Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for fitming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurde et/ou pelliculée

i Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture mangue

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink ‘i.e. other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/
Planches et/ou illustrations er couleur

@ Bound with other material/
Relié . vec d'autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/
La reliure serrée peut causer de I'ombre ou de I3
distorsion le long de la marge intérieure

D Blank leaves added during restoration may appear
within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming/
11 se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d'une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont
pas été filmeées.

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu‘il

lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire qui sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

Coloured pages/
Pages de coufeur

l | Pages damaged/
| Pages end. mmagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

Showthrough/

Transparence

Quality of print varies/

Qualité inégale de I'impression
l/ Continuous pagination/
| Pagination continue

Includes index(es}/
Comprend un {(des) index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de {'en-tSte provient:

Title page of issue/
Page de titre de la iivraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de la livraison

Masthead/
Geénerique {péricdiques) de la livraison

Additional comments:/ Pagination is as follows: [289]-296, 306-329 p.
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/

Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X 14X 18X 2X 26X 30X

’)
J
b4

12X 18X 20X 24X 28X



Tﬁﬂ AMARANTHR.

GONDU’OT&D BY ROBERT SHIV‘ES.

FoL.3. §

SAINT JOHN, ¥. B, OCTOBER, 1843

g No. 1;

F: RAILROAD &DVE\TUR’E.

' Oxa cold, dark, winter’s morning, just as
b:e trein was starting from — station, an
hhdividual, unencumbered with any other lug-
peze than a very small carpet-bag, bustled up,
sther than was conducted to the carriage, in
chich he founda seat.  What with enmufiling
chin from the coat collar which shrouded
it and depositing the above-mentioned carpet-
bao, to his own satisfaction, under the seat, the
rain had fairly started before he could look
ound at his travelling companions. They
ere, for the most part, of a very ordinary de-
cription ; and, apparently, rather cross and
figety than otherwise, probably from the dis-
irited cffect of having risen in the middle of
B night—i. ¢, by candle light. Opposite to
ot hero was seated a female figure. As she
pde in a ¢ first-class” carriage, it was accord-

b to rule to infer that she was a lady; and
2 expression of her conntenance, as well as
eTy gesture, sanctioned theinierence, though
host the point have been decided by her dress,
 woold have admitted of some dispute. Her
s2k twas of common materials, and shabby :
md her bonnet was unbecoming, which was
orse than shabby. Nothing bappened par-
fcolarly to mark the journcy. The most im-
portant occurrences which might have been
poticed, were the avidity with which two gen-
emen discussed politics, bang heppily of the
kime way of thinking; the temporary popu

ity geined by an old lady who about mid-
Hay drew forth, and offered for general con-
esmplion, certain delicate edibles and lady-like
bordials ; and the childish distress of her little
franddeughter at thelong dark tunnels.  This,
nder different circumstances, might have an-
hoyed the politicians ; but in the height of their
escnt good humounr, they vied with cach
ther in assaaging the child’s tears by cares-

ses and droll stories; and the only taciturn
travellers were our hero and his ris-a-vis.—
Once, the former made a movement as if to
take out his watch, but started, surprised and
annoyed at something, and certainly no watch
was forthcoming. Alas! the young lady did
not possess a watch, or, I am sure, she would
have told him the time; and she was the only
one who noticed the movement.

Arrived at the Grand Junction, where * many
lines met,” the passcngers quickly alighted,
and the greater part disposed of themselves,in
one way or other, in 2n incredibly short space
of time. The young lady, however, was evi-
dently disappointed and perplexed, having ex-
pected that a servant wou\ld be thereto receive
her ; and the gentleman without £watch, who
followed her into the office in which he had
asked permission to wait, became suddenly in
a state of painful perturbation. The truth was,
that in haste or excitement of mind, he net
only left his watch behintd hum, but had lost
his purse! After a moment's hesitation, he
advanced towards the person who recetved the
fares for the line of road, on which our travel-
ler had abuut thirty miles sull to proceed, and
evidently with some repugnance, mentioned
the predicament 1n which he was placed.

« My mission is most urgent!” he exclaim-
ed, “having been called te attend most proba-
bly the death-bed of a relative whom I have
not seen for the last dozen years. I had my
purse when I paid my fare hither in London;
and in my haste, for the tramn started carher
than I expected, I must have dropped 1, m-
stcad of shpping it mio my pocket. If you
will allow me to give you my name and ad-
dress, and will sufler me to go as far as —,
you may rely on my sending the money to you
immedintely after I arnive It s of the first
importance that I should not be detained here,
which otherwise mast be the case tll I can
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hear from my friends,” said the stranger.

“1 should be happy to oblige a gentleman, I
am sure,” said the man, * but itis quite against
our rules—perhaps, however, you have some-
thing of value you could leave as a sort of de-
posit—otherwise, I assure you, I dursn’t; be
80 good as 1o step on one side, here are two or
three gentlemen waiting for their tickets.”

The stranger paused till the office was again
{ree; and then, with a flush that mighe have
been taken for that of guilt, he continued—

“ My good man, I gricve to say that I inad-
vertentily left my waich in London—nor can I
much wonder, in the agitation of mind, my
hasty summons—"

“Oh! he, he,” cried the man, with a laugh
which he intended to be very expressive—* it
won’t do in our part of the conntry—very sor-
1y, but the sooner yon make yourself scarce,
tha pleasanter it will be for yourself 7’m think-
ing.”

There was an insolence implied in the man's
tone far beyond the expression of his words;
but the short pause was broken by a sweet
voice, which trembled as if almost frightened
at its own boldncss, and the words—

“I will lend you a sovereign, Sir,”* fell upon
the stranger’s ear as the sweetest musiche had
ever heard.

“ God bless your young unsuspecting heart!”
he exclaimed, with emotion, as, taking off his
hat, his eyes met those of his fellow-traveller;
and certainly at that moment he wondered
that he had not before observed their marvel-
lously sweet expressicn.  Meanwhile, the un-
gloved and delicate, Lut ringless fingers of the
young girl, dived into a purse which looked
straagely long beenuse it was so nearly empty,
and drew from it 0.¢ of the 1wo sovereigns it
contained.

“To whom am I indebted for this timely
and gencrous loan, and where can I have the
pleasure of returning it 17

“I am woing to reside, I believe, within a
few miles of this place, at my aunt’s, Mrs. Law-
ford ; if you direct it to Mary—to Miss,” she
added, as if doubt{ul if she dared really assume
thelady-spinsterial appellation—* to Miss Mar-
stom, it will reach me.”

“ But your aunt’s address,” said the stranger
“1 am so ignorant as not to know it; oblige
me by writmg it, that there may be no possi-
bility of a mislnk_i:!r‘nnd, drowing a card from
his pocket, he asked”the money-taker, in the
frigid accenis of contempt, “if he would fur-
nish the lady with a pen and ink.”

“ Oh certainly, my dear, if »ou wich it,” said

the insolent fellow, addressing himself to Mary]
She, however, had found a pencil, and the p
and ink were unnecessary ; but the red spot¢
suppressed anger burnt on the stranger’s chesi!
although he had sufficient mastery of himss
to conceal the verbal expression of it.  And
gave the wisest reproof to the menial’s impe;]
tinent familiarity, by offering his arm to Mary
Marston, and conducting her to a seat, at soug
distance, saying, as he did so—* You must
low me the honour of remaining at your sig
till your servant arrives.”

Mary would not have been a true womay
had she not been touched by tke delicacy ¢
the stranger’s attention; but though genty
and refined, and weil born as many of her sex!
paragons on whose fair brows gleam the jew
clled coronets of rank, she was a porticnlesy
orphan, over whose opening vouth hung
dark and threatening cloud of poverty; or, 3
a more expressive phrase, she was a zoor 4
lation, accustomed 10 slights and neglect, tof
trifling to be made a matter of complaint, ap
yet sufficiently palpable to have marvetlons)
depressed a naturally sensitiveheart. No wor]
der, then, that she.sensibly felt his deferent]
manner, when she reminded kim that the tray
by which he desired to reach — was on
paint of starting.

¥ can wait ax hour for the next!” he e
claimed—** such a delay would he very unm
portant, compared to that from which yoo
confiding goodness has saved me.”

But his politeness—or that something bett
of which politeness is only in:ended to be U
outward sign—was spared the test; for at th
moment a servant bustled into the office
which they were waiting, and after maki
some short apology to Miss Marston for b
negligence, led the way to a cartiage, in
which the stranger handed he;, remained hit
self uncovered uniil it turned a corner and w4
lud from his view.

The eyes of eighteen, however brigit, are g
to sce matters through a lens peculiar to youlk
and if the truth must be owned, to them 1
shady side of thirty appears the very sere d
life; but though the stranger had eviden:
passed that bright barrier which divides a gl
tering from a golden decade, the outline of b
noble figure, and finely-mounted features, 4
more firmly impressed in Mary’s memory thy
that of any other lizing person.

Midwinter had passed away; for thou
snow lay on the ground, the days had lengt
encd, and a bright sun gleamed upon the icicl
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which hung from the verandah of Mrs. Law-
ford’s drawing-room, retained probably in their
fantastic pendules by the keen easterly wind,
which seemed to penetrate through every cre-
vice. In an easy chair, drawn close to the
blazing fire, the old lady sat knitting, whileher
two daughters were busily occupied with the
many-tinted Berlin wools. At a table near
the bay-window stood Mary Marston, in the
midst of her morning duties. She had confer-
red with the cook touching the state of the lar-
der, she had combed the poodle, and dusted
the china, and now she was tending some rare
hyacinths, much prized by Mrs. Lawford, who
had 2 passion for floriculture. But = sad acci-
dent had happened—one of them had slipped
from her cold fingers (she had not been near a
fire that wmorning,) and the flower had snap-
ped from the stem. A bright drop stood in
each of her soft dark eves, for she had been
chidden somewhat harshly for her carcless-
ness. Her heart wes too full of regret to
make excuses, and she only murmured, I am
most unlucky.”

“Now I do not think you are,” said Matilda
Lawford, who was a good-natured girl, and
‘wished to bring round the mind of her mother,
famost irritable-tempered woman, to a ples-
sant subject. “I know we all thought you
‘sery lucky to have a present of the splendid
bouquet the very night of our ball. Wasitnot
a picce of sheer Juck to come so apropos?—
-And you were a dear girl to divide it between
us. Everybody thought the flowzrs werefrom
our own conservatory.”

“ Surely you were not so silly as to unde-
ceive them,” chimed in the matronly lady;
who, besides being ill-tempered, was one of
those weak and narrow minded mothers, whose
children, if they have good qualities, possess
them in spite of evil culture; * we should have
had quite as fure a show,” she continued, «if
that stupid Ellis had not let out the fires on
Christmas-eve : and there is no use in pro-
climing one’s mortifications.”

“1 think the greatest piece of luck was get-
ting back your sovereign with the flowers!"”
exclaimed Haunnab, in a tone which proclaim-
ed her to be a great deal more “her mother's
denghter” than Matilda. “Yam sure I never
expected vou would see it again. And the
white and silver purse in which it was return-
¢d,13 a Jove of a thing, just it fora card purse.”
(Miss Lawford was eight-and-twenty, and had
lately grown a desperate whist-player.) “1
don’t think you ever use it, do you, Mary 7"

This was not the first “reutls hint” her

cousin Hannah had given with reference to
the white and silver purse; but Mary, unusu-
ally as quick at understanding asready to yield,
seemed unaccountably dull or uncomplying
whenever this subject was named. But the
arrival of the postman changed the conversa-
tion ; and among the letters was one for Mary,
which heing rather an unusual occurrence, ¢x-
cited a proportionate degree of interest.

The contents were scanncd in a few mo-
ments ; but short as they were, they alternate-
ly blanched and flushed the cheek of Mary
Marston. Then, bursting into tears, she drop-
ped the letter, exclaiming—

“Itis a hoax—a cruel hoax; it cannot be
real !”

But that official letter was nohoax. Indecd,
the steady, old-cstablished firm who signed
themselves her * most obedient servants,”
would have shuddered at the perpetration of
anything sooutrageous. No,no; the fect was
00 well zuthenticated for doub: or hesitation
on the subject; Mary was no longer poor and
dependent—old Sir Digby Randle, known
throughout the county as a most eccentric
character, and whose death had been chroni-
cled threc days before in the Herald, had be-
queathed Mary, by a codicil to his will, the
sun of ten thousand pounds, in trust for her
sole use till she should become of age, when it
would pass into her own hands! The strange
part of the story was, that not to her know-
ledge had Mary Marston ever scen, or been
secn by her kind benefactor !

The icicles had departed, and the frost-bound
streams were again ebbing gently slong as
they sparkled in the sunshine; the birds were
trilling merrily, and the trees were unfurling
their pale green Jeaves, hoary swinter departed,
and the spirit of youth was again abroad in
the world. Qn = morning early in May, Mary
Marston commenced her journey, by railway,
to the metropolis. But though a few months
older than when we introduced her to the read-
cr—though her worldly knowledge was some-
what increased, and her purse extremely well
lined—it was not considered proper, expedient
or safe for her to travel, as she had done be-
fore, unprotecied. Accordingly, on old de-
pendent of the family, whose office was soma-
thing between nurse and housekeeper, was de-
puted as her attenéant to London, where she
had other ncar relatives to receiveher. Wedo
not auempt to sccount for this different ar-
rangenent, wo but state the fact, arnd shell
only observe that on this occasion she .ore a
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remarkably pretty bonnet, one indeed which
was quite the chef & @uvre of a country mil-
liner. A strange coincidence, however, occur-
red, for she was handed into the carriage by
the very same gentleman to whom she bad
Ient the sovereign on the former occasion, and
who it appeared was returning to town by the
very same train as herself. Indeed he took fis
scat as before, exactly opposite to her; but
after a smileof recognition had passed between
them, Mary observed an expression half-mirti-
ful, half-scornful, pass over his face, as old
Nurse entered the carriage ; but it was evident-
1y not occasioned by patrician distaste at the
prospect of a plebian fellow-traveller, for he
paid the respect due to age, and assisted her in
with care and attention. It was somewhatre-
markable that no attempt was made to admit
any other passengers into the vacant seats of
the carriage our travellers occupied. What
passed on the journey has therefore never been
clearly ascertained, for old Nurse pleads guilty
10 having fallen asleep, and the other parties,
to this day, refuse to give any account of their
conversation.

About a month after this event, Matilda
ZLawlord received a long letter from her cousin
Mary. It treated of divers matters; and to-
wards the end, just on a corner of the paper,
communicated the fact that she, the writer,
was engaged to be married, of course to the
handsomest, cleverest, and most delightful
person in Europe. She added, however, that
he was not rich, being yet ‘“ struggling at the
Dbar,” and expressed in touching language her
own thankfulness to Providence, for that for-
tune which would always relieve them from
the pressure of poverty. The postsceript, how-
ever, contained the pith of the letter. It run
thus :—%1 may as well tell you at once what
you must know sooner or later—don’t quiz
me !—but Mr. Raymond is the stranger who
sent me the beautiful bouquet, and the whte
and sitver purse. He managed to procure an
introduction to uncle William, whe knew him
very well by report, and has visited here con-
stantly since I came to London.”

One surprise, however, was to mount on
another ; for the next morning’s post brought
a short and almost incobherent letter from
Mary. From it enough was gathered to con-
tradict some of the assertions contained in the
former epistle, for it stated that though Mr.
Raymond had been for some years ** strugghng
at the bar,” he was no longer a poor man, but
sole heir—after the payment of a few eccentric
legacies—to the immense wealth of Sir Digby

Randle, who it appeared was his mother’s elder
and half-brother.” * Slanderous tongues had
poisoned truth,” and they had been for years
separated ; but on a sick bed the heart of the
kind old man yearned for hisonly relative, and
when they met, and the past was explained,
the pent-up feelings of Sir Digby gushed forth,
and he seemed anxious only to live long enough
to make amends for past neglect, by granting,
almost forestalling, every wish of his nephew.
What induced bim to leave Mary Marstor a
legacy, or how Digby Raymond discovered
the precise hour of her retarn to London, and
how he contrived that the remaining seats in
the carriage should be unoccupied, we pretend
not to determine ; but we know “love or mo-
ney” can perform wonders. Why he passed
himself off ag still *“ & struggling barrister,” is
another affair ; but it was just the conduct that
might have been expected from a man who,
having found a heart which poverty had failed
to render supicious and selfish, and knowing
its princoless value, was inclined once more
testit; but—by the opposite ordeal.
@GO e
THE MISANTHROPE.

Tue day of my destiny’s over,
The hour of my fate is unferled;
1 must wander unfriended alone
Through the strifes of this desolate world.

Though mem’ry may tell in its dreams
Of joyousness once in my heart,

No word shall acknowledge the truth,
Nor gesture the secret impart.

Though affection yet lives in my breast,
And holds o'er my heart its controul,

No longer shall Hope in its flight
Excelling, bring joy to my soul.

No more shall the welcoming smile,
Or affectionate greeting declare—

That there lingers within cne fond thought,
Untinged by the shadows of care.

Not again shall the vipers of carth

Find the place of my darken’d retreat;
Sweet fellowship find in my love,

Qr the sword of my decp vengeance meet.
But abstracted from pleasure and joy,

Afar from the comforts of life,
T will live *till the messenger comes

Ta relieve me from sorrow and strife.
The day of my destiny’s over,

The hour of my fate is unfurled, -
1 must wander unfricnded—alone—

‘Through the woes of this desolate world!

Bridgctown, N. S, 1843. ARTHUR.
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2 Ix those romantic days of “knight-errant-
: y” when a love, stronger and l\olier thnn

; lcoam person, a brilliantintellect, and a warm
fand susceptible heart.  Theobject of his idola-
} rous attachment was a beautifnl girl of six-
Reen, lovely, amiable and attractive, and con-
entering in herself all the matchless combi-
fhations of female excellencies. To a soul that
girilled to the most delicate touches of tender-
; ess and sympathy, she added a softand sym-
anetrical frame, a gifted mind, and & snrprising
Frase and gracefulness of manners.  She knew,
tend she admired the manly dignity, the modest
fdemeanor, and the other cstimable gualities of
fihe youthful page, and all unconsciously to
erself she loved him.

g It wason a delightful evening in carly au-
Rumn, that a development, which enhanced
Eheir mutual happiness, unexpectedly accurred.
Ko a smiling and variegated garden that lay in
ghe rear of her father’'s dwelling, Mary, for
Euch was her name, was reclining beneath a

flustering arms of the honey-suckle, and per-
umed with the edors of a thousand delicious
Blowers. In a sort of half-dreaming mood,

Bhrobbing in her innocent bosom. Egbert,—
pihe hero of the scene,—stood in a thick cop-
Eice in immediate proximity to the arbor, and
Kistened with an impassioned etrnestness, un-
K, unable to constrain himself any longer, he
Burst in upon her retirement and threw him-
Ef at her feet. Alary was thunder-struck at
fis first appearance, and had almost fainted
ginder the inicnse excitement, which the dis-
Rlosure had produced, but Egbert succeeded at
Bst in soothing her aguated spirits with his
fender language and benignant smiles. He
Rtrowed his ardent and irrepressible love, and
E:plored in all the angwish of a stricken heart,
floe conventional barrier, that prevented a
kenion of kindred souls. A moment’s pause en-
fucd his outbreak of fecling. At length Mary
dserved with emphasis, while the tears spark-
din her bright blue eves, “ Egbert, I will be
prours! Itisindeed cruei and wicked in the
f:tteme to separate, by arbitrary power, those

whose hearts are one and inseparable. To-
night I will meet you here again. Adiey, till
then ¢

Moonlight was bathing the landscape with
its mellow strcams of liquid silver, when the
two fond and impassioned beings were again
seated together in the same shady retreat,
which was haliowed by ther selemn pledges
oi mutual love. Some minutes transpired ere
a word escaped from the lips of cither of the
lovers, save in the tones of recognition, for
their Liearts were too full to speakk. And how
long they would have remained in this mute
position, it is impossible to surmise, had not
the shrill shrick of the night-bird, just over
their heads, dissolved the troubled revery of
Egbert, and impelled him to nquire,—* Well,
Mary, is my fate for a lonely and sorrowful
life irrerocably sealed 77

“No, Egbert!” she earnestly replied, “our
doom is yet unsettled, but I do not despair.—
God will order all things wisely. We shallbe
united. 'To-morrow, after the grey dawn has
passed away, my father will visit the hated
object to whom I have been long betrothed
against my will, aad 4f he consents to a disso-
lution of the imaginary ties that bind us, I can
then be wedded to the man whom I most love.
If he will object,—but I will not even dream of
so unhappy a result,—it cannot be. We shall
meet again under happier alispices than now.
Good night ¥

With these few and hasty words ¥ary dart-
ed from his sight, and was soon bowed in hum-
ble prayer, for she was a pious girl, in her pri.
vate chamber.

Egbert has passed a sleepless night in con-
sequence of the conflicting emotions that agi-
tated his bosom; and as he looks out cagerly,
on the ensuing morning, for the purpose of
watching the venerable knight, who may be
seen mounted on his steed, and proceeding on
his love-errand, what mingled emotions of hope
and fear heam from his honest countenance !

The old man’s business, through the com-
bined influence of shrewdness and skill, is
finally completed to the joy of those youngand
guileless breasts. The loathed and wealthy
suitor yields up his claim with reluctance, and
the noble and generous patent hastens back to
acquaint his only and darling child with the
issue. His consent is freely given, notwithy
standing the disparity in the rank of Mary ax(dw
Egbert; and the happy pair, before anothér
moon smiled sweetly on the verdant and flow-
cry arbor, where their pure hearts were first
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consecrated to each other, wete united in that
blissful bond which only death can dissolve.

Q@B @
ON THE GRAVE OF DO-HUM-MEE,

THE BEAUTIFUL INDIAN PRINCESS, AT THE
GREENWOOD CEMETERY.

Taev've laid thee down to rest
Far from the land whick gave thy spinit birth,
And the green mound is not of kindred earth
They've heaped upon thy reast.
The flowers that spring around thy early tomb
Recall not Childhood with their sweet perfume.

Far from thy fathers’ gruves
They've laid thee in thy bridal rbes, alone!
And the low breeze that com:s with solemn

tone

From off the ocean waves
s not the sound that sweeps across the wild
Where thou wert nurtured, Iowa's free child !

The gentle flowers of Spring
That ope their petals to the sun’s warm ray,
Torn from their native soil, will fade away;

The wild, free birds winch sing
Upon the Summer bough, and soar on high,
Deprived of Freedom, will but pine and die.

So with thy spint, Do-hum-mee!
Thou couldst not linger where the Pale-Face
dwelt; -
‘Thou couldst not wership where the White Man
knelt;
Thecrowded city wasno place for thee,
The giddy throng who bend at fashion’s shrine
Hold no communion with a soul hke thine!

Child of the fowery plain,
The wide-spread prairie, and the green hill side,
How will thy hunter miss at evening tide
The soft tones which welcomed him again,
When, from the hunt returned, with weary pace
He sprang to clasp thee in his warm embrace.

Gone to the Spirit Land!
Gone like the mist that curled o'cr sylvan lake!
Gone like the impress which Time's footpunts
make
Upon life’s golden sand ;
With every surge that rollson Memory's shore
Some trace is lost, till all is seen no more.

So hast thou passed away !
Yet oft shall daughters of the Pale-Face come
To strew fair flowers arouné thy simple tomb !
Stiil at the cloze of day
The moaning wind shall sing in accents wild,
A deep, sad requiem to Iowa's child !

THE MA1D OF SARAGOSSA.

AN HISTORICAL SKETCH.
(From ‘The Mo .ireal Literary Garland)

CBAPTER L.

“ Awake ye sons of Spain! awake ! advance!
Lo ! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries;

But wields not, as of old, her thirsty lance,
Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies,

Now on the smoke of blazing bolits she flies,
And speaks in thunder, through yon engine’s

roar,

In every peal she calls “ Awake ! Arise!”
Say is her voice more fecble than of yore,
When her war-song was heard on Andalu

sia’s shore 7"

No event of modern times has excited a mors
intense interest in the whole world, than tha
which was aroused by the Peninsular war—
when two great nations met hand to hand, oa
a forcign battle-ground, and the sicrras and the
olive groves of Spain were deluged swith alien
blood, and her rivers crimsoned with. the tidz
that courses through patriot veins; when the

military talents of a Napoleon, a Wellesleyf

and a host of names but just inferior, wer
tested—while the fair and beautifui country o
Spain, the seat of the desolating war, wn%
made the sport both of friend and foe. Bal
fatel as was the cffect of this war upon thy
Spaniards, it aroused the spirit of Gonzalyg
and the Cid, which was not yet quite extiy
guished in the bosoms of their degenerate def
scendants; it only Jay dormant, smothered by
the sloth and indolence of ages, and the crug
and unjustifiable oppression of Bonaparte kind!
led itinto a flame of patriotism and bravers]
which though untaught and unguided, 43
much towards the salvation of their country,
and the final defeat of the French congueror
When Napoleon, fearful of the influence of &
Bourbon dynasty, so near his own impend
dominions, and led on by lus insatiate thir
of power, determined to obtain the control o
Spain, as he had of almost the whole of Ex
rope, he little thought of the opposition I
would have toencounter. He knew the Spang
ish Court was harrassed, and divided by 1
domestic broils and dissensions of the Rovg
family, and that the influence of the infarmon
Godoy, over the weak Charles, had renders
him exceedingly unpopular among his subject!
and he therefore imagined, they would willin,
ly receive fram his hand, 8 new kmng, and
new order of government. He dreamed nt
of the spirit hid beneath the heavy clogk,
dark sombrero of the Spamard, which need
only a little more oppression, to be exercis
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k.om its inner life, and to comeforth with new
Energy, robed in the panoply of war, and with
Bhe sword of patriotism unsheathed to resist
i3 all-defying power. The people rebelled in
theart against their own weak and effeminate
Eovernment; but they were tco haughty, too
proudly jealous of their own rights, to allow
Rirzign dictation, even from him who had por-
foned bis own family with the crowns and
eptres of half Europe.

f Exasperated by the uncxpected opposition
i encountered, the Emperor bent all his ener-
es to accomphish his will, and the Peninsula
fuust have inevitably been erushed, and itsneck
R:nt to the French yoke, in spite of its newly
Bwakened life, had it not been for the timely
Bssisiance of England, who stretched fovth her
Band to the aid of the suffering nation. The
:a was soon covered with the vessels that
Rore her gallant army to the shores of Spain,
fom whence many were destined never to re-
furn, but to consecrate by their death the banks
jf the Ebro and the Douro, Corunna and Ciu-
§:d Rodrigo—for who can think of, or visitun-
Froved, the places where so many brave ones
Bied, fighting for the oppressed?7—whsre a
Rloore lies buried, his raertial cloak his only
Ball, and the booming guns of the enemy his
st sod requiem.

g Of all the brilliant achievements to which
Mhis campaign gave rise, none remsin more
Brominent on the page of its history than the
jallant defence of Saragossa, the beautiful and
Peroic city, which, though desolated and al-
gost destroyed, rose Phaxnix-hke from its own
fshes, successfully combated the invader, and
R-oved the banner of triumph and victory over
ks broken ramparts, ruined churches, pros-
E:ate convents, and the thousands of its slain
§bo filled the breaches; men,s-women and
Bhildren, who, falling with arms in’their hands,
gesufied to the general fecling which qmmﬂed
goem. Thxs cu?r'e gave room l‘or the dxsplay

ld lnstonans of the Pemnsular war have pas-
Jed over in silence, or with that slight men-
Bon which is even worse than silence. The
gomance of history, which could illuminate its
Mark pages, and brighten even the sad de:ails
%(blood-bought victory, are excluded from the
Bhatter-of-fact histories of the officers, who,
Bhemselves actors in the great panoramg,
#ould only see what was immediately about
Nod around them, and were ret always con-
ficious of the hidden springs which put in mo-
Bon some of the cumbrous machinery of the
jer,  But there is one of these events which

not even the silence of historicns could con-
sign to oblivion, but to which enduring fame
has been given by the pencil of Wilkie, and the
glowing pen of Byron. Who that has ever
looked upon the speaking face of the fair
“MMaid of Saragossa,” the Spanish *“Joan of
Are,” as sketched by that master hand, she
stands in the freshness of her youth and peer-
less beauty, Minerva-like, hurling the thunder-
bolt of war, and inspiriting the drooping sol-
diery, while with moistened eye she turns &
lingering gaze upon her dead lover, without
wishing to know more of her eventful history ?
A leaf or two only has been gathered; but
they cannot be gazed at too often, or preserved
in too many ways, and we would now endea-
vour to trace the outline of the gallant deed of
this heroic girl, to which Saregossa owed her
first deliverance from the invading French.

At the close of the ath August, 1808, the be-
sieged city of Saragossa was in a most distres-
sed state, completely overlooked by the French,
who had gained possession of Monte Torrero,
an eminence which commanded the whole city,
and from whence they poured araking and da-
structive fire, for the defence and support of
the troops they had sent to storm a breach in
the convent of St. Engracia, through which
they hoped to effect an entrance into the city,
which had now held them at bay for several
weeks. But the Spaniards, fighting for their
homes, their Jives, their liberty, had met and
driven back the assailants with desperate en-
ergy ; hand to hand they had grappled with
the foc and succeeded in repulsing them, thofgh,
a few of the most determined of the co
tants had obtained and kept possession o
Cosso, the pugl.gg walk formed on the iine of
the ancient Moorish rampart, just without the
walls of the city. A fearful scene had closed
the day, and added to the devastating horrors
which already surrounded the devoted Span-
iards. A discharge of the French howitzers
had set fire to a Spanish magazine of powder,
which blew up, destroying many houses, and
burying under their ruins hundreds of the in-
habitants. And, asif this were not enough to
complete the terrible picture, which Death,
with skinny-hand and blood-red palette, was
sketching, @ more fearful featute was added to
the scene, by the firing of the public hospital,
from whence the wretched inmateg*énakmg
their escape, mingled with the cqmygtams;
and the ravings of madmen, an&'v-t‘fe -feeble
cries of diivelling idiots, swelled thedisgordant
sounds, which ever follow the stern spectre of
carnage and war, that was now stalking
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through the stately streets of Saragossa, and
bathing in the rivers of blood which deluged
the olive grounds and vineyards of its beauti-
ful ccuntry. The day, which had opened with
the ea:ly attack of the French, seemed inter-
minable; but at last Night drew her triendly
curtain over the heated sky; the sounds of
the fierce conflict ceased, the lightning flash of
the iron-mouthed cannon faded away in the
darkness; the French withdrew silently to
their camp, many a one bearing a wounded
comrade on his breast ; the fearful din of strife
in the beleaguered city was hushed, and nought
but the low groan of the dying, or, at times,
the shrill shriek of the roaming maniac, rose
on the still air. All who had homes lefy,
sought them, and the women and children
were ready to welcome their hardy defenders
with all the soothing cares which the weary
and heart-sicken soldier requircs.

At the door of one of the humblest housesin
the city, stood, straining her cager cyes as if
watching the approach of some one, a young
girl, her mantilla thrown back, her dark hair
failing loosely about her pale and anxious face.
To a question asked by an individual within
the house, she replied, * No, mother, he comes
not: my heart misgives me, he is among the
slain. Would to ‘Our lady of the Pillar) ¥
knew where he had been stationed—I would
geek him there.” She pressed her hand heavi-
1y upon her heart, as if to sull the rising emo-
tion; “Ah! well,”’ she added, ‘*he has fallen
in a noble cause. I would he could have been

Spired a little longer, that he might have seen
»fiig,country saved, or we might have fallen to-
gether in the general ruin.® She gave one
more piercing look into the thick darkness,
whick had settled like a brooding cloud over
the city, then re-entered the house, and busied
herself in aiding her mother, who was binding
up the wounds, and attending to the wants of
some half-dozen soldiers who lay stretched
upon the floor. As if to forget her own cause
of anxiety in aiding others, she brought wine
and bread for the fainting and suffering men,
and moistened their parched and fevensh lips
with the grateful juice of the grape.

“Where is Pedro?’ asked one, as shegen:'y
lifted his head, to give him the refreshing
draught.

¢ fear he is with the dead,” answered she
in a low voice, struggling with her emotion.—
“Could he have crawled hither, he would have
been with us, knowing our anxiety, and that
we have none but him. Have you scen him
to-day 2?

“Late this afternoon I saw him fighung
the convent of St. Engracia; he was with
lafox, and was then unharmed. ¥ wasy
fainting from the blow I had received ; but
thought I saw Our Lady with her angd
warding off the strokes which were aimed
him, and the balls which flew whistling a
his head. Ah! there he comes !’

As he spoke u tall figure entered the roo
so begrimmed with smoke, and dust, and bl
that none but the eye of lover or friend cozj
have recognized him. The girl sprang &
ward with a cry of delight, and almost fell
his feet. The young cannoncer raised her, a
as he did so, she fclt drops of warm blood
upon her face. Starting up, she looked h
riedly at him:

“You are wounded! she cried ; “ why &
you not come beiore ?”

“1 could not, dearest Agostina,” he repk
“1 have but just received my orders from ¢
Captain-General for to-morrow’s duty; b
come, you must dress this wound upon z
head—nay, pale not so0; it is a mere scrawc
that I shall be well repaid for, by your care
it

Agostina led the way to a small inner raeq
She found, on examination, a long but not de
sabre-cut upon the head, which Pedro told
had boen received in warding off a blow fr):j
Palafox. He was exhausted from the fatigs
of the day ; but the cares of his lovely nur
the bread, olives, and cooling grapes, whi
she gave him, soon revived him.

“ Ah, Agostina,” he said, * could I have
such refreshment as this from your dear h
to-day, I could have battled more vigoro!
with the enemy. I was feint and weary, &
nothing but the remembrance of you sustais]
me. It has been a fearful struggle: at tmg
1 thought we must give way. It chills o
blood to think of the gallant fellows cut do¥]
by my side, rank after rank, till the breach v
filled with the bediesof thedying and the dez
fresh supplies of the French poured in, and th
would have gained possession of the city i
they not got entangled in the ¢ Arco de Cing
which was sr long and crooked they could s
find their way out: thanks to our blessed Lat
Our people then rallied, fell upon them, hed
med them in and scarce left one to return &
tell the tale to those without; this slight ¢
cess encouraged us, and we fought like bra
men: but this cannot last fong; our resour
are becoming exhausted, our men weary
dispirited, and I fear we must soon yield unlq
succour is sent us. Palafox hopes for a e
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Borcement ; his brave spirit is never prostrated §
fend Father Consolacion too, he puts new life
Bato us; with the image of our Lady in his
Erms, he passes from one part of the city to
Enother, encouraging the combatants, relieving
e wounded, and shriving the dying, and he
Bhears a charmed life ; balls are flying around ;
E-sores clash about his head, but he escapes.—
find the women, Agostina, they have been
Eninistering angels to-day, with their baskets
Bf wine and fruit, their cheering words of hope;
Biey have mingled among us, giving new
B.rength to the wearied arm, and adding fresh
il to the fire of our patriotism. 1 looked for
Bon, dearest ; I thought your brave and impa-
Rient spitit would lead you ferih among our
franks.”

£ #1 deemed it rio place for women, Pedro,
fwhere blood and carnage were, and I thought
Mt would betéer please you to have me remain
Bt home, and tend the fainting and wounded
fvho were brought to our threshold; but to-
Brorrow I will be by your side, and far happier
Bhall I feel than in this weary watching,—zah!
Eou know not—you cannot tell, how long and
bireary this day has been 3 the dread booming
of the cannon, every shot from which, weknew
vas the messenger of death, the thrilling,
jreart-rending sounds of strife, haverung in my
Bars, and a thousand times have I fancied I
fieerd thy death-cry rising above the warring
Bounds ; but angels hate protected thee. Fer-
Hinando says he saw them guarding thee and
Bhy 1oader at the breach of St. Engracia, and
Rhey will still watch over thee. T'he right, the
$ruth is ont our side, and can we doubt that we
phall have o heavenly host to aid us. When
Bid the Holy Virgin ever fail to bless the righte-
fus cause ? she has been seen more than once
zding on her angel army to our aid, and she
il not now desert us. But what i3 to be
fone to-morrow ¥’

E “That depends upon the point of attack
chosen by the foe; Palafox will take his sta-
gion at the Portillo, and has assigned me my
;u there also, as chief connoneer; ramparts
i sand bags are to be placed there, and I hear
Een now the preparations for the morrow’s
Blefence going on, in the low murmut, and the
cavy footfall 3 those who dre not too weary
Evith the day’s exertions are repairing the out-
moste, flling up the gaps, raising barricades,
and putting up all impediments in the wey of
Bho invaders. A proposal has been made to
g1y 2 mine under Monte Terrero, and explode
Rhb¢ French camp, bat it is too rash an expen-
gaent, véfe have not men to spare for <o danger-

ous an undertaking, we must confine ourselves
to the defensive, besides in its explosion it
might destroy half our city, and we have al-
ready suffered enough. Our trust must be in
our righteous cause and our Lady, who will
not permit her chosen abiding piace to be de-
stroyed. But heard you not, sweet one, the
rumour of surrender 7 ‘Theinsulting Desnout-
tes sent to our noble captain a demand for the
giving up of the city, on the plea that as it
could not possibly resistmuch longer, it would
sdve many lives and much destruction of pro-
perty, if it were quietly yielded, and he pledged
himself to allow us great privileges, and almost
the honours of conguerors, if we would svh-
mit.”

“What was the answer of our general?”’
said Agostina, with an emotion which showed
how dear was the honour of her native city to
her proud Spanish heart.

¢ He drew his sabre from his belt, and hold+
ing it menacingly before the messenger : * Say
to your leader ¢ War to the knife ' this was
all the reply he vouchsafed, and, turning away,
he resumed the directions he was giving for
the erection of the palisades, and the mounting
of the hewitzers, on the side of the Ebro, for 2
rumour has reached us that Napoleon disap-
proves the mode ofattack pursued by Lefebvre,
and has ordered him to cross the river and at-
tack us where we are supposed to be the weak-
est. The fll tyrant has been heard to say,
¢ Saragossa must fall ;’ he has decreed it, cone
sidering it the point of union for the three pro-
vinces; he feels that its possession is egsential
to secure his position, and I confess, Agostina,
when I think what ke is, who has said it, ¥
tremble. What did he ever «cill yet, that fail-
ed? Every thing he looks upon becomes his
prey, and nought can oppose him. My heart
sinks at the dreary prospect for my country.
Evil light upon the foul Godoy who hasbrought
this ruin upon us.”

“Hape, hope, dear Pedro¢ trust in God, the
righy, and our Lady, we shall yet live to see
tranquil days. A prophetic spint scems to
come upon me, showing me, as in a magic
glass, the end of thisstruggle. Isenyou, dear-
est, sharing the honours with Palafox, wel-
conted with loud vivas wherever you appear.
Saragossa is once more free, she raises her
head triumphaant ; her vineyards and olive gar-
dens flourish, and the sound of joyous revelry
is heard where now echo the groans of the'dy-
ing and the wail of the mourning. Bat it is
time for you to ceek rest, I will call you atday-
break. Till then sleep in peace.

.



307 TR AMARANTH,
With graceful care she arranged a light | Who can avenge so well & leader’s fall 2
couch which was in theroom ; her jover threw | What maid retricve, when man’s flushed hop
his weared frame upon it ; she knelt for a mo- is lost,
ment at his side, uttered a fervent prayer for { Who hang so fiercely on the flying Gauvl, §
his protection and safety, then noiselessly gli- { Foil'd by a woman’s hand beiore a batters
ding from the room, she left him to that repose wall 7
he so muchneeded. Sheherselfslept not; her { “Oh ! had you known ker in her softer hout, §
excited spirit could find no rest, and she histen- | Marked her black eye, that mocks her cof
=d to the many sounds, which rose from the tack veil,
different parts of the city, indicating the prepa- | Heard her light lively tones in lady’s boswes,
rations which were going on for the morrow’s | Seen her longlocks that foil thepainter's powa}
combat. The hum and buzz grew louder and | Her fairy form, with more than female grace—8
louder as the day dawned ; and with the first —_— }
grey light, the drums and trumpets sent forth | # By our Lady of the Pillar ! I leave not 1 3
their surnng appeal, rousing the sleeping sol- | post till we conguer, or I die!” 5
diers, and summoning g them to another day of | As these words broke the dread sience §f
bitter strife, where most of them wete to lay | fear, which had nearly paralyzed the defend ;
down their lives, a willing s2erifice for their | ing army of Saragossa, the few remaining so.
country’s good. Refreshed and full of ardour, | diers grasped their sabres with rencwed fe
Pedro bade fareswell to Agostina and her mo- | vour, and responded their loud vivas; t
ther, and tc relieve their anxicty and shorten | wounded raised themseives to look at 4
the day to them, he promised, if it were possi- | speaker, and the fire of hope and courage spart
ble, he would come to them at noon, to tell {led once more in the eyes of the dying. AsE
them how the fight was speeding with them. | who was it that produced this electric effiect cff
‘Wiuth sad heart and tearful eye, Agostina | the heart-weary patriots, who were hopeless§
watched his departing form, till 2 wrn i the | struggling for their freedom and their homes
street hid him from her view ; then prostrating | Was it their leader Palafox, inspired with fre)
berself before the image of the blessed Virgin, 'zeal? Was it Cuesta with a band of reinforef
she poured out her full heart in an agony of ! ments? or was it Julien, the Guerilla chi§y
supplication and prayer. Soon wild cries rose | who was known to be lurking in sotnc of u$
in theair; the roar of the cannon, the shouts | neighbouring sietras? No, it was a womay
of “ Viva el Rey,” ¥ Avance tirailleurs,” ¥ Viva | who with the heart of = Cid, beating bene2 3
Fernendo Septimo.” “ Viva I' Empereur,” | her heaving bosom, thus put new life into 1y
¥ Morte, Morte;" the tramp of the cavalry as | discouraged soldiery of Saragossa. A wom*'
they forced ther way down from Monte Tor- | young and beautiful, who, but the day beforgs
1e10; the clashing of sabres: the shrirks of | would have shunned 10 look upon the dy.ag
the wounded ; the maJdening vell of raging ! and whose cheek paled atihe sight of the flosf
strufe, geew hour by hour more fierre.  The | ing blood which, mingling with the waters §
timud, appalled, crowded into the darkest cor- | the Ebro, had dyed its pure stream with 12y
ners of their homes, endeaverr'ag o close their | still purer current of patniotsm.  She look:§
cars agains! the drezd winalt, but in vain. the very genius of her country, as stand-§
With fevenish anxiety, A<ostna waited for | upon the cannon, the biazing torch with whig
the promised visit from herlover ; but ke came | she had that moment fired it, held in her o
not, and as the day wore on, remembering the | hang, while with eyes uplifted, she made cf
half expressed wish of the day before, that he ! cow 10 conquer ar die.  Once morve, loud puf
had had bread and wine from her hand to re-  ed the battle-cry about her; soldiers, wol
fresh his weary spirit, she filled a baske! with { wearied and dispinted, had cast away b
delicious grapss and wine, and “rawirg her | arms and given up all hope of wvictory, n:g
mantila closcly about Ler facs, with 2 beating seized them agein. On they rushed, gather-§
heart solized forih 10 the gate of the Portillo. ' trengih wih ¢very step, they poared throz
- the gate of the Portillo, cheered by the flash:#
cuarTER 1. ! :he cannon, which the heroic girl still Sired, e-3
“Her loves sinks—she shedenn 81 ~medtear; | whose death shots, falling thick and fast ama:§
Ter chiof is slain—she fills hic fara! prer xh: cacmy, did fearfol exccution; thar sou:§
3 fellows fice—she cheske *he = hace ¢-veer, | was irtesistible; an.mated by no common =3
The foc retwes—she heads the sal'yimg ies ' { pulse, as thes Lute down apan the fising &
TWho c20 appease kkeher, a lover's ghost 3 [ their viciorions shout ross above the din.

v

-y

-



THD AMARANTH.

303

they pressed, treading beneath them, bindreds
of the hight soidiers, who, unprepared for such
kan attack, were borne down by the resistless
onsct.  They pursued them almost to the verge
of their camp, when the French recovering
themselves, commenced a destructive fire with
bowitzers, which drove the Spaniards back
within their own defences; but the result of
the day was glorious, hundreds of the French
troops lay on the field of blood, while com-
peratively few Spaniards had fallen ; and from
this moment they considered themselves the
conquerors.

That night the name of Agostina rang from
one part of the city to the other. The soldiers
carried home the tale of her intrepid daring.—
Mothers and children blessed her. “Viva 1
Agostina Saragossa! mingled with the mid-
night shout of encouragement and defiance, as
the freshly inspired patriots repaired again
their breaches, and added new defences to thar
battered walls. But where was she, the hero-
ine of the day—heard she those shouts? Dl
ber heart swell within her, with haughiy -
umph, as she found hersclf haled as the de-
Lverer of her nativecity ? L d this g1oud con-
seiousness rejoin the breken chain, from which
the brightest link had that .y been wrench-
ed? Ah,no! Anyonc v aciaapessed along
the narrow street where she Lived, and paused
et the door of her mother's house, might have
heard the low wail of a woman's sorrow—the
subdued sobs of that bitter anguish, which can
never he felt but once in our shortlives, for the
deep agony of such a trial makes all after ones
ssem light in the balance. There, when her
pame was wafted to the skics, in shouts of
wrumph, knclt Agostina, by the lifeless body
of her lover, her hand upon that pulscless heart,
whose every beat through lifc hed been for her;
but which now, unconsciou of her presenc,
sent back no answ.ring throb to her fond pres-
sure.  What to her blighted hopss were the
tones of victory 7 What cared she for the ap-
ptause of the nation, when the eat to which o
would have been swectest music was deaf to
the sonnl? For a bric” ime she fclt as if her
conatry’s slavery could have been nothing to
her, had her lover been spared ;5 and she ch.d,
with bitier lamentations, the gallanticader, for
not yielding to the demand of a surrender,
which bad been miade upon him; better to
hav: had a French governor, she thoaght, snd
spared the blood of our bravest and best, than
thus 10 give victory by the desolation of our
hearts. Bot this moed of mind did not coa-

gazed seemed to reprove her for it, and ere the
duwn she could look upon the hifeless patriot,
and feel it was a glorious fate which had snatéh-
ed him from her, a martyr to the causg of hb-
esty, who would be canomzed 1n the hearts of
his freed countrymen.

For several succeeding days the Spamards
waited not for the attack of the French, but
made vigorous sorties upon them, ull, wearied
and exhausted, by continual conflicts, in which
they gained not a step, Lefebvre Desnouties
determined to raise the siege, and, accordingly,
as a cover to his escape, on the night of the
13th, he kept up a vigorous discharge of can-
non and shells upon tho city, which terrified
the inhabitants more than the confhicts of the
day. Whatzthen was their surpriseand delight,
when the sun rose, to se¢ 1ts beams refiected
from the lances of the retreating foe, who were
already far off un the road to Pampeluna.—
Then burst forih the sound of acclammation
and reoicing; this first great tnumph was
looked upon as the herald of bnghter days,
when the conqueror of the world, vanqmshed,
the usurper hurled from his seat, their own be-
foved king restored, they should stand forth
among nations, the proud defenders of therr
own hberty, the only ones, who had dared defy
the scourger of theearth, and who had stopped
with their own bodics the wheels of the tn-
umphal car, in which he had proposed to ride
over thair crushed iibertes. And under God
and our Leady, they felt they owed this great
dcliverance to the hand of woman; had not
Agosuna 2! the very moment when the most
contagious depression had seized upon the sol-
dicry and people, when the cannon, deserted
by thar cannonecrs, kept no longer, by their
threatening fire, the enemy in check—had she
not, as if heaven sent, appeared among them,
their dread foe would have mnevatebly obtaned
possession of the aity.  And what was 1t that
ied her thither ; was 1t the eager spint of the
Amazon, or anxious patrioism? No, 1t was
the muustering and loving heart of a woman,
which cnabled her to face danger and deati,
10 bring refreshment to herloverand his weary
comrades. And what was it nerved her hand
and stecled her heart? It was the sight o€
that lover dead at hus poss, the torch m fus
stiffened hand. No one had Slled his plsce,
ghe stooped over hum, not to shed o tear, but
to take the burning torch with which shelight-
od the most magaificent pyTe ever offored to
the names of the loved and lost.

Tho events which foilowad the nsiag of the

t=ue Jong, even the doad face toon which she; s.0g0 of S=ragossa have been traiy chromcled.
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On the 20th, Ferdinand, amid the most extra-
vagant demonstrations of joy, was proclaimed
Xing. The infamous conduct of Godoy, the
weakness of Charles, having so disgusted the
people that they willingly 2ceepted the abdica-
tion of the feeble father, and hoped in the youth
and energy of the young Ferdinand to find a
protector, and one wko would gallzatly es-
pouse the cause of the people, who had been
80 long oppressed ; drive out the intruding foe,
and restore the liberties and privileges which '
had been teken from them. it was well no
prophet rose 1o tell them of the vainness of
their hopes, and 10 show them the seasof blcod
through which they were destined to wade, ere
the foreign foe was quelled ; and even then,
not peace dut internal dissensions were te con-
tinue their rack and ruin, tili their fair country
became 2 bye-word ia the mouths of nations.
Could they have foreseen this, the words of
joy end revelry which ushered in the day of
proclamation, would have died away in sad
murmurs, and the joyous shouts would have
ended in groans of despair; but the cloud des-
tined 10 overspread their horizon with thick
darkness was unmarked, because it was no
bigger than 2 man’s haad, and that day was
as bright a one as was ever recorded in thean-
nals of Saragossa.

Fernando Septimo was proclaimed king.—
Agostina, before the assembled crowd gother-
ed to witness the honoars paid to their king,
Teceived the reward of her heroic dering, in o
peasion for life, and a small shield, on which
was wrought in golden letiers, the word * Sa-
regossa.”’  On the people 100 was conferred a
generzl boon, through the hands of their chief-
12in, Palafox. In the name of Ferdinand, the
inhabitants of the city, and iissuburbs, of both
sexes, received the magnificent immunity of
entire freedom frora any disgraceful punich-
ment, except for tho crimes of tresson and
tiasphemy.

Thaos ended the first sisge of Saragossa; and
thus, almost for the Srst time, were the Impe-
rial armies foiled ; bat Napoleon had said “ Sa-
rogosss must 117 g2nd in obedicnee to the
mandate, ere four months had passed, another
French army presented dtself before the walls
of Seragossa.  After two months of the most
exaiung warfare, onparallcled bravery, and pro-
dimons feats, the nodlc 2nd bhiroic aty was
compelled 10 surrender to supesior force, and
Jjust six months from the day on which Ferdi-
nand was prociamed king, with uch ontpour-
ings of hopeful enthuszsm, the brave garrison

marched out with the hononrs of war, and

Marshal Lannes took possession in the namy
of Joseph, of the noble city.

But though conquered, like Troy, the g
lant defence of Saragossu has given it a namy
and place in history, which will ever remai|
growing brighter and brighter as time throw
its halo of romance and traditionary [
eround it ; and long after Napoleon's fame h
brecome like 2 “1ale that 1s told, ™ or is view!
like the dim shadow of some majestic tree ¢
twilight hour, shall the story of Saragossa';i
glorious defence glow from the canpvass o
Thne, and serve as a beacon light, hke AMare.
thon and Thermopyliz, to kindle the patrioft
fire, and support the s:oking courage of the op-
pressed.

“ 0BG

TO ADELAIDE,
[From the Montreal Literary Garland.3

¥ £s—thou art young, and passing fair;
But Time, that bids all blossoms fade,
¥7ill rob thee of the nch and rare—
Then bist to me sweet Adelaide ;
He steals the snow from polish’d brosw,
From soft, bewitching eyes, the blue;
From smibing hips the raby glow;
From velvet cheeks their rosy hue.

Oh! who shall check the spoiler’s power 2

*Tis more thon congaenng love Inay
dare;

He flutters round yonth's suremer bower,
And teigns o'er hearis, like summer fair,

He basks himself in sunny oyes, )
Hides'mid brightlocks and dimpled smiles,

From age he spreads his wings and flies,
Forgets soft vows and pretty wiles.

The charms of mind ave cver young,
Their beauty never owns decay 3

‘The fairest form by pocts sung,
Before tharr influence fades away.

The mind, immorial, wins from Time,
Fresh beautiss 23 its years edvance 3

ts flowers bloom fresh in every chme—

They cannot yicld to change and chanca

E'en over Love's capricious boy,
They held an undiminish’'d sway ;
For carthly storms cannot desiroy
The blovsoms of cternal day.
Oh! deem these charms, sweet Adelaide,
The brightest gems on Beauty’s zone 5
Make these thine own—all others fade—
These hve when youth and grace are
flown.
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RTHE GIPSY GIRL'S PORTRAIT.

“There be none of Beauty’s daughtess
& Wub a magic like thee.’—Byron.

g Tuz warm, rich tints of an Italian sunset
K-ore mirrored in the unruffied waters of the
Parano, and the few snowy sails gliding on its
k>som moved 50 slowly as to heighten rather
fien diminish the repose of the scene! A
Boang artist, as yet uncheered by the voice of
fame, worn and weary and harrassed by pover-
fir, which so cften cleaves 1o genius, left his
fsel, swhere rested a piciure, which of itself
Eaizht have given hitm immortality, and ap-
eronched on open window where the fresh
Brecze bathed, as in balm, his flushed brow
End throbbing temples. As he marked the
garmonious blending of light and shade in 1he
ilovcly landscape before him, be became more

d mare convinced, that by a careful study of
ature, he could produce the same magical of-
Fect on canvass, and his before pale and len-
{zuid countenance became lit up with enthusi-
ksm and conscions power. So rapt was he,
Yihat a low knock, twice repeated at the door
{af bis humble studio, failed 10 arouse him.—
“The latch was then lifted, and a stranger en-
tered, wrhose distinguished air and costly ap-
!pard indicated him to be a person of rank.—
‘He was very youthful, apparently, not twenty,
et his remarkably handsome features, while
they showed him to be spirited and impatient
of control, wore an air of refinement, which
is clone the gift of bigh intellectual culture.

“Gooad cvening,” said he, addressing the
painter; ¥ you are, I presume, Antonio Alle-
gﬁ-:‘

% ¥es, signor, that is my name.”

“ Will you permit e to examine your pic-
tores

“With pleasure, of the producuors of so
voung and humblc an artist can afford you
sausfaction, and if the faling kight will permut
vou to do se.”

“Ah, this rich, western light, 1s just the
thing to make them sppear to advantage,” re-
plied the stranger.

He procecded to examine scveral pictores
which hung sgainst the wall, with 2vident 8d-
miration, amoag which was an aliar-piece, 2
Nadonns, and the Penitent Magdalen. After
kaving stood for some time before the later,
be abrupily torned to the artisy, who stood
modestly by, hardly daring 10 hops that his
works would meet theapprobation of onc who,
though S0 young, was evidendy no unprac-
t:sed copnoiseur.

“I have found the right painter at last,'
said he. * You are already unrivalled in chiar
oscuro, and there is a loveliness and grace in
vour female figures that I have never seen ex-
celled. This Magdalen, in particular, shows
your fine conceplion of feinale beauty, and
that you are equal to portraying on canvass
the most beautiful waman I ever saw, or that
¥ ever imogined could exist.  Will you wndes-
take the task, Messer Allegri?”

“Nothing, signor, would please me better
than to be permitted 10 attempt to paint a fe-
male, so perfectly beautiful as even to exceed
your ideal of perfection as well as my own, for
I must confess that those are some of the hap-
piest moments of my life, when1 behold, spring-
ing into life, as it were, beneath the touches of
my pencil, the beawiful visions which my
imagination hasformed, and which alike haunts
my waking and my sleeping hours. Direct
me where to wait upon her, and I am ready at
any moment.”

The stranger smiled, parily at the young
painter's enthusiasm, and partly at bis own
thoughis.

* Shedwells, at present,” said he, “ in neither
palace nor cottage, which will increase the
difficulty of your task. It is Marozia, the
beantiful gipsy girl, whom I wish you to paint.
You have doubtless heard of her, but never can
have scen her, clse you certainly would have
introduced her into some'of your pictures.”

“No, I never have seen her”

#Can you paint from memory 7 for wild and
timid as 2 fawn, 1 wish her still to remain so,
otherwise one great charm of her beauy will
be for ever lost. The idea of sitting for her
portrait, would, I fear, embarrass her, sud make
her eppeer awkward.  If you have the power
of evoking at will, whatever takes a strong
hold upon your imagination, and Maroza can-
uot fail to do so, the difficulty of your tesk will
vanish. I hope, howerer to be ableto condact
yon to 2 spot where you cam, withoot her
knowledae, obtzain a skeich of her. Should 1
f2il in this, do you think you can depend on
sour memory 1’

#1 think I can, but can ¢l better after I
have seen her.  Should she tzkea strong hold
vpon my mingd, she wili not be spt 10 soon
leave me.”

“To-morTow moraing, then, I will call epzin.
CGood evening, Anfonia da Corregio. I pre-
dict thet the day will como »hen tha town of
Corregio will denve its greatest calebrity from
having been your birth-place.”
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“ Are you ready to commence your iask?”
said the stranger, as he entered the studio of
Corregio at an early hour the following morn-
ing. “If you are, take the materials necessary
for sketching, and go with me. First, how-
ever, you should know that the name of your
employer is Giuliano Orsini.”

¢ Y am not only ready but impatient,” he re-
plied, and in less than fve minutes they were
in the street.

They pursued their way at a rapid pace, and
soon left the town behind them.

#Yonder is somewhat of a steep hill,”’ said
Orsini, after they had walked several miles,
“but we must ascend 1t if you would gain a
sight of Marozia at 2 time when it wiil be pos-
sible for you to make a sketch of her form and
features, and when she will appear to the best
advantage.”

They proceeded vp the toilsome ascent in
silence, which having gained, Orsim made a
aign to Corregio 1o stop, while he, himself,
sicpped cautiously forward 1o a point which
terminated so abruptly on the opposite side, as
to form a sheer precipice of more than one hun-
dred feet. He approached almost to the edge,
and grasping a small tree withroots firmly im-
bedded in the soil, bent eagerly forward.—
Having gazed downwards a minute, he turned,
and sdvancing towards Corregio with his
countenance lit up with the most bnlliant
smiles, softly whispered—

¢ She is there. Now follow me, for you
must bhave a more commodious stauon than
the one I have just left, or your art will be of
little avail.”?

He conducled him along a csreoitous path of
easy declivity, which terminated in a plaiform
eight or ten feet square, covered with rich
mosses, and cempletely s ‘reened from the rays
of the moming sun by the overhanging preci-
pice and the luxuriant vines depending from
the crags. Here they commanded the view of
a most lovely and sequestered spot, or onc
eide reaching quite to the verge of the Parano,
and o each of the others, hedged in by wild,
irregular masses of vock, over whach crept the
dark foliage of vines, from the midst of which
often rose the almond tree with its profusion
of pink fiowers, waving grecefully over the
swern, derk cliff, like a brilliant plume over the
brow of some sevage chie!. The slant beams
of tho sun broken into a thousand gems of
light wherever they touched the nppling wave,
poured a3 single stream of golden radiznce
through an opening into the recass, which, pre-
vented by the surtounding shrubbery from fall-

ing directly on uer person, formed a kind g
halo above a young girl who was 0 wigj
drously beautiful, that Allegri, at fitst sight {¢
her, with difficulty forbore giving voice to :§
emotions of enthusiastic delight.

She was scated on the rich carpet wh
nature had spread over the spot, in such
manner, that one foot was concealed by
drapery of her dress, while the other, with 4§
clastic sandal, and of exquisite delicacy, as
garded both shape and size, was half buricd @
moss and flowers. Her hair, jet black in i
shade, but brightening as if tinged with goli}y
whenever tinged by a gleam of sunshine, w3
of surprising luxuriance, falling over her neqj
and shoulders in a cloud of soft, rich curls, a3}
descending so low as to mingle with the herig
age. She had evidenily unbound it with (:§
intention of arranging it anew, for a half wf
ven wreath lay in her lap, and many newij
gathered flowers were near, some strewn o}
the ground, and others contained in a delicay
wicker basket. She had, however, apparent}
ly been arrested in her graceful task, by tbd]
sight of a white hare, which, at first, crccp’:cg
timidly towards her, finally nestled down clog
to her side, and she was now extending to]
wards it her small, symmetrical hand, in orde:
to caress it. Her large, liquid eyes were beam:
ing with surprisc and innocent joy, and a smik
broke into dimples round the corners of ha
beautiful mouth, revealing her pearl-like teeth
as she bent towards the timed animal that hat
thus strangely sought her companionship.

“You must sketch them both,” softly whis
pered Orsini, “and the picture, when complet:
ed, will be a type of innocence.”

The platform on which they stood, was s
nearly on a level with her own mossy scat
that the young painter found no difficulty 1
taking an accurate survey of her features; the
thick toliage of the vines, in the mean ume
while it afforded sufficient opening lor the pur-
pose, cffectually screcning both hum and ha
companion from her view.

The gkeich, which was soon comy. " sted, wss
so spirited and life-like, that when Correme
held it up for Orsini to look at, he clasped his
hands with a look of so much enthusiasm and
deligh, that the artist {clt more than rewarded
for his labour.

It would have been difficelt for Oraint hum-
self, to have clearly defined the nature of his
intentions with regard to the beautful Maro-
zia. Wealth, joincd to exalied station, had
hitherto afforded overy facilny for the grauf-
cation of a Tefined taslo, and 2 jud:cious educs-
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0 had prevented any wish to rup into those
¥ esses, and to partake of those coarse plea-
lyres which often proved so alluring to the
®uth of the age. He was naturally haughty,
B this trait sometimes yielded to a tempera-
Pent ardent and impetuous. Hisimagination,
Roreover, was extremely excitable, often prov-
8 a kind of prism, which invested objects with
B own rainbow colouring.

E At first, he miet the beawtiful gipsy girl by
ance, butafterwards took some pains to cross
$ path, and she must have been blind not to
B.ve scen that he regarded her with looks of
E: liveliest admiration. His personal appesr-
:ce was in every respect calenlated to take 2
rong hold on the mind of animaginative girl,
Bto had no employment during the long and
§:sht summer days beyond pouring oat her
feart in some bird-like song, brawding her long,
Rossy hair with flowers, or otherwise arrang-
e her toilet; for being the only daughter of
fe queen of her tribe, she took no sharein the
kbours of those less favoured by birth. Orsi-
i had persuaded himself that he should be
geisfied with the pessession of her portrait,
k-4 under the influence of this persuasion, had
foraged Corregio to peint it.

% 'Yes,” said he to himself,  she inspires me
b5tk the same feelings of enthusiasm as the
bef &’ curres of sculptureand painting. I will
hiace her portrait with my slready rich col-
Ection, and it will be the gem of the whole.”

B Dut the attless gitd had neither statue nor
bcwre on which to exhaust those new ond
kocet emotions which kad begun to visit her
2 her moments of solitary revery, and Orsini
krore than realized her 1deal of manly benuty,
Rren at those times when Fancy hovered over
R wath her richest dreams.

B Orsint watched the progress of the picture
B-ith intense interest.  Not a day passed that
8¢ did not visit the painter's studio. At last
B¢ had the satisfection to find the artist adding
050 few effective, though almast impercepti-
B!z touches which makethe figures on the can-
fitss appear to live and breathe.

N “Thesc eyelashes,” said Corregio, * must
B a litdke Tonger, or they will not give the eves
Bte brilliancy and tenderness we so much ad-
ired.  The lips, too, must be more pensive,
224 of a richer red, and I must throw a Little

k, they should look as if sunbsams were
Bestling among them.”

¥ “There—not another single touch of your
Wencil,”’ said Orsini, as Corregio, falling a little
RKack, stood contemplaung the picture. % The

features, colouring, expression—all are perfect.
For a few days, I will suffer it to remain where
itis. Here is what will, I hope, reward you
for your time and labour. As for the genius
which guided your pencil, itis priceless.  Well
can I imagine that an artist, with such a work
glowin, iuto life beneath his hand, must ex-
perience 2 serene exultation, which weaith,
and even fame, could never give.”

As he finished speaking, he 'ud a purse on
the 1able and withdrew.

Though there was no one to whom his last
remark could better apply, for no painter ever
loved his art for his own sake, better than Cor-
regio, vet he hiad maintained a long and bitter
struggle with poverty, and when on examimng
the purse, he found it contained more than
double the sum he had ever received for one of
his best pictures, every nerve thrilled with joy.

When Orsini left the studio, he directed his
steps to the secluded spot, whither, a week or
1wo before, he conducted Corregio, to enable
him to take the skeich of the gipsy girl. As
he expected, he foung her there.

At the moment of lus eniraace into her fave-
rite haunt, she rose, and uiterrd an exclama-
tion of almost wild joy. She, hawever, in-
stantly checked herself, and with the rich and
eloguent blood mantling her checks, ané her
eycs cast down so that their dark, hquid orbs
were entirely veiled, she drew herself up into
an attitude of Gueenly dignity, and awaited his
approach.

“ Marozia,” said he, taking her passive hand,
% why is not your heir breided with the gems
I gave yau—and the rich robe—why do you
not wear t 7Y

* Giuliano,” she replied, in a sad voice, yet
rich and sweet as the music which the wind
steals from the lute, “1 know all, now. Yon
are of noble blood, and not the lowly born
wanderer you suffered me to believe. Youdid
wrong. Here are the gems—take them back
the robe, I shall never wear it more. Nay,
take them,” she said, perceiving that he was
going to utter a refusal. “As I have said, ¥
know all. Preparations are making for your
bridal, and I cannot kecp them. Their fash
would be to me as lightning, to sear and wither
my heart. The lute you gave me, I will keep.
Its voice is very sweet 1o me, and I weep when
its chords thrill beneath my fingers.”

Orsini stood for a few moments without
speaking. He felt that he was guily—that by
a reckless obedience 1o impulse, he had planted
thorns in the before fowery path of the besu-
tiful and innocent being before him. The of-
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fort he made to cast away these painful reflec-
tions, and assume a gay and playful air, was
unavailing.

“Itis true,” he at length said, * that prepa-
rations for my brida} have commenced. Ihave
long been betrathed to the daughter of a prinee-
Iy house, an‘: for important reasons, our nup-
tials are to be speedily celebrated. I would
suy to you, cone and dwell in my palace at
Naples—be a handmaid to the fair and noble
Alfonsina, did I not know that one, who loves
like you the freedom of the breezv hills, and
the green and shady arcades of the forest,
would pine and droop in the cold shadow of
its marble walls.”

“Would not your presence be better than
the freedom you speak of—better than the
fight of the sun? But I must not dwell there,
I know I must not. To die there is the only
boon I ask now. You go to wed one whom
you call fair and noble. @iuliano, it is not
vanity that tells me that I am fair when1bend
aver the clear fountain, nor is it pride that bids
me feel that this heart is as full of high and
noble impulses as her’s, on whom alaves have
waited since the moment of her birth. All
this is nothing, Iknow. The chained bird can-
not meate with those that are free. And if ¥
have no'right to mate with them, Thaveno will
to serve them. You, Giuliano, would I be wil-
Ying to serve even to the meanest drudgery~—
but no—TI could not—it would too sorely gall
my spirit to wait the bidding of her who,
though she may wed you, can never love you
with the pure and exalted fervor of the gipsy
girl.”

“Marozia,” he replied, “1 know well that
your's isa heart worthy to beat in the bosom
of a princess, but your own good sense teach-
es you that it is necessary for us to part. For
my own szke, as well as yours, I wish that
we had never met.”

“*Oh, no—wish not that. The dream bas
been too sweet. 1t has brooded upon my heart
like the celestial bird my mother has told me
livesin the Eastern clime.”

“Think of it oxly as a dream, dear Marozis.
Farewell—be as happy as you are innocent.”

He turned to leave her, but with a single,
fawn-like bound, she placed herself before him.

¢ Gintiano,” said she, “you will meet me
here no more.”

It will be impossible. Early in the morn-
ing I start for Florence.”

Plucking 2 flower that grew near, she crush-
ed it in her hand, and threw it at his feet.

*Look,” said she—" it is an emblem of

Marozia. You will rejoicein thelight of ma:f]
stmmers, when she, like that S8ower, lies
the dust.” :

¥ Say not so—the thought makes me miseng
ble. Iknow that I have been guilty of m
selfishness, for to purchasethe raptare ofspend)
ing a few minutes by your side, I risked poisoi
ing your peace for ever. I leave you, butsh
never forget you.”

Long after he had left the spot, he staid L
footsteps to listen to the music of the lute i
gave her, which came floating by in strar§
sweet and sorrowful, which, to his exa
imagination, appeared like the notes of a fune
al dirge.

Orsini, as he had told Marozia, starteq cary
in the morning for Florence, where resided 4
fonsing, his affianiced bride. On hisarrival :§
found that the family had made preparaton
celebrate the marriage in the most splandi
manner. Alfonsing, a dark beauty, with nigh:
black hair, dark, flashing eyes, & haughty kj
and the stately carriage of a queen, met
with & calm smile, which, to those best
quainted with hery seemed to bs the mask
some szeret discontent. If the bridegroomdy
served it, he took no notice of it, and content
himself with paying her thoseattentions exac§
ed by the customs of society, and with they
het parents and friends were wall satisfied. 3
she, herself missed the ardor and devotion s
had anticipated, she scorned to complain. |

©On the day of the bridal, she was arrayedd
rabes of almost regal magnificence, nor wa
the garments of Orsini less sumptuous.  Aftg
a few dnys had been spent in partaking of tf
festivities in honor of their marriage, they o
out for Naples, where was Orsini’s family s
The exterior was remarkable for nothing &
cept its simplicity and dignity, but the ing
wasrich with the treasures of art, among whi
were a splendid collection of paintings, mes
of which had been selected and purchased }
the young heir and proprietor. '

To the picture gallery he paid an eatly vis{
The portrait of the gipsy girl had preceded 13
and his bride, and it was now his purpose
select a spot for its reception where it wou
reccive the benefit of a suitable Jight. Phae
his servant, who stood by, awaiting his orde{
respecting it, felt tears springng to higoyes
he gazed on the portrait, for there was som
thing in thestyleof itsbeauty that scemed ais
to sweet and wild music, such as brought bty
to him the memory of his boyhood, when 1
was free us the antelope of the hills.

“Place it here,” said Orsini, at Iengthq
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i there i2 not a better light in the whele gal-
jery.”

#Beside this Madonna, signor 7

“Yes, it is not unworthy the place. Holy
Mother,” he added, half audibly, “rcceive the
.otiginal under thy protection.”

“Already at your favourlte employment?”
sad Alfonsina, who at this moment entered
the gallery. “ The picture of some saint, I
presume,” glancing at the portrait.

“No, itis the portrait of Marozia, the beau-
uful gipsy girl.*?

#I have heard of her,” was thereply. They
were unimportant words, spoken in a calm
voice, but there was a scornful curl of her lip,
end a keen flashing of her black eye, which
might have revealed to Orsini, had he observed
the, that the sight of the portrait had awaken-
ed, or perhaps only revived feelings of bitier-
ness and jealousy.

“ A singular contiguity,” said she—* the pic-
tare of a gipsy girl pressing close upon that of
the blessed Mary.”

“Were the blessed Mary herself here, she
would not spurn the original of the portrait—
fear not, therefore, that I am guilty of profana-
uon in placiag together their pictures.”

“Surely not,”” she replied. “I was only
thinking that at sorac time when bending in
adoration befu. ¢ the Madonna, your eyes might
chance to wander to the more beautiful gipsy.”

The same scornful smi. as before distorted
her beautiful lips, as she turncd and left the
gellery.  This time it did not escape the notize
of Orsini, and, perhaps, had the just and full
value of domestic peace impressed itsclf upon
his mind, he would have ordered the portrait
to be removed from the wall, or, at lcast, to a
piace less conspicuous. In the room of it, a
feehing of resentment made him determine to
saffer it to remain, and the look of the decp
and mournful tenderness with which the large,
brilliant eyes scemed looking inte his, had no
tendency to shake his resolution.

Montus passed away, and Orsint heard no-
thing of Marozia. Hec had the gencrosity to
hope, yet could not bring himscif to believe,
that she had forgotten him, and was happy.

¥ Is this the Orsini palace " inqa.red a youth-
ful female of a gentleman who was passing
along one of the principal strects of Naples.

“Itis,” he replied, slackumung his pace, for
glthough the gloom of evening prevented him
froas discerning her features, there was some-
thing so swect and mausical in her voice as to
arrest gis attention.

The building to which she had pointed, -
stead of being loaded with an excess of orna-
ments, as were many of the larger cdifices of
Naples, was plain almost to baldness, but the
bridliant lights laminaung the interior, reveal-
ed glimpses of splendor rarely cqualled.

It secemed as if at the momient of his reply,
she was assailed by a sudden and sharp pain,
for she pressed her hand against her side, and
leancd against a pillar for support. The light
shed from the palace windows gleamed full
upon her face, and revealed features pale, but
so exquisitely beautiful, that the person who
had replied to herinquiry, inveluntarily expres-
sed hisadmirationaloud. Scarcely fiveseconds
had elapsed, eresierecovered herself, and with
hasty steps and a determined awr, entered the
hall of the palace, unopposcd by those in at-
tendance, for they imagined from her unhesi-
tating manner that she had been summoned
by the mistress of themansion.  Her stepsdid
not falter as she ascended the splendid stair-
case, and pursued her way along the corridor.

I must sec him once more,” said she, in a
low tone to hersclf, “and if I had asked lcave
to enter of those I saw waiting 1n the hall, they
would have prohibited me from entering.”

A light glecamed from a half open door, and
she entered. At first she started back, for she
thought hcrself in the nndst of a numerous and
motley assemblage of human bungs. It took
only a few moments, however, for her eyes to
become accustomed to the light which filled
Jie apartment, and then she became conscious
that she was in a picture-gaflcry.  Orsini had
ordered it to be brilliantly illuminated, having
invited several connoiseurs to (aamine a num-
ber of picturcs which he had recently added to
his already rich collection, among which was
the portrait of Maroz:iac. The poor gul, sad and
weary, sunh down upon a seat covered with
damask cushions, and placing a lute by her
side, which had been suspendud by 2 riband
passed over her shoulders, she supported her
head on her pale, wasted hand. The intense
desire to behold the owner of the palace, which
had ncrved and susiained her during a long
and toilsome jourucy, now that she was be-
ncath his roof, vielded for the moment to utter
exhaustion, and hor cyelds drooped heavily
over theur dark orbs, so :hat their long lashes
rested oa her cheeks, sunk now from the full,
soft outl.ae of hcalth, and palc as Parian mar-
ble. A few moments of forgeifulness came
over her, fiom which anah.ng withastart, her
attention was arrested by g portrait which
Qung d.rectly opposite to her.  She sprang 10
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her feet, and, with her right hand thrownback
80 as to grasp the edgeof a table standing ncar,
stood gazing at it with an earnestness that ab-
sorbed every other faculty. The blood, which
at the moment of her perceiving the portrait,
rushed to her face, almost instanily receded,
leaving on each cheek a single burning spot,
like the glow of a live coal through a transpa-
rent vase, while a mass of dark, rich hair fell
back from her uplfted brow, and fell over her
shoulders nearly to her feet.

“Yes, it is—it must be my portrait,” said
the, at length, heaving a deep sigh, her figure
relaxing at the same tune into aless constrain-
ed posture.

Footsteps were on the marble floor, but she
heard them not, and a tall, stately lady, clad
in @ robe of rich silk, with diamonds glittering
among her jet black hair, after advancing with-
in a few yards of her, sunk back into the deep
shadow of a pillar. The rich bloed, which, at
her entrance, seemed melting through her
cheeks like red wine glowing through.a pure,
porcelain cup, almost instantly gave place to
a ghastly paleness, and the soft bniliancy of
her black eyes was changed to akeen, burning
lustre that seemed as if it might wither her on
whom it fell. The young and "nocent crea-
ture, whose presence had wrought in her so
fearful a change, continued to gaze at the por-
trait, for the objects grouped around it, wereas
dear to her heart as they were familiar to her
eye, and a sweet, wild air, whichshe had often
sung in that sequestered spot, broke from her
lips. Her lute, round which was bound a
wreath of flowers, long since faded, for they
had been plucked by Orsini as he one day sat
near her, and carelessly thrown into her lap,
lay on the seat whence she had recently risen.
The flowers half cuncealed a gem of surprising
brilliancy, which, with many others, enriched
the instrument. It caught the eye of the lady
who staed still shrouded by the shade of the
pillar.

1tis the same,” said she to herself.” *“The
jewel which hundreds of times has sparkled in
my hair, adorns the lute of a vagrant.”

The palcness of her alrcady ghastly counte-
nance fearfully increased, and anicy coldness
crept over her ’till her limbs became almost
Jigid. Slowly, and with a determined air she
unlocked a clasp, enriched with diamonds,
which fastened the girdle of her robe. A sud-
2z pressure of her finger against the side of
the clasp, caused a porticn of it to fly back,
which revealed a cavity contaming a2 number
of drops of a clear, colourlessliquid, resembling

1t upon them and hurried from the gallery.-§
In a few moments a light wreath of vapoz§
arose from the vessel, diffusing through the 2§
mosphere a grateful odor. A strange fecligl
of languor began to steal over the young wanrk
derer, and she again sunk down upon the se
where she had rested at her entrance. Tif
thought came into her mind that she was i}
ing. She took up the lute and passed her hac

sieady hand elicited, was broken and fitful, :§
if the wind had passed over the instrument. }
“ Yes, this must be death,” she faintly mufg
mured, “ for ie taught me the air and still |
cannot remember 1.
Every moment the feeling of languor i§
creased, weighing down her eyclids, as with 8
sleep, ’till at last, they entirely closed. AE
memory of sorrow had passed away, and voicag
from the free hills and the flowery glades
the forest, where she had revelled like thesu
mer bird, secmed floating around her soothink
and comforting her as she fell into her le

Her left hand still grasped the lute, and
other rested heavily on the strings where deatly
had stilled it, in her last effort to awakea thgy
song Orsini had taught her. s

Fiftcen minutes had elapsed, when footste
were heard in the hall, and voices in the cheef}
ful tones of carcless conversation. The ladf
who had recently visited the picture gallerfy

started at the sound, then with a hasty b
stealthy step approached a side door of
apartment. Carefully mufiling the lower pajh
of her face with a portion of her robe, s
threw it wide open that the poisonous effluvig
if any remained, might escape.  She then cref§
cautiously towards the spot where reclined bz
victim. Her eyes, which glittered with §
snake-hke brilliancy, sought the pale foc§
which lay half buried in the erimson cushiorg
and the jet-black curls, that descended so log
as to sweep the floor. Death had not distorgy
¢d the features, which in their repose lookd¥
so beautiful, one might have imagined the§§
fresh from the chisel of the same immori§
seulptor, that fashioned those of the Venus ¢
Medici. :
“1 have failed—she only sleeps,” said shs
and stooping down she raised the hand whid
rested on the lute. The chill of death wi#f
there, and instantly relinquishing it, a sligtg



Ehudder, at the same tme passing over her, it
il heavily back to its former position.

At this moment she heard some one ap-
vroaching. She bent onemore searching look
knpon the lifeless form before her, and then
Ecnatching the silver cup from the brasier, pour-
ed water on the almost exunguished coals.—
grhisaccomplished, she ghded through the open
Edoor and closed it behind her, just as the per-
on she had heard advancing entercd by one
ppposite.

It was Phaon, the confidential servant of
jorsini. The remains of the beautful girl,

gipsy girl. A second look revealed the truth.
He saw that she was not asleep, but dead.—
He sought his master, and ina fow voice re-
fucsted him to accompany hum to the gallery
lone. Orsini telling his guests that he should
fciurn in a few minutes, hastencd to comply
ih his servant's request.  Phaon opened the
Eoor and pointed to the corpse. Oisim rushed
Mo the spot, for he knew that thosa long, rich
fresses could belong 10 no one bt Marozia.—
»_: ¢ was prepared by the appearance of his ser-
sant, for something pamful, and he felt, even
Before he saw her white, still face, that she
fias dead. It was with a throb of wild an-
Juish that he thrust a poruon of her raven hair
#side that veiled her bosom, and svhich scemed
Ro partake of the fearful immob:hity of her al-
eady stiffening form, that he might lay his
Band on her heart and assure himself that its
Bulses wereindeed stilled.  And then hethought
pf the deep wrong he had done her in winning
$cr young, and guilcless heart without cnd or
@im, except that he might pass more pleasant-
By an idle hour. Feclings of tenderness and
gorrow and keen self-reproach were all alivem
s hosom, not unmingled with those of deep
Kumility ; for he was conscious that in moral
Purity, humble as wags her station, she was far

s superior.
“Go, Phaon,” s;d 2 at length, *and tell
7 guests that I shall be detained half an hour,
Bad that then I will rejuin them and conduct
fiem 10 the gallery.”

§ When he was left alone, he knelt beside her
nd wept. They were the first tears he had
Hined since he had mourned the hght griefs of
Ehildhood, and they now foll bright and fast
i the cold, beantiful face of her his own hand
Mad crushed. Fifteen minutes or more had
lapsed when Phaon returned.

“ Assist me,” said Orsini, “to remove this
couch to yonder recess.”

The scrvant obeyed, and hus master, throw-
ing over the body his own nch mantle, told
tum 10 say nothing of what had happened.

It was a nich, golden sunset, and Orsim
stood 1n the sweet, seyuestered spot on the
shore of the Parano, described near the com-
mencewent of this story, beside a low mound
of earth, coveied with fresh sods, on which
bloomed a profusion of wild flowers. The
breeze had freshened with thecoming onof the
evening hour, and made gentle music among
the green boughs, and awoke the silvery mur-
murs of the wave. Sometimes it seemed to
him: that a note like those of Marozia's lute,
which were wafted to him afier parting with
her for the last time, was blexdea with thelow,
fitful music. Tears started from his eyes, but
they were less bitter than those wrung from
binc in the fi=et momenis of anguish and self-
reprcach ; for uce had, ere he slept that night,
made a vow, never again to tiifle with aloving
and trusting heart.  The feeling of composure
that immeditely visited him, made him almost
imagine that the spirit of her he had wronged
was hovering near and approved of his resolu-
tion.

He never suspected the part taken by his
wife; but, haunted by her own guilt, she al-
most immediately retired to a convent. Her
dying confessior. vevealed her crime.

s @@ @ccee
TURKISH KINDNESS.

WEe were much struck, on all the roads in
Asia Minor, at the great number of founteins
which we met with. They are invaluable to
the traveller over the parched and dried-up
plains, and arc often the result of the pure be-
nevolence and genuine native hospitahty of the
Tarkish peasant. In someplaces, where therg™ ~
is no spring or supply of water to form ¢ .xfi_x“-:
ning stream, the charitable inhabitant of @
neighbering village places a large vessel of
water in a rude hut, built either of stone o1
boughs, to shade it from the sun : this jar or
vessel is filled daily, or as often as necessity
requires, and the witer 1s sometimes brought
from a distance of many miles.—Hamillon's
Rescarches in Asia Minor. ’

Y L A
Love never fails to master what he finds,
But works a diff 'rent way m diff'rent minds,
The fool cuhghtens, and the wise he bhinds.
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THE COVENANTER'S PRAYER BE-
FORE BATTLE.

Nor in a temple made with hands we worship
thee, oh God !

But in this drear and lonely place, of heather
and of sod.

WNot beneath groined and fretted roof, where
meek devotion’s eye

Is lured from heaven, by crirason gauds and
panes of curious dye:

But-where the tempest whistles through our

.& loose uncovered locks,

Wkere all aboveislowering sky, and all around
us rocks.

Not in the proud humility of surplice, alb or
stole 3

But in the garments of our craft, we offer up
our soul.

Yes! in the garments of our craft, with hands
embrowned by toil,

We call on thec to cleanse our hearts from
earthly taint or soil.

We know that thou art mighty, and we feel
that thou art kind;

That thou canst heer our suppliant prayer
ahove the rushing wind;

That thou canst see our upturned eyes 1 this
sequestered dell,

Aund that thy shield is over all, who serve and
love thee well.

Lord! look thou down upon us now, as thus
we bend the knee.

T.ord! make us strong in this thy cause to bless
znd worship thee.

Lord! pour upon our thirsty souls the sweet
dew of thy grace.

Lord! let thy people see thee in the spirit face
to face.

Lord! let thy people hear thee, now the
haughty spoiler comes;

Now the saints’ blood stains the ingle side, the
fire consumes our homes ;

Oh, nerve our hearts to daring deeds, that we
may flesh the sword

On all who scorn thy holy name, who scoff
thy holy word.

Behold, oh God! the thousands of the ferce
Amalckate,

Have sought m these our fastnesses to goadus
to the fight.

Age! even here we may not draw a free religi-
ous breath,

Bat like a wilderness of welves they hunt us
to thedeath.

Lord, God, Jehovah! full of faith, and earnest
trust in thee,

We go to cleave our conquering way througy
yonder human sea.

We go, but not with roll of drum, or shati
ing trumpet blare;

Nor sitken banner, gold-inwrought, that mocks
the troubled air;

But solemnly and steadfastly, as serious mey
should move,

Thy Woro our only breast-plate, our only

shield thy Love.

@G eces
THE DREAM,

MeTuoveuT rorn on the distant hills
Its mellow light was flinging,

And warbling o’er the mountam rills
The sky-lark’s notes were ringing.

I gazed upon my native vale—
My eyes with pleasure beaming ;
Each well-knownrock, each mount and da}e,
In dawn’s first flush was gleaming.

Amid those scenes of boyish glee,
My mind was backward wandering
To days when lifc was young and free—
Uncurbed by care’s meandering.

The village school, the youthful zames,
Each jealous of excelling,

Ere gold or fame—ah ! phantom names,
Had won me from my dwelling.

A mother’s words came to my mind,
An aged father's blessing ;—
A little brothet’s greetings kind—
A sister’s fond caressing.
1 sought the cottage of my youth,
In yonder copse tetiring,
Where my loved parents taught me truth,
And checked my vain aspiring.
Ah, me—a ruin marked the spot}—
The green grass o'er it growing,
For death bad fallen to their lot—
In time’s unwearied flowing.
I turned away absorbed in grief,
To seek the lowly dwelling
Of those to whom death brouglht relicf—
From cares incessant swelling.
No costly monument was there,
To mark where they were lying;
But gowans grew in clusters fair—
And soft winds o'er them sighing.
Rear marble to the hero's name,
With wreatls his grave besirewing 3
A nobler tribute fell to them—
From true love's founts budewing.

St. John, 1343, G. G. M.
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DONALD FAY

3. THE CONSIQUENCES QF AN IDLE MOMENT,

% Dovarp Fav, the hero of our tale of true
i, had been, at the time of his marriage, six-
n years before the story opens, a thrifty
wung farmer on Bergen Hill ; no one bade
irer to arrive at independence.  His landlord
ag indulgent, and leased him his house, barn,
nd forty acres, at a rate that, with industry,
e casily paid the first three years, and laid by
phmething fora “rainy day.” Sarab, his wife,
veg an cxcellent, frugal, and industrious part-
¢or. just such an one as a young farmer, in his
ondition, needed, a * help-meet” truly inevery
J’r\.ing he did towards advancing the prosperity
fhis sitnation. She had presented him, also,
mth a little girl, 2 year after his marriage, and
he interesting prattler, as it reached its third
car, he felt united him closer to its fair mo-
her, and was ~n additional spur to his indus-
ty. There were many ways by which Don-
\d increased his profits, and turned all his la-
urs to advantage, which are unknown to
firmers living at a distance from a great aity.
Lis little farm was but three miles {from New
3'ork, on the south side of Bergen Huill in Jer-
sy, and an hourly ferry, at that time, gave
i casy access to the market. Besides but-
er, eges and poultry, which Sarah took to
market twice a wecek, he, himself, hired and
tent in a man with milk every morning to a
:age number of regular customers, the receipts
jom which were no small income at the year’s
nd ; besides, he found in the city, aready cash
Enarket for his pork, veal and mutton, for his
hay, corn and other produce. Thus Donald
Fay was a thrifty farmer, and promised, one
ay, to be as rich a man as Henry Brevoort
nd others, who began the world in a small
y, like him. Three years he had been thus
rosperous, and as he was not intemperate,
fhere sremed no prospect of any check being
g‘ml to it, so long as he remained in health, and
i.i.xs wife proved so frugal. But Donald was
saricious! The more money he made, the
snore he loved it; snd at leagth he began to
jthink he did not make it fastencugh. Hehad
lculated, and found that it would take him a
r00d many years to get as rich as some of his
{neighbours; and he was ambitious to be rich?
[This was the period when lotteries—those
curses which are paralelled only by distillerics,
filled a large share of the public mind. Every
body was talking of them, anu every body felt
tempted to leave the honest and laborious toil
by which they lived, to arrive suddcnly at

R

wealth by a lucky tuin of the wheel of For-
tune. The mania filled the land, and men be-
came discontented with labour, and leaving
their benches, their ploughs, their hammers
and their anvils, flocked to the lottery-offices
to win riches by a turnof the lottery director’s
hand. But Donald Fay had been too atten-
tive 10 his farm, and the routine of his daily
business, to pay much attention to the subject
of lotteries; and if he ever spoke of them, it
was without thinking of bunself, or of improv-
ing his position in connection with them. But
it chanced that one day he had sold off the
mutton, veal, turkies and geese hehad brouglit
to markei, a little carlicr than usual; when,
instead of going directly home, as he shounld
have done, he lingered sbout the market, idly
looking at the other seller’s stalls, and proud-
1y, in his heart, comparing them with his own
neat stand, clean bench and polished meat-
hooks. Butidlenessisa dangerousindulgence;
time accidentally gained, should be twice im-
proved, nstead of tndolently spent. Five dle
minutes after Donald had closed his stall, laid
the foundation for years of future sorrow.

While he was carelessly lounging through
the market, a lively young butcher who had
often come out to his farm the year before, 10
buy of him sheep, and a beeve or two to kill
for market, but who, having become intemper-
ate, had, of late, so neglected his business, tnat
he rarely now had money to purchase even a
single lamb, came up and clapped him on the
shoulder.

“Ah, Donald, my man, glad to see you!
how do you come on out there to Bergen?”

“ Oh, very well, James,” said Donald, not
feeling quite at ease in the society of his quon-
dam friend, since he had taken to drinking.

“YVery well, hey, Donald ¥’ repeated Jim
Talbot, with a slight sneer; “I don’t call it
very well to rise early and go to bed late, the
year round, just to get together three or four
hundred dollars to put in bank at the end o’
the year !”

“Y think, for a posr man like me, who am
nothing but a small farmer, and a tenant at
that, Jamie, I would do well to lay by four
hundred dollars clear of the world cach christ-
mas !

“Hoit, man ! You will always be a ‘poor
man,’ 8s you say, and a tenant, t0o,” smd Jim,
Joudly; “you don't know what is for your in-
terest. You want to be a1ich man, Deaald;
now tell the truth.”

“Yes, 1 would prefer to be independent,”

318, .
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said Donald, his eyes brightening at the
thought.

“Iknow jt—I seeitinyou! You worklike
a dog; but riches don’t come of hard work,
nor never did! I have learned that, and so
have knocked off, this aight months,” said
Jim, alittle tipsily.

“ But I don’t see that you are growing any
richer the last eight inonths,” said Donald,
with a smile, glancingat Jim’s old coat, greasy
vest, and badly worn trowsers, while a glance
a little lower showed him that his shoes were
through at the toes, and sadly one-sided at the
heels

**No, not yet; not yet, my boy,” said Jim,
with & hiceap ; “but ¥ am gomng 10 be, d—d
soon too! I guess you'll stare, Danald. lad,
when you are driving along Broadway in your
milk-cart, 1o see me ride past yonin my own
carriage.”

“ Gruess I should, Jamie.”

“You needn’t loak so incredulous, Donald.
But come with me into Burling’s cellar, and
take a mug of ale. x ou don’t drink, I know,
but ale wont hurt you.”

“No, Jamie, I thank you. Buthoware you
going to get rich so all of a sudden?* asked
Donald, his avarice, which was ever topmost
in his heart, roused by his late friend’s words,
trifling and scarcely worthy of a sober man's
attention as they were.

¢ Come down in the cellar, and '}l talk with
you. You'll be glad to learn it, and repent all
your life if you don’t. I can show you how to
get rich without such a slave’s life as you have
ofit. You do work hard—d——d hard, don’t
you, Donold 7’ and Jamie hung his arm fami-
liarly over Donald’s shoulder.

“Why, I do work—yes, perhaps I wark
hard, Jamie—but then I have to, or I'd never
get along,” answered Donald, already begin-
ning to feel the insinuating temptation to idle-
ness that irresisiibly followed Jamie's words.
¢ Let me hear your plan, Jamie?”

“Come along into Burling's,” said Tim, pull-
ing him by the arm; “ you ncedn’t drink—
though 2 pint of ale wouldn’t harm a baby.—
Come along, and I'll talk with you. T've al-
weys teen a friend to you, Donald, and I want
you to profit by it as well as myself. Come!

Donald suffered himself to be led by Jim
Talbot fror the market house to the cellar be-
neath it, a place which he had never suffered
himself to enter during lus three years’ market-
ing there; but he excused bimself on the plea
that Jamie prebably had soine scheme in view
for him to improveé lus fortune, and svhich it
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would not be prudent for him to let pass wi!
out learning the nature of it, and sceing why
facilitics it afforded for enriching himself; in)
word, his avarice chose to consider it a maty
of business ! for as all “ business” involves (i
acquisition of money on one side or the othe]
so all interviews relating to the acquisition ¢
money are *“business engagements.” The
reasoned Donald’s avaricious disposition w4
his conscience, which condemned him for go;
ing into a drinking cellar; and so avarice |
him into his first temptation.

After Jamie had got into the dark, damp an
noisonte apartment, with its broken foor, u
little dirty boxes, to hold two men placed o
cach side, with its smoky atmosphere an
crowd of topers, swearing, hugging cach other
and drinking, and singing songs, Jim led I
to one of the blue painted boxes, holding hﬂ
the while fast by the arm, as he saw he didn’
like the place, nor the company, and was m:
clined to retreat.

“Come, Donald, never mind these—let's
take seats in this snug box ; wc can drop hg
curtain, and here, with our elbows on the te
ble between us, talk as we like, and be as prd
vate as & lady’s parlor.”

Donald, now that he had got into the cellar,
was by no means sorry to escape from view
into the little dark nook, from the front
which Jamic held vp a dirty, greasy piece o
sixpenuy calico, which he had dignified by th
appellation of “curtain.” A narrow boar
which the same personage had dignificd by th
name of a table, was placed lengthwise with:
it, and covered with a coarse towel, which, fo
Jamie’s sake, might, in courtesy, be called
table-cloth. It was covered with filthy blotch
es of all sorts of abominations that had bee
partaken off it for the last three weeks, a
sent up to Donald’s nose a compound odof
that, like Paddy Goulan’s pole-cat, had no par
ticular smell—but nota very ¢ pertickerly swa
one.! At the farther end sat black japaned cs:
tors, the muddy-looking and broken-nose
cruedts contaimng articles that evidently wen
meant to represent pepper, vinegar and mes
tard ; near it stood a glass salt-cellar, contan
ing a whity-brown material, with the impvint
therein of the fore-finger and thurab of som.:’
previous occupant of the box.

Before entering, Jim had tipped the bar-keep
er a wink which he understood, from a some!
time knowledge of his customer’s habits, &
mean two brandies; so they had hardly go
seated, before he lifted 1l » curtain, and plac
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B the table a dirty water, containing two stiff
Bisses of branay and water.

§«No; bat one brandy, Burling—this gentle-
Ban drinks ale,” said Jim, placing sixpenceon
: waiter to pay for the two glasses, at three
knts cach.

#] thank you, Jamie,” said Donald, decided-
b “I wont drink any thing. I never do, you
Eow I am a sober man ¥

B¢Ob, yes, the gentleman is a sober man,
Bom,” said Jim, significantly, to the keeper of
ke cellar, a little offended at the moral superi-
ity over him the words implied ; * but never
Bind, he'll drink with me! Take away the
andy, and give us a mug of Albany;” for
B bad now resolved he should, at all events,
Eink with him.

§ " No, no, I don’t wish it,” said Donald.

& The man had already disappeared, and soon
Biurned with the ale foaming white above the
B of the pewter mug.

f Set it down, Tom. Now, Donald, here's
four health, and success to our being rich men !
eke it, take it up, man—what, wont you drink
Fat t0ast 2’

g Donald half-extended his hand towards the
pug—coloured, hesitated, and then drew it
ack.

B"Now, then, if a man considers himself too
kod ¢o drink with another,” said Jim, setting
fown, untasted, the glass he had lifted to his
outh, quite offended ; “I don’t see what he
Red trouble himself about him for; you may
fay poor for all I will show you a way 0 get
Bch, Mr. Fay ; if I aint fit to drink with, I aint
B 10 sit with;” and with these words Jim got
o (0 leave the box.

M “Stop, Jamie,” said Donald, forcing a smile;
fielass of ale is neither herenor there, between
finds.  So sit down, and 'l drink with you
[ this once, though I don’t need it, if ye'll
Rever ask me ugain.?

8 “Well, this once, then, Donald !’ said Jim,
wollified, and sitting down ; “I hate to see o
Bllow so suff up, that he thinks nobody good
fough for him just because he keeps sober.—
P—n such fellows! Give me a boy that'l
R his glass with afriend, and grasp his hand
gver it as if he bad a warm heart in his breast.
Blere, then, is to you, Donald,” added Jim,
¥ouching Donald’s mug, which he had taken
R his hand ; “and success to our enterprize.”
E Jim's brandy and water went quickiy the
iay of all brandies and water, in the hands of
k2 amateur liko him; Donald’s ale disappear-
$ less quickly, but he finally emptied his mug,
o1 the first taste of it inspired a peculiar thirst,

which, though he did not mtend to drink but
little of it, he could not help yielding to.

“That’s a friend, now, Donald,” sad Jim,
taking his hand across the hoard, and squeez-
ingitina vesy tipsy friendly way; “I like to
see & man come down to a level with his
friends.”

These words struck Donald very w plea-
santly, and he felt uneasy and sorry he had
tzken the ale; the reflection forced itself upon
him—I have indeed come down to the level
which he would drag me to! Instead of ele-
vating him to mine, by dissuading him from
drink, I have suffered myself to fall to his! and
he inwardly resolved never to dnnk anothep
glassagain under any circumstances. Avarico
had thus led Donald to take the first step in
intemperance!

“Well, Jamie, now you have got me down
here, and made me drink with you, let me
know what i3 the way of getting so soan rich
as you spoke of 77

“Well, you see, Donald, it’s a dull life this,
to work till we are old and worn out, to get
rich; and I have made vp my mind, as 1 told
you long ago, to quitit! I mean to live likc a
gentleman.”

 But how, Jamie, how 7 demanded Donalg,
impatiently.

“Why, you sce, I was yesterday dewn in
Nasssau street, and, being thirsty, 1 wanted
something to dnnk, in coursé; so finding, you
see, I had, somehow, left + 2y purse at home, I
hadn’t a red cent—no, not a red cent, Donald!
A fix, wasn’t it for a gentleman to be in that
means to ride in his carriage! So, thinks I to
myself, I must have a drink if I have to work
for it—because, it was a all-fired ways to get
at my purse

“¥ dare say, Jamie,” said Donald driiy.

“Yes, and so I looked about for a chance to
do an odd job, for 2 minute to get a sixpence;
and I saw a fellow raggzed as a beggar leading
an old worn-out horse with two bags filled
with street-pickings acrosshisback. Sayshe,
seeing by my looks I wasn’t very particular
what I did, ‘hold my horse till I just go up
them are steps, and Ull give vou three cents.
1 didn’t like the chap’s looks over much, nor
his horse’s ncither, but when a man’s dry,
he’ll Ca any thing to get the metal to pay for
a drink.”

“Water don’t cost any thing, Jamie.”

“Water don’t quench my thirst, Donald ;
water was only made to mix liquor in—raw
water gives a man the cholic. I told the chap
if he'd pay me in advance, (for I didn’t belicve
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he had three cents, and I knew if he went off;
his old horse wouldn’t bring me that,) I'd do
it. Well, he launches out the coppers and
hands them to me and I takes hold ¢’ the rope
1o hold the critter—thougi helested morelike
an animol in danger of taking root on the
ground right where he stood, than moving of
his own free will. Hcehadn’tbeen goneup the
steps more than two minutes, when he threw
up the window over my head and told me ‘1o
let the old horse go to the devil—for he didn't
want to see him or his bags again.’ 1 didn"t
stop 10 be told a second time, but hitting the
critter a kick, set him moving, while I stopped
and wondered what the fellow had got since
he went up. So, thinks I, I'll see; and climb-
cd up the stairs after him. A« the top was 2
door set all round with red and green paste-
board signs, with ¢ Lottery Office’ on it aslarge
as life. Over the door was, ‘ Wheel of For-
tune,” ¢ The Ming,  The way to Wealth,! “The
Ladder to Riches,” and all such things. I
wa'ked in, and there I saw this ragged chap
lolling over a pile of gold and silver and bank
notes that two chaps were countingout to him
as fast as they could move their fingers, and
there wasn't fingers enough at that for all the
money heaped up before em. Well, the old
fellow looked like a basket of smiles! Heno
sooner saw me than he sung out, coming and
hugging me round the neck™—

¢ Hurrah, 've drawn a prize—ten thousand
dollars ! down cash! Hurrah ' and he run
back to his money agaia.

# A prize,” smd I, staring at the gold.

“Y'es, sit," said 2 man who had been writing,
and came up to me, as perlite as a pairof tongs
bowirg to a poker, “this gentleman hasdrawn
a prizc of ten thousand dollars. He came in
here two weeks ago and bouvght it—saying it
was the last money he had, and he had been
four months getting that; and now to-day he
has brought his ticket and finds himself a rich
man, as if by magic. You had best purchase
a ticket, Sir—Whole's, 816 ; halves, 83; quar-
ter's, 84; oighihs, 827 And he shoved in my
face 3 hittdle pile of blue 2nd ved tickets.

“ Money down, fifteen per cent off, the very
hour the prizeas drawn.  Bestbuy, Sir! No
way like tlus to get ich

“1 tell you, Donaid, the sight o’ the gold
made my eyes water; and when 1 thought if
oaly I had sixteen doliars how rich J could be,
I began 10 make up my nund to try and rase
the wind.  While I was thinking about it, and
gloating on the morney the rageed fellow was
tying Tp in a pocket handkerchief they sold

him, I began to think you would like to ki
this; and as you had plenty o’ money
wouldn't mind sixteen dollars, you migh:
to try your luck. So, I said, I'll tell you .
it when youcome to market this *norning ; :@
you see, Donald, I've been as good as-§
word.” :

#1 thank you, Jamie, indeed, and in trug
said Donald, warm!y grasping his hands ; =}
then I doubt if it would be right to venture
a lottery. It is a species of gambling
thinking.”

* No moi than if you buy a calf for five g
lars, and keep and fat it Gl it netts you foy
asa beeve. Itis venturing a little to recef
mere.  Coarng, let us have one more drink§
Here, Builing, give us two more glasses—§
and brandy.” ;

“ No, Jamie, indecd !’ protested Don:j
though fainter thaa he had done at first, §
the one glass he had indnlged in had weaked
his resolution, and increased his thirst ; why
at the same time, it had, from his uniferin
briety, flown into his hezd, and added to
excited hopes, created by Jamie’s nerravyg
made him a “hutle happy.” Jamie saw
and felt that he had to make use of but aln
more persuasion, after theale should be bron;
to induce him to drink a second time with b
for next to his fondness so characteristc§
incbriates, of having some one hob and =
within his cups, he felt as degraded drunkey |
all do, a pleased revenge in bringing a siff
and steady acquaintance of better days do#j
to his own beastial level.

“ But 1 cannot venture a lottery, Jamie,”
said, after Burling had placed on the table
replenished glasses; “it is & s, and G
would not bless it.”

“None of your Methodistical cant, s
Donald; vou would over-reach a neighboz
a fair bargain, and never think to ask
forgiveness for it in your go-to-bed prayers
Here you've only got to plank the hard
ter of your own honcst carnings, and wait
wirn of it wheel 10 know if you are to be wi-
twenty thousand or a hundred thousand ¢
fars.”

“But I can't play in a lottery, for iz, Ja=
it gocs again’ my conscience. I should
cnjoy the wealth come of gambling. Ity
gTeat temptation to an honest man, thes
Jamie.”

“And many an honest man hath sufi
himself 10 be tempted and thanked Heavest
1! Bat never mind, let it go; 1 only thay
10 do you 2 favour, knowmg you worked
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E d to get money. Come, drink oft your ale.”
pd Jim watching his opportunity, secretly
ared 1nto 1t half of the brandy out of his own
lass.

#] don't want it, Jamuc," said Donald, taking

up, ** but sceing it is you, and the last glass,

"l do it to obhge you. 1lere’s to you kindly,
Jamic.”

“Then here’s to you, kindly back again,
onald,” answered :he plotting Jim, who,

%vmg no money himsclf, had laid and matu-
«d this plan to get Donald to buy both for

bmself and him. He now, that it had pro.

ressed so far, resolved not to be defeated in
b5 own cxpectations of wealth, the basis of
phich was to be Donald’s pursc—the purse
khich he very probably alluded to when rte-
ing his adventure with the ragged chiffonier
jad his horse. He knew cnough of Donald’s
naciples to know that he would be likely to

Efuse, much as he loved to grow rich, io ad-

jenture money it a lottery ; he therefore, de-

iirmined to tempt him to drink, trusting 10 his
hraricious curiosity to lead him into the snare.

“That ale 1+ good, very good—but I think

bymethiug stronger than the last mug,” sad

Ponald, with the tears gushing from his eyes.

F1 think it has got into my nosz! I'll drink

ks more, Jamie, dear.”

#1¢ won't hurt you. It does a man good to
:ke something once in & while. A cold water
bomach is like a wet rag. I wonder temper-
txce people don’t mortify inside for want of
toper keeping ! Spints is the pickle to keep
=ankind in!?

“Yes, yes, good—pickle—good ! hiccapped

Donald : an whose brain the mixed ale and

pndy was taking effeet  “He he hel—

Tou'rc a d—d good fellow, Jamic.”

#1 knew you'd say so—I knew it, Donald!

Sow vou're coming out! You'd be a gentle-

=an if *twant for your confounded sobriety.”

“Se, s-5-50, sobricty 7%

“Yes, T sad sobricty, Donald,” answered

Camic, who saw nath pleasure lus friend was

s ting into the condition he wou'd see him;

* ou are a good fellow, 100!

#3, a-m I—am 1! Jamie! 1 say, Jamig”

23 Donald put an arm Tound his ncck;

“Jamic, I say 77

“Weli, Donald 1”

* Do you know, I think—I think, you are a

o1 fellow.”

“Yon just toid me s0.”

“D-d~d—d:d, did I, Jamic %’

u\,'es.n

“Then you're I devithsh good fel-fel-fel—1
say—Janmie "

¢ YWhat, Donaid 7’ answered Jamie, whose
own experience now telling him, the time was
come to make tus friend do any thing.

“1 say, you know where that, that jot—
lot—"

# Lottery,” cried Jamie eagerly, completing
the word Donald drunkenly stumbled at.

“Yes, lottery ! I say, Jamice, do you know ??

“I1l go wuh you there, now,” said Jim
rising and taking Donald’s arm.

“That’s a good fellow—didn't I just say you
was a good fellow 7"

¢ Yea—come along!”

“] am coming—I mean to buy a ticket
Jamic.”

*Well, let us go,” said Jarme persuading and
coaxing him as if he feared his game would
slip his net, and he led Lim out of the box,
whispering to Burling to order a hackney
coach.

Without resistance, but giving his will whol-
ly up to Jum’s direction, he suffered nmself to
be led quite tipsy, to the coach. Jim jumped
in after him, and the driver recciving his orders,
drove in the direction of Nassau street.

# J—is—1s this your coach, Jamic 7" asked
poor Donald, as they drove rapidly along.

“Yes, Donald, my boy,” said Jim, elated;
didn*t T tell you I was going to ride 1n a coach
of myown?’ h

“QOh, yes, yes, I recollect! I say, Jamie, I
want 10 buy one of those lottery tickets, hey 1

«You shall, Donald; we are gong there
now.*

“You are 3 goo-good fellow, Jamie; give
us vour hang, Jamie.”

“Have yeu any money with yos, Donald,
lad 7" asked Jamic .0 a Jow solicitous tone.

% Money ! ves, Jamice I always havemoney ;
what should I do withont money; I never
Irzve my pur-pur-purse at home, Jamic,” sad
Donald with a drunken shrewdness ofien scen
n men in lus state. and winking tipsily at Jim.

Jim did not biush, thoupgh nature tned to for
him, but the mirror in his cheek through which
she would have refiected was a0 thickly cort-
o4 with vice and hardthood. Hefelt, however,
that Donald had his wis about him, aod that
ke must play his hand wath cauton.  “ Count
and sceif you have sixteen dollars, Donald.?

u Sixteen ! s-5-5-sixtoen dol-doliars,” here
peaicd, taking out his pocket-book, with tho
kingd assstance of the hardy Jim, and opemng
1t; ¥ sxtocn—yes—here:s ten—five —thav's 6
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teen, a’nt ity Jamie?” he hiccupped, and look-
ing up with a vacant stare.

“Yes, Donald.”

“Yes~1 thought—thought so ! but thata’nt
sixteen, Jamie.”

“There is a twenty and five, besides,” said
Jim, eagerly.

“I know that, but T only want sixteen—
here's a one to—to—tc make it ! and he drew
a onc from between two leaves of th2 pocket-
book.

Oh, but you will buy two tickets, Donald 7
said Jim, quickly.

* And what will T buy two for, Jamie 7 ask-
ed Donald with characteristic caution.

“You will give me one, you know, Donald,
dear, for telling you ;” said Jim in his most in-
sinuating way.

**Oh, no, man Jamie! Sixteen dollars is too
much to lose, without throwing away six-six-
tecn on you, Jamie. What do you want a ti-
ti-tick~ticket for, Jamie? You are too poor to
want a ticket.  You'd get drunk.”

Jamie’s feclings were hurt, by this unkind
cut—in phin terms he was angry at Donald.
Donald took out the sixteen dollars, and be-
gan to shut up his pocket-book, preparatory to
replacing it in his customary receptacle. Jim
saw at a glance, that he would get no ticket
with Donald’slcave.  He was not so drunk,
but his avarice would be sober. He was mot
“drunk all over.”  Jim felt that the crisis had
arrived for himsel{; and that unless he could
manage adroitly, he would have lost lns morn-
ing’s work, to the sole benefit of his avaricious
inend;; thisdisinterested issue wasno part of his
onginal tactics.

Denald had began to tie it with very tipsv
fingers, when Jim managed, as the carriage
joited in crossing the gutter, to knock himeelf
against him, and throw the pocket-book to the
bottom of the carriage.

¥ Oh, confound this hackman?! T'll pick it
up, Donakl,” cnied Jim, siooping down <o that
Denald cnuld not have stooped himsels, if he
had wished 0, and while sceming 10 befecling
forit; he sipped out the twenty dollar note,
and cancealed 1t in his cuff, and handed him
the book, thangh nat without fivst assiduously
blowinz and brushing the dirt off.  * Here it
is—not hurt a hit;” and he thrust it into his
friend’s pocket and made ham button Ius coat
over i, lest, he sad, * some rogue should pick
#T What a pleasant circumstance it must be
for a drunksn zeraleman to haveat such times,
a “friend in need ¥

At lengh, they ahightcdat the Lottery Ofes,

and Donald, after a litile delay, for a man i
liquor, invariably makes a slow bargain, the
ticket was purchased, and he placed it in h:
pocket-book without nussing the note Jim ha;
stolen. They then returned to the cellar, whes
Jim dismissed the hack after paying the hack-
man a dollar, leaving nineteen for himeelf~
He could not, nor did he now try very hard,1»
persuade Donald to drink again; and the fricnds
soon afterwards parted ; Donald Fay to @
home with a head-ache to wake up the enss-
ing morning late, feverish, and worst of all
with a heavy conscience ; Jim to purchase one
sixteenth of a ticket, and spend the night ané
the whole of the following week, frolicing oz
his remaining cighteen.  Thus, in ons of thes
individuals, intemperance had led to poverty.
deception, and finally to crime; in the other,
a few idle moments had found the way to dis
solute companons, intemperance and gamb
ling ; throwing down the bulwarks of princ:
ple, and letting in viceand folly to runTiet ova
the moral guerdon of the heart.  Suffice it 10
say that Donald’s ticket was a blank, and he
himself became a ruined man—a drunkard an?
an oulcast.
N B@P B

TO CELIA —
As the moon-beain steals softly
At eve o'er the stream,
At the hour when the famnes
In flower cups dream :—

As the starlight rests gently
On streamict and sea,

Whale the soft air is laden
With charm'd melody :—

As the brooklet light flowing
Scems blithesome and gay,

While its wavelets of crystsl
Bound on their bright way :—

As the dew-drop at morming
Rests on the soft flow'r,

While the zephyr's light whisper
Is heard i the bow'r :—

Alay thy days be like star-light—
The zephyr and stream,

And as briginn—flow as genile
As yvouth's rosy dream :—

As the brooklet and detw-drop
Bright, sparkling and free

Aay cach hour clear and sanny
Flow onward with thee!



The Ilcrring Fisherman of the Bay of
Fundy.

We must commend to the kindly regards of
the reader a most singular betg—the herrning
ishcrman of this Bay. Few that see lnm.—
He 1s neither so moral, <o wtelligent, so wil-
Ing 10 pay his debts, or so temperate or indus-
inous as he might be ;—still heis an unproved
and improving man. Bred to the use of boats
from his carliest youth, he displays astomshing
<kill in their management, and great boldness
in his adventures. He will cross in the storm-
st weather from island toisland, and go from
passage to passage, through frightful whirls of
tdes, which suddenly meet with a loud roar ;*
and he will drive headlong, as it were, upon
rocks and bars, merely to show how easily he
can shun them, or how rapidly ne can “go
about.”’ e 1s neither a landsman nor a sca-
man, a soldier nor a marine, but you would
tmnk by his talk, that he couid appear to ad-
vantage in cither of these characters. e is
nuther 2 merchant nor a mechanic, and yet he
can buy and scll, mend and make as expertly
25 cither.

In the heahing art he is wisc above ali others;
and fancies that he possesses a sovereign spe-
afic for every attment which all the world be-
€des considers as incurable.  Heholds nautic-
al instruments in high derision; for the state
¢f the moon, and the weather prediction of the
aslmanac, the peculiar sound of the sea when it
moans, and the particular size ot shape of a
“cat's paw,” or ‘ ghn™ in the sky, lead him to
far surer vesults.  He will undertake nothing
zpon a Friday, and can prove by a hunéred
smeidents how infallible are the signs and omens
wiuch he believes in.  He thinks to die in his
bed, truc it 1, that he has been overset, that
h:s boat has sunk under him, and thata vesscl
kas run over him; but he is still alive and why
should hie suppose that he can be drowned ?
H:s © fish storics” arc withoutend.  In poliies
as goes for the largest liberty. e has never
sard of casements or prescriptions, but he oc-
capics, at will, both beach and upland, without
any claim 10 the right of cither, and will brow-
beat the actual proprictor whao has the temernity
12 remind him of thest relative positions.—
Azunst speculators he wages perpetual war;
way should we not 7 since itis they who put

#The ordinary risc and fall of the tide 1s
tweaty two feet.” The rapidity with which at
rushes by the ponts of land, and through the
narrow straits between the islands, creates
Cangerous cross tdcs, cddies and whulpools.
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up the price of flut-hooped, fine, middlings
flour, and put down the price of fish and ol ¢

And who shall do yustce 10 h.s dress, and to
his professionul gear? The garments which
cover hus upper and nether man he calls his
ile sule. The queer shaped thing worn upon
his crown 1s a sou-wesicr, or, if the humour
takes him, a north-caster. 1le wears neither
mittens nor gloves, but has a substitute which
he has named nippers. When he 1alis about
brusk, he means to speak of the matied and
tangled mass which grows npon his head, or
the long red hair under his clun, wiich serves
the purposc of a neck-cloth, or of that in front
of his ears, which renders lnm impervious to a
dun. Iis bootsarestampers. Lestheshould
lose the moveables about lus person, he has
them fastened to his pocket by lanniarks.—
One of his knives is a cul-throat, and znother
is a splitler.  His apron of leather er canvass
15 berrel.  The compartment nto which he
throws his fish as he catches them is a kid.—
The state of the moon favorable for  driving”
he calls darks. The bent up iron hoop which
he uses to carry his burmag torchis adragon.
The small net with an iron bow and wooden
handle is a dip-nel, because 2t 1s with that he
dips out of the water the fish which Ius hight
draws to the surface.

His set nel is differently Aung, and wuch
larger; it has leads on its lower edge, to sk
itits width in the water, <and cdrks upon s
upper cdge, at regular intervals, to buoy 1t up,
and preserve it nearly in a perpendicular direc-
ton so that the hernings may strihe it and be-
come enizngled in its meshes. Nor docs Ins
dialect end here.  Chebaceo boats and small
schooncrs are known 1o hun as pinkics, hog-
gies and jiggers. He kuows but hitle about
the hours of the day or the mght; every thing
with him is reckoned by the ude. Thus of
vou ask hun what time he was marricd, he
will answer, ¥ 0n the voung flood last mgiat;”
and he will tcll you that he saw a certain man
this mormng about “low water slack ;7 or; as
the: case may be, “just at half flood,” “as the
tide turncd, ' or, ¥ at two hours to low water.”
If he have fish to scll, and 13 questioned as o
their size, he will reply that they are “twa
quintle” fish, by which ke means thatffty will
wagh onc hundred and twelve pounds. 17 hs
speaks of the tength of line requited on the duf-
ferent fish-grounds, ke says that fiea e¥als are
used on the banks and i the Bay of Fundy,
and but 2alf a shot at the Labrador; by a shel
he means tnrly fahoms or the length of an
ordmary Lue. e s kind and hospitable m
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his way ; and the visitor who istreated to fresh
smother, duffand jofloggers +, may regard him-
self as a decided favorite.

‘Though the man we have described is no
countryman of ours, and was to be seen play-
ing the soldier on the casterly side of the St.
Croix, during the recent troubles on the Aroos-
took, we have bestowed considerabje time upon
him, because some of his qualities of character
~nd forms of speech are common to most of
the class to which hebelongs ; and because his
nets, kaives and other gear, arein general use.
In days gonc by, both he and many of our
fishermen were lovers of strong drink. In a
petition to Congress sent from Marblehead in
1790, which contains a number of calculations
as to the losses and gains of the fishing busi-
ness at that period, and which claims relicf
from thie onerous duties imposed upon the ar-
ticles used in constructing and fitting out fish-
ing vessels, it is stated that the impost paid to
ihe Government, on the quantity of molasses
necessaty for a vessel of sixty-five tons and
cleven men, was only ninety nine cents, while
that on rum, for the same, was just fourteen
dollars! This was a melancholy state of
1hings, it must be confessed ; but worse occur-
ed before 2 better, inasmuch as, some twenty-
five years later, masters, whose own sobriety
was above suspicion, and whose notions of
economy were rigid, would often require for a
voyage to Labrador cight, and even ten gal-
lons of rum for every man on board. Masters
who row contend that one tenth of this quan-
tity, or indeed that any quantity is necessary
for drink on a similar voyage, arc seldom found
or employcd.

1 Pot pic of sea birds, pudding und pancekes.
g Ra....

THE MIGRNONETTE.
*Twas when the summer's golden eve
Fell dim o'er fiower and fruit—
A mystic spell was on me cast
As 1 drank of some charmed root ;
It came o’er the scnse 25 the breeze swept by,
Like the breath of some blessed thing—
Again it came, and my spinit rose
As if borne on an angel's wing.
3t bore mc away to my native land—
Away o’er the decp sea foam—
And I stoad once more, ¢ happy child,
By the hearth of my carly home :
And well loved forms were by me there
That long 1n the grave had lain,

And I heard the voices I heard of old,
And they smiled on me again.
And I knew once more the dancing play
Of the spirits’ gladsome youth,
And lived agein in the sanny light
Of the heart’s unbroken truth :
Yet felt I then as we always feel,
The sweet grief o’cr me cast,
When a chord is waked of the spirit’s hasp
Which telleth of the past.
And what could it be that blissful trance,
What causcd the soul to glide,
Forgetting alike both time and change,
So far o'er memory’s tide?
Oh'! could that deep mysterions power
Be but the breath of an carthly flower,
*T'was not the rese with her leaves so bright|
That flung o’cr my soul such dazzling ligh
Nor the tiger hly's gorgcous dyes
Had tinged the hue of my spirit's eyes—
*Twas not from the pale, but gifted leaf
That bringeth to mortal pain, relief.
Not where the blue wreaths
Of the star-flower shine,
Nor lingered in the airy bells
Of the graceful columbine.
But again n cometh—1I breathe it yet,
"Tis the sigh of the lowly mignonette,
And therg, ‘midst the garden’s leafy gems
Blossomed a group of its fairy stems.
Few would have thought
Of its faint perfume
Whilst they gazed on
The rose-bed crimson bloom
But to me it was laden
With smiles and tears,
Angd the faded hopes
Of by-gone vears.
And many a feeling long burned deep
Was waked again from its dreamless slegy
‘That bringeth me back the breeze of home—
That kissed my brow at eve,
In youth it scemed with me to joy,
And in woe with me to grjeve.
Oft have I stood in the bold moonlight
Where it clustered the lattice pane,
And felt that he who framed that flower,
Would hear my voice again.
Then welcome sweet thing, in thestranger len
Aay it smile upon thy birth,
{aght foll the rain on thy lowly bead
And genial be the carth—
And blessed be the power
That gave to thee, all lowiy as thou are,
Theo gifts unknown to prouder things,
To sooth and teach the heart.

Long Creck, 1843. Exsiy 8—-—-v.
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MUSEMENT O7 AN IDLE HOUR.

Ix his “Last Day,” Dg. Youxe uses poetic
z2nse with a vengeance ; where herepresents
angel

“Lengthening out the boundless space,
To spread an area for all human race.”’
would not charge the Doctor with ignorance
philosophy, as here he exceeds the learned
acke. Yet, how that which has no bounds,
n be enlarged, surpasses my circumscribed
eas altogether. Perhaps his just judgment
pas overpowered by the momentous, and awful
grcumstances of the * Last Judgment,”—the
oust Judge—the innumerable host of angels
Lthe vast assemblage of the spirits of just men
pade perfect—and the vastly superior number
¥ miserable offenders—no wonder both philo-
bphy and mathematical correctness’ forsook
fim in the contemplation—for, he writes as
#ne who feels the sexious importance of his
sbject. Amazed and confounded at the mul-
judinous mass of Beings assembled, he ex-
Reims :

Eilow vast the concourse 'notin number more
he sands thatspread along old ocean’s shore—
he leaves that tremble in the shady grove—
Bae stars that gild the spangled vault above
¥ Should the earth remain for ten thousand
hillion of years, there would surely be room
prough for them in boundless space: even sup-
Bosing each person after the resurrection, to be
§s gigantic as Milton’s angels.  Bat, the Doc-
for has stretched his imagination far beyond
frath, in respect to number—some may say,
¢ had the authority and sanction of divine
bruth for this license : but, when it is said—
thy seed shall beas the sand on the sea shore,
numerable;” it is not ntended that they
ghall equal, much less, exceed the grains of
$ond in number; but, that they shall be so
umerous, that it would be vain and difficult to
ad the number.

Some person, xecently, made this remarkin
&1y hearing, © That if all the dead from Adam
Eown to the present time were to arise, there
Rsould not be room for them to stand, however
osc together, on the surface of the whole
Barth. Y am not deeply skilled in erithmetic,
fact it never was my hobby.

T'd rather spin two lines of thyme,

Than measure substance, space, or time.
But however, I took slate and pencil, fally
Resolved to find if the opinion, or essertion of
fthis person was corract, and, to ascertain as
Ihcarly as requisite, what space would hisld all
#ic human race, allowing 900,000,000 in every

i
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generation, from Adam down 1o the present
year, and each generation 33 years. I own
this is giving too much, but let it pass. Now
if we allow 3 feet of space for each man, wo-
man and child, I think it will be amply sufi-
cient; as such persons, or monsters, as Goh-
ath of Gath, or Lambert of Leicester, are very
rare.

A square mile of 176C yards on itsside, gives
3,097,600 yards, which, multiplied by 3, the
number of perso..s a superficial yard will con-
tain, produces 9,292,200. Then, an areaof tep
miles square, will contain more than the living
population of the globe; if nine hundred mil-
lions be the maximum,—viz : 929,280,000. The
whole number of generations of 33 years gach,
in 5843 years, is 177 : then, 900,000,000 by 177,
will produce 159,300,000,000 : or, to those who
wish numeration made easy, onc hundred and
fifty nine billions, and three hundred mllions.
A square area whose sideis 131 miles, will con-
tain 159,473,740,800 human beings ; exceeding
the number of dead and living by 173,740,500.
Talk about the valley of Jehosaphat, and the
valley of the Mississippi no longer—there wants
no larger a field far the area of the great Judg-
ment court, than the small Province of New-
Brunswick, if the world should stand two
thousand years longer.

Now forold Doctor Young’s grains of sand
not exceeding the number of beings assembled
at the general judgment. *If we sllow five
grains to the side of § of a superficial inch, one
inch will contain 1600, and, one foot 230,400:
consequently, a square, whose side is 850 feet,
will contair 166,464,000,000: or, to those who
2o not like such a “dread array” of numerical
figures, one hundred and sixty six billions, four
hundred and sixty four millions; which, zc-
cording to the above calculation, exceeds the
number of the human race, dead and alive, by
seven thousand, onc huudred and sixty four
millions.

“Theleaves that tremble in the shady grove—
The stars that gild the spangled vault above,”
may pass without much remark—yet, theres
much exaggeration, in respect to the leaves—
bat,

Against the sands,

1 raisc both hands—

Old Doctor Young,

*Tis highly wrong

By pen or tongue,

In pross or song,

To heap o'er truth, or blind the throng—

Then mind thyself, poor poetester;

And shun the errors of thy master.
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How far iyperbolical language is justifiable,
I cannot say; yet, I fear, the major part of
poets may be classed with lars; if wnung
what is the opposite of truth may be called
lying, J. R—x.

St. John, September, 1843,

P. S.—Let no one mfer from the above re-
marks, that [ think lightly of Doctor Young;
on the contrary, I esteem him highly, heis one
of my favorite authors: and, if under any ne-
cessity, I would rather part with Milton than
with Young. J. R.

..»999«..

Hore ror tue Brst.—There is reason for
this. Itisawortldof changewelivein. Night
is followed by day. Who, that has had gloomy
prospects, did not after a while find the hea-
vens to smile again! Hope then for the best,
child of misfortune. Events may soon take
some more favorable turn, or in your present
condition some fresh resources of happiness
may be found, of which you are not aware.—
Fluman life is ever fluctuating, and as unfor-
scen calamity often surprises the prosperous,
so unexpected light may arise to gladden those
who are bewildered in darkness. Thisat lvast
is certain, that whasoever we may be that are
afilicted, we shall not always feel our misfor-
tune with the same poignancy with which we
feel it now. Time which on all things lays its
Ienient hand, will soon assuage the anguish of
our griel. The mind will learn to accommo-
date itsclf to circumstances. Sources of coa-
solation will appcar, which we never imagined
before, and the time will come when we shall
look back with wonder, at the despondence
which oppresses us.  Such is the law of Pro-
vidence. Have faith in it, do vour duty, hope
for the best, and all will be well with you in
the end.

—..G@g«..

¢“ L’ ENNTUL?

(Translated from Vollaire.)
Tuus tiring listlessness of soul,
Born of constramt and lusure,
Doth far morc of our time engross
Than either gricf or pleasure.

To be employed, is to be blest,
We pine when idle, and sigh;

The mind must be fed as 2 fire,
Whach, if neglected; will die.

St. Jorn, 1543, Rovoreno.

For The Amavanth.
LINES ON PARTING,

Ou ! when we part, 'tis then we fecl
What happiness we’ve shared ; |

'Pis then we prize cach look, each smile-§
Each breath of love we've heard ;

And sigh when we recall again
Each sweet, fond parting word.

*Tis then that we each day retrace,
Each hour that flected on,

And deeply mourn our thoughtlessness
Of bliss which on us shone,

Inspiring our heart’s inmost core—
Fond love’s most sacred throne.

Tis then that scenes once heedless views
Sweet memory recalls; |

The perfumed groves, the silvery streanf
The playful waterfalls,

Rippling *neath some moss-grown tow'’s,
And glittering *gainst its walls.

The bowers where we’ve sat and sung—
The flow’ry wreaths we wove,

With jessamine twined, and fragrant rosd
All redolentof love ;

While calin eve's sky, with varied tint,
Glowed bright and pure above.

The very portal where we've stood
Ras its peculiar tics;

The latticed window, ivy-twined,
Some tender thought descerics,
And with it then, how many more

Within our hearts arise !

Ah! sad it is, to think that fate
Should us so often sever

From such sweet scenes, now for a time)
And now perhaps for cver;

But ume or change, where'er we roam,
Can nc¢'er cfface them—ncever!

'T1s absence then, that truly tries
The secrets of the heart,

*Tis then alone, we really know,
What pang it gives to part—

From those most dear and fondest too,
*Tis then we feel its smart.

Should we, perchance, ¢'er meet 2gain,
Though sorrow hath beset,

We happy hail cach wonted smile,
Which oft before, we met :

We'll talk o’er happy by-gone days,
And banish past regret!

St. Joan, 1543.

RonowsaL
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STANZAS,
saving from that common fate, of being
rntolight acigar, * Occasiona Verses,”
wd by Blr. James Montgomery, the Chris-
un Poct, at the Sheffield Svirec, in honor of
{ie Royal Nuptials. Published in the Ha-
 ux (N, S.) Guardian.

17, unassuming flower of noesy,

save thee from a common desecration :

at well might light, in meek Montgomery,
flame of just, and righteous indignation—
see this tribute of his loyalty,

Konsign’d to such a shameful degradation,

ioyal wrath, well might Victoria frown,
this vile act, as treason to her crown.

& watchful Guardian’s columns could not
guard,

From outrage vile, the Royal Nuptials® song ;
#r shicld from insult, Sheffield’s Christian
Bard;

Nor save the royal pair so deep a wrong—
=ereign and Poet share but low regard,
However flatter'd by a courtly throng—

;, what of these? whilst here I find, O shame!
4 king of kings—the great Jehovah's name.

aceforward none may blame the grocer

dame,

vho wrap’d her snuff in leaves of an oid
bible—

r give that subject an approbrious name,

vho calls his king a knave, altho’ a libel—

ne a trunk with Byron's works of fame,

r roll up curls with Milton's were a foible,

; this, what punishment is 100 severe?

s wetl th’ Aitorney Gen’ral is not here!

Fncefor\vnrd let no Bard be such an ass,

Fo rack his brain for fame—a vain illusion—

Bwever well he write, alas, alas,

is fame must wait his body’s dissolution—

hilst yet alive, his works, hke kindred grass,

fMay meet with fire, or snuff; or worse pol-
lution,

an this was deom’d to meet, each verse and
line,

st modest Bard, Montgomery, of thine.

he who never wrote a word impure,

Yor rais’d a blush on modest maiden’s check,

hose song divine should evermore endure,

the chaste, humane, the modest and the
meck,

treated thus, my muse, art thou secure ?
train thy tongue—no more presume to
speak ;

7 let thy wounded feelings rise in war,

Rould thy poor {ragment light a fop's cigar.

Although I ne’er have seen the author’s face,
Strong ties unseen, a kindred spirit bind—

All bards are brothers—neither time nor space,
Can break the bonds fraternal, of their kind—

And, rescu’d now, from such a decp disgrace,
T'll safely keep this oftspring of his mnd—

This sparkling gem, this flower of beautcous

bloom,
May charm some eve when Iam in the tomb.

St. Juhn, 1843.
....Q@Q,...

J. Reprers.

Vaxiry.—We conceive Vanity, to be a spe-
cies of petfy pride by which humanity distorts
its nature, and thus renders itself ndiculous to
men of sense.

Of all the infirmities with which the human
mind is atilicted, the discase of vanity is, per-
haps, the most pitiable. Pride, although evin-
ced on worthless pursuits, is, to some extent,
tolerable, inasmuch, as it is occasionally a be-
coming, as well as an inherent quality of our
nature. Inconstancyis a deplorzole evil, in-
separable from the Yuman heart, and there-
fore partially excusable.  Infemperance, when,
through the weakness of the understanding,
we suffer it to rule our reason, renders us, at
once, objects, both odious and indclicate; yet,
not utterly hopeless.  But, alas! Vaviry, that
voluntary creation of a vitiated judgment,—the
food of coxcombs; the lure of fools; and the
ridicule of reason; surpasses them all,—be-
causcof ts detestable insignificance~—its abom-
inable pusillamimity.  What then, we mnquire,
is its effect? In what consists a competent
temedy for this sad and pitiful disease of the
human mind? Shall we grieve, because our
nature submits to so dirc a calamity ? Shall
we despond, because we possess no efficient
panacea for the loathsome evil? Nay, rather
let us laugh at the self-created victim of public
derision, whose delight is nonsense, and whose
surname i¢ Folly ;—bearing in mind the im-
port of the experienced fact, that amongst the
sons of vanity, ridisule frequently efferts what
the best directed recason too often fails to ac-
complish.

To him who is the prey of vanity, life is lit-
e better than the shadow of a drcam. Ob-
serve the Hero, whom, alas! depraved faste,
pampered by a vitiated judgment, has pro-
nounced the most elevated and renowned of
huwir.an characters ;—what is he, but the mere
bubble of a corrupt, dehased, and unholy am-
bition; not less demoralized in principle than
barbarous in occupation! What, we calinly
ask, are the grand objects of his risks and pri-
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vations; his etrifes with, and hisbrutal slaugh- ' praise shall reach his ears when he 1¢ dead
|

ters of his fullow creatures 7 Are they not the | cherish his heart in its shroud.  Likealso
clamourous plaudits of an inbuinan, ungratful, | the giddy butterfly who sces not her ga
and unstable public, who, Lk« children in quest | drapery, so is he who attireth himsclf in g
of baubles, fondle to-day, what they despisc tu- | ties, that others may admire him . stull thou
morrow? Whuo, then, is he that bartars his | less, to the last, of the humble sources wh
peace and happiacss, his benevolence and vit- | he derives his imagined importance.
tue, bis moral worth and inate humanity for| To what purpose, says the son of Van;:ﬂ
such shadowy rewards,—who is contented to | sceret, is my vesture of Tyr.an dye, embrc
hazard his Lfe in pursuit of a phantom which, { ered with ,old, and perfumed with Arabi
when, if ever overtahen, may clude his uncer- | most dilicious aromatics? To what end
tain grasp at the first fickle cliarge of the Zgnis | my tabics groan with dainties, or my equip:
Futus which dirccted his ill chosen and des- g rival that of my less tasteful neighbour, if ]
peratecarecr 2 Behold !—Vaxiny ishisname! | meet not the gaze of those whom I wishto
He is the offspring of Weahness and Fully, , tonish? Go, vain man : give thy unnecess
produced at the shirine of False Pride. raiment, or iis equivalent, to the poor and
To produce a faithful portrait of Vanity, in ) naked : give the superficitics of thy beard
the abstract, demands an excrcise of paticnce r the hungry and the destitute: and share v
and composure which fuw men possess to ad- i the unfortunate and forlorn, the exuberane
vantage. Asanassumdd trait in the human | that wealth with which thou hast reared
character, it is so contunptille, that men of I thyself monuments of Folly: then shait d
undcrstanding will not readily stoop to draw | be praised, because thou hast deserved the
a picture which not unly disgusts their imagi- | ward ; and thy posterity shall rejoiee in he
nation, but, to whicl, the purposes of language | ing it, as a just tribute to thy memory. |
are almost inalequate; and hence, men of | vain man, and whilst thou dost ponderonth
mind are oftcn compelled to ridicule what they | things, remember, that, as thy emblemn,
want words and patience to rebuhe.  Observe | Tulip, which is gaudy without fragrancs,
the man, if such aa appellation he deserve, who | conspicuous without use, s0 is he who wo
neglects his present duty and interests to re- | push himself into notice without merit.
flect how he will c?r.lduct himself wl.len in a e
more elevated position ; yet, to which, per-
chance, he may ncver arrive. Ishe not feed-| YEARstushbyuslkethe wind. We see
ing himself with air, while his bread is caten | Whence the eddy comes, nor whitherward i
by another, who, amidst thc few scattered in- | tending, and we secm ourselves to witness
tidents, with which fickle fortune deigns to flight without a sense that weerechanged ; ¢
strew his path, wigely seizcs the r¢jected boon, | ¥et time isbeguiling man of his strength, as
and thanks high h.aven, hc is not Van.— winds rob the woods of their foliage.
What, we emphatically inquire, binds the cye —
of judgment, and hides the heart of man from THE AMARANTH ‘
his natural pereeption, cven when others best ; Is issued on the first week in every Mor
see his nakedness and folly? Alas! Vaxiry, | by Rosert Suives, Proprietor .nd Publ
his self-created cvil genius'! er—and delivered to City subscribers at
Let us now examine its practicalcffects. Is| wvery low price of 7s. 6d. per annum
not the heart of its victim surrounded by con | Persons ir the Country, recciving the A
tinual uncasiness, while it appears contented 7| ranth by Mail, will be charged 1s. 3d. a
And, why? Bec. e its unnatural anxietics| tional, to cover the cost of postage.
far excced its wonted gratifications. The
child of Vanity cx.cnds Lis fantasuc concep- Agents for The Amaranth.
tions far beyond the probable c¢xpectations of | Hexrv S. Beerk, Bookscller, &c. Fyrederic
reasonable hope. He foolishly bespeaks the; Orrver HarierT, Esq. P. M. Hampion, ¢
incense of praise, cven when he is laid low; | N. Aexoro, Esq. Sussez Vale.
never reflecting, that he who p.omiscs the re- | Jacos Banken, Esquive, M. D., Sheffidd.
ward, will cither deccive his confidence, or | W. J. Corexay, Halifax, AN. S.
justly compensate his insipid folly with ridi- | Jases W. Deraxey, Amherst, (N, S.)
cule. Ashe who pledges his wife to remainin | AvERY .3. Prper, Bridgelown, (N. S.)
widowhood; lest she disturb his soul in the | Joux Ben, Jr. Afiramichi.
world of spirits, so is ho who expects that| . W, Barowix, Esq., Bathurst.




