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THE HEIR OF WILTON PLACL.

CHAPTER I.

Aaxy years have clapsud since a hoaty pile,
-long since gone to decay, which we will desig-
nate by the fictitious name of Seaford Castlc,
crowned & steep and bold headland on the
western coast of Great Britain. This emin-
ence, when scen from the water, presented a

wild, rrregular mass of rocks, apparcntly piled-

together during some convuleion of nature,
and 1heir base being constantly lashed by a
heavy surge, that scnt up showers of spray
over their dark and weather-beaten sides, the
whole formed a picture of wild and glovmy
_grandeur—cspecially in the dim twilight or
the rays of ar unclouded moos., highly im-
pressive to the imugination. There was no
pont, owing o the abruptncss of the coast,
necar the foandations of the castle, where a
boat couid have effected a landing, even when
the winds were at rest, ar.d the ocean was

was howling round the corners of the castle
with a fury that might have endangered a lees
massive structure, the more humble edifice
was snugly reposing beneath, like a bird in its
comfortable nest.

Lord Seaford had always cntertained the
warmest friendsh.p for Sir Andrew, and when
visited by his last illness, he requested him to
write to ks son, who had been absent on the
Continent several years, to hastén home. He
obcyed the summens, but did not reach home
ull his paicnt had been dead several weeks.—
There Lad, from time to time, been vague ru-
mours, daring his absence, that he was en-
gaged in wild and lawless adventures, but on
hus return, all were eager to welcome the son
and successor of one 53 esteemed and boloved
as the late L.ord Seaford.

In statorc, he wasbelow the midd!ing height,
and naturally of a complexion femininely fa'r,
though, at presen:, somewhat sunburnt. His
features, hike his complexion, were handsome

calm, but on the southeily sidc of this sea- | and delicate 83 a beautiful woman’s, shaded
beaten promontory therc was a small cave of j with soft hair of a bright golden color; a style
clear, smooth water, capable of sheltering half | of beauty, which, while it took the faney of the
a dozen fishing bonts at 2 time. The coast | fair and the younger portion of the community,

here, ason the opposite side of the promon-
tory, was bold and abrupt, except at the head
of the cave, where thers was a strp of hard,
smooth beach, and on which the water broke
1n sivery nipples, even the shrill whiside of the
sea-blast could be disunctly licard [n the dis-
tance. Many a broad acre, subject to the most
shilfol husbandry of the tme, w.th plenty of
pasturage, besides forest and park, made the
estate of Lord Seaford the most valuablein the
country, if we except «<-atof his nearest ncigh-
bour, Sit Andrew Wilton. The more comfort.-
abie, though less imposiag mansion of the lat

ter was situated on a spot less clevated, she!

tered from the chilling sea bregze by a thick
.grove of evergreens, so that when the wind

]

caused sevcral of the older dames to shake
their heads, and whisper among themselves
that it was no good sign for one of the bolder
sex 1o have the smal! and delicate features of
a geniewoman, and that ha would onc day
show himeelf to be a kite in the dove's plam-
age. There was nothing, however, in his de<
perimen: tc warrant such aprediction, i* being
i every respect irreproachable.  Thero was a
frankncss in his manners, cither real or pre-
tended, that at times approached to bluntness,
in his interconrse with his own sex, while to-
wards the other, he assutned an affability and
deference, equally winning and flattering

Sit And-cw Wilton had an only daughter, 2
sweet, fairy Like creatare, who at the time of
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the young Lord Seaford’s return, was just six-
teen. A complexion pure as the lily, a profu-
sion of light brown hair eyes the colour of a
June sky, lips like rose-buds steeped in dew,
with arms and hands of unrivalled symmetry,
formed the clements of her beauty, to which
great sweetness of disposition and her still
child-like simplicity gave an indescribable
charm.

Sir Andrew had likewise received into his
family the widow of his only son, who in the
pride of health and strength had fallen a vic-
tum to sudden disease, and her child, a boy six
yearsold. The young widow wasa very love-
Iy woman, with finely chiselled features, and a
clear, pearly complexion of a hue so healthy
that the absence of the rose, could not be re-
gretted. Though scarcely above the middling
height, she appearrd almost stately by theside
of Catharine Whlton, her sister-in-law, and her
mild and quiet manners accorded with the an-
tique style of her beauty. Among the young
and the fair, she was the only one, whe did

not regard the young Lord Seaford with plez%i

sure and adm.ration. It was probably he

keen powers of discrimination, which wassub-
sequently imputed by some t7 an intuitive per-
ception, and a habit of close observation ac-
quired by mixing freely in socicty, that led her
to trace a chain of circnmstances, of them-
selves siight and unimportent, whick madc her
recoil from him with a feeling of aversion
amounting to horror. He, on hispart, though
a professed admirer of beauty, appeared, after
a few interviews, to avoid her with aninstinct-
ive feeling of dread ; ard he shunned encoun-
tering her clear, sercne eye, as if he imagined
the mask he wore, became transparent beneath
its gaze.  Still, although the opinion she had
formed of his character, was to herself, per-
fectly satisfactory, it would have been no ecasy
task for her 1o communicate it 10 arother in
the same clear and palpable form, and she,
therefore, abstained from expressing it at all.
She soon became aware that he was seeking
to enange the affeciions of Catharine, and with
feel:ngs of alarin spoke to her father-in-law
upon the suhject, at the same time venturing
ta eagecet that Lord Seaford swasnot a person
likely to promote the happiness of his daughter.
But, in his opinian, the young Lord was a de-
sirable match for her, being the owner of a
noble estate, contiguous to his own, and, as
far as he wasable to judge, frec from that reck-
lessness and from those habits of dissipaiion,
common to many young menof wealthat that
period. Ho told ber that he could 1ot think

of tawarting his motherless child in an saffair
of the heart, and rebuked her with some harsh-
ness for what he considered her unjust preju-
dices. Mrs. Wilton said no more, and the
beautiful girl just emerging from childhood, ixe-
came the wife of Lord Seaford.

She carried gladness ana sunshine with her
to the old castle, and the chill and desolate
apartments, which had long been conscious of
no sound save that of the bleak and hollow
blast as it came sweeping up from the sea du-
ring o tempest, were rendered cheerful by the
taste and care of their young mistress, and re.
echoed again to her musical laugh ; er, theun- |
studied melody of some sweet song.

Though the vassals of Lord Seaford hsd
long been aware that his temper as fiery and
imperious, it was many months after ther
marriage, ‘before Catharine witnessed one of
his appalling outbreaks of passion, and al-
though it was not, as in many instances after- |
wards, directed against herself, she was over-
whelmed with terror. Subsequently, the fine
taste and feeling which are apt to accompany
a delicate physical organization, were outraged
by the frequent recurrence of his angry mood,
and she shrnnk from the ceressing touch of
the lip, which, perhaps, an hour before, she
had seen covered with the white foam of rage,
and from the glances of the eye which had ap-
peared to emit sparkles of living fire. Hier
health scon began to decline, and 2 morbid
state of the imagination enswed, bordering upen
insanity, so that she sometimes almost fancied,
when upon the most trivial nrovocation, she
beheld him break into 2 paroxysm of fierce, :
unbridled rage, that she had given herself up
to the power of a demon, and not to a human
being. These wild fancies decpened with her
physical decay, iucreased still more hy ofien
hearing, when alone in her chamber, when
she knew that Lord Seaford had 1éft the cas-
tle, sounds of rude and boisterous merriment.
Once, on opening her window to escertain if
possible, whence such strange noises could
proceed, she distinctly saw four wild looking
figures, followed by a fifth, resembling her
husband, emerge as if from the solid rock
which rose from the water’s edge, and step
into a skiff fastened to a staple. Rapidly
rounding the head of the pramontory, they had
n a few moments vanished from her sight—
Diseased both in body and mind, there was
something 1n this which strongly appealed to
her superstibous fears, and from that time she
was constantly haunted by a vague apprehen-

sion that her husband was leagued with beings,
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whose power, whoever they might be, exerted
over him a mysterious and evil influence.—
Had there been any person of a healthy tone
of mind, on whom she could have bestowed
her confidence, different infercnces might have
been drawn, founded more on reason, and less
on the imagination. But Mrs. Wilton, her
sister-in-law, the only persoun of a strong mind
wiclouded by superstition, to whom she would
Ehnve felt free to communicate her thoughts
2nd apprehensions, seldom appeared whereshe
would be likely to encounter Lord Seaford,
‘and she herself was far too feeble to walk the
mile whieh intervened between her present
sbode and the home of her childhuod, or to
yndertake to manage one of the vicious animals
that filled her husband's stable.

Lady Seaford’s father, who, for several
months, had been sinking under a complica-
tion of diseases, died, having bequeathed the
whole of his rich possessions, consisting of
Wilton Place, and several valuable appanages,
to his grand-son, Frederic Wilton. In case,
however, that his grand-son should die with-
out heirs, or before he attained the age ef
twenty-one, the estate was to go to his daugh-
ter and to her heirs, the whole to be subject to
the control of his well-beloved son-in-law,
Lord Seaford.

This last clause in his will, would never
bave existed, had he been made acquainted
with the true character and conduct of his
daughter’s husband ; which, out of regard to
his declining health, had been cencealed from
him, without any anticipation ¢f his investing
him with so inuch power, in case of the lineal
heir’s decease. But this was an event which
did not seem likely to occur. The child’s
health was perfectly good, and being under the
control of 2 strong-minded, judicious mother,
whose good sensa led her to adopt those modes
of treatinent, many of which, at the present
day, may be gathered fromn books, there ap-
peared to be litie chance, that Lord Seaford,
who already began to drink deep of the inebri-
ating cup, would survive him.

A gleam of mental sunshine alone broke in
upon the troubl<d spirit of Lady Seaford, ufter
the birth of a deughter. Having looked, for a
long time, upon its smiling and innocent fea-
tares, she requested to sec Mrs. Wilton.

¢ Promiso mo,” said she, when her sister-in-
aw appeared at her ol-3:de, * to be a2 mother
to my child.”

# Certainly, my dear Cathanne,” she re-

lied, * if—"

“Iknow what you would say—1 must see
him. Let some one call him.”

When Lord Seaford was told thet his wife
could live only a short time, he hastened to her
apartment, and softened by the earnestness
and pathos, with which she urged what hefelt
her dying rcquest, ke promised her that the
child should be committed to the cace of Mrs.
Wilton.

“I can now die in peace,” were the last
words of the young and broken-hearted wify
and mother.

Lord Seaford adhered to his promise, and
permitted Mrs. Wilton to take the infant, who
was named Catharine, for her mother, to her
own home, as it would have been equally un-
pleasant and inconvenient for her to have re-
sided at the castle.

CHAPTER iI.

SeveraL years passed away, and Frederie
Wilton, sole heir of the Wilton estaies, had
grown to be a fine, intelligent boy, and of a
daring and adventurous spirit far beyond his
years. Already he had learnt to scalo many
a bold chff and precirice, whence he delighted
to watch the waves breakinginto foa'n against
the rocks, and to listen to their hoaise music.
Nothing could tempt him from these, his fa-
vorite haunts, when released from his studies,
except the pleasure of directing the foostepsof
the little Cathanine, who, made healthful by
her out-door sports, wasone of the most buoy-
ant and beauuful children thatever revelledon
the green sward, or by the blue and sunny
sea.

The head of the cove eiready alluded to,
where the sca broke 1n ripples on the hard,
smooth sand, was lus usual place of resort,
when Catharine was his companion. Within
a natural excavation of the rock, extending &
few feet, he had made a seat and covered 1t
with moss and concegled the rough sides with
beautiful shells, he had coliccted on the shore.
Here, alike sheltered from sun and wind Ca-
tharine, the summer she was four years old,
established her favourite play-house, and whilo
amusing herself with her dolls, Fredenc would
sit near, busily employad in endeavouniag to
construct a tiny schooner after the fashion of
one, that had a few months previous, anchored
in the cove, and remained neasly a week.

The schooner, whose crew consisted of »
sct of swarthy, uncouth looking men, who
spoke a foreign language, occasioned consid-
crable stir among the inhabitants of tha place.
Soms imagined that she was apirate, a..J con-
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sulted Lord Seaford relative to the propriety
of procuring a warrant to arrest the crew, but
he laugtlied at their suspicion, as being highly
absurd and ridiculous, and to give kis opinion
the greater weight, entertained the officers of
the vesgel at his own table,

Frederic was busy one morning at his near-
ly conipleted task, and Catharine, weary with
her play, had fallen asleep, when looking up,
he beheld opposite the entrance of the cove, a
vessel that appeared to him to be the same
finely built schooner of which he was attempt
ing a miniature copy. A spy-glass, which he

kept in Catharine’s play-house, through which |

heloved to watch the arrival and departure of
the fishing-boats, was the next minute in his
band, and bent upon the dark-huiled vessel.—
A minute’s obscrvation assured him that it
was the same, and a thr.il of pleasure passed
through his frame, when L saw that she was
bearing down towards the cove under a full
press of canvass, her stem sprinkled with the
white fonm she threw up before her, tike the
bredst of the panting wgr-horse, when in the
heat of battle, His next thought was of the
swarthy, savage-looking crew, and though he
frared them not himself, Lie knew that their
appeatance would frighten Catharine. He
therefore gently awoke her, and telling her it
was time to return, led her home, and then
hestened back to watch the approach of the
schooner. By this time, it was so nesr as to
be distinctly seen with the naked eye, and it
was not long before reaching the entrance of
the cove, she shot like an arrow through the
deep Lut narrow opening.  lastead, however,
of making for what was considerzd the most
commodious place of anchorage, she bore
down towards the point, where not far dis-
tant, the rocky precipice projected some forty
or fifty feet into the water. This precipice,
from which shot up the turrets of the castle,
as if they had been a part of it, rose perpen-
diculady, like a huge buttress from the floor
of the ocean, except on one side, which though
sloping steeply, dd not cnough so as to pre-
vent art from assisting mturein the formauon
of a few rudc steps, which cnabled a petson to
scale the rock to abuut mud-height, where there
was a kind of shelf morc than a foot wide.—
At the bottom of this steep and imperfect stair-
way, was a boat Secured to an iron staple in-
serted in therock. The attention of Frederic
had been riveted vpon theschooner, when sud-
denly he heard the voice of his uncle, Lord
Scaford, speaking to the captain of the vessel
inalanguogeto himunknown, e wassiand-

irg on the shelf of the precipice just described,
and the next moment rapidly descending the
steps he sprang into the boat, and stecred fur
the schooner, which had furled her sails and
was lying to, withina shortdistance. He wag
received on board, and he and the captam im.
mediately descended to the cabin, wherc haying
conversed in low but earnest voices, fificen o
twenty minutes, they re-appeared on deck.

“You say that is the buy, who.stands vn
the beach eyeing us so intently,” said the cop.
tain, addressing Lord Scaford,

i Yes.”

“ A smart, bold looking little fellow. What
if we should ipitiate him into the mysteries of
our craft, instead of disposing of him in the
manner you propose?”’

“Nv, no,” replied Lord Seaford, “he is old
enough to remember, and should he be sparcd,
he will give me trouble hereafter. A deed dong,
as the proverb says, has sn end.”

#Tryo,” replied the captain, “but I should
rather he had been a puny, sickly looking brat,
such as I expected him 10 be, from his beng
subject to no control except a mother’s. Ia-
stead of that, he is the finest, most spirited-
looking boy I have scen this many a day. If
I could have the training of him, in five years
from now I could trust him with a separate
command.”

¢ Oace for all,”” said Lord Seaford, “I tell
you that the agreement we made in the cabin,
must be adhered to, to the letter. Promise meo
thic upon oath, as I will not now, after wha
you have sad, otherwise trust you.”

“Take my written oath, if you please,” he
replied, and taking a piece of paper from his
pocket-book, he rapidly wrote a few words
with a pencil, and handed it to him.

“That will do,” said Lord Seaford, *but
pencil-marks areeasily erased. ' Wili you wrie
the same with ink 7°

“Yes, with my blood, if it will the better
content you. Catlos, go ta the cabin end
bring me a pen.”

As he spoke, he drew from his belt a smail
dagger, the haft of which was richly inlad
with jewels, and punctured one of the vemns ot
his wnst. By this ume the boy had arnved
with the pen, and handed it to the pirate cap-
tain, who wrotc in bloody characters the oath
to murder with his own hands the beauuful
and innocent boy, who, fearless of danger,
stood regarding tham from the beach.

“Thatss well,” said Lord Seaford. * Re-
member, if you violate, there will be no safety
for you on sca ot land.. I have others in my
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55 buid and daring as yoursclf —they will
e orders 1o take caro of you.”

“Iam content it should beso. Let us now
ure hiat on buard, for we have no tine to spare.
afow mon.ns, if we are in luck, we shallbe
ere agaun with plenty of rich merchandize to
ipusit i the subterrascan storeroom. I will
with you myself; and pursuade die buy to
me aboard.”

This was a task achicved without difficulty.
Frederic, as hasbeun already sad, was a spirit-
wadventurousboy, and fltno alarmat theidea
bf going on board of the beautiful vessei in
wmpany with the capiain, who could speak
Eaglish, and addressed him with a familiarity
which at unce overcame a degree of shyness,

The only objection he felt 10 going, was be-
cause Lord Scaford urged lus doing so, for, of
jate, he bad begun to regard him with a dis-
yust which might have been termed instinctive,
his mother having ever carefully avoided in-
stilling her own prejudices into his mind.

After examining the novelties that presented
themselves on deck, he wasinvited by the cap-
1ia (o descend to the cabin, where heengaged
his attention by exhibiting to him many choice
weapons, and cxplaining their use. When
again permitted to go on deck, objects on shore
were swifily receding.

“ Where 1s my uncle 2" he inquired.

“ He has been gone this half hour,” wes the
reply.

A wild, piercing cry of anguish escaped him,
‘and bursting into tears, he threw himself on

the pirate captain’s neck, and cntreated him o
return o the shore.

“That I caunot do,” hereplied,  so youmay
.as well leave off crying, and make yourself
content.”

When Frederic saw that he was not to be
moved, he suddenly checked his tears, and
placing himself in a situation where he could
Lehold the spot containing his mother and Ca-
tharine, though his heart was almost break-
ing, he maintained a proud silence. Objects
on shore had long been blended iato one un-
distinguishable mass, yet he moved not, and it
was not until darkgess had come down upon
the waters, that in obediencs to the command
of the captain, he followed him to the cabin.—
The captain pointed to a setteg, and telling him
that he might rest ther>, seated himself at a
table spread with maps and charts. He ket
a watchful eye upon Frederic, who, by his
restlessnuss, showed that he did not sleep.—

occasioned by his secluded manner of living.
A

neatly xmdmght, befure the Loy's decp and
quiet breathing told him that the moment to
cancel his oath had arrived.  The jowdl-hafted
dagger was by hum on dic table, and first cx-
awiniug its keen and gliucring edge, he drew
near the sleeping buy.  Iie looked ver y beaa-
uful asleep, his red Lips si.chily parted, and Lis
dark browa hair clustering round his fair, open
brow. The dagger was firmly grasped in the
pirate's hand, but while he stood hesitating to
strike, Fruderic, whose slumbers were evident-
ly uneasy, suddenly awoke, and starting up,
uttered a cry of terror.

*“Oh, I am glad it is you,” said he, thromng
his arms round the pirate’s neck. I dream-
ed that ray uncle stood by me with a knife,
and was going to kill me.”

The better and more gencrous feelinzs of the
pirate’s nature were touched Ly the confidence
with which Frederic regarded him, and from
that moment his life was safe.

CHAPTER 11l

It was a bright day in summer, twelve years
after the incidents of the preceding chagter,
*hat a vessel with all sails set, was seen bear-
ing down towards the cove near Secaford
Castle.

]t is the finest-built schooner I have seen
these dozen of years,” said a middle aged man,
addressing his younger companion, and taking
the spy-glass from his ege.

“ A dozen years, did you say ?” injuired the-
young man.

“Yes, it istwelve years ago this very month
since a light-built schooner, with a crew of as
desperate locking fellows aseverI setmy e ez
on, anchored in the cove, and remained nearly
a week.”

*“Youn mean the pirate vessel, don’t you %"’

“Hush! If it should come to Lord Sea-
ford's ecars, that you called her a pirate vessel,
you wou'ld stand little chance of being appeint-
ed skipper to the new fishing-boat.”

“There is no danger of its coming to his
ears, and if it did, it is no more than the truth.
Every czo that knew any thing ebout such
matters, believed the schooner to be a pirate,
and the same that old Ben Hanscom saw car-
ry off the linle Frederic Wilten; and if the
truth could be found out, I believe Lord Sea-
ford would prove to have been at tho bottom
of it

1 tell you, Martin, that you must learn ‘o
carry a more prudent tongue in your head.—
Let us think no more about that business, and

Tl pirate began to grow impatient, but it was | watch the schooner.”
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“Let her be from what quarter she will, she
knows the soundings, for see, she is making
for the best place of anchorage in the cove.—
Hend me your spy-glass a minute—I want to
bend it on the fellow who standsat the stern.”

“J have been looking at him, and he is as
smart a looking chap as I have seen this many
2 day, and as trim built as his own schooner,
for I have no doubt but that he is both captain
and owner of her.”

By this time the vessel had cast anchor, and
2 boat being immediately lowered, the young
man who had been the subjest of their re-
marks, and two others habited like coramon
sailors, sprang into it, and rowed towarus the
head of the cove. Ina few minutes the keel
grated upon the hard sand, and the young man
Sumping out, told the others to return to the
vessel. The two men, who had been loung-
ing on a heap of dry sea-weed, piled in a hol-
low of the cliff, which was in deep shadow,
finding that they had noi been observed by
him, suspended their conversation, and con-
tinued to watch him with great curiosity.

He was tall, and his dress composed of blue
broad-cloth of the finest texture, was exactly
fitted to i."s remarkably fine form. His hat,
which was set jauntingly on one side of his
haad, (ully revealed bisfeatures, which, though
sunburnt, were eminently handsome. No-
thing could be finer than the manner in which
his black, glossy hair clusterad round his brow,
and the expression of his dark, deep-set eyes,
while his rich, red lips, with their fine, spirited
curve, gave to his countenance a look of mas-
cuiine boldness and energy which firstimpres-
sed the persons who were watching him, with
the idea that he was the commander of the
vessel. On nearer inspection, they began to
imagine that ke might be some still higher per-
sonage than tha captain of aschooner, his linen
being ornamented with lace ruffies, and one of
his fingers being encircled by a ring enriched
with a gem, which they took to be a genuine
diamond. His stockings were evidently silk,
and his shoes of Spanish leather, were cut so
low as 1o display to0 advantage the arched in-
step of his small foot, similar, according to the
chronicler, to that of Henry 1., the first Plan-
tagenet of England.

The first thing he did, after touching the
shore, was to take o look into the grotto which
had been Catharine's play-house. Every taing
was in tho same situation as when Frederic
Wilton was enticed on board the pirate vessel,
except that she moss-covered seat, that used
then to 2ccommodate a large waxdoll and her

|
family, during Catharine's absence, was now.

strewn with several neatly bound volumes.—
At this tnoment, his ear :aught the tones of 3
swect and earnest voice.

“Oh, aunt Wilton,” it said, *what if a¢
should be in the vessel. How well I can re.|
member him, although I was only four years
old when he was carried away. Do you think
it possitie he may be there ?”

“No, Catharine,” was the reply. “If hi
life has been spared, we should have heard
tidings of him long before now.”

She had scarcely finished speaking, before
the young man sprang lightly into the path by
which they were descending, and stood befors
them. Twelve years of absence had not
wrought soch an alteration in his features but
that the mother knew her son. ‘

“ I knew that you were my mother by your
voice,” said he, after the first gush of emotion
had passed away, *for its tones haveever heen
with me. It has warned, soothed and com-
forted me, and at length, sgain lured me to
these shores.”

“Innocent as when you left them?" said
his mother, a cloud of doubt and anxiety set-
tling on her brow, as shs recalled to mind the
supposed character of the vessel which had
conveyed him away. ‘

¢ With perfect truth, I can say—yes. The|
prrate-vessel soon fell in with a British ship-of-
war, sent in search of her, and wastaken after
a sharply contested engagement, sn which the
captain and two thirds of the crew were slain.
The schooner wag carried into port, converted
into a merchantman, and 1 am now the com-
mander.”

As he was making thisexplanation, his eyes
frequently turned towards Catharine, who,
beautiful as an unfolding rose-bud, was just,
hovering on the verge of womanhood. There
still ling¢red on her feir brow the innocence of
early childhood, and her eyes, when she smiled,
were the same sunny hazle, but there was, at
times, a thoughtful earnestness in their clear
orbs, as they half veiled themselves beneath
their dark lashes, which showed that many of
the richer and deeper feelings of her heart, that
had slept like the waveless watersof the foun-
tain, were beginning to be stirred. He folt
that it was not the same affection gushingback
upon his spint with which he used to regard
her, which now pervaded s heart,—1t was a
new impulse,—more exalted and more fervent,
yet far more tender.

As they walked towards Wilton Placy, Fre-
deric inquired for Lord Seaford. Bsforc his
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nother had time to answer him, a person on
horseback was seen hurrying towards them.
fo checked his horse to tell them that Lord
caford was taken in a fit, and that he was
ling for & physician. Catharire turned palc,
nd said that she must hasten to her father.
“No," replied Mrs. Wilton, I will go first,
hed if best, I will send for you.”
“We will wait here,” said Frederic.
In fiftcen minutes, Mra. Wilton returned
much agitated. When she arrived at the cas-
e, Lord Seaford had already breathed his last.
The two men, she was afterwards told, who
witnessed the arrival of the schooner, hasten-
¢ to inform him, and described 1o him the ap-
earance of Frederic, and his meeting with
\frs. Wilton and Catharine. When they men-
tened this last particular, they remarked that
i purple flush suddenly overspread his coun-
ttnance, and he was instantly seized with a
fit, supposed to bc apoplexy, which, in less
than half an hour, terminated fatally.
A few weeks subsequent to his decease, on
spening @ small box, Which Mrs. Wilton ima-
zined contained some papers belonging to her
late sister-in-law, she found letters addressed
o Lord Seaford, by & notorious outlaw chief,
y which it appeared that he had himself
hared his adventures and his crimes, and ¢on-
inuing the intercourse after he had taken pos-
ession of his paternal domains, permitted him
o deposit the rich spoils, which were the price
fblood, in a vaulted cavern beneath the castle.
Frederic Wilton found too many atiractions
t home, to feel desirous to again attempt the
dangere of the sea, he therefcre resigned the
rommand of the schooner to the first mate.
In twelve months from the time of Wilton’s
return, Catharine, the heiress of Seaford Cas-
le, exchanged her mourning weeds for bridal
tobes, and becsme the happy and beloved wife
f the heir of Wilton Place. Mrs. Wilton ful-
ly shared their happiness, and as she looked
ack on the past, she could now, with a smile,
chold the cloud that had so long and so duvk-
y hovered over her, flitting away in the di:
ance; its skirts tinged with the golden'sunshine
which brightened the moral atmoesphere of
rer’s and her children’s home.
»»gs.«n

It is a remarkable but well authenticated
fact, that Home wrote his tragedy of Douglas,
Dr. Blair composed his Lectures, and Dr. Ro-
bertson compiled his History of Charles the
Pifth, in the same house, a small whits cot-
tage, still to bo seen in one of the parks at
Burntsfield Links, Edinburgh.

ADDRESS TO A RAT.

ON SEEING A BRAT-HOLE IN THE NEW COURT
HOUSE.
Whaar conld induce thee silly wight
To toil through many a dreary nigh,
With ceaseless perseverance?
Was it to break from out a jail ?
Or had some person given bail,
And wanted thy appearance?

Or didst thou tug, and scratch, and gnaw,
To see the course of civil law,
Betwixt uncivil creatures ?
The pompous Marshal's badge and rings,
The Judge—the Clerk, and other things,
With awful, frigid features ?

No, happy brute, thou art more wise,
Than stand with open cars and eyes,
For three hours’ time, or longer ;

To see fair justice robb’d of right,
Malireated—wounded—put to flight,
In nakedness and hunger.

Did’st thou but see the subtle quirks,
With which a dext'rous lawyer works—
Know all Leech-Law’s expenses,
Thou'dst seek thy hole—thy best defence,
And hail thy lot, exclaiming thence,
Mankind have lost their senses.

Long hast thon toil’d, by night and day,

Through that thick wail, thy weary way,
In pleasing expectation,

To taste a larder’s sweet repast—

And, when thou didst break through atlast,
How great was thy vexation.

No pantry, malt-house, mill, or store,
Baut nalsed walls, a cold stone floor,
To mock thy hunger's craving—
After such toil with tooth and claw,
To find a crumbless court of Taw,
Must well have set thee raving.

Here men have justice sought, for sums
For which they've toil'd, asthouforcrumbs;
When some vile shift has cross’d it—
They've ask’d their own with modest face,
Yet, have not only lost the case,
But paid for having lost it.

Whilst some like thee have toil’d for waalth,
Yet not to live like thee, by stealth ;
Or feast upon their neighbour :
‘When Forture in its cruel sport,
At length has dragg’d them into court,
To lose long years of labour.
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I would that ev'ry sordid elf
‘Who cares for ne ong, but hunself,

Who seeks by litigation
His neighbour’s house, or purse, or bread,
Might meet a fate like thine instead—

A blasted expectation.

“Thy punishment was only light,

For such contempt of Court and right—
Admit it was a store-house,

A kitchen, pantry, or what not,

Thou hadst no right in such a spot
Much less, in Court, or Poor-house.

Twas well a trap, or catch-pole’s paw,
{Those guards of violated law,}

Awaited -not thy entry—
Where, tho’ thou didst not meet with food,
WMo cat assail'd thee, grim and rude—

The kitchen’s watchful sentry.

Audacious burglar, robber, thief,
‘Of malefactors thou art chief—
The mining mole and rabbit
Make their own house—with herbsare fill’d,
But wheresoe’er mankind may build,
Thy tribe wili first inhabit,

No shelf, drawer, barrel, box, trunk, chest
Is safe from you, most dreaded pest
Of vermin that await us—
‘Checse, candles, bread, flour, meal you eat ;
And when you've none of these for meat,
You fall on our potatoes.

“Tis we must pay for that wide hole,
“Through swhich you’ve pok’d yourugly poll,
By nightly depredation—  ° b
“The stroke will fall upon our backs,
By some new, exira Court-Hoirse tax,
"T'o mend that wali’s foundation.

Henceforth let rone.of all your breed

Within.a Law-court seek-to feed—
Except he bez Lawyer—

No diped here bat hum,.can rise,

All elso mustitoil for his supplies

- Like some poor under-sawyer-.

St. John, Oclober, 1843. M1S0SORICIS.
-»gge««

"TsEEE is nothirgan the world so curions to
ook at as'the mind of a cunaing man—not a
<onurer, but 2 maa who thinks he 1s casrymng
:onhisschemes manceuveringand keeping every
body else 1n the dark as to his designs and 1n-
teations. Addison-says that  cunning is only
the mimic.of drscretion, and they pass upon
sveak men, in the sgxne manner as vivacity is of-
ten mistaken-for wét, and gravity for wisdom.”

1

.care bat the neuralgics and the rheumaticy

.Nature approached :as.near to.a laugh, as

THE PRISON VAN;
OR, THE BDLACK MARIA.

“ Huss !-—there she comes !

1t was a pleasant summer morning, brigh'!
shone the sun, and the neighbours gossippy
at the door. Nancy polished the handls
Susan had the windows wide open, and, w.|
handkerchief on head, leancd forth to join
the conversation. Mrs. Jenkins had been 4
market, and paused upon the step, with !
provision-jaden Polly. There was quite a d
cussion of the more agreeable points of do:n:
tic economy, and a slight seasoning of har
less scandal gave piquancy to the discourse.
All were merry. Why, indeed, should th
not be merry? Innncent hearts and bal
weather--sunshine within and sunshine wi
out. No wonder their voices rang so ch
fully. Even Mr. Curmudgeon, over the we
that splenetic and supercritical bachelor, w
no partner of his bosom but an old flan
waistcoat, and with no ebjects of his tend

even Mr. Curmudgeon -chirped, and for o
granted that it was a fine day, with no r
vation whatever about the east wind, and wi
out attempts to dash the general joy, by c:
ing forth suspicions that o storm wasbrewi
If he said so—if Mr. Curmudgeon confes;
the {net—not a doubt can be entertained
wasa fine day beyond the reach of cavil
day free from the-reproach of & flaw—with
lingering dampness from yesterday, and w
no cloud casting its shadow before, prospec
of SoITows to-morrow.

Inshort, everything looked warm, chee
and gay—the INancies, the Pollies, and
Susans were prettier than usual—there
pretty -days as ‘well as Jucky days—w
cheeks are raore glowing and eyes are n;L
brilliant :than on ordinary occasions—wi
Mts. Jenkins-is more pleasant than is the w
even-of pleasant Mrs. Jenkins, and avhen
extensive brotherhaod of the Curmudgeons
children-on the hcad, and give them penni
days when one fecls-as if ke-were all h
and weregifted- with the capacity to fallinl
with everybody—happy days{ The day
which we speak,.was-one of these days—
ture sunled, and the people smiled in:xeturs

becoming in-a matron.at her time-of:life
with se large a family, while the people
laugh with the smallest provocation thereL

“Hush! there she comes!” said:someb

in tones of commingled:curiosity. and: fear
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“Who comes ?’

The finger of the speaker pointed steadfast-
ly down the street. N

“Who comes 1"

“Black Maria I” was the half whispered re-
oly.

Conversation ceased—a shade of gloom pas-
sed over cvery brow—all gazed in the direction
adicated—it was & melancholy pause—a pause
of sad attention.

“Black Maria,” was the unconscious and
involuntary response.

The children looked behind them, as if to
ascertain whether the doors were open for re-
treat into the recesses of home, and then peep-
ed timidly and cautiously around the skirts of
their mothers. The mirth of their seniors was
also checked in mid career. &

“Black Maria,’ sissy,” said curly headed
Tom, and *sissy’ clasped Tom’s hand with the
energy of apprehension.

“¢Black Maria,’ Tom!” repeated his aunt,
with an air of warning and admonition, at
whick Tom seemed to understand a whole his-
tory, and was abashed.

“ Black Maria {”

Who was this _trange creature—this Black
Haria—that came like a cloud across the rud-
dy day—that chills the heart wherever she
passes? What manner of thing is it which
thus frowns gaiety itself into silence?—Black
Maria !—Is she some dark enchantress, on
whose swart and sullen brow malignity sits
enihroned ?—or is pestilence abroad, tangible
and apparent ?

The “Black Maria” goes lambering by. It
is but a waggon, after all—a waggon, so myste-
riously named—a waggon, however, which is
itself alone—not one of the great family of
carts, with general similitude and vast relation-
ship, but an instrument of progression which
has “no brother—is like no brother.” It
creaks no salutation to wheeled cousins, as it
wends its sulky way—it has no family ties to
enable it to find kith and kin, more or less
proud, in the long line of gradation, from the
retiring wheelbarrow up to the haughty and
obtrusive chariot. It is unique in form and
purpose—it has a task which others are unfit-
ted to encounter, and it asks no helpin the dis-
charge of duties. It moves scornfully among
hacks and cabs, while even the dray appears
to vegdrd it with a compound feeling of dread
and disdain. It is, as we may say, a vehicular
outcast, hated but yot feared—grand, gloomy
and peculiar—a Byron among less gifted but
more moral ca!zriagos, tragedy amid the nice-

ties of commonplace. Such is the social iso-
lation of the * Black Maria.” Eveninits hour
of repose—in its stabular retreats, the gig
caresses it not, nor does the carriole embrace
it within its shafts. The respectability of tha
stalls shrinks from contact with the “ Black
Maria,” and its nights are passed in the open
court-yard. INor is it tobe wonderedat. The
very physi,ue of the “ Black Maria,” is repul-
sive, apart from the refinements of mere as-
sociation. What is it—a coffin, rude but gi-
gantic, travelling to and fro, between the un-
dertaker and the sexton? Why is it that the
eye fails to penetrate its dark recesses? No
* gashes™ adorn the person of the * Black Ma-
ria.” Unlike all other vebicles, it hasno aper-
tures for light and air, save those openings be-
neath the roof, from. ~vhich a haggard and un-
casy glance flashes forth at intervals, or from
which protrudes a hand waving, as it were, 2
last farewell to ali that gives delight to exis-
tence. Sternly and rigidly sits the guard, in
the rearward chamber, and beyond him is a
door heavy with steel. Itis no pleasure car-
riage then, it is not used as a means of recrea-
tion ror as free-will conveyance; travelling at
the guidance of those who rest within. No—
thcy who take seats in the “Black Maria,”
feel no honour in their elevation, they ride
neither for health nor amusement. They
neither say “drive on,” nor designate the place
of destination. If it were left to them, they
would in all iikelihood, ask to be taken another
way, and they would sooner trot on foot for
ever, than o be thus raised above contact with
mud and mire. They arenot impatient either,
they make no objection to the slowness of the
gait. In short, they would like to get out and
dismiss all cumbrons pomp and ceremonious
attendance.

But there are bars between, yes, bolts and
bars, and there is nothing of complaisance on
the brow of him who has these iron fastenings
at control. Politerequests would be unheeded,
and he has heard the curses of despair, the sobs
of remorse, the bitter wailings of heart-broken
wretchedness t00 often to be much moved by
solicitations such as these. Nor it he to be
shaken by the fierce regards of hardened reck-
lessuess. Even the homicide may threaten—
red murder itself may glower upon him with
its fevered glare ; but there is neither weakness
nor terror in the hard business-like deportment
with which he silences the exuberance of la-
cerated fecling. He is but a check-taker at
the door, and cares not about the play within_*
Tecars may fall, convulsive sorrow may rend
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the fraine; ‘but-what is that to him whose lim-
ited service itis 10 watch and ward, to keep
them in'and keep them out? To weep is not
his vocatior, who sits at thedoor. He hasno
partin ‘the drama, and is no more bound to
suffer than they who snuff the candles for the
ztage. His emotions are for homoe consump-
tion, his sympethies are elsewhere, left behind
with his better coat and hat, and well it is so,
or they wonld soon be worn to tatters—all—
heart, clcth, and beaver.

" What, then, is this * Black Maria,” so jocu-
larly named, yet =0 sad initsattributes? The
‘progress of tine brings nesw inventions, necés-
sity leads to many deviations from the beaten
track of custom, and the criminal, in carlier
days dragged through the crowded strects by
the inexorable officers of the law, exposed to
the scora, derision or pity, as the case might
be, of every spectator, now findsa preliminary
dungeon awaiting him at the very portals of
Justice, a locomotive cell, a penitentiary, upon
wheels. He is incarcerated in advaace, and
“be begins his probationary term at the stepsof
the court-house. Once there was an julerval,

¥ Some spaccbeiwgen the theatreand gravs,”

some breathing time from judge and jury to
the jeiler —n space to be traversed with the
chances incident to a journey. CGonstables on
foot are hat flesh and blood, after all, and an
* ad~oit blow from a brawny thief has often laid
them pros'rate. A short quick evasion of the
bodv has exrricated the collar from many a
‘muscular grasp, and once it was a thing of not
unfrequent orcurrence that tho Togue flew
down the strert, dving into all sorts of inter-
minghle allrys, while panting tpstaves “ icl-
ed eftrr him in vain ?  There were no s ward-
1y. sneakingadrantages taken *™~u —~centerprise
was rot cobined 3n g prravhulating chicken-
coop—valour ha? vorm tn gwing its cdbow, and
some epportentty ¢+~ ¢p up the heels of the
Jaw. Botasthings e 2t present managed, &
nan is In prison as hr taverses the Gty—in
prison, with but 3 plank bhetweer bim and the
moving eancourse of the free -in prison, while
the horaes start at the ~~ack of the whip-
prison, as he whirls arournd the corner—in
“prison yrt movig frem plane 1o place—jolted
30 prisan—prrhape vpee’ 1 prison.  He hears
the voires of the hanpte-- the 0 of traffic—the
clamnurs of trzde—the ve~ Aage tan barking

—_—

exterior sound, and when the huge gates of hs
place of destinatién creak upon their hinges, 1o
tbe hersh rattling of the keeper’s key, thecap.
tive, it may be, rejoices that the busy world 1
no longer about him, mocking his misery with
its cheerful hum.

If it were in accordance with the spirit o{

the age to refine upon punishment and-10 sesk
sggravation for misery, the “Black Maria”
would perhaps furnish a hint that the pang
might be rendered sharper by seclading the
felon from liberty by the most minute interva,
—that fraedom might be heard yet not seen—
a3 the music of the ball-room ftfully reaches
1he chamber of disease and suffering—that he
| might be in tlic decpest shadow, yet know
that light is beaming close around hitn; in the
ceffire of action, yet deprived of its excitements
—isolated in the midst of multitudes—almus:
Jostled by an invisible concourse—deed yet
living—a scatient corpse. .

Ttis not then to be marvelled at, that the
“Black Maria” causcs a sensation by her om-
inous presence—that labour rests from tun
~vhen the sound of her wheels is heard—tha:
the youthful shrink and the old look sad, as
she passes by. INor is it strange that even
when crpty she is exacircled by 2 curious bat
meditative crowd, scanning the horses with 2
degree of reverential attention which unofficizy
horses, cven if they were Barbary coursers or
Andalusian s'eeds, n.ghi vainly hope toexaie.
‘The very harness is ngarded sath trepidation,
=na the driver is respectfutiy scrutinized from
head to foos, as i be were something more ot
less than man ; anl if the guatd docs butcare
lessly move his fuot, the throng give buck lesi
they shonld anwtiingly interfere with ane erhe
is looked upon as the oltimatum of cnmunai
justice. Should the fatal entrance be left an-
closed, sea how the observant spectator ma-
nouvres 10 obtain a knowledge of sts :ntcnior,
without approaching too closely, asifhe labout-
cd ooder an appichension that the hungy
creatore would yawn and swallow hum, as &«
has swallowed so mang, body, boots, and
putation. Now, he walks slowly 1o the left

n {hand, that he may L.come acquamted wib

every particular of the interaal cconomy af-
forded by that point of view.  Agaun, hedrwer-
£es to the fight, on anoikes qauest for snforme-
100, Do not be surprised, if he were even e
" squa,” and from that gracefal posture glane:

after bn 93 he fe jarw@ *yrorgh collisions; fnpwards ta ascertain the condiuion of the foor-
buv <t he 39 ¥q prson-—u-orc painfally in{.. - OF s:dlcabouuonoxcdmslyicoi thelyach:
* prison, by the Hitterneas ~fin*ruding contrast, [ pina. A mysxmcus interest envelopes the

hzo ¥ he were immured dryond all reach of | “Black Meria,”

evry feature aboat het 1e
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¢eives its comment—she has not.a lineament
which is not honoured by a daily perusal from
the public. She is the minister of justice—the
great avenger—the receptacleinto.which crime
is almost sure to fall, and as she conveys the
prisoner to trial or bears bim to the fulfilment
of sentence, she is still the inspirer of terror.~
There may. be-som, no doubt—pethaps there
mdy be many—who have forebodings at her
approach, and tremble as she passes, with an
anticipation of such a ride for themselves.—
Could upbraiding conscience come mote fent-
fully- than in this * Black Maria's” .shape, or
conld the sleeping sinner have compuncuous

the fall from drawicg-rooms to pawn-brokers®
recesses. What a history.1s thine—feeble art
thou—very, thinand threadbare ; sull thou hast
scen more of weakness, 2y, in men and women
100, than is now displayed in thine own.ruin.
Yea, cobble those boots for sooterkin—they
are agape, indeed ; yet were once thought fit
ornaments for the foot of fashion. Leathern
patch-work, thon hast been in strange. places
in thy time, or we aremuch mistaken. Come,
thy many mouths are open, and thy. complex-
on scarce admus of blushing—tell us aboat
thy fugiuve wanderings.

-Let then the * Biack Mana"' wag her tongue

visitings more terrible than the dreamin which ; —fus ivngue she bas, and something of the
be imagineg himself handed into this peniten- | longest—and she would chatter fast cnough, I
tial omnibus, asan atonement for pastoffences? warrant me.  Let us regard her as a magazing

What, let us ask, can be more appallieg than
the “Black Maria™ of a guilty mind?

It is a matter of regret ti.at history must be
the woerk of human hands— that the quill must
be driven, to preserve a record of the past, and
that inanimate ob;ccis—cold, passioniss, and
impartial witnesses—are not gifted wich ne-
mory and speech. Much has been done—a
long array of successive centuries have fidget-
od and fumed ; but, afterall, itislitile we know
of the action of those who have gone before.—
Butif a jacket now were capable of 1aik, then
there would be biographs in earnest. We
would all have our Boswells, better Boswells
than Jobnson’s Boswell. A dilapidated coat

of memoits—a whole library of pérsonal de-
tail, and as her prisoners descend the steps, let
us gather a leaf or twa.

Here comes one—a woman—traces of come-
liness sull Linger even amud the more enduring
marks of sin, poverty, and sorrow. Het story
hes been told before, 1n thousandsof instances,
and it will be told agan and again. There is
not much that isrew in the dowaward caresr
of those who fall. Itisan old routine. @id-
diness, folly and decepuion, it may be, at the
outsel—iears, misery, and carly death, at the
close. Yes, yes—the old father was humbla
in his ploddings—the mother had no aspinngs
above her sphere, but she who now 13 weepag

might be the most vencrable.and impressive of ) buiier tears, she longed for slksand séunsand
moralists. AMuch could it recoant of frailty , gay company. It wasbutacracked and crook-
and the results of frailty, in those who have ; ed looking-glass that toid her she was beauti-
wora it; furnishing sermons more potent thaa | {ul, but its pleasing tale was easily believed—
the polished compositionsof the closel. Couid (fur perfumed youths endorsed us truth, and
.cach house narrate what ithasknownof cvery § whispered Fanny that she was worthy of &
accupant, humaa nature might be more tho- { higher lot than that of taiiing the humble wifs
roughly understood than it is at present— jof dingy labour. Those secret meeungs, those
What beacons might not every. apartment sct  long waths by moonught—ihese stones of soft
up, 10 warn us from the foliy which madesh:p- | affcction, and those briuant hopes! Day by
wrock of our predecessors! Even the murtos, y doy home grew more distasteful—uts recarnng
whiie fiattesing vanity, conldicll, and i would,  caies mate weatsing—ibe slightest rebuks
how beauty, growa wild wiih iis own cxcess, § more harsh, and Fanay fied. That home s
{ell into prematare decay, Hol ho! how the ; desolate now. The oid faiher ss dead, the mo-
ol gotlet would ring, as we Jdtan the spatk- j ther dependeni upon chamy, and the danghier
ting draught, 1o thiak of (he many such scenes yis here, the companion of felons, if not a felon

of roaring jollity it has witnessed,. and of the
multitade of just such jovial fcliowsas ate now
carousing, it has seat 10 rest before thar wae,

hersdll.
Another 1—that dogged ook, man, scareely
hides tho wicichedacss: wathin.  You may, if

under the pretence of making them merty 1— j it scems best before these adic siarers, assume
Wiag, ho! Iet the bottdo spoak. Your botile { the mesk of sullen fierceness. “ Who cares,”
speak.  Your boltle has itsexpericnces—a de- ¢ s ail weil cnough, indeed, but suil thethonght
cantsr has soen tho world. Thoa tautered ; iravcls back to days of innocence aad happ:-
vobe —once finc, but now docasod - nobluy. «n p ness. You sci out «n the pursuil of picasure
vuine -how sonrly thoa smilest pdbcoum of « and cryoyment, but « has coms to thisatfast;
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all your frolickings and drinkings—your feast-
ings, your ridings, and your gamblings. You
were trusted ence, I hear—ycur wife and chil-
dren were happy around you. But you were
not content. There were chances to grow

- rich rapidly~—to enjoy a luxurious ease all your
Jife, and to compass these you were false to
your trust. Shame and disgrace ensued ; dis-
eipation environed your footsteps, and more
daring vice soon followed. It is a short step
from the doings of the swindler to the desper-
ateacts of the burglar or the counterfeiter.—
You, at least, have found it so. Weli, glare
sternly aronnd—~tura upon the spectators with
the bitte: smile of defianee. It will be differ-
ent anon, in hopeless solitude—thepast strew-
ed with the wreck of reputation—1thefuture all
sterility.

Here is one who had a golden infancy.—
Where was there a child more beautiful than
ke? No wonder his patents thought no cost
£ao great for his adornment. Who canbesur-
prised that caresses were lavished upon®the
derling, ané that his tender years knew no re-
straint. Butit was a strange return in after
time, that he should break his mother’s heart,
pluader his father, and become an outcast in
the lowest haunis of vice. Were thegraces of
Apollo bestowed for such a purpose?

This fellow, now, was destroyed by too
mauch.severity.  His childhood was manacled
by control. Innocent pleasures were denied,
his slightest faulis were roundly punished—
therewasnoindulgence. Hewastobescourg-
ed into @virtuous life, and, therefore, falschood
and deceit became habitual—yes, even before
ke knew they were falschood and deceit; but
that knowledge did not much startle him,
when the alcernative weos a lie or the lash.—
Had the cords of authority been slackened a
fitde, this man might heve besn saved; but
while the process of whipping into goodness
was going on, he paid a final visit to the trea-
sury ond disappeared.  Being acquaeinted with
10 otirer principle of moral government than
that of fear and coercion, he continues to prac-
tiscuponit, and helps himself whenever the
opponunity seems to present itself of doing so
with po pressing danger of disegrecable con-
sequences.  Mistakes, of course, are incident
10 h.smode of life.  Blonders will occar, and,
in this way, the gentleman has had the plea-
gure of several rides in the * Rlack ATaria.”

Here is an individoal, who was a * good fel-
low;¥—1he princo of good fellows—a most ex-
celient heart—sp much heast, indeed, that it

Slledno: only bis bogom, but hiz head also,

ieaving scant room for other furniture. He
never said “no,” in his life, and ibvariably took
advice when it came from the wrong quarter,
He was always so much afraid that people
would be offended, if he happened not to agree
with them, that he forgot all abont hisown in-
dividual responsibility, and seemed to think
that he was an appendage and nothing more.
Dicky Facile, at one time, had a faint con-
sciousness of the fact, when ke had taken wins
enough, and would say, *no, I thank you”
if requested to mend his draught. But if it
were urged, *TFooh! nonsense! a little mors
won't hurt you,” ke would reply, *Won't it
indeed !’ and recollect nothing from that time
ull he woke nest day in 2 fever. Dicky lent
John his employer’s cash, because he loved to
accommodate, and fnally obliged the same
John by imitating his employer’s signature,
because John promised to make it all right in
good time; but John was oblivious.

The * Black Maria” hasa voluminous bud-
get,—she could talk all day without taking
breath. She could show how one of her pas-
sengers reached his seat by means of his vocal
accomplishments, and went musicaily to de-
struction, like the swan—how another had
such curly hair that admiration was the death
of him—how another was so fond of being
jolly that he never paused until he became sad,
how another loved horses until they threw
him, or had a taste for elevated associations
until he fell by chimbing—how casily, in fact,
the excess of virtue lcads into 2 vice, so that
generosity declines into wastefulness, spint
roughens into brutality, social 1endencies melt
into debauchery, and complaisance cpens the
road lo crime. We are poor creatures all, at
the best, and perhaps it would not be amiss to
look into ourselves a litile before we cntertain
hard thoughts about those who chence to ride
in the ¥ Black Alaria ;” for; as an ex-driver of
that respectable caravan used to observe—
“there are, 1 guess, about two sorts of people
in this world—them that's found ou, and them
that 2in"t found ount—them that gets into the
“Black Iaris,” and them that don't happen
to becotch’d.  Pcople that are cotch’d, has to
ketch it, of course, ot clsé how would the
* fishal folks’—me and the judges and thelaw-
yere—ycs, and the chaps that make the laws
and sell tho law books—-make out to get a
livin®? Buy, on thegereral principle, thisargu-
fics nothin’. DBeing cotch’d makes no great
difference, only in-the looks of things; and it
happens often enough, Iguess, that the wirchis
looking gentlemnan sho turns up his nose 2t
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flks, when the constable’s got ’em, is only
wirchis becanse he hasn't been found out.—
That’s my motion.”

And not 2 bad motion either, most philoso-
|phic Swizzle, only for the fault of your class,
a little too much of generalization. Your
theory, perhaps, istoo trenchant—too horizon-
sl in its line of division. But it too often hap-
peas that the worst of people are not those
who take the air in the “Black Maria.”

Still, however, you that dwell in cities, let
ot this moral rumble by in vain. Wisdom
follows on your footsteps, drawn by horses.—
Experience 1s waggoned through the streets,
snd, though your temptations be many, while
danger seems afar off, yet the catastrophe of
'your aberrations is prophetically before the
‘eye, creaking and groaning on its four ungain-
Iy wheels. The very whip cracks a warning,
iand the whole vehicle displays itself as a’ tra-
velling caution to all who are prone to sin.—
It is good for those who stend; to take heed
est they fall. But we have an addition here
;which should be even moreimpressivein these
iimes cf stirring emulation. Take heed, lest
In haste to pluck the flowers of life without
(ue Iabour in the field, you chanze to encoun-
1ter, not @ fall alone, but such 2 ride as it has
‘been our endeavour to describe—a ride in the
#Black Maria.”
|

NP PReee

STANZAS,
Suggesled on reading in Dante's ¥ Inferno,”
awhere Francescadi Rimini speaks the
words =
5 Nessun maggior dolore,

Che ricordars: del temnpo folice,
Nella miseria.”

Tuzxe is a grief which lightly falling
Upon the heart, finds ventin words;
‘Which yields to pleasures, blandly calling
To soothe the feelings, afterwards.
But there's a grief, knows no amending,
Which no gay pleasures can defy 5—
‘There is no grief, ah ! so heart-rending,

As thoughts in wog, of joys gone by.

There is a gricf beyond expressing,
For uttcrance, alas ! too deep;
Which like 2 spdll, 100, too disiressing,
Forbids us ¢'ea to sigh or weep.
Bus, still of all grief, soul-unbending,
From which, alas ! not one can fly—
There is vo gricf, ah?! so heart-rending,
As thoughtsan wod, of joys gone byt

St Johw, 1543, RopoITRO.

REFLECTIONS IN MY STUDY;
OR, WINTER EVENING THOUGHTS.

Wirniy my silent room with you, ye plants,

Whose leaves and blossoms scent the wintry
air,

How sweetly pass thehours—what wand'ring
thoughts

Do centre in your weal;— what mem'ries rise

With the distinctness of but yesterday,

Fraught with the visions of w.at once had
charms,

To guidemy anxious thoughts to_fame, in hopa

To gain what men, alas! czll happiness!

With you, ye silent messengers, I learn,
That not to earth belongs the heavenly gem;
Not where the oft crush’d fiower doih lie,
To tell what its bright form might once. have
been,
And reek its odours to the passing breeze,—
INo more to rise in pleasing vigours' grace,
To cheer the mourner’s path; for here alas !
What we call iope, doth perish in its birth
To the reflective mind, when only placed
On things terrestrial.

Itis not in halls
Where giddy plessure holds her idle sway;
Nor where a surfeit of the soul can come
To blight its active ensrgies, and bid
It rest from labours, which exalt its doom,,
And carnest give of that deep, placid bliss
Whick awaits its destiny!

With yo I learn,

That cach returning spring but pardy tears
Avway the veil, which man's first error wronght,
And which doth hang, the penalty of sin
O'cr all the out-spread earth !—thatits reviving

poOwer,
But fecbly shows what Paradise was found,
Ere by the fempler, that black stain attach'd,
VWhich brought to man but tears of psix !
And unavailing sorrow ! that till the dart
Of the pal spectre Deatk, shall strike, decp
With poison’d renown, this frail bosom's core !
T3H the * datk valley” shall be pass’d behind,
Ard lie forgotten in the bliss of hcaven,
Its folds shall hang impenctrable still }—
That not till then shall I behold the crown,
Unfading by the brand of Time—unsoil’d
By ought of sin and misery?

*Tis hero alono <
1 can define the mystic feelings of my natare;
Hold converss with myself as with anotker,
Bat far better being 1—and *ds hers I fecl
How desply taintsd is the soul that sznnes
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For joys external—since in the sunl itself,

And from its knowledga of itself; it can alone

Be truly blessed - for what are mortal things,

‘Which like the dews of morning, or rain-bow
hues,

Dissolve themselves to nothing, in the space

Of one short, single hour, compared to them

Which are efernal in their destiny,

And capable of bliss or woe forever !

Bridgetown, 1843.
- “»QQQ«..
For The Amaranth.

THE LAKE-LILY—AN EMBLEM.

WWaaT so pure to mind and eye,

‘When the glassy waters lie,

Tnrufiled by the passing sigh

Of zephyr as it hastens by ;

As the lily of the lake,

When bright morming’s glories break !
t

ARTHUR.

What so beautiful anad fair,

‘When it Jies in silence there,
Reposing on the water’s form
Unknowing of a coming storm,

As the lily of the lake,

YWhen the noon-day beams forsake!

WWhat an emblem of sweet youth,
So pregnant with the solemn truth,
That 1winter in our age must come
And bid our hopes and joys be done,
As the lily of the lake,

‘When the shades of even wake!

Mortal cease, thy dream 1s vain?

. Whea you visit here agamn,
No more the lily's form shell make,
A shroud of beauty for the lake;
For nature calls—iz must obey,
And hasten to ths tomb away!

Another spring may bid arise,

Its pure, and fresh, and lovely dyes,
But winter's koen and piercing breath
Will hasten it again to death ;

And so for ages yct unborn,

Now seen—now lost,—will b its form !

Butthou, when “nature’s God” willbreak
Tha brittlo thread of lifo’s estats,

And bid theo from this home of carth—
‘Tho snares entailed upon thy birth,

Tn scenes more fitting thou shalt roam,
And find eternal spring alone!

Bridgeiowr, 1643. ARTHTER.

Pue Curse oF Want.—The grentest curse
entailed on man by wvice and disobedience on
the parts of his first parents 13 the curse of
wgant. Before this hard monitor the stomest
hearts quail, the firmest resolves give way, the
most virtuous sentiments crumble, and the
brightest hopes decay. How sad, that man,
born after the image of lus Maker, should be
heir to this sorrow. It 1s hartowing to the
heart to behold want, how acute the pangs of
feeling and knowing it}

Let those, who surrounded by every luxury,
prate of the independent condition of the work-
ing man, for once forego the alivantages of
wealth and betake themselves to labour, and
they will quickly learn that the life they have
been eulogising is one of sore trials and bitter
miseries. We do not mean to say that labour
of itself is an actual hardship, not so. On the
other hand there is not a more wretched being
on the habutable globe than the idler—most of
them degenerateinto a very insigmificant thing,
a mortal without a though.

Besides this, he who cannot say, “I have
lived to do good—1 have been a benefit tosoci-
ety, and society will lose 1n me a prominent
benefactor,” had better departfor a wilderness
and cultivate an intirmacy with the animal
population of 1s wilds. Without labour, the
harmony of the Universe, the melody that per-
vades all nature—the glorious achicvements of
the Creator would be lost on man; for he
would be unable to appreciate them. The
goodness of God 1n imposing to a certain ex-
tent, upon his creatures, the blessing of phy-
sical exercise, will not be presumpiuously dis-
puted here. But we do not beheve that God
evenintended one half the world to be slaves,
without the actual necesaries of hife, whitethe
other half riots away its ume in lordly tyran-
ny and frivolous pastime. Labour s a loxury
when adapted from choice—o hardship when
by it can be gained a comfortavle and health-
| ful livelihood—the direst curse, excepting that
which inflicts 1t, when 1t barely furnishes the
means for a scanty and painful sustenance and
denies the minutest requisite for the enjoyment
even of that.

Noae toil from a love of it—few gamn by a
reasonable quantity of manual Iabour, a com-
fortable, and so far as the term will apply, an
ndependent “ sojourn herobelow,™ but “count-
less thousands mourn" over the sad destiny
which compells them tolead the hivesof horses
and oxen, and giwves them 10 know the only
differenco batween them 1s that onc walks on

two faet, while the other moves on four.
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{From the Monlreal Literary Garland.)
THE ENVIOUS ARTIST.

05 Bage envy withers at another’s joy

And hates that excellence it canuot reach.”

Cr all the evil passions which make their
dwelling place in the human soul, marring the
divine image impressed upon it, changing its
sweet affections and it3 noble impulses to hate
and bitterness, and kindling in its secret cells
an cver-burning and consuming fire, there is
none more fearful and more dark than that of
envy. It is the master passion which the
great bard has vepresented, as moving Satan
to destroy the bliss of Paradise, and it mingled
with an unrighteous love of mammon, in the
breast of the arch traitor, whose name of im-
mortal infamy, is inscribed npon the history of
that dark transaction which gave our blessed
Lord to the hands of his murderers. It is the
skeleton in many a wretched home,—theupas
tree in the fair garden of friendship, poisoning
with its deadly breath the moral atmosphere
around it, and destroying with the mildew
from its branches, every plant of beauty and
of fragrance that springs up within their fatal
shadov. '

Mei 7 a fond hope has been blighted by its
demon power, true fricndship has it broken,
warm affections chilled, trusting hearts repul-
sed—ir bas withered the flowers of genius,
darkened the early dawn of joys that promised
to expand into the radiance of full and perfect
day, and pointed with the saddest moral, many
a melancholy tale of individual life and suffer-
ing. These thoughtshavenatarally suggested
themselves, from reflecting on the history of
two brother artists of the sixteenth century,
whose works and whose genius were the boast
and glory of their ege, but thebeauty of whose
lives was marred by the cherished indulgence
of this unworthy passion, which reigned su-
preme in the breast of one, and rendered sub-
servient to its selfish and ignoble cravings,
every good feeling and high aspiration of his
better and nobler nature.

At the period referred to the art of painting,
which the great masters of the preceding age
had raised to such a keight of perfection, was
sunk into the lowest stages of degensracy,
when Ludovico Carracci, the son of a butcher
of Bologna, but who from his carly years had
devoted himself 1o the study of the art, con-
ccived the thought of founding a school for its
renovation from the degradation into which it
had fallen. In his youth, he had boen pro-
nounced fit only to grind the colonrsit washis

desire to use, but as his mind developed; its
true powers became gpparent, and it was
found, that though seemingly sluggish in ity
conceptions, it was only so'through the depth
and profundity, which forbade it to be dazzled
by effect, or to attempt by rapid action, aught
which long and careful study had not well
matured. Therefore was he slow to give ut-
terance to beavtiful ideas, 6l they had become
as actual realities to his sonl.

Unsatisfied with the limited study of tho®e
works of art contained within his native city,
he travelled abroad to inspect with a critical
and admiring eye, the productions of the great-
est masters, every detail of style, of colouring;
of expression, he keenly marked, and they fur-
nisked the key, by which his penetrating mind
unlocked the storehouse of the artist's concep-
tions, and gained possession of his thoughts,
deriving thence the power to execute those
works, which have placed his name in the
same galaxy where that of Titian, and of hig
own impassioned teachers, Tintonetto, and
Fortana, shine. It was Ludovico’s aim to
catch from the paintings of those masters
whom he made his study, every peculiarity
worthy of perpetuation, and combine with
them a close observation of nature, giving to
the whole as he impressed them on his own
glowing canvass, the hue of his individuaf
genius. Avoiding thus, the stigma which
some were inclined to cast upon his school—
that it was one of mere imitation, that it creat-
ed no new era in the art, but only persevered
by fresh and happy combinations, the peculiay
traits and excellences of the old masters—su
stigma utterly unjust,—since his was no ser-
vile imitation, but a graceful and beautifuf
mingling into one school the charms of all,
making his own, a mode! for all,—or as ar
acute writer has more happily expressed i,
®he pressed the sweets from all the fowers y
or, melting together all his rich materials,
formed one Corinthian brass.”

Tpon these principles Ludovico founded his
celebrated academic, emphatically styled degli
incamminata, the opening 2 new way, for
through itsinfluence and teachings he fondly
trusted to effect a thorough Tenovation of the
noble, and now degraded art to which he had
dedicated his genins. But where should he
find minds competent to 2id him in the execu-
ting of this great and dazzling project? he had
Tong looked around for them in vain, when on
his retorn from Florence, hodiscovered intwo
young velatives, whose origin was as humbls
s his own, those, whom his profound-discern-
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nient told him possessed the germs of that
genius, which, when properly developed, would
make them able coadjutors in carrying out to
perfection the plan of his long cherished ideal.
These were Agostino and Annibale Carracei,
the former pursuing the vocation of a gold-
smith, the latter occupied beside his father upon
the humble board of a tailor.

Agostino was a philosopber and a poet, a
ran of science and literature, whose gifted
mind, enchanting conversation and elegant
manners, untinctured, notwithstanding the
meanness of hisbirth, with theslightest degree

- of vulgarity, had rendered him a favorite with
the noble and refined, the friend and compa-
nion of the scholar and the genius. The dels-
cate and beautiful artistry of the goldsmith
formed his employment, but with it he com-
bined a skill in engraving, which, when he
afterwards became the disciple of Ludovico,
and lent his rare invention, his fine taste, and
the varied powers of his rich and culiivated in-
tellect, to the support of his kinsman’s school,
he carried to such perfection, that with a bold
and skilful hand, he often corrected the faulty
outlines of the great masters who werea study
to the pupils, tili his own exquisite engravings
were not unfrequently pronounced more per-
fect than their ariginals.

Annibale, though not the least renowned of
the three Carracel, yet wanted the noble nature
of Agostino; his was a bitter and sarcastic
spirit, unloving, and by few indeed, beloved.
And hence arose the misery and dissensions
which forever disturbed the peace of the bro-
thers, and introduced into a school, which
beautiful and harmonious thoughtsonly should
have been permitted to enter, the spirit of dis-
cord and jealousy, whose presence falis like a
blight upon the noble aspirations of genius.—
Conscious of his own powers, the guspicious
Annibale yet imagined that others failed to ap-
preciatz them, and hedemanded homageof all,
though he forbore to render to any the praise
which was their due, and secretly envied those
whose excellencehe could not gainsay. Quick
o perceive, and rapid in execution, he disdain-
ed the more tardy movements of Agostino's
wnind, which was too fasudious casily 1o satis-
fy itself, but loved to mature and develope to
the highest degree of perfection, every form of
ideal beauty before embodying it upon the
canvass. 'This deliberation, which the pas-
sionate Annibale could nover bring himself
to imitate, he affected to despise, through the
fear that it might lead his brother 1o higher
results, than it was in his power to allain.—

His style was, perhaps, the most eloquentand
noble, and his pieces possess a lightness, a
grace, a softness of colouring and outling,
which form their peculiar characteristics. But
his invention, compared to tHat of Agostino's,
was meagre, for his mind, though powerful
and active, was not enriched by the erudition
that opened such stores of thought and image.
ry to his brother, who was in truth bis better
genius, the noble inspirer of those beautiful
conceptions which breathe a living soul into
the works of his pencil.

Opposite as were the brothers in the consti-,
tution of their minds and temper, the penetra-l
ting eye of Ludovico saw in each, qualities es-
sential to the fulfilment of his project. In the
elegant works of Agostino, his prophetic vision
beheld the promise of an artist such as that
age had not yet known ; and with equal saga-
city, he detected beneath the rough exterior of
the sullen Annibale, and amid the rvde ignor-,
ance of his unlettered mind, the germs-of that
genius which, when developed, caused him to
be acknowledged by many of his oten time, as
well as in succeeding periods, the greatest Car-,
racci. Sanguine also in the hope that their
union in the love and pursuit of a noble art,
would subdue every discordant feeling existing
between them, and bind them in the close and
loving bonds of true brotherhood, he won them
from their less lofty cailings, and sent them to
reside for o time at Parmna and at Venice, that
they might there enjoy the advantages of suit-
able instruction, and imbibe, as ke bad done;:
the spirit of the great masters, from the con-
stant and severe study of their works.

And there, under the teachings of the ablest|
artists, and surrounded by works of exquisite|
grace and beauty, grew the love of painting;
like a new life in their souls, blending har-.
moniously with the pure and clegant tastes of
Agostino, and eloquently responding to the
faultless 1deals of beauty that glowed within
him, and which he now saw embodied with z
breathing grace, by the matchless pencils of
Raphael, of Correggio, and of Tutian, and mul-
tiplied in endless and beautiful forms by the
vivacious or philosophic masters of the Ven-
tian and the Lombard schools. Even Anur
bale’'s obdurate nature seemed softened and
subdued by tho spint of that glorious artamidst
whose most noble productions he breathed and
moved. It clevated and. parificd a mind, ha-
bitually envious and sarcestic : and, fora time,
as he engaged with his brother in the pursuit
of a common and lofty attainment, he coased
to seo in him a rival, and often, as they sat 5ids
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by side, each transferring to his own canvass,
the, as yet, dim shadow of some perfect Ra-
phael or Correggio, he permitted so many
gleams of fraternal affection to shine out
through the gloom of his bitter and sullen na-
ture, that the gentle Agostino, longing ardent-
Iy for some response to the sciiiment which
warmed his own heart, secretly blessed the
omens, which promised to gladden with fra-
ternal sympathy and love, his future life.

One morning as they sat thus together,
some words of praise which Agostino lavished
upon the outline of a picture commenced by
his brother, drew forth front the pleased and
selfish Annibale, such an unusual manifesta-
tion of tender regard, in return, that Agostino,
in the grateful warmth of his noble and loving
heart, grasped suddenly the hand of Annibale,
exclaiming earnestly :

“ My brother, the divine art whichis so dear
1o us, has united our souls—let us prove our
gratitude by devoting cur lives to the service
of this glorious mistress—{ron this hour letus
know hone beside—we will renounce every tie
save that which binds us to each other and to
her.?

“So beit!” responded Annibale, with un-
wonted enthusiasm, while a glow like the last
rosy smile of the setting sun, lighted up his
dark features with momentary joy and beauty.
#So be it} and in token thercof, let us ex-
change the rings we wear. ¥et, no—for mine
is but a plain circlet of gold, while thine is of
rare workmanship, and set with gems of price.”

“What matters it, my brother! Earth, no
nor the fathomless caves of ocean, hold no
gems so precious to me as thy love. Grant
me but that, with thy plain ring, and the gift
will be of far dearer value to me than aught
clse thou couldst bestow. Let tho tokens we
exchange be the sign of our hearts' perpetual
union, their matriage to our chosen mistress,
and though one were but of common dress,
and the other encircled by brilliants, each
should be to us but the sacred symbol of a
double and a holy union, that should give them
equal value in our eyes.”

“]t shall be as thou sayest, Agostino—and
fitting to be so, perchance, since the two rings
may serve as emblems of us twain—thine
claborately wrouglt, and rich with foreign
adornments, atiracting by its splendour, the
reards of the tasteful and the clegant—while
mine,’—and his wonted smile of scorn chased
the momentary blandnessfrom hislip—* while
mine is passed by unheeded, unless chance
throws it into tgo scale of tho goldsmith, and

betrays by its weight of bullion, its true and
intrinsic value.”

“Thou art right, my Annibale” exclaimed
the generous Agostino; “and none who read
ug rightly would gainsay, that in thee reside
more sterling qualities than grace the mind of
thy less gifted brother. Yet let useach in our
different degrec press on to excellence—press
on in love—without envy, but fired with a
noble emulation—cherishing pure and high as-
pirations, and rejoicing in the achievement of
glory—not for ourselves, but that we bave
won it for the mistress of our love.”

As he spoke he placed his own rich and glit-
tering ring upon the finger of Annibale, and re-
ceived the plain circlet of gold upon his own ;
and then, arm in arm, the brothers walked
forth towards the house of Paunl Cagliari; or
Veronese, as he isusdally called, from Verong,
the place of his birth—one of the noblest mas-
ters of their art, and the pride of the Venitian
school. They found him in his studio, and at
his easel, giving, with his free and rapid pencil
brilliant touches to one of the most splendid
achievements of his genius—* The Marriageat
Cana,—which was at that time, day by day
growing into marvellous beauty beneath his
hand—and which yet adorns the refectory of
a convent in the once queenly city of the Adris
atic. Gems and cameos, and antiques of all
descriptions, and of the most beautiful forms,
were scattered thronghout the apartment, casts
of ancient statues filled the vacant spaces, the
walls glowed with Correggios and with Titians,
and the fables werce covered with beautiful
sketches ang engravings, among which were
mingled a few of the fine etchings of Albert
Durer and Parmesan.

But amid objects of art equally rare and ex=
quisite, one of living form, alone, rivetted the
admiring gaze of the brothers. This was &
young gitl, of matchless and transcendarit
beauty, who, with downcast eyes, and-deep:
ening blushes, called forth by their earnest ob-
servation, sat opposite the artist, a breathing
model for one of the loveliest fgures of hig
great masterpiece. The paintér marked the
surprise with <which they regorded the-girl,
and, suspending hisemployment, said, aslook-
ing with concern towards her, he met the im-
ploring glance of hier suddenly uplifted eye:

“ Depart if thou wilt, Antonia; to-marrow
will complete all that I require of thee.”

With a slight but graceful gesture of acknows
ledgment, and the faintest, yet softest and
most beautiful smile, the young creature g 'ded
from-her seat, and dissppeared through a dodr
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leading from the studio to the interior of the
artist’s dwelling.

* Saw you ever so perfect a Madonna ?”
asked Paul, as he watched the eager gaze of
delight, with which Agostino followed the girl’s
retreating figure “I have spent much time,”
he continued, “in secking the highest and
purest models of beauty for this my favourite
piece, and now, at least, you will acknowledge
1 have not sought in vain.”

““But where upon the earth,” asked Agosti-
no, * found you this miracle of loveliness, who,
as I see by tlus graceful outline, is destined to
become immortal upon the glowing canvassof
Cagliari 7

“Inone of my evening strolls through the

vineyards in the outskirts of the city, I found
her among a group of peasants, whom she was
aiding' 1o gather in the ripened vintage. I
singled her from her companions at a glance,
and when I accosted her, she replied with a
graceful and ingenuous simplicity that height-
ened my interest, and led me to inquire into
her history—she told it without reserve. Her
father had died at the commencement of the
season, und the small vineyard with the little
coltage in its midst, was the only heritage of
herself and mother. To incregsetheirin me,
.she wrought various fancy articles which the
nuns of St. Ursula disposed of for her with the
manufactures of their convent, and the reven-
ues arising from this’ source, supplied all the
-comforts which her mother’s feeble state of
health rendered necessary. From that day
sho became a atady to me, as are all outward
forms of beauty, and under pretence of pur-
chasing the fruits of her vineyard, I strolled
thither almost every evening, and while I sat
upon the bench beneath the old fig tree at her
door, eating the delicious grapes which she
brought me, I feasted my eyes upon her love-
liness, as familiarised to my presence, she
poured forth in wild gushes of melody her un-
tutored songs, and moved around me with the
untestrained and graccful freedom of a child.

“The style of her beauty, so chaste, so se-
rene, so spiritual, filled me with an carnest
wish to'obtain sittings from her for the figure

_of the blessed Mary, which occupies so prom-
inent a position among the multitude that are
crowdced on this immense canvass. At first
she shrank with instinctive modesty from my
proposal, but when Turged it, the fear of of-
fending me by =z refusal, rather than the prof-
fer of a very considerable reruneration, in-
duced her to consent, but on condition only
that she should not be exposed to the gaze and

1
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remarks of cac.al observers. Your early en. '
trance this mo niog surprised us, and when I
saw her young heart fluttering through fear
and shame, at the obgervation she attracted,
remembered my promise, and in pity to her
youth and modesty, gave her freedom for to.
day.”

There was nothing striking in this brief and
simple detail, and yet a secret, and till now
untouched chord of Agostino’s warm and sus.
ceptible heart, responded to every word the
great artist uttered. The beauty of the girl
bewitched his imagination, and filled his soul
with new and sweet emotions, while her mo-
desty charmed him, and herinnocence and her
youth awakened his interest and pity. He re-
mained absent and abstracted even when his
gifted teacher quitting the momentary subject
of interest, turned to those immediately con-
nected with his art, and discoursed eloguently
of the rise and progress of the Venitian school
of painting, from the period of its foundation
by the early Greek artist Theophanes, to that
of its two great masters, Giorgiono and Titian,
the former of whom was remarkable for the
warmth and truth of his pertraits, while the
latter was great in every department of his
art; he, it was, who first diseovered the use of
trapsparent colours in painting, and who was
so renowned for the heavenly softness of his
tints, as also for his grace and his expression.

Annibale remarked with cbagrin his bro-
ther’s unustial abstraction,~he addressed him
several times unheard, and in an interval of
their master’s discourse he endeavoured to
draw his attention to an exquisite mossic of
Giatto's, representing thegrotto of the Cumeean
Sibyl, but with the same ill success—when
vexed and irritated he threw the gem upon the
table with an impatient air, that at once recal-
led the dreaming arust to the harsh realities of
life. The entrance of Gabriel Cagliari with his
brother, and several pupis of ther father, was
the signal for a gencral devotion to study, and
in a few minutes all were intent, beneath the
gudance of one master mind, in executing the
various tasks allotied to them. And among
them all, none laboured with greater earnest-
ness, or with a higher craving for perfection,
than the ardent Agostmo—closing his heart
to the vision of the young Antonia’s beauty, he
gave hus whole soul to the study of a Correg-
gio whose peculiar charactenstics he wished to
make his own, by skilfully blending them with
the conceptions of his individual genivs.

From that day, however, a change scemed
to come aver the mind of Agostno.. Xlo il
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cherished an ardent enthusiasm for bis art,
but it betrayed itself less openly, and seomed
mdeed to glow less steadily than before.—
There were times, 1n which, when kindled by
some rare form of external beauty, it would
burst forth with all its wonted fervour, yet
often Annibale marked him standing before
gome matchless chef d’cuvre of painting or
sculpture, with an air abstracted, and an eye
as cold and passionless, as if it gazed only on
the untouched canvass, or the rude marble of
the guarry which waited yet the inspiration of
the master’s niind, to stamp it with the im-
press of his genius. Hour after hour too, as
they sat together at their studies, Agostino,
contrary to his former wont, would suffer to
pass in unbroken silence; and seldom now,
was he the companion of his brother in their
evening sail upon the Lapune, which had ever
been to them a season of free and confidential
enjoyment,—for then, as in their quiet gondo-
la they floated over the smooth waters, and
gazed up through the transparent depths of
that beautifel Italian sky to *heaven's hich
empyrean,” the soul of the reserved and sul-
len Annibale scemed almost to soften into gen-
tleness beneath its matchless beauty, and to
blend lovingly, and as it seldom did at other
moments, with the more graceful and benign
spirit of his brother.

“But now his proud and jealous nature deep-
ly resented the change he marked in Agostino
—yet he deigned not to question him as to its
cause—nor was there need, since it was made
but too apparent in the thoussnd sketches of
one lovely face which theenamoured Agostino
multiplied in every subject that his pencil touch-
ed—his angels ever wore the features of the
peasant girl Antonia, and his HMadonnas, in
their meck and heavenly beauty, gazed from
his glowing canvass with her eyes of love.—
Many a word of withering scorn fell from the
biting tongue of Annibale, and all were heard
in silent and patient gentleness by his con-
scious brother. Wider each day grew the
breach between them ; again jealousy usurped
the place of kindlier feelings in Annibale's
breast, and his envy was continually fed by
the frequently superior success of Agostino in
<heir art, and by the notice which his refined
manners and elegant mind won for him from
the great, whom they were in the habit of
meeting at the houso of Paul Veronese—~many
of whom sought his intimate companionship
and honoured him with their lasting friendship.

Annibale affected to despise as effeminate,
the varied accomplishments of his brothor.—

His captivating mannets, and the tasteful ele-
gance which alwaysdistinguished him in dress,
were subjects of his especial scorn and ridicule ;
particalarly if in the presence of any of his
noble friends he could by an ill-natured jest, or
scornful word, inflict pamn or mortification
upon Agostino, it was a secret source of plea-
sure and of triumph to his embittered heart.

One day as he came forth from the church
of St. Mark, he encountered his brother in the
portico, walking arm-in-arm, and pleasantly
conversing with the young Count Friuli—
Coldly returning the salatation which they
gaily gave him, he passed moodily along, and
oveying the sudden impulse of an envious
thought, he paused at the extremity of the col-
lonade, and leaning against one of ils massy
pillars, drew forth his erayons, and extracting
a leaf from his tablets, sketched with the rapid
touch which characterised his genius, and true
to the life, the figure of his humble father, seat-
ed unon his tailo' '~ board, in tha act of thread-
ing a neeale, while near by, stood his mother,
a {witess likeness, cutting from 2 piece of
cloth the sleeves of the garment on which her
husband was at work.

“This will sting him " he muttered, as hav-
ing finished, he held it with a smile of malici-
ous triumph for an instant up before him, then
walking towards the spot where Agostino still
lingered with his friend, he said carelessly as
he approached them—

“We who arc mairied to our art, count,"
and he glanced with a derisive sneer at Agos-
tino as he spoke, * must obey, whenever they
impel us, the promptings of her genius—see,
what they have but now suggested to mel”
and he held the sketch for a moment befors
the count, then thrusting it into Agostino’s
hand—* fair brother,” he said, “if thou dost
recognise in these rude lines the humble por-
traits of those from whom we sprang, it may
be that my unstudied draft shaif read thee a
timely lesson, since thon seemest not to Y-
member among thy jewelled associates, that
the dung-hill cock was never designed to soar
to the nest of the skylark.™  *

¢ Go to, ill-bred youth,” said the ficry noble
as Annibale turned away with a malicious
laugh, * mate, if it so pleaseth thee, with thine
own barn-yard fowls, but know, that true
genius wears cver the cegle’'s plumage, and
soars up unblenching in the bright blaze of the
noontide sun {”

But Annibale was aircady beyond tho sound
of words, which, had they Zllen oa his ear
would have extorted a sharp and cutting re-
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ply from his lips. Striding hastily on, he soon
gained his own dwelling; but scarcely hed he
geated himself within it, when Agostino enter-
edalso. Hisdemeanor was gentle and benign,
yet somewhat more serious than usual—for
though his pride was not in the slightest de-
gree wounded by the taunt of Annibale, his
affectionate nature felt the unkindness of his
conduct, and mourned that he should have ex-
posed to another the ebulljtions of his unamia-
ble and enyious nature.

“ 3y brother,” he said, calmly yet earnest-
iy, “may I ask, How I have been so unfortu-
nate as to incur your deep displeasure?—how
1 hdve wholly forfeited your love, and awaken-
ed in your heart an intense hatred which per-
petually betrays itself, and makes me the con-
stant object of your scorn and bitterness 2"

Ann'bale turned upon him a countenance
dark with the lowering gloom of nartured
jealousy and hate, and replicd in a tone of
karsh unfeeling mockery :

“And what matters it to the elegant Agosti-
no, the courted, the admured, whose place 1sat
the tables of the great, whom tlie learned and
the noble approach with the mncense of flattery, |
and on whom beauty lavishes her smules ; what |
matters it to him, the bland specch or the sul-
len mood of the rugged Annibale, whose soul,
like the unwrought diamond, is despised be-
cause art hath not brought forth 1ts lustre from
the Jeep encrustings of earth in which nature
hath enveloped it 7

“Remember, Annibale, we are brothers.”
said Agostino with gentle earnestness ; “a holy
tie unites us, and can you doubt the cravings |
of my heart for your love—your sympathy 72— |
Nay, formed we not some brief months since
a solemn compact—:"

#Name it not!” interrupted Annibale, with
sudden vehemence, “since it is you, who have
voluntarily broken your plighted faith—forsa-
ken the brother who would have clung to you,
the mistress who would have bestowed on you
an earthly immortality, to lie supinely on the
silken couches of luxury, and weave idle verses
for those minions of wealth, who would spurn
you, could you not minister by your ill-used
talents to their pleasure.”

« Annibale, you accuse me wrongfuliy—""

“Nay, then,” again interposcd the impeta- |
ous artist,—* I do not so, whenI say that you
wile away time, cach moment of which is a
golden sand in the hour-glass of you. il w0
the arms of a low-bora peasant, whasc beauty
has bewtched yout heat?, aud quenched in it

those noble aspirations, without which grea.
and glorious attainments never can be won."

“Again I say, my brother, you acouse me
wrongfully,—and that you do, let the products
of my pencil testify. What excellence or pru-
gress, they manifest in design, in colouring, or
conception, I leave for others to declare, aver,
ring only, that they have received my individo-
al thoughts, for never haye 1 given to other,
and it may be lighter enjoyments, the hours
which should have been dedjcated to the study
of my artalone. Do me but justice, Annibale,
and confess thus much-I ask no more,—and
then let us stiil press orf with undivided hearis
in the career which points us to g glorious
goal.” ’

“There can exist no true union betweer
tastes and pursuits so diverse as are outs,”
gnswered Annibale moodily,—* But, forsake
the glittering triflers whose companionship you
so prefer to mine, and renounce the shameful
tie which leads you doy by day, and duly as
tho eve returns, to sigh at the feet of the pes-
sant girl Antonis, and these token rings which
we once so solemnly exchanged, shall no
longer shine as baubles to the eye, but be to
our hearts in very deed, the cymbols of a true
love, a noble ambition, and an earnest purpose
to remain wedded only to the art we have em-
braced.”

‘* Annibale, you den.and of me too much,”
said his brother, serioucly. *The triflers of
whom you speak are the poets, the painters,
thé musicinns of the age,—men less distin-
gnished by noble birth and princely weaith,
than by those rare gifts of mind, which rendet
their society a privilege, and permit one to feel,
even while in bondage to the flesh, that he
holds communion with an essence from the
skies. And for Antonia—I cannot cast her
from me—she has given me the first pure of-
fering of her young and trusting heart—the
offeritg of as true and fond a love, asever wor
man rendered to her chosen lord.”

It is easy now tospeak of truth and faith,”
said Anmibale with a gathering frown; “but
when the dew has vanished from the flower
its sweetness will be gone, and then the nobls
Agostino may find i casy to throw the worth-
less thing away.”

“Nay,”" said Agostino, and adeep and burn-
ing flush crimsoned his cheek and brow,
“ dcem me not so basec my brother,—when its
carly dew and blocm are Sed, sull will that
swect flower be precious to my heart, and then,
and cver, shall it be fondly cherislicd there.—
Annbale, forgive me that dieading to incut
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your anger, I have long concealed what now
I must confess—yet tremblingly, for fear of
your displeasure—I am wedded to Antonia!”

“Traitor and perjurer ! exclaimed Annibale,
stamping with impotent rage upon the floor,
as the words burst passionately from his qui-
vering lips.  * Basely have you deceived me—
and thus,” and plucking Agostino’s brlliant
ring from his finger, he threw it impetuously
away~—*‘thus, I cast from me the token of a
anion which your falsehood has forever bro-
ben. Takeit, and deck with the bauble the
hand which you have chosen to clasp instead
of mine~mine, which would have led you
fovingly on in the path to immortality. Go—
henceforth we are divided— you have found one
on whom to concentrate your heart's affection ;
but mine shall be lavisned on a nobler object—
hope and aspiration shall point to that one
aione, and I shall have toiled and prayed in
vain, if hereafter ihe world say not: * see how
far the sullen, the unloved, unlettered Anni-
bale, transcends the specious, the gracoful, the
admired and polished Agostino 1"

e went out abruptly as heceased speaking,
leaving his brother transfixed with sorrow and
amazement at the blind excess of his ungovern-
able passion. For a few minutes he stood re-
volving sadly the scene which had just tran-
spired, and then he walked forth to seek the
cottage of Antonia, leaving the discarded ring,
lying, where Annibale in his rage had spurned
it. The moody arust finding it untouched on
Lis re-entrance, deigned to pluck it from the
floor and deposit it in a dark corner of his cabi-
net, but it was never again seen to sparkle on
lis finger, though Agostino wore that of Anni-
bale's till the day of his death, having with his
own hand engraved on iis inner circle the
words * Charity and Love.”

Within a year after Agostino’s union with
the beauuful and gentle Antonia, he was de-
prived of her by death. He had loved her ten-
derly and truly, and his gricf for her loss was
deep and absorbing. But the son whom she
gave him with her dying breath, was yet a
precious hink between him and theliving world,
and the new and strong affection which the
infant awakencd in his bereaved heart, gave
birth to hopes and purposes that stretched into,
and brightened the far futare, centering all, in
the welfare and destiny of hischild. The boy,

a love for painting which was assiduously cul-

tivated by Agostino, who placed him with alle
masters to learn the first principles of the art,
and afterwards recaved him in the school at
Bologna; yet his progress was ever incon-
sulerable, and though Lie attained some merit
as un artist, lus talents never raised him above
mediocrity. He is generally supposed to have
been a natural son of Agostino.

Shortly subsequent to the death of Antonia,
the brothers quitted Venice and repaired to
Parma, where ey spent a year in the prose-
cutivn of their studics, and then returnisg to
Bulugna, established in coujunction with their
kinsman Ludovico, their long contemplated
academie. It was founded on a liberal and
munificent plan, and furnished with every ap-
pliance, essential fur the progress of their pu-
pils, and for e expansion and elevation of
their ideas relative to the noble pursuit which
was their study. Notwithstanding the oppo-
sition made to it by many, the school formed
a new era in the art, which it rescued from the
lowest degradation, restored to a pure style,
and invested with renovated splendour—while
by the beauty and exccllence of their produc-
tions, the three Carraccis soon effectually
silenced the cavils of their enemies, and over-
came cvery objection that had been urged
against them.

Though so strictly united, each one preser-
ved his own distinctive attributes and merits.
Ludovico was profound and grand—Agostine
was remarkable for his clegance, and for the
richness and variety of his invention—1while
Annibale was admired for his vigonr, his fresh-
ness and his grace. Yet when, a5 was some-
times their wont, the three combined their la-
bours in the execution of one picce, s harmo-
niously did their separate characteristics 'unite
and blend, that the work stood forth as the ef-
fort of a single pencil, and even their own fol-
lowers disputed to which of the Carraccis to
a~cribe it. It was Annibale’s constant en-
deavour to rival his brother and Ludovico.—~
He could not bear to hear their praises, even
though they came not in competition with his
own. He had ncver forgiven Agostino for his
marriage, never shown him a gleam of kind-
ness 9r affection since, but viewed with cort-
stantly increasing cnvy, the excellenca of-his
attainments, and coveted the honours which

whom lie called Antonio, was left during his | they brought him. In.truxh, 1!-155 evi?,‘ and
early chiidhood to the charge of his maternal | master passion of his mind, continually nur-
grandmother, but as he advanced in years his | tured, had obtained complete nscendancy over

father spared neither pains nor expense upon
his education. When very young he evinced

|

him, and when on one occasion the pnzo of
supcnonty was adjudged to a picturé of Agos-
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tino's, it exhibited-itself in so violent a manner,
that ks nuble brother, in order to pacify and
conciliate lum, threw by his pallet, and gave
his attentuion almost exclusively to the art of
engraving, which he carried.to an exquisite de-
gree of perfection.

Even towards his pupils, Annibale exhibited
the most vnworthy jealousy. If any-among
them betrayed marks of a superior genius, he
failed not to repress by coldness and silence
his ardent aspirings, wlule on another, less
promising, he would not hesitate to bestow
tokens of bus favour and approval. Thus, that
famous schoc) of pamnting, where the future
masters of the art met for mstruction, and by
stedy and observauon developed theiwr various
tastes and their different degrecs of genius,
was often dishonoured by unworthy rivalxies,
and through the influence and exampleof that
debusing passion which dwelt n the breast of
Aunnibale, made the scene of shameful bicker-
ings and dispute. Agostino’s hfe was embit-
tered by it, and he sometimes thought serious-
ly of withdrawing himself sholly froms the
companionship of Annibale, and taking up his
abode in some distant city, where he could de-
vote himself in peace to the purswit of fus art.
But strange as it may seem, the brothers could
not live -apart—Agosuno’s affection for the
wayward Anmbale, was earnest and sincere;
nor could the envious sneers, and bitter taunts
which continually wounded him, wholly alien-
ate hisgenerous heart from the offender. An-
nibale also, felt that he should lose half the
glory he clained, were Agostino to quit his
side, for well was he aware, though he would
have repelled with scorn the insinuation from
another, that his panungs would fail mn ex-
pression, and in consistency of design, without
the aid of his brother’s beauuful conceptions,
supphied from those rich, and varied sources of
erudition, which wero as sealed fountains to his
mind. .

One day the academio had been thrown open
for a pe:todical exhibiuon, and was thronged
as ususl, with visitors, the learned and the no-
ble, as well .as those, who came but to gaze
and admire—and all hstened with rapt atten-
.tion, while .Agustino discoursed to his pupils
on the study of architecture and perspective in.
.combination with their art, and from the field
of.nature, and the -thaustless stores of history
and fable, suggested subjects worthy to em-
.ploy thei: pencils. Annibalestood apart, wear-
.ing on lus sullen features such a look of dark
.and withering envy as a great aruist of thepre-
sent day has given 1o the traitor Judas, while

’

through a group of faithful disciples he watch-
e3 his master performing his mighty works in
the temple. The same lowering scowl ias
upon his darkened brow, ashe looked upon the
noble countenance and graceful figure of hus
gifted brother, .nd heard therich tones of his
voice giving utterance to his fine thoughts in
language of thrilling eloguence. Around him
wera clustered the most distinguished of his
pupils,—~the timid and shrinking Dominichino,
to whose beantiful dvr wings, Ludovico, ignor-
ant to whom they 1 -ionged, had thrice adjudg-
ed the prize of superior excellence--and when
the young artist was at last compelled to ac.
knowledge them, he did so with a downca.t
eye, and a cheek glowing with modest shame
at the applause he had never hoped to win.—
Aund though he afterwards became one of the
greatest masters of the Italian school, this al-
most womanly timidity followed him through
life. Yet sorich and so truthful was his ex-
pression of character, that a celebrated writer
ofhis own country has said of him, * Hedrew
the soul and coloured life.” Beside him was
the youthful Guido, whose early and uncom.
inon excellence awakened an emotion of jeal-
ousy even in the gentle breast of his master,
Ludovico. Exquisite and beautiful were the
touches of his graceful pencil, and so heavenly
in features and espression, were his groups of
infant figures, that it was said of him by one,
“ His faceg came from Paradise.” There touv
was Albani, whose works breathe such perfect
and serene pleasure, that he was styled the
Anazcreon of painting, with Guercino, Areturi,
and others whose names shine brightly in that
galaxy of artists svhich adorned the close of
the sixteenth century,

To all these, and many eager listeners be-
side, Agostino continued to discourse of themes
connected with his art, descanting now upon
the merit of some fine painting, or the beauties
of some ancient statues, till, to illustratc a.re-
mark, he seized upon the group of the Laocoon,
and dilated with resistless eloquence, upon s
fauldess proportions and its marvellous con-
ception. Annibale writhed in jealous agony,
as he'listened unwillingly to his brother’s
wo-ds, and marked the <pell of enchantment
in which he wrapped the breathless and ad-
miring sudience. Scarcely could he resiram
his impatience t'.l the speaker paused; but
then, and when all present, thrilled by Agos-
tino's vivid description of the group, seemed to
shrink as though around their own Limus they
felt the wrenthing serpents twinu in their crush-
ing embrace, Annibale strode forward towards
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the place occupied by his brother, on whom,
from beneath his dark brows he cast a look of
fire, then snatching up hiscrayons, witha bold
and rapid hand, and in the sight of all present
he sketched upon the wall the wonderful group
which they had just heard described with such
graphic and poetic beauty. Casting the cray-
ons from him as he finished, he pointed signi-
ficantly towards the figures, which had sprung
suddenly to view, as though there had been
magic in his touch, and with alook and accent
of ineffable disdain, exciaimed, “Poets paint
with words, but painters only with their pen-
clls!”’ and immediately withdrew amid the low
murmur of wonder and applause which arose
like the sound of one voice from the lips of the
assembly.

“He is right,” said the gencrous Agostino,

“ Annibale’s is the true power, and this won-
derful offspring of his genius embodies all that
1 have laboured so long and vainly to express
to you in words !’

Vet neither the homage, which on this and
every other occasion, Agostino rendered to the
assumed, not less than to the real superiority,
where it existed, of his brother, nor the sacri-
fices which he continually made of personal
fame and talent to his exacting jealousy, avail-
ed to ameliorate his harsh and bitter temper,
or to awaken in him any permanent sentiment
of gratitude, or true affection. Something,
however, like cordiality appeared in Annibale’s
demeanour, when in conjunction with Agosti-
no, he accepted an invitation from the Dukeof
Farnes, to paint the gallery of his palace; and
accordingly the brathers repaired together to
Rome, to engage in the great work, which had
they left no other legacy to the world, would
alone establish their claim to the immortality,
which has been decreed to their genius. For
some time they laboured at their new task in
unbroken harmony, giving life and beauty by
their creative touch to the bare and unsightly
walls, and gratifying the admirers of the sepa-
rate masters, by copying successfully the grace
of Raphael, the power and grandeur of Michael
Angelo, the delicacy of Correggio, and the bril-
liancy of Paul Veronese, and adapting each, to
the character of their various subjects and de-
signs.

Some persons praised most the genius of
Annibale, others preferred that of Agostino,
and as these comparisons became frequent,

the flame, and drew from him unmerited cen-
sure, and ill-natured invectives against the
beautiful products of Agostino’s pencil. Ifhe
could not deny them elegance, they wanted
grandeur; if heallowed thern vigour, still they
were deficient in grace, and so on, til wound-
ed to the heart by his brother's unkind and
envious hostility, Agostino prepared to retire;
and leave the completion of the Farnesian gal+
lery solely to Annibale. Theproposal was ac«
cepted with apparent unwillingness, but in
reality, with secret pleasure—and they sepa-
rated. Had they remained united, had the
nich mind of Agostino continued to lend its
noble conceptions, its fine sensibilities, and ex-
tensive erudition, to the vigor, the softness, the
freedom of Annibale, their task would have
been beautifully perfected,—but it was left to
the completion of one alone, and -an acute
writer has remarked of the princely gallery,
that “It is a work of uniform vigour of execu-
tion which nothing can equal but itsimbecility
and incongruity of conception.”

On quitting Rome, Agostino repaired to Par-
ma, where he for some time devoted himself
assiduously to his art, ro longer annoyed by
the jealous cavils of Aunibale. But his life
wxs umbittered by therecollection of their past
differences, and by the alienation of a brother,
whom, notwithstanding the injustice he had
received from him, he still loved with the most
generous and entire affection,—and, at length,
worn out by regret, and'mortification, he died
in the very prime of his days, and while en-
gaged upon a large picture which wanted only
one figure to render it complete—but which,
even inits unfinished state, bore theimpress of
that genius, which had it not been continually
thwarted by the baneful influence of another’s
evil passion, would have proclaimed him the
greatest of the Carraceis.

Annibale too, laboured on through the re-
mainder of his life in melancholy loneliness of
heart—consumed with secret grief for the loss
of his brother, and tormented with bitler self-
reproach for the indulgence of that evil tem-
per which had been the curse of his-existence,
which had poisoned e-ery pure source of en-
joyment, rendered the achievements. of his
genius but a cause of dissension and ‘of hate,,
and alienated from hira, not only the.friends
whoia he esteemed, but the generous brother,
who had suffered and forgiven so many.wrongs,

they failed not to reach the ears of the artists, , and, who he now felt to be dearer to him than

and again the smouldering fires of envy blazed
forth anew in Annibale’s breast. Every word

|

the praise and homage which he htd s0 much
coveted, but which, since it hid:becdme un:

_of commendation lavished on his brother fed dividedly his own, he could no longer enjey.~—

1
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He survived Agostino’ nine years, and then
with a blighted-heart sank into the grave—for,
added to thesccret self-upbraidings and regrets
that had so long preyed upon his health, and
tndermined his happiness, he was filled with
grief and mortification at theingratitude shewn
him by the Cardinal Farnese, who in return
for the years of toil and lahour which he had
spent in the completion of his princely gallery,
proffered, instead of the wealth and honours
which should have been lavished on him in
grateful profusion, but cold thanks, and the
pitiful som of five hundred gold scudi. It was
a fatal wound to kis pride, to his hopes, to his
ambition, and after a brief and painful strug-
gle, in which it has been said reason became
disordered by the mental anguish he endured,
he died—and they buried him beside Kaphael,
in the Pantheon at Rome—thus rendenng a
touching and eloquent tribute to his genius, in
shewing that they deemed him worthy 1o share
the last resting-place of that immortal master.

=1
ECHOES JROM OTHER LAXDS.
Translated from the Song in Gocthe's Faust,
commencing :
“ felne 33ud ist din,
fcin Weves (st schimer,
¥cp finve sic nimmer
&ny nimaermedr,” L.

Ay peace is gone forever,

My heart is foll of wog,—
Never again, ah ! never

Can 1 its blessings know !

All to me, to me now is lonely,
Since far away is he;

*Tis as my grave, and only,
Bitter's the world tome.

3t brain, alas?! what anguish

- Is rending, madd'ning nows;

Ay reason now doth languish,
And nigh forsakes me too.

Ay peaceis gone forever,
My hearntis full of woe;

Wever again, ch? never,
Can I its blessings know !

Oft watched Y for him londly,
From out the casement high;
And left too, for him only
Ay home withont a sigh.

His form wae all imposing,
~ _ Hisnoblg lofty men;—

Soft smules on his cheek reposing,
His winning eye, serene.

His words on my car, stealing,
Had magic sounds for e,
His touch so gentle, thrilling—

None sweeter kissed than he.

My peace is gone forever,
My heart is full of woe,

Never again, ah ! never,
Can I its blessings know !

My breast, alas! hesves sadly,
For him so far away;

Oh! were he here, how gladly
I’d cling and bid him stay!

1'd clasp him, kiss him, greeting;
To my heart's wish smcere ;
Iy kiss so solt, repeating,
That his should disappear.
St. John, 1843. RoboLrso:
Bl -{ - A0
- NIGHT.

How benutiful in Night! when o’er the leg
Bright Phaebus sheds her light,

And clothes with sparkling gems the plaeid sea.
How beeutiful is Night?

When dim distinctness leaves the faney free,

And we can lift our hearts, oh God! 10 heel

How Leautiful is Naght! when stars bestow
Their golden hue so bright,

And wrap the heavensin their mysterious glow.
How beeutiful is Night !

To the susceptive heart, whose every throe,

Is witness of the finer feclmgs' glow!?

How beautiful is Night ! when on the air,
In holy, solemn flight,
Isborne the breath of many araptur’d prayer.
How beautiful is Night !
When dim distinciness leaves the fancy free,
And we can lift our hearts, oh God! 10 thee !

Bridgetown, 1843, Anvacr.
s BB Beies

Avanice—A nch covetous Bonzo had mads
a collection of a great many jewels, wbigh he
watched very narrowly. Another Bonzo,
older than he, begged to have a sight of them
for some ume, after which he said, “I thank
you for your jewels.” *\Why thank me?”
answered theother, “1dd not give you them.”
* But 1 had the pleasure of sceing them,” e
plied the guest, *and that is all the advantage
youreap from them gxeepling the tronbls of
watching them”
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HELEN MACARTNEY.

“Proxise me that you will not grow weary,
dearest, during the long, long years that must
elapse ere I can claim the hand which now
trembles in mine,”’ said Horace Medwin to her
who had just plighted her faith 10 him.

#* Do not expect too much of me, Horace,”
was the reply: “1 cannot promise that my
heart will be patient while years are stealing
the brightness from my eye, and the freshness
from my feclings.”

“Perhaps, you will repent a pledge which
must be so tardily redeemed.”

“You knotw me too wel! 10 believe so, Ho-
race: I would {ain sce you content with your
present prospects of success, and even at the
risk of seeming most unmaidenly in my wish-
eg, I will say that a mere competence with
you would be all that I should ask to insure
us happiness. Wealth will be dearly pur-
chased by all the terrible anxieties of a long
absence; yet since you think its acquisition
essential 1o vour comfort, it is not for me to
oppose my wishes to your superior judgment.
‘They also scrve who stand and wait;’ and
since I can do nothing 1o aid you in the por-
suit of riches, I can at lcast *bide the time.’—
Go where yourt scnse of duty calls you, Ho-
race, and remember that whether your cfiorts
are crowned with success, or your hopescrash-
cd by misfortunes, this hand is yours when-
ever you claim my pledge.”

“ Bicss you, bless you, my own sweet He-
len ; that promise will be my only solace in
my cxile, and oh! twhat a stimulus to exertion
‘ shall 1 find in theremembrance of those 1cars.”

Helen Macartaey was the child of one of
those gified but unfortunate persons who scem
bora to dil-luck. Her father’ whole hife had
been a scerics of mistakes; he had quit college
in 2 fit of pique just as he was fully prepared
to reccive those high honours which might
havabeen of great service to him in the career
of stiznee to which heevenally devoted him-
s21f; he abandoned a profession in which per-
severance would have made him eminenily
saccessfal; he failed in mercanule businese
because hie could not tic his thoughts down to
the details of commerce; in the lowest ¢bb of
his foriuncs he marricd, not from love dbut
compassion, the proud and penniless daughter
of a decayed family, who brought him a dow-
1y of poor relations; and, finally, he wasied
his reslly finc wlents, which, if properly ex-
eseed, would have stcored him st lcast tie
cosmforts of lif}e, upon schemos and projects

which were 23 idleas Alnaschar’s dream. As
the eye of the mathematician traceson the blus
ficld of ether the diagram which solves his
newly combined problem, so the fancy «f the
speculative philosopher builds 1n the vague ar
his hopes of fame and fortune; but, unhke the
man of science, who from his visionary plan
deduces a demonstrable truth, the man of
schemes is doomed ever to see his fairy fabrics
fade, without leav.ng a wreck behind. The
only thing which ever had power to withdraw
the thoughts of the projector from his unreal
{ancies, was his love for his gentledaughter.—
t1e had thoroughly instructed her in all that
forms the true foundaton of learning, and no
expense was spared in the acquisiton of thoss
clegant accomplishments which add so great
a charm to female socicty. Helen was a gift-
cd and gracdful woman, as well as a finescho-
lar. Beanuful and gentle, with superior talents,
correct taste, and a character which the dis-
cipline of circumstances had prematurely
strengthened, without impairing the freshness
of her fechngs, she was a creature worthy to
be loved and cherished by soine noble heart.—
But her life had never been a hoppy one, for,
from her carlicst childhood, her mether’s way-
ward mdolence, and her father’s iotal want of
worldly wisdom, had produced an irregular,
scrambling sort of sysiem, in their hitle house-
hoid, the discomforts of v hich had been felt by
Helen long before she was capaple of under-
s*~nding or remedying the cvil. Leading 2
very secluded ife, and absorbed in thos: petiy
cares which engrossso much umeand thought
1n a household where there 1s no wealth to pur-
chase immunity from labour, she felt liule dis-
position to indulge 1 the gaicuies so natural to
herage.  Conscious of «he besuty which her
innate perception of ol things lovely cnabled
her to discover in her own sweet face, and per-
haps displaying a trace of githish vanuy 1w the
preasion with which her dress was always
adapicd to ihe fine proporuons of her siately
figure, she was yeu untamicd by mere persons
al vanity. She adornad her person even as
she improved her mund, rather for the grauiid-
cation of her own elegant tasic than wih g
wish to attract the admiration of others.
Among the vatious prrssite which Mr. M-
caniney'sversaule talentsenabled bun tozdopt,
asa mceans of subsisience, that in which he
was mos: successfol was the insiruciion of
vouth. Possessing 2 pecular alent for sTm-
phfving the mystenes of ssicnee, ke might
have rcaped a rich harvest from o gft nhchs
perhaps one of thorarest of intelloctual endowe
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Imems, but his eccentricities impaired his use-
fulness, and at length the number of his pupils
were limited to a few youths of matured and
developed minds, who sffught him to acquire
aid in the higher branches of study, and who
were amused rather than annoyed by his pe-
culiarities of character. Among these, Horace
Bedwin had ever been distinguished, as an es-
pecial favonrite of the singular old man, and a
degree of intimacy almost amonnting to do-
mestication in the family, had arisen between
them. Gifted with talents but little above
mediocrity, he possessed a firmness of charac-
ter and strength of will which enabled him to
overcome difficulties for which a far more
vigorousintellect would have felt itselfunequal.
For him to determine, was always to succeed,
for he had a fixedness and tenacity of purpose
which never allowed him to loose his grasp on
the desiredobject.  Yet, blended with this self-
reliance and decision, which might else have
madehim arrogant and overbearing, were some
of the gentlest chariiies of human nature.—
Xind, considerate, and affectionate, he won the
regatd of all those who were associated with
him, while at the same time, he unconscionsly
controlied them by his superior firmness of
will. |

Perhaps, it was this very quality in thechar-
acter of Horace, which first escited the regard
of Helen Macartney. * What has she known
of love,” says Medame de Stacl, * who has
Dot seen in the object of her choice a powerful

‘protector, a guide couragcous and kind, whose
look commands even while it supplicates, and
who kneels at her feet only 10 receive at her
hends the right to dispose of her destiny ¥"—
The vacillating temper of her father, whose
instability Tendeved kim most unfit to direct
1he steps of others amid the vicissitndes of life,
had made Helen doubly sensitive 1o the spell
which a certain kind of mental force in man
cver casts over the more timid heart of woman.
Horace had been carly atiracted by her gurlish
beauty, and the love which then sprung vp in
Eis heart strengthened with his years ontd he
0o longer doubicd that hisfutore happiness de-
pended upon winning the pure afiections of the
artless being who Jooked up to him with the
relying tenderness of a sister.  Thoogh much
is saperior in brilliancy of mind, and possess-
ing in.a much higher degree all the pereepuive
facolities, yeou his strength of judgment and
force of will were sufficient 10 give him that
superionty in her cyes which alone induces a
woman 10 give out the whole wealth of her
aficctions; and Helen soon Icarned to love

him wich a depth and fervour which-was only
equalled by the undeviaung constancy of her
attachment.

But Horace Medwin was an ambitions man,
and his love, while 1t was strong as death in
his heart, only served to refine and elevate
what was before 2 merely selfish feeling. To
procure a bare subsistence by his daily labour,
and thus hive along from day to dey, was htile
suited to his ideas of happmess. He had been
brought up in the midst of that worst kind of
poverty, which 1s found 1n the homes of those
whose pride demsands sacnifices which comfort
would forbid ; and the dally struggle between
positive want and a desire 1o keep up appear-
ances had appalled and dejected im ficm his
youth. He had early resoived to win a for-
tune, and at a ume when boys are thinking
only of their sports, he was prepating himself
for his future carcer. As hegrewolder, a very
little observation sufficed to convince him that
those only are certamn of success, who, laying
aside ail the restraints of pride and prejudice,
will stoop to plant cre they chmb to reach the
fruits, and be therefore decided that o order to
break through the many bonds which early
habit and associauon 1mpose upon every one,
a residence in a land of strangers, during his
season of trial, was to be preferred. In vain
Heclen sought to moderate lus views, and con-
fine lus ambition wathin the himits of the nar-
row circle, where may ever be found domesuc
happmess. He was now ambitious for her
sake as well as for hus own, and the farest pic-
tures of the fature joy wiich his fancy sketch-
ed, required a golden frame to gave them finish
m s eyes. A clerkship in an extensive mer-
cantile house, resident m Caleutta, opened an
avenue to the wealth he sought, and well know-
ing that his knowledge of Onental languages
would scarcely fail of insuiing him suceess, he
conquered bis own deep vegrets atparung with
Helen, and accepted 2 situztion which would
banish him for years from nsnauveland. He
went forih sadly bat hopefally to gather gold-
en frmtin the mysuc groves of Ind, while He-
lea remained 10 think for her wayward father,
to act for her imbeaile mothes, and perhaps to
feed 100 deeply for her own lonchiness of kearl.

The first two yeass after her lover’s depar-
tare witnessed hittle change in the condinon of
Helen. The dauly ronunc of cares which the
peculmr characier of her parentsimposed upoa
her, filled op the measure of her timg, and
Hop, that gentle seother of the weary heor,
Was cver singmg its quict song besde ber—
By, at lzst the gnm fiend of poverty, which
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had so long lingered upon the threshold, enter-
ed their dwelling, and sate down at their scan-
ty fireside. BIr. Macartney’s habits of abstrac-
tion increased until they almost seemed like
aberration of mind ; his pupils dropped offone
by ane; his schemes of utility and fortune fail-
ed ; his inventions were nll foresialled or
thrown aside as imperfect, and theold manbe-
gan to feel the pressure of positivewant. The
desire of fame lost its inspiriting power, andin
the utter wreck of his fortune he sought the
excitement of the cup which is drugged with
‘death. His wife, "who had never been other
than an inert, helpless, fretful creature, only
lamenting over evils which she sought not to
avert or remedy, became still more helpless
from disease, and Helen found herself left to
struggle with the exigencies of life beneath a
double burden of anxieties. Chained to her
mother’s couch of sicknzss, and unable to of-
fer any efficient aid in procuring their daily
subsistence, she was compelled to exchange
the few superfluities which want had left for
the comforts necessary to age and illness.—
But, when her father’s fine though ill-assorted
library was invaded by their necessities, when
she witnessed with bitter regret his childlike
abandonment to grief as shelf after shelf be-
came void of those * dear familiar faces,” which
in all the vicissitudes of his fortune had ever
looked kindly upon him, she felt that the minor
evils of life may be harder to be borne than its
heaviest misfortunes.

It was not until the death of her mother,
whose protracted illness had brought upon
them the additional b "rden of petty debts, that
Helen was left at | “erty 1o carry out the
scheme which she had been meturing in her
own mind. With that dread of pecunisry ob-
ligation which is <o inherent in woman’s na-
ture, that if it were ot a virtue it would be al-
most deemed a weakness in the sex, she de-
termined to cancel overy cleim upon them by
the exerciseof her owa talents.  Her plan was
formed with prudence, and she camied it into
execution with a degree of cnergy surpusing
even to herself, nerving herself to bear the ar-
rogance of those who cannot forgive 1o pover-
ty its self-respect, she visited persons to whom
her father was indebted, and offered to satisfy
their claims by theinstruction of their children.
Her gentleness and sweetness of demcanour
interested those who had hearts 1o appreciate
her motives, and, among the persons whom
sho bad drexded as encmies she found warm
and efiicient fricnds. A number of pupils wera
soon procured, and pethsps the happicst mo-

ment Helen had known since the departure of
her lover, was that in which she first found
herself installed in a narrow and heated school-
room, surrounded by a circle of some twenty
children who awaited her daily attention.

Though perfectly frank in all her communi-
cations to Horace, yet Helen hed dwelt but
slightly on the detail of their privations. Mo-
tives of delicacy and a fear lest he might mar
his own fortnnes by returning to their aid, in-
duced her to conceal much of their actual con-
dition. But her sense of duty would not allow
her to leave him in ignorance of her new vaca-
tion, and Horace, in his reply to her lettsr,
plainly intimated that lus pride was deeply
wounded.

¢ Your filial devotion, dear Helen, will cost
me another year of ebsence,” he wrote; “for
it will require 2 few more golden ingots to
make the world forget that you have been sub-
jected to the disgracze of labourning for your
own subsistence. Remember, I speak notmy
own sentiments—they are those of society,
and we must conform 10 them, however we
may despise them.”

Heclen sighed as she read this confession of
weakness in the character of him whom het
soul delighted to honour. To a highminded
nature like her own, there was honour rather
degradation in thus adapting one’s self to cir-
cumstances, and she felt that she hed never so
well deserved the respect of the world as she
did now, when her loverconsidered it forfeited
by her rigid observance of duty.

A life of humble goodness affords few mate-
rials for the pen of fancy. The five years
which Horace had originally allotted for his
absence passed slowly away, and yet he spoke
not of his return.  He had been successful be-
yond his hopes, but his wishes had grown
greater than his gains, and a2nother twelve-
month was decmed necessary to perfect his
schemes. Helen submitted patiently but sad-
ly to this new disappomntment. Indeci her
spirits were fast sinking benezth the wearying
dmdgery of a life of unghared toil and anxioty.
Theve was none to sympathize in her mo-
ments of despondency, or to cheer her by the
kindly voice of affectionate interest. A sort
of torpor scemed graduslly creeping over her
warm feclings, es if her heart were partislly
paralyzed by its loneliness. The discomforts
of a close and noisy school-room served (o bee
numb her brein, and ia the pule, silent, melan-
choly woman who traversed with feeblo steps
the path which lcd to her daily labours could

ba found It traco of tho cnthusiestic, ardent
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and bright-faced creature whose every gesture
was wont to express her impulsive character.
Let none of these would-be moralists, who,
seated in luxutious ease at their cheerful fire-
side,-pretend to measure the temptations, and
weigh the resisting virtues of their brethren;
let none such pretend that poverty is not an
evil. Disgaise it as we will, itis ever an evil
ghape, and whether it cowess beside the dying
<mubers on the pauper’s hearth, or hides its
gaunt limbn beneath the furred robe of the vo-
tary of fashion, siill is it a fearful thing. Talk
7ot with stoical contempt of that which has
power to break down the barriers of principle,
and summon the demons of avarice and dis-
honesty to rule over the souls of men; which
can chill the heart and best affections, and
chase the sweet charities of life from the cold
hearthstone and the scanty board,—which can
bow down the lofty intellect, and put fetters of
triple'brass on the pinions of genius;—which
can bend the most untameable will, and crosh
the haughiiest spirit to the dust. The power
which can extinguish the taper, whose fegble
glare sheds a last earthly light on the features
of the dying child, and robs the weeping mo-
ther of that last fond look which is turned upon
her-even from the portals of the tomb;—the
power which can make the strong man lie
‘dowh in childlike weakness to perish beside his
siarving little ones ;—~the power which beyond
‘2l cther evils of our fallen state, can torture
1he body and tempt the soul, is one which our
hesris may contemplaie with awe, but not
‘with-contempt. Yetis poverty but a minis-
crant of the'designs of a wise and good Provi-
dence; and, as in the olden time, men were
*hospiizble to all comers knowing that they
somelimes entertained angels unawares, so
fnay we welcome all the messengers of Hea-
ven whether of good or evil impors, believing
that in the end thev will leave on us a blres-
ing. So long as poverty loosens not the tie of
Kindred love,—so long asits shadow darkens
ot over the pure fountain of affection in our
hearts,—so long 93 no mildew is shed from its
baieful infuerices upon the snowy whiteness
of the soul, it mey be enflured patiently, nay
aven cheerfully, and as there are certain flow-
ors which shun the sunshine but thrive and
dlossom only in the shade, so may we find
tany o virtee which prosperity calied not
forth, spiinging up in our hearis beneath the
giocom of a sky of clcuds.
" Xet, i poverty b an cvil, sorely riches are
astdre Wheh did man ever say to his ava-
tice, ¥ ;e3¢ thou ar1 £ed 1 When did tho

still, smal! voice of tenderness ever reach the
ear of him who was delving the deep mine for
gold? When was the cry of warning ever
heeded by him who cast hie net sgain and
again into the deep waters, uniil his barque
sinksbeneath the weight of his useless draught.
Year after year rolied on, and found Horace
Medwin still wearing the chainsof avariceina
foreign Jand. Those years had net passed
away without leaving their trace upon the in-
ner as well as upon the outward man. The
cares which had imprinted deep wrinkles on
his brow had destroyed many a fresh feeling
within his heart.

Alas! alas! the world too soon exhaleth
The dewy freshuess of the heart’s voung
flowers,
We water them with tears, but naught availeth,
They wither on through alllife’s later hours,

Horace would have spurned the idea of be-
ing covetous. He fancied that the motives
which actuated him, ennobled the pursuit of
wealth. The sophistry of the passions is ever
skilful in silencing the voice of the truthful
monttor within man’s heart, and suppressing
that yearning tenderness which urged him to
return to her who =o patiently awaited him, he
toiled on for a future which might rever come.
Oh! how rarely do men learn the true cnjoy-
ments of this unstable life! Everanticipating
or procrastinating, while some, like idle chil-
dren, strip from the fair young tree of Hepe its
blossoms, and then weep because they gather
ro fruit; others are found to pass their whole
existence in watching the growthof some cen-
tennial plant, whose scentless blossoms they
can never hope 10 behold.

Absorbed in the engrossing cares of business,
his mind fully occuyed with schemes of for-
tune, and h's heart calmly 1eposing in the se-
curity of undoubtirz affcction, Horace had led
a life of toil hat nnt of sorrow, during his self
imposed crile. The cxsitement of commerce,
the pleasure of stcess, and the enjoyments of
that semi-civilized mode of Vife which cnabled
him 1o satisfy with Oricntal lusury the tastes
that a refined cducation had engendered, all
gave a charm to his existence. How little
could he imaginc the heart sickness which
was consvming the strength of her for whom
*he toiled 5 how litde &id he suspect that she
who could have borne every mislortunein life,
if she had been aided by the presence of afiec-
1ion, was slowly hat serely wasting bencath
the unsopported burden of 2 lonely heart.—

Yot a tone of despondency in her iater letters,
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and a slight hint of her failing health, aroused
the tendernessof her absentlover, and Horace
at length decided to delay no longer hisreturn.
It was very difficult for the successful mer-
chant to check the tide of fortuns as it rolled
ita treasnres at his feet, but when his beter
nature had once been aroused, he was not to
be turned from his purpose by motives of in-
terest; and, hurrying through the necessary
arrangements, Horace Medwin bade farewell
for ever to the land where ten of the best years
of his life.had been passed. With that singu-
lar inconsistency so common in human nature,
the patience with which he had borne the ser-
vitude of business, and which would probably
have enabled to wear out another year, had
not his affections been excited, now utierly de-
gerted him. A lifetime of anxicty sccmed 10
be conceatrated in the tedisus six months
which intervened erc his ship touched the
shores of his native land ; and when his foot
once more pressed the soil, he felt as if he
could have knelt and kissed it as holy ground.

1t was the dull gray dawn of morning, when
Horace landed from his losg imprisonment,
and, impatient of al! further delay, he hurried
onward to that quarter of the aity where he
expected to find Helen. He had informed her
of his embarkation, and he fancied that she
would, cven at that early hour, be awaiting
him, siuce she must have doubtless heard of
the arrival of the ship. But when he reached
her abode, and beheld it closed as if every 1n-
mate was still buried in slumber, he was
ashamed of his boyish cagerness, and turming
from the door ere his foot touched the thresh-
old, paced the empty street unul such a ume
as he could reasonably hope to be admitted.—
Was it presentument of eval that sent such a
chill to his heart as he tarned his back upon
that humble dwelling, whete he believed his
swect Helen now siept amid pleasant dreams
which were soon to have so fair a realizauon ?

With a fervour of umpatience which he could
scarce control, he paced the neighbounng
streets untd gradually the din of busy lie
awohe around lim, and the ciosed casements
of the humbler dwellings upened their sleepy
cyes to the light of the risen sun. As he ap-
proached for the hundredth t.me the spot
where all his hopea now centred, he caught
sight of a skip-shod Lousemaid who had jast
unclosed the barred porial of Helen's abode.—
Hurrying forward, he addressed a brief ques-
tion 10 the gitl.  The answer was as bnef, but
its effect was terrificc. Wuh a cry such as
none but a etrong man, in the very desth-throo

of his hopes could utter, he sprang forward,
and passing the frightened woman with the
rapidity of lightnirg, bounded vp the narrow
staircase. A closed door impeded his frantic
progress, and flinging it widely open, he stood
suddenly asif awe-struck within theapartment.
The room wore the desolate and dreary ap-
pearance which thelight ef morning ever brings
to the scene of a weary vigil. A coarse-look-
ing woiwnan, who had evidently been not un-
mindful of her own comfort, sate sleeping in
an arm-chair at the fire, while & ray of sun-
shine darting thro.gh a crack in the unopened
shutter, almost extinguished the sickly glim-
mer of the night-taper which burned dirly on
the littered table. Horace saw all these things
with that singular acuteness of vision which
excessive excilement sometimes awakens, bot
as his eye turned from the figureof the sleeper
it fell on a rigid and shected form éxtended on
the uncurtained couch. One step brought him
to its side, and with wild haste he flung aside
the covering that concealed the ghasily face of
the dead. Surely those pinched and yellow
features were utterly unknown to him,—it
could not be his Helen that he looked upon.—
His own heart answered the vain hope, and
with a groan which seemed to rive his very
soul he fell senseless beside the cold remains
of her who had loved him so vainly and so
constantly. He had come one day too-late!-
Sorrow does not always kill, and Horace
lived in loneliness of heart until years had
bowed his stately form and whitened his tem-
ples with the blossoms of the grave. But life
had lost its charm for him. Hewas surround-
ed with all the spphances of wealth, but he
found no sympathy or companionship in ths
world ; and a deep and abiding sense of self-
reproach was his perpetual torment.  Willing-
Iy now would he have given all his hard-earn-
ed fortune ceuld it but havebrought the breath
of life 10 those pallid lips and the light of day
to those dim eyes of her who had worn outher
life in sighing; yet it was his torture 1o be
compelled to feel that had he been. content
with half his present wealth, Helen might now
be the sharer of his heart and home. What
cared he now for the gold and gems upon the
brim of the chalice, since death had mingled
wormwood with the draughtitheld? Hehad
learned ihe binter lesson which experienco
teaches, and found, when toolatc, that he who,
in obedience to the dicizles of a falss world,
silences the purer insuncts of his natore; -bat,
gerness up for his. future years 8 harvest of
dissppointment and remoraa .
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For The Amaranth,
LINES),
TO THE MEMORY OF A TOUNG FRIEND, WHO
DIED ABROAD.

Must the muse in mournful sadness,
Pour her plaints around thy urn--

When she hop’d in tones of gladness,
Soon to hail thy safe return!

Avdent spirits—hopes romantic—
Lur'd thee from thy parents’ door,

Buoy'd thee o'er the wide Atlantic,
To a foreign, fatal shore.

How thy bosom swelled with pleasure,
When Old Afric struck thine eye,
Dreams of life—of joy—and treasure
Rais'd thy expectations high :
Health and golden expectations
Prove but evanescent breath—
Fruitful shores fate’s habitations—
Garrisons of plague and death.

Frienosure glances o'er the billow,
Sings the dirge, and drops a tear;
Those who would have smooth’d thy pillow

Weep in fruitless sorrow here;
Youthful friend, farewell ! for never

Shall we meet on earth’s bleak shore,
May we meet, and dwell forever,

Where adieus are heard no more.

S{. John, December, 1843.

. S Y
TO THE STORMNY PETREL.

Wauy brave the lightning’s livid flash ?
Why fearless with it blend ?

Why mingle with the thunders’ crash—
The cries thy fear doth lend ?

Why make the deep and treach’rous wave
The pitlow for thy head ?

Why where the maniac hitlows rave,
Choose thou thy dismal bed?

Thou lonely one, and desolate—
Whose home is on the ses,

Thy fickle resting-place forsake,—
The “ world of waters” fiea.

Oh! his away to the kindly shade,
Where forest songsters dwell ;

Ob, wing to the mountains’ sunay glade,
And choose a winter cell.

Then cease tho feathery foam to sip—
.From sea and wave depart,

% For there is no companionship
In loneliness of heart !

Bridgetown, 1643, Wirrras,

A'Morucer’'s Love ror A Mastac—Near
the castern base of the West Rock, opposite
the place where the ascent commences, may
be seen, seys the New Haven Courier, a small
rustic cottage surrounded by a few stunted
trees, and standing isolated from the world by
its remoteness from all neighbours. Few evi-
dences of fertility are found in that region.—
Sterile hill sides and plains, where vegetation
can find but feeble hold, pervade the rock, and
the chance wayfarer there wonders how the
inmates of such a home can find enough by
which to sustain nature. But the wants are
few and simple when reduced to such as are
absolutely required to nourish the animalecon-
omy, and even upon the desolate heath, and
under the shade of the sterile mountain, may
be found the means of moderate sustenance
and support.

The reader will find in the humble adode to
which we have just alluded but two occupants.
In the sullness of that secluded spot strange
faces are seldom seen in winter, although du-
ring the summer many visitors to West Rock
pass it by. But during the long dreary incle-
ment months, none save the two we have just
mentioned are to be found in this isolated
abode. And who are they? We commend
the reader to go and see. A mother, with her
maniac son, and he ckained to the floor!—
None other are there.  This mother has a pre-
possessing look. Her costume and address
are better than the mass of her sex, in such an
unfavourable station for the developement of
character and refinement.

% She was not lonely,” she said, even du-
ring the dreariness of winter. She had her
sor for society. She had him to watch over
and care for, and now that he was chained he
was secure. He couldn’t get away from her.
He had been insane for eight years. Former-
ly he acted as a guide to the * Cave,” but his
insanity increased, and he often wandered, and
whole days would clapse before he returned.
He was subject to fits, but he was now secure
in the house, and she had him for sociely and
to comfort her. This is the undying nature of
woman’s love, of 2 mothcer’s affection for her
children!

Such was the cheerful response of a self-
denying parent, when replying to the inquirics
of a suanger whom she accosted at the door.
We inquired for the son, and asked perenission
0 seo him. In a small, dark apartment to
which access was had through the liude
* spare’’ roorn, we found the chained maniac.
He lay upon a low bed, with a dim light ad-
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“mitted through an opening in the wall. He
. was acenpied in knitting, and thus kept in re-
. pose, seldom having any violent paroxysins of
insanity, ao soothing even to the disordered
nind is employment. Rarely bave we seen a
face which bore such cvidence of character
and beauty. None of the ficrceness and mat-
ted hair of ordinary maniacs! His fine Gre-
cian face and well moulded features were pal-
lid from confinement. is datk cye flashing
out unnatural fire. His rich beard and black
heir drooping in ringlets over his wild and su-
pernatuaal face. These were prominent char-
acteristics of the son whom the mother loves,
and there he lives, in his darkened apartment,
chained to the floor.

<1880«

A Taovent.—How few who live and die
are ever known beyond the precincts of their
own neighbourhoods! They are beloved by
a few and perhaps hated by as many, who
live in their vicinity, but they soon depart
from the world and leave no trace behind.—
In a few years their names are forgotien and
nonc remember that such individuals ever ex-
isted. Thus we shall pass away. How hu-
miliating the thought! Yet we are tugging
and striving for honor and distinction. What
can they yield usif obtained! How muchbet-
ter to strive for real virtues, that when we are
called from the scenes of time, we may be pre-
pared for n more glorious state, and leave be-
hind an influence that shall be felt to the latest

period of time.
- @ @B

Marrrep Lire.— There is a hiad of Lachd-
or snecring at the married man, catant, which
has in many instances affected weak minds,
and too often caused estrangement from do-
mestic cnjoyments. Some men have a singu-
lar rride of isolated independence—a selfish-
ness that scorns to share with any one the
cares, the doubts, the fears, or the pleasures of
the heart—who almost invariably meet wath
laughing contempt, any allusion to what they
seem to consider the very cquivocal joys of
a married life.  With many this is nothing but
affeciation—a kind of carcless expression of
an opinion not well settled in the mind; but
such an cxpression has its influcnce, and is
calculated to affect the actions ard feelings of
too many whose condact is governed, not by
their own innate sense of right or wrong, but
by thz intimations of certain persons for whose
opinions they have a regard, or whose sneers
they are not willing to brave.

Cnarirv.—If “ Charity covereth a multitude
of sins,” what an excessively charitable com-
munity this should be, in order to hide a small
portion even of the record of their * manifold
sins and iniquities!”’ We don’t mean purse
charity, though, at this ume of thie year, if pro-
perly applicd, that.would cover a great many
backs, and conseguently covera ** mulutudeof
sins.”  But there 18 a charny of spinit, that 18
even less known, or of known, less practised
than the other, a chanty that exhibits itsclf i
the generous flow of what is sometimes term-
ed *the milk of human kindness"—in com-
forting the afflicted, cheering the sorrowful,
and sympathising with the guilty. Adesireto
look with mercy upon human frailty, to extenu-
aterather than magnify fanlte, and a willingness
to believe that fallen natureis not so bod esit is
frequently represented: to look in short, at the
bright sideof things, and even when viewing the
character of a friend, which may have been
clouded by an unlucky circumstance, feel that
though dark to-day, it may be bright to-morrow
—and when theself-rightcous turn away in the
wviolence of their virtuous indignation, meekly
lay your hand upon your heart, and pray for
strength in the hour of need.

“Man's inhumanity to man
Makes countless.thousands mourn,”

says the best of nature’s poets, and whatis this
but unchaiitableress, a readiness to behieve.all
thatissaid against man, and an unworthy scep-
ticism with regard tohis praiseworthy actions.
A persecution, galling to the heartand crushing
10 the spirit, is carried on, because he has been
maligned, no matter whether unjustly or not;
he has a bad name and 1he svoner he is hanged
thebetter. This is the world's chanity, tostrike
a falling man, and kick him when hie is down?
Hotv many hearts are now mourning, how
many broken and now at rest, from this one
causg, victims to unjust suspicion and cruel mis-
representation ; the storm came and they bent
seneath its power, the blight of uncharitable-
ness fell upon their hopes, and they died. Learn
then, reader, to enquire before you condemn—
takeitnot for granted that all you hear is true,
listen to calumny with distrust—seck out apd
enquire the motives of the calumniator, and
in nine cascs out of ten, you will find that he
is actuated by feclings of personal hostility—
hatred or malice. Practice the charity of the
purse, for by sodoing you cast your breadupon
the waters, which shall return unto you after
many days—but ncglect not that chanty -of
the spiri—the angel that ministers'to the op-
pressed and broken hearted.
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Tue Editor of Tae Amanaxwh, in taking leave of his Patrons and Contributors, can-
not but express his deep regret at the unavoidable severance of tics so pleasing?nd 50
jnteresting, and which have go long subsisted between them and him. In esfablishing
. this Periodical, it was fondly his hope that in presenting 2 vehicle for the literary talent
of the Province, and by offering to public patronage, a useful and interesting little Peri-
‘odical, at small eipense, and devoted solely to intellectual cultivation, he would be in-
_strumental in awakening both the dormant genius and the latent mental capacities of
his fellow-countrymen, as well as a love and" taste for literature of a quality superior to
that of ordinary journals, and would thus, in some degree, serve his ger;cralion, by pro-
motmv intellectual cultivation and reﬁnunent Had the patronage of his little work been
commensurate wxlh his expe.ctations; nnd such as to justify tho expense, it was his inten-
tion to have lmported a variety of tho choicest literary periodicals of the Mother Coun-
try, from whxch the pages of the Amaranth might have been occasxona“y enriched and

" _ggpaered. more attractwe‘; and as his means would have allowed, he would have used

'y, exertion to sfimulate and encourage the rising talent of New-Brunswick, and by
siuch methods have established his litile Magazine more and more Srmly in public esti-
‘miatiof. It is with pain, however, that he is compelled to confess, that his endeavours
f}j‘hve xios been.met with corresponding encouragement or adequate support: the slender-
‘hiess of the pecuniary returns derived from his labours has cramped his energies and re-
gééuices, and prevented his making the Amaranth what he had anxiously hoped to see it
ﬁééom;a ;5 and three years’ experience in disappointment and insufficient compensation,
now warn him that justico to his own interests requires the termination of the publi-
cition. Yn thus closing his career in this respect, then, the Editor of the Amaranth ro.
tum;'z his most grateful acknowledgments to all those kind and gified individuals, whoso
tzﬂer‘xts and v;hoso industry have so often adorned the pages of his Magazine, 28 well 28
to the very numerous corps of periodical Editors whoso very ﬁaucrmg and complimen-
‘larv nouces of his little work have 5o often checred him on his way; and with tho hopo
that hereafter somie futaro project may prove more beneficial to his personal interests
:;ban the poblication of the Amaranth has been, he begs respectinlly and gratefully to
By to one and ’all, Faszwerr !

Sarxr .Jouw, (N.B.) Dzcxasze 8, w‘ﬁ% g %
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