkindsess,
or perhaps a feeling of neglect or jealousy,—was the in-
centive to a desperate deed; and woman’s hate, although
ostéred for a moment, was, as it always has been, but
_he] synoneme for destruction to its object.
/She knelt down before the dying Chief, her hands
rossed upon her boaom and her large, soft, black eyes
xed full upon h37 countenance, ;which every moment ~
‘was becoming more convulsed and livid. When he -
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caught up the pistol, she threw open her arms as he pre«
sented it at her as if to welcome the shot—but it was
not so; for he hurled the weapon away, and spoke §
-words of a fond meaning to the guilty thing before him }
—Some expression it was that had a world of retrospec- §
tive affection within its tone ; for the statue-like placidi-
ty of het pale features now gave way to some strange §
and powerful impulse, and the full tones of her sweet, §
silvery voice rose full yet sadly upon the silence of the §

" crowded payilion, as in the language of her country she |
attempted to vindicate the act which she frankly avowed.
She spoke, it was pfobéble, of sacrifices made for him |
from whom a sign, a look,—a word of affection was her §

_ ample, and cherished and dearly prized recompense ;—of §&
injustice, of neglect, and that which woman may never
forgive—neglected for another—She spoke on till her
voice grew feeble, and the veins of her polished forehead
became blackened and stiff with the vielence of an emo-
tion, far, far above the relief of tears. It may be that she
had sued for forgiveness on the fell act she had commit.
ted, as, at the request of her expiring lover, she bent over
him as he kissed her quivering lip and blackened brow—
would be hoped in token of pardon ; for in the very act,
and while his lip was still pressed to hers, a dreadful con-
vulsion ran through his frame as if to shake it asunden
and in a few seconds the lordly Mameluke Chieftain was §
a corpse. She looked on the inanimate clay, when it

" \fell heavily like lead from her arms to the earth, and

then around her—with an expression of despair only
ualled by the deep, horridly piercing shriek that fol-

lowed it, as she fell dead beside the stiffening remains of -

her mwydered lover—leaving it a question whether she
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herself had perished from the effect of poison or a burst-
ing heart. .

THE LAST OF THE ¢‘VOYAGEURS.

—

A man o’er whom
The stormy perils of a rugged life,
Had shed a frosted callousness to aught
Which seem’d of suffering to his fellow kind,—
Bearing a frame, so iron-like in age—
It prov’d how much a youth of toil and strife
Wears the soft mouldring of a fleshly form,
Leaving the winter of its nature bare—
The harden’d relic of its former self.’

Poem.

I~ a small, quiet looking cove, opening out pn the
waters of Lake St. Francis at'its upper end, you will in
sailing along the shore perceive a snug and cemfortable
cottage. 1In this resides, or did reside nine years ago,
an aged man, at.least to deem so from the frosted hon--
ours of his head, but with this exception—shewing little
of the decay of years in its usual symptoms in the gener-

~-al-bearing of his frame: - His early youth and manhood
had borne much of'toil and peril in the dangerous and hard
service of a Voyageur to that once powerful and wealthy
Fur Company, the Northwest; and with the hoarded
B carnings of his many privations and hardships in their
employ, housed himself comfortably with the husband of
his only surving child, a substantial small farmer, to
wear out the winter of his llfe in a peaceful comfort and
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“ease which had been denied its earlier and ‘mere genial
seasons.

The voyageurs of Canada have ever been a class of
men perfeetly distinct from, and individualized among
the common mass of their countrymen. - Bred up to the
constant endurance of peril, privation, and fatigue—
each alike peculiar to their country and avocation, and
of a description from which most Europeans would glad-
ly shrink, their habits and feelings become naturally
warped to a manner and tone, which, perhaps in reality,
form their particular classification.

Unaccustomed to, and rarely mingling in the kindly §
intercourse of more social and domestic society, and as ;If
little versed in, as despising its occupations and industry &
—it may be judged how little of connective pursuit or
disposition link this hardy race with their kind in those
civilized paths which they but rarely visit. Engaged
for the better part of each season in toiling through the
intricacies of a comparative wilderness, and, for the re-
mainder of the year, herded up as it were in a wintry tor-
pidity at some Cistant post on the Iogzely shores of a
dreary inland lake, their intercourse with their fellow
men confined to the casual visit of hunting parties of the

Indians, and from their frequent contact with whom they '

imbibe a large portion of their manners and Labits,—all
this, in consequence, is certainly sure to unsettle if
not wholly eradicate all disposition to the staid and quiet
occupations of the farmer or mechanic.

To those in Canada whose recollection will go back
the length of some ten or fiftcen years, the appearance
of this class of people, crowding the streets of Moatreal,
on their occasional return from long and distant voya-
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_agesin the interior, must be yet strong and vivid—
Their wild and half savage mien, and affected Indian
style of costume—The long, shaggy hair—bronzed and
ferocions cast of feature, so weather beaten, and so
recklessly scowling forth from under the hood almost
hidden beneath the mass of feathers or tails, the spoils
of sttange birds or animals acquired in the chase, and
which is ever a distinctive ornament with them,—
The whoop and shout, or canoe chorus—as in bands

&5 they strolled along our streets, idly gazing at novelties

that for the moment seemed passing strange to them—
The riot and row ever attendant on the occasional visits
of these wild men of the rapid and portage, when the
brigades of their birchen craft brought from distant
regions bales of costly peltries, comparatively as val-
uable as the rich freightage of an eastern commerce—
All these are in a manner passed away from us now ;—
for they have become things of rarity since that once
great and powerful body politic in the mercantile world,
from which they drew birth and dependence, has been

f removed from among us, to, but at best, a waning exis-

3k tence elsewhere.

Among the many wild and peculiar characteristics of
% Canada, I doubt if a more beautiful could be sketched -
8 than the passage of a brigade of North-west canoes a-
cross one of our smaller lakes, or along - one of our no-
ble rivers, in the placid stillness of the evening twilight,
—either as viewed from the shore, or enjoyed by a person
B on board the birchen fleet itself. I have ofien stood for
B hours to gaze upon these seemingly frail structures, as
8 each appeared to fly through the sleeping waters under
the impetus of a score of vig;rous paddles, dipping so reg-




.in their composition and melody, and so adapted to their 9
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ularly, and you would think so lightly too, to the sweet §
and measured chanson a voyagew‘ of the steersman, and &
anon, the bursting and melodious chorus of the crew.— E
The wild, yet pleasing music of these songs, so peculiar |

particular application, when heard in the soft stillness of
a moonlit summer evening, mellowed by distance, and
sweeping to your ear over the hushed and slumbering &
waves, possess a strangely impressive effect ; and which §§
as in all similar cases of musical impression, it would be § '

impossible for language to define.
We may well smile here in Canada, at the idea of the §

i

numerous Canadian boat songs, as they are termed, go- '
ing the round of musical circles in Europe with no tri-

fling eclat, but which, were we to dignify them even as §
caricatures of the melodies of our own dear, blue lakes &
and rivers, yet bear not the slightest affinity or resem.
blance to the dulcetand-deep-toned couplets of our wer-
itable voyageur-glees Oh! no,—it is not. even the pi-
ano-accompaniment, or preposterously unsaited music of E%
Moore’s now somewhat hacknied, but beautiful boat song 5%
—-beautiful in its descriptive language—that can give or§
convey an idea of the fascination of a génuine Canoe-
melody. It is alone in Canada, and where such a
scene is presented as I have touched upon, which ean
indeed charm and interest you with its reality of sweet-
ness and effect.

But to return to the outset of this sketch, and from
which I have somewhat lengthily digressed.—My old
friend of the lake side was perhaps as perfect a specimen
of the voyageur cast, even in the seared leaf of his ex-
istence, as could be found in the country. Hale and ro-
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bustin his temperament, still the habits of his early life

f were strong upon him ; and he sought not to enjoy the

listless ease and quiet comfort of his provident home,
beyond the mere convenience of occasional whim, or
when ihﬂuem_:ed by fitful starts ofa torpid I zi'll/ess,—and
to which latter falling off of his nature }4:& confess he
was alone amenable during the rigorous season of win-
ter; and even this last might easily be deduced from
custom identified with a whole life,—for the voyageur’s
existence at his winter post is little else than one of sleep-
ing and eating,—and the more partieularly where mate-
rials for the latter pursuit are not peculiarly scant or dif-
ficult of access. As I have observed, it was only occa-’
sionally that the old .canoe-man indulged in fits of lazy
inaction,—and these fits were, in truth, but few and far
between, for the spring, summer, and autumnal months,
rarely found him but in the depths of the woods with his
gun, or floating in his bark canoe over the blue surface of
the lake. He had constructed a snug little Indian cabin

‘in'a sort of fairy harbour.,under the brow of a lofty hill,

overlooking a wide-spreading expanse of waters, and at
the distance of some miles from bis more regular resi-
dence; and, in which except when under the influence
of one of his dormant fits, or the extreme severity of
winter obliged him to quit it for a more genial shelter—

" he preferred to reside.

Some few of my readers may possibly have -seen the

-individual furnishing me with the materials for this hasty

sketch; and I shall the more effectually bring him to
recollection, by the addition of a trifling - particular or

‘two, indicating him more peculiarly in personality.—Old

Pierre Le Bisquorné, or more familiarly. and widely
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known as Leloup noir, or the Black wolf—a nom
celebre’, derived from some act of prowess displayed by
him to one of these animals in his youth,—might ever be
identified along the shores of the wide spreading St. Fran-
cis—alike from the originality of his figure and costume.

Fancy to yourself, a lank, lengthy figure, much bow-
ed in the shoulders from age, possibly, or perhaps from a
natural set of the frame ;—featares of a sharp, tax‘igible‘
cast—high cheek bones, and strongly peaked nose and
chin, plentifuliy bearing a healthy, florid blush ;—keen,
twinkling eyes, ever restless and in motion, and one of
which would close mow and then, as if to rest the unqui-
et lid a moment, giving to the physiognomy a queerly
knowing expression,—and then the thin and silvered hair
and thick ragged eyebrow seemed to mark the whole off
ina proper keeping. —A large bear-skin cap, worn jan-
tily, as the saying is, on three hairs ; a capdt made from
the spoils of some strange animal killed by the owner in
the passes of the :Rocky mountains years before ;—the
metis or Indian cloth-leggin, and deer-skin mocceassin j—
and the pendant tobacco pauch, and the long, deadly,
Indian knife in its squirrel skin sheath—Formed the mev-
er varied array of this old wayfarer of the north,—and
which was worn during the heats of summer as well as the
frosts of winter,—except, that during the rigor of the lat-
ter, the leggin was wisely substltuted by a more genial
piece of apparel. S

Good Old Bisquorné—TI think I see him now, bendmg
his way to the woods, with his long and trusty old fash-
ioned, french duck gun on his shoulder, axe, horn pow-
der-flask, and quill-worked shot-bag slung around him;
—alarge, ill favoured, prick eared hound of the true lu-
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dian breed, yclept Ko-kar, and than whom a greater ras-
cal of his species never existed,—trotting by his side :—

@ or, methinks he is just putting off in his trimly built canoe
B from' the little harbour, fish-spear, and tackle, and long

duck gun cheek by jowl along the thwarts, each in proper
¥ readiness for action,—the old man flourishing his light
red paddle with a pleasing and easy dexterity,—and the

§ aforesaid Ko-kan installed in statu-quo on the grating in

the bow of the craft, usually placed there for the burring
torch used in night fishing. I think I now behold—as
I have often beheld, the figures of the ancient voyageur
and his hound, in their slight and scarcely perceptible con-
veyance, gliding, as if under a motionless impulse, round
the point of the wooded headland that stretched away in-

& to the lake, returning in the misty twilight from some

fishing voyage over its waters ;—and, through the silent
gloaming, appearing to fancy as spirits of the crystal
waste, waking from their watery lair at the approach of

o night, and silently prowling in its hour of darkness along

the dimly defined shores, to entrap the solitary and un-
suspecting hunter or fisherman.

I was but a stripling—young, wild, and reckless,~—
when a chance residence of a summer’s duration in that
part of the country, brought me acquainted and in fre-
quent intercourse with the Black Wolf—The old man,
somehow or other, . took a strong fancy to me,—I dare
say from the ready deference I evinced to his sporting
opinions and pursuits,—and in consequence I was often
the companion of his hunting rambles into the forest,
or fishing trips in his canoe both by day and night.

I have often thought since, that the tact and single-
heartedness of this really kind old man, bore a étrong re-

5%
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semblance to that of the ‘Natty Bumpo school, so ably $
portrayed by the American Novelist ; for, like that old §
hunter, he was shrewd and observant, but to the full as @
simple and kind hearted. As greata charm as any "
other to me in the society of my ancient friend, was :
his many and never tiring narrations of accident and
peril, and adventures in the course of his voyageur- }
life.—Dangers in ascending or descending raging and §
terrible rapids—privations and toils of the portages—suf- #
ferings at the gloomy winter posts from hunger—-attacks 3 i
" from hostile Indians—excursions to hunt the buffalo, the B8
bear, or the stately elk—winter journeys on snowshoes £
from one distant post to another—the strarige manners of i
different savage tribes,—and the details of a thousand Ij{“:"
similar interesting subjects and events, were ever sure to "’}‘.i
beguile the time swiftly and delightfully away. :

I recollect one fine moonlight evening, after we had |
made a large offing in the spreading and beautiful lake— &
and had disposed our lines for a particular species of §
fishing,—a remark of mine on the lovelines of the nigh :
drew an assent from hxm and an obsetvation that it re
minded him strongly of a similar one, and an event con
nected with his voyageur-life in the North West territo-§
ry, bearing its date some thirty years before. I had for-§
gotten the old man’s story till within a short time ‘ago,
when recurring to memory, I deemed it worthy of pre-|
servation ; and shall now give it in, as near as I can re-§
collect, his own form of expression.

“¢ The middle of Summer had arrived, when the brig- &
ade to which I belonged halted for some days at an isl-
and in ope of the many and distant lagoons or lakes, and
which we voyageurs have to navigate in our wearisome
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course to the several trading posts in the Company’s ter-
ritory. ‘The purpose of our stay was to repair our dama-
ged canoes, and to rest the men after a continuance of
severe labour in getting over a number of toilsome porta«
gess As is customary, we had with us a number of
young men, junior clerks—adventurers in this sort of life ;
and who were under the control of one of the partners
of the Company, accompanying, and of course, com-
manding the party. With this gentleman came another,
‘—a man of about thirty-five years of age, particularly
handsome ‘and noble in his appearanee, but repulsively
stern and gloomy in his manner—from pride and haugh-
tines as was thought by the men of the brigade. He
had no official connection with the business of the expe-
dition, but merely, from a traveller’s curiosity, became the
compagnon de voyage of our Superintendant, and with
whom, it was said, he was in some way connected by
blood It was moreover hinted, among the many other
‘o dits dropped by the young clerks in the hearing of the
men, that he was a man of superior fortune,—and in fact
the costly profusion of his outfit for the voyage, and his
unsparing liberality of its materiel to his canoe men—how- )
ever unpopular in his customary demeanour—told as
much. He was reserved in manner, and rarely. held fa-
miiliar intercourse with any but his friend. .He was giv-
en to much of solitary ramblinggwherever we were con-
strained to land; and I noticed he wrote a great deal,
and drew a great many sketchesin a large portfolio,
which he usually had slung in a cover by his side. The
wise ones with us said it was for a book Whlch would
publish on returning to his native country; §Qmewhere
beyond the seas,—and I think myself such was his inten-
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tion, for he devoted much time and attention to it. -He
was clever in the chase, as our hunters said, whenever he
accompanied them, which however was but seldom ; and
they gave him the credit of being as indefatigable in pur-
suit and as good a shot as the best among themselves.

““ We had been but a few days at our resting place,
when we were joined by anotiier brigade of light canoes,
which had left LaChine within a week after our depar-
ture; and bad made exertion to join us if possible on the
route, as it brought some dispatches of consequence to
our principal.

“ Among some five or six young lads, newly articled
clerks to the Company, brought along by this arrival,
there was one who excited the notice and interest of ma-
ny of our.people. He was a tall, slender boy of a_beauti-
ful countenance, though something tanned in its fair-
ness from exposure to the weather—soft dark hair;—
which, though cut short and tarnished by neglect, was still
glossy and silken—and large, sweet blue eyes ofa melan-
choly-expression that affected one strangely to look upon,
The impulse with us all, when we first saw him land on
the island, was to pity him for his apparant incapability,
from his youth and delicate frame, of sustaining the fa-
tigues and privations of our way of life—and of which,
we knew, he had as yet experienced but a faint sample
in’his progress up to our present rendezvous,—as the
brigade to which he belonged was one ably equipped for
a particular service of expedition, and especially prepar-
ed for a ready surmounting of every obstacle.

“I was not by at the time,—but was told that circum-
stances took place at the first interview of the young lad
with the traveller of our: [<arty which denoted some pre-
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] vious acquairitance between them ;~—the recognition must .
| have been attended by something peculiar, or it would
£ & not have been noticed by our rough spun fellows, gener-
5 ally so careless of every thing of the kind,—however,
they told me of what even to myself appeared strange—
f but which, in the- bustle of our departure to resume our
route, I quickly forgot - Sl e
“ On quitting the island, we Ieft the newly-arrived blrg~
ade behind us, as the? were to proceed on a different
B course from ourselves ; but the young boy, noticed bes
 fore, by some arrangement between the travelling gen-
tleman and his friend, accompanied us, and was placed
in the canoe to which I was attached.—I could not ac-
count for it, but I never looked on this youth but I felt
@ strongly interested for him. He was so mild and gentle;
and withal so sorrowful in his manner and his voice
when he spoke, so silvery sweet and musical—that [ felt
; ,a/degree of disgust even to think that his friends, if he
¢ had any, should have bound him to a description of life
and pursuit, which I plainly saw, in despite of his quiet .
& uncomplaining mood, was any thing but genial‘to his na- .
g8 ture. I used to wonder much how he kept upat all in
the course of our many perils and toils,—for he rarely
€ took sufficient sustenance even to support his slender
frame,—though I must confess that the best and most
delicate of our commander and friend’s fare were ever
g offered te his acceptance.—There was some link of con-
B nection, or former acquaintance—or it might have been a
§ bond of kindred,—existing between this lad and our mas-
ter’s companion, which, though in seeming but coldly and
 distantly recognized by the latter, yet still evinced itself
in an anxious display on his part for the youth’s accomo-

T _.
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dation and comfort during the voyage, as far as they
could be secured from circuinstances—but the acknow-
ledgement of any previous friendly obligation rested here ;
and, strange to say, it was but rarely beyond this that any
communication, at least as far as I could perceive, was
sought after by either party. Yes.<twice or thrice,
—in landing and crossmg the portages—they were thrown
together in a kind of lonely contact,<~and the resuIt of this
was a tearful agitation of the poor bay when he returned
_ to us, and the effect of which would weigh upon him for
“hours. The conclusion generally drawn by the meii
from this, as well as other things that fell under our no-
tice, was that the youth was some poor, or it might be, il-
legitimate, connexion of the rich strangers; and being
placed in this way of life against his will, was pining
away and breaking his heart for his far distant friends,
and that his grief was increased to jhis young bosom by
the cold and haughty demeanour of his contumeh)ous
kmsma.n %
" % How far this conclusion was well founded will be seen
- in the course of my story. As I have observed before,
"~ this delicate boy was placed in the same canoe with my-
 self,—and itappeared to me, purposely for some reason " |
or other, kept apart from the society of the other young
men, to gratify his'own wish I should think, for he seem-
ed to prefer it ,—and we were, from our being a light
craft, ordered in attendance on the larger one in which
our superintendent amd friend sailed together.
¢« On the principle of some peculiar consideration, and
which, it was evident to us all, was shewn to the lad from
his first joining our party,—he was little, if at all, troubled
with occupation of any toilsome kind ; and the bustling
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duties of his grade were placed in the performance of
the other young gentlemen of the brigade ;—and with
reason and kindness was this attention shewn him, for
he was fot competent to much of physical exertion,----and”
I could plainly see that even the ordinary routme of our
fatigucing voyage was gradually enfeeb]mgl huh —Poor
boy !—he would sit, day after day, silent andt ad in the
canoe, with his gaze ever fixed on the one before us con-
taining the person of the traveller, and rarely &isplaying’
an interest in any other object. .And often, tob, I notic- i
edin the silent evening hour,-—whose stillness would oc-
casionally be broken by a merry strain from the lead_in;f
canoe, and all within hearing kept a melodious chorus,
as they passed swiftly on and the paddles threw the blue
waves in showering sparkles behind us—and the sweet
moonlight lit up our watery way, while we were yet miles

" fromour proposed encampment ofthe night—Then, I par-

ticularly remarked, that the beautiful eyes of this interes-
ting youth were bathed in tears, as he would fix them for -
a moment on the soft bright moon above him,—and then-
drop them to their customary gaze on that one form,
from which, whenever in sight, they were rarely removed.-
Perhaps the moment and the scene brought the memory
of other and happier days vividly before him ;—or it
might have been the sense of a fearful and dreary loneli-
ness in the wild and solitary desert we were traversing,
and to one so young and so timidly gentle, the recollec-
tion of a happy home and affectionate kindred, must, in
such a situation, have been withering in the extreme.

¢ A fortnight had elapsed since the time and place with
which I have commenced my narratien, and we were™ -
yet within a week’s progress of the post which was the

e
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ultimate object of our route. One fine evening, after 2
day spent in getting our canoes over a lengthy and rocky
portage, we encamped at the mouth of a lovely little
lake, almost immediately above the commenceinent of a
series of dreadful Chutes or waterfalls, where its waters
narrowed to the.river channel, and to escape” which-had
been the object of our labours, The weathsr was gen.
ial and serene, and the moon shone with the pure and
. mellow brilliancy it sheds to night; and the scene was
so tempting and lovely, that, preferring to enjoy it in a
solitary ramble rather than the repose of a hard bed un-
der an upturned canoe, I directed my steps along the
wooded ridge, 1ising loftily behind our camp fires, in the
direction of the roaring falls and whirlpools below. I
had noticed, during the whole of the day, that the youth-
ful commis was more than usually depressed and agita-
ted. Our march along the portege had more than once
thrown him in contact with his supposezl kinsman, and
it appeared to me the result of this singularly affected
either party.—Musing on the probable cause of this, and
the .strangely acknowledged connexion between these
two and somewhat mysterjous beings,—I wandered on,
iill the roaring of the falls, loudly and closely echoing
around me in the wood, drew my steps to the river bank
to view their moonlight appearance. As]I approached
the spot, I fancied, amid the whirling din and tumult of
the raging waters, I heard a voice as if of plaint and an-
guish,—and on ‘emerging from the forest, my eye rest-
ed on that which startled and surprized me much. Just
below me was a kind of table rock, overhanging the prin-
cipal cataract, which boiled and thundered furiously. at
a distance beneath, and where horrid and craggy breakers

7
L




THE LAST OF THE ° VOYAGEURS.!

would be seen with their black points at times grimly//

. and fearfully displayed through the curlmg foam jl‘ﬁe
place was open to the clear light of the moon ; and as I
hesitatingly stood concealed by the trunk of a large tree,
1 had a full view of the persons of the traveller and the

~ young boy as they stood on the shelving surface of the
- precipice:—I could not from the roaring of the furious
flood so near, dxsuno'msh any distinct speech,—but the
impassioned gestures of both indicated discussion vio-
lently animated and impressive in its natare—The fair
boy clung in a sort of agony to the stranger’s arm, with
his beautiful face, turned with an imploring look, up to
the fine but darkening and fierce features of the other—
A repulsive motion from the latter forced him rudely
away ; and when, whether a voluntary act, or through
weakness, he sank upon his knees on the flinty rock, and
I plainly saw the glittering of some weapon in the trav-
eller’s hand,—and the youth tore open his slight vest to
bare his breast to the threatened doom—then, then in-
deed the revealed bosom told the story of this mystery at
once—It was fond and injured woman baring her bleed-
ing but devoted heart to the last and closing cruelty of
‘her destroyer.

He gazed for a few moments thh a kmd of pitying .
indecision on the kneeling form of the beautiful being
before him ; and while he did so, I saw him relax the
menaced violence of his outstretched hand, and at length
cast the dagger or pistol from him into the leaping sur-
ges below.” Possibly, he relented him of his fell intent ;
at least it seemed to me that he did so for the instant his
hand passed over the fair brow of the supplicating girl,
and bis eyes sofiened in their steadfast glance upon her

- 6 .
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loveliness ;—but it was only the déception of a passing
kindly and humanized impulse, for the next moment,
he fiercely caught up the slight and yielding form of his
victim, which seemed like an infant in a giant’s grasp,
as he rushed to the edge of the rock, and furiously hurl-
ed her into the roaring and raging destruction beneath,—
and that wild and fearfully horrid shriek, which she
gave, and I heard so distinctly above the frantic din of
the tumbling flood, haunted me sleeping and waking, as
did the cruel act which gave it birth, for years and years
afterwards. * * * * & 2 *
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THE HAUNTED- HOUSE.

Shudder not, Jacques, if I tell thee true,
That in this gloomy hall a deed was done
Makes memory shrink to dwell on. Mark well, too,
That dull, dark stain upon this time-worn floor ;
Nay start not !—tis the indelible token -
That violence and murder hath been done,—
“The trembling peasant hies affrighted past,
When shades of night wrap all in doubt and gloom,
For old tradition tells throughout the hamlet,
That sights and sounds unholy have at times
Harrow’d the startled sense of midnight travellers.

Retribution @ Tragedy.

Thelast lingerlng rays of an autumnal sun shed 4
radiant glow upon the peaceful waters of Lake Ontario,
as their parent orb in ma3jestic splendour seemed to sink
into the depths of its mighty bosom, when I allighted
from my wearied horse at an Inn in the village of
on its border. Although fatigued in the extreme by a
long day’s travel, there were motives which induced me
to tax the little time that was left for refreshment and
repose ; and after a slight share of the former, I proceed--
ed to put into effect the intention that prompted my visit
to the place. I soon stood before a large and ruinous
building, about a mile from the village, and situated on
2 lofty eminence that overhung the lake.

1 was no stranger to the place, though, from particular
circumstances identified with its history, I was constrain-
edto appear as such,
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Those circumstances I will not touch on here—suffice
it to say they were of such a nature as to cause destruc-
tion and ruin to the happy family who had possessed and
once inhabited the fast decaying mansion before me.. It
had been abandoned for many years, and neglected and
untenanted, the withering hand of time had. stamped it
with desolation and decay. The partial fall of the roof J§
in some parts, broken casements dismantled of their
shutters, and from the interstices of their frames, long
bunches of wall:grass hung waving in each -passing
Ebreeze a once beautiful garden choaked up and over-
grown with every species of rank and noisome weed,—
alike spoke to the feelings of one who had seen it in bet-
- ter and happier days.—The twilight was fast fading §
away, and the gathering shades of approaching night f§
threw a repulsive gloom over the place that to me was
ptr:mgely impressive, as retrospection dwelt for a mo-
ment on events which it scarcely dared to contemplate.

Eleven years had rolled by since I had last seen it.
The pollution of guilt had then affixed its blackened
stain of atrocity to the record of its history ; and vulgar §
credulity had warped its tale of supersutxon around it,
arid to which time had now given a sort of sanction, that §
it was a general belief in the country round that the house
was haunted. o

Strange appearances and noises had often, it was said,
been observed by those whom occupation or circumstance B8
occasioned to pass it at night. And méﬁy in th'e habit
of navigating the lake averred, that on dark and stormy
nights it would seem to blaze and ﬁare up for minutes
together, so as to appear like a beacon, observable ata
vast distance across the stormy surface.
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One- of them Went so far as to positively affirm, that
one still moonlight night, as his vessel lay at anchor, a
fittle more than a bow-shot from the high cliff on which
the old building rested, it was illuminated suddenly as if
by a great number of lights; and there was a tumuitu-
ous sound of music and meriment, which increased to an
unearthly pitch of extravagance ; it ceased for 2 moment
~and one long, loud, and piercing shriek, which made
him and his crew shudder with affright, succeeded, and
2ll was dark and silent as before,

Many and various were the similar relations current
in the neighbourhood, some of which the busy tongue of

" rumour had wafted to my ears at a time when 1 little ex-
pected to ever have it in my power to behold again the
spot of their locality.—1I am not, nor was I ever naturally
subject to any thing which could be likened to supersti--
tious dread or apprehension, but in the present instance
I could not help being so.

Recollections of persons and events long past away,
and over the memory of which I had ofien fergently
wished the dark veil of oblivion could be drawn, crowd-
ed on my mind, as I with no little difficulty made my
way through long rank grass and over heaps of rubbish
into what had once been a saloon There was just e-
nough of light in the atmosphere to enable me barely to
distinguish its desolated appearance. As I slowly mov-
ed acrossit, and which, from the decayed state of the
floor, I was obliged to do cautiously, the hollow creaking
noise I made caused me to start—it resounded so fright-
fully throughout the dim chambers around. When 1
gazed round me, where all was so silent, so gloomy, and

so forbiddingly cheerless, the contrast as it recurred to
6#
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my mind, between its former splendour and the aspect it
presented-now was-intensely impressive. It was, when
I last stood here, a dazling’scene of happy festivity ; .and
- moreover, it was in the earlier days of my boyhood, when
the unclouded sunshine of my young héar; tinged evér-y
thing around me with the hue of elisium. Music lent its
_heavenly aid to give the finishing effect to that hallowed
charm which woman’s loveliness had diffused over such
facinating moments, The dance, the song,—and the
brimming wine-cup, - sparkling in the light of some fair
one’s eve, whose sweetest smile fondly beamed on him
who prest it for her sake, conspired to stamp the fleeting
hours with a more than mortal enjoyment. But there
was one,—a fiend in human form, who even in the witch- §
ery of such hours, and when the specious illusions of an
. exquisite figure and address had their fullest powerin §
strongly prepossessing all who came within their seduc- §
tive sphere—when the liberal hand of an overflowing
hospitality was showering its kindest attentions upon
him, who could calmly meditate a crime of the blackest |
dye—an act which was to plunge the happy family of
his generous entertainer into the deepest destruction. :
And I thought of the beautiful but ill-fated Eliza ——, §
the blooming pride—the fond hope of a widowed parent. :
Born and educated far from the vitiating allurements of §
fashionable life, she was nursed and watched over with
all the afféctionate anxiety of parental solicitude ; and
she grew up to womanhood a being so lovely and so |
good, so innocently pure, that to harbour a feeling to- §
wards her contrary to the dictates of virtue was almost §
an approach to sacrilege.
There was a guest of her father’s mansion, a stranger
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whom aceidental circumstances had placed in the way of
becoming an inmate of his domestic circle. .

Little was known and less sought after of his rank or
pursmts for lns person and manners were of too decid-
edly a superior. cast to allow the least shade.of doubt to
be entertamed to his pre]udice in that respect —it suffics
ed for them to make his hearty welcome t)xexr care,—
And, oh! how he repaid it!

_ I thought the darling girl whose birth- day we were S0
joyously commemorating, never looked more gngagmg]y
_beautiful than when she tripped down the mazy dance
with the handsome stranger. I marked a tacit expres-
sion of envy in the demeanour of many of her female
companions, as his insiduous attentions were conspicu~
ously directed to her; and she herself, light-hearted and
unsuspecting, seemed to take a pleasure in them.

The time flew blissfully by, and all were happy or
seemed to be so. We parted at a late hour to retire to
rest; and smiles illaminated each countenance, and con:
tented joyfulness seemed to prevade every bosom. And
who could have thought that some few fleeting hours
should effect such a dreadful change,—that the mor-
row’s sun should rise on such a blackened scene of atro-
city and horror ?

I bad, in common with others, lost in a placid oblivi-
ous slumber the consciousness of that recent enjoyment
whlch/ in my boyish fondness of estimation was the per-
fectxoﬂ of felicity,—when a strange and thrilling cry
awakened me.—A loud and piercing shriek—a noise as
of violent struggling—an exclamation of vengeance—a
discharge of pistols—and then, after a brief silence, 3
deep and smathered groan, as of suppressed anguish,
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~formed a concentration of horrors which recalled my ev-
ery sense from its dormant lethargy ;—and I rushed from
my chamber, scarcely knowing whither or for what. The
scene that burst on my appalled vision, can 1 ever for-
get it? A Father bending over the fainting form of his
violated daughter, the weapon still reeking with smoke
in his hand that had avenged him on the despoiler of
her honor—the murderer of his son! The latter having
flown to his sister’s assistance, was in the moment of res-
cue shot dead by the wretch who now lay wreathing and
distorted in his death agony beside the bleeding and life-
less body of his victim. He raised himself half up as I
entered the room, the pains of hell and the worst pas#
sions of its blackest fiends depicted on his once hand-
some features.—* And are you come too, my young
friend,” said he, in a voice whose tones were fiercely
“harsh, and broken by every gasp that caused the blood to
gush in a tide from the mortal wound parental ven-
geance had inflicted,—“ and are you come among the
rest to gaze at me in my dying moments with destation
and horror ?—poor, shuddeﬁng fools! This isindeed get-
ting up a scene by wayof a finale to all our sports un-
der this hospitable roof. Look at that foolish, fainting
girl ; she had promised to elope with me, but her timid
heart failed her at the appointed hour, and disappointed
and maddened, I committed the act—crime, you silly vo-
taries at the shrine of conscience will -term it; and you
~ are all here to- glare at and estimate the consequences,
no doubt as is best deserving,—Well, you are heartily
welcome, as far as my-part in the tragedy allows me to
bid you. I shall soon pass from’ among_ybu, and I feel,
yes, I do feel a something like remorse, but no fear at
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the thought of what I have done. I have lived as cra-
ven dolts who dream of hell till their fears reahze it to
them could not dare to live, and my passage to ‘that hell
will not be unworthy the hopeful promise of my whole
existence. Think you, but I will grace the infernal
levee. Wlth the best of them —Nay, shrink not back in
dread, or turn away se, I beseech you from me ; dying
devil as Iam; I can no more harm you. And I—-I
would not,”——Here a convulsive spasm arrested the

laspheming levity of the heardened and infidel profli-
gate. ‘The death pang seized him,—he glared horribly
on the body beside him—the intensity of the gaze crack- .
ed his eye strings, and the orbs turned inwards;—his °
teeth gnashed, his fingers clenched themselves round a
pistol that lay near him, covered with blood ; and with a

_ start—and a faint shivering yell, his soul loaded with

guilt was hurried to its dreadful retribution.—But why

should I dwell on a soul harrowing subject like this Peme

1 will be brief. A miserable and broken hearted father
lived but to bury his murdered children; and then by

" his own request, was laid beside their remains—beside
those of his darling Eliza, the child of his hopes, and the
anticipated blessing. of his fondest expectations, and
whom an act of suicide had emancipated froma suﬁ'ering
state of wild, despairing insanity !

Memory glanced like lightning over . rucollections hke
these, as I stood in the ruined chamber of desolation ; ;
and despite of my usual philosophical indifference, I be-
gan to feel something of unpleasantness; as the wind
whistled mournfully through the crevices of  the shatter-

- ed and ruinstruck tenement.—My imagination became

heated. I fancied I beard voiges in the room -above me
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‘—a noise asof a weight falling on the floor—and then
the seeming rush of many foot steps down the staircase
‘towards the saloon where I was, was too much for my
fortitude—I could bear no more. [ rushed out and Jost
all farther recollection, until I found myself lying behind
a heap of rubbish over which I had fallen outside the out-
er court, and the moon shining sérenely across the sur-
face of the lake, and silvering the landscape around.

I turned to leave a place where I had unfortunately
been witness to so much ; and the thought of which had
. been to me productive of many moments of unpleasént
retrospective feeling. AsI walked slowly away, my eye
was a accidentally caught by an object in the bosom of a
little valley that sloped away in an abrubt descent on one
side of the house: it was rather indistinct at a first
glance, but when I had steadfastly gazed on it for a few
moments I could not be mistaken. A few broken pales
that once were part of a black railing, and on which the
moonbeams fell with a softened light, pointed out to me
the spot where slept a father and his offspring—the vic-
tims of murder and suicide. Farther on, and under the
forbidding gloom of a large pine tree, was the grave of
_ him, the guilty one, who had worked this evil ruin. I al-
most imaginéd I saw the dreadful wretch sitting at the
head of the unhallowed mound which covered his accurs-
ed remains, and motioning me to depart 1 did so, heart-
sick and sorrowing.

There was a turn in the road, ata furlong’s distance
or may be more, from the house, which cut off all farther
~ view of it on the landside in that direction. T here arrest-
ed my steps to take one last look at it. I gazed at it in-
gently for spome minutes, and me hqught that the old tens
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ement and the vicinity immediately around it grew dark
and dnsmally gloomy, although the moonlight elsewhere
was as serene and clear, as it usually is on a fine autum-
nal night. Was it an excited fancy that lent its infec-
tious credulity to my wondering senses, or did I in reali~
ty behold the like ?

The building on a sudden was lit up with a glare of _
light, that cast a ghostly glow over it and in the atmos-
phere around ; and which flickered down to the lake
side, and upon the graves in the little hollow. On that
of the murderer it appeared to be more vivid than in any '
other place, and fearful forms were moving about it.
There was a sound of tumultuous. festivity, that would
cease for a little, and all would be silent as death, and
then begin again more vehement than before—and in
turn again be succeeded by the stillness of the grave.—
Figures of human similitude flitted past the illuminated
cascments, strongly relieved by the lurid glare that issued »
from them. An assemblage of persons appeared togeth-
er in front of the ruined mansion. The white drapery
[ of a femnale form was distinctly visible amid the unearth-
ly groupe. That form accompanied by another as if
leanir;g on, its arm, separated from the rest, and proceed-
ed towards the spot where the summerhouse in the gar-
den had stood, in figure, attitude and appearance, just as
I had frequently seen the ill fated Eliza and her destroyer
in their walks. Meantime the noisy meriment increas.
ed to an excess—it grew outrageous, then in one pulsa-
tion of breath was heard no more ;—all was dark and si-
lent—a faint light again was visible—a sound of deep
lamentation swept past me on the wind, it was hushed
| for a little—and then a burst of fire and flame enrapt the
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place for a minute, vanishing with a loud pierceing cry,
that seemed as if hell had concentrated its most excruci-
ating agonies in that infernal yell which rihgs in my ears
even to the present moment. I hurried from the horror |
of that scene as from the presence of the arch fiend
himself. Years have followed each other in quick suc~
cession since that mne, and have beeii to me little less
than an accumulation of mingled sorrow and painful so-
licitude; but neither time nor incident could, or will
ever obliterate the recollection. Tt has materially shaken
the scepticism of my previous lite ; and now, when mem-
ory dwells for an instant on it,-I shudder and wish from
my utmost soul that remembrance of aught connected
with it was drowned in an eternity of oblivion.




WONMAN.

ADDRESSED TO —

Wonman, dear Woman !—in thy magic name
There is a charm which wakens every thought,
Hallow’d and pure as is the sacred flame

That burns on vestal Altars,—there is nought

In this dull round of being but were tame

‘Without thee, tho’ with richest splendours fraught,
And dark, univrapt in all thy charmful dreaming—
Star of our souls !—forever o’er‘them beaming.- -

Gift of the Godhead !—when we gaze upon

Thy mantling beauty, purity, and I&ve,

. The swelling soul bows to th’ Alm_’ighty one .

© Who formed thee in thine excellence above
Aught of his works that brighten 'neath the Sun *
Whose glory lights the world in which we mbyé-—-
Fram’d in the skies, boon of celestial birth,

Last and most precious to the sons of earth.

And I have worshipp’d in the joy-lit halls
Where smiling pleasure holds her specious sway,
And the gay dream the heating senses thralls,

Till every better feeling melts away
~ Before that fire, whose burning fervor falls
To blight the soul with its deep scorching ray,—
Yet there, even there,—thy blandishments hath been
"The only spell to hallow such # scene.

7




G2 WOMAN.
Yet ali! tis not amid the bounding train.

Which tread the mazes of the festive dance,

And throng the porch of Fashion’s sparkling fane, -
To gaze—to madlen in thy thrilling glance—
No,—’side the couch of sickness and of pain,

Thou wears't the look which Angels might entrance,
Did they not deem that such a heav’n born-gemn

As thou art there, holds equal rank with them.

- Yes,—it is there to see thee soot;he the brow
Where fever'd anguish works its worst for death,
And the faint sufferer with a smile, that now
Speaks all the thanks which mock his gasping breath,
Teels it is sweet ev’n thus to die—when thou
Art near in all thy tenderness and faith,
To catch the gleam of life’s last, parting ray,
Tire the freed soul speéds}on its darkling way.—

“T'o see thee bind the bruis'd an bleeding- heart,

And dry the widow’s and the orphan’s tear,—
Pouring thy balming pity o’er each smart

Thy kindness is assuaging, and to cheer

With those sweet tones whose music must impart
The consolations of a happier sphere—=-

While man,—proud man, looks on thee but to bless,
And mourn his own dark nature’s worthlessness.

£ % % * x - *  a

Lady,—to thee I dedicate the strain

My heart doth fondly offer, and to whom
3%y Jowly harp may never breathe again ;
Vet ev'n tho’ silence weére its lasting 'doom,
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The brightest link in memory’s golden chain—
Will be to feel that one sweet ray of bloom,
Deriv'd from thee, had waked its holiest mood
To bless the youug, the beautiful, and good.

. ’g
THE FAITHFUL HEART.

~

Oh! she was true in life,—nor had the grave,
Whose chilling damp so quickly makes a void

’T'ween human hearts, however fond on eartl,
Power over one whicki loved as her’s had done.
My own AN,

It is the extreme height of"absurdity to suppose, Lut
for a rn/gment, that the many high-wrought and impas-
sioned’details which so often adorn_the florid pages of
romanceful hisfory, depicting the devotional intensity of
the female heart in its affections, have not their counter-
part in nature'and truth.  Yes,—thousands upcn thon”
sands are the instances which occur, and that with a
circumstantial reality which speaks direct to the beart
of the sneering and heartless sceptic ;—and I will now
quoté one as a conviction in point of the truth of my. af
firmation. C . ‘

Ihad occésion, a few years ago, to stay some time at
the singularly wild and lonely vill:;ge of Bay St. Paul, «i-
tuated some distance below Quebec. In the garden
| attached to the house where I had fixed my residence,
I perceived a grave, rather larger in size than common,
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and madein a corner among a group of liliac trees, and
in whose thick shade it was scarcely perceptable by a

, casual observer. I naturally made enquiry about it, ang

these were the particulars as far as I could learn.—

in the summer of 1814, one of the transports which
had entered the river with troops from the Peuinsula,
landed an officer in the last stage ofa dangerous fever,

and whose particular request it was that he might be put

on shore there to die. - He was accompanied, or perhaps
I might  more properly express it, attended by an inte-
resting young woman, whose accent-and manner denoted
her of foreign extraction—conjecture rumoured ejther
Spanish or Italian. ’

The young man died in a few days, gn& was buried as
I have before related. The house was then occupied by
an English family, who had kindly received him when
brought from on board the transport, and had been as
attentively ministering to his-comfort during his little
span of existence among them, as'though he had been
an adopted relative.—~But who was she who was [thus
left lone and desoldte in a strange land ?—None could
tell.

She had not been, it was thought, attached by any

legal obligation to him whose dying eyes she had so ten- §

derly closed, and whose last breath wag spent on her
lips; but let that be as it may, she was bound by a tie

. baramount to every other—that of affection, fervid and
lasting, and which seemed identified with her Vvery exis-
tence.

The death of her lover, or if you choose to call him so |

—her protector, did not appear to elicit from her any ex-

travagant display of sorrow. She had, it is probable, B

ra

o bt e e

1«




THE FAITHFUL HEART. Go
®»

p}epafed herself for the event; for his illness had been

long and tedious, and its termination might have been
looked forward to with a degree of certainty.

. Luckily for her, the family with whom she was placed
as if by chance, were considerate as well as kind; and
she was left free of intrusive civility, (which, indeed, in
some cases is a species of mockery,) to muse and linger
over a grief which was placid and calm in its ostensive
appearance, like the surfice of molten metal, but, like it,
all cankering and consuming beneath.

She used to join, as far as she could make herself use-
ful, in the domestic operations of those about her, but in
a kind of torpid abstraction that too plainly denoted how
little of interest her being had in what was now left it on
earth.  She lived for months with them, and she was
yet a stranger. She barely knew enough of English to
express a few ordinary wants in that language ; “and
though it was evident that French was next to her native
tongue, she was so reserved and silent, that she scarcely
ever spoke, except when compelled by the mere obliga-
tions of her intercourse with those with whom she lived,
and who were t0o delicately tender of her feelings to in-
trude interrogatories, that it was palpable she wished to
shun and avoid.

Her face and form were alike beautiful, even though
blighting care aund the discomforts of a sea voyage must
have worn them something—and which a hopeless sor-
row was fast wasting with a fiery corrosion day after
day, and she was becoming lesslike an inhabitant of this

~world. ”

Her only pleasure—for it must have been a pleasure
to her, ifher heart had thg*capability of feeling the sen-




66 THE FAITHFUL HEART.

sation—was in the fall of evening to sit beside the grave
of him she loved, and give the soft tones of her country’s
guitar to the stillness of twilight, accompanying them
with her voice, that then breathing the accents of her na-
tive land, would pour forth in all its rich fullness of !
power some peculiar air that was, doubtless, the fa-
vourite of the one who slept unconscious of the once loved
melody.

At a time like this, it was said her appearance would
be almost supernatural.  As she leant over~her mando-
line, her long dark hair would stream in the breeze and
over her shoulders, and nearly hide the large black eyes
which would now flash with a light more than mortal,—
and together with this, her tall and pliant figure robed §
in jts sable dress, would for the moment give her a wild
and unearthly mien.

But this enthusiasm of impassioned sorrow would gra- B
dually subside, and bending her -head down over the

grave, till her fine tresses mingled with its long rank grass, [

she would silently weep for hours.
As I observed before, she wasted fast away, At the E
close of the fifth month from her arrival, she had been }
sitting out at the grave in the garden, one bleak autum-
" nal evening, much later than was her usual custom ; and |
the family, becoming uneasy at her absence, sent one of |
their number to ascertatn the ¢ause.—She was found |
stretched at length on the grave, with her face close
pressed to its turf covering ; and.her beautiful .arms ex-
tended, as tho’ they h#d in life’s departure—for she was
dead—attempted to clasp to her bosom the cold -earth
which was so soon tg admit her to the side of her beloved.
As she had beenﬁleard to express a wish to be buried
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in he'same graye with her lover—need I observe that
such_a wish was religiously complied with._,

And such was the end of a being, whose heart was
embalmed in its deep and absorbing grief—And that
heart was broken under such circumstant{es too !—far
from her country and her friends, where there were none
to whom she could turn,—now that he was gone for whose

sake she had dared and endured the encountering every

ill to which life could expose her—None to whom she
could lobk for solace in her loneliness of dreary despair.

Her friends—connexions,—and what were they ? How
heart remding to think, that one who must have been
dear to them, shouid in a foreign land breathe her silent
agony of existence away, unpitied, c,on;paratively, and un-
known. And, doubtless, hers must have been rank and
affluence in the country of her birth ; for there was that
elegance and refinement about her which they only can
confer ; and her manner, was too complaisantly dignified,
not {o proclaim them habituaal.

Peace to her gentle spirit! She sleeps in death with
him whose existence while on earth gave hers its only
value.—And the hallowed spot which entombs a heart so
faithful, is te me far more sacred, than if the unmeaning
benediction of some pretender to piety had sanctified it to
the inhumation of thousands of the mercenary and worth-
less, however eminent and highborn,

A e ey
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MY HILAND HOME.

A SONG.

—

[Composed for Music.]

There is a wild and burning dream
That wears my soul away,—
It fires my brain at morning’s beam,
Nor dies with evening’s ray—
The thoughts of youth that haunt me yet,
" And bid, where ’er I roam,
My breaking heart ne’er—ne’er forget '
My happy Hi’land Home :—
My home~—my home,—my mountain home,
"My heart, my soul—still turn to thee,
My dear, dear Hi'land Home.

The pressure of a Father’s hand, -
A mothers warm caress,

My bright and gentle sister band
Alas! now brotherless;

The shieling near the old oak tree,
The glen at evening’s gloam—
Oh! T am lost to them and thee
My happy Hiland Home. .
' My home, &c. &c.

And she whose smile was wont to give,
When wand’ring forth at ev'n,

My heart its only wish to live,

My life a hue of heav’n ,—
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She,—she is lost to love and me,
‘And, exil’d, now I roam -
To weep o’er all I've lost in thee,—
My happy Hi'land Home.
My home—my home, &e. &ec.

BROKEN LOVE.

It never dies—a broken love,

For its nest is a broken heart,

It woos, it plains, a lonely dove—

Till the soul and the body part,—

Oh! sweet is the coo of a lonely dove,

Oh! sweet is the grief of a broken love !
"The Story of « Life.

Broken LovE—how often and how variously has this
theme been touchéd upon by writers, whose poriraiture
of humanity’s sorrows, seem as exquisitely drawn as
though their pens had been dipped in the tears of sympa-
thizing angels,—and yet, as often do the realities of life

give us the eonvincing \proof of their- existence in this
world of trials. . ’

Broken love—the grief of all others which sinks itx
corrosive laceration deepest in the heart—the worm of au
anguish which never dies—the fire of ablighting fever of
the soul which is, and never can be, quenched but in the
grave. Let theglittering and specious allurements of life

dazzle as they may, and its gay and joy-tinted scenery
brighten up into a very heaven of enjoyment ;—let the

A
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syren voice of Pleasure, clfirm she ever so sweetly, give
its fascination to the breeze which wafts the wanderer
gently down the fitful tide of existence—yet in vain to
waken-from_ijts listless torpor that heart which has loved
and hopedMWfrenzxed dream
had passed away, that the absorbing love 1t cherished-and
the hope entwined, around that love—were but things -of
fleeting stay beneath the eternal arch of heaven ;—and it
hardened to marble; entombing within itself its crushed,
and mangled, and angmshed,feelmgs, never again to be
freed from their prison house, to seek or to know their
assuagement in the sympathy of others. .
Look round you in the world—the erowded city or the
peaceful hamlet—Gaze on the fading eye,—the win
and sunken cheek,—and the gradually attenuating form
of gentle, and loved, and too often deeply injured woman
—Mark the unbidden tear which trembles inconsciously
beneath the downcast ;Lnd blue veined lid—and the soft,
sweet tones of her voice—more blandly soft and sweet as
the grave makes a more palpable display of its claims on
a being—in seeming even more beautiful, as the transfor-
mation of her spirit to its kindred heaven is about to be
realized.—Then go and listen, if you will, to the ordinary
tales of sickness, and consumption, and decline, and the
officious garrulity of vulgar and common place conjec-.
ture—The effect is obvious to all, but oh! how few in
the cold and idle throng around deem truly of, or commis-

serate the cause,
" Obsgerve also/the more stern materials of manhood’s
less yielding and passive construction—how strangely
warped and perverted from the primitive dignity of its
strength ; and the factitious affectation of a placi‘dlresigna-




BROKEN LOVE. 71

tion, alike with the extreme of 2 wild and madl y reckless
gaiety, but flimsily veil the utterand desolate ruin béneath,
—just as the sunken wreck, which is clearly visible below
the quiet and slumbering tide, is even more distinctly seen
in the whirling tempest ,when the raging waters are furi-
' _ously’ swept from their mighty depths, and their treasured
horrors are for amoment laid bare to the startled eye.

‘Mingle with your fellow men where ‘ wine cups shine in
light,” and see if you can detect in the’flushed brow, the
lgose and idle jest, the very worthlessness of that levity im-
parting a disgusting and-unhallowed character to the man-
ner and speech of the seemingly elated being at your side
—aught of a strong, yet blasted spirit, which, while its
griefs are as ever freshly rankling through heart and brain,
—seeks and hopes to smother and forget itself and them

in the insanity of’i intemperance, or the vitiating oblivion of

riotuous dissipation. Ifyour scrutlmzmk glance has not
vet fully sated the motive of its curiosity, follow its object
into the home of his privacy and loneliness, when artifi-
cial excitation is not by to deceive yourself as well as the
feclings of its uuhappy victim—where his breast is bared
te the retrospect of thoughts and scenes which but make
the hopelessness of the future more dreary and dreadful.
Aye,—it is then that the lofty brow and proudly glan-
cing eye of him who ‘plays the lord’ nobly. and well
among his kind, bow and soften before a host of tender
and overpowering recollections, and which memory ever
brings to the lonely hour of the one whose heart has
heen sacrificed at a shrine whose worship has proved but
a blighting and an ehdless curse to the frenzied idolater.
Yet, when the’high bearing of mankood’s haughty spirit
quails and cowers to the torture of that wound, which

-
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ever is green and festering, although forgetfulness has
been vainly and wildly wooed in the allutements of dis-
sipation, or the turmoil and strife of a more noble resource,
and when—

PR

¢ Woman, war, the ocean—all that gave
« Promise of pleasure, peril of a grave,”
BN

has been resorted to and to of little effect, and the rank.
ling tooth of one ¢ fell serpent thought’ keeps gnawing at
the heart strings—unsoothed and unsated in the thou-
sand chances and changes of man’s eventful career.

Alas! then, how deeply must the cankering anguish of ‘
such a quencliless grief prey on the soul of fond, devoted i
woman, in the silent solitude of her comparatively quies-

cent existénce. The peculiar habits of her unobtrusive
nature are-bonded to the nurture of a sorrow which con-

~ sumes her vitals,—for how little is left her of refuge from
the wild distraction of her thoughts, and the crazed ago-
ny of her pent up feelings ;—and then the idle and sneer-
ing crowds of a heartless world pass on in their selfish .
neglect, and too plainly ¢ bid the poor stricken deer go
weep’ in unheeded and soul sickening loneliness—and

like a blasted flower to decay unnoticed on its stem—ad-
ding another to the thousands of victims to the soul fe-
ver’d dreaming and withering blight of a ¢ Broken love.

Some twelve or fourteen years ago, a dispute, emana-
ting from a national reflection by one party, and when
both were under the influence of wine,—and worse than
this of feelings then ripe with a hostile inveteracy, but
long since, we would hope, extinguised and forgotten—
gave rise to a meeting between an American Officer and
a young Englishman of some fortune, whom pleasure or
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business, or any other probable cause you like, constitu-
ted a traveller . through a part of the American States.—
The duel took place on the British side of the boundary |
Line,—a precautionary prudence by mutual agreemen
in case consequences should unfortunately subject either
of them to the legal authorities, (an interchange of nation
al sanctuary, frequently, as it is well known here in Ca
* nada, in affairs of the kind, provided for and secured?)
The one to which we immediately refer, terminated as
most duels founded on similar provocation generally end
~—the American, and he could do no imore, yielded his
life in atonement for the hasty and intemperate insult "he
had given,—and his opponent was severely wounded,
but of course perfectly- satisfied
Four, five, six, and many months went over, and found
the dark-eyed and handsome stranger, now perfectly reco-
- vered, still the occupaht of his peat room in the snug farm
house, where, from itsbeing imimediately‘contiguous to the
lines, over which his friend safely corveyed him beyond the
pale of the country’s laws to which he now stood commit-’
ted, he had been first carried bleedmcr and senseless, from
the field of rencontre, and where he had since remained.
Luckily, a surgeon resided in the village close at hand,
and the wounded man was deeply indebted to an exercise
of much skill and attention in his behalf on the part o:
~ this- gentleman
Mr. Gray had left his nauve Scotland early in life with
his profession alone to depend on%; and bemfr blest or
curst with a disposition too erratically inclined, not to
“verify the truth of a homely proverb too often applied in

, e

similar cases. Afier vears of ¢+ ad o whitoa o
alized hi-- .7
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America,—married ; and after a time settled himself in
the practice of the healing art, where I have first intro-
duced the mention of him to my reader. His family was
not a large one; and the budding beauties of womanhood
were enwreathing their brightening bloom round the fine
form of his eldest and most favoured child, yabout - the
time his professional assistance became necessary o the
young Englishman. Asa matter of course, a certain inti-
macy, friendly as it was familiar, grew between him and
his patient, as the latter slowly yet sgrely regained his
former stability of frame under his skillful attendance.—
Even while yet in a state of convalescence, the pale and-
integestingly fine features of 1he stranger were ﬁ-equenily
observible at the little parlour window where Miss Gray
sat at work, or bending over the wicket gate of the pretty
flower garden, asshe busied herself in the light and'
pleasing task of nursing and arrafging its blooming
beauties. : :
There was much in the situation and demeanounr'af the
young man to promote a kindly intercourse between him

- self and the family of Mr. Gray. The serious .result of

the duel did not influence the latter, strict and exem-
plary as he.was on all points of moral feeling and obser-
vance, to the prejudice of the individual thus introduced
to him in its consequence. He had seen the world, and
well knew the unrelenting obligations of honour ; and in
this instance the conduct of his youthful friend in the af-
fair was altogether of so redeeming a character, that he

‘beheld “it- not in that unfavourable light in which it

might have been viewed by 2 more rigid and less indul-
gent construction.  Possibl y much of this generous opi-
nion might have been influenced by the mild an/d wining

ho
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manners of his wounded charge, and whose impression
on the members of his domestic circle made him a par-
ticular favorite there.

Handsome, and accomplished -beyond all she had ever
the chance of meeting in the seclusion of her village
home, it cannot well be supposed the mild and beautiful
girl whose charmful society still fascinated him to the
spot, was indifferent to the attentions of her father’s visi-
tor, tinctured as they were with a devotedness that could
not:but win its way to her heart. If there was a mdétive
in these attentions on the young man’s part, it was
certainly honourable, . He had lived and moved, it is
true, in circles of fashionable and dazzling society, but
his heart was unvitiated by its depraved follies ; and he

2 could appreciate the bright excellence of the gentle being

dawning a sweet light over the comparative morn of his
own existence. " Alike fond, and gentle, and beautifu!
how could it be that two such should not love 1—and
they did love—and a father’s smile and blessing was up-
on his child and the choice of her young affections—and
the moments flew on with the lover% as they ever ﬂy witht
(& those who in-the spring day of life, breathe the bliss of «
% mutual faith, and inhale the joysof that heaven in the
vestibule of this care darkened warld, to which beyond it,
our weary souls are ever bupyed in bope.
| DBut when was Happiness like this of any lasting stav ?
Letters from home, announcing the death of a relative
from whom he had much of pecuniary expectation, recali-
ed the young English stidnger. The mandate was from
a father’s hand, and it was imperative in enforcing haste,
as some legal barrier awaited his appearance in his na.
tive land to be rendered nugatory.
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Lover’s partings after all being much in the same style,
of occurrence, are generally and as wisely passed -over,
However it was an understood thing, that Mr. Gray
would alone sanction his daughter’s alliance with her
suitor, under the concurrence of his kindred. His fam-
ily was one of wealth and repute; and a father’s possi-
bly too refined and high toned spirit would not brook his
chil¢’slunbidden and perhaps unwelcome connexion with
those so far above his humble pretensions.

If shadows of doubt rose in the moment of parting on
the prospect of their union, there were hopes so strongly
-.beaming through the transient gloom,as to dispel it from

their bosoms,—and they parted—never alas'! to meet in
life again. . .
Time flew, and still no tdings came, until ‘hope
deferred’ began to sicken in ony faithful heart. Yet ex-
- pectation” was still sanguine in its conjectures, Could
it be illness—or some unforeseen event not calculated
“upcn or anticipated 7—Why did he not write? He was
céver so fair, and honourable, and confiding,—and Oh!
morc than all, so devotedly fond and true.—But he did
not write; and from an accidental but an undoubted
source came the melancholy fact at last—the tidings of
~ his marriage—his marriage to another,—and,as if to veil
his falsity in the oblivion of the grave—his death.
Tt seems that, whether he had been constrained by

" parental authority, or swayed by some strong mercenary
impulse, unaccounted for fiom the habitual nobleness of
his disposition—he cast his vows to another aside—and
married the widow of a rich Creole planter, then in Eng-
- land; and fell a martyrte-the climite of the island where
the large estates of his wife were situated, 'within a few
months after taking possession.
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It might have been two years or so after this event, that
I first saw Rosamund Gray. A summer residence of a
few moaths with a friend, the next door neiglibour of her
father, and particularly intimaie with him and family,
gave me the ready opportunity of an acquaintance with
" herself, and from my friend the particulars of her little
story as I have recounted it.  The.window of my apart-
ment, though somewhat distant from, yet overlooked the
garden in which it was I first beheld this lovely victim of
2 blighted faith. It was the kour of evening—the early
twilight close of a beautiful afternoon ; and her occupa-
tion and attitude at the time suéh as, though comparative-
ly trifling in themselves,strongly characterized the impulse
of her thoughts. There was a pretty grass-covered rus-
tic seat at the end of an alley of fiowers, redolent of bloom
and fragrance , and some part of its constructio being
accidentally broken and deranged, her attenuft‘:d but
beautiful form was bent over it, as she, with apparent as-
siduity, was busy in restoring it to its former order. - She
then, with her hands crossed over her bosom, stood ga-
zing on it for minutes together—possibly, she deemed it
typical of the ruined and displaced hopes once so ver:
dantly rooted in her own heart,—she [turned and
and walked slowly away, but quickly again retraced her
steps, and culling a bunch of the most exquisite flowers
from the parterre bordering her path, laid them gently
on the seat, and knelt before it. 'The place had been
formed by her lover, whose faneiful toil in oriaamentiug '
her favourite garden had ever been at her command. It
is probable the sight of it gave to her vivid memory the
happy hours she had known in that spot: when by his
. S¥x . :

- ~ s
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. 'tion, among her beloved flowers. I think I'see her light
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side, and hstenmg to his spmted or feeling portraiture of
scenes in other and stranger climes, or in hisown aristo-
cratic land,—or when he breathed into her willing and
absorbing soul the glowing day-dreams of a happiness,
that,being all of him, had concentrated her very nature
in his own. Be what it may,. the outpouring of her spi- §
rit’s idolatry of aught connected with the recollection of =
her false lover,—and strange to say, they never could
persuade her to believe that his breach of faith to her
was the impulse of his own heart’s free agency—and in-
charity we would deem not—her palpable worship of his
memory in the particular manner I have described. grew
into the confirmed habit of 2 mental aberration, that now J&
slightly and fitfully rose upon the hitherio placid serenity §%
of a quiet but surely comsuming grief. She had been
removed from her native village to scenes of gaiety and.
joyous variety to win her to forgetfulness—as they foadly
hoped a heart so young ' could be cheated to forget—but
it would not do. The home of her childhood, as it had
been the home of her love, was the chosen place alone
for her wounded spirit to weep,and dream,and decay over
the joys she had known,—and there at last. was she left
in peace to pass away from her earthly sorrow.—Ft-was
evident that the springs of existence were jarred beyond
the power of reparation, and it alone became the study
of those around her to smooth and soften her quick short-
ening path to her eternal, rest. ’
Poor Rosamund Gray! I almost fam;) I can see her
now as I used to look on her for hours, as she busied

. herself,whlle she was yet strong and capable of the exer-

and elastic form enfolded in its white morning robe, by
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the rose bush near the vine covered summer-house ; the
large cottage hat with its broad green ribbon in the hand
listlessly drooping by her side, as she supported her head
with the other against the white treliced paling, just as she
would rest herselfat times, from the stooping position of -
her employment. 1 see the full luxuriance of her glossy
light hair, as it fell in soft, and thick iv,aving, and curling
tresses over her beautiful neck and shoulders ;—and the
angel sweetness of those downcast features, whose love-
liness as you gazed upon them, involuntarily drew your
soul’s worship to that God who could create a being so

passingly lovely among the creatures of earth, rather
than take it to its kindred home among the angels in His
own bright and eternal heaven,

As I observed before, this sadly interesting girl became
as her frame and constitution bowedto a premature decay,
subject to fits of mental wandering, slightly perceptible
at the most, and merely displaying itself in little and pe-
culiar pursuits, and which though but trifting anomalies
in the ordinary routine of common place life, yet told too
surely of the hidden madness within. A characteristic of
this was, when the fit was upon her, her evening orisons
before the garden seat as noticed before ; and which was
to her, itisevident, the shrine of memaries waking alone
mto light from the burning fever of her own smouldering
heart. I have often strayed by her side along the bor-
ders of the beautiful and wide-spreading lake, on the
margin of which her village home was situated. A
steam packet which navigated the waters of this inland

ozean, passed in its course through two 1slands in the
far distance ; and from an eminence command_mg a view
of this channel, it was her strange and solitary pleasure
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to watch for, and contemplate the progress éf this vessel.
At night, particularly, she loved to do this;and to mark
the feathery sparks it flung liké a spangled meteor against
the darkened vault of the heavens, aslong as they were '
visible through the gloom of the lonely hour. It was from
this spot that she had gazed on a similar object, bearing

" the life pulse of her very being on its winged and fiery
speed, from the home and the heart which’ the partmg
with him now made so drear and desolate./

I used to notice, too, that, when after a long and silent
gaze, whose intensity then seemed not the natural pro-
perty of her soft, pale blue eyes, usually so sweetly gen-
‘tle and dreamy in their expression, 1 —and. when_the lumi-

* nous speck had passed away into the far distance from
the shadowed bosom of the lake, large tears would gather
beneath and roll fast from the full fair lids bent closingly
to earth over those beautiful orbs; and which seldom shed
their drops of sorrow at other moments,  She rarely, if
ever, wept or could weep ;—and it seemed tome her pe-
culiar choice in watchmg the nightly progress of the boat,
from some retrospective connexion with ' a chord. of her
writhing heart,which then unlocked the secret fountainsof
her silent anguish,—that it principally was attributable to
the relief it afforded | to the bursting heaviness of her
SOrrow.

When in' the house of worship, the venerable old
Minister prayed that the benevolent mercies of a com-
paW(_’/Provxdence would shed the balm of conso-
lation over the agony of a wounded spirit, and as he

" breathed the (Jprayer, kindly rested his pitying glance on
tr%eedmg heart in the pew beneath him, I remarked

- she would ever sigh with an expression so sadl y piercing
£ - o ’ .
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m its deep toned and melancholy respiration, that you
would imagine her soul had issued with it from her
lips.

This could not last. She had been confined to her.
bed for weeks, and her weakened nature was fast sinking
before its untimely decay. In the days of their happi-
nesd, her lover had presented her with a gift, then
much more costly and rare than at the present day—a
toy of some fanciful kind, with a musical movement
contained within it, and which with similar novelties he
had obtained in the course of his foreign travel. The

.air was a sweet and simple one,. and a favourite with
him who had conferred the gift. ~One evening, as her
fathersat in the th!wht stillness by her bed side, and
“afier a silence of hours—for even to the last she was
fitful—she surprised him when she suddenly and faintly .
expressed a wish to hear the melody again. The article
Jtself ha&lﬁng been laid aside, and kindly kept from her
. sight, eveh with her own concurrence. She was raised-
by pxl]ows to a sitting posture, and the music p]aced by
her request in her own emaciated hand.

Most people laugh at omena,-—and possxbly, reason
and judgement demand our doing so.~~The first part
of the air.was of a light and gleesome kind, followed
" by alow strain of peculiar and touuhmg sadnese and

which was smpcceeded in turn by a movement similar
in its joyousness to the first. Perhaps the mechanism
of the toy had been injured by disuse/—for when the
plece " had played to the last tremulous note of the'second
part, it audibly jarred aud ceased—and almgst at the
‘same instant dropped from the relaxed grasp of the life-

i
.
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Jess being who had’ held it—The spirit of Rosamund
Gray had departed with the sweet dying tones of that
wailing melody, which strangely seemed to identify the
lingering melancholy’of its trembling voice with the eloe-
ing sorrows of a BrRoren Love.

A PORTRAIT FROM THE LIFE

Perchance you've seen,
Reflected from some Gothic casement pane,
A beam of sunlight playing round the brow
Of a fair marble statue, gilding it
With wreaths of lustrous glory—
So it seemed
With the bright tresses of hér golden hair,
That pressed her polished temples,—yet so soft
And light in their luxuriance, one would deem
Them gleams of sunshine on the drifted snow :
Her e&ve was not the blue of heav’n’s high arch
To steal upon you—but it had the more
Of Heav'n’s own breathmg in the melting glance
.From its dark splendour, than'the host of orbs
That madden men in gazing,—for it shone,
Bathed as it was in love’s own liquid light,
IT.xke the reflection of a star from forth
The shadow’d depjhs of ocean—
' Qn her cheek,-
‘Where one would fondly think the boyxsh god,
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While hov'ring o’er its fairness, joy'd to show'r
The downy texture of his sparkling wings, ~ =
Sate the pure tinting of that Indian flow’r
Which blooms the loveliest in the broadest ray
Of daylight’s garish beaming, needing not -
The lamp’s bright lustre to the specious hue
Of art’s creation;—  °
Then the ruby red
Of her full pouting lip, that seemed to swell
- From the sweet pressure of some fervent kiss
Which love had lately stol'n, leaving the trace
*Of its warm moisture on the honied bed
‘Where he had revell’d, which the eye would deem
As opening rose buds steep’d in morning’s dew ;—
Her neck and beauteous bosom well becamé
The angel bearing of a lovely form,
Moulded as ’twere in nature’s happiest mood,
And stamped with proud perfection :—
Yet, this frame
Was linked to earth but by itsfrail mortali;y‘;
Subject to all the blighting blasts and storms
Of this dark world’s embondment—nothing more
To mark her of its kind—The purer part,
Her mind,-a spark of heav'n’s celestial light,
Pure as th’ immortal essence whence it shone,
Or the bnght beauty of the living lamp
. Of breathing loveliness, in which ’twas plac’
“'To light her onwards thro’ this vale of tears!
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'T asked them not from love nor thee,—

~ The drops which fall from pity’s eye,

LA MAGDALENA ITALIANA. .

Weep not for me,—thy tears are vain,

They only mock the fever’d brain
Which feels but its own agony.

7

The soothing voice of kindness now,

Alike are lost, I know not how,
On one whose heart can claim no tie.

Yet once that heart was warm as thine,—
True to each pulse.that fondly gave

Its all of heaven at passion’s shritie—

Ere frailty wept o’er virtue’s grave

"Twas crush’d as worthless,—aye and spurn’d,
God ! God !—I feel the madness creep
That in rhy soul that moment burn’d—
Oh! that like thee I could but weep.—

" For I had loved—as those ean feel

WV}axg live beneath the kindling'sun

.Of my own clime, whose fire doth steal

Into the souls it shines upon.

Twas worship then—’tis frenzy now, 7
\he thoughit—nay, turn not, shun me not,— o
hat tear drop on my aching brow ,

Hath waked a feelinglong forgat. g v
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And now my tears'mix fast with thine,
To find one heart still lives to share
The grief of wrongs so deep as mine,
That knows no future but despair.

'

/

- MOONLIGHT'.

* ————O'er the mountains brown
The cold round moon shines deeply down ;
Blue roll the waters; blue the-sky,
Spreads like an ocean hung on’high,
Bespangled with those isles of light
So wildly, spiritually bright:
Who ever gazed upon them shining,
-And turned to earth without repining,—
Nor wished for wings to flee away
To mix with their eternal ray.
- Siege of Corinth.

MoonticaT Scenery has ever been a favourite theme.
with poets and novelists; and though its ftequent deli-
neation by them has in a great measure dissipated its des--
criptive novelty, yet the sympathetic effect; which the

\,rcontemplatmn of its reality produces on the feelmgs will——
never cease to charm, and to retain its fascination.

There is a softened tone of expression given to terres-
trial objects by the mellow radidnce emanating from a

é}ear full moon, floating in the blue expanse of a cloud.
9
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. less sky, that is peculiarly pleasing ;- and which; I have’
often thought, resembles; in a figurative sense, the holy
light diffused by Religion- over the Christiani's: worldly
prospects ; and whose - chastemed lustre, ‘mildly: gilding
the obstacles in the path of his earthly pilgrimage, throws
a palliative veil over their offeusive harshness, which
enzbles him to behold and encounter them with a plea-
surable satisfaction.

When we ramble forth to enjoy the bewitching loveli-
ness of a moonhght night, we do so, generally, with a
pure and exalted mind. The baser passicns of our nature
are quelled and banished from the soul by the heavenly
influence of the' moment ; and while we contemplate the
tender repose of the landscape: arotind,” where all- seems
so still, so beautiful, and so happy,—a prototype; as it
were, of all that we are taught to expect of keaven,  we
are constramed, even m deepxte of rebellious thought, to
feel at peace with the world and with ourselves.

Itis, tco, inan hour like ‘this; that the fond endear-
nents of love—the soothing charms of friendship—wzrmly
appeal to the heart; and as memory turxs tosome absent

~ object of our soul’s affection—some dear prized friend

with whom we have often gazed with kindred rapture at '

a scene like that before us, we are tempted in the extacy

of a blissful retrospection, to exclaim m the beautiful and -
_ impassioned language of Moore—

“Oh ! such a blessed night as this, . . -
T often think if you were near, o

How we should feel and gaze with blisa™ - R ’
Upon the moonlight scenery here.” S §

LT
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- ¥ seidom -gaze on the Jovely-orb of niglit, slowly pur-
suing its course in silent majesty along-the arch of Hea-
ven, without being led back in thooght to the occurrences
of former ages, and, as a consequent reflection, the tran-
‘siency of mortality and its specious. vanities. . I reflect .
that the bright Planet above me has shone with undimi-
nished splendour from the hour of its creation, and has
poured its calm refulgence on a world whose surface has
been a continued shifting scene of person and event.—
Nations have sprang.up into opulence and power—King-
doms have been established, and flourished for a time,
and have alike declined and melted away,

‘ And, like thebaseless fabric of a vision,
Left not a wreck behind.”

Centary has succeeded century, bat to effect some

mighty alteration in things and circumstances ;—genc-

ration has succeeded generation, but to improve on the
systems of that which preceded it, and which are equally
as soon forgot in‘the darkness of oblivion—all here is
" changed and will still be changing, but that splendid

monument of divine skill, like the Alzighty hand

which fashioned it, will ever be the same, k

I once heard a friend who had travelled much,

and whose disposition ‘was-of an ardently romantic cast,
_observe, that the recollections of days gone by never
afflicted him so forcibly as on a distant moonlight view of
“the ruins of Athens.  He thought of the time, when the
moonbeams which then glanced lightly over almost inde-

finable masses of broken columns and fallen porticoes,

magnificent even in their decay, gilt with a silvery splen-
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dour the costly domes and stately temples where was con-
centrated all that was illustrious in the earth for science
and philosophy; and the instability of human grandeur
~was feelingly brought home to the heart, by the appear-
ance of a few sickly fires, kindled by barbarian_s in the
rudest state of savage ignorance, amid the smouldering
remains, and, probably, on the scite of some gorgeous
edifice, beneath whose frowning shade a Solon developed
the researches of human wisdom—or a Socrates incul-
cated his divine precepts of morality and virtue.

I was once deeply impressed with the contrast present-
ed, in viewing the same moonlight scene at two differen-
times and seasons. Making one of a fishing party in the
Upper Province—the theatre of our sport or rather opera-

tions was a small river that poured its tributary mite into
one of the great lakes.  After enjoying a day of ample

~ amusement, we resolved, more through frolic than neces-
sity, as it was a fine night in the earlier part of spring,
‘and the weather was uncommonly mild, to form an
Indian Camp.

Many of my readers, perhaps, are unacquainted with
the system of this species of Canadian bivouac—I will
briefly explain it for their information. . It consists
in simply "making a large fire, near which, with his
“feet towards it, a person sleeps, wrapt up in a blanket.
—In some instances, when rain is apprehended,
.. temporary branch huts are erected, and a blanket or
two thrown over the top. In the present case we did
the thing in style ; for we set fire to a large Tamarack
tree that had fallen from age, and which, from its
inflammability,” blazed and crackled in so stupendous a
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magner,_that it would have put as English boufiré to the
blush at its own insignificance. We 'saated ourselves at
a respectful distance from this “ patlour fire of an Ame-
rican backwoods man” ; and as'we had an ample suffi-
.ciency of that grand desideratum in sporting exeursions
—good cheer, the time flew swiftly-and pleasantly by, not
a little assisted, no doubt, by the exhilirating effects of a
well filled bottle of Cogniac,and some pr:une segars, Ihad
not indulged so freely as the rest,but had taken sufficient
_ tomake me feel somewhat uncomfortable. I could not
" sleep ; and throwing off my blanket,[ started up totry and
" walk my qualmishness off, if poésible. :

Our party had taken up their station on the green
sward bank of the little river before.mentioned, and from
which it continued gently rising-for some hundred yards"
“in-the back ground, until it abruptly swelled into an emi-
nence of no inconsiderable height, To this I directed
my steps, and with some difficulty scrambled to the sum-
mit.- My exertion was amply repaid by the singular beau-
ty of the prospect it afiorded. me, "illuminated as it was
by the light of a bright unclouded moon. The river, at
this spot, suddenly bent into a direction making nearly a
right angle with its former course ; and I stood fronting:
its strait progressfrom hence,as it gradually widened down
to its disemboguement  into- the lake,—~which took place
at a little more than.half a mile’s distanece from me. There
was a straggling hamlet-on its either bank,as it approach-

 ed the mouth, the ncat white-walled cottages of which
glitieréd.’ in the moonlight,that extended its pale brilliancy.
over an extensive tract of cleared land, stretching away be-
hind them,till bounded by the far forest,~distinguishable

9%
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by its dasky outlide, and where,in the open space i its
immediate vicinity, I'fancied I could discern indistinct
objects moving to and fro’, and which I'knew 6o be the
gambollings of deer.—These wild tenants of the ‘woods,
itis well known, often seek open fields and places when
the nights are light; where,secure from interruption,they
bound about, and enjoy to the utmost their short lived
emancipation from the gloomy retreats of the - forests,
where they usually keep in the day time. ’

“Fhe view down the river was along a silvery vista into
the vast expanse of the lake,whose surface,illuminated by
the moon beams, presented the appearance of a sheet of
molten silver , over which, as a relief to its pleasing mo- .
notony, a distant solitary schooner.with her white top-sails

_ glittering as, they shook in the passing night breeze, .

glided calmly on, and sected suspended m the transpa. .
rent element, :* The oocasiéi_ii‘Lfaint tinkling of a solitary
cow bell in the distance, as‘itg}ri,g;‘irer tempted to quit its
grassy- couch by the invi;iz:_‘gf’%f!%iness of the dew-sprin-
kled herbage, strayed careleésl; about; and the low shrill

" whistle of the night beetle, seemed only to enhance ‘the

lovely repose of a scene, the effect of which was so con-
genial to my feelings, that my indisposition of frame -and-
intellect was. completely banished and forgot. T sat
down at the foot of a tree, with my back leaning against.

« itg trunk, and continued to coatemplate the earthly Pa-

radise—as it appeared- in my estimation—before me, until
the setting of the moon, when,w:earied with watching and
the fatigue of the day’s recreation, I at last sunk into a -
sound sleep. I was roused from this in the early break

.of 'm%rning, by the shouts of my wandering companions
. ontihe bank below, who, missing me when they awoke,




o MOONUIGHT. -

were at a loés to conceive whither I had gone, or the oc- -
casion of my disappearance.

Some years after this, and two subsequent to the com-
mencement of the late American war, I was accldenmlly
obliged to pass near the place-in the prosecution of some
peculiar military duty. “Asthe satisfaction I had derived
from- the summer view of the adjacent country was fresh
in my remembrance, I wished to behold its winter ap-
pearance - - '

It was the middle of January, and- the sky and moon -

- had all the cold brilliancy of the arctic regions. . On Tre-
‘pairing to my former site of observation, the donti-ast
between . its present and fo;me‘i mien was. strangely af-
fecting. The merciless and ravaging hand of war had
been busy in this remote and hitherto peaceful valley ;—
A.band of ruthless Indians had swept through it ths
preceding autumn, marking their course with devastaticn
and violence. The white-walled cottages that once look-
ed so beautiful, were aow heaps of blackened ruins, hor-
~ ribly relieved by the dazzling whiteness of the snowy
waste around. The land,the river;and the lake—the two
_latter beingcovered with ice and énbwf—were blended into
a universal sameness—a dreary waste without one ob-
ject on which the eye could rest for a moment with a feel-
ing of gatisfaction. -The only animated coincidence with
the place and season, wasa solitary wolf prowling among
the ruined cottages. I marked him -well, as .emerging
from the dark shade of a pile of half burnt fragmentsinto
the moonlight glistening of the snow, that strangely set
off his gaunt frame, he proceeded slowly on to the next
abode of desolation. The yell of famishing despair which
he sent ﬁ)r/d'x at times, had an appalling ipﬂuence' on the
/.
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death-like stillness of the’ cheerless prospect around . and
the piercing rude gusls of the nortbem blast,as they howl- .

" edthrough the leafless trees,seemed as a mournful requjen
over the departed happmm of this once lovely spot; and
" as Lleftit, I could not refrain from breathing a sigh to’

the.sad demonstration it afforded of the uncertain basis

“on which worldly prosperity and peace are founded.
I will conclude this sketch with the relation of a little
tale founded on fact—the substa.pce of which is known in

Canada at this day. Being partially illustrative of the te-

nor of the foregoing remarks,will, I trust, be a sufficient

" apology for its introduction here.—About five and thirty

vears ago, a young Priest, whom I shall designate hg.

the name of St. Bernard, left France, his native oountry, N

the bearer of.strong recommeuda.tory documents to the
Iughest ecclesiastical dignitary in Canada.  St. Bernard
was the second son of a nobleman, who, though his Zax-
teur bore an inverse proportion to the scantiness of his-
financial possessions, yet,in the arrogance ofthat unbend-
ing pride which characterised the noblesse of the ancien
regime, deemed the choice of a commercial profe:sxon
for his sons, to supply the deficiency of pecuniary support
which he could not afford them, as derogatory to théir
high birth and blazoned ancestry. Their only resource
therefore was the Army or the Church— and inleroy
St. Bernard was educated for the latter. He, from mcF
nation would have preferred a military life; but his fathem
was connected with persons eminent in clerical dxgnu) g
and from whose powerful interest -he expected much%
- would be done in his son’s behalf; and in'due time he was | l
consecrated and ordained in the duties of hls sacred pro- \
Jession. : !
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“He was highly and lavislily gified by nature in mental

and personal‘accomplishments. With an uncommonly
handsome figure and prepossessing address, there was
combined in him a natural flow of almost irresistable elo-
quence,that prompted by a fervency of dispositinn, which
amounted to enthusiasm when its object excited either
admiration or interest, peculiaily fitted him for his vo-
* cation,

- He bid fair for the attainment of a dngmﬁed station in
canonical preferment, when the dawning horrors of the
Revolution arrested his advancement, and warned him
to escape ere the storm burst forthin in its utmost frenzy.
Taking an affectionate leave of his family, who were re-
tiring into Switzerlaad, as a retreat from the violence of
the approaching tempest, and to await its passing over,

" he, at the age oftwenty-seven, left his native for a foreign
land, selfexiled, and I may say an adventurer.

On arriving at Quebec, he presented his credentials,
. and they obtained for him the requisite attention and

effect. Asno immediate vacancy existed at the time, he
was, as a preliminary to further favour, sent up the coun-
try to a convent of Ursuline nuos, to officiate during the
1incapacity of their Chaplain, ‘who was lying danrrerously
ill at the time; and not expected to recover.

Tn this Convem\t@re was a young lady undergoing

her probationship as a [ay-sister;previous—to~ her taking

theveil. The choice of thls fair devotee had excited no
little interest and conjecsure it the time—She was born
of one of the first families in the Province; and at at early
age had been sent to France under the care of arelation,
10 receive her education. After an absenseof some years

i
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<he returned thence, one of the most accomplished, and
-I might add, the most beautiful of women. Many splen-
did alliances were offered to her acceptance ; butsgyhe-
ther it was owing to a natural apathy, or that- her heast
‘was not mterested she declined them all—and on her
mother’s death which took place a short time after her
return home, she declared her intention of bidding adieu
to worldly vanity and temptauou arid devoting the re-
wmainder of her life to the exerciscs of religion within the
gloom of a convent cloister. This was aresolution which
_grieved her survivinb parent,’inasmuch as it was totally
unexpcctcd by him. That his daughter;in the enjoyment
of that unbounded Lomage which rank and| beauty ever -
command,should thus, suddenly,from a mistaken devotxon
as he deemed, forego the pleasing advantages resultmg '
from their possession, and blight the bad of his fondest
prospects,” afflicted him in.no small degree. Remon-
strance and persuasion were employed to subvert her reso-.
lution, but without effect.. Her determination was firm,
and at the age of twenty one, in the dawn of a brilliant
zenith which is the lot of a comparatively few to enjoy, she
nmered the convent I have before alluded to, and was
in her noviciate when St. Bernard was attached asa tem-
porary aumonier to the gggabhsbment
Great effects, it is saxd, are sometimes produced from
trifling causes. 'The correctness of this apothegm .asap-
plicable to common place circumstances, Iam far from
disputing ,—-although it may seem a smculanty that the
mere incident of a change of individual in the office of
heir Chaplain should induce the inmates of a cloister to
become most wonderfully exact in their devotions. Cere
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tain it was,’ wfxether mﬂuenced by the graces of his fine
iormed pers“dn domptcuously attracme even thouo-h ar-
rayed ini the loose folds of a surphce, or fascinated by his
commanding eloquence, . the good sisters paid, the most
flattering atfention whewrever St. Bernard officiated- In-
deed, the elder Rdz"zeuse, and pnrtxcular]y the old Ab.
bess herself, could not' he!p calhrw in question the in”
considerate; as they thought provxdence of Monseigneur
at Quebec,  in’ sendmg S0 young and attra:cnve a'man to
superintend the spiritual concerns of the ﬁock under so
sacred a tharge, the youthful part of whom m:cmt, from
fae circumstance, be tempted to casta retrospecuve glance
of regret to a world whose en]oyments and endearments
they } had-alike resigned. But,be thisas it may, St. Ber-
nard worthily fulfilled his various duties as became their
sanctity; undlsturbed by the gaze of still sparklmg eyes
which he often’ detected ﬁxed on him, when the deep veil
of some kneeling angelic figure would be discomposed or
blown aside, whether-by accident or intention it befits
me not to determme, and blushmgly betrayed the truth,
—that its possessor, not yet perfectly purified from hu-
man - fmxity, had been absorbed in contemplauon ofthe .
c:eature miore than the Creator. )
“ We are not stocks or stones,” to use Corporal Trim’s
r'squence,—St. Bernard was doomed not long toretain.
his apathetical indifference to the kindling charms of ter--
restrial loveliness which daily met his view. _ Sister Lou-
isa, the lady I have remarked as undergoing her noviciate,
had ot bekeld: the handsome and accomplished young
fumenier with'a more unconcerned stoicism than.many -
f her companions. The impressive expression of his
Fashing dark eye, combined with the persuasive fascina-
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tion of his deep and mellow toned voice, elicited from her
an unconscious admiration ; ‘and which imperceptibly
gave way to atrain of feelings, that threw a -spell upon
her soul which she attempted to shake off i in vain,

She was possessed of strong and superior intellectual
endowment, but she possessed likewise a forcible inten_
sity of feeling, which had hitherto remained dormant in
her bosom ; but kindling now, despite of the imperative
obligation.she was violating, she felt for him all that a
‘woman’s soul can feel for the hallowed object of its fond-
est love, - : :

She was also gified with a person that was moulded
in all that we can conceive of the perfection of feminine

‘beauty ; and which cotild not be gazedon by the torpid
chill of agé unwarmed or unmoved—how much less then
by one whom nature and youth had endowed ‘with an

' impassioned-sensibility, and which,more heighteﬁed than
subdued by the restriction of a monastic life, would burst

_forth at times, when highly excited, with a fervour as
boundless as it was uncontrollable. He had seen her—
but it was only to add another to the /iﬂany testimonials
of human frailty in the dark record of moral obligation. He
felt himself drawn to the brink of a precipice, which he
vainly stfove to avoid ; and in the frenzied infatuation of
the danger by which he was menaced, he determined to
anticipate the fate that to him seemed inevitable.

Yet St. Bernard, althougn the child of passionate im-
pulse, was not altogether so subject to its sway, as to
blindly obey its dictates without a thought or presenti-
ment. In this instance, the authoritative arguments of
Religion,—the voice of reason with her calculating seve-
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3ity, were alike brought forward to combat the vehemence
of that which absorbed every faculty of his soul; but,
alas! the erring nature of humanity predominated : and
madly fb_rgetful of the respect which was due to his own
sacred character and profession, he was impelled by his
passion 1o trample on every tie and consideratioa that jz- .
terfered with its impetuosity. : o

The nature of the duties incidental to his sacerdotal
office, placed in his power the means of obtaining many _
interviews with the lovely Louisa, whose heart, though i:
+throbbed with a kindred impulse to his, vet revolted a:
the first mention of the course he proposed.  But if his
eloquence was seducing when employed on the commoa
place topics of life, it surely lost nothing of its fascination
“and effect when prompted 8)' the tender and soul-subduing
theme of ]ov:e—Suiﬁcejt to say, it was more than suc-
,cessﬁﬂ, ‘and an elopement to the United States was the
consequence. .

Seven years had rolled by, and were passed by this
‘“fond erring pair” in a delightful retreat on the banks of
the flowing Delaware. The maddening rapture of their
passion had subsided into a more serene, though not less
fervent, temperament ; and now, when its wild impetuo-
sity had given place to a more tranquil state of feeling,
retrospection, tinged /wfth a sensation approaching to re-
morse, would dwell in spite of thejr efforts to subdue or
dispel it, on the enormity of thejr equal transgression in
having violated the awfully sacred bond which had
bound them both.

It was in the evening of alate autumnal day, during
which both had been unusually agitated by reflections
like these, that they strolled into their little garden, to

10 :
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fose, if possible, the painful intensity of their thoughts in
centemplating the effects of the waning year on the de-
caying beauties of nature. There was a melancholy
r_:.\‘ptessionq in the withering aud blasted appearance of
shrubs_and flowers, whick but a few short weeks before
were in the height of bloom and brilliancy, that together
with the slight rustling voice ¢f the dry leaves which ‘the
sHghtest breath of wind showered down in profusion, and
which to a'troubled spirit would scem like the pensive
sighs of departed happiness—that jarred with a boding
Enell on the finer chords of souls susceptible to an ex-.
cess. Night came, and found them still wandering there
dejetted and silent,—it was one of those nights which

' W hén once impressed on the memory can never be for
goiten,

The moon shone with 2 sofliened ‘brilliancy; and the
faint blue sky illuminated by its mellow light, seemed al-
st transparent from its clearness and purity, and
rtrongly relieved a rugged line of dark grey mountains in
ihe distant horizon. - At the foot of these,-a lengthened
gieam of silvery light denoted that it slept ilxpon the bosom
of some lake or river. In the fore ground, the waters of
the lordly Delaware flowed silently on, the ripplings of
its surface gaily glittering in the dancing moonbeams;
and the emerging of a fishing boat into their silvery
brightress, from the dark shadow caused by the reffection
In the peilucid element of the masses of trees that in some
piaces crowded to the edge ofthe river, gavea delightful
“relief to its otherwise élacid monotony. As the eye van.
dered over an extent of country which lay eaveloped in
péaceful repose, farm houses and cottages from the glis-
tering of their white shingled roofs in the rays of the
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oo, were easily distinguishable,—some situated in the
midst of fertile and extensive fields; others peeping from
out the gloomy grandeur of dark forests.

The plaintive note of the American night songster—
the Whip-poor-will, as its faint cadence died away in the
Cistant echo, was the only break ‘on the stillness of the

"gcene, and seemed congenial to the feelings its lonelines
would naturally inspire. It was one of those moments of
mournfal delight, which in an indefinable language of
sysopathetic sensation; speak volumes to the heart. St
Betnard feltit such; and a long deep sigh which he drew
was echoed by one fully as expressive from her, who was
ieaning on bis arm. A kindred feeling actuated both,
though they knew it not.—After a lengthened pause; dai-
ing which their faculties appeared concentrated in the
prospect before them, St. Bernard broke silence,—‘ Lou-
isa, my love.”” he said, “in an hour like this, when
under its hallowed inspiration, I gaze on the angelic se-
venity of the scene around, enwrapped as itis in the charm-
ing illumination of that sweet planet above, and which
indeed makes it appear a terrestrial paradise, I am led
to think how transcendantly beautiful must that Heaven
be, which the same Almighty wisdom that framed this
comparatively insignificant lower world, has destinec
Jor those who, deviate not from the paths of piety and
virtue ;—and bright and happy as that Heaven Is, yet,
alas! T more than fear we have given cause for its por-

JIs to be forever closed against us.. There was a tima
#hen my Maker, and the divine perfection displayed
throughout his works, was a theme on which it was my
delight to expatiate. I was then free from the cotroding
reflections of a guilty conscience ; but now—oh! how I
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feel xiij:\tiéfs%picable‘state—bow unfitted I am to think or
speek of thatGod whom I have so glaringly offended.
~ There was a despairing agony in his tone and manner
as he uttered this, that impelled the conviction of its
truth as applicable to herself, with the celerity of an
.electric flash, to the heart of his companion in error.—
She was ever keenly alive to impulsive imptession, and
. from péculiar circumstances particularly so at this mo-
ment—It was too much for her tosustain, and she fell
senseless in his arms. Distractedly alarmed, he bore her
into the house, and by the help of strong restoratives
succeeded in recalling the spirit of being, which, when
_it was restored, seemed. in an unconscious agony to waver
in its beauteous tenement. Her health and spirits had
been much preyed on by previous mental agitation, and
the susceptibility of her nature being overcome by the-
shock it received, she was throws into a delirious fever,
from the lengthened sufferings of which she was in
appearance slowly recovering, when one fine day, 2
short time after she was able to sit up, she sunk into |
a lethargic reverie of some hours, her head reclining on
her lover's bosom. She at length suddenly roused herself
from this, and ir a manner which evidently indicated
the effort it cost her to assume, she addressed St. Ber-§
rard thus :(—¢ St Bernard"’  said she, " we have loved R
each other with a xehemence of passion that impelled
us to forego our every hope in earth and heaven.—We
bave loved—We do still love, and~ (la.ymg thertwmbhnc »
hand which was warmly clasped in: her’s upon her heart,)
we will ever love,—but it will be with that parity of feel.
ing which Saints are said to possess for those to whom g
they are drawn by ties of worldly passion,—But we must
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pan_.;nay, start not! nor think me harsh in proposing
thiz, our only means of reconciliation with heaven. I
.can well appreciate the painful sacrifice it will cost us
* both :—but there is an urgent, an imperious necessity for
this our last agony, w!uch admits neither of alleviation or
appeal.—Although we have both pecuharly and deeply
erred, atonement may not yet be too late; and for thar
there is but one slight glimmering of hope le& us—arising
‘from a sincere repentance.

“ In a few days I think I shall be sufficiently recovered,
and strong enough to bear the fatigue of a journey ; an
my resolution is firmly fixed—it is this—to return to the -
sacred abode whose holy protection and happiness I have -
alike forsaken ; there to expiate, if possible, my flagitious
defection. Jf, as I much fear, I am denied admission

i -—beneath its hallowed roof, there isa parent left, one who

B will not deny a refuge to his sorrowing and penitent
daughter, wherein to weep the remnant of her life away.
And you, St. Bernard”——but she could proceed no
further, for excess of mental exertion and emotion
brought on a fainting fit. ‘

I will pass over intermediate circumstances. -St. Ber-
nard accompanied her back to the Convent whence he
had seduced her to elope with him, and her reception
contradicted her fearful anticipations, The good sisters,
" imitating the benevolent mercy of him to whose service
they had devoted themselves, welcomed the repentant
sinner back again with an affectionate and forgiving kind-

- mess-to their community ; and the worthy old Abbess
shed mingled tears of joy and sorrow over the redovery of
this her favourite lamb which had strayed . fqom the fold

§ of her protection.

10*




182 2I0ONLIGHT.

She became exemplary for her rigid piety and devotion
—but her course of earthly expiation was soon brought
to its close. For, inone little year after her return,
the same voices which bailed it with joy and glad-
ness, chaunted almost inarticulately the funeral anthem
over her bier. She had mistaken her heart, when she
thought she could calmly relinguish its dearest impulse ;
and a lingering spark, in despite of her every effort to
quench it, consumed her quickly away—like the lurking
worm in the stem of some beautiful flower, which gnaws

_its way on, until its lovely victim, blasted by its ravages,
withering droops—decays away—and dies.

She made it her particular and last request to be buried
in a certain spot in the Convent garden which she pointed

_out, and which request was attentively complied with.—
They little surmised the real reason of her dying wish,
but attributed it to that strange caprice which influences

some in the Jast moments of mortal existence.—it was this
—in thisspot she had the first of her many interviews

_with St. Bernard, which ultimately ended in her ruin and
elopement. How unaccountably strange are the fond

_werkings of a woman’s bosom, so devotedly true to the
cherished object of its love, until the latest pulse of life
has throbbed itself away ! .

A simple slab of white- marb!e, wul_x/_glgm black cross 8

on its ejther side, denotes the spot where repose the re- g

. mains of the beautiful and unfortunate Sister Louisa.. It
hes often attracted the notice of strangers visiting the §
,Convent ; but a strict silence is abserved regarding the
frailty of her who sleeps beneath.
. As to St. Bernard, after delivering Louxsa up to her [
Corvent,. he repaired to Quebec, and throwing himmeclf |8
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at the feet of his former patron, the Bishop, declared
bis willingness to submit to and endure the most rigorous
punishment that could be awarded him; but the good
prelate to whose mercy he committed himself,felt that he
had been much to blame in exposing the youth and appear-
ance of the man before him to the temptations which had
led him astray ;—and further, his voluntary submission
and sincere repentance predisposed him to pardon, on
the condition that he devoted the remainder of his life to
the instruction of the Indians in a distant part of the
country—a proposal which St. Bernaid gladly acceded to,
And his conduct to the latest period of his life, (which
he lost in zealously undertaking to extend the Gospel to
a distant tribe of Sa./vages,) was such as could not but be
acceptable in the sight of that Providence whose delight
i3 in well doing. ' He was deeply regretted by “the poor

Indians among whom he sojourned, and to whom he in-
deed proved a blessing; and to this day, they cherish a
grateful remembrance of the good missionary, (as they
term him,) Father St. Bernard.




““Oh! droop not thus,”” she s2id, and tiew
To wake the strain I lov’d <o much,

Yet still the trembling harp-string grew
Less pleasing to her hurried touch ;

She tried her voice, but like her lute,
So faintly died each faltering tone,

That both at last seem’d doom’d to suit

" Their silent sadness to mine own.

« Alas! that I should fail to cheer
‘“ The gloom that hangs thy brow above ;"’'—

And, as she spoke, a glistening tear
Bedimm’d her glance of light and love ;—
‘ Yet since my song cannot impart
¢ "The spell of former witchery,
“ Oh! come to this devoted heart,
“ And I, at least, will weep with thee.”

Poor Lilla wept,—but all in vain
The tear drops from her angel eyes
Fell thickly, softly—as the rain
‘Will fall from clouds in summer skies
Upou some parched and barren spot,
Absorbing aHl its grateful dew,
Yet nothing changed in soil, andnot

The less a desert to the view.
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And thus with Lilla’s tears—they shed
No freshness o'er a burniug brain,
And tortured heart, which inly bled
Its crimson drops of anguish’d pain,
So rack’d with one dark thought alone—
The pang that would not—could not part
The baseness that was all its own, —
The ruin of ker trusting heart.

I know not ifshe lives to weep,

As once she wept—-poor blighted thing i
Yet if the dreams of memory keep

Sad vigil o’er the thoughts they bring ;—
Alas! those dreams must waken woe

Which fades not with the lapse of yedrs;
For time can never quench the flow

And darkling source of

Lilla’s tears.




TO EELEK-

T'hou art all beauty—to the eve

Of him, who fain would take from thine
One lonely beam of light and joy— .
Ohne little beacon-star to shine,

And show, that in the gloom of fate
ile is not wholly desolate. ’

"Thou art all beauty,—and I feel
chilling recklessness of aughi\
Teside thee in this world of ill,
fn eviry Hulse, and pray’r, and thought —~
Xlove so deep, it scarce is less
Than anguish in its wild excess.

Tiou art all beauty,—and onie ray

Of light ftom those resplendent cyes;
T chase my soul’s dark gloom away;
Ard bid my prostrate hopes arise,—
Would bless the heart T feel to be
Absorbing all this world in thee.




_EXTRACT

FROM THE JOURNAL OF A LOUNGER, =~

v

1 was up this blessed morning, October, 1329, bejure
six o'cleck, doing the amiable to a parcel of ladies who
- went to see the ceremony of conferring the black and
white veil on a couple of Novices, in the chapel of the
Ursuline  Convent in the good City of Quebec. The
mornring was bitterly cold ; and when we reached the
pizce the moon was still shining as bright and clear as
at midnight. My fair companions heartily agreed with
e in finding it a bote io trudge forth in the sharp frost,
and at this early hour ; but the grand incentive—curiosity
B —soon absorbed in itself the little discontent and grumb-
ling that was at first manj«feéied. We were among the
first in the chape!, and few,were yet there; and you may
| judge how pleasant it was to lounge in the aisles of 2
eoid church. still dark within, except where the occasio-
b 1al streaming of the glittering moonlight through the
white drapery of a tall window partially * touched the
fretted roof with silver,” and playfully reflected its bright-
ness down on the ehequered pavement beneath—and at
j times on the sweet soft tountenance of a very lovely little
gitl by my side, from the sunny light of whose fine lf-righ:
eyes I caved not to part in the chilling and cheerless
§ ginom around me, ‘
¢ Morning’s garrish ray,” however, intruded apace
upoxn the shadowy scene; and after a few preliminary
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arrangements, the entrance of a number of clerlcal func.
tionaries identified with the sacred ceremony, was quick-
" ly followed by the withdrawing of an immense black
curtain behind the lofty grate, formmg the angular sepa-
ration between the body of the church, and the detached
portion of it or chancel solely appropriated to and occu.
pied by the nuns, and of whom we could distinguish
through the grate 2 most goodly array within. The
cffect was now certainly imposing, as both parts of the
church were Jighted up ; and the splendour of the altar
and of the various robes of the individuals officiating
before it, were seen to the best advantage ; while through
the huge and gloomy grate, the eyé was carried along a
seemingly dim-lighted vista, and in which a great numbder
of the holy sisterhood were congregated.—I do not, nor
will I pretend to give a description of the ceremony that
followed, for I believe few in this country but are ac-
quainted with the customary forms attendant upon tak-
ing the veil,’ asit is termed; yet, connected with it,
there was a circumstance which affected me much, and
which I believe to be the most touching portion of it, the
ritual—T advert to that part of it where the Novice ap-
peared at the wicket in the grate, and in answer to cer-
tain interrcgatories put to her by the venerable and dig-
nified Bishop, pronounced a solemn abjuration of the
vorld—its fleeting joys and specious vanities.

I confess that however obtuse I am generally now to
these things, yet, whether it was the romanceful
feeling of younger and brighter days tinting my il{xagina_-
tion with its rainbow hues, and I but merely supposed
the thiug, or possibiy—it was really so—1I thought I ne-
ver heard the tones of a female veice with such interest
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and effect as in thisinstance. There was such astrange

" and'melenchaly fascination in then‘ sweet and silvery sofi-
ness—so0 tremulously sad, und yet so clearly zudible
thraughout the sacred stillness of the hallow’d place, apil
#a which they :breathed the emphatic words of a.volantary
doom almest as awful and relentless in.itself as the ene
whose fiat is thegrave -and eternity. And yet, dfiar
all, I was sorry to see -so ditile of sympathy displayed
around me by the female portion of the spectators.at-this,
eorindeed anypart of the ceremonial. . The affairseemed
to-be looked upon in the light.of a-mere spsctacle, .and
beyond this; the splendid fancy-needle-work, bqtdermg
the-muslin portion of the Prelate’s sumptuous. robes, .and
a fine handsome young fellow of a priest, appeared 10 «di-
vide and attract egual, if not more, attention from ‘g~ -
dies’ eyes around,” thanany object or proceeding :within
the-black grate. I would not have you understand meas - -
wishingto pay an ill compliment to-the finer feelings -of
ghegentler sex, knowing as T do, that at least they are
amateurs for the most part in the “ tender and pathetic*”
And, as far asrelates ¢o the bandsome priest, I givethem
credit for their taste. By the bye, in my own humble
cpinion, I perfeetly agree with that of all the young ladies
of my acquaintance, that no handsome man should be a
priest. All such should, if possible, bz d-afted into the
army; for, in truth, afine, handsome, menly-looking
young fellow is the fittest, and it may te adlid, the only
proper block for a red coat—being in appearcnce alike
creditable to the service and to their taitor,  However, I
but speak an opinion communicated in coniidence to me
ina pew at church last Sunday, by 2 pre‘iy dicle prudish
fairy, who, sirangely cuough, at the same e expressed

11
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& determination on her own part to marry none but a par»

"son!” Thisis at best but a digression—and once more

tothe argument—T here is something deeply and feelingly
impAressive'in the idea of a young heart’s voluntary aban-
donment of this world and the many tender and winning
ties that so fondly and closely entwine them together.—
To see the youug: the beautiful, and the gentle-hearted,
turning from the smiling sunshine and bloom of the
flower-clad paths of life, to seek the cold, and silent, and
cheerless inhumation of a dreary cloister ; and ifthat dark
and shadowy veil which has been placed over, and typi-
cally and virtually between them and the sunbright and
speciously beautiful world they have forever relinquished,
proves not indeed a ¢ veil of oblivion” to their hearts,
and memory broods in its ‘“ silent prison Lousc” over the
by-past loves and joys iden:ified with that world,—how
painful must its sacrifices and its consequent deep struggle
‘be ; and which can enly be subdued by a fortitude—ex-
emplifying that duty where exalted faith and good works
muyst render the high.priced offering acceptable ia the
eyes of that God to whom it is devoted.

N




TO HELEN.

There is a heav’n aborve,

" "'We must not—dare not doubt it,
Baut, oh! thy lodks oflove

- Seenrbliss enough without it :
Yet still, beyond the skies,

T oft’, in idle dreaming,
Believe the beauteous eyes

We lov'd will there be beam’ng.

las ! T know no light,

Sc pure, and bright, and holy,
As that which shines to-night
Q'er smiles that are mine solely ;
And, when convinced of this,
How plain the matter lies, love,

“ Where ignorance is bliss,
“T'is folly to be wise,” love.
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THE YOUNG CUIRASSIER.

A SONG.

Oh! lady,’look forth from thy bower,

And list to'the trnmpet’s foud swell,

Foxx\\it wakes in this lone silent hour

The wail of a lover”s farewell —

I go from the light of thy smile, fove, -

To the b}ood-crunsoned war fields of Spain

And a strange dreaming voice all the while; fove,
Says 1 never wiil see thee again.

\

v

And kere is thine own true-love t(xker, )
As bright asmy moon-silvered crest,— =

The pledge of a faith never broken ;’

It isclasp’d io this mail-covered breast :—

Thy feir hands in fondness entwin’d it

From the plume waving now to thee here,*
And a pray’r from thy pure heart bath shrin’d it
Over that of thtne own Cuirassier. .

Thro my corslet of steel, hark! how lcudly ¢
That heart wildly beats to be free, i
And the eycs, which on others bend proudly,
In tears look their last gaze on thee :—

* Alluding to a custom in the earlier days of French, '

Chivalry, for ladiesto weave a cross from their lovers’ hel-
met plumes as 2 love-spell in the battlefield.

)
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Again—to the night-breeze is given
The war-note which sounds forth my knell,
I part=—Dbut to meet thee in heaven,
God, shield thee, my true love I—Farewell!

And swifily thro’ peril and danger ,
The young soldier spurr’d his bold steed,
From his home to the land of t}?e stranger—

From his true love to combat and bleed ;

" And still to that lov'd one he-cherish’d
His faith in a brightened career *
To the red field of strife where he perished,
The young and the B{ave Cuirassier.

)
|
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THE UNFORTUNATE.

*Tis a strange casting of men’s destinies,
That some should tread a path bestrewn with flow” rs,
A sunny heaven forever smiling on them ;
Whilst others doomed to grope their devioys way—
Thro’ tte dark shadows of a louring wofld—
* Their span between thé cradle and the grave
A mingled scene of sorrow, sin, and suffering !
- My own MSS.

ration toan intimate friend,- rcsiding in one of these

romantic little vdlages that adorn the banks of the St. .

Lawrence, between Quebec. and Montreal. '1 here was-
a profusion of wild and» magmﬁcent scenery in the.
neighbourhood, and my usual and almost only recreation-
was to ramble with my sketch book in my hand, and
delineate the different points of landscape that excited my
admiration.

In the daily walks I used to take in the prosecution of

- this favourite pursuit, 1 frequently met with a young man

of a sickly, care-worn appearance, whose emaciated fi-
gure and visage, though the one was arrayed in what ap-
peared to be the shabby remains of former gentility, and;
the once handsome features of the other were strongly
marked with a ghastliness of expression, asifthe ravages
of sickness, poverty, and despair, had combined to trace
their workings there, yet evidentl; denoted their pos<

¥ once happened to be on a summer visit of some du+- &

A el .l A A A ma  ama AT
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possessonr‘ to be something above the common class,

I seklom saw him other than reclining under the shade
of some wide spreading tree, and lost, apparently, ia
a sort of apathy er lethargic indifference to exterior
objects. )

I could not account for it, but this poor stranger inte~
rested me in an uncommon degree. - I made onqduy
concemmgfﬁxm in the vxllage but nothing more was
known than that he had arrived there about a fortnight
before, seemingly worn down with ill health and fatigue ;
and being too weak to resume his journey had remained
there ever since.  Disappointed in oltaining the infor.
mation I sought -—not from .the cravings of an idle

curiosity, but a heart-felt wish to ulleviate, if in my power,
the complication of aflictions under which this child of

T . Bl L .
“sorrow, it was more.than probable, was ]abourmc,—i

detenmned on acqumz'n‘ a personal knowledze of him the
, ﬁrst opportumt}——and which occurred shortly after,

"It was a: fine still summer evening, and he was half
Slttmg,half reclining at the foot ofa large maple that grew
on the river’s bank, when ¥ accosted him with a common,

o place salutation, of which he took no notice, till on its.
repetition, slowly raising his head to observe the person?
“addressing him, he returned it in a mild but rather petu-.
- fant'manner, as if he considered: it an intrusive civility,
. wnd then sank into his customary listlessness. Not-daunted
however by the repulsive indifference he displayed-towards
me, T seated myself by his side, and aft:r making a few
trifling observations merely to engage his attention, and to
which he paid but little heed, I at length ventured to re-.
mark on the unhealthiness of his appearance—my doubts.
2510 the possibility of his receiving the care and attention
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80 requisite to one in his situation, in the humble ahode j
where helodged, (for it was one of the poorest in the place) gy
—at the same time delicately intimating that if the re. ¥
duced state of his finances was the cause of his seeking
refuge in the dwellings of poverty, my services in a pe- g d
cuniary point of view were élédly“at his command. g b
There was a soothing kinduess in my toncand menner [ A
—for I was indeed prompted by a sincerity of fecling—that B he
roused and singularly affected him. - Ii seemed to touch f b
achord in his heart that hed long ceased to vibrate—that B
the dormaucy of his chilled feelings had been shaken off S
at the awakening voice of sympathy and friendship ; and las
although at the offer of pecuniary aid, the hectic glowof [§ cit

offended piide sufiused his wan countenance for a mo-

ment, it was but a iomentary excitement,—and I thought the
—though I might probably have been m:istaken—that I ob:
perceived a tear trickle down his sallow cheek. Aftera pos
short pause he replied, ““I thank you warmly for the kind or .
-eommisseration, which, as a stranger, you have shown it s
me, and the compassionate bbenevolcnce of your offer.— 7 53.5
Yam far fron: being well as you may pleinly sce; but the L
people with whom I live, though poor, are very good and e ot
attentive to me, and as far as theiv humble means extend ; ben
to make me comfortable, I hive no reason to complain.— g oy
I decline your kinduness,—%r which, nstwithstanding, ox
accept my grateful acknowledgements,—becanse I feel  bus
confident it would benefit me nonz.” ¢ tos
After this introductory inteiview, our acquaintance be- | that
came graduaily more intimate fioin subsequent meetings; - . ture
at which,when .oused at times from the deadened reserve g me
that enveloped his faculties, he woulld discourse with flus o«
ency on topizs that embraced un extensive knowledgeof § wan

3

bi
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toe worid, and which astonished me on account of kiz
youth, for he was not seemingly past his twenty-Gih
year. '

It was withregret ¥ perceived, instead of mendincg be
daily. grew worse. His visits to his accustomed hapnis
became less frequent, till at last they entirely ceased.—~
And conjecturing—truly as appeared in the séque!——that
he atlast had sunk under the beasy weight of nental and
bodily affliction by which he was oppressed, I resolved ont

laying a flse delicacy aside, to seck-out this child of
sorrow in his wretched abode, and administer that conse-
lation and relicf, of which, from the nature of exis’sing
circumstances he could not but be destitute. :
On arriving at the shattered tenement which containzd
the object of my solicitude, and which was situated in aa
_ obscure part of the village, and at a glance denoted the

poverty of its possessor, ¥ was shewn iato a small closet
or rocm, ifit deserved the name, so confined in space tha€
it scarcely admitted of an old broken chest and chair, that
besides a miserable bed, comprised its only furniture.— -
He was sitting at the litile airhole that served as a windaw
to this miserable apartment, and which was open for the
benefit of the fresh air.  His back was turned to me on
‘my entrance ; but the lifiing of the latch—which from
some cause or other was attended with more noise and
bustle than common—caught his ear, and turning round
to see what ocgasioned it, a gleam from the settinz sun- at
f that instant shot into the place, and falling across his fea-
E tures, displayed a death-like alteration in them that struck
me with surprise and alarm.

“AhY is it you?” he exclaimed with a faint smile that
waned into a bitter expression—* you are welcome, tho*
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¥ wish I could bid you so in a happier situation diid more
imposing circumstances; but as it is, I repaat you are

welcome,—for I was wishing much to see you.”—1I seated
myself on the broken chest, and at once explained tho
motives of my visit. I represented the urgent necessity
there was for his haviug immediate m=1lical assistance;
and announced my intention of sending off to the next
village (this being too poor to maintain a physician,) to
procure itas soon as possible; and in the meantime, re-
meve bim where he would enjoy more attention and ac-

commodation.  Afier a silence of some minutes, during
which his enfeebled frame trembled with an excess of
emction, he took my hand, and fervently pressing it, re-
plied,—" Your goodness almost overpowers me, but it
would be of iittle avail were ¥ to allow of its being put in
practice. T {eel that I am past the skill of Hippocrates,
were hie on carth; and can medecine assuage the anguish
of a broken heart? As tothe little remnant of a misera-
bie existence that is left me, it matters not how or where
it isspent. And for your benevolent intentions towards
- a poor destitate being in a foreign land, may you be re-
warded here and hereafter.

And itis probzble yon will not think your sympathy
misplaced, when I give you a brief abstract of my short,
but eventful pilgrimage through, what has indeed proved
to me in the fullest sense, a world of sin and suffering,

ITreland is the land of my nativity ; and in one of the
large manufacturing towns in the northern purt of that
kingdom, I drew my first breath ; and I had scarcely en-

tered into being ere I was an orphan.  There were cir-
cumstances connected with my father’s death, which
took place but a few days before 1 was born, that befits

¥
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me not to mentiion kere, but suffice it 10 say, they were
to me the cause of a prematare existence. And my me-
ternal parent lived but to sec and bless her unfortu-
pate offspring, whom she brought forth under the most
trying aud heart rending afiliction, when her mild spirit
winged its flight from this changeful word to a better,
and I was left in forlorn hclplessness to the compassionate
mercy of strangers. Fertunately in a manner for me,
my father’s partuer in trade—(for he was estensively con-
nected in a commercial way)—was a man largely endow-
ed by beaven with the finest feeling of humanity. He
pitied, and took charge of @y tender infancy ; and prom-
ised that from him I should cver experience the warm
affection of a parent—And in tzuth he sincerely kept his
word. I was not left so destitute asto be an incum,
brance on the generous benevolence of my self-constituted
guardian ; for the industry of my father had secured me
an ample sufliciency to suppoit a gentlemanly sphere,
had not imprudence, znd I may add, misfertune wasted
1

it to its last shilling.

I was placed, when at g proper 2ge, at a public Ser min-

ary, where no ezpense was spared cn my cduc atien ; and

k]

remained thers soine years, and was to have stoid for 2

Jonger period, when oy guerdian intended to place mein
his counting Loure, zud finally, when qualified Fy cge and
experience, to admit me ws partaer in the concern, to
whose capital a pert of my fertune would ke jetned.—
These werc his viewrs regerding P_‘, future prospects and
profession iu Hfe, sl whici b n explained to me af-
ter my comprehensics oo nainte crough to appreciate
them, Dut they ware Linied by a waywardness of dis-
position cn my perty fo0 070 he was in a nieesure, alcx;s
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Mlamezble. As I remarked ‘before, he was evor Kind-
1y cfiecticnate ; but ihc,v.':xsmdulgemto a prejudicial de-
jgree at aperiod of life when the fostering hand. of paren.
aad restraint was more ‘than necessary ‘to check the grow-
dng impetuosity of opening passions,

‘From a mistaken fonduess, I had the command of mo-
:néy atan early age ;:and ‘habituated to having ‘my most
.Tapricious wishes gratified, and anknowing ‘of either ad.
saoonition or contrcyl, itis ot to be wondered at, that
‘when-at length they were made-use -of, I-should-revolt
from and set them &t defiance,

‘Our academy being situated -in'the vncmxty -of-assea-
port, T became acquainted with a -nuwber-of young fads
-about-my age, HMidshipmen -in a-Man-0f-War ‘then ‘lying
‘there. -Asmy allowance of pocket ‘money was.liberal-in
‘the exttreme, and the-screrity of school -discipline-was:by
“special “direction rejaxed towards ‘me, T ‘had ‘both ‘the
~means and onpnrmni:y»o!‘ joining their wild frolies.

I soon zequired a partiality for their way-of life, which
was determined by a Iletter of remonsirance from -my
‘guardian,in consequence of a fepresentation made tohim
‘by the hezd master of the scheol, stating the increasing

‘irregularity of my conluct, and ebserving ‘that if T.was

v

C
not to be s bjecic:; to the usual regulations of the estab-

lishment, he declined all further charge ofme. T imme B
diately wrota back in answer, sarcastically thanking him
for the interest be took in my welfare, and observing that
‘being tired of seio2l, and nuzinus o(‘emb\;aci*x:r an active
profession, 2s Wy insiinatisus were directed to the ‘Navy,
requested him o fovor ora bv his concurrence and
int;:r 5¢ 11 oblaining mic an / voity warrant ; adding,
that if be did nst think proper ts doso, I would take the
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liberty of choosing and acting for myself. The result of
this procedure was a ready compliance; though, not be-
fore he had affectionately pointed out the advantages I
would forego by the step I was about to take, and the
great disappointment of the sanguine expectations he
had entertained for my future prosperity. But perverse-
ness and self-will caused me to turn a deaf ear to all he
said, and I launched forth on my career, if not with his
approbation, yet with his blessing.

At the age of fifteen, I entered as a Midshipman on
board a frigate belonging to a squadron under sailing or-
ders for the East Indies. -Tdid not take leave of the man
who had been the fostering protéctor of my infancy and
vouth, and who, if he erfed in the duty which he had vol-
untarily assumed, did it from a pardonable motive, witk.
out feeling a compunctious conviction that the obstinacy
{ evinced in opposing Mis wishes was but ill requiting the
paternal tenderness which ever actuated them.

. Our.voyage out was rather tedious; and I must con
fess my nautical ardour was somewhat abated by the tam--
ing effect of a long confinement on shipboard. And 1
found by experience, that a sailor’s life there, and the
one he leads ashore, are rather different. thi;:gs. How-
over, we arrived in safety at Bombay, which was our des-
tination ; and remained there but a short time, when a
circumstance oceurred which was the cccasion of my
being exposed for a time to the buffeting tempests of ad-
versity in their wildest forms.

Our first lieutenant wds strongly suspected of having

} connived, whilst he had the command of the ship, during
the absence of the captain ashore, with the person, who,

s contractor of ‘works, furnished timber and different

- 12 ‘
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stores for the ship’s use, allowing inferior and damaged
articles to be substituted for the proper sort.

A Court of Enquiry was ordered to examine into the
affuir, at which I was called upon to give my evidence
respecting the delivery of some of the articles in ques-
tion, which in some point of duty I had superintended.
Bat from a deficiency of proof to substantiate the charges
brought against him, or some other cause, he was ac-
quitted with a slight reprimand. But from that hour I
became the victim of his perseciltion ; as he regarded
my testimony as tending to ctiminate him; and he ne
ver left an opportunity pass without making me in some
shape or other feel the weight of his implacable resent.
ment, ’

This wids both galling and mortifying to my haughty
spirit; and it would break forth at times, but only te
provoke fresh indignities and insult.

At length, asif fate ordained that my unfeeling op-
pressor should have me completely in his power, he re.
ceived the command of a vessel ordered to sail on some
particular service to Bencooleen in the Island of Suma-
tra; and 1 was among those drafied out of our ship to
accompany him. Our voyage thither was to me a con-
tinued scéne of tyrannic oppression : But it was decreed
_ that matters should soon come to a crisie—One after-
woon I w:is ordered to man the pinnace for the purpose
of taking my persecutor ashore to the Fort, and to await
his return.  On coming ‘back to the boat, he was evi-
dently intoxicated, and, as was‘xs usual nractwe, ﬂndmfr
fault with my arrangements, without the slightest reason
he cemmenced abusing me in the grossest and most out-
ra-gchs‘ﬁxa,nner', and eoncluded with striking me across
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the face with his rattan. My temper was sufficiently
heated before by the wanton brutality of his language,
but this insult, given as it was before the whole boat’s
crew, was too much for me.to bear, and irritated o a de-
gree of madness, I seized a boat hock and streiched him
senseless on the sand. Although this was but the work
of a moment, yet the consciousness of the offence I had
committed against the laws of discipline, and the punish-
ment that inevitably awaited it, flashed as instantancously
across my mind ; and throwing down the instrument of
my vengeance, I fled into the country, and concealed
myself until the vessel sailed, which she did shortly after,
—her detested commander yet suffering under the ef
§ fects of the blow I had given him. He caused a strict
8 search to be made for me, znd even went so far as to of_
E fer a reward for my apprehension.—But I continued to

elude his vigilant pursuit, and bafffed his every astemp®
to get me again into his power. '
After his departure, I was put to many shifis to avoid
¢ falling into the hands of the English belonging to the set-
tlement, lest they might seize me 25 a deserter, and give
f me up to the next ship as such. I became wearied with

| skulking about among the natives, depending on their
] charity for a precarious subsistence, and at last made my
f escape to a Batavian trader lying in the offing. My
services were accepted ; and I became a kind of slush
k or cabin boy. I will pass over the three subsequent
| years of my life, marely observing that they were replete
 with misery and suffering. I fell into the hands of Ma-
b lay pirates, who spared my existence but to waste it with
£ cruelty and torture. Escaping from their sanguinary
f clutches, and after wandering from clime to clinrie, expe-
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riencing hardship in its every form and situation, I once
‘more trod my native soil, and breathed the air in which I
first drew being.

My guardian was shocked by the toil worn alteration
in my appearance, but the happiness of seeing one whom
ke had given up as lost, counter balanced this; and the
affectionate attention received under his hospitable root,
soon recruited the exhaustion of my health and spirtts.—
After I had recovered from the effects of my wandering”
life, he earnestly proposed my acceding to his former
wishes for my establishment. Although he fancied the
buffets of adversity¢had something fretted my self-will
away, yet in this he was mistaken: The obstinacy of my
disposition had been bent to the dust, it is true, by the
trials I had undergone, but its spring of action was ne-
ver broken.— :

And when the dark clouds of misfortune had gone by,
and the smiling sunshine of prosperity again brightened
on me, its renovation kept pace with my weakened

frame, and both alike regained pristine vigour, and even

more hardened than before. I was determined to have
my own way still; and abhorring the confinement of a
civil profession, and from past occurrences feeling no rel-
ish to resume my naval career, my thoughts turned to
the army ; and I purchased a Cornetcy in a regiment of I
Dragoon-guards thien stationed in Dublin?

‘Owing to the independence of my finances, I was ena-
bled to launch forth into a style of living that approcched
extravagance; and which far eclipsed my brother offi-
cérs, who werg:g.onﬁned to little beyond their pay alone,
compared to myself. Asmay naturally be supposed, this

excited their envy ;-and produced a system of conduct in [§ -
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them which involved me in many disagreeable conse-
quences. And the willfulness of my temper being attri-
buted to a vanity arising from pecuniary superiority, they
‘- found no difficulty in brandin‘g me with the distinction of
a purse proud upstart. The Captain of my troop was a
_widower, and had an only daughter nearly my ofn age.
She was beautiful and accomplished, and I was not in-
sensible to her charms. Being muckh. in each other’s
company, an intimacy tock place which socn ripened to
a tender, and what I fondly believed, a mutual attach-
ment. And I hac aiready began to cherish dreams of
the felicity which a union with-my beloved Maria would
bestow, when that fatality which seemed to have hung
over me from my birth intervened, and dashed- the cup
brimmihg with anticipated happiness from my lips.

At a galz-ball given at the Castle, Maria danced with

a young officer who had formerly been my unsuccessful

rival in her affections ; and had ceased to pay her hisad-
dresses till this unfortunate night, when he resumed his
assiduities in a manner which convinged every one that
to pique me was his only object.

His attentions seemed to please her, or at least I fan-
| cied so, for love ever beholds its object with a jealous re-
| gard: and out of a ridiculous spite, wishing to mertify

her if possible, I attached myself to another lady, to
B whom I transferred my attentions, and paid her the
f most marked indifference and insulting neglect. This
did not pass unnoticed, (—for the relation in which we
stood to each other was generally known,)—and partie-
ularly by the father of my dear Maria. He apparently
‘B felt deeply my treatinent of hisdaughter, and which, in-
P ccod, was deprecated by all who observed it;
' 13*
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When the ball concluded, as I was handing out my
partner to her carriage, I passed Maria as she sat in the
recess of a window, solitary and deserted by the flippant
coxcomb who had occasioned the change in my conduet.
She was pale and agitated ; “and there was a reproachful
ez:pressxon in her tedrful exes as she turned them upon
me, which cut me to thé very soul—I felt that I was
wrong, and hoped, yet doubted to make her ‘reparation.
1 remarkéd before, that h(er father was deeply incensed
at my/ ncons1stcnt conduct and, fatally for him, he had
séorran opoortumty of makmg this known to me." ‘

The day following the’ ball our regiment was reviewed
in the Pheonix-park, and perfonnednanumber of evolu-
tions. 1In that of charging by squadrons, some confu-

“sion took place, which was attributed to a false move-
ment by the troop to which I belonged, and wa’s warmly
reprehended by the Colonel on the spot.

At the mess-table in the evening, after the cloth was
w 1thdrawﬁ and superior officers had retired, the affair
was mn“a.ése\l and condolence began to flow in on my
Captain for the mortification of the reprimand he had re-
ceived. When, smarting with a twofold indignation,
and looking sternly at me as he spoke, he replied ¢ that
such an occurrence need not be a matter of wonder
when a beardless jackanpes, who had more pretensions

- thar wit, and could scarcely, tell the difference between
a bridoon and a Hdgter-pipe, should by his presumptu-
ous corceit, interfere with, and thwart the commands of

his 'superior oﬂic‘e-r, and subject him to be rated for i/t/s

conséquer.ces.” /
Although the ostensible tenor of his allusion was \7’1th »

out feundatios, 1 plainly percened his dr‘ft/ w as to/ﬁx 2
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quarrel on me for what had" passed-the -evening before.
I would willingly have passed it over, did I not consider
_that to pocket so glaring an affront as his inuendo impli-
ed, would subject me to unpleasant suspicions from those

around. I therefore retorted his observation with severi- -

ty ; and being both heated with wine, a short but vocife-
rous altercation ensued, which teriminated in his giving
me the lie, and throwing his glass into my- face. What
was to be dome P—there was no alternative.’ Forgetting
that he was the father of my offended Maria, and frantic
with;rige, a challenge was immediately given, and as
1mmed1ately accepled and decided on the spot. We
fought across the table ; and firing together, his brains

were blown out over the room, and I was shot through

the body !

After a lapse of many weeks, whxch was a blank in
my mental and a continued - excruciating agony of my
physical existence, I awoke to the heart. rending reflec-
tion, that I had deprived the aimable object of my fond-
est affection—the being in whom my very soul was con-
centered, in an unguarded moment of intoxication and
passion, of a parent—and I may say of her reason to-
gether. Think you a reflection like this affects me
lightly, now that I am standing on the brink of eternity ?

As soon as I was enabled to bear it, my tnal came on, .
and a short imprisonment was awarded me asa punish-
ment. : %
Although popu]ar opmxon was divided-cn my case;.
and I had been acquitted in a manner by the laws of the
land, yet am accusing spirit within countinually whispered

rae that d]‘i’had ‘ndt been right with-me,—that excessive
folly on’my part was the blameable origin of this melan-
choly catastrophe.

e et e Aot e
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When I was perfectly recovered from the effects of my
wound, and liberated from the dreary confines of a pris-
on, I sold my commission, and went to the Continent,
And to drown the bitter pangs of remorse, I plunged in-
to the aliuring dissipations of the French Capital; and
for a time retrospection was lost in an excess of riot and
debauchery. h o

Among the number of my gay companions, there was
one whose fascinating manner influenced me so much in
his favour, that .with him I became unusually intimate.
This young man, it seems, *was deeply implicated in a
conspiracy against the government, and their seditious
designs being betrayed by the treachery of one of their
number, he, with several others, was arrested; and I,
from the known intimacy of our friendship, being sus-

‘pected for an accomplice, was also seized and thrown in-

to a dungeon. I languished for some months unnoticed
and forgotten, until by chance an opportunity offered of
addressing the English Ambassador in my behalf; and an

investigation taking place, my innocence was completely

proved from the testimony of the imprisoned conspirators
themselves, and I once more 1egained my liberty.

In the dreary loneliness of my solitary cell, where I
was forced to think from the absence of ought that could
divert my thoughts, I could not help reviewing the past
occurrences of my life—and I did so with the sincerest
feelings of contrition. 1 resolved if ever I obtained my
freedom, to endeavour to make an atonement if possible,
by my future conduct. On my liberation I'diré’ctly quit-
ted Paris and its vortex of allurement aad crime ; and
Lastened to that paternal roof, which in all my follies and’

berrations from rectitude had never refused me a kind
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and welcome shelter. - To its delighted master I made
known my intentions, and my willingness to accept the
kind offers he had before this repeatedly made without
success. Suffice it fo say, after a year’s probationship,
during which with indefatigable industry I had acquired
an ample share of commercial knowledge, I was admit-
ted a partner in"a-concern which bore no mean character
in the mercantile, worId, and in its interests I embarked
the remnant of my once ample fortune; and which
now even in spite of the encroachments of dissipation
and extravagance was far from being inconsiderable. I
was quickly afier sent to London, to act as agent theie
for our house : But this last step was destined to put the
finishing hand to the climax of my destiny.

I had been but a very short time in the English Capi~
tal, when I unfortunately met my Parisian friend,—who
having escaped from prison, came over to London, and
kept a gaming table for 2 maintenance.

This man resumed his influence over me; and by de-
grees drew me into a love of play. I was unsuccessful,
which only served to stimulate me to perseverance ; and
after losing large sums which I bad at immediate com-
mand, possessed by a frenzied déspair, I continued to
draw on the extensive credit of our firm until our bills
were protested. Bankruptcy of - course followed ; and
myselfand my ill-fated partner and his family were re-
duced to-poverty, and ruined beyond redemption. My
first and only interview with him after the heavy misfor-
tune which my umgrateful extravagance,—to call it by
its mildest term—had drawn upon him, was to me a
greater trial than I had ever yet endured. I would not
have voluntarily dared to meet the man to whom I had.
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) n‘mde so-base a return for all that "he had done for me;

but on the first intimation of the sad disaster, he had
posted to London with the hope of finding things not so
bad as they. were reported, but alas! he was cruelly dis+
appointed. He sought me out, and the parting admoni-
tion he gave me pierced my very soul. ¢ Young man,”
said he, “ I come not here to upbraid you with the mis-
fortunes you have brought on me and mine ; for that
and the preceding"f’nfatuation of your career, and which
has marked your progress through life, I am in a great
measure blameable.—My heart was smitten with compas-
sion for the helpless offspring of those who were dear to
me as my own soul. I adopted you, reared you with the
tenderest affection, but through a-mistaken sense of that
affection a wilfulness of disposition was fostered, the first
fruit.of which was an open opposition to the. kind adme-

nitions of one who had your welfare sincerely at heart. .
"T'he result of that step I need not dwell on now, it was |

almost more than an atonement for the unnatural feeling |

by which it was actuated. But I will proceed no far-

" ther.—

For what you have done, may God forgive you, as I
do from my soul ; and may it be a warning to your after
life.” )

Had he breathed revilement or abuse, I could have
borne it with a callous indifference ; but this appeal to
my better feelings was too much for me,—the ingratitude
of my conduct appeared in its blackest colouring, and
overcome by the poignancy of my thoughts, I gave vent
to their burning anguish in a paroxysm of tears. My
resolutlon was quitkly formed, I embarked in a vessel
bound to bouth America, with the intention of joining

thi
re
tig
the
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the Patriots there ; but in this expectation I was frustra-

ted. Our ship being old and seaworn, foundered within
» week after leaviag the land. Aud I, and a few more,
escaping in a boat, after being tossed about in a stormy
ocean for a number of days, and nearly perishing with
" fatigue and hunger, were picked up by a brig bound
from Madeira to Quebec. The agitation of mind 1 suf-
fered, together with the hardships I had recently endur-
ed, combined to undermine my constitution, which at
last gave way ; and by the time we arrived in Quebee, 1
was nearly expiring under the effects of a slow fever. I
was put into the Nunnery Hospital there, from which at
my own request;, I was discharged whilst I was yet con-
valescent. I had aceidentally heard of an old school-
feilow, who was well settled in a military department ia
the Upper Province, and I resolved to make my way up
to him if I could ; hoping, that as he was reckoned a man
of some consequence there, he would befriend me for
old acquaintanee-sake. As my finances were but very
scanty, from.motives of economy, to save the expense of
the ordinary conveyance, I set out on foot to travel up to
Montreal, and had arrived thus far on nry journey, when
the over exertion of my debilitated frame, not sufiiciently
recovered from the racking effects of the fever to bear fa-

tigue, broughton a weakness whick prevented my fur-
ther progress—and I believe you are acquainted with

the rest.” .

“ My carthly pilgrimage is drawing near to its termin-
ation ; for I feel that I have not long to live. Nor does
the thought excite the slightest sensation of regret in my
besom ; for I regard the moment of my quitting this
world as a happy release from an existence which though
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comparatively short in its duration, has been replete with
painful vicisitude. I have often thought, and even now
do think, that from my very birth there was a peculiar fa-
tality attached to me, and which has never left me for 2
moment. I was in the days of infancy and childhood
excmpted from ihose soothing endearments arising from
parental affection—I never experiericed_the softening
sympathy of 2 mother’s embrace, nor the fond anxiety of
a father’'s watchful restraint. And I well remember,
that often in the mad gaity of boyhood, when I beheld
my cempanions enjoying that of which I wasand felt
myself destitute, the conviction of my forlorn loneliness
in the world would strike as it were into my inmost soul,
and I would retire into some secluded corner and weep
as though my heart were breaking.

T have erred it is true, but my etrors have proceeded
less from intention than from situation and circumstance.
And may that-Almighty Being in whose presence I shal!
shortly stand, in his divine goodness and ‘compassion ex-
tead his forgiving mercy to my frailties, in consideration
that I have undergone a partial expiation of them here
below—and admit me to a place in that heavenly king-
dom, where sin “and sorrow are uiknown—where the
mourrer shall cease from weeping, and the weary be
at rest I

An Amen responded from my heart—for it was ful
at the sad tale of this child of affliction and error :—And
dead indecd must those feelings be, and flinty as ada-
mant that heart, which could remain unmoved at its ro- R

cital.—The sigh of sympathy may rise, and the tear of
pity freely flow for the aged victim of sorrow and mis
fortune ;—but surely, youth, ere it had well reached iis
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meridian, and adorned with talent and accomplishment,
sinking into the grave under a complication of mental
and bodily afflictions, must touch the most obdurate and
unfeeling bosom !

After a long pause, during which his fee]mgs appeared
to be lost in their excess, he resumed/ T remarked to
you before, that T was desirous o( seeing you,—the rea-
son is simply this: Knowing that the inhabitants of this
place with few exceptions, are French Canadians, and
| consequently of a different persuasion from mine, and
that they observe a superstitious rigidity in such "cases
| 1 wished to see you, to make it my last request that you
L as a friend—1 call you sueh, for you have evinced it by
b jour kindness—would, after I am gone, pay that atten-
tion to my poor remains which is indeed the truest test
8 of friendship between us mortals—That you would pre.
f vent their being left to the discretion of an uncharitable
belief. In that”—(putting a pocket-book in my hand)—
“there wil]l be found sufficient to reimburse the poor
B owners of this miserable dwelling for the trouble I have
given them, and to de’fray the expence of my interment.’

Poor unfortunate ! as he truly predicted, ke survived
his narration but a few days; and his dying request was
devoutly complied with. As a Protestant, his remains
t were not allowed burial within a Ca_tho}ig cemetry ; but
he sleeps beneath the pendant branches of a weeping wil-
low in the corner of my friend’s garden—And charity
and reason alike forbid usto suppose, his rest can be
less sound or sweet than if laid in a more consecrated
spot. His short career of suffering and frailty here
fund its termination in the silent oblivion of the grave.
And humanity is tempted to cherish the hope, that if he

- 18
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LINES,

dramed the cup of existence to its bxtterest dtetrs in this

changeable world, he is enjoying a recompenae in a hap-
pier and a better beyond it !

TO

———

. Oh! let the smile of fermer years

Light up those eyes so purely bright—
"Twill tempt me to forget that tears
Have ever dimm’d their holy light,
-~

OR! let the rausic of thy voice
Once more in joyous stzain spring free—
Its tones will make the heart rejoiee
Whose life-pulse throbs alone for thee,

Yes,—loved ;nd deeply injur’d one,
Thy griefs have wak’d a sympathy
Within that breast which shrines alone

Its warmest, purest_pray’rs for thee,

Then banish from that beauteous brow
The gathering gloom of vain regret,

And I, while fondly gazing new,

Wil feel thou may’st be happy yet.




THE NAME OF HARRIET.

After the manner of Lord Byron's famous Apostrophe
- to the name of Mary.

1 have a penchant for the name of Harriet;
Bearing its date ev’n from my boyish years,
Slumbering on blissful memories, which carry it
Still in my dreams embalm’d in smiles and tears,
And strangely do I fondly hope to marry it
At some kind future day, when fave appears -
Te stay her persecuting hand, and let
~ Me dream, at least, I may be happy yet.

1 dearly love the name,—and never knew
It bless a being whom I could not love,—

The fair and fond—the gentle and the true—
The bright and beautiful—as if to prove

A seeming fate combining ev’ry hue
And trait of charmful feeling, far above

All blandishment link’d with another name,

And wantipg this, seem’d common place and tame,

God’s blessing on all Han'ietjs l—from my heart
I breathe the pray’r with fervor,—and alone
“ With life can the affection~spell depart,
Which fondly mingles with the thrilling tone
A simple name so strangely doth impart
To that sweet music which is all its own—
The name so priz’d all other names above,
Link’d with my earliest and my fondest love.
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Those heav’'nly lineaments
Glanc’d in their radiance like a flash of light
Upon his doubting vision—jyet impress’d
Their deep remembrance on his very being ;—
The fond but fiery cherish’d thought of them
Was the canker-worm that ever prey’d upon
His soul and its frail tenement, and swept

Him in the youth of years away.
Anox.

THERE are many in the world, who proféss to doubt
the actual existence of that keen susceptibility of impres.
sion—that imperative sway of feeling, so frequently and
so vividly portrayed in the florid. details of romance —
but allowing some little for their exaggerated emblazon-
ment, there are numerous instances in real life from
which they can be drawn, and which prove that ¢ the
poet’s eye in a fine phrenzy rolling” and « glancing from
heav'n to earth,” might, if it could brook confinement to
the terrestrial realities of the latter sphere, ¢ embody forth
the form of things” curious in the annals of human pas-
sion, and give to them a justly bestowed *local habitation
and a name’; and which would competently rival the
tissued materials derived from the fairy fields of fiction Ji§
and imagination. : '

Although the following delineation may appear to be
highly tinctured with the extravagance of poetical feeling A
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and romantic perception, it is nevertheless the romance
of reality—=to call it such—founded on one of those oc-

currences which sometimes jut out from the common-
place incidents of life, and their ordinary routine, and by
their singularity of character acquire a distinctive atten-
tion.—One of those luminous specks in the monotonous
gloom of existence, that “gleam with a melancholy yet
pleasing splendour, and shed a brightened glow of sub-
limity on the purer attributes of our existence.

Lionel Hammond was the son of an American Loyal-
ist, who, with many others, was driven to seek a refuge
and a home in Canada, by the struggle which separated
the Colonies from the mqther-countr}. He bad contriv-
ed, however; (o save as much from the wreck of his prop-
erty as enabled him to improve a large and advaut;geous
tract of land, granted him by the Government int he Upper
Province as a remuneration for the severe losses he had
sustained by the sacrifice to which he was prompted by
a patriotic attachment to his country’s cause. Land at
that time was, compared with its present estimation, of
but little value in the Canadas; and when a'gxant was
then made, it was genérally liberal and the most benefi-

. cial situations—and such was Mr. Hammond’s. And
when landed property gradually became of more consid-
eration, his estate, from the-pecuniary means he possessed
of adding to its worth, improved even in a more favorable
ratio, and secured to him an affluent independence, to
which every succeeding year made considerable addition.

About the time that he was begi ( i)g to derive bene-
fit and ease from his toilsome exem tis, he was blessed
with two sons. ‘The eldest of these ‘was of areserved,
close disposition ; and cold and spiritless in. his intes-

13*
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course with those around him, formed a striking contrast
to-his younger brother Lionel, the subject of this sketch,
and to whom as my hero, I shall particularly confine it.

He was frank, warm hearted, and genetous—ardent in
temperament, and enthusiastic to an extreme ; but the
ruling principle of his nature—its very fault indeed, was
a2 acute susceptibility of impression. so deeply fixed in its
every impulse that it could never be overcome, and
which rendered him the suffering creature of an empas-
sioned dreaming to which he lived and died a martyr-
Owing partly to a then-existing deficiency in the coun-
try of the means of a public course of youthful instruc-
tion, and partially, if not principally, to that antipathy
which parental fondness naturally entertaias at a separa-
tion from its beloved object at so tender an age, Lionel’s
father had his sons’ education perfected at home under
the superintendence of a tutor. '

This was a person perfectly adequate to the ‘task he
had undertaken ; and a reciprocal satxsfacuon ex15ted |
" between him and his pupils, though the’ )oun«rer ‘was
somewhat wayward in his predilictions. His was not
the choice to pore over the dusty tomes of ‘classical re-
search, or to bewilder his faculhes in the mazing calcu-
lations of abstruse problems;—with him they weré mat-
ters of coercive study. His'soul was too luxunant]y warm
in its perceptions—too expansively elastic in its tone,
to allow him to feel a moments ease while picking his
steps along a rugged and toilsome path, and from ‘which
he would ever diverge to catch at every wild flower that
dazzled him with its fleeting hues. The deeds of mar-
tial enterprise—the heroic devotedness of love,—all that
gave acolm{ring of romance to the distant ages of the
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world he would dwell on with an avidity of delight ; but
once the visionary charm was broken, a strange and
deepening gloom would seem to shadow his soul, and
the dreaming boy was at once changed, and his suo-
bright spirit appeared envu]phed and lost in the black
melanzholy ofa mlsanthlppe -

His homé" was situated in the ncmxty “of much wildly -
beautiful and stupendous scenery ; and bred up in the
midst of it, its spirit was imparted to his natare, and
tinctured it with‘§ometl’fing of its own romantic sublimi-
ty.. And unchilled—unresisted as was the impulsive ex-
cess of his feelings, they increased in their influence with
‘hi¥ years and stature ; and while even yet.a ‘boy, he be-
came a thing of vain imaginings—a being distinct from
others, the slave of his own fond visionary speculations,
and the pictured realities it embodied forth. He wasa
father’s favorite, and no restraint was imposed on the
indulgence of his every strange féncy and capricious’
'thoughf.

To skim in his birchen canoe over the translucent bo-
"som of his native lake; and suspended in its clear wa-
ters, in the sweet stillness of evening to commit the soft
tones of his flute to the passing and gentle- breeze, to be
wafted along to the distant shores ; and the superstitioué
woodman, though hungered and weary, would retard his
homeward steps; and listening with a fearful pleasure to
~ the floating melody, fancy it to be the voice of some wa-
ter spirit in its holy chaunt ;—and the wild deer, as it
timidly stole forth from its leafy home to taste the cool
waters of the lake, would start when the soothing sounds
swept past it in the wind, and, as if Ioth to quit the
Sweet ‘enchantment, would linger in 1returning to its
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native solitudes—to recline on the banks of some gur-
gling stream, or beneath the shade of some lofty tree
and absorbed in the sunny fictions of an ideal world,
portray some fair form in all the warm colouring of -
+ a youthful imagination, fill the lovely vision clung.te’
his soul with an intensity of interest which its reality
" could scar ce}y have inspired—To paruclpa.te in all
the joys and sorrows—the extremes of ‘empassioned
bliss or hopeless misery having date and "existence alone
but.in the creation of the novelist.—~These were his
sole enjoyments—and I might add employment, until
that period of his dreaming existence was attained, when
a father’s solicitude deemed i an incumbent duty to
call the attention of its object to the prospect of his future
destination in life.

Lionel was ever particularly addicted to the historical
relation of Naval prowess—a propensity which gave him
a decided inclination for a sealife. His resolve jarred
with his father’s wishes; but he acceded to his som’s
choice of a profession—and the latter was placed in his
country’s navy with every peossible advantage in the pros-
pect of its service.

The bustling roughness of a sailor’s life abated much,
it is true, of the ostensible romance of his disposition ;
but though it sparkled but seldom now, the fire at heart
was still unquenched—decayed nothing in fervor and
little in effect—It was only smouldering there, and ready
to blaze.again at the first kindling excitement. ,

Lioﬁﬁ‘mmond was not handsome—that is in the
eyes of a coxtomical connoisseur in dandyish proportxons ;
but his figure was tall, rather inclined to the robust, and
decidedly manly in its contour—the expression of his
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‘

face was the same ; and the dark flashing eye, ¢ the index .
of the soul within,’ that was in despite of its occasional
fire, at times as meltingly tender as a loving girl’s,
and the sweet soft cast of a dimpled mouth and chin
characterized 2 countenance that a woman or a physiog~
‘nomist would turn to gaze upon wdxth delight. “
After much and severe service j{f /in various quarters of
the world, Lionel was promoted‘ to a lieutenancy in a
frigate on the Halifax station, and - which was detached
to cruise off the banks of Newfound]and for French pri-
vateers, which were then of cerlderabIe annoyance to
our ﬁshmg trade. ~
He had been on this station bxu a short time, when one

day two strange sail hove in swht to which immediate
‘chace was ngen. On coming up with them, they were
found to be an enemy’s ship, in company with a prize-
she had taken.
A severe engagement ensued, and was continued for
_some time with great vigour on each sxde, antil the
Frenchman was grappled, and a boarding party ‘headed
by.ydung Hammond leaped from their nettings on his’
deck. Here the contest was desperate ; and a pitch of
the sea freeing both ships from their lashings, Lionel and"
bis brave associates were left alone and uns_uppoited in-
the midst of their infuriaied enemies. The struggle was
- sanguinary but brief. Nothing dismayed at his perilous
_situation, he led his men gallantly on; and animated by
-his example, and excited to a state of desperation by their
accidental abandonment, they drove their opposers
from one end of their vessel to the other, and uhiinately
_below. 4

_ Tt was just at this critical ‘moment that one of the sur
—
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viving officers—the French Captain being-killed early in
the engagement, and most of his officers disabled in its
progress—who had commanded the now captured ship,
advanced towards Hammond, who, bidding him surren-
der 2nd receiving no answer in return, raised his cutlass
~to cut him down, but lowering it on seeing him make a
motion as if to tender his sword, he was put off his gudrd,
and the weapon of his treachérous enemy was 'instamly“
plunged into his body and he fell senseless on the deck.

The work of death had ceased—the din of ioaring
ezinon, the fiendlike shouts of an enraged enemy and the
exulting cheers of their victors were alike hushed ; and
the occurrences of the past conflict would have seemed
like the harrowing incidents of a troubled dream, but
for the long deep groans of bodily anguish that rose at
times from those who had the least reason for forgetful-
ness, from the wounds received in the recent vindictive
encounter. h .

As the faint sigh which Lionel drew, as his wander-
ing senses were slowly returning to life and conscious-
ness, was repeated as soft and sadly by some perscn near
him, his opening eye rested on.a countenance that bent
over his in an expressive agony of interest and suspense.
And that cduntenance was so angelically beautiful, so
heavenly in its mild and delicate e;;pression, that his
scarcely renovated faculties were bewildered at the bright
vision, which, believing he was now an inhabitant of
the spiritual warld, he deemed a sister spirit come to
welcome his entrance into its happy abodes. He essayed
te speak, but nature from her great exhaustion was not
competent to the effort—yet taking the hand that slightly
prest his throbbing temples, and pressing it to his bleed-
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ing bosom, he cast one wildly energgtic/glance on the
lovely object before him—for a momeat his gaze was
fixed,—it was a convulsive concentration of his soul and
being in a brief, yet intense contemplation of the trans-
cendent beauty that hung over him—the exertion was
too great for enfeebled humanity, and he again sank in-
._to a state of insensibility.
" Lionel Hammond was desexvedly a favorite with ail
ranks in the ship, and every attention that could be us-
ed was shewn and applied to his recovery; and which
was partially effected after a lingering of many months
on the threshold of the grave, for his wound was of a se-
vere and baffling description—I say partially, because
the subsequent peried of his existence was little more
than a- centinued convalescence, * And though his frame
gradually acquired a portion of its former vigour, his in-
tellect never recovered its pristine elasticity.

The mental effervescence of his nature had been vola-
tile and uncontrolled, and had hitherto rioted in a wast-
ing excess ; but it was-for the want of some settled object
on which to fix its rapturous dreaming—that object
was now found and it wandered no more. Softened

- down to a placid emhusia_s;m, yet powerfully intense in
its seeming serenity, like the calm surface of metal in
the furnace which is all fire beneath, his soul unceasingly
dwelt upon it with a hallowed and quiet devotion, yet,
in reality, so fervid as to absorb and consume in itself
all other feeling and excitement. - z

. His anxious and frequent enquiry after the transient

E 1;510;1 whose brightness flashed upon him but to identify

her remembrance with his every thought and dream,
enveloped the circumstance of its occurrence in an unsa-
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tisfactory and mysterious uncertainty. The - vessel
captured by the French”ship, and which was retaken by
the surrender of the latter, was a merchantman bound
from Boston to the Thames. The only passengers in
her were a single family, and a young lady who under
its protection ‘was on her voyage to England. They
were, when their ship was made a prize, removed into
the French man-of-war, possibly for the purpose of enli-
vening the society of their brilliant captors. 'When the
Britigh flag was hoisted in the conquered ship, and the
victors were reinforced from their own, their heroic
young leader was lified from among the dead and dying
of his own and the adverse party into the vessel’s cabin :
and it was in the intermediate spagce of time between the
close of the battle and the arrival of the frigate’s surgeon,
that Hammond experienced a temporary revival from his
death-like swoon, and beheld the loveliness that inte-
rested itself so deeply in his situation—It was the young
lady passenger before mentioned, one of the now libe-
rated prisoners.

She was too deeply inierested in the issue of the conflict,
not to overcome the timidity of her sex so far as to sdatch
a fearful and hasty glance at its progress, through a care-
lessly barricadoed window of the state cabin, in which
she and her associates in captivity, were placed for secu-
rity from danger previous to the commencement of the
battle.  She beheld the despérerte heroism of her deli-

-verer and its eventful suceess; and had also seen the
treacherous act beneath which he fell in the moment of
his triumph.  With a heart in which gratitude was la-
vishly mingled witha thdusand softly dawning sensations,
she eagerly watched the returning pulses of life, and
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with her own fair trfambling hand, had staunched the

crimson tide of life that flowed from his bosom ;—and it
was while thus emplqyed that the object of such iender

solicitude gazed on her for a few short moments, to form, -
as it were, an epoch in his being.

On the day following that of the recapture, the Cap-—
tain of the Merchant-ship being put in possession of it
‘once more, proceeded with his passengers on his voy-
age; and from existing circumstances, from them little
knowledge was sought after or acquired in regard to any
subsequent interest in their fate. :

As was remarked before, Lionel partially recovered
from the effects of his wound ; but his complete restora-
tion to health, from its severity, was questionable. Be-
ing much debilitated in frame, and also given to an ab-
straction of thought which alike now entirely unfitted
him for either the bodily or mental exertion incident to
the duties of his profession, he retired oa the Half-pay
list; and returned to the home of his childhood ia his
native land. ) k

I will pass over the months and yéars numbered
by this victim to a romaxntic passion, for what to him was
scarcely more than the idle phantom of a dream.—Day
after day went unheedingly by, znd brought nothing
to divert his thoughts for a moment from that on which
memory had fixed them forever. His parents—kindréd’

—friends,—2ll who had known him in boyhood, frank,

lighthearted, and free as the wind, even in his phantasai-

cal disposition, beheld the sad contrast with heartfelt re.

gret. They were inclined to impute it to that diseased

nelancholy of mind—the attribute of 2 hypochondriac ;—

but, alas! they were much mistaken in ti:c conclusion.
14
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They would try every little means to amuse and en-
gage his attention at whiles, and sometimes with appar-
ent success. A smile would light up his pale brow—nhis
languid frame would experience a transient exhiliration
—he would struggle with himself to please those whom
ke saw were doing so much for his sake—But it was
merely a forced exertion :—A something would flash up- -
cn him like lightning, and be as instantaneous in effect,
 The lambent expression of his features would vanish
—for a few moments his eye would brighten and fix ité
keen glance on vacancy, as ifin earnest contemplation
of some indistinct object—and then deaden, and become
vague in its expression as before—his voice would fal-
ter, and he again was lost in an apathetical reverie.

His fond mother would hang with affectionate solici-

tude over thls, her favorite son ;—and when, as ina kmd
of waking slumber, he would convulsively start and wild-
ly exclaxm «T have seen her once more, ’ she would
f2elingly enquu'e—-“ Scen who, my child?’ '—He would
look steadfastly in her face for awhile, as if to pity her
unavailing attempt to alleviate his sorrow; and then a
silent flood of tears would gush forth to allay the fevered
excitement of his burnmg brain.—At times he would rouse
himself; and his sole and favorite occupatlon then was
to sketch rouahly with a‘pencil. He would cover whole
sheets of paper, but it was ever with the same subject—
the delineation of 2 female face ;—and in this peculiac
employmenf be would pass hours, or until hlS accustom-
ed dreaming stppor ¢ came op.—There was another pe-
culiarity in this mental malady—as indeed it was—that
strangely characterized its nature. Whenever a stran-
ger of that sex, to an individual of which he was so in-
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tensely bound by memory, was introduced to his notice,
—he would start up, and contemplate the lineari;enfs cf
her countenance with a wild sternness of manuer, that,
to an indifferent observer would seem the maddened
glance of raving insanity ;—but the fierceness of his gaze
would instantly relax into a m(_)urnﬁﬂ softness of expres-
sion--and turning away, would exclaim “it is not her”
i.n a low despairing tone of voice, hurried and broken;
but yet so sadly sweet, that few of those whom he ad-
dressed in this way but were much aﬁ'écted—-many of
them even to tears.

Human nature could not endure this long. His
streugth and spirits, feeble and depressed as they were,
were decreasing rapidly—when a change of air and sit-
uation was recommended.—Lionel’s mother had a sister
married to an affluent merchant in Philadelphia; and
to her care she therefore consigned him-for awhile, hop-
ing that a diversity of incident would divert in some de-.
gree the gloomy depression that preyed upon - him.—It
was of trivial eflect.—His was the hidden fever of the

‘ming that no exterior means could assuage,—the insani-
ty of the soul that could not be soothed into a less ex-
travagant temperament.

Lionel Hammond had been an inmate of his kinswo-
man’s house for some weeks; when on the day her el-
dest daughter completed her thirteenth .year, she gave a
little family fete to celebrate the circumstance—The in-
vitations to participate in which extended to a few of her
neighbours and their fimilies.—After a day of festivity
and happy enjoyment, the mimic ballroom was lighted

b up, and almost as immediately filled by the delighted
f ‘fairy-footed throng’ for whose recreation it was design-
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ed.—Lionel, at the earnest desire of his aunt, who was aft
fectionately attentive to him, and to the means of  cheer”
ing away his habitual despondency, consented to her pla-
cing him in the retired recess of a window; where she
hoped he would derive some pleasure from the busy gai-
ety and brilliancy of the scene. It did produce some-
thing of the effect she wished ;—but the evident though
abstracted species of satisfaction he displayed,—from
that instinctive sympathy inherent to the external sympa-
thies of our nature, which compels us to be gay or gloomy
according to the hilarity or depression around us,—
weculd be checked and overcast, whenever, as was often
the case, some lovely form came near,—and with an eye
beaming cOmpassion and in accents the most soft and
engaging, enquire how he felt himself.
Thé conjecture which could alone be drawn from the
exterior symptoms of his malady, concentered itself in
the definite and general opinion that love—unhappy love,
was the wasting ailment—It was enough to impress ev-
‘ery female bosom in his favour.—All was hilarity and
- glee; and bounding feet were fast chasing the glowing
hours away,—when the mistress of the mansion, rather
wearied with the pleasing fatigue of superintending the
busy enjoyment of her juvenile guests, by way of retire-
ment from its immediate bustle, seated herself by the
side of her nephew.—Pleased to see the effect the scene
appeared to produce upon his habitual listlessness, and
unwilling to interrupt its duration, she turned to an el-
derly lady near her, the mother of several of the light
hearted beings befor: them, and observed that she fel:
disappointed in the promised pleasure of her friend’s
company, which, from the fame of her beauty and ac-
complishment, she had anxiously expected.

a cl;
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““ With regard to that” rejoined the lady, whom she
addressed, ‘‘ I assure you the disappointment is not con-
fined to you alone; and I am certain my own Maria, as
I usually term her, is not in fault, whatever may be the
cause.”—*‘ As you have frequently expressed your inter-
est-in a person of whom you know nothing but by hear-
say, grant me a few minutes of your attention, and I
will give you a slight outline of her little history.”

‘¢ Maria Austin is the éaughter ofanold schoolfeliow

“of mine who married for love ; and as is usually the case ‘
with most matches of the description, incurred the dis-
pleasure of her kindred by doing so. The object of her
choice was in worldly posséssions far beneath what they
had anticipated in a husband for her—poor fellow ! his
poverty was his only fault.—He was a- young English-
man of a family more respectable than wealthy ; and
with what little means could be afforded from the paren-
tal stock, had emigrated to this country to try his for-
tune amid the host of adventurers who were daily swarm-

‘ :ving toit”
. * The narrowness of his circumstances was, as I be-
| fore said, his almost only fault. He was handsome, well
tempered, and well informed—in short "every thing that
| could please or win upon the affections of those who
t knew him—but he was poor.—He was not long in Amer-
ica, when he chanced to be introduced to my friend—a
f reciprocal attachment took place,—and was followed by
| 2 clandestine union.”

“ They went to reside in the Southern States, where
| Maria was been.,  In a few years her father died : The
b unhealthiness of the climate, and the indulgent excesses
t peculiar to it, his censtitution could not support,—and he
] 14*
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became their victim. The disconsolate widow with the
little Maria returned to reside among her friends, who
"had relented of their former harshness towards her.—
But she soon followed the loved one who had gone be-
fore her to the grave; and with her dying breath be-
queathed her child to my care, and the guardianship of
my husband. Tke littie property possessed by her par-
ents at their mamage was much improved ; and secured
a decent competence to Maria, and at least placed her
above total dependence.—We reared and educated her
with our own children—and indeed she was and is to
us as one of them,—and being naturally ‘gifted with &
fine understanding, its cultivation was fruitful in the ex-
treme. Believe me, the accounts you have heard of her
are not in the least exaggerated ; for she is no less beau-
tiful in person than accomphshed in mind.—About five

years ago, which was just before we came to reside in
this city, and when Maria had attained her ‘nineteenth
year—3a sister of her fathers, who had long been a wid-
ow, and possessed an zaffluent income, wrote over to us,
ardently intreating a compliance with the request for

her niece to go to England and reside with her, being
infirm and alone. Maria left it to our decision; and
much as we loved her, and loath as we felt to part with
one so dear to us, yet the imperative duty which obliga-
ted us to forego nothing that might tend to her welfare,
as; thxs promlsed to do, induced us to bear with a separ-
ation of at least a few years.—In the letters I received
from time to time from the aunt, she comp]amed that
Mana, tenderly affectionate and dutiful as, she ‘was, and
attentive to her many wants and caprices, --und which
she assured me were not a few—that she appeared to be

>

-
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strangely melancholy, and was ev xdently unhappy, and
from what cause she could never prevall upon ler to. dxs-
close.”

‘¢ The spirit of her own letters to us sufficiently indi-
cated this—but we thought it strange ; for though she
was of an enthusiastic disposition, she was far from being
saturnine.. Her aunt departed this life some six or seven
months ago, and rewarded her niece’s care by bequea-

thing to her the whole of her fortune: After settling
" lier affairs she left Englend, and landed in her native
soil but a few weeks back. T wasin New York when
she arrived ; and in .my opinion she was much altered.
Her countenance and figure were much emaciated ; and
though a faint glow suffused her pale cheek, I was con.
vinced it was the hectic implanted by some secret care.”

¢ She would have immediately accompanied me home,
but some particular business relative to the property lef
1o her, rendered it indispensably necessary she should
remain in the Capital for atime. She is, however, to
accompany my husband home, who has been absent you
know on some commercial business relatne to our greza
Western Canal. I e‘ipccted her to-day, and that che
would have made ore of your guests, but from some un-
known cause she has disappointed me in my wishes.”

The lady had scarcely finished speaking, when a car-
riage drove up to. the door, and both were immediately
after summoned out.—

The lights—the music—and tke gay tripping of the
sylph-like forms that twinkled in the mazy evoiutions of
the dance before him, had, as was previously remarked,
produced a slightly cheering effect upon the desponding
Hammond—and, he seemed to be pleased, if not happy.
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A young lady who had taken her place in a setformed near
him, made some enquiry of her partaer in a low tone of
voice ; and on a reply in the same indistinct accent, with
" the heedless exclamation of *“ and he is then dying of a
broken heart, poor soul !”” uttered with an unfeeling lev-
ity of manner, she turned to gaze with an unrestrained
coarseness of curiosity upon him who had called it forthi.
—Her unfeeling conduct disgusted those who observed
it—and they were many ;—and its singularity even forc-
ed itself on the customary apathetical percebtion of the
unfortunate Lionel. It jarred with a harshness on the
awakmo' chords of a heart which had been so long un-
-stru.nfr and dormant, and dispelled the reviving inflnence
-of the scene around him.

He withdreW his ‘eyes from the brilliant throng, and
from her who had so thoughtlessly marred his enjoyment
of its gaiety; and sinking his head upon his hand,
was again absorbed in the unwavering depth of his re-
flections.—He continued in this attitude and state, un-
til roused from both by the tones of his aunt’s voice, who
had entered with the expected stranger.

“ My dear Lionel, allow me to introduce Miss Ausiin
to your acquaintance,”—was repeated twice, ere he was
conscious he was spoken to, or by whom he was address-
ed. He raised his head—a lady in deep mourning stood
beside his relative.—A lustre near him, whose brilliant
light had been hitherto partially obscured by the waving
drapery of the window, and had left him in a depth of
shadow, freed by a gush of air from the obstructive cur-
tain, suddenly flashed upon his features and also upon
hers. ' .

"That steadfast and soul-absorbing glance— that trem-
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ulous shriek of mingled despair and joy,—as fast clasped
in each other’s embrace, they sank senseless into the
arms of those around—What were they?—They were
in ‘one the - effect of the. sudden realizing of an em-
pns<xoned dream, after a lapse of years spent in the fond
imaginings.of its feverish illusion—The overcharged ex-
cess of a scutworn down and weakened With the rava-
ges of a‘more t’hag mertal passion.

In the other—it was the impulse of a tender and de-
voted love, long cherished and /hopeless ; and which af-
ter its long vigil of doubtful expectancy, was overpower-
ed at beholding its object in the wasted victim before it~
—the overflowing of a woman’s’ heart loving to distrac-
tion she knew not whom—but Ioridg*-stiil in the deep
shadowed loneliness of her heart’s fond retrospection.

The last week of Lionel Hammond’s lift—and ke
lived but that short space of time after this strange meet-
ing—he seemed but to exist in the contemplation of the
features of that countenunée, on the memory of which
he had dwelt and suffered so much and so long.—Its
lovely possessor, from the peculiar circumstances which
characterized their first meeting, felt her beart disposed
to sympathize with and pity the deplorable case of hit
who had such’ strong claims on her gratitude. This
feeling soon gave place to cne mere tender ; and which,
combined as it was with the romantic mysteriousness of
their short lived personal acquaintance, and his subce-
quent doubtful fate, tinged her after life with a softened
melancholy that.preyed deeply upon her. And when af-
ter she had again beheld him, the "particulars of his ab-
stracted devotion to her memory were made known to

her, .it stamped her passion with the same mteu:xty
\\hxch had marked his as its ruling principle. ‘

- .
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She acceded to his last request of being united by tne
holiest of earthly ties in this, as a preparative to that in-
dissolvible union which weuld be their lot in a happer
world.—Tt was on a fine calm evening,—every thing in
nature seemed - serene and happy ; when, in the’ pres-
ence of a few relatives and friends, the .marriage rituel

_took place. Licnel's strength appeared renovated for
the ,@ccasion—aud he stood by her whe was aboutsto be-
come tis forever, without support or assistance. His eye
beamed with an unusual lustre, and an expressive ani-
mation wildly played across his features.—The last bless-
ing was pronounced that closed the much wished for
rite,—and he turned to clasp to his throbbing bosom es
his own, the being who had concentered its every feeling
in herself—his head drooped,—they thought he had
fainted, and flew to his.aid—their efforts were of no
avail—his soul in the fullness of its bliss had fled o
heaven !




4

“ O think not of him” !

Oh! think not of him—who so gaily dissembles
In smiles the deep passion which preyson his heart,

And fitfully starts to the life-pulse which trembles
In homage to thee,—all beloved as thou art— .

| Oh! yes,—it were better by far he should shun thee—

The light of thy looks for the gloom of despair,

Ere the madness which tortures his bosom brings on thee
The doom of a sorrow thou never may’st share. .

 Oh! think not of hi;n, when the harp-string is sounding
Spells over soul-breathing numbers of thine,—

| Or yet, when the light step of beauty is bounding

| To measures of joy that would seem half divine !—

f Then—Ilet not a stray dream of him rise before thee,
To darken a moment thy gaze on the scene, '

Let his be the sorrow, unknown, to adore thee,

The deep, silent frenzy, unpitied—unseen.

f Oh! think not of him,—or the madness he cherish'd,

| The wrong of his heart’s dark offending to thee,

| Far better its dreams were all blighted and perish’d,
Then waking wild fancies which never can be—

f Forget him as thou wouldst the fate of a stranger,
Nor let a remembrance of him ere entwine

f With aught, save thy prayers for his soul’s deepest danger;
The sin of his heart’s wild devotion to thine.
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Iknow not how that thus my lute,

‘Whose voice once breath’d in tones of glee,
- Now seems so sadly hush’d and mute:
Or wakes alone to tears and thee.

And when I look into the pure

Angelic light of those dark eyes,
Within mine own I’'m strangely sure
To find the gathering grief-drops rise.

It is to feel how thy young heart

Hath suffer’d in its earliest spring,— -
How joy ax}d hope have dwelt apart

From love and thee, thou beauteous thing :

Yes, lovely still—as flow’rs that bloom
More beautiful when day is fled,

And all their sweetest, best perfume
Is to the evening twilight shed.

And through the gloom of sorrow’s night,
So shading that pale brow of thine,
I'hose tear{ul eves beam forth a light
As from some fair and holy shrine.

On! thou art lov'd—I know not how’
Such madness to my heartis giver=
Beyond aught clse of life Lelow 7

The bright and burning stars of heaven.
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A Leaf from the Koran of a Bachelor.

MODERN COURTSHIP.

To begin,—we will selegt a pretty faced, tight-laced,
“small waisted girl, who goes gigling along the street,
~fancying every one she meets is in love with her; and
whe is all smiles and simpering at a “ tea-and-turn-out”’
concern, and all action and attraction at an evening hop.
T use this latter term in preference, as my black slavey
Congo, regularly patronizes a ball, twice a month.

_ Then for the male biped—Shall itbe a long, sham-
Uling, round-shouldered, lanthorn-jawed, cagicature of
| God’s image, dependent for his soi-disant influence with
the fair, on the strength 6f a ‘tolerable coat, the tie-of a
cravat, or the trim of a ruffianly whisker,—or- perhaps,
his peculiar tact of grinning a smile, or murdering «
| stanza of some favourite song, while his long, hairy, bo-
ny, freckled digits are jerking pieces of pasteboard round
him, in his capacity of dealer at a card table—No, we
| will not take such an “affliction to the stomach of hu-
manity ‘¢ as this.— _

It shall be a smock-faced, whiskerless, caky, pudding-
dxeeked boy of twenty, going it hard for distinguishment
.in smashmcr defenceless lamps, and twisting off inoffen-
sive knockers, and sundry similar daring exploits, diver-
sified occasionally with a sound kicking frem .a watch-
man—which last being of such trivial note, is“entireiyc"g
omitted in the narratian of nocturnal ¢ spree’ by tiis pul-
ing amateur of Tom-and-Jerryism.—This being our
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man,—the lady first hears of him as coupled with some

" immensely imgbrtant afhir of daring that has lately taken

place,—perhaps, such as seizing an old crippled watck-
man in a by-lane, and oblxgmg him to eat the candle in
* his lanthorn—the mformant to * the listening ear of cu-
rious woman” is her. brother, or may be her cousin, a
crony of the hero’s. - ' ‘
An introduction takes place, to the delight of all par-
ties. The youth takes manifest pleasure as well as mer-
it to himself, im his relatlon of sundry acts of blackguard-
ism ; and withal, po;seSamg that just portion of self con-
ceit, as leads him to believe in the possibility of the ly.
* ing tales of his success among the women, he is perpet-
ually and brazenly recountingto his companions—it
may be. judged that his want of diffidence does not in.
irude too particularly iz this, his first positive essay at
Iovemﬁing, "'hen away we go,—such sighing, and
crying, and dy{n@ on the lady’s. f)art, and such feeling,
and kneeling, on his.—Such melting glances from her
bluef eyes, and such goggling returns from his.—And
hands are slily squeezed;<-and what I honor the fel-
low for from my keart, for being the spirited thing
—tasting her pouting lips behind the window-curtain,
when Pa or Ma are out of the room, and little sis-
ter Ellen is playing with the cat-on the sofs. Such an
affectation of mystery too—for a confident is resorted to
by Miss, and who, it is likely, t being a quiet sensible gir);
laughs passively in her sleeve at the game that is pla\-
ing—Then jetters are left under the window blinds; or
thrown up with a leaden weight into her chamber win-
dow. Pa pops on one of these latter evidences against,
as he terms i, “the honour of his family P’ A row takes




- MODERN COURTSHIP. 159

place in the best parlour, the next timg the lover makes
his anxious visit—Miss is sent off, pouting and sobbing,
to her room—Ma says nothing, but looks black as the
coal she is stirring in the grate, to hide her sulks at the
posture of affairs, for the love business has been known
and favoured by her for a length of time. Pa expresses
an opinion of the young man to his face, that not being
particularly equivocal, brings forth a replication, that is
followed by a cuffing match between the father and his
hopeful, self-intended, son in law,the finale of which is .
the ejection of our gay Lothario out of doors, with his
daylights in a very proper mourning for the death of all
‘his hopes from the ‘beast of a father.’

And after a time the lovers meet in secrecy ;—and
again, and again, they meet through the kind manoeu-
vering of the kitchen-maid, who has been promised a
spick and span new yellow calico goWwn, with a large
pattern—being her heart’s delight, as the baker’s man
“as sarves the house with bread” swears she is pretty,—
Pa goés some where on business; and Ma is a kind good
soul—And the short of the matter is—the precious pair
bolt off and are married. And then, such a honey moon
—ye gods and little fishes '—And a few ‘months, and
pouting and whimpering begins ;—and then a beautiful lip
is swoln with little bites of vexation ; and discontent clouds
‘ j'deeply in eyes that now look with a jaundiced hue on the

probable causes of late hours, and smiles, and nods, and
winks of recognition—that pass between certain people
and her *soul’s dear partner’ in places of public resort.
Recrimination, unjust in itself, is very soon the order of
both day and night ;—hints are given and taken with a
like asperity—-And thus things go on from month to

’
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month. © The gentleman, it has been long obvious to
all, has not cared a fig for his wife all the while—
and glories in shewing you how dashing a rake can
be made out of the materials of a married man.—
The Lady, poor thing, is left to *“'droop and languish so-
lost and lone”—but she is more beautiful now, because
she is more interesting from the destitution of her lot—
And some handsome, or what is far more dangérohs, an
insinuating scoundrel is thrown by the devil'in her way
—And a blackened tale urges on, and, as possibly,—a
more blackened fate awaits the ispeed of an  infamy, that
alas! but too frequently caps the climax of many a wam-.
by-pamby Modern Courtship.
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Go sell your shirt—pawn off your batter'd watch,
Tum;‘tinker with your buttons—any thing
Thaty’ smacks of honest thrift, to raise the wind,
To buy a pair of Snow-Shoes.— .

Tr. of an Indian MSS.

Few things are more common at this season of the
vear; than to hear people” complaining of the tedium of
winter times, and of a sluggish ennui that seemsto clog
around the very wheels of existence. Itis very fine, ne
doubt, to hear of balls, and plays, and soirées, and the
thousand other “ means and appliances” brought to bear
‘upon the crippled speed of ihe veteran with the hour-
glass, urging his tardy flight over this region of frost and
snow, during our lengthy, keen, and blustering nights ;
and also of tandem and random driving by day, with the
attendant chances_ of dislocation of the back-bone in
cahots by the ‘ mark seven’ in depth—and sundry other
cvils sleigh-ridiq\g is ‘heir to.” Thisis very well, but
. we cannot all move in' the latitude of quadrille, guinea
- 0o, or ‘coming the pretty thing’ in the amateur lige,
whether it be before the curtain or behind, or behind a
b grand piano; nor can we ‘each and every one of us. .
. handle the ribbons behind a shambling pair of ’ roarers,’
E and do tayd&‘n to both the amusement as well as terrifi-
E cation of His Majesty’s pedestrian subjects.

Want of taste—of the requisite caste !—of that essen-
tial in the shape of credit, which goes farther with a foan

‘ 15%.
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than the dibs themselves—being ‘down on the flat—
‘ hard up for a while,’—¢ cleaned out,” possibly—‘ dumb-
foundered at a shine’—‘no go at another shave,’ and
regularly at a dead set with Mounsieur Tick—in short,
being slap-dash driven to nonplus point, or in plainer -
words—sent to thie devil! I quote these latter possibili-
ties, if a fellow has been * cutting a little too high’; but if
not, other motives and disquelifications may be adduced,
for a man’s not blearing his eyes out, blasting his consti-
tution, or dissipating his money in a world of wax-lights,
fancy dancing, or more fanciful squalling ; or breathing
ar eternal atmosphere of cards, candlelight, and coffee.
If you can exist in the routine of such a life,—why weli
do so if you will ;—but if you cannot, you are to be piti-
ed—for what resource is there left from the misery of
5o hard and destitate a fate ?

You are of a studious disposition—How pleasant it is
to pore over a book for hours together, with the wood in
ihe stove singing doiefu]ly in time with the deep bass of
your own occasional snoring ; and then you sneak off t&
bed half frozen; and when there scarcely a half hour,
alarming the house by repeatedly bawling out ¢ Murder 12
“ Fire! &c.’—from an oppressive night-mare, the pro-
duct of a dinner stuffoeation on an unexercised system.

.Are you a dandy, an exquisite, and a lady killer—
tramp the round of a few paltry streets- from morn till
night, displaying your latest new: caparison to the same
set of 'gazers, till the cut of your-coat has been analyz-
ed for the twentieth time by every tailor’s trot’ in
the place;—ogle the same set of quizzing faces at
each milliner’s window so often, that at last your presence

on the pavé is quite merely recognized with a passive
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« Here comcs ¢lath and plaster,’” or “dittle dumpling,”
—or some such similar zon de fantasé by way of distinc-
tion, to let the tittering girls in the back shop know you
are on the accustomed beat.—Crawl on in this listless,
worthless, attenuating mode of existence, varied only by
the dribbling debauch-at night over sandw }ches and weak
negus—till‘at last you become such an object, that any
sturdy stump of an urckin, just let loose from the thral-
dom of birch and syntax at mid-day, will turn to and ab-
solutely and positively, ¢mill your jacket,’ if you chance
to kick his top or marbles in a direction that does not
cxactlysuit or please the whim of little bully—there is no-
fulse painting in this, for the picturs-is dead coloured from
the life, and I am constrained to say materials of the des-
cription can be picked up at every corner.

Are you spindle shanked -—-hatched-faced,—smpe
built,—short winded,—~and crabbed and crusty as the:
devil.  Or, are you bolster-legged,—pudding cheeked,~—
squatty made,—thick-breathed as a cracked organ bel--
lows, and as plethotic and morose as that: cursed thing,
a lady’s favourite cur ofa lap dog ?—

If you wzsh to. get your calves (of your Iower man F

mean) into killing order—if you covet the happy posses--
sion of a face that savours not of a charnel house in cont--
our and hue—if you have the slightest idea of measuring:
twenty one and three quarters over the bread basket,
three feet across between your shoulder blades, and but:
sixteen and a fraction by your Schnider’s measure just
above the hips—Ifyou wish to place your lungs upon:
such an establishment as will enable you to run a mile-
ap hill without a single stop, and when at the top-of it,
10 sing Patricl’s day in the morning with variations, ac-

L
/
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cording to its latest set, without missing a single trill or
grace in the cadenza—If you at all covet the muscle
and capability of either giving or taking a ¢ floorer’ from
a friend or foe, with the pith of a man and the bearing of
a gentleman—If you esteem cheerfulness of both soul
and hody, a mind unclouded, sunny, and bright, and
competent to any undertaking—in short, and in de facto
to sum up the question in its briefest condensation—if
you possess a wish to be of that peculiar frame of body,
with sinews, and muscle, and nerve, $o firmly and bean- -
tifully knit together,‘ that little can affect and less shake
‘them asunder ; and you feel in your every day experi-
ence of life, that you, at least, are respected and unmo-
lested by those whose maxim it is ‘ to drive the weaker
to the wall,’—and you stand in the pride of your nature
“‘a strong man before the people,” a trait of physical char-
acter which even the allwise and mighty S}olomon has

so frequently touched upen. And woman too, who loves
so fondly and with such devotion—f{rom the weakness of

a nature which prompts her to cling with an indistinc-
tive energy of hope and affection to him who affords her
the protection of his stern, unbending stfengthQ—for her
sake, for whom you would dare so much, and to ensure
you the capability of defending. her, is it not worth the
cost of some little exertion ?

T Bk s,

Few of my readers, I am well aware from the con-
toxt of my essay, but are by this time in a state of
ra/mpant enthusiasm in regard to the effect I have la-
houred to prove,—it is high time to touch, simply if pos-
sible, on the plain, the certain, and the unpretending
cause—Go to,.and buy yon a pair of Snow-Shoes!

Yes, true--that all this and much more may be attain~

)

)

7
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¢d by a continued perseverance in this most delightful of

all exercises. But recollect that to do the thing properly, -
you must have a befitting costume for the pursuit. The

expence of a “fit out’ is a mere bc‘zgate‘lle—-eveﬁ includ-

ing an extravagantly stylish pair of Snow-Shoes—(not
the turned up kind, for they are exclusively used by the
” cits in back yards and by-places, and an Indian flouts at
them)—the whole cost is a sheer nothing.- But nonc.of
your léatheri coats to l&eep you a whole day encased in
the steaming atmosphere of your own eshalation—
PaughT upon the very idea! Get a good blanket capdt
lined all throughout with strong shaloon, and with a hood
similarly trimmed. It is as well to have it cut acrossthe
waist, it fits better to the shape, and meets the girdle—
no silk sash or céinture, as is foolishly worn, for you
draw them into a rope by tightening them on, and they
hurt you—a good broad, caribou belt and buckle, for it
is soft and keeps you quite compact and snug about the
jower region. You must have either red, blue, or blank-
et leggings; trimmed with the same edging as your capdt,
with straps to the front button of your braces, and to
fall in full wrinkles down over a good moose mocassin..
"This with caribou mittens, plain as your mocassins, and
a soft fox, or racoon skin skull-cap, with the tail of tiic
animal pendant for ornament, and which from its shape
easily admits the hood over it in stormy weather—and
should you wish to-be quite the thing—killing to the last
degree—dash a little vermillion on either cheek, and you

~are the ne plus ultra of perfectibility .and beauty in your
adopé‘éd garb.——1I leave it to the fascinating Julia —
of Quebec, or the lovely Caroline — of Montreal,
wlhose opinion I would love to quote here from the fact
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of their being the ¢ handsomest of the many” within/
twehty miles around them, whether the numerous Sun-
day beaux who pass in weakly review before them, pos-
sess half the tact of impression, in all their finery of
bréadecloth and tiptop fashionable foggery, that is atten-
dant on the costume I have described—the proper, real, -
and only dicss of a downright amaleur of la belle raquette.
To conclude, though the expression is a strong one,
in a few years,a man may as well be a non-entity—a

very walking thread paper in this land of snowstorms
and frosty winds, as not to be a proficient in this beau-
tiful accomplishnent, as I am confidently informed the

ladies intend to patronize it by their own practice, and

then, it is casily furescen we poor men will have nothing .

left us but to stride into their little hearts on a pair of
Sxow-Snoks.




TO FLORANTHE.

{ Written in  blank page of Lalla Rookh.
? -

Sweet girl, I know thee not—save by a dream
Of light and life identified with thee, )
And thoughts of years long vanish’d—for they seem
Once more to weave their specious imagery
Arcund a heart that strangely woos a theme
Which still is dear, ev’n while it is to me
Madness to feel that dark and hopeless pain,
1 fondly hoped I ne’er should know again.

I know thee not,—save by a sunny brow,

And sunrier eyes’ soft.beaming > which I see
In oll their melting light before me. now,

As when I fix’d my fervid gaze on thee—
T'hat burning glance—It turned, I know not hovr,
My idlest dreaming to reality,—

As in my soul's deep passio"n I then felt

1 could have kneel'd, and worshipd as I knelt.

Sweet girl; I know thee not,—vet should thine eye
O'er these warm, glowing pages ever stray,

Xnow that a str’umer—heart hath learn’d to sigh
In anguish at its own dark, devious way

T'hro’ this cold world,—to xeel how dear the tic
Thy beat ty

£iv'n while he




LILLA’S SONG.

-3

TO
)
Oh'! .couldst thou sing as Lilla sung,
Fair lady, I would list to thee,
But ev'ry otlfer lute seems strung

In discord and despair to me.

~

Yet, do T not contemn thy skill,
Whose witching sweetness must impaat
Its tender touch of feeling still
To all—but my poor torpid heart.

,(f .

For I had fondly learn’d to cling
_To that wild theme, which seem’d to move
Ay Lilla’s gentle voice and string

{n one unceasing song of love.

For ever as that strain she sung,
Ier flashing eye told how she knew
And felt the fire which strangely Aung

Its fever o’er the list’ner too.

. And voice and charmful late are gone,
Yet shrin’d within my soul’s deep celil
Is memory of her song—the one

. Tonly lov'd; and lov'd too well. -

And often doth its numbers steal
"In dreams from yon celestial spheres,
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sONG. 4

" And then I wildly wake to feel
Reality in burning tears.

Alas !—T know ’tis idly vain ' \—
To breathe a grief like this to thee,—
Yet, Lady,—can thy dulcet strain

_ 3 Match Lilla’s song of love to me ?

Oh! no, thou lov'd and beauteous thing,
The voice of music can impart

No tone to touch a kindred string

Of feeling in a blighted heart.

"SONG,—For music.

Oh! heed them not—the idle tlilmng,‘
Light hearted and unfeeling,
Bt list thee, dearest, to the song
Which from my lips is stealing——
That song is all of one true heart
Within this basom swelling
With love that fondly lives apart
From all but thee, dear Ellen,
T\/ Fromall but thee—thou cherish’d one,
Life’s loadstar ever beaming
New joy—as still "tis shining on,
To cheer with happiest dreaming,~—
> 16




SONG.

To wake my glowing soul to bliss,
When dark cares are rebelling
Within a heart-as fond as this— *
So much thine own, sweet Ellen.

And should’st thou doubt I am sinceze,
Oh! know it by this token,

My trembling voice, while thou art near,
Seems strangely hushed and broken ;—
And thus tis passion e’er denies -

True love the power of telling,—

Then let your heart judge from mire eyes,
How much I love thee Ellen. k'




171

. \
THE* TUSCAN PEASANT GIRL.

T had been but a few days in Florence, when, one
morning as I was idly lounging away my time in a cof-
* fee-house—1I had seen all the lions of the place years be-
fore—a smart tap on the shoulder, with a kind “Ah ! my
dear fellow, is it you—is it possible you are here?” -
roused me from a rather somnolent position, and quite
dissipated a delightful reverie in which I had been in-
dulging in respect to the pretty widow of an Officer of
the Ecclesiastical Guard, whom I had met undet somewhat -
shy circumstances in Rome ad/nonth,before, and more
oddly still, found her now alodger in the same hotel with
myself, It was strange, I thought; but vanity had iis.
full share in such an idea, and naturally enough I drew
conclusions that———are at present perfectly irrelevant
to the subject in ‘hand.

-“And who would have thought it !” I exclaimed, as 1
wrung rather than shook the emaciated hand held out to
me—*to see Jack Wilson, the pride of the whistlers, the
very pink of Riflemen, in a suit of sables like a down-
L right Militia chaplain, and a phiz as chalky as a young
~Sub’s at his first smoaking match—the lad who pnt a

dozen French dandies to'flight the night before we em-

barked at Bordeaux—do you recollect that scrape,.
Jack?”

“Yes, as well as T do the consequent lecture from Old
Grog, our Brigadier of blessed memory—but 'd—m the
| affair! T lost the chance of a company through it, so let
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it pass.—Age, you see me a little altered, sure enough,
but hard living, and one villainous bivouac in the Pyren-
ees has done me up—with fever in my heart, my blood,
brain—1I have come abroad to die. Merry England and
four shillings a day did not agree either with my broken
coustitution or my many wants;—and I zm here travel-
ling with a hopeful brother of mine, who is collecting
pictures for the gallery of some Lord Tom fool or other
-—his patron. You have it all now; and sick at heart
as I am, my old Bon Camarado, with you I shall live
one day again, if there is virtue in the brimming cup
that embalms the memory of “Auld lang sine.’’

~ Poor fellow!—within - a very few weeks after this he
was laid in the chapel garden of the British Coasulate
at Leghom :

Wilson, during_ﬁis stay in Florence, introduced me ta
his brother, and by means of the latter [ gained ‘admis-
sion to the s {ucicof an eminent Italian Artist. He had
Jately painted a picture for which large sums had been
‘offered “him in vain; for he would not part with it, s
" much wa%s_‘ he fascinated by the splendid -production of
his own genius—It was a matter of favour to see the
work, and I felt complimented in having it conferred on
me. . . :

The subject was a simple one—a Peasant girl resting
with her pitcher beside a fountain. - The garb in which
she was arrayed was of course homely, and the minor
keeping of the composition common place ;—but it was
the. trariscendent beaht_v of the female pottrayed that gave
this picturefits peculiar charm ind the consequent high
_ celebrity attached toit.

1 have stood for hours before this ﬁne epecxmen df that |
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noble art which can almost impart a Promethean like ex-
istence to the works of its creation,fand give the brea-
thing of life to its spell-fraught delineations. This was
'beauty, concentrating in itself .all that the fondest and’
mostglowing fancy ¢ould imagine, or the heart feel of
woman’s loveliness—the very beau ideale of the soul's
dreaming materialized.

And yet in my mention of this picture, taken from the
life; for exquisite s it seemed, it was, as the artist express-
ed hi;nself, but a faint copy of the original—the question ’
of what my individual opinion as well as that of the admi- -
ing jcrowds who daily thronged to behold it—I obser,ve’
}h/é question will naturally be asked as to which partic-

//ul"ar style of beauty it was indebted for the extraordinary

j éﬁ'ect it produced.—And female fascination bears sucha

- vmnety of constructions in the world’s estimation, that the
real ‘line of beauty has never yet attained a definition
carrymc with it a prmc]ple from which comparisen
mﬁoht be deduced. We have fine women, it is true—E
/ﬁean the noble, tall, queenlike forms that we sometimes

| see moving past us, it might be, remarkable only for .
ithe certain admiration: they"attract from - our sex, and
lwhxch a manly heart will-never compromise. And we
nave pretty women enough in the world, God knows!—
bloommg cheeks, and sparklmg eyes—dimpled chins,
and rosy lipped—all fascinating enough in their way,
and beautiful no doubt, at least in their own opinion,
whe%e the.concomitants -of a _proper doll axe concentered.
And ‘we,have your little, fairy figured creatures so sylph
hke, and so enchantingly fragilein their pretty slight =
proportions.—We, men, generally place them in the coz--
ners of tilburies as a fanciful reliefto their lining ; or
16*
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keep them, it is too frequently the case, as a prettier or-
" nament for a bachelor’s drawing room or dinner-table.
With them are generally identified ¢ declines’ aud ¢ bro-
ken hearts,’—shame that I should speak the truth! Dums
py women, too,.must be noticed ; but Byron says * I hate
a dumpy woman’ ;—and though my prejudrce does mnot
bear so deep a coLourma of inveteracy as my noble lord’s,
“yet Iconfess I never yet was enraptured 'With one.— .
- Pretty women, and fascinating women, and charming wo-
men, sounds with a pleasmé effect on the ear—But your
‘fine woman’,—mind you I am speaking of the mere an-
imal all the while—is the woman of ten thousand with
us lords of the ereation—With her lies that potent spell
and its poweiful efficacy at which we smile when at—
tempted by your pretty women, who also, it must be con-
fessed, contrive to snule and simper at times with such
effect.s . <
And so mush for a delectable d1<quxsxtwn on the Je AN
seais quoi of femaie sattraction; but which, absurd and-
disjointed as it may appear, I venture to affirm containg :
about as wuch. of candid. «compliment as a chapter replete
with all the nensensical rlmpsody about heaven, and
light, aud bloow, and piirity, that tag off the rhymes of
our lcgm 15 of amaterial doggreliists.

It was 2 broad pale brow, with a Iono silky wrezathing
of sofl; black hair, }:might say 1i iterally of a raven hue,
- that was intensely contrasted ‘with the clear white sur-
face on which ii-rested, net in modern corkscrew ring-

lets, but in luxuriant tresses ; eyes ‘dark, full—but- ney .
Y prommem. with a shade of pensiveness about them that
won_your sympathy and heart together. The -nose
slight!y acquiline, the mcuth beautiful but not small—
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who ever found a small mouth attractive ?—and 1ip§', not
the full bolster lip of a dairy maid, but the flexible
even lip, tinted with its proper carnation, which so me-
terially gives-a force to expression of feeling.—And
there was a form, so tall, zo finely rounded—a neck and .
bosem so . exquisitely moulded !'—But I would madden
over the recollection to pursue it here. Reader, should
you ever visit Florence, go to the Signor Franconi, in
the Strada di Cavallo bianca, and. at one single glance
you will feel more than I could inspire, were I to scrib-
ble on till doomsday.

Franconi himself, told me that the picture had its ori-
gin in the circumstance of his having seen, when cn a
‘ countfy excursion, a peasant’s daughter in the attitude
therein delineated ; and her extreme beauty prompted kim
t0 requ;st her sitting to him for_Ja portrait, and which, af
ter much hesitation on ber part, was consented to. “That =
he vainly attempted to-come up to the loveliness of the eri-
ginal much as was thouglht of his work, The gitl's name
he farther informed me, was Camella Sevigui ; and alady
of rank having seen the picture, it interested her so rouch
that she sought out the young Tuscanese in her homely
azvellging, and materially - assisting her parents in a.pe-
cuniary way, had taken her to Miilan to reside with her
there, with the intenticn of ha aving her instructed in.those '
accomplishments to which her exquisite bcauiy would
prove so high an adornment. "

Two years or more jfad passed cvemme ‘,Lbs"quent to

vmy quitting Florence ; when one night in London, es I
was returning with some fnends from one of the Thea-
tres, miore elated and noisy than possibly we might or
should have been; a rencontre with a party of cthexs in..
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the same state of insubordinate gaity took place. A
row, with a regular ¢ bundling off” to a watch-house of
all concerned took place as, a matter of course—1I was.
implicated in the sufferance of this ¢ durance vile’ as
well as the rest; and I knew the only remedy was pé-
tience with my situation till the morning light, when 1
could send for a friend, and so be released, and take the
necessary steps preparatory. to my attendance at the levee
of  His Worship at Marlbro’ Office.’

The riotuous revellers krad one and all sank ~around-
me in sleepy forgetiuiness, and comparative quiet had be-
come the inmate of the place, for it was nearly two in
‘the morning ; and I was myself beginning to feel rather
inclined to take a short doze, when a bustle, ‘created by .
two watchmen entering, bearing a burthen between
them, roused me up and excited my curiosity. ‘

It was the form of a female carefully enwrapt in one
af their rough night-coats. They had found it extended
before the stone steps which led vp to a noble mansion.
in their beat, nearly cove ered with an encrustation of

reezing sleet and rain—for it was winter—and appar-
ently frozen to death. The bedy was laid on some-
henches before a large fire ; and the wife of the consta-
bLle of the night being at hand, she was sent for, and
wost humanely and assiduously was‘evéry means tried
that could be thought of at the spur of the moment, to re- '
call the spark of vitality ,fast becoming extinct in ‘the ob--
ject before us but mt'hout effect. :

Ibad drawn away | the cape of the watch coat from her
face,\\ and gazed for- 4 moment on its cold and stiffened
features, beautiful even amid their distortion—I started,
" for I never beheld a countenance, altered as it was, like
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) -that before me but onie—and that was never forgotten for
a moment. Was I mistaken—or how wasit that' my
steadfast scrutiniy carried conviction the more to my bo-
som—7Yes, it was the resplendent being whose linear 2nd
inanimate resemblance I had looked upon with a feeling
of idolatry—aye, it was her, that once breathing redol--
ence of beauty, now dead or dying before me.

She was, when brought in, ¢not quite gone,’ as the
poor kind fellow who had first discovered her observed;
and exertion was not spéred in every- pessible form to
bring her to life. For & few moments she opened her
eves, and ga}ed around her,—I know not in conscious~
ness of aught that was. by ; but I thought just then to
venture the exclamation of ¢ Camella Sevigni’—alas ! it
proved my first and only conjecture correct; for she
started at the mention of -her name, and turned her face
to me as if in recognition of the appellation—but it was
an effort and her last, poor unfortunate creature! and a
minute more saw her a ¢ thing of clay.’ )

The inquest on this ill-fated girl btought circumstan-
ces to light, which, together with other information I
took the pains to seek outi, gave me her history as far as
it was connected with her untimely end. An English-
man of rank had seen the picture before alluded ﬁtq’,/ and
was so much interested by it that he iost no time in form-
. ing an acquaintance withghe family in Milan with which
she lived. Hawon upon héMaffections in the ntirnacy,
which followed his introduction,lso much as to induce
her to elope with him to England.“——Rer}zorse for her lost
state, or unkindness on the part of her protector, after a
time preyed upon her inteilect so far as to bring on slight
fits of derangement. In one of these she had, unperceiv.

, . C o

‘
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ed by her attendants, escaped into the street ; and being
thi;ﬂy clad, and the night a severe one, had perished as I
have described. ‘ 3 . '

I saw her seducer in the course of the day subsequent
to the finding of this unfortunate young woman. He
Wwas a pale, serene looking man, about forty, as I might
judge; and who came to identify the ill-fated victim of
his arts.  He was deeply a’ﬁ'ected, and seemed to feel his
situation and the opinion of those about him exceedingly.

To this day many gaze with admiration at the picture
in Florence, who little dream, as they hang over its emin-
ent loveliness with delight, of the sad and unhappy histo-
ty of the being whose living beauty gave the” 'cain'v"as its
charmful ce}ébrity;They little think that sin and suffer-
were identified with her—that in a stringe land she per
ished in the gloom of night, a poor lost creature, as things
that are mean, and guilty, and wretched perishw—The"

- once lovely, idolized, and still celebrated Tuscan Peas.
agt Girl !V ' '
N

P
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AN ODE TO THE TWENTY-FOURTII.

‘ (miLreary Pay DAY.)

Day of a thousand joys!'—to those
Who hail with hope thy monthly round,
How fondly thy glad welcome flows
From lips that are no longer bound’
To hold the word of promise out '
To ev’ry teasing, sniping, scout,
Whose ear lends to that “ word” full scope
To find it broken to his hope. .

Day of all other days !—the sun
That usherslin thy morr: of joy,
Beams far more glorious than the one %
That rises o’er some bridegroom boy ;—
For beauty palls, and raptures soon
‘Grow tame within the honey moon ,
But ever fair and kind are they ‘
Whose hands ¢ shell out’ our }xxonthly pay.

Day of delight !—with holy peace
Are thy fast fleeting hours so blest,
*'The wicked from their troubling ¢edse ,
- And ev'n ‘ the weary are at rest’ ;—
For hush’d is all the knocker’s roar
‘With duns at the well bolted door,
Nor tired-out catchpoles dodge, and plan
Fresh schemes to “nab’ their wary man.
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Day of the blest !'—the mystic light
Thy glory sheds around us here,
Glows like the splendour of a bright,
Pure, spell-star from an angel.sphere,
Beneath whose keen and charmful ray
Blue devils meanly skulk away,
And bear with them each quacking trick
_ That kept alive expiring tick.

. Day of the joyful hedrt !—no care
Can shade thy bright and blissful hours,
For sparkling smiles—no matter where—
Are beamin‘g in love’s rosy bow’rs
For gallant hearts who nobly pay
Old scores up from last muster-day,
Then * one and all’ their dibs combine

To finish with a ¢ glorious shine’:

Day of all days !—the first and last
That in my bosom’s joy doth rank,
.. 'When Time’s rude wing hath brush’d thee pnst
Existence seems a darkling blank,
“Uncheer’d by aught of “ lark or spree’,
To wake it from dull apathy,
‘Shrouding my torpid heart and brain,
Till “pay-day” brings its joys again.
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THE GRAVES OF THOSE WE'VE LOVED.

Have the affections of your heart, the kindlier, and -
better feelmg of your soul and rature—been twined
round forms of humanity, but to be chilled; and blighted,
and crushed back upon you by the dreary, black, hope-
lessness of the grave—That dark and awful profound,
the receptacle of thousands and millions,—but which ne-
ver gives forth from its silent, unfathomable .depths, cne
echo, the slightest sound of which would defeat and hush
forever the wailing speculations of scepticism, and: the
gathering doubts and sneers of incipient infidelity ;—A
tangible point, however minutely defined, for -hope to
rest its beacon light upon, to cheer us. for the fate of
those who have launched before us on. the mighty ocean
of eternity ! ‘

Have you ever bent over the grassy clod: which. covers
the mortal remains of a dearly loved and respected: par-
ent—A father, 1who~se chastening care :and providence
from infancy up to your manhood was se linked:with the
smiles and joys of affection—so identified with every feel-
ing, and thought, and action of virtwous propriety you
were taught by him to appreciate and_practice, that Te-
collection of him in after years is. the ‘Blessigg and the
tears given to his hallowed memory.—Now thexi;lthink‘qf\
the hand that led on your tottering, straggling steps in
childhood,—the hand whose fond solicitude provided
for the amusement of your boyish hours of play and mer.
imcnt,—and that hand, Oh! you cannot forget its grasp
she soul of a father’s love within. ite. pressure,—-no.touch

17 ’
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g0 fond and fervent in this earth, as when yon meeta
father’s approving gaze in the pride of your manhood’s
ptime, and the love of a parent with the warm greeting
of a friend are mingled in the one beaming glance of af-
fection,—a tear,—nay, brush it not away, for :itis a dia.
wond drop—a pearl bearing its ‘birth.in the depth of
your soul's-holiest attributes—the tear .which falls from
a sons eye on the grave of a departed father.

Do you deplore a mothers irretrivable loss, then g0
kneel beside her ‘last .lonely dwelling,” and pour forth
your sorrow fully and freely there, for .your nature is in
the act. Care may have touched you with forgetfulness;
—sickness may have somewhat weakened the force of
your intellect;—possibly the broils and brunt of much
difficulty in your progress through life has tinged your
bosom with a partial indifference,—the din and fray of

‘battle have deafened the voice of your better ~im-
pulse—But Oh! how vivid will the glow of memory be

now, as yeu kneel by her grassy. couch, just as you kpelt
at her feet in infancy to repeat _vourvlittle nightly prayet
—and you think of the .affectionate tenderness which

care, .nor sickness, nor the trials of this world could over-
come or alter from you—Weep on, for there is virtue in
those tears; for the heart that swells with the recollections
of yours at this moment, cannot harbour a thought de-
rogatory to the precepts of that kind one to whose mem-
ory such a pfous tribute is paid.

Perhaps it is a bright haired, once sweet smiling sis’
er, whose laughing voice and gentle blue eye are hush-
ted and darkened in a dreamless’ slumber beneath the
marrow mound before you—You think of childhood’s lit-
‘tle pains and pleasures, so much identified with every

T T g e
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wish of hers in that halcyon season of your existence—
and, the victim of decline, shé drooped; and withered, and
died—as a beautiful blooming fower will: perish when
touched on its verdant stem by the blighting cold wind
—you were far from your home when this affliction
came over it, and she has gone the way of the young and
innocent before her, to that heaven whose hopes sweetly

sofien your heart’s sorrow and 1epining at her premature
decay ! o :

A brother it may b¢, who had been your twin in eve-
ry joyous and happy kour that threw its pure, though
transcient brightness over the ripening career of youthful
maturity—It may. be the friend scarcely less dear to
your bosom than a brother,—the friend whose faith was
the pride of your heart in its deep devotion to your dear-,
est interests—You have ridden ‘side by side through the

crimson tide of many a desperate conflict, a host in the
mutual confidence it inspired awmid the rush of charging
squadrons—and he sleeps the warrior’s glorious sleep 5 in
the lowly but fame-brightened spot where the hand of
a true and weeping comrade laid him.—Spare not your
tears upon the heath clad hillock which covers the noble
form that woman loved and man respecteﬁ,—-there isa
sublimity in them, when shed by a soldier to a soldier’s
memory. ’

Yet, parents, and kindred, and friends will fade from
us—and time and vicisitude will-at last throw a par-.
tial oblivion: over regrets like these; and though-they

' can never cease to be remembered and felt, still a miti.
_gating softness will veil them in the distance of by past
years, and the heart is kindly wooed to'a more content-
ful endurance. ' ’
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But the grave of ber you loved !—aye, Start.fi/igoﬁy A

mow! for retrospection with you is but the silent phren-
zy of your soiil and brain,—it is the torture of a wound
that death can only heal—that life possesses not in its
varied rouid of specious enjoyments, one capability of
assuaging. Nay, nay, stern man, turn niot away :—If he
who has felt, and feels it all, can nerve himself. to the
expression of these feelings, can you do less than listen ?
Yes, I repeat it—there is an unchangeable and hallowed
eternity in your heart, while its life pulse is in motion, to
the intense and searching recollections centered in the
spot—of all this earth to you the most sacred—which
entombs the once worshipped form of the woman you
loved.

Give your glowing memory but indulgence for a littler
and imagination will lead you through the maze of that
waking heavenly dream which once was yours, but which
faded away and perished in the cold gloom of your loved
one’s grave.. Do you not think of the moments so bright
and blissful, and whose contrast with your previous life

- made that portion of your existence a dark and unmean-
‘ing void,—and which were as swiftly stealing your breath-
‘ing interest from this world and all else that it contained,
to place it in her lone keeping. The calm and beautiful

evenings—the soft and balmy moonlit nights you have
‘strayed along the paths of bloommo' flowers, whose odours
Jent their fragrance to the breeze that waked the harme-

. ny of nature’s silent music to your soul’s, when <lumber~
ing creation gave nothing of i its waking turmoil or impu-
rity to ‘intrude on the exalted character of affection such
‘as yours. And in such moments you have gazedon

her beautiful face, ¢ bathed in the moonlight gleam’ ‘with

™ @ 8 Ot e e & e e A
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a radiance so ‘holy, you almost doubted that her angel :

.. loveliness was of mortality’s texture. You will think of

the momeut—it may be one like this, and at such a time,-
when you spoke in the hurried fervour of your devoted
affections in lauguage that had your heart mingled with
.its every tone ;—and the hand that was closely clasped in-
yours trembled.as tears were. streaming from eyes that
sought to, shade their. meltlng light:upon your bosom ;— -
and with your arm.fondly twined round the form of her .

whom you thus knew to-.be your own, you raised her
beauteous brow from its loved resting place, and imprin-
ed on her lip the first -long—long, soul breathing’ kiss,
the earnest of your heart’s deep mutual compact, ere you
knelt ‘with her, and by her side, and with an overflowing
grautude invoked the blessing of your God vpon it?

Aad hours of absence—oh ! how duli when fro:n her

loved presence. The meeting too,—the watchful and
fond countenance at the . window,—the light fleat step,
the quick hand on the lifting latch. and then the smiling,
affectionate,half chiding,—bow winningly sweet from lips
whose reproach{ul accents.were so qujckly silenced with
the expected kiss. And gloom gathered darkly over the
vista of your fitful fortunes, and ¢ tke cold blast of adversi~ -
 ty blew chill and dreary around your - humble dwelling ;
_ —but you felt it not yourself for she was by your side to -
‘be shielded from it, and be blest for her cheering, happy °
smiles under its trying endurance.” Error,—it might be-
misfortune, shaded the bearing of . your name 'in the es-
timation of society ; and you were shunned as a loath_
some thing, and eycs were averted from, and tongues but :
menuoned you with c/uraes and reviling,—but you could
smile in bitter derision at all . this, for the opinion you
VA
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ptized Wwas more than. the world toyou in ‘your isolated’
home among your kind, and the sunshine of an approv-.
. iig hedrt given you by one who wept overthe injustice
and uncharitableness of others, cheered you to view with

@ calm serenity the ‘blackening and hostile array- of the .
world’s regard. ' '

"And sickness worked its secret blighting on her love-
1y, and cherished, and delicate frame, and she sank in:
gradual decay before its stern and ravaging hand. Do-
you recollect how she would not take from ry hand but
yours the medicine cup, so vain and impotent in . its ben-
efit—Do you remember the dim beaming of her beantifu] -
éyes, still 'so -intense in their constant gaze—for that.
gdze wiis_ fixed on jou—Do you not think you hear the.
low, fond whispering of her weakening voice, as she spoke
of the hopés beyond this world, and a blissful meeting in
that hedven to which every action of her puré existence
wis but a closer bond,—Yes, you must not, you cannot
forget,~nay, but a moment more, and T will drop the
v¢il 1 have raised from the shrine of hallowed recollee~
tions like these—Can you forget, as her arms entwined
around 'your neck with a convulsive pressure which af-
fection lent ‘to the last energies of. expiring nature, and.
y3u bent over her worn features, and kissed the lip around
which the fainit breath of waning life was slightly playing
~And do you not now feel the misery,—oh ! God,—the-
Hark, hopelesa wretchedness that was yours in - that mo-
Toknt, when yau felt one low, murmuriug sigh pass-from
hér cold Yipto yours, and enter into your very soul,—and
‘one clasping, ‘struggling embrace,—and her thin wasted
‘4tms fell Tike lead away, from their last fond hold,~and
'vou locked with a burning and tearléss gaze on the ife-.
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Tess clay, whose animate beauty had for years been
“the altar of your heart’s idolatry.—And months of al-
ternate stupor, or wild madness shrouded darkly aver:
your scorching brain—and -at last you wakened to con~.
sciousness and' a world, whose very atmosphere was
teeming to your ‘soul with misery, and despair.—And your
heart—it lies in the grave with. her whese head was.
- placed with. gentleness there.—Men speak of devotmn,'
of Religion as.a thing conﬁned within certain forms and
observances—Well, let it be so;——but tell me at what al-
tar, however consecrated, can you kneel with such feel-.
ings towards.your God, and the holy and eternal rest of -
‘his dwelling place, as are yours' when kneeling beside
the grave of the woman you Ioved and you pray that
in his bright mansious of peace your wounded aid bleed-
ing heart will at last rest from its apgnish—that there.
your soul’s deep faith in the mercies of its Creator wil:
again umte. you in love through a boundless eternity




“1 SAW HER DROOP."

" 1 saw her droop from day to day,
Fast fading like a blighted flow’r,
1 mark’d her pulse’s slow decay
And last throb in her dying hour—
Yes—in that moment [ was nigh
To catch the low, faint, trembling sigh,
That issued from her lips on mine,—
The last gift to affection’s shripe.
I follow’d in the funeral train
Which gave her back to earth again ;—
I stood beside the chill, dark tomb,
My soul enwrapt in sorrow’s gloom ;

_ Theard the rustling. cords which sped
Her form to.its last narrow bed ;"

I saw the spade the dust-clod sever,
Which hid her from my sight forever,
x * * * «

_ There was a time to me was given
All that could make this earth a heaven
A lovely scene of calm delight—

8o sofily pure, so purely bright,

That fancy seem’d to realize

This word into a Paradise;

And make life's varied scene to be

A more than state of b’liés t6 me.

But there was one who made life then
What it can never be again— -
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Whose presence gave a tinting warm,
Like to the rays of morning’s sun,

‘Whose bright’ning beams bestow .a charm
On all their radiance shines upon ;—

A fairy spell made all around

Seeni as it were enchanted ground:

And nature’s dullest scenes assume-

A warmer glow and fresher bloom.-

Oh ! memory dwells on days when oft
I used fo roam with her at eve,
To watch the gath’ring ciouds, 5o soft
" “And light, their gelden tissues weave—
" And the resplendent gems of skies
‘Whose starry splend(;urs shone above
A being, from whose mild dark eyes
Beam’d goodness, gentleness, and love,
¢ Twinkling.so silently and bright,
In their own pure’ rdd@ént spheres,
They sparkled 'mid the dews of night
Like womans’ glance enshrin’d in tears —
"Oh! we have fix'd our raptur'd gaze
On those bright isles of heav’n for hours,
And fondly thought celestial rays
From them were mix’d with souls like ours ;
And in such blissful moments deem’d
That Angels scarce could love so much,

Or so intensely,—nor yet dream’d
_ Our lives would €’er be aught than such—

* * * K %% *

* * B
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Drown’d, say’st thou, Valence?

' Val —Yes, my good Lord '—’twas but an hour ago
That, walking in the garden, I inclin’d
My steps near to the fairy pond, and look’d
Thro’ the clear water that like ohrystal shone
Down to its pebbly pavement—

" There' in sooth,
Tay sweet Floranthe, pale, yet just as fair -
- As all her living loveliness had been
CGn yestermorn—

“ Two fathoms deep she lay
Beneatb the silent water that. crept on,
Aa ﬁ*arful to disturb the seeming sleep
“Of one so truly good and beautiful !
M, y own. MIS'S

The summer of 1821 T’ sp/entas happily asa cordial
association of friends “in a country party on the
banks of- the Hudson, could speed the lagging pin:
_jo;as/of old’ fither Time- Our occupation and amuse-
ments were as diversified ‘as- the tastes of - the differen;
individuals who adopted ‘them.

My principal and favorite pursuif was ﬁshmg ina trout
stream o our ‘worthy ho -t's estate; or, when tired of
this solitary species of recreation, to ramble over its
magnificent demesnes, and lounge about for hours with
searcely either a wish or thought connected with the bu-
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sy world from which I seemed in a manner unliked, to
distract the placidity of contentment-I enjoyed.

One beautiful morning,1 set out to enjoy my customary
angling stroll to the iivulet beforementioned, and whiéh ‘
“proceeded from . the . bosom of a thickly wooded chain
of hills, about two miles from the home of our
entertainer. .1 sauntered along its prettily flowered
banks, whose luxuriant growth of willows in some places
nearly covered the silent stream which stole without a
murmur through the long water grass beneath their
shade. -Occasionally I followed my sport at eligible
spots, but more frequently musing over some fanciful
dream my imagination had conjured up, I continued
my wandering until the abrupt rising ofthe path, and
dashing noise of falling water, told the immediate neigh-
bourhood of the eminence before alluded to.

I am extravigantly fond-of-mountain scenery ; and, as
the place bore a sort of miniature similitude to it in its

B features, I determined on proceeding some distance far-

ther to examine it, ere I'retraced my steps home.

' For some hundred yards the brook now assumed am
‘appearance different from its noiseless course through the
valley below; for it flew on down t-he' acclivity, which
was not directly steep, in continued cascades, but on
reaching a ravine that ran for a considerable length be,
tween two lofty hills, it was characterized by the same
quietude as before. I pursued my way f through this ra-
vine or dell, which was gloomy and silent as the grave;
for shrubs and trees from the opposite sxdes meetmg
thickly above, scarcely allowed a ray of light to penetrate '
intoit. I was becoming displeased 2s well as fatigued
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with the darkling monoteny-of. my ramble, when I sud-
denly emeiged on-a scene that highly interested me, as
it. eertainly excited. my. curiosity.

The fishing stream, whose source: I had followed up to
this place, had: its origin in a deep natural basin or pool
into the area of whose situatien the glen opened and ap-
parently terminated. This basin was rounded in shape
as though it. had been artificially formed, and as 1 might
judge something like a dozen yards in diameter. Its Bor-
der wasa, fine, soft, mossy. turf, for a few feet back from
the water’s edge, but there an almostimpenetrable thick-
et of underwood mingled with the lofty trees, covering the
sides of the acchv:.,v around, and which extended to0 &
grea theight, I could not accouat for it, but whether it was
owing to the glooin thrown over the spot by the deep shad-
ow of the trees growing from the high ground which en-
circled it, or to its cown. natural hue, I thought this pool
was peculiarly- revolting to look on. It might, possibly,
. have been the vagary of imagination at the time, but I
could not help thinking so. It had not that blue tint
which usually pleases tc eye when gazing on such an
object, but a dark, sluggish colouring, that, combined
with the glassy calmx;eaa of its deep waters, so clear as
they were, notwithstending, led one to infer and dread
that treachery, and de:th, and even worse lay concealed
under its dusky bosom.

A thought like this'startled me in a manner; and in
raising my eyes from an objuot that gave them but little
for pleasurable speculation, my glance rested on one |
had not noticed before, and which taxed my surprise in
no small degree.

1 bave omitted to mention, in my description of the




“THE SGICIDE. . 193

;place, that a large tree, a part of whose rocts shot down
into the black depths of the pnol, stood in solitary ruin—
for it had been blasted by lightning or some other cause
vear its.edge,—and added much to the peculiar charac-
“ter it held ir my estimation.

‘With one hand resting against its withered trunk, and
the other prest on her bosom, stood a female in a position
slightly forward in inclination, gazing apparently with
much intenseness on the gloomy water before her. There
was nothing particularly singular about her, if it might
be with the exception of her very superior personal ap-
pearance, for she was a superbly fine woman, and a
young one too, as I could observe. She was drest ‘in
the then fashionable style of morning negligée ; and her
figure was so beautiful, and so peculiarly impressive
in the attitude in which I first saw it, that I can now,
at this time, fancy I see her still standing beside the
“ fairy lake,” as the place was termed. I stood for some
moments gazing on her, and uncertain whether to ad-
vance or not. She did not appear to notice my intru-
sion into the place; but after some time spent in looking
on the little basin, as I have before mentioned, some
thought flashed upon her that touched her feelings to the
quick—some recollection whose deep searching sorrow
she could not sustain ; for, starting back from the attitude
in which she stood, she extended her beautiful arms to
heaven, and with the exclamation of “ Great God! in thy
mercy forgive me the sin of this dark thought, and take
me to thyself; for oh! my heart, my heart, what is there
left thee in this drear world to live for now !"—and she
barst into a flood of tears.

- 1 really felt my situation 1asc'!elicate one. There was

)
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a hallowed sublimity, if I may so express it, in the grief,
deep and heart rending as it must have been, of this in-
__teresting being, seen -as she was under its agonizing in-
fluence, and in such a place. I would fain have stepped
-forward and addressed her, but I thought my presence
. would clash rudely in its intrusion on feelings so sensitive
as hers at that moment, and I remained fixed to the spot,
ieven though the dictates of my own bosom told me there
was a colouring of impropriety in domur so.
Her paroxysm of sorrow after a while abated ; and with
the exception of an occasional convulsive sob that seemed
" to violently shake her frame, her appearance regained its
previous quiescent tone, and she once more bent her
gaze on the smooth surface of the pool. She loeked on
it for some moments, and then slowly dzawng a ring
from off her finger,-dropped it into the depths of i its black
wagers, and calmly turned away. Ske left the place by a

wild kind of path in an opposite direction to the one’

which led me to it ; and which, I ascertained by follow-
ing it on for a distance, led to the grounds of a wealthy
neighbour of the gentleman whose hospitality I was en-

N

joying.

The scene altogether made a great xmpressxon onme.,
‘and rejoining our party in the course of the )d‘xy, I men~ :

tioned the circumstance, but was generally laughed at.
I was then but just verging into mauypod my disposition
somethmg ardent, I may in candor add, I was then-as I

have ever been, constitutionally romanuc and as my |
whims and fancies had savoured of this during my stay

among them, the things was looked upon as the fond fooi-

ish dieaming of a cracked-brained toy, and I wasin 1
apenner ridiculed for my pains. 1 was mortified in ne
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dlight degree, but concealed my chagrin and determined
saying nothing more on the subject.

On the evening of this'day, I attended our host with
otheérs of his guests, to a ball forming part of a family féte
given by the gentleman, his neighbor before alluded to.
He was a man of large fortune ; and the scene possessed
all the fascinatlon and attraction which wealth could com- *
mand, and évérything which might, to the last degree, de-
light and dazzle the senses of a young dreamer likemyself.
But I did not enjoy it. The occcurrence of the day was
vppermost in my thoughts. The ¢ fairy lake’ in the hilla
‘was ever before me, with the tears and sorrowing agony '
of the splendid being who had so forcibly stamped it on
my imagination. I was frequently rallied for my absence
and indifference.to the festivity around me, but I could
not shake off the spell in which I was enwrapped by the

morning scene ¥ had witnessed ; and I lounged through
the earlier part of the evening more in the style of an
automaton, that what possibly became a lad of eighteen
with ¢ beauty’s” bounding train” sparkling in all its mag-
nificence of effect before him.

Some hours had crept over me in this way, and would
probably have been followed by others of a similar languid
monotony, had not a friend stepped up to the seat where
I dare say, I was reclining unconsciously in some very
elegant attitude, or what was intended for such, some-
~_what in the style of the elegantes of the'present day.

i’ Come, young man,” said he, “if you will be dreaming
with yours eyes open, its a pity but your waking phanta-
sies should have a more tangible pursuit than your speca-
lations in the clouds can afford you.——Core rouse your-
self up, and I will show you the beautiful English girl that

»
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has excited so much admiration since her arrival here
and after seeing her, il you cau or will return to your.
Iair to play the dormouse again, you are welcome for me.’”
With a smile, taking my arm, he goodnaturedly drag--
ged me along from the ante-room where I had fixed my-
self, and in our way to the upper end of the ball room
whither he was taking me; informed mein a few words:
that the lady in question was a stationary guest in the
family celebrating the fete to which we had been- invited,
Indifferent health had been pleaded as anexcuse for her
. late appearance in the room ; and even that was'consider-
&d merely in compliment to the mistress of the mansion,
who prided herself highly on the celebrity which. the:
charms of her English friend had attracted to its festivi-
ties on that evening. We pressed on through the gay
throng, to where this fair stranger was sedted to Tre-
ceive the homage of adoration which, to judge from the
looks and whispered ejaculations of those near me, was
paid to her by all—1I started, though it was not in surprise
alone, for many thoughts crowded on. me then whick I
may ot define,—but I beheld her whom I had seen that
morning in the hills beside the fairy fountain.
Beauty has been so often portrayed. in its different stiles; ~ §
and grades, and peculiarities, that it appears in the guise

of plagiarism to attempt its description—But the beauty of | -

this young woman was of a kind that, I may affirm, iden-
tified itself from its peculiar tone of superiority. It seemed
as if the splendour of her sex’s nature,. shone- in her be-
yond the glowing light of its mere soft and winning at-
tractions,—and. yet,~you felt that she possest all the
witchery of its fascination.—I speak of her personal
charms alone, and of their peculiarity ; of course, stran- §
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ger as 1 was, I could but confine myself to their effect
and impression on myself and others, They called her
the ¢ English beauty’ by way of distinction, I presume,

from the many of native growth around her. And in- -

deed, in comparison with the fragile, lovely forms with
which she was contrasted, her transcendent superiority

was manifest.
She was an English girl, they said—and England’s

daughters are beautiful, if there is beauty under the cano-
py of heaven ;—and this one was pre-eminently so. There
was a deep toned feeling in the flashing of her large eyes
which spoke of high' thoughts an9 proud- resolve—but'
yet there was an angel softuess in their expression too,
which. convinced you that if fire beamed in their glance-
one moment, the next would seeit quenched in a tear:
There was a stamp of goddess-like mould in her fine:
features—The fine acquiline nose, the dark and full

arching eyebrow, the high and polished forehead with.

clusters of soft, dark, glossy ringlets playing over it—And
the waxen fairness of her cheek, with one little glow of

‘carnation—the hectic of some hidden blight that had not
of this world in it. Her form was tall, somewhat, I may
say, voluptuous, but yet sfrictly proportionate and beau-
tiful.in its contour.

" Her voice was soft and rich, yet very faint when she
spoke, which was but little ; and in deference to her ap--
pearance of delicate health, conversation was not much
intruded upon her. She appeared to feel the effect which
her own depressed -spirits had on those about her, and
with a smile, seating herself at a harp, she proffered to-
sing. s

Her song was'a phaintive little Troubadour ballad—E
18*
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- forget the words now—but its purport must have been
touching,. or her singing and accompaniment peculi#ly
so—for the result was magical in its influence—She was-
in tears herself, and every one in the room beside before:
she bad got half through it.—The exertion distressed her
almost to fainting, and she shortly after retired.
The hour. of midnight had gone by, and still the sound
of revelry continued. I sauntered about, lost in abstract:
speculation on what my youthful fancy deemed the mys~
tery that appeared to hang abeut the charming creature:
whom I had seen twice in- situations-so- strangely con-
trasted, and each time to interest me- so highly. I had
been standing in this mood for many minutes, leaning
against a pilldr in a trelliced gallery which looked in upon.
the ball-room.—A: long and deep. drawn sigh near the |
spot occasioned me to tarn my head that way, and I a-
gain saw this lovely yet singular female. She was stand-
ing before a latticed door in the gallery, that gave her,.
unseen, a complete view of the brilliant throng before:
her, and which she seemed to.be serenely yet anxiously
. contemplating. Her ball dress was not changed:; and 2. _
large, loose mantle or shawl thrown carelessly over her
arm, as if she were about to expose herself'to the night:
air, was the only difference from what her appearance
had been:in the room. A slight noise that I: made start-- §
Yed her, and causeu her to turn her gaze towards me,.
and perceiving she was noticed,.she vanished througha
side door into the “garden. [ had: half an idea of fol-- |
Yowing, but the same impulse that influenced me in the
woraing at the pool still prevented me. The night. was.
2 dark one, and a person could not at a- distance: §
identify an. object; but I felt certain-1saw a.figure in.
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white pssing quickly along to the extreme of the gar--
den, which was an extensive one, till it was lost in the
dark shade of the shrubberies.
¢ The brightest of moments must still bave a stop,” as
the Poet truly observes, and se it was with the gaiety of
this night. We separated as people separate who. bave
deadened their faculties of enjoyment in extreme indul~
gence, and until pleasure itself becomes wearisome.—
The next morning, as the early risers of us, or those who:-
have not over fatigued themselves the night before at the
ball, were assembling for breakfast, a horseman arrived
at spéed« from the next estate, with the news that Miss
;. the "English lady, was missing, and could nc
where be found ; and the circumstance was considered
~the more alarming, as it was ascertained that she had not: :

of the guests..
A thought flashed across my brain ;—and communica--

ting my suspicions, a party of us 1mmedxatelv set out for
the hills—It was. too true. Her shawl lay near the old

_ tree—a spangled slipper, soiled with grass-and leaves, just” "~

touched the bank—and over the blackest and deepest pazt
of the: pool: floated the lily-looking wreath she had weorn:
in her beautiful hair at the ball. I bave seen many
sirange, and a few affecting sights in my life, but
none—nothing that touched me more: than the appear-
ance of this lovely but ill-fated female, when lifted out.
ofthe dark waters beneath whose depths: she sought are- |
- fuge: from a sorrow which never was known. beyond coni=
jecture.
She was laid upon the mossy bank of the basin untif
the-usual forms in such cases were gone through. Her
hands were firmly clasped: together across her beautiful-
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bosom, as if to resist any struggle nature might make to
repel or prolong her fatal intention: The long wet tresses
of her fine hair were wreathed, some of them around lier
fair neck, while others lay scattered on the grass upon.
which her head rested - Life had not parted without a
strong ‘and painful struggle, as mlght be seen from the
writhing of a lip yet highly tintéd with a portion of its
Hving rosiness, and the deep distortion of her once love-
Jy features. She had been, as before remarked, slightly
ailing in her health, but nothing to affect the strength of
her frame so redolent with youthful vigour and fresh-
‘mess ; and it is natural to suppose its physical tenacity of
existence must_have strongly combated her. design, and
prolonged her suffering.
Oh! it was a sad sight to seea bemg, who but a few
fleeting hours before, was in the prime of life—of beau-
ty’s most glowing splendour, a magnet of adoration to all
-that ap'f)roached within the sphere of its bright fascina-
tion.—To see her whose exquisite loveliness but added a
lustre to the luxuriance and light of the stately halls in
which it had been nurtured, lying on the damp tangled
grass, a cold and- stiffened corpse, whose very beauty in
death.was horrid to look on. And there, as if in mockery
of the inanimate figure they had once so splendidly
adorned, shone and sparkled in the morning’s sun the dia-
-mond clasp of her zone, and therich settmu' of her costly
necklace and bracelets—for her costume was precisely
-as it was the previous evening at the ball—It seemed
- a mockery of the awful debt which had been thus volur..
tarily paid, and I sickened to contemplate it:
" She was interred in consecrated' earth; for to their
praise be it spoken, our American neighbours ate truiy.
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eharitable onpomts of a description which, iri other coun~’
tries, are carried to an absurd and unfeeling nicety.——
. Peace to her soul! in'that dread eternity of being into
~ which it was so daringly plunged. To look on the angel’
breathing of her transcendant beauty when in life, you
could not believe for a moment that the stain of sin—the
contamination of guilt, had touehed a form so  resplen-
dently pure in its bearing ;—and yet, if it was so, that God
alone muist judge,’before whose dread tribunal she stood
uncalled for, to plead her deep wrongs in'a world from:
whose suffering existence she was emancipated by su-
icide. oo ‘

‘Ft was never,: at least to my knowledge,. rightly ascer-
tained what the reason or cause was of her commit-
ting the awful act of self-destruction. A conjecture
was formed, it is true, but from subsequent circumstan-
ees indifferently and incorrectly known. It was swid
that, in‘ her own' land, she' had bee’ﬁ betrothed to one
whom she: dearly loved. She had a sister, not so highly
gifted as herself in charms and accomplishment, but who
was greatly her superior in point of fortune, from an ex-
tensive: property left her solely by a female relative.—
And during lier absence in America. whither she had’
accompanied her brother,~~who, at the time of her death
was at Havanna, whence he never returned, as he perish--
ed there of the yellow fever,—this sister won over by her-
great wealth the attentions of her recreant lover, and they
were married. It was further observed that he wasa
desperate gambler, and a libertine—in short a very vil-
lain in character—but I never would believe this, It was
too revolting to my thoughts to dwell’ for an instant
on. the supposition, that a weman of her splendid endow~
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ments, and high toned reﬁnemen\t\ of feeling, could be~
stow her Leart on an object so worthless as he was repre-
sented—Oh ! it could not be=: There must have been:
another cause—some deep and torturing grief which
. ¢ould not be endured, some agonizing wound whose fie
ry pain could only be assuaged in the coldness:and gloom
of the grave. There are many who will sneer at the idea ;
but I cannot divest myselfof the fancy, that should, in after
years, my steps ever lead me near to that part of the world
and I was tempted to visit the fairy lake in the hills®
againgand did so beneath the shade of night—1I repeat that
Ifeel confident, and I cannot say why or from what reason:
I should,—ifthe spirits of the departed are allowedto visit
this earthly sphere, I would again behold the fair form of
the unfortunate snicide standing beside the dusky. waters
of the pool, bending over their smooth and specious bow

som iugt as I had seen her in life,




TO AN UNKNOWN AMERICAN LADY.
(On secing her on the Champ de Mars,
’ Montreal.)

Fair stranger,— dost theu look upon
That bright and warrior band, -

‘To dream of some dear distant one

In thine own sunny land,

‘Whose form, perchance some manly brow

_Hath liken’d in thy memory now—
‘A loadstar absence cannot dim,

Each thouorht thy heart Lolds due to hxm.

Bat if that young and gentle breast
Still holds that heart thine own, -
As jét with passion unimprest—
Love’s joys and tears unknown ;
Then, lady, glance around and see
The many here who worship thee,
‘And fondly bow them at the shrine
of splendid beauty such as thine.

And such. js beauty’s rightful meed,
"The homage paid to thee,—

~ With heart and soul, the will and deed
We gladly bend the knee,
‘When woman's breathing loveliness -
‘Beams bright,and pure like thine, to bless

With all its living light and bloom,
T 'his darkling world of tears and gloom.
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She spoke of other days—a theme .
.thch waken’d thoughts that thnll’d the bram
‘With memory of a fitful dream—
A‘Of joy, and hope, and pain.

And in the sad and trembling tone

_Of her sweet voice theré seem’d a pow’r,
1 ne’er before had felt or known

In love’s most blissful hour,

‘Her form was wasted, and the bright
iWarm_ beaming of her eye was dead,
For grief had nearly quench’d its light
T,..With tears that she had shed. ‘

For treachery’s'b]ight had deeply wrung
‘Her heart in all that love could name;
And she, so beautiful and young,
.Was doom’d to tears and shame.

Poor stricken deer! in.fancy’s view
I seem that grief-worn form to trace,
And joy to think, the grave to you
‘Was a sure resting place.
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A TALE OF THE CTTAWA.

Was it a dream—
Or a delusion of‘the waking senses,
Ting’d with the airy wii:iness of a fiction,
Yet strongly mark’d with all the sombre truth
‘Of nature and reality >—

Many theories have been fabricated, and not a few
opinions advanced both by ancient and modern philoso-
phers, réspecting those wonderful delusions of the sens-
es which sometimes take place; and which make so
strong an impression on” the faculties of the mind, that

-reason in her coolest moments, is at a loss to determine
whether they were beguiled by a reality, or a visionary
deception.

‘We have many instances-on record, and not a few in
our own times, of strange occurrences of this-description
which have defied the most subtle definitions of philo-
sophical disquisition, and will, it is probable, ever set
them at defiance. o ‘

1t was on the quarter-deck of one of the many Steam
Beats that navigate the waters of the noble St. Lawrencer.
that a number of the ‘passengers were seated one mild,

starlight, sammer’s night, enjoying a liitle social chit-chat,
to wile away the time until the hour of retiring to rest.
'Ehere was-a sufficiency of light in the atmosphere to ad-

it of the vessel’s continuing her course—which she did,
19
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gallantly stemming the deep rolling stream, her majestic
progress distinguishable from the shore on either side—
whose dusky outlines were relieved at times by the occa-
sional twinkling of a taper in a cottage window—Dby the
brilliant, plume-like appearance of the glowing sparks
which issued forth in profusion from her chimnies,—.
whilst the low rushmg sound of, ﬂler dipping paddles, and
the often repeated cry of the look-cut man in the bow,
and attendent response d&' the steersman, were the only
intrusion on ‘the stillness that reighied around.
Whether it it.was owing to the influence of the hour,
-or to that predeliction which some peop]e have for .vwbat.-
ever savours of the marvellous—it so fell out, thatafter a
number of désultory and common-place toplcs had been
discussed, 'the discourse turned on the subject of super-
natural appearancesand visitations. Many indeed were "
the terrific and heart-appaling relations of what had |
either been heard or seen by some themselves, or “from
the hearsay of others; and one story suceeded anothey .
in quick succession, until the imaginations of most of
the listeners wére heated to a degree of fearful enthusi-
asm, by the thus disclosed secrets of -the spiritual world.
Some few, there were, who ventured to hint their scepu-
cism with regard to the existence of ghosts, fairies, &ec.
but they were immediately assailed with- an overpow-
ering torrent of matter of fact, as it was termed, apd
in support of which the most indisputzble authority was
of course advanced ; so that if its substance did not
exactly produce convictien in the minds of those to
whom it was addressed, the vocifercus vehemence with
which it was uttered, constrained them at least to confine
their infidelity of belief to themselves in future.
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- After some time had elapsed, during which the subject
hiad been sustained with a vigour that only flagged from:
thb want of something new to incite its renovation; and
thi‘? narrators had seemingly. exhausted their budgets of
w-,dx\xder, and, to use a sporting phrase, were completely”
at al<fdead stand, when an elderly gentleman’of a sed\ate
-ahd respectable miem, and who had- hitherto paid a silent
but marked attention toall that had beer said, requested
the attention of the company to' what he was about to
communicate. . . L
. . “%Gentlemen,” said he, ‘““some of you have to night.
recounted many certainly very singular and surprising’
incidents, some of them, it appears, from a p\\zrsonal' expe-
rience.  Permit me to relate an occurence\\of the kind .
which happened to myseif; and which, although it bears
a partial difference from the general tenor of .your narra-

" tonsy you will allow after hearing it, to be even more |
strange than a ghostly-visit from the dead, the’ midnight
m&aties of frisking imps and demons, er the fantastical.
equestrianism of witches mounted and curveiling on
broomsticks.”

_ ‘¢ About forty years ago, when I was a wild stripling of

. o X .

eighteen, I went from ‘Montreal to officiate as a clerk to
a man superintending a potash manufactory at the Lon-.’
gué-Sault of the Ottawa, or Grand River.”

«Some of you have seen, and few but have heard of
i
that dreadful rapid, fur more, tremendous than the cele-
. . \ .
brated nine mile race of the, St. Lawrence. The very

pilots who, from their frequex‘?t navigations, one would
‘naturally. suppose carelessly indifferent to its peculiar.
dangers, yet never enter the horrible commotion of’its
roaving surges without dread and apprehension—1In fact,
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IR passing through them, the strongest nerves cannot
remain unshaken.” : :
“To one accustomed to the sight, or to a stranger, they
areequally terrific ; and present an appearance, .of which
an European, unacqainted with these characteristics of our
Canadian rivers, cannot possibly form an idea.””
‘It seems as if the noble river, roused into an indignant
- fury at finding its course impeded by the huge masses of
rock which obstruct it here, vents its boiling rage in lash-

ing them with its angry billows ;—now rISIn'g\Poxe their

summits in wreaths of foaming surf, now/ sinking and
whirling in circling eddies around their base, and, toa
fanciful mind, appearing to shriek in wald‘despaxr at the
impotence of its efforts ;—and this being ever attended
with a deafening roar, adds much to the horrid sublimity
of the spectacle.”

“ A person contemplating this strife of waters from the
shore, would conceive it next to a moral ungossxbxhty for
a boat or canoe to live in it for an instant; but they go
through frequently, and with few exceptions, in perfect
sfety. "I have often stood for hours observing them
jump the chutes—small cacades,—which they did with
the rapidity of lightning; at times partly hid by the
dancing spray and foam, at others, rising to the top of a
wave, and suspended there apparently to be plunged in-
to destruction the next.” /

“I well recollect one Sunday morning, my watching
with a strong feeling of anxious apprehension, the ap-
proach of two Indian canoes to the head of the prineipal
and most dangerous part of the rapid. From the man-
ner in which they were loaded, I think they must have
belonged to one family. An Indian and a young lag
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were in the foremost, and a squaw with two small chil--
dren in that behind. The man 125k the proper channel,
and his canoe shot with the specd of an arrow in safety

through—but the poor squaw was not so fortunate. From
inattention in steering or some other cause, she lost the -
wake of the other canoe, and by so domo' missed the
right course.—She perceivedTer error and consequent
situation when it was too late for retrievement, though she
struggled hard and desperately—and well she rx;iaht,
S knowing the inevitable alternative—to regain what she
lﬁ lost, but it would not do.—The impetuosity of the
rushing stream prevailed against her feeble efforts, and
hurried her swiftiy cn to.destruction. I saw her plainly,
as if \desgfa.lr fling’ ‘her paddle’ away ; and in that
agony of feehnv\wluch the sudden certainty of a fright- .
ful death must mspxre\tm-ow herse]f forward; and with a
mhaternal affecuou  which even on this dreadful brink of
.ﬁtermty was paramoun L clasp her children in her em-
brace. ‘The decision of * there fate‘was but the work of
a,moment—they were swept by an eddying carrent over
a shelf of rocks, against which they-were whirled and
dashed for the space of a few seconds, and then borne
away ;—the roaring billows closing for ever. over. them
and their little sgan of earthly existence.”

“ But to return. fiom a digression which -I would not
have made, were it nég in 'some degree connected with
my story—As I said bé_{'ore, our works were situated on:
the banks of the Ottawa, near the lower end of this terri-..

- ble place. The country. in its vicinity. wasa perfect.
wilderness when compared ,to what itis at the present..
Then, it was a gloomy forest to. the very edge of the riv--
er; and its dreary sameness only broken here and there by,

19*
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the log hut and cleared patch of some hardy settler;
and who, amid the roaring din of rushing waters, and the
death-like solitude of a trackless environs, enlivened on-
Iy by the howlings of their savage tenantry, toiled to
obtain at the best, but the means of sustaining a miser~
able existence.”

¢ As my occupation did not intrude much on my fime,
I had many leisure hours, and from the want of a better
way of spending them, I used to visit 2 man settled
about a couple of miles above our establishment. He
cultivated but a small portion of land, which furnished
him with a bare sufficiency of corn and potatoes for his
family, and which, with the produce of his fishing through
out the summer season, which was in fact his great de-
pendence, subsisted them in a plenty ifnot a variety of .
food. This man was of a reserved, shy disposition,

which evinced itself in his manner and speech,—so much-

so as to make his society more disagreeable than other-
wise ; but it was not from any particular charm in him
his famiiy, or abode, that induced me to visit them so oft- -
en, but merely because it served to vary the monotony of
our.own circumscribed society. I happened one evening
to be returning home from one of these visits rather later:
than was my usual practice ; and my road from necessity
lying along the bank of the river, I was carefully picking
my steps among the masses of stone and drifi-wood that
luy heaped in every direction. T.had not, however, pro-
ceeded half a mile, when my ears were astounded by a
hideous yelling, as if all the wolves, wild cats, and -devils.
in Canada were assembled to howl and shriek in concert—
and being loudly echoed in the stillness of the.dark
forest behind, and possessing a frightful : indistinctness.
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from the- adjoining roar of the rapids, had a truly ap-

palling effect, and brought me to a stand for some mo-

ments. The noise appeared to come from the bottom of

a long recess or vista that ran directly back for a hun-

-dred yards.or more into the gloomy wood, and the thick-

ening obscurity of twilight prevented me frorh discerning

by what or whounr it was produced.- I had a loaded mus-

ket in my hand, it is true, yet it added little to the con-

fidence and security of the moment ; but a sudden crash

and a rushing sound, as if a troop of horse were charging

from the wood, tempted me to present them with its con- -
“tents, and I fired in the direction of the infernal tumult.

‘Fhe noise was immediately hushed ; but the sound of
many footsteps pressing towards me becoming too dis-

tinct for my courage to await their approach, I need

scarcely observe, that my farther progress homeward was

far from being dilatory.”

*“The nex time I saw my friend the fisherman, I re-
éounted this adventure ; and his wife, who was preseht,
remarked that it confirmed what she had often heard rela-
ted. of that spot.—That in the commencement of the
Revolutionary war, a band, of Indians took a family of"
whites prisoners, and scalped and murdered them there-
‘with every circumstance of atrocious cruelty and bar-
barism ; and ever since, it was said, terrifying sights and
noises were often seen and heard about the place. I
laughed heartily at the good woman’s elucidation of what
I own had frightened me at the time in no small degree ;:
and-her husband smiled, but in a manner which convin..
ced me more at the fearful vehemence of his.wife’s as-
. sertions than from a disbelief of their substance. I
. had-ever been, a hardened. sceptic in. such matters, and

S
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never failed to deride all tales of a supernatural cast
wherever I lLeard them ;. and on. this occasion, I abso-
lutely affronted the honest dame by the obstreperous
ridicule with which I displayed my incredulity. The
man shortly after leaving the house to resume his fish-
ing, I accompanied him; and continued to banter the
expldnation afforded by his wife’s legendaary narrative,
expressing my own conviction that the "noise had pro-
ceeded {rom a:pack cf hungry wolves, at the same time
asking his own opinion of the affair.”

““ Why,” said he, ‘“your conjecture may be right, but
the story as it has been told you is believed in these
parts, and no one acquainted with it will settle near the

spot. T was once as great an unbeliever of these things

as you appear to be, but my doubts-have been much sha»
ken by what I shall relate to you.”

“ About five years ago, I was out fishing until a very
late hour one beautiful midsummer-eve ,—the moon was
shining clearly, and’I'was beginning to feel wearied and
drowsy, when of a sudden I-saw before me a Ship with
‘her szils set, making her way against-the raging stream,
and through a part of the rap;id that nothing in this life or
belonging to this world could stem for an instant. I
thought that I had been- sleeping, and . that it was a
dream—and thinking it Such, I made no mention of it
tomy wife or any other person. A-few daysafier I was
attacked by a severe illness, which I attributed to my fre-
quent- exposure to chilling dimps when employed in
night fishing. However, in a while I recovered, and the
dfeam, as I thought it, had nearly passed from my mems
ory, when by a singulir chance, the succeeding midsum=
mer-eve I happened to be. at the.same. occupation, in the
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same place, dnd at nearly the very same hour—when I
again beheld the Ship just as I had seen it that time
twelve-month. This second appearance strangely af-
fected me. I had not been sleeping, neither had my im-
agination been heated by intoxication, for the use of 1i

quor I never indulge in ; and it seemed as if a curse at-

tended the sight, for I was seized with the same illness as
before, only differing from that by its greatér severity.

I have not made known the circumstance to a living
soul, save yourself; and since then, I have never han-
dled, nor will I attempt to use while in this part of the
country, a fish line on Midsummer’s-eve—You yourself
may judge whether I have not had sufficient reason ?” -
¢ This man’s relation arrested my levity, and strongly
ympressed itself on my inlagination. I knew hLim too
well to suppose he was palming a fiction of his own fra-
ming upon me ; or that it was the wild effervescence cfa
disordered fancy was equally improbable in one of his
sober and steady temperament.”

" “’I'he more I pondered on his words the more inexpli-
cable 1 thought his story; till I at length resoived cn
having my doubts and conjectures on the subject remov-
ed or determined by watching mysclf the next Midsum-
‘mer-eve, which was not far distant. When I informed
the fisherman of my intention, he decidedly and warmly
disapproved of it, and strenuously endeavoured to prevent
me from putting it in practice ; observing withal that
be was morally certain I would suffer by my temerity.—
But his words, being as they were in opposition to, served
ouly to more firmly fix my determination; and in
truth, I began to waver in my opinion of his veracity,
from the supposition that he wished to prevent my de-
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tection of what I felt inclined somewhat to think an jme
position.” o ) : . ’

“ When the eventful night arrived, I left my compan-
ions at the factory with the ostensible purpose of trying
my luck at night-fishing. On arriving at my station, I
seated miyself w'ith‘ my loaded gun in my hand—a pre-
caution I took to secure myself against the quondam visit
of any straggling beast of prey from the forest behind—
at the foot ofa large rock, whose summit was crowned
h}-g stunted pine, in the dark shadow of which I was en.
véloged beneath. "The river in front of me ran smoothly
ov’er_.a shelving ledge of stone, and not more than six
incles in depth for -about twenty yards from the shore,
where commenced a line of rocks and raging surf that
extended quite across to the opposite side, attended with
a bellowing din that was peculiarly horrible i the stillness
of the night.”

“The moon did not rise till a late hour, and then hes

Ji.ght was overcast and partially lost in the floating densi-
iy of a cloudy atmosphere, from which, shining at times,
it caused a kind of ftickering mirkiness that gave to every
object a fright_ﬁil indistinctness of expression: "The roar-
ing of the troubled waters seemed sometimes to be faz
more vekement than at others; and the occasional rush-
ing sound of the wind, sweepingsthrough the branches of
the dark mass of forest in my rear, or the occasional
unear howl of a prowling wolf, impressed me with a fear-
ful sensation of loncliness, I would start when a crack-
ling noise in the wood, as if some voracious monster was
forcing his way through to me, would arrest my attention
and grasping my gun more firmly, await the anticipa.
ted attack, That I felt rather uncamfortable I cannot
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' deny; and more than once I wxshed T bad taken ﬂxe
fisherman’s advice.”

“ As mldmght approached I fancied thmfrs becanre
‘more quiet ard serene ; and a sort of chlllmg ‘weariness
creeping over me, I was dxsposed to forget the purpose
of my vigil in a drowsy fitful qIumberm"——w‘nen the roar
ing of the rapzd seemed to be "entirely- hmhed-——and ali
around me to glow wgth an ‘unearth!y lxght—-—and at the
same moment a long and prolonged shout, as of exulta-
tion, resounded in my ears, and roused my do'vmg senses
from their stupor. I raised wy head, and inceedI saw,
or fancied I saw, a ship bearing galiantly up through the

midst of the furious commotion before me,~—with all her
sails set, and Ler decks crowded with people !
' ¢“A man in red apparel stood out at the end of her bow-
sprit—and another, whose dress denoted autherity, ofien
came from the after part of the vessel, and leaning over
the bow; looked earnestly into the water, and then by

the tone of his gestures appeared to ccmmunicate with
him on the look-out.” :

¢ Except the person arrayed in scariet, there was noth-
ing extraordinary or peculiar in the dress or demeanour
of the others. There were femalcs on board, for I no-
ted well their white drapery as it floated in t}~e breeze,f——
and they kept walking to and fro on the quarter deck,
sbmetimes singly, and 4t others in groupes. There was
a’crowd of persons in the waste of the ship, where all was
hurry and confasion,—and blows, and stripes, and fearfui
cries would appear to predominate for 2 w hile. Toud
“peals of laughter would burst forth, frequently, intercepted
"by lamenting strains of mournful music,- which would be
-succeeded for ssme moments by a deathlike silence, dut-

e sl
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ing which all was motienless and still ;—and then the
same hideous uproar, mingled with wailing, and sorrow,
knd merriment would commence again.”
+ ¢Torches would gleam with a strange and fitful bright-
ness around a spot where seemed stationary the majestic
figure of a beautiful woman, whose earnest gaze was fix-
ed on a bleeding corpse at her feet—and the flash of steel
in the torchlight, indicated that warriors with bared
sveapons were mingled in the throng.” ’
"« followed this strangé apparition with my eyes, as it
kept on through the foaming billows and rocks, till with
another terrific and long-continued cry—that cry Oh,
God ! I can never forget,—it melted away, and vanished
from my sight I know not how.—And the darkness re-
turned, and the rapid resumed its roaring—the wind again
moaned among the bending trees—and all was as before.”
¢ Whilst tiis vision lasted, which it did for two or three
ininutes, my faculties were absorbed in an intensity of
contemplation : but when it had past, actuated by an
impulse which I cannot define, I started up—and in a
renzied agony made the air resound with my shrieks and
" vociferations, till, as if struck an overpowering blow by
an unseen hand, I sank senseless on the ground.”

“ The morning sun had been shining for some hours,
when I found myself extended on the earth some dis-
tance from my seat of the preceeding night, a slight cut
in my temple, which I suppose was from falling against
a stone, and My gun still fast elenched in my hand. I
had just strength left me to crawl home to cur establish-
ment, whence [ was sent down to my friends in Mon-
treal for the benefit of proper medical attendance: and I
arcse from a sick bed, after a confinemert of six months,
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emaciated in person to a skeleton, and a prey to a strong
nervous agitation.” o

¢ Many will suppose that what I had witnessed was an
illusion of the senses, arising from a distempered imagi-
nation acted upon by former impressions. But this could
not virtually apply to my case. I had been told ofa
ship, it is certain, but no farther explanation or particu-
lars were given, and I had rever seenany other than
the petty small craft that traded to Montreal in those
days :— whereas, this was a ship of a size far superior to
any in the mercantile trade, and was fitted and equipped

i
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in every respect like a vessel destined for war, as I have
since had the fullest opportunity of ascertaining by com™
parison, from my vivid recollection of many peculiarities
in her construction as it appeared to me—So it is evi-
dent, no prior idea had been entertained by the faculiies
of retention. ~ But the marvel of this wonderful appari-
tion did not cease here.” ' . ‘

“ Twenty years afterwards, some commercial iransac-
tions occasioned me to make a voyage to Barbadoes.—
"The night we made Carlisle bay, in which Bridgetown,
the Capital of the Island is situated ; as our vessel was
standing in under easy sail, I was leaning against the
taffrel rail, enjoying the freshness of the night breeze,
which the sultry heat of the day in thosc warm latitudes
makes so desirable, and which, in the present instance,
was rendered delicious by the perceptible aromatic fra-
grence wafted from the shore, a characteristic of the
vicinity of the West Indian Islands remarked by all
seamen. The moon shone with a clear and mellow
light in an unclouded heaven, 2nd tinged with her silve-
ry beams the glittering sails of our vessel, whose slow

20 .
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progress through the briny flood was attended by a rip-
_pling noise, the only break on the silence around, and it
’had a pleasing effect on the ear at such a-lonely moment,
the heavenly calmness of which disposed my mind to
2 serene meditation,. The various events of my past
lee revolved in quick succession before me, when the
fact of its being Midsummer-eve flashed on my brain, with
the consequent certam recoliection of my adventure at
the Longue Sault of the Ottawa River in Canada.”

“I soon became enwrapt in a train of mental reason-
Jing on the unaccountableness of that circumstance ;—
ulml a loud cry which I too well remembered, roused
my attention—and the same ship, with the same crew,
and exact in every partlc\xlar as I had seen her that night
twenty years before, swept past me with a swiftness that
‘hurried her from my view ere reflection could be brotight
into action, and enable me to form either an idea ‘or a
conclusion. But so strongly was ¥ impressed with the
reality of what I had seen, that I turned to the man at the
helm, and aslted bim if he had seen or heard any thing
unusual. He replied that he had observed a light in the
sea at some distance ;_and fancied he had heard at the
same time a sirange kind of cry, but cculd not account
for either. I likewise enquired of the watch on deck at
the time, and they gave a similar- statement to that of
the helms—man. This second appearance of the Spec-
tre Ship. was to me attended with the same consequence
as the first;—and it was the utmost exertion of the -
kighest medical skill and attentlon that rescued me
from the grave. And I have a presentiment, that if
ever I am cursed with another ewht of/that ghostly veg-
sel and her spectral crew, it will an‘xcxpate the quick ap-

Proach of my dying hour.

B
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OH1 HAD SHE LOV'D.

A MELODY:
———

®h ! had she lov’d—and lov’d me but sincerely,
1 had not been, what now I weep to be,—

Oh ! had she lov’d—as I lov’d her, so dearly,
Life had not been all gloom and tears to me.

Bright eyes may smile in scenes of joy around ﬁle,
Sweet voices spells of melody may cast,—

Yet still they leave, as they have ever found, me,
True to one grief—the memory of the past.

Vainly I woo—to cheat my bosom’s sadness,

Revel and wine that I may all forget,—

Wine-cups and mirth wake not my soul to gladness,
While thought of her so wildly haunts ¢ yet. Kl

Oh! had she lov’d—and lov’d me but sincerely,
T had not been what now I weep to be,—
Oh! had she lov’d—as I lov'd her so dearly,

- Life had not been all gloom and tears to me.




' SPEAK TO ME ONLY IN THY SIGHS.

A MELODY. 2

. Py
Air—* Drink to me only.” /.

-

' (

\ Speak to me only i/g/\thy sighs,
““And Tl respond‘with mine,—

Vords cannot té]l the love I feel—
Oh! can they breathe of thine: .- -
Yes,—’tis alone for hearts like ours
Love’s language to define,—
Then, dearest, speak in sighs to me,
And I'll respond with mine.

If sighs are thoughts, and tear-drops words,
I bless thy tears and sighs,
So lov’'d in their soul-ééarching speech
From thy sweet lips and eyes ;
Oh! dearer far thy sigh to me
Than ‘music most divine,—
Then, let soft sighs thy language be,
And kisses shall be mine.
Y




THE EVENING HOUR.

"It is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale’s high note is heard, =
Tt is the hour when l\ovetj’s VOWS
Seem sweet in every whisper'd word;
And gentle windé}‘ and waters near,
Make music to the lonely ear ;—
Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the stars have set,
And on the wave is deeper blue,
And on the leaf a browner hue,
And in the heavens that clear obscute,
So softly dark, so darkly pure,
Which follows the decline of day,
As twilight melts beneath the moon away

Byrox.

The contemplation of Nature in her various garbs and
situations, has been to me, from my earliest youth, a
scource of delightful feeling and enjoyment. In the ten-
der years of childhood, ason a fine still summer’s even-
ing, my sporﬂve companions were all bustle and glee in
the presecutlon of some favourite game, I would steal
away from the noisy throng to some sequestered spot,
where, reénotefully secure from their interruption and
leyous eumu]t 1 would sxt and gaze for hours on the
moo:} as she slowly pursued her majestic course along.

20*
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the blue heavens, or, in her absence, on the innumerable
stars that gaily twinkled above me. °

I would too, quit my bed in a morning, ere it was yet
day, and hie me to a distant hill to watch the opening
tints of dawn ; and with a devotional reverence behold
the sun as it rose in refulgent splendour above the hori-
zon, to diffuse light and gladness over a slumbering
world ;—and at eve I would repair to the same spot, to
see the bright luminary set and sink to rest, and, as it dis-
appeared,’the bright but fast fading gleams it threw across
the distant waters;—and which I have oftensince thought,
resembled the mournful smile which a dying christian
casts on those around his couch, and who though secure
in the confidence resulting from a useful and well spent
life, yet feels his soul yearn to those dear friends he is
about to quit for that shadowed land beyond the grave.

Tt is to an unbounded indulgence in the excess of en-
thusiastic feeling to which such moments would natur~
ally give birth, I may attribute the romanceful propensi-
ty to revel in' the fairy world of ideal felicity whick
strongly characterised my earlier life; and which, I
must candidly own, has become the second nature of my
maturer years.—And illusive and trifling as it may ap-

“.pear to be, it is a species of mental enjoyment which I

feel I would not—I could not forego, so intensely is it
idénti‘ﬁédn}ﬁth my very being. And when the petty
¢ares and abixieties of this world rise up in array against
ine, I fly to §ne of my own creation, and peopling it with
beings of imag\nation—in their sweet society my troubles
and their dread\zeality are alike forgot.

To a mind dispdsgd to dreams of retr"ospection and an-
ticipation, there cannot be a more happy inspiration
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thari a ramble in the placidity and stillness of even-
ing. I pretend not to determine the effect which it may *
produce upon others, but to judge from my own feelings,-
it is an hour which elicits a peculiar sensation of pléa.s-
ure and delight. ~ ——

It is a delicious moment of calm repose, in which we
can breathe freely after the fatigues and hurry of the day,
and serenely look back on its events, and form plans for
the morrow.

It is the jubilee of the soul—if I dare hazard the ex~
pression—when its better feelings freed from the shackles
of restraint imposed by the cold formalities of society, and
waking from the apathy induced by the common place
incidents of worldly intercourse, spring into action with
a renovated buoyancy, and-bestow a foretaste of heavenly
enjoyment, if that enjoyment can in the faintest degree

" be anticipated on earth,—a felicity indeed which may be
felt but cannot be described. .
It is at this hour, when gazing on the fading glories o
the skies, as they gradually die away, and are lost in the
- approaching dimness—or watching the increasing faint-
ness of the surrounding landscape, till not a gleam of
light is left to display its varied hues, and which are fast
blending into one universal tint,—that the remembrance
of blighted hopes and blissful joys and thwarted views
_of ambition stealing on us. Deceitful illusions! Once
bright and dazzling as that glowing radiance we had Just
contemplated, and like it, their transitory fascination
nisled our heated fancies for awhile, and then sank into
the dark clouds of disappointment and despair.
And when the soul is enwrapt in the seducing melan-
choly which reflections like these cannot fail of inspir-
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ing, the recollection of youthful joys, and friends with
whom those joys were shared, causes the heart to beat
with a pamfulu palpitation ; and a hallowed tear- will fall
10 the memory of some dear departed companion, whose
society was a charm that illumined the outset of our pil-
grimage through life, but who, quitting the toilsome path,
left us to wander on in regret and Joneliness.

Thoughts like these make the hour strongly typical of
the wane of human life, when the noontide fervour of
youthful passion has gone by, and we can coolly give a
backward glance to the.past, and prepare for that future
to which we are fast hastening.: '

The gathering shades of evening veil every object with
a pleasillg expression of softness, that, combined with the
rich and delightful fragrance of blowing flowers, float-
ing in the low Wh'igpering breath of the passing breeze,
give a bewitchiag . tenderness to this hour as peculiar to
itself as overpowering in its influence,—~an enthfisiasm
of sensation which the breast of a lover alone can truly
apprecmte Oh! if there are bemgs to be envied as be-
ing blest with a more than ordinary portion of earthly
bliss, it is the fond  pair who roam forth in these trans-
porting moments, to partake of their tsympathy, .and to
hold that communion of soul of which the depraved sen-
sualist can neither form an estimate or idea.

1 have seen, two such “as T have here described, and
who were indeed a world in themselves to each other,
standing still, and lost in a delitious emotion resulting
from the kindred effect of the. moment, mutually gaze
till the very tears ‘streamed from their eyes from the in-
tensity of empassioned fee]mg which language was de-
nied them to express :—Reader, if ever you have fondly
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and truly loved, and your affection has been returned
with equal ardour, and it may be in such a situation and
moment as I have depicted, you can best appreciate
whether I exaggerate,—if you have not, then I pity you
from my inmost soul ! .

But the evening hour is not sacred to love and friend-
ship alone, and the feelings they would naturally waken
into birth ;—for it is- particularly calculated to inspire a
strong sense of seligious devotion in the man who adores
his Creator through the medium of his works. His soul
is-turned, as it were, to a harmonic tranquility, that ena-
bles him to ponder with a serene delight on. the justice
and benevolence of an overruling Providence, and to be-
yond its dispensations with admiration and worship.—
And I trust it will not be deemed a presumption to hope,
that that heaven of rest which awaits the virtuous beyond
this life, is as soothingly still—as calmly beautiful, as
the twilight fascination of this peculiar hour on earth.

I make no'pretensions to the sanctity of a devotee; but
I must confess, that often, whilst gazing on the heavens
at Even, when fancy leads me to suppose I could almost
look through their profound expanse, and their starry
glories display in the increasing gloom their sublimity of
splendour, I am lost in reverential adoration; and an in-
describable something prompts me to wish I could on

the instant quit the soul-sickening nothingness of this ex-
existence for that of the bright and distant worlds above.

I feel itasthe busy workings of the immortal spark
‘within, that can never rest in its fleshly tenement, but
longs to rejoin the mass of spiritual essence of which it
is a particle : And, though the assertion may appear
somewhat strange, it is at such a time I indeed am sen-
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sible I possess a soul, and spurn at the belief that such
monsters as atheists ever existed or do exist.

That there are individuals who possess an obduraté- .
insusceptibility which "can seldom be affected either by
circumstance or sitnation and who, from the callosity of
their feelings, alike {defy impression or excitement Tam
ready to aflow—To such [ do not apply, for I hold
them little superior in intellectual enjoyment to the brute
creation ; but setting them aside, there are few, compar-
atively, who do not feel more intensely at particular times
and in peculiar situations. I make the observation
merely to illustrate my context—and from this reason to’
me the Evening hour will ever be sacred.

Let the tempests of adversity buffet me as they wdl h
and though thorns be lavishly mingled with the few wild

. flowers that may perchance besirew my path, yet I feel
eontented in the consciousness of possessing an indepen-
dence of felicity of which I cannot be-deprived ; and
which, like a soothing balm, if it may not possess the
power of healing the smart of misfortune,. yet will as~

_ suage it in some degree, and suffer me to journey on

through this world without repining.
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THE EVE OF BATTLE,

All was so still, so soft in earth ard air, - </

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there.~
~Lara, - .

There is no situation, perhaps, in which man is more
susceptible of the kinder feeli ngs of his nature than when
he is about to risk his existence in the tide of mortal con-
flict. The ties of love—of friendship —and of kindred,
seemin that bour to be woven more closely round the
heart, and dearer than they ever were bsfore; and the
probablhty, which will intrade itself on the mind, of our
soon be‘ntr nsens-ble to thcm all nge> life a thousand
gharms,

Agitated by such feelings as these on the night prece-
ding a desper rate engagement ; and efxable to take the
repose which was to fit me for encomfermo the fatigues
and dangers of the approachmor combat, I strolled some
distance from my tent, hoping the freshness of the night
air might, in some degree,‘ten_d to calm the feverish fer.
ment of my spirits.

Tt was a delicious night in the earlier part of June
and the full moon shone mth—as I thought at the time
—-unnvaﬂedsplendor The camp of cur army was situ-
ated along a height which gently sloped down to a smalil
river, scarcely a musket shot in breadth ; and on the opr
posite side of which, ona correspoilding range of hills.
was formed that of the enemy.—All was silent as the
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grave, except when at times the shrill neigh of some im-
patient charger would break upon the stillness that
reigned around, and then die away in the distance ; H
whilst round the watch-fires that scantily studded either
camp, and which gleamed with a ghastly lustre in the
pale moonlight, might be perceived the faintly defined
figures of men, who, as they passed to and fro, seemed
in ore’s fancy like demons celebrating their orgies in
anticipation of the scene of blood and carnage about to
ensue,

As I gazed on the vast assemblage of tents before nie,

whose white draperies glistened in the beams of the moon,
I thought of their slumbering inmates ;—of the many
who now in the arms of ¢ nature’s balmy comforter”
were forgetting past care and approaching danger, and
who ere the setting of the morrow’s sun, would sink into
that sleep from which the last trump only would rouse
-them. They were then, probably, transported in their
dreams to the midst of their families and connections,
where in seeming they enjoyed all that parental kindness
or tender affection could bestow——endearments which,
.alas! they were fated never agzain to enjoy in reality.

From them I naturally reverted to my own situation. I
thought of my home in the smiling valley,—of my aged
parents—of her who might then be gazing- at the lovely
planet shining witha si-lve'ryv radiance in its empyreal
course above me, and breathing a prayer to Heaven for
my safety. I thought of them—of all I held most dear
on earth, till almost ovefpowered ‘by‘ the intensity of my
feelings—when, as if to complete the enthusiastic sad-
ness of the moment, a strain of music caught my ear, as
floating in the night breze it died sofily away. I listens
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.£d, and again it was repeated—and I could plainly dis
tinguish in the clear tones and soothing melody ofa
Alute, the well known pathetic air of the “ Wounded
Hussar.” It came from the oppésite camp, and proba-
‘bly served to beguile away the reflections of some lonely
. wanderer like myself.

I have listened to music in all its forms : 1 have heard,
with a swelling heart, the proud notes of triumph in the
“hour of victory—the sweetest music to a soldier’s ear ;—
have yielded to the momentary exhilaration produced by a
.ball room orchestra ;—have experienced the fascinating
‘entrancement attendant on the witcheries of song when
warbled from the lips of female loveliness :—Yet there
‘was a something in that simple melody, breathed in such
‘an hour, and in such a situation, which surpassed them

all.—1It was so much in unison with the scene and my
;feelings at the time, that the enchantment it then pos-
,sessed has continued to the present moment, and will to
the latest hour of my exxstence




230

I WISH I COULD FORGET HER.

A BALLAD. >

wish I could forget her, =1 wish I could forget )
/,k‘h/a{ She is all so beautiful—that we had ever met!—
)h! how I pray that once again this anguish’d heart” were
free
. “rom every thought that brings her back in memory to me.
[ wish I could forget her,—forget the fairy spell
That floated in each melting tone which from her sweet lips
fell— ' ) S
- The tbuching song of hopeless love she sang to me alone,
Till tears would gnsh from “eyes that caught their softnes®
from her own. — .

I wish I could forget ker,—the many things which make
Remembrance of past fleeted hours a torture for her sake,—
- ) Her look—and smile—and song—~and sigh—and - tears—al
haunt me yet, :
And dreaming wild as this, my heart, 'twere mercy o forget.

I wiskTeould  forget ker,—forget I e’er enshrin’d
Her loveliness and gifted worth above her gentle kind

- So far—that from proud Beauty’s train I ever turn’d away,
JAn humbleness to kneel to her, more brightly fair than they.

T wish I could forget ker,—could bring my heart to deem
The bliss it knew in loving her was only passion’s dream—
A fleeting ray of joyful hue from some sweet star that shed
dts brightness o’er a darkling dome a moment ere it fled,
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1 wish I could forget her,—how sad and weary years
Were fading fast the morning bloom of her young life in tears
How blighting grief had early flung her shadow over hours,

—Which should have won her gentle steps with light and .

song and flow’rs.

T wisk 1 could forget her,~and vainly fy to all

“The world can give of pleasure here to satiate and pall

The grasping and the weary heart,—but mine must covet yet
A refuge from afierce despuir which dares it to forget.

1 wish I could forget her,—could win me to forget

“The thousand thoughts that fondly twine her round my mem-

ory yet,
And I 'would cherish hope that life at last might cease to be

A changeless scene of dreary gloom and hopelessness to me, -

- Xwish I could forget her,—but Oh! how idly vain

To think—to hope—to pray that e’er this heart may feel

again i
One pulse that breathes not all of ker,—-and drgams which
linger yet .
8So deeply there—that in the grave alone I can forget,




All heaven and earth are still=though not in sleep,

But breathless, as we grow when feeling most,

And silent, as we stand in thoughts too deep:—

All heaven and earth are still—from the high host'

Of stars, to the lull’d lake and mountain-coast,

All is concenter'd in alife intense, )

Where not a beam, nor air, nor leafis lost,

But hath a part of being, and a sense

Of that which is of all Creator and defence.
CuiLpe HaroLp—CanTto 3d.

Thou dull and heartless reveller in the garish light of
merry colored day, and its inany broad and coarsefy
tinted scenes of hollow™ merriment, and specious splen-
dour, and the host of false joys and fickle smiles that at
best but win the eye to the mockery of the heart,—know
you that there lies embosomed beneath that soft and dus-
ky veil which Nature nightly shadows forth upon a slum-
bering world, a treasured mine of contemplative enjoy-
ment to the heart,whose silent musings in that lonely hour
are awakened to the melody, and beauty, and sublimity of
the language so sweetly and gently whispered then to
the soul from every star in the fair blue skies, and the
perfumed flowers, and the bright flowing streams of this

lovely earth;—and the heavily bonded spirit springs free
from its fleshly thraldom in the purity of the moment, to




NIGHT, .- 233

mingle with that so freshly breathing of the Godhead
over all. -Tt is indeed the season when our nature’s ca~
pacity of high thought, and meditative reflection holds
its chosen hour of admiration and praise and worship;
and the meteor-lights of fancy glow fitfully and swiftly
over the mind’s- ﬁrmament then in_hues more.. vaned

and brilliant than the broad and slug gard face of day can\ -

waken or dxsplay—-—And/yet how few,—how very few a-
mong the crowded and bustling scenes around us, feel
and appreciate the night season to be other than a tale of
time told off to the wine-cup or the dice-bozx, or possibly,at
best, to that cozener of life’s numbered moments —sleep.

Go to—and mingle with the anxious throng pressing
¢0 the many fanes of Pleasures ido]z;try.—-Go, and at the
festive board drain off the repeated goblet—and listen to
and participate in the brawling boast, or the maudlin sor-
. FOW, 0 ‘the idiot joy of besotted fools around you;—be an

_-“active partxzan while the phrenzy of intoxication is upon

you, in that which the morrow’s sun may hail with
debility—may, it is more than probable, stamp with the
damning record of a friend’s life-blood—the price of some
silly tasnt or unmeaning and drivelling expression of in-
sult. And this is the way of “Enjoying an evening” as
the eant phraseology of society goes.

Perhaps you are a ‘ladies’ man’, and eschew
the abomination of the drunken revel.  And
what a treat‘——-To sit out an evening among a
coterie of ﬂxrtmg young girls, too silly to be ill ‘natured,
and crabbed old ones too ugly to be otherwise. And
cakes, and tea, and scandaé,land cards, follow in staid

: .

s
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rotation, and what by courtesy are, handed round under
the denominative appellation of refreshments, intermin~
.+« gled with the thumping of an untuned piano, and the in-
- reessant squalling of some ‘genius’ or gifted fair one of
" the company, whom the conceit of Ma or her own vanity,
and the complaisant ears of those around, keeps eternally
pounding and bawling at and to the tortured instrument.
And as a pleasant firale to a;Il this, you are the victim of
a fate whose curse follows you still, in the shape of hav-
ing allotted to you the task—wthe delightful doom of tram-
ping a mile or more through dark streets and muddy
‘lanes—that is ‘seeing home’ some dear creature whom
you would from your soul sooner see to the devil.—Some
vinegar faced, lemon-tongued, jaundice-eyed thing, all
shawled and hooded, and pattened for the journey home,
whose kind inuendoes on your dearest friend,—perhaps
“avery dear one—or an occasional ‘wipe at follies of your
own, whose mention you felt would have been more hon.
oured in the breach than the observance,—the benefit of
“all which'you have appreciated during the night makes
it a very agreeable affair. And just think ofit,as you
ttu&ge' sulkily and silently on, your evil spirit clings like a
ftrue-love’ to_your arm, and tenderly, oh! patiencel-—af-
- fects to tenderly enquire’ if  you are “not well”—and this,
it is probable, just when you are passing the “shop’ of a
bachelor chum, and you look up to the snug twinkling
window, and hear—as the old fathers say of the damned
souls being tormented with hearing the strains of the
blessed choirs afar off—you hear the jovial hearty Jaugh
above,and perhaps you identify in your auricular sensibil-
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* ity at the moment, a call for more ‘hot water” and you
‘know that the rabbit and the oysters have been discussed-
hours before, and you can sec—yes, you can plainly see
the light curling cloud of the sweet precious Havanna's
flitting in beautiful shadow across the broad yellow
panes !—Or, perhaps, to change the plcture,yoir thoughts
are wandering to some ‘angel form’, the animal magnet~
ism of whose soft rosy lips had made the forfeit-kiss a-
debt of delight unto your own;—and you fancied you had:
made an impression when you whispered the quotation-

from the “Loves of the angels” into her willing ear, the =

instant you were behind the large window curtam,snatch-
ing somewhat abruptly the bliss redeeming your pencil~
case,—~and you know that the road to her home is twice
as long and fifty times better than the onme you are meas--
wring with your curses; and you think—oh! torture !—
of the dashing, handsome, fascinating fellow* whom you-
left cloaking her delicious figure preparatory to the fartheg- '
gallantry of his assumed protectorship—and you remem-- .
ber that just as you quitted the hall door with your ‘night-
mare’, her gentle good night from the stair top was so
tenderly reproachful in its silvery tones—Well, and you
. have been forced to compromise all this, whether it be the
three good fellows, and the oysters, and cheroots, and the
Irish whiskey,—or the fete a tete home with the little
Houri of your heart whom you were determined to fall in
love with—And for whatP—You feel this and the Paradisg
you have lost, when, by the light of the flaring candle
which is held by the drowsy slip-shod scullion wench op-
ening the door to your thundering and impatient rap,the
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Gorgon face of your companion is unhooded to leer its
fiendlike accompaniment to the many thanks for your
*kind politeness’, each word of which falls.on your heart
like a wanton mockery of its despair;—and youare invi-
ted to call, and the family will ‘all be so happy to see'you, ..
and another talon like gras;;i§ meditated on your hand—
but human nature can endure this no longer.  You dash
madly away, uncertain whether or where you will bang,
shoot or drown yourself, and are only brought to your senses
by a sturdy watchman who collars you fast as you are
heedlessly rushing past his beat,—supposing you to be
some retreating burglar—an opinion which he persists in
maintaining  until convinced of his error before the sitting
magistrate the following mornihg; and in the interim has
kindly kept you out of harms way in the watch-house,
And this is, ye Gods! another way of “Enjoying an eve-

ning!” .
You are occasionally given to ‘sporting a toe’ a few,
we will suppose;—and speak truly on your conscience, did
jou ever rise from your bed the morning or afternoon af-
ter a ball in the consciousness of having been perfecily
"-amused—we will notsay kappy? Did not some stray
feeling of envy, or jealousy, or mortified vanity—the un-
kindest cut of all—or disappointment, arise to darken,
perhaps triflingly but still to darken the brilliancy of the
scene alike in fetrospection as enjoyment? A certain lady
or ladies manifested an admiration for some fellow whom
you had looked upon ever, and particularly just zker, as a
perfect beast, and you felt yourself cut out—or you missed
<cutting in’ in the figures of the last new set, and had the
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benefit of Being giggled and sneered‘ at by all the ﬂ/i;ts'/ .

and coxcombs in the room. Or possibly, the fcl;osén of
your heart’, by a provident Mama’s calculating policy,was
kept capering the whole night with a rich, ugly, hobbling
old brute, and as you looked on the ‘sorted’ fair, you re-

i ‘emberthatyou never before felt so<infernally proud and
) damﬁ:éibly‘poor in one and at the same moment.—And

_ is, we quote you. as another way of ‘spending an eve-
ning!’ _

Then that abomination of wasted time—cards—as
they are touched and counted by three fourths of the
community. Oh! your twopenny whist and penny loo,andf
the baize-covered table,with the prim autumatonsaround
it, Cards if you will—but let there be ‘the ducatson the’
board’—there is excitement, a!l delightful excitement in’

their touch then;—and gold may win Old Time to bear °

with the wasting sands of his néglected glass. And as
we are immediately on the subject of speculative amuse-
ment—Dby way of digression, we avow that we often thank
Heaven for two things—our not being by disposition a
gambler, or a married man by fate, as the chances do run

4 tolerably equal—As we have observed. we have often ex-

pressed our gratitude for these, and feel it for another
dispensation—that of being exempted by temperament
_from the moping idiocy of the book-worm.

‘Only think of it, to spend the fleeting and glorious hours
of night over dust covered and moth-eaten tomes of the
lord knows what—half dozed,and blinded,and if possible,
more stupid than before.—And then there are your Mu-
sical parties—an assemblage of ‘talent’, as the ‘provoke’
generally specifies by way of enhancing the compliment,.

——
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NIGHT.

And they sing and play not with, bnt against each other,
as well as the very devil with the ears of the poor unof.
fending uninitiated, but who, after all, generally have eye
if not ear enough—to see that disgusting petulance or
ridiculous vanity more usually marks ¢me with these

musical viréuosi than the gouty foot of im-crustily doing
the honours by the huge bass-fiddle. .
No, no—if we speak of the ‘Night hour’ as it wanes in
the dwellings of men—experience, reflection, the sum of
men’s opinions tell us that where pleasure or enjoyment
is the object—there can be but two things to bind us to
2 sojournment beneath the roof separating our hearts and
gaze from the splendours of the lustrous skies above us
—two things of this lower world, equivocal as they have
ever been of evil as of good, and to which from the earli-
est tale of time to the present, and on—on while hours
are numbering to eternity, few among men but have
been, are, and will be, more or less bonded and they are
— Women and Wine!—The dream of the young keart, or
the solace of the-old and strickened. The_one a spell
that wins us too often to forget all that,alas! we should
remember;— the other a false Letke mocking us still with |
the hope of remembering nothing ofthat which we can-
not, we almost dare not forget. Yet, let us not, we in-
treat, be mistaken in our subject or its motive, when we
speak of the smiling eye of dear gentle Woman, or the
generous joys of the ruby wine cup, winning us to our
fireside homes in “those hours of shade,” for which
both of them as well as the ‘moon’ were most certainly
made—in any other guise than the pure and tender and
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~ devoted affection of the one, or the moderate and ration-
al discussion of the other.- “Woman, the world over;
and wine, wherever we find it’—an obscure commenta-
tor on Josephus tells us, was a common toast with the
young gallants of the imperial legions at their mess ta-
bles, while besieging Jerusalem under Titus; but as we
quote this from hearsay, and, moreover, being, it is like-
ly, given under tjle cold canvass .(.)f a mess marquee, we
do not" nor wish we our readers te, lay any siress on the
fact, beyond the antiquity of the influence possessed by
the gentler sex as also the juice of the grape in the remo-
zer ages of the world. ' '
‘We have a visiou of other and younger days fresh up-
on our heart, ere the gay scenery of ‘life’s proscenium
was sadly changed with us to the stern and sombre fix-
tures of its more darkened background. We have a
dream of a soft sweet home—and a softer and sweeter
bond to that home-—which no lighted halls, nor spark-
ling boards, nor swelling orchestra’s, nor starry skies or
moonlit scenery could win. us to forego—away from ker
who was herself the light and joy and music of that hap-
py and not altogether humble-dwelling, and redolent .of
lustre and loyeliness, in the glory of her young beauty, as
the spangled brightness and shadowy softness of the world
above and around it. ‘The crimson curtained windows—
the rich patterned carpet, amply adapted to the dimen-
sions of that snug little parlour——the green covered table
with its blandly shaded lamp—the flute, and the scatter-
ed rausic on the piano'in the background—the portfolio .
of drawings recumbent on the luxurious looking sofa in

the recess—two or three volumes of the latest popular
P
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.works, and possibly a nearly finished shirt collar,or wrist-
‘band, or ﬂowered tippet lying. lobsely in the neighborhood
of the large tumbler of spiced and smoking negus con-
"cocted by the kmdly ready hands of the fond fair bemg,
“half sitting half kneeling at the knee of him for whom Aer
world was sacrificed—and while her taper fingers are
)]ightly busy, papering up those dark silky ringlets each of
‘them a heart’s relic—her beautiful eyes, in their uplifted
and tender gaze, speak that deep and all devoted affec-
tion which knows of no bond to life beyond kis love—no
trust, nor refuge, nor succour on earth but in Ium_-hls
honour, and his truth. And tell me,. then, of the man
who would roam in the ‘night hour’ from the society of a
being like this;

Lacking the spell which ever lingers round Beauty’s
home, and which in #his life must be ever paramount to
all else, and where we are not loved or loving in this
gentle mood—Commend us to the social few, whether
brother bachelors or not, who meet to feel how painful it
can be for even manly hearts to sever. Where wit and
jolity tempered by good nature and moderation speeds its
round with the circling glass, and wakens each better
feeling to a joyousness that almost hallows the tie of
friendship it is more closely twining around the heart.—
And the song and the glee—and the toast to these we
love—and the pledge which bears a blessing from lips we
feel will not deceive us; and noble and generous and
high-toned souls are beaming from eyes then litup with
a splendour the cold and formal things of day can seldom
waken—and all is frankness and friendship and peace—
no sneering satirist, nor traitor hypocnte-—nor brawhng
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and baullying rufian—none whom you more than feel in-
clined to soundly kick at prriing—are there to mar and
intrude on the placid merriment of the hour.—And ye
who do look back occasionally on the ¢ Vights’ of your
past lives—say whether momentslike these have not been
as white spots in the monotonous gloom of existence!
And now, on quitting the romanceful iraths of reality for
the realities of romance, We will sink the authoritative
plural, sportively assumed without design in fact or cir
cumstance, in humble imitation of those mighty poten-
tates among men and over the march of mind—Crowned
heads and Newspaper Editors, and speak to the point in
Our-OWN Proper person.

From early boyhood up to the present hour——partfy
from necessity, but more from choice—I have been an in-
‘veterate night-wanderer. Night to me has ever brought
that portion of existence I have most deeply appreciated,
and to which I ncver cease to look back but with
a strange and peculiarsatisfaction. Solitude and indepen-
dence of action I have ever courted and toiled tor; and
they have been mine, but rarely till the noisy tumult of
day, and its thousand and fettering obligations have fa-
ded with the setiing sun. And in the night season, when
animal creation seemed to have vanished from the earth:
and all has been silent around--I have indeed feltasthough
the lovely world in which I breathed was all mine own.

I temember well, while yet a boy, how I havesolitarily
paddled a canoe a whole night together, withcut any defi-
nite pdrpose beyond the mere propensity, over and around
a small lake in the vicinity of my childhood’s home;—and
how many delighful—to me—moonlit,frosty winter’s nights
I have rapturously skated for hours and till morning
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about the same spot.—1In the earlierdays of manhood, and
even to a later period of life, T have quitted balirooms, and
concerts, and theatres—thesupper and the gaming table:

-—all that could fascinate, or excite, or gratify the wild

temperament of a youthful and ardent heart ;—not but I
have felt them all, deeply and pas sionately ;—but there:
wasone enjoyment predominant over all these—the lonely
meditative ramble in the silence and darkness of night
without purpose or care, —and in which, at least, I was
separate and free from all that I hated,. or despised, or
shunned, or spurned at, in the throng of that ‘world’
from which my separation thus was the pleasure: I most-
coveted.

Beyond the merest necessity induced for the support of
nature, sleep and I have been anything but sworn friends.
through life. And you hear people speak of their * natu-
ral rest” as they term it—but it is all habit this same
somnolence ; and only reflect that each minute you sleep-
away is so much taken from the numbered hours ef your
being. I bate a bed—the very steht of it, with its luxu-
rious temptation to one’s animal sluggishnesy, is to me

an abomination. I Ravesleptin the Indian’s wigwam— .

by the Soldier’s camp-fire—have burrowed in the snow
with the Savage elk-hunter,—and stretched my limbs for:
a brief repose beneath: the dark gloom of the forest pine—
On the mountain top, and in the valley, and by the way-
side, as among ‘the desert places’,—with the grassy
earth, or moss covered rock for a couch, and the glorious

skies for a canopy,—1 have slept thelittle porticn of sleep:
-that has been mine;—nor felt that necessity made that a
privation which disposition and habit esteemed alike asa

matter of indifference or choice. . ] .

~
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I-fove the Night—I have ever loved—I will ever love
it and all that-belongs to it of shadowed bzauty, and si.
lentloneliness, and dim, and doubtful, 2nd desperate pur-
pose.—I have looked upon the march of a gallant army
inthe midnight hour,—the heavy measured tread of arm-
ed men, and bugle and drum were mute, and proud ban-
ners were folded,—and the deep dull rolling of the can~
non wheel—and the sharp ringing of the iron shod hoof
on the flinty earth told of the war-steed’s progress,—and
‘the dusky and solemn bearing of that martial panoply was:
ominous of terror, and blood, and death.—I have gazed
upon the dying watchfires, and the wide scattered tents
of a slumbering host,—and pickets, and videts, and sen-
tinels were wakeful moving things of shadow and prow-
ling watchfulness,—and I have looked on all this till
breaking day heard the bugle sing its zevei{lé to the drow-

sy soldier’s ear.—I have paced in, the lonely hour the for-
" ified ramparts of a garrisoned city, and marked the soli~

tary centinel on the gloomy bastion;'and the solemn pomp
of the passing rounds—and the relief, with its deep clang
-of the presented musket—and the one word demanded
and given.—1I have looked on that sight, above all' oth-
ers, possibly, the most impressive among the various bear-
ings of warrior-life— the progress of armed and’ mounted
men along the streets of a city at night;—and the light of
lamp and torch fell brightly on helmet and plnme and sa-
bre, and each noble looking dragoon, aslight and shadow
fitfully flashed over the splendid figures of himself and
eharger, seemed individually a rich study for the paintet’s
eye—and trampling hooves, and clanging steel, and the’
ringing of jingling spurs and bridle curbs, and the dis-
dainful snorting of sowe impatient steed—made a music
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then whose excitement could not be equalled in life beside.
And all these things | have looked upon and felt;—for
the dreams of my earlier boyhood, with its observaaee and
experience, were closely identified with such spirit stiring
scenes as these.
I have roamed forth in the Lreathing silence of a lovely
moonlit world, along the margin of the silvered and
“sleeping lake, and through the flower-decked valley, and
bencath the deep and sublime gloom of the lofty and
shadowing mountain. I have looked on the blue waters,
and the bright stars, and inhaled the rich floating
sweetness of opening flowers—to feel then that such
were the beautiful things of creation to win man’s
turbulent’ spirit to a peaceful rest. And in such
an hour— Yes,—when earth and heaven seemed all
fragrance and light and loveliness, so tenderly calm
and holy and touching to the heart—T1 have knelt before the
angel purity of soft dark eyes, to know and feel that I
loved—as Inever can love in life again,—to listen to the
whispered melody of avoice which spoke of an affection
whose depth and devotedness and fervour were only
bounded by an early grave!—1I have kept watch ona war
ship’s deck with the anxious helmsmen, throughlong and
dreary nights of storm.and peril, and privation;—and look-
ed upon each awful and gigantic billow, as it rushed furi«
ously on in its wrathful course, as the fearful herald of
doom und eternity. —1In loneliness I have watched
and wandered a live-long night within the repulsive con”
fines of a burial place ;—and have listened for hours to
the doleful and dirgelike swecping of the chilling wind, a-
‘rcong the tombs, and the long rank grass of the clustered
gi'aves around me. I have inthe flickering starlight, or
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by the fitful and ghastly rays of a tempest clouded moon,
rambled from one head-stone to another, and idly perused
the graven record above the cold and silent bed of per-
ished youth, or beauty, or gifted and valued worth; and
there, too, I have witnessed how man can lightly jest over
sacrilege~how the audacity ofthe living can hold atnought
our instinctive terrors of the dead.—I have strolled, with-
out a motive beyond my nature’s whim, from one deserted
street of a sleeping city to another, even until I have seen
the laring lamps wane to 2 sickly hue, and one by one fade
and die away at the approach of day.—I have in the ‘noon
of night’ journeyed and wandered—I have 1idden, and
‘walked, and toiled over the high-ways and by-ways among
xen, and of their formation—and through and among the
secret places that had no path but the whim of him whose
footsteps intruded on their solitudes.—Through forest

and dell, and ravine—along the mountain coast, as wind-

ing the shores of the mirror-surfaced lake, lonely and si-

lently my feet have picked their weary track ;—and mine
" eyes have looked on things, and sounds have been wafted
1o mine ears, of which the minion of day’s broad beam

‘dreameth not’—And I have been happy in all this,—and
my purpose was answered.

I love the Night—for mine has been a wayward career
over the stormy ocean of life;—and poverty with little res-
pite has ‘ dogged unwearied at my heel,’—and stern un-
bending necessity has lashed my heart to the endurance
of much that it has sickened aund revolted at—the proud
aspiring spirit, chained passively toendure the * whips and
scorns’ and contumely of pride, and arrogance, and worth-
lessness, telling off the hours of garish day, by linksof that
fetter whose iron il eat into the-very soul.—But the

H
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Night—the blessed, and glorious, and beeutiful Night has
ever been 1ll mine own;—and then and there the world I
have shared in cquality with my kind, if not even in su-
periority.—And,—but no matter,—at least on that ‘van-
tage ground’ it were well that I have learned to moder-
ate the ever fermenting leaven of a disappointed heart, and
to feel that it isa © good thing’ to be charitable in opinion
even to those who draw little but defiance from a bending
brow—or the contemptuous bearing of a curling lip.—
But away with thoughts like these ;—their expression
were better brought to a conclusion.—I love the Night
—shall T again and for the last time repeat;—for its
waking dreams have brought fancy the materiel of
many of the foregoing idle Scrars AND SKETCEHES;
and now, as it is waning fast into the morning light,
has afforded me the subject of, as well as the opportu-
nity of adding, this my Iast:co‘mribution to the ALBUM oF
A Literary LoUNGER.

“THE END.







