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OUR BORROWING.

BY MRS, MOODIE.

“To lend—or not to lend—is that the question?”

”»

“
m'_ll;:(’sl'-‘ who go a-berrowing, go a-sorrowing,
out ofthe old adage, and a wiser saw never came
the ¢ the mouth of experience. 1 l.lave tested
uth of the proverb, many, many times, to my
*=and who among us has not? So averse
I‘t‘) this practice, that I would rather quietly
ny“il}:'u) a temporary inconvenience than obtain
Tievg ‘;:'g I wanted in this manner. I Yenly be-
at a demon of mischief presides over
"Towed goods, who takes a wicked pleasure in

Phying off a thousand malicious pranks upon
You, thq

&g g;
[

‘fhes that have been the pride and ornament
“p(me;-r own cupboard for years, no sooner enter
“n(_e\"':elgn service than they are broken at
bag d]e“’"\e glasses and tumblers, that bave been
d by a hundred careless wenches in safety,
Y pass into the hands of your servants,
o t‘ ey are sure to tumble upon the floor, and
Yo %eident turns out a compound fracture. If
You W‘?;lmw a garment of any kind, be sure tha't
- jel tear it—a watch, that you will break it
be stolwe]' that you will lose it—a book, that it will
v e ff’om you. There isno end to the trouble

It ;x“'tlfm,arising out of this evil habit.
tioy ‘;)“_borrow a horse, and he has the reputa-
Yoy 20 :‘f‘g the best behaved brute in the district,
Ouner become responsible for his conduct,
‘t:el"%s his character at once. The moment
wil} o TOpt to drive him, he shows that he hasa
'8 own, by taking the reins into his own
8ement, and running away in a contrary
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direction to the road that you wished him to go,
and never gives over his eccentric capers until
be has broken his own knees, and the borrowed
carriage and harness. So anxious are you about
his safety, that you have not a thought to bestow
upon your own. For why—the beast is borrowed,
and you are expected to return him in as good &
condition as he came to you.

But of all evils, to borrow money is perbaps
the worst. If of a friend—he ceases to be one,
the moment you feel tkat you are bound to him
by a heavy obligation. If of a usurer, the interest
soon doubles the original sum, and you imme-
diately owe a debt which in time swallows up all
that you possess.

When we first emigrated to this country—
nothing surprised me more than the extent to
which this pernicious eustom was carried—not
so much by the native Canadian and European
settlers, as by the lower order of Americans, who
Lad spied out the goodness of the land, and bor-
rowed various portions of it, without so much as
asking leave of the absentee owners. Unfortu-
nately we were surrounded by these odious peo-
ple, whom we found as ignorant as savages,
without their courtesy and kindness.

The farm, which we first occupied, had been
purchased of a merchant, who took it for the pay-
ment of sundry large debts, which the owner, &
Canadianized Yaunkee, had been unable to settle.
Ee promised to leave it with his family, at the
commencement of sleighing—and as the bargain
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é was made in the month of Sentember, and we that “it was frightful to look upon—a couﬂﬁ.ry
{ were. anxious to plongh for fa'l wheat, it was ¢ only fit for wild beasts—that she hated it with
{ necessary to de upon the spot. No house wasto ; all her heart and soul, and would go back as se0”
§ be found in the immediate neighbourhood, but & ¢ as she was able,”
¢

;

¢

small dilapidated log tenement, on the nexs fin, About a mile from our new home, the rait
which Ziac been some months without an owner. { which had been bottled up the whole summern

¢
The merchant assured us that this could be made § begzan {o fall in torrents, and we turned int0 8
:
¢
¢
¢
{
?

narrow stcep path, overhung with lofty woods:
which afer laboring up with considerable diff
culty, at the risk of breaking our necks, brought
us at length to a rocky upland clearing, which
was partially covered with a second growth ©
trees, and surrounded on both sides by the dar
forest.

“I guess,” quoth our Yankee driver, that “fi
the bottom of this swell you'll find the hous®
and plunging into a shert broad path, cut throug
the trees, he pointed to a miserable hut at t'he
bottom of & steep descent, and cracking his WhiP’
exclaimed—¢Tis a smart location—I wish o
Englishers may enjoy it.”

“You must be mistaken,” I cried; for I hed
never seen a log hut before, “that is no house™
it is some catile shed, or pig-stye.”

i tolerably comfortable, until such time as Harris
¢ could remove, and the owner was wilting to let
! us have it for the moderate sum of four dollars a
i month, Trusting to his word, and being strangers
t in the land, we never took the precaution to exa-
mine the place before entering upon it, but gladly
availed ourselves of the opportunity of obtaining
a temporary home so near our new property.
The agreement was drawn up, and we were told
that we could take possession whenever it suited
us.

The few wecks which I had sojourned in the
country bad by no means prepossessed me in its
favor. The home sickness was sore upon me, and
¢ all my solitary hours were spent in tears. My
whole soul yielded itself up to a strong and over-
powering grief. Ore simple word dwelt forever
in my heari, and swelled it to bursting—Ilome!
bome! I repeated it waking, a thousand times a
day; and my last prayer, before I sank to sleep,
was still home. ¢ Oh! that I could return, if only
to die at home!”—and nightly I did return, My
feet again trod the daisicd meadows of England,
and the song of her birds was in my ears, I
wept with delight to find myself once more
wardering benecth the fragrant shade of her
o green hedgerows—and I awoke to weep in earnest,
| when I found it but a dream. But this is all
digression, and has nothing to do with our unseen
dwelling. The reader will think ¥ am borrow-
ing from imagination, while I mean to confine
myself to sober realities.

It was the 22nd of September, 1832, that we
set off from the Stcamboat Hotel, Cobourg, to
take possession of our new avode. During the
three weeks I had been in Canada, I had not seen
& drop of rain, and I Legan to think that the
{ fine weather would last fur ever. But this event-
% fl?l day to us, arge in clouds—and my husband

hired a covered carriage, to convey me and the
maid, and our only child, a baby of seven months
old, to the farm, ps our driver prognosticated a
wet day; while h§ followed with the teams, which
conveyed our luggage,

The scenery through which we passed was so
new to me, so unlike anything that I had ever
beheld before, that in spite of its monotonous
character, it won me from my me]ancho]y, and
1 began to look about me with considerable inter-
est. Not so my English m

The man turned a knowing, keen eve upon 1%
and smiled, half-lmmgurously, half—mu]iciousli !
as he said: N

“ You were raised in the old country—you h?":
much to learn, and more perhaps than you’ll hk,_
to know, before the winter is past.”

I was perfectly bewildered. I could only stor®
at the place, with my eyes swimming in te#
But as the horses plunged down the steep-hollo™
my attention was drawn from my new abo
the perils which endangered life and limb at €76,
step they took. The driver, however, was s
to such roads, and, steering us dexterously betw"':e
the black stumps, at length drove up—not 0 tbe
door, for there was none to the house, but tot
open space, from whence that absent, but vO~ h

R L,

necessary appendage, had departed. Th
young. steers, and two heifers, were quietly ré
sing upon the floor, and when the driver 8%
me to alight, I told him I was afraid to do#
until he had driven out the cattle. o
A few strokes of the whip, and a loud burst f
gratuitous curses, soon effected an ejectment; s 0
Hannah and ¥ dismounted with the baby’ s
was still sleeping, and took possession of thi® %
tenable tenement. My husband was not }"e"be .
sight, and T begged the maX to stay untl i
arrived, as I felt terrified at being left alo®®
this wild, strange place. He laughed 8¢
fears, and said he had a long way to go, 81 o )
be off: ‘Fhen cracking his whip, and nodd.mg g
the girl, who was crying aloud, he went his )
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aid, who declared
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~-and Hannah and I were left standing upon the
dirty foor,

“What a place!” I cried.

“Oh! what would your Ma say to it?” said

he weeping girl. “ Good God! that ever we

ould come to live witl;‘calves and heifers, and
the like ¢’ them. Oh! dear—dear—I wish we
Were all back in England again.”

“Amen!” responded I, from my very soul—
!hlt the word only rose to my lips, to be drowned
g sigh,

The prospect was indeed dreary. Without,
P?uriﬂg rain—within, a fireless hearth; a room,
With but one window, and that containing only
e whole pane of glass, not an article of furni-
:l‘_e to be seen, save an old painted pine cradle,
*hich had been left by some freak of fortune
%:re- This turned upon its side, served us for a
. f; and there we sat, impatiently awaiting the

":“’ﬂl of my husband, and a friend, who was
Soing ¢ stay with us for a few days, before he
“turned to the Old Country; and a man servant,

Whe"e they were all to be stored, might have
Puzzled g more sagacious brain than mine, It is
¢ there was a loft; but I could see no way of
Aching i, for ladder there was none. So we
used ourselves, while waiting for the arrival of
¥ party, by abusing the place, the country, and
own dear selves, for coming to it.
, OW, when not only reconciled to it, but loving
+* 30d feeling o deep interest in its present wel-
n and future greatness, I often look back and
. "8h at the feclings with which I then regarded
hen things come to the worst; they gener-
o end, The males of our party no sooher
'¥ed, than they set about making things more
p"]’f‘)l”table. James Noble, the man servant,
44 up some of the rotten stumps; with which
a.nﬁeld was thickly strewn, and made a fire.
i Bah roused herself from her stupor of despair,
| the corn broom from the top of the loaded
i on, and began to sweep out the house, which
such an intolerable cloud of dust, that I
m glad to throw my cloak over my head, and
Bt of doors to escape suffocation. Then
v';‘enced the awful bustle of unloading two
the Y laden waggons, and the small space within
Ouse was soon entirely blocked up with
wey > 8nd packages of all descriptions; there
Scarcely room to move, without stumbling
lk!l.:;me arti¢le of household stuff. The rain
a5, M oat the open door, and beat in at the
:%:‘1 window, and dropped upon our heads
;Mles in the roof. The wind blew keenly
& thousand apertures in the log walls;

d oy -
“\:fi]i‘fftxuld exceed the uncomfortableness
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om M, had hired to assist on the farm. |
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For a long time, the box of
tools, which contained a hammer and nails, was
not to be found. At length Hennah discovered
it tied up with some bedding, which she was

* opening up, in order to dry. I fortunately spied

the door lying among some old buards at the back
of the house, and M. immediately commenced
fitting it into its place. This once accomplished,
was a great addition to our comforts. He then
nailed a picce of white cloth cntirely over the
broken window, which, without diminishing the
light, kept out the rain. James constructed a
ladder out of the old bits of boards, and Mr. W.
assisted him in stowing away upon the loft, all
the luggage which was not required for immediate
use.

“But what has this picture of misery and dis-
comfort to do with borrowing?” I hear my read-
ers exclaim. Patience! my dear good friends; I
will tell you all about it, by end by.

While we were all busily ewployed, but the
poor baby, who was lying upon a pillow, in the
old cradle, amusing herself with frying the
sirengih of her lungs, and not a litile irritated
that no one was at leisure to regard her lancdable
endeavours to make herself hecard, the door
was suddenly pusbed open, and the apparition
of & womon squeesed itself into the crowded
room. Ileft oT arraning the {urniture of the
bed, that M. had just put up in a corner, to meet
my unexpected, and, at that moment, not very
welcome guest. Iier whole appearance was so
extraordinary that ¥ felt quite at a loss how to
address her. TImagine a girl, of seventeen or
eighteen years of age, with sharp knowing look-
ing features, a forward impudent carriage, and
pert flippant manners, standing upon one of the
trunks, with an old red silk handkerchief tied
round her head, in the form of a hood, dressed
in a ragged; dirty, purple stuff gown, cut very
Jow in the neck, and with bave legs and feet,
swinging, in her coarse, dirty hands, an empty
glass decanter.

“ What can she want?” Iasked myself; “what
a strange creature!” And there she stood, staring
at me in the most unceremonious manner; her
keen black eyes glancing from their corners to
every side of the room, which she examined with
critical exactness. Before I could speak to her;
she drawled through her nose.

“Well! I guess you are fixing here.”

I thought she had come to offer her services;
and I told her that I did not want a girl, as I had
brought one with me.

“ How!” responded the creature; “I hope you
don't take me for a help; I'm as good a lady as
yourself. No—I just stepped over to see what
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you were after—I saw the teams pass owrn about
noon—and I said to fayther—I guess I'll go up
and see those strangers. Yes! says he, do—and
take that decanter with you, for maybee they’ll
want one to put their whiskey in. So I came
across with it, an’ here it is. DBut now, don’t
break it, for 'tis the only one we have; and ’tis so
mean to drink out of green glass.”

My astonishment increased every minute. It
seemed such an aet of disinterested generosity
thus to anticipate wants which we had never
thought about. T was regularly taken in,

« My good girl,” I began, “ this is really verg,
kind—but—" .

“ Now, don’t call me gall—and go for to pass
your English airs off upon us—we are genuine

Yankees, and think ourselves as good, or a great ! yoy fret, But then, you can easily do it. You

deal better than you. Iam a young lady.”

“Indeed!” said I. I did not mean to offend
you, by using the term girl. I was going to
assure you that we had no need of the decanter.
We have bottles of our own—and we don’t drink
whiskey.”

« How! not drink whiskey—why, you don’t say
so. How ignorant you must be—maybe, they
have no whiskey in the old country!”

*Yes, we have; but it is not like the Cana-
dian whiskey.. But pray, take the decanter home
again, I am afraid that it will get broken in
this confusion.”

“No, no! Fayther told me to leave it—and
there it is,” and she planted it resolutely down
upon the trunk. “ You will find a use for it, until
you have unpacked your own.”

Finding her determined on leaving the bottle,
Isaid no more about it, but asked her if she
could inform me if there was a well upon the
place.

“ A well! who thinks of digging wells,” she
replied, contemptuously, *‘when they can get
plenty of water from the creek? There is & fine
water privilege not a stone’s throw from the door.”
Then jumping off the box, she disappeared as

_abruptly as she had entered.

We all looked at each other. Mr. W. fell a
laughing, and taking up the empty decanter, said:

“Well, this is a puzzler—what in the world
tempted her to bring this empty bottle here?”

said James, looking up from his work. *“That
bottle is not brought here for naught.”

I could not unravel the mystery, and thought
no more about it, until it was again brought to
my recollection at the same hour the next day.
Qur united efforts had effected a complete trans-
formation in our uncouth dwelling. Sleeping
berths had been partitioned off for the men;
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“ You'll know more about it in a few days,” %

shelves had been put up for the accommodatio?
of books and crockery; a carpet covered the
floor, and the chairs and tables, which we had

brought from Cobourg, gave an air of comfort to )

the place, which I did not think, in the first in-
stance, could have been,effected. DMr. w., my
husband, and the man ,sgh'ant, had walked over
to the farm; and I was sitting at the table ab
work, the baby creeping upon the floor, 81
ITannah pealing potatoes for dinner. The sunt
shone warm and bright; and T had opened the
door, to enjoy the fresh air.

“Well! T guess you look smart,” said the

same voice, and the same being presenting hersel

before me. * You old country people are so stifl
you must have every thing neat about you, or

have stacks of money—and money can get every
thing fixed off.”

“Pray,” said I, offering her a chair, * take ®
seat, and be kind enough to tell me your nam®
I suppose you must live in the neighborhood
although I cannot perceive any dwelling nesf
us.” ’

“ My name! So you want to know my naméi

well, I arn’t ashamed of my name—'tis Ewily
S——, and I am eldest daughter to the gentlema®
from whom you rent this house.”

What must the father be! thought I, if be
resembles the young ludy, his daughter. Ragg®
and impudent as she was, I saw that she was valf
enough to covet distinctions which never c0%™
be graated to her, and I could scarcely belp
laughing aloud, when I thought of a girl calling
hersclf a young lady at home, dressed in ragg
petticoats, through whose yawning rents, pee
forth from time to time, her bare red knees. Wh“.9
these reflections, combined with a thousend 106%7
crous images, were flitting through my minds;
forgot the presence of my strange visiter altog®”
ther, until she suddenly exclaimed:

“ Have you done with- that decanter, I broug'h‘
across yesterday ?” 1

“ (b, yes! I never had occasion for it,” 9'“d_
rose and took it from the shelf, and placed i
her hands. .

«“Well! as you bave done with it, fayther b::;
me tell you that he would be glad if you retu!
it full of whiskey.” nﬁd

The riddle was solved—the iystery was cle o
up at once—I could contaih myself no longer
gave way to & fit of mirth, in which Ha¥
hearfily joined. Sb o

Our young lady looked mortally offended- h”d
tossed the decanter from hand to hand, and &
at us both with her tiger-like eyes.
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" “ You think yourselves very witty,” she said;
""hy do you laugh in that way ?”
a xcuse me,” I replied; “but you have such
it Strange way of borrowing that I cannot help
* This bottle, it scems, was brought over for
s::“" own convenience, apd not for mine. Iam
‘:‘:.Y fo disappoint you it I have no whiskey.”
is I guess, spirits will do as well. Iknow there
. iOme in that keg—for I smells it.”
« Rum for the workmen.”
hep Better still, I calculate; when you've been
r € a fow months, you’ll be too knowing to give
a W to your workmen. But Old Country people
; <re all fools—and thut’s the reason they get sucked
' and s soon * up. Come, fill the bottle,
d don’t ye stingy. In this country, we all live
Y b(’l’!‘t:m'ing——if you want anything, why, you
Send and borrow it of us.”
t Upposing that this might be the custom of the
Witry, T hastened to fill the decanter, thinking
3¢ L g get a little milk for the poor wean-
ng child in return; but when I asked my liberal
tter if she kept cows, and could lend me a little

dg}” wilk for the baby—she burst outin high dis-
N
ﬁl: Milk! jend you milk! I guess, milk at this

® 0’ the year, is worth a York shilling a quart.
°°‘“_110t sell you a drop under, (This was a piece
. Mcked extortion.) If you'll pay me for it, I
ring you some over to-morrow.”
x“_And when do you mean to return the rum?”
“‘d» with some asperity.
Oh, when fuyther goes to the Creek.” This
Onthe name given by my Yankee neighbors, to
mindﬂope.  Pll bring the milk to-morrow; but
hcash down. I know you can’t get it nearer.”
8way walked my charming neighbor.
87 afier day was I tormented by this impor-
ate creature. She borrowed of me, tea, sugar,
. 8, starch, bluing, irons, pots, bowls, ir fact,
T¥ article in common domestic use, while it
. With the utmost difficulty we ever could get
. ™ returned. Articles of food, such as tea and
" T—or of convenience, like candles, sosp and
qnh_ed-*she never dreamed of being again re-
“y ather hands. Living far from town, I found
up:e Constant encroachments a heavy burden
" my pocket; and being ignorant of the
%nnnypoc?f . g 'grorant v
of g, Y, and residing in such a wild, lonely, out
wag ® Way place, surrounded by these savages, 1
Teally afraid of denying their requests.
"the: very day our new plough came home, the
fangy; of this bright damsel, who went by the
Over 8 and unenviable title of Old Satan, came
higg adbo,rrow it and our man servant, to give
fore 4y’s ploughing. The land had never be-
1L«_M en broken by the plough, and was full of

T
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rocks and stumps. The consequence was, that
the plough came home broken and unfit for use,
(while the old wretch never turned a furrow with
his own,) just at the very time we wanted it so
much, The same with a spade and trowel, bought
in order to plaster the broken house. Satan
asked the loan of them for one hour, for the same
purpose, and we never saw them again.

The daughter, whom I shall call Miss Satan,
came one morning as usual, and demanded of me
the loan of some “ Fine Slack.”

Not knowing what she meant, and weary of her
impertinent system of theft, I told her that I had
none. She went away in a rage—shortly after,
she came again for some pepper. I wasat work,
and my work box was standing open upon the
table before me, well stored with threads and
spools of all descriptions. Emily cast her hawk's
eye into it and burst out in her usual rude manner.

«] guess you told me a tarnation big lie the
other day.”

Unaccustomed to such language, I rose from
my seat and pointed to the door, and told her to
walk out, as I did not choose to be insulted in my
own house. :

« Your house—I'm sure its fayther's,” returned
the incorrigible wretch. “ You told me when I
was last here, that you had no fire slack, and you
have stacks of it.” ‘

“ What is fine slack ?” said I, very pettishly.

¢ The stuff that’s wound upon these here pieces
of wood,” said she, pouncing as she spoke upon
one of my most serviceable sized spools.

« ] cannot give you that—I want it myself.”

« T did not ask you_to give it—I only want to
borrow it until fayther goes to the Creek.”

« 1 wish he would make haste then, as I want
a number of things which you have borrowed "
from me, and which I cannot do without.”

She gave me a knowing look, and carried off
my spool in triumph.

Mentioning the manver in which 1 was con-
stantly annoyed by these people, to a worthy
farmer near us, he fell a laughing, and told me
that I did not know the Yankees so well as he
did, that the only way to get rid of them was to
ask them what they wunted, and if they could
give no satisfactory answer to order them to
leave the house. “But,” says he, “I can tell you,
perhaps, & surer way to get rid of them, Buy
some small article of them, and pay them some
trifle over the price, and tell them to bring the
change. I will lay my life upon it, that it will
be lung before they trouble you again.”

1 was impatient to test the effipacy of his
recipe. That very afternoon Miss Satan brought
me a plate of butter for sale—the price of which
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was three and ninepence, twice the sum by the !
bye, that it was worth. “I have no change,” °
said I, giving her a dollar; “but you can bring -
it to me to-morrow.” Ah! blessed experiment,
for the value of one quarter dollar I got rid of
this dishonest girl forever ; rather than pay me
she never entered the house again.

About a month after this, as I was busy making
an apple pie in the kitchen, a long-faced cada-
verous looking woman, very witch-like in her
whole appearance, popped her ill-looking visage §

!
«

in at the door, and drawled forth:
“ Do you keep backy or snuff here ?”
I said *No, we make no use of these articles.”
“How! not use backy or snuff! well that’s %
oncommon,” :
Then stepping into the room, and close up to
me, she said, in a mysterious voice: §
“Iwant toask you how your tea caddy stands?” ¢
“It stands in the cupboard,” said I, wondering |
what this manner of salutation might mean. %
“1 know that. But have you any tea to ;
spare ?” {
I now began to suspect what sort of a customer {
the stranger was, and I said rather tartly: 3
“ Oh! you want to borrow some. I have none ;
to spare.” !
** Well now, that’s very stingy. I never asked |
anything of you before, and I am poor and you
are rich, and besides, T am troubled so with the :
headache, and nothing does me any good but a |
cup of strong tea.” §
“ Are you not able to buy it for yourself ?” :
“ Lord bless you! people in this country have !
nomoney, and those that come here with piles of it ;
soon lose it. But you, they tell me, draw money
yearly from the Old Country, so that you can
well afford to lend a poor neighbour a little tea.”
“Neighbour! What is your name, and where
do you live ?” ;
“My name is Betty Fye. OId Betty Fye. :
I live in the log house over the creek, at the
back of your'n. The furm belongs to my eldest |
son. I am a widow with twelve sons, and ’tis
d——d hard to scratch along.” !
“Do you swear ?” said I. ’
“Swear! what harm? It eases onc’s mind !
when one is vexed. Every body swears in this
country. I used to swear mighty wicked big
oaths about a year ago, but a Methodist Parson |
told me if I did not leave it off T shonld gotoa |
very bad place, so I dropped some of the worst
of them.”
“T think you would do wisely to drop the
rest,” said I.  “Women never swear in my
country.”

M
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* your best apples, and find me with half a pOl“‘d

! and T will give you a barrel and keep one fof

5 could think of, without once dreaming of restitu”

. tarily to exclaim:
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“Well! you don't say. I always heard thez

were very ignorant. Will yon lend me the tea?
" The woman was such an original that I gave
her what she wanted. As she was going off she
took up one of the apples I was pealing. “ Yot !
have a fine orchard.”

“ They say it is the ‘t in the township.”

“ There’s no doubt of it. We have no orchard:
Well I guess you’ll want sarce.”

¢ Sarce—what is sarce ?”

“ Not know what sarceis! You are clever!
Sarce is apples cut up and dried, for to make pies
of in the winter. Now do you comprehend ?
have no apples and you have a tarnation big fe¥
of them. If you will give me twenty bushels of

of thread to string them upon, we will go shares-

myself.”

I had plenty of apples and I gladly accepted
her offer, and Betty Fye departed that day elate
with her success. I found to my cost, that onc®
admitted into the house there was no keepin8
her away. She borrowed everything that sh®

tion. I tried all ways of affronting her bf’z
without success. Winter came and she was still
at her old pranks. Whenever I saw her comifg
across the field, before the house, I used involun”

% Betty Fye—Betty Fye! Fye upon Betty
Fye! The Lord deliver me from Betty Fye!”

The last time I was honored with a visit fro™
this worthy, she meant to favor me with a very
large order upon my goods and chattels.

* Well, Mrs. Fye, what do you want to-day ?

“ 80 many things that I scarce know wher®
to begin. First, [ want ten pounds of flour ¥
make johnnie-cakes.” ”

“T thought you made them of Indian meal?

“Yes, yes, when we have it. I have not, 80
this is a new invention of my own. Lend M®
the flour and T will bring you over ore of th®
cakes to taste.”

“Oh! pray.don’t trouble yourself.”

“Then I want you to lend me a gown and &,
new pair of stockings, to go over to Osweg0s to
see my husband’s mother.”

“Mrs. Fye, I never lend clethes. If I lent
them to you I should never wear them ugaiﬂ-”‘

“So much the better for me,™ said Mrs. F¥®
with a grin.  “But if you won’t lend me the
clothes, lend me some black slack to quilt a st*
petticoat, & quarter of & pound of tea and s0%°
sugar, and I will return them as soon as I cam-

«1 wonder when tkat will be,” said I. Yot
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™€ me now so many things that it would cost
You more than you imagine to repay me.”

to“ I'm sure I can’t owe you much,” said my !
"Mentor, « But I will excuse you the tea and |

§

¢
j
3

*Ugar if you will lend me five dollars to pay my '
> the kitchen door lifted up and a step cross the

ex}:e'lSes upon the road.”
k You must ask my
P the money. But Yeally, Mrs. Fye, it sur-

"I5es me that such proud people as you Ameri-

band for that; I never '

Ca :
N8 &re, should condescend to borvow of those |

I:évom you affect to despise. Besides, as you
‘lpoer Tepay us for what you borrow, I must look
%inn 1t as a system of robbery. I1f you would
th ¢ hO.nestly to me, and say Mrs. M\——, I want
€se things and would be obliged to you to give
y M to me, T would do it. But in the way that
“0 obtain them you save yourselves even from
'8 debt of gratitude, while you well know that
. € Many things that you have procured from me

.\ this manner, will be owing at the day of
Udgment,”
th: ?’POSing they are,” quoth Betty Fye, not in
«. ‘€ast moved by my appeal to her honesty,
You know what the Scripture saith—¢It is
?:e blessed to give than to receive.””
“lat{\ye’” returned I, “there is an answer to
a In the same book, which doubtless you may
Ve heard—¢ The wicked borroweth and payeth
deq 8gain, but the righteous is just in all his
lngs" »
~ever shall I forget the furious passion into
eip;:}; this too apt quotation threw my unprin-
Curgeq applicant. She lifted up her voice and
me, using some of the oaths which she
o » 8he said, discarded for conscience sake. But
£ ™ that day to this I mever lovked upon her
again, _
hf'n I removed to our own house, the history
§ Which, and of Uncle J oe, its owner, I will give
h S0me fyture Sketch, we had a bony, red-
‘ited l'lfl’ﬂan, American squatter, for our op-
® neighbour; and I had scarcely time to
'henmy house in order before his people com-
enced borrowing, or stealing from me, for it is
Obyg; Wworse—the things procured of you being
Yed on false pretences—adding lying to theft.
hic‘;: having cither an oven or a covking stove,
at that period were not so cheap or so
Withmon as they are now, I had provided myself
kﬁltl: large bake kettle as a substitute. In this
“’hichwe always cooked hot cakes for breakfast,
of had been laid to rise over night by the side
? fire, covered with a blanket,
Over ;s man’s wife was in the habit of sending
ang a:" my kettle whenever she wanted to bake;
Rrent t:hat was almost every day, I found it a
— Duisance, I told the impudent lad so, who

e . e
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was generally sent for it, and civilly declined
The night was intensely
cold and I did not rise so early as usual in the
morning. My servant was away on a frolic, and
we were still in bed when I heard the latch of

floor. T jumped out of bed and began to dress
as fast as I could, when I heard Philander’s well
known nasal twang call out:

¢ Missus ! I'm come for your kettle.”

“You can’t have it this morning,” I cried,
through the partition. “ We cannot get our
breakfast without it.”

“ No more can the old woman at home,” was

. the reply—and snatching up the kettle which

i
|
|
?
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James had set to warm for me on the hearth, he
rushed out of the house, singing at the top of his
voice:

¢« ITurrah for the Yankee boys!”

When I entered the kitchen he was already at
his own door. I sent James across to demand
{he kettle, and the dame told him with the most
impudent assurance, that when she had done with
it T could have it, but she defied him to take it
out of her house with her bread in it.”

One word more about this lad Philander, be-
fore we part with him.

Without the least intimation that his company
was agreeable, or even tolerated, he used to favor
us with it at all hours in the day—opening the
door and walking in whenever he felt inclined.
1 bad given him many broad hints to leave the
house, as we did not want his presence, but he
puid not the slightest attention to what I said.

¢« Philander, I want to dress the baby. I can-
not do it with you here; will you oblige me by
stepping into the kitchen 2”

No answer. Ile never spuke during these
visits, but wandered about the room turning over
our books and papers, and looking-at and hand-
ling everything. Nay, I have even known him
to take the lid off a pot upon the fire in order to
examine its contents.

1 repeated my request.

«Well! I guess I shan’t hurt the child, You
can dress her.”

¢ But not with you here.”

“Why not? We never do anything that we
are ashamed of.”

« 8o it seems. But I want to sweep the room.
You had better go out of the dust,”

I took the broom from the corner and began
to sweep; still he did not stir. The dust flew
into his eyes—he moved nearer to the open door.
Another sweep of the broom, and to escape its
inflictions, he mounted the threshold. I now
fuirly swept him out and shut the door in his face.
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Thus was I freed from his company; and he
too, never repeated his visit, so thut I found by
experience, that, once smartly rebuked, they did
not like to try their strength with you a second
time.

‘When a sufficient time had elapsed for the
drying of my apples, I sent a little boy who ran
upon errands, to Mrs. Fye, to know when I could
send the cart for them.

Dan returned with a yellow, smoke dried string
of pieces dangling from his arm.

Thinking that these were & speoimen of the
whole, I enquired when we were to send the
barrel for the rest.

“ Lord, ma’am ! this is all there be.”

“Impossible! All out of twenty bushels of
apples 2”

“Yes!” said the boy with a grin. “ The old
witeh told me that that was all that was left of
your share, That when they were fixed enough,
she put them under her bed for safety, and the
mice and the children had eaten them all up but
that one string.”

Thus ended my dealings with Betty Fye.

But I had another incorrigible borrower in
the person of old Betty B——,

Betty was unlike the rest of my Yankee bor-
rowers. She was handsome in her person, and
remarkably civil and courteous, and she asked
for the loan of anything in such a frank, pleasant
manner, that for some time I hardly knew how
to refuse her; and when, after I had been a loser
to a considerable extent, by this convenient modc
of swindling, and declined lending her anything
for the future, she refrained from coming to the
house herself, but sent in her name the most
beautiful and lovely boy in the world—a perfect
angel, with blue eyes and regular features, and
rosy checks and auburn curls, who said that * his
mammy sent hiln with her compliments to the
English lady, to ask the loan of a little sugar or
tea” 1 could ensily have refused the mother,
bt could not find it in my heart to say nay to
her cherub boy.

There was somcthing original about Betty
B—, and I will give a slight sketch of her.
She lived in a lone shanty in the woods, which
had been erected by lumberers some years before,
and which was destitute of a single acre of clear-
ing, yet Betty had plenty of potatoes without the
trouble of planting or the expense of buying
them. She never kept a cow, yet she sold butter
and milk ; but she had & faskion, and it proved a
convenient one to her, of making pets of the

cattlo of her neighbors, If our cows strayed
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“Well! I guess you tricked me then,” quoth
he. “But 'tis deuced hard to outwit a Yankee,”
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from their pasture they were always found nes®
Betty’s shanty, for she regularly supplied the®
with salt, which formed a sort of bond of unioB
between them—and in return for these attention®
they suffered themselves to be milked before they
returned to their respective owners. Her mode
of obtaining potatoes, eges and fowls, was on the
same economical plan, and we all loocked upo®
Betty as a sort of frecbooter, living upon the
property of others.

She had had three husbands, and him with
whom she now lived was not her husbsod
although the father of the splendid child whosé
beauty so won upon my woman’s heart.

Her first husband was still living, and though )
they had quarrelled and parted years ago be
occasionally visited his wife in order to pet hef
eldest daughter, Betty the younger, who was 8
beautiful as her little brother,

Her third husband had been killed in one o
our fields, by a tree falling upon him whil®
ploughing, and was buried near the spot, 8 P
of the blackened stump forming his monument

In truth Betty’s character was none of the
best, and many of the farmers’ wives regﬂl’d
her with a very evil eye.

One of these American settlers was alway®
sending over to borrow a small-tooth comb, 38
once the same woman asked for a towel, 85 ® -
friend had come to visit her, and the only on?
she had had been made into & best pinny for her
child. She begged the loan of a looking gl"fs
in order to try on 2 new cap, and to ascertait?
it was fixed to please her. .

It would be endless to enumerate all the 8rt!”
cles seized upon by these harpies, under the Pfe‘
tence of borrowing them. Bread, meat, SPif'u'
wine, beer, apples, potatoes and butter, besi€®”
every useful cooking utensil in the house, Were;
daily demand, until the arrival of a new #
wealthy English settler in our immediate viciﬂ“ty
drew off their attention to him, and for a while
they left me to recover from their persecution® :

This system of borrowing was not wholly c"'“
fined to the ignorant and presumptuous. wh
staying at the inn I was greatly amused by it ol

I had tuken a very handsome dress which b )
been made in Loudon, just before I came OV
from the trunk, and hung it up ona peg, in o1 €
to remove the creases from it. On returni®
from a long walk I found an invitation to spe’!
the evening with a highly respectable family »
the town lying upon the table, and as it W
nearly time to dress I went to take down ®
gown, in order to do so. But was it a dream?”
the gown was gone. I re-opened the trunk "
sce if I had replaced it—1I searched every com® @
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% ¢ranny of the room, but all in vain. No
here souid T discover the thing I sought. What
ould have become of it? I did not like to ask
® Young ladies of the establishment if they
New anything about it; still the loss was both
g,'e“ and inconvenient., Whilst I was delibera-
0"3 s to what course t¥ pursue, Miss very
l)g‘-"l’tunely entered the room.
wh‘ Oh! Miss—,” T said, “can you tell me
wh‘at has become of a rich figured taffeta gown,
‘:ch I left hanging upon this peg ?”

To be sure I can. Miss L—~——, the milliner,
:::le in jyst after you went out, and I shewed
ang Your dress. She admired it above all things,

' borrowed it in order to get the pattern. She
w Send it home to-morrow.”
‘P“OVOking!” Icried. “I wanted it to-night.

3 1s the first time I ever heard of borrowing

'es8 without the leave of the owner.”
thisl'le very severe winter a neighbor, but in
o Wstance not a Yankee, borrowed of me one
w::y be.st blankets for the use of a stranger who
wenP&ssmg the night at her house. I ceuld not
refuse, although I could very ill spare it,
© years elapsed and I saw no more of my
et at length I sent a note requesting it to
eturned. I got back a very short answer,
4 the blanket, alas! worn thread-bare. The
b;“"’e}' stating * that she had sent the article,
it Teally she did not know what to do without

38 she wanted it to cover the children’s bed.”

w ohe certainly forgot that I too had children,
Wanted covering as well as her own.
the Ut I have said so much of others borrowing,
. - Must now tell something of my own ex-
®0ce in this way. *
"efellter removing to the bush many misfortunes
-} Us, which deprived us of our comfortable
°@e anq reduced us greatly. In fact we were
¥, gers, and the knowing ones took us in.
diﬂicmatny years we had to struggle with great
vg“‘“&s, and endured hardships which would
our tbl'oken stouter hearts than ours, had not
g, Tust been placed in the Almighty, who
Wg:all our troubles never wholly deserted us.
wi ile my husband was absent on the frontier
'lek' the regiment, my youngest boy fell very
Wy d:‘;'d required my utmost care both by night

dy 0 attend to him properly, a candle burning
Wy g the night was necessury. The last candle
oy, ™t out—and I had no money to buy
One, ®r, and no tallow from which T could make

1
W Bateq borrowing, but for my dear child’s
Drog, - 80t over my scruples, and succeeded in

l\\;‘t‘jg a candle from a good neighbor—but
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with strict injunctions (for it was her last) that I
must return it if I did not require it during the
night,

I went home quite grateful for my prize, and
as it was a clear tmooulight night and the dear
babe was better, I told Jenny to go to bed and I
would lie down in my clothes by the child, and if
he was worse I would get up and light the candle.

It so happened that one of the panes of glass
was broken out of the window—I had supplied
its place by fitting in a shingle ; but a tom cat of
my dear friend Emilia 8——, who, when she
was from home, (which she happened to be at
this time) often paid me a predatory visit to seek
something to devour, had a practice of pushing
in this wooden pane in order to pursue his lawless
calling. I had forgotten all this, never dreaming
that Tom would appropriate such light food, and
L left the candle lying in the middle of the dining
table, which stood just below the window.

Between sleeping and waking I heard the pane
gently pushed in, and the thought instantly struck
me that it was Tom, and that for lack of some-
thing better he might steal my precious candle,

I sprang up from the bed just in time to see
him dart through the broken window, dragging
the long white candle after him. I flew to the
door and pursued him haif over the field, but all
in vain. I see him now as I saw him then,
scampering away for dear life with his prize
trailing behind him, gleaming like a silver tail in
the bright light of the moon. Ah! never did
I feel more accutely the truth of the proverb,
“Those who go a-borrowing go a-sorrowing,”
than I did that night. -

My poor boy awoke ill and feverish, and I had
no light to assist him, or even to look into his
sweet face to see how far I dared hope that the
light of day would find him no worse.

SONNET

TO A WEAK AND DELICATE BABE.
BY A. J.

Poor gentle babe!—so fair—so frail—
8o lovely—yet, alas! so pale—
*Tis well thon hast a mother’s arm
To guard thy fragile forin from harm,
Alone, indeed, thou would’st but be
A feather on life’s stormy sea—
One moment on its waves to waver,
Then sink beneath its depths for ever—
Or like a snow flake in the sun—
Or like a tear in beauty’s eye—
Or like love's anger—quickly gone—
Or like the breath of ectacy— '
A spark let fall upon the sea—
A moment in Eternity.
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BALLADS OF THE RHINE.

BY ANDREW L. PICKEN,
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ST. GOAR.

§ A LEDGR.of the dilapidated battlements of the Castle of Rheinfels—overlooking many tiers of jagged and 10f¥
i precipices, is still commemorated in St. Goar and its neighbourhood as “ Tre Gyrsy's LEAF.”

Count Rapzivir walked through his hall with high and sounding tread,
‘While his proud breast held communion with the old and mighty dead ;
They gleamed upon him from the wall in many a trophied frame,

And through the storied windows blazed their *scutcheons all a-flame.
And he folded his mailed arms and cried aloud with haughty tone—

“ T treading in your warlike steps. 0! sires—behold your own!”

A flute.like langh rang out, as rings the skylark’s vaulting song,
‘When it riseth to salute the sun the gloried clouds among.

The father turned with melting heart and saw his child at play,
Rolling the ponderous cannon balls with childhood’s fond essay,
Or chasing far the glancing moth that o’er the rampart flew—

“ Another!”—quoth Count Radzivil—% my martial sires, for you!

“ Our name was written well of vld by unforgotten feres,

No parchment bore that signature impressed with blood and tears,
No whining beadsmen blest it, but a bold resistless sword

Bore it, like lightning, through the land, triumphant if abhorred.
Even as ye gave it, shall I bear your conquering banderol,

Ta fall before no mortal crest—as God shall sain my soulI”

Count Radzivil gazed o’er the Rhine from tlre dizzy rampart wall,

Where the towering eagle swam beneath, and the oak looked shrunk and small,
He traced his broad demesnes, the while his hard hands clutched the sword—
¢ Thou art the pen that made those bounds—a lordship and a word—

And God so keep me to despair, lost, fettered and bound down,

If sway of mine departs from thee—thou land-mark of renown!”

He led his youthful son around the bristliug battlement,
And held him while the cannon forth its thundering message sent.
And the boy forgot his bounding step, and bent his curls of gold,
For, stricken by a father’s grasp, he felt a sense of cold.
“'Tig thus,” said the old Paladin, *that honoured lives begin,

. So plume thy wings, mine eaglet ! —soar aloft, my Fridolin}

“ Look down where summer's mellow sweep looms richly o'er the Iand,
And revel in the golden smile that owns thy proud command,

Behold the loyal Rhine that drains the genius of the hills,

And the loftiest destinies of earth forehallows and fulfils.

And thou'rt a son of Rhine, my boy! bestir thee, and be proud,”

‘“ A dove I'd be,"—the child replied—*‘and nestle in yon cloud!”
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“ A dove, thou imp!—where did'st thou learn the dark ill-boding word—
Born in the kestrel's rocking nest, and taught to bite the sword?

*Fore brave Saint Rochus! could I think thou would'st thy blood belie,
I'd fling thee from thy jesses to seek fortune in the sky,

Or clenched within thine amber locks, the hands that bless thee now
Would hurl thee to the ravens that moan o’er the rocks below.”

5; U

"
“ The ravens—the old ravens, sire—oh! see them rise and wheel
Where eagle rarely rose before o'er keep of Radaivil—

1 ‘What seak they, oh! my father—that foul, dark, licentious brood,

} With their hoarse and hungry clainour and their scareless fortitude ™
¢ Yon gypsy carrion, that, like ripe fruit, loads the gibbet tree,

A fit feast for the foulest beak is Godless Zingari!”

“ What! the dark-browed strangers that forever at thy stirrup sped,
‘With wild halloo, and flaunting hair, and fleet and deer-like tread,
And looking up as in thine eyes some loving kingdom lay,

Where couched beneath a father's hand their lives might dream away?
Thou could'st not do this deed, lord count! or would that I might be
Cast lifeless to the winds like them—the faithful Zingari!”

Ere yet the gentle breath grew cold, or mind could turn and think,

Count Radzivil gazed spell-bound on the rampart's giddy briuk, \
For there—a spectre of dismay—a woman dark and wild,

Stood brandishing o’er the abyss, his mute and fainting child.

Her swoop was like the basilisk’'s—the boy high poised in air,

Chained the father *mid his jeopard hopes—an iwage of despair.

Rings—flashing like her native Nile, her tawny arms entwined—
Locks—wild and waving like its palms, lay on the heaving wind—
And eyes—the father saw but them—with deep and fitful shine,
Gleamed through her wilderness of bair, like rubies from the minc.
And slowly as the boa leaves its crushing, murderous fold,

1ler hissing utterance gave forth hier vengeance stark and cold :—

“ Pale-hearted slave 1—O0! dared'st thou think there was no merey left—
For her | —the famished witch-wolf—frenzied, heart-crushed and bereft,
Blood-battened ghoule ! —from forth the brazen flood-gates of thy pride
{ Did'st gaze on thy fell work, yet see no phantom by thy side?

, Did'st see not Vengeance' lurid eyes—hear Desolation’s shriek—

: Nor read those syllables of Hell, Guilt knows but dare not speak?

-

«The dead came dawn and bade me to a grim and hideous feast—
They bound mie to a solemn rite where Sathanas was priest—

And the ravens, gorged and dripping, marshalled up my gloomy road,
To reckon with the Rhenish wolf that laps Egyptian blood.

0! every drop from thy cold heart, like venoo's tears distilled—
Would weigh as light as cider-down with that which thou hast spilled,

«Ye scoffed their holy lives away--the dark and desart-bred—

Nor dreamt the maddened mother lived for vengeance on thy head—
Ye did not dread her sateless wrath, nor hear her hungry eries,

For the price of thy fell butchery—what think ye of the price?

A deed of might and right hath fali'n between my race and thine—
And I will deluge thy proud hearth as thou hast darkened mine!

« gweep down, ye kites! a fresher banquet waits your clotted beaks—

Rejoice—O! martyred Zingari! ’tis your avenger speaks—

Lo! 'mid the rolling mists of Nile our ghosts shall meet to-night,

And roam till the lust thunder o})es our ransomed path of light—

And thou—pale father! scek far down amid the jagged spicl,

For the atoms of the Gypsy and the Ieir of Radzivill” '
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LAUNTHAL.

A dream came o'er me onee—one sunny Sabbath afternoon,

In a winding glade of England 'neath the leafy arch of June;

A hush of heat stilled everything—and sweet, sweet was the sleep

That made old Memory’s honied tears rise from an urn so deep.

Mid'st slumber’s vista’d reach I saw a lone Bavarian maid

Come wandering, with sad, homeless smile, up through the emerald shade.

She still looked back as there was something that her young heart pined to leave,
And wept above the wild flowers as 'twere sweet with them to grieve.

And with a garish fitfulness—like the last song of the swan—

She murmured of “Green willows leaning o'er the peaceful Lahn.”

* Oh! buy my brooms, my merry maids ! —they are not half so fair

As the flaxen tendrils that the wind flings from your clouded hair,

But they were cut from willow trees where Home's sweet blessings twine,
And imaged with a loving truth from ringlets of the vine.

They will tell a pleasant tale as none but fairy willows can,

For they breathed above my childhood—those old dwellers of the Lahn.

# How often hath the vesper hymn their drooping garlands thrilled,
‘When young and old beneath their shade the day’s last task falfilled,
And the river seemed to listen as it gently stole away,

To the praise of Him who sceptereth mysterious night and day.
How often have we sate and sung—till the low moon faint and wan,
Btreamed o'er the dreaming willows—the old willows of the Lahn.

“ How often hath their silvery sweep waved childish cares away—
Their hushing whisper fallen like a nurse’s roundelay—

And when at midnight's anxious watch we heard the old trunks crack,
Have we looked around us to behold the reverend dead come back,
¥or our fathers, and the men of eld with whom our names began
Reared their altars 'neath the willows—the grey willows of the Lahn.

“1 hear the rastling welcome that at morning round us swept,

And the ever-sounding blessing that the noontide slumber kept,

I see the soft and gem.like tears that dewy evening brought,

Hang glistening on the g the pilgrim spider wrought.

My heart is wandering round them stil—at night—at noon—at dawn
The patriarchal willows—the old willows of the Lahn,

“ Two names were carved one summer eve on a dark half-hidden bough,
And a compact roade—I can but weep and wonder at it now!

For 'twas of shrined hearts which now, alas! are far astray,

‘Where every embered spark of Hope is wildly wept away—

And another symbol of the faith of thoughtless, thankless man,

Are our old ancestral willows—the dark willows of the Lahn.

“ No love was left me to brood o’er in those sweet trailing glooms,
S0 with heart within my knapsack I have come to sell my brooms,
To sing ye the old German songs that float above the Rhine,

To remind ye that the Saxon was our father—thine and mine—
To think in every corner till my weariest breath is drawn,

How I best may love, when far away, our Willows by the Lahn.”




RICHARD CRAIGNTON ;*

OR,

INCIDENTS AND ADVENTURES IN THE HISTORY OF THE * MARKHAM GANG.”

BY IHARRY BLOOMFIELD, ESQUIRE, F.R.8.

CHAPTER XI.

:Q‘O"L.these events, which have necessarily occupied
Dsiderable time in the detail, transpired nearly
a ‘.he same time. The attempt on the life of
x hitley in the cave was probably being made
%ut the same hour at which Nathan Gray
™Made his unsuccessful attack on Slatefield’s house.
¢ arrest of the three ruffians therefore took
ACe on the same day, and they were lodged in
Prison within a few hours of each other.

0 the meantime Dr. Burnet had been summoned
¥ I.{ichard Craignton to the bedside of his father.
Taignton was now so utterly prostrate that he
' not attempt to oppose or object to his visit.

deed, when intervals of consciousness returned,
xe believed that his last hour was come—that he
%uld neither live to renew his evil practices,
e“’ Lo repent them. He felt the bitterness of the
ndition to which he had reduced himself by his
edless and wicked association with villains.
n: Mourned as one who had no hope. He could
t".nor did attempt to conceal from himself the

% ble danger into which he had plunged; and
ls. Wife, who shared his fears, was still too sadly
w cken to attempt to offer him such consolation

Could alone have been available.

© his son he could scarcely summon fortitude

Ough to speak—even to look upon him cost an

000“ fully equal to his strength. He summoned

co‘:"ge enough to ask if anything had, in the

'se of the morning, been heard of Mr. Slate-

&z d, and when assured of his safety, he uttered
xclamation of pleasure.

13 son watched beside him, attending to all

e f‘il'ections which the doctor had given, with

. ety and care. The young man had not yet

€lded to despair, and he endeavoured to rekindle

® spark of hope, which, in his mother’s bosom,

hearly become extinct. To his father he

&ke- when he did speak to him at all, of that

. T Wf)rld which even the chief of sinners may

thpe to inherit if truly penitent, and trusting in

Ole great atonement. But the dying man
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only shook his feeble head, and muttered indis-
tinetly doubts and misgivings and fears. His sin
had found him out, and he would not be com-
forted. Early in the afternoon, he fell into a
deep sleep, from the effects of some draught
which the doctor had administered, and the
mother and son sat beside him, anxiously await-
ing the result. '

He had thus lain for an hour or two when the
young man, who had risen from his seat, and ap-
proached the window, observed a gig approaching,
in which two gentlemen were seated, while be-
hind them rode three countrymen on horseback.
Richard was alarmed and startled by seeing them
turn into the gate which led to the house, and
went to the door to meet them. .

At the first glance when he reached the deor,
he saw that it was Dr. Greenleaf and Captain
Willinton, and he nearly sunk with confusion,
shame and fear. He saw that the guilt of his
father had been divulged, and scarcely knowing
what he did, he turned to re-enter the house,
when recollecting himself he changed his pur-
pose, and advanced to meet them, trembling
though he was in every limb.

The Captain advanced frankly towards him.
At the first glance he recognized him as having
seen him on one occasion at Mr. Gardner's house
in town. He had forgotten him, as there had
been only a casual introduction, and they had
not been enough together to form an acquaintance
with each other. The young man took his ex.
tended hand with diffidence, and & burning blush
covered his cheek and brow.

« You will doubtless be astonished, Mr, Craign-
ton,” said Captain Willinton, “to see me here so
unceremoniously; but my intrusion upon you is
necessary. I hear your father is very ill, Wil
you suffer me for a moment to see him ?”

« My father, sir, I fear is dying,” the young
man replied, with a husky voice, * Nevertheless,
if such is your pleasure, I will not oppose your
seeing him.”

“ Thanks!” said Captain Willintop. “Our
visit will be brief, but it may be comforting.”

.~ ®Continued from page 165,
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Richard went in for a moment to prepare his
mother for the unexpected visitors, and then
returned to usher them to the bedside of his
suffering father.

He still slept soundly.

To Richard it was a moment of intense anxiety.
The meaning of Captain Willinton’s words he
could not fathom, but he coupled them in his
mind with thoughts of what he had heard of the
self-sacrifice of one of those who attacked him in
his home. He had persuaded himself that it was
to his father that Captain Willinton owed his life,
and he hoped—he knew not why—that now it
would be proved. 1le knew that this would not,
nor could not, wipe away the disgrace of his
premeditated crime, but at least it would shield
his name from the brand of murder, and to some
generous hearts, lighten the stain which would
rest upon his memory. e trusted also that it
might prevent the arrest of his father in his pre-
sent perilous and cnfeebled state, and should he
die, that his memory would be spared from the
obloquy which a public trial would entail upon it.

Captain Willinton, accompanicd by Dr. Green-
leaf, noiselessly approached the bed on which the
sick man lay, and for some moments looked upon
his features with a countenance expressive of
compasston. I{is bandaged arm was uncovered
by the bed-clothes, and the swolien limb, and its
discolored bue, immediately satisfied them that
they bad not been deceived. A glance passed
between them, which was the ozl y comment cither
then ventured, After a few moments, they were
about to withdraw, when Craignton awoke from
his long slecp, and discovered the straugers so
closely observing him.

Captain Willinton was personally unknown to

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

" thing but what your patient wants. Madam,” he

him. e had never seen him until the night of '

his encounter with him. Dr. Greenleaf, he had
before met, and him he immediately recognized.
But he instinctively guessed who his other visitor
was, and hastily endeavoured to cover Lis disabled
arm, while an exclamation of alarm and surprise
escaped him,

His wife was immediately beside him. She had
not spoken since the entrance of the strangers,
and her words were now only intended to couthe
and comfort the sufferer. Captain Willinton

Anoved from the bedside to give her place; but
he again drew near. -

“ Mr. Craignton,” he said, “1I find that T owe
you a life. T am come to thank you. Nay,” he
continued, addressing D, Greenleaf, who seemed

about to interfere, “ we want rothing from you

at present but your advice. Il hear nothing 1

else. Can you do anything for my frieng 2

e e e e, s
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¢ But, Captain,” said the doctor, hesitatingly,
“ you forget ?

1 forget nothing, my dear Sir,” replied the
Captain.  “You are skilful, and I want you to
exert your best.  There’s plenty of time for every

e e e

continued, to Mrs. Craignton, ¢ will you oblige
me with a moment’s conversation, while Dr.
Greenleaf sces to your husband’s state.”

Mrs. Craignton was dreadfully agitated. She
did not know who it was that spoke to her, and
yet she felt that he was one who had a right to
her gratitude and obedience. She immediately
made an effort to lead the way to another room,
accompanied by Captain Willinton. DBut the
sick man, motioning Dr. Greenleaf aside, begged
that he might for a few minutes see Willinton
alone. .

Captain Willinton immediately eomplied, and
the Doctor, accompanied by the amazed and .
wonder-stricken mother and to
another apartment. .

¢ Captain Willinton,” said Craignton, * yov
have acted gencrously. Iknow that I am dying
and could I believe that mercy can be shewn to
such as I am, your coming here, and your con-
duct now that you are come, would seem t0
promise it. But I must trouble you to listen t0 |
a fow words of explanation while my new fourd
strength remains.” :

* Not now, dear Sir, not now,” zaid the Caplaiﬂ N
Kindiy; “when you are better I will hear all——"

“ Forgive me,” said Craignton, it must be
now. I shall never in this world be better—1
fear I shall not in another. But now my e3”
planation must be made.” ‘

The Captain, hoping to soothe the suffering
man, permitted him to proceed.

“We are,” lie said, and his voice was slightl)c
agitated, “connected, though distantly, by blood”

Captain Willinton started.  Strange as it
seemed, the assertion did not surprise him,

“Tt is true,” continued Craignton, ¢ The
house in which you passed your eatly years, I at
one time believed, was mine. My uncle, for I
was left an orphan when a child, was the pro-
prietor of Granton ITouse—for my mother W85
of the Granton family. T was the only child ©
his only sister, and consequently his heir, and
grew up to my twenticth year, in the hope 2t
expectation that the house andsproperty woull
in the natural course of things be minc.
uncle had a brother, however, younger than hin¥®
sclf, and older than my mother, who, being of 2%
adventurous character, had in carly life, left his
home to seck a fortune in the East, at that 1i0°
the o Norado of aspirving youth, Afeer a fo¥

son, retired
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Years his friends ceased to hear from him, and
© was reported to have died in India. The
Teport was never doubted, aud when my mother
Warried g protégée of her brother, Winthrop
"_aignton, who had been left under his guardian-
ship, he declared that should  son be born to
them, that son would be his heir.
“I was their only child, and, as I have said,
an orphan,—for my father was thrown from his
Orse and killed, and my mother survived him
Only to give birth to me. 1 grew up under my
Doble unele's grardianship, as my father himsclf
% done, until my twentieth year, when my
“flcle died intestate, leaving me in possession of
'S cstate as heir. ‘The brother so long lost
Teturned, Ile shortly after came to us under
% ew name, for he had married the daughter of
",vf’eﬁlty patron, whose name he took, as a con-
t.“’n of the inheritance. His new name was
Winton, His claim was easily established, and
W8S not contested. Tle had grown up sons and
a“ghters, and when he had established his claim,
¥as left homeless, and was too proud to seek as
*boon wha I had so long been taught to believe
N fight;, I offended my new-found uncle by, my
g::ge, and he cut me off. This was your grand-
st er. I know not by what course of cirenm-
Mces you have been induced to leave your
e and country, but I heard from an agent
%M you had employed to buy some lands in
8 neighbourhood who you were. This man,
PPosing me poorer than I was, endeavoured to
u::lc'hn@ my farm for you, and as I was soured
. Writated by recent losses, I felt as if a new
t had been offered me, and that even here,
e_gmsping spirit of my uncle had pursued me.
e‘}d Dot stop to think that you had probably
r even heard my name, for you must have

t D & child, if born at all, when these events

DPlace, and probably before you were of
® 10 give attention to such matters, the name
““‘Y father and myself were forgotten words.

e“mstallces—of guilt and wretchedness, I became
w :ss?ciate of plunderers. I did become so, and
be " it was proposed that my first essay should

bnma- defon you, it seemed as if it were but retri-
tio
W,

Tneed not stop to tell by what course of cir- !

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

R, The ;ttempt was made, and failed; but |

0 1 saw your life in danger, a better fecling
Thed, and I, on a sudden impulse, interposed °

%8Ve you, So far my connection with the

plo
et Was fortunate. 1t wounld, without me, have
ho, ™ mado, and the result might have been more
h:ib]e- I have now said all, and ask you to

forgs

tave

Yeme. I will not ask you to interpose to
e from a public condemnation—which I

: whose place of residence, no whisper had ever
" reached him. He was scarcely less agitated than

i would willingly, if it is not asking too much, be

SN ]
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have earned—as I feel I shall not live, either to
expiate or to repent my crime.”

Captain Willinton was astonished to find in
such circumstances a reclative of whom he cer-
tainly had heard, but of whose existence, or of

the narrator himself.

“ My dear friend,” he said, after some moments’
silence, ¢ your revelation has pained me cruelly.
Whatever is possible, will be done to rescue you
from your present melancholy state. But the
first thing is to see to the restoration of your
health. I will myself be your security, should
it be necessary, for I will not disguise the fact
that it is probable a charge will be made against
vou, as one of the parties by whom my house was
threatened.”

« Tt shall not need,” said Craignton, with some
return of his former pride. * Death will avenge
you. Thank you, Sir, for your goodness. I

left alone.”

Captain Willinton called the wife to the bed-
side of her husband, and Dr. Greenleaf having
examined the condition of the patient, and ex-
pressed his belief that the treatment of Dr.
Burnet was perfectly in accordance with his own
views, they prepared to leave the house.

«“ Good day, young kinsman,” said Willinton
to Richard. “I find that my suspicions were
correct, and that I am your father’s debtor for a
life. Give yourself no further care, except about
his restoration to health.”

Richard was too smuch surprised to answer,
and before he had recovered his thoughts suffi-
ciently, the Captain had courteously bidden his
mother adieu, and the inmates of the house were
again alone. i

The kindly hopes which Willinton had ex-
pressed, however, it was soon evident, were without
foundation. Immediately after his departure, the
suffering penitent became much worse. Iis deli~
rium returned, and the fever, which had boen
temporarily checked, became more riotous than
ever, probably in consequence of the excitement
of the interview. The wretched wife lost all
hope. One of the neighbours, who had kindly
called, and who lived near Dr. Burnet, offered to
see him, and send him to the house of the patient
without delay, and thanking him for his kindness,
the young man gave all the attention of his
affectionate nature to soothe his mother's fears,
and minister to his father’s wants.

It was near midnight ere the Noctor came.
When he did, he shook his head mournfully, and
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told the sorrowers that it was vain to hope for
his recovery. He could not live till morning.
It were a needless task to dwell upon the

scene. It was one of unmitigated wretchedness—

too wretched even to afford the relief which may
occasionally be found in tears. Who could tell
the anguish of that unhappy wife—that hopeless
mother! He who had been the sunshine of her
early life—who had awakened her young heart
to love, and who for many years of wedded life
had worthily deserved the devotion of her true
and gentle nature—lay there before her, about to
die. .And what a death-bed was his! The good
who full of years are gathered to their sires,
have mourners round their beds. Tears are
shed beside them—prayers are said for them,—a
vacant place is left at the household board—a void
is felt in the hearts of the bereaved. But their
death is fondly believed to be but a change of
life—and such a change! In such circumstances
the loss of the living is indeed the gain of the
dead. Alas! not such was the death-bed of
Edward Craignton, although the promise of his
early life had pointed to such an end. Now he
lay stricken and dying in his sins—and in that
dreadful hour he knew not of the breaking hearts
beside him—knew not that she who lived only in
his life, bent above him with a heart breaking
with its untold agony. All unconscious, the dying
man Writhed with- pain—words of strange mean-
ing breaking from hislips, mingled with incoherent
and disjointed supplications for that merey which
his darkened mind could not comprehend.

And the young Mary, too! She who, with
her sunny face and joyous smile, had shed glad-
ness round the hearth, she too was there. Un-
heeded by the watchers, she had noiselessly joined
the group, and stealthily gliding to her mother’s
side, held her hand, and gazed’into her eyes,
with a look in which terror and grief and wonder
were strangely mingled. She knew that some
dread calamity approached; but she knew not
what it was, Of death she indeed had heard,
but it never occurred to her that those she loved
could die. Or rather, she had never thought of
it at all. What was Death to her? She had
never seen his power, and could not understand it.

The dawn found the wretched man still living,
but he had sunk into g lethargic state, which so
strongly resembled death, that the wife almost
believed the soul had left its tenement forever.
The stillness of the death-chamber was oppres-
sive, and it was broken only by the sobs which
burst at intervals from the hearts of the mourn-
ing group. Brief was the doubt. Awakening

L=

from his sleep, and with his mind unclouded, he
breathed, but so noiselessly that only in that

i
E
i

{ happiness—forhe was romanticenough to imagin®
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solemn silence the whisper could have been heards
the name of her who in his better days had been
the angel of his life:

“ Alice !”

The wife started, and bent over him eagerly
to listen.

He raised his hand, and drew her closer, as if
to speak, but the words remained unformed—
though his eyes beamed with the light of hopes
and his lips moved for a few moments, as if i
prayer—and then all was still,

Edward Craignton was dead.
- * * » * . . .

CHAPTER XIL
AGNES GARDNER, :
TaE reader will probably feel some surprise 8¢
the neglect which Agnes Gardner has experienced
at our hands. Her quiet life, however, passed 02
so samely that it required no comment. She 00 {
was heart-stricken by the calamity which bad
befullen him she loved. She had had her sun of
life obscured, and she wept bitterly at the blasting
of her own fair hopes—and far more bitterly for
him. Her father deeply felt for her, and he t00
shared in the deep grief of the unhappy lover
To him the young man was scarcely less des’ ]
than he was to Agnes. He felt towards him & |
debt of gratitude, which neither time nor sham®
could obliterate. But he did not attempt to coB”
sole his daughter by holding out hopes that sll
might yet be well, although in such hopes be
himself indulged; but they were far too vagt®
for him to venture to make her acquainted with
them. Though determined to do all in his })O“"’,r
to do, to save the youth, and secure his daughter®

the existence of such a thing as love—he did not
yet see his way sufficiently clear to justify bi®
in his own mind in raising expectations that migh
turn out baseless. .

Mr. Gardner had seen much of life. He w8
an old man—older in knowledge than in years™"
and his daughter was very dear to-him. e
loved her for the loveable qualities which fro
earliest youth had been of her being the bette’
part. Ie loved her because she was all ‘bf‘
remained of one who had been his own heart®
treasure. He loved her for her perfect trust 12
him, and for the unbounded affestion which B¢
knew she had ever borne for him. He felt, 0%
that he was the guardian of her peace. Thst!
was a duty which he owed her, to shield Bef
young life from harm, and to enable her to
up against the woes and pains which even
best and happiest must endure. He w
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her heqrt hope, the fulfilinent of which his own
Power could not com pass; aud it was with tenfold
“ution that, when he spoke to her, he spoke of

Oubt—one which, however, was momentarily
; q‘_leued-whether he was anxious to see him ex-
tl'f(“‘ted from his bitter fate, and restored to peace
© With the world and with himself.
Ut the good old man had not been idle, IIe
: '3 done g]] he could to save him, and he felt a
; tl»an(lllil hope that he would succeed. Ilow or
"hy, he knew not. It was one of those feelings
:Xpe(!tations—»trusts——whatever they may be,
P to tl}jh sometimes, with reason or without it, take
emselves shapes and forms within our breasts,
™ grow and flourish there, although unfed with
a“y Nourishment which to the reasoning man
PPears substantial. Perhaps it was his faith in
® Youth himself. He had seen him tried, and
%W his nature to be true and noble. Had he
%t done 5o he would not so freely have committed

3 moved—for whom life was prized, and death

as Prayed from his pillow to keep far away.
Mat was evening. They sat together, alone.
Y a time they had so sat before. She had
W en reading for him, and the subject—story, or
. 'Mever it was, that had occupied their atten-
“N~was exhausted. Pensively and silently they
t for many minutes, when Mr. Gardner

%poke

do;lt is very singular,” he said, that such
« B8 should be going on unnoticed.”
hat doings, father ?” said Agnes, looking
P from the book, which although she had ceased
at;::”:d, still appeared to engross her earnest
@ tl()n'
.YW have not heard, then?” Mr. Gardner
;:Sled, *Why, it was only the night before
that an honest man was murdered in his bed,
« Yobheq of all he possessed in the world.”
«y +0bbed and murdered!” exclaimed Agnes.
Wi
Only some few miles from our own door,
S; and in & country which until very lately
,.nm:‘”’-l’cely heard of such a thing. Thereis a
ngl:l: abrgad that the murderer has been
tyg ;. *}nd sent to gaol, but I do not know how
Yery :t 15.  Nobody seems to have taken any
-+ "VIBorous steps to repress the outrages we
l"ng};‘.he.ar of, and if such things go on mich
Pe""%,b 1t will soon be unsafe for honest and
- %able men to go abroad in the open day.”

)
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he"efore venture to speak one word to raise in

. an old friend of yours—Dr. Burnet.
icharq Craignton, and the restraint that was -
Pparent in his manner raised in her heart a |

is keeping the fate of his lovely and loving
8hes—for whom and in whom he now lived :
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“'This is terrible,” said Agnes. *“ Who is the
unhappy man ?"

“T did not hear his name; but he lived near
I have
written to him to enquire if he can furnish any
particulars.”

The mention of Dr. Barnet’s name, and of the
crime having been committed in his neighbour-
hood, was startling news to Agnes, She knew
that it was in that neighbourhood also that
Craignton lived, and she dreaded to enquire if
anything had been heard of the guilty parties,
lest the father of Richard should be among them.
Her father shared her fears, and had introduced
the subject partly with a view to prepare her for
such a shock, should it unhappily come; and
partly with the intention of endeavoring to re-
concile her to the idea of the parting which he
began, in spite of his hopes to fear, would be
forever. But he had not the courage to proceed,
when he saw the state of terrible agitation to
which she was reduced by the fear of such an
event.

There was a long silence which neither ap-
peared at all desirous to break, for both were
busy thinking. and their thoughts were such that
notwithstanding the confidence which each felt
in the other, neither was anxious to communicate.
The embarrassing pause was broken by the an-
nouncement of a visitor, a gentle'man who had at
one time been an aspirant to the hand of Agnes,
but whose pretensions had been courteously though
firmly declined.

-After the ordinary salutations had been briefly
made, the conversation became general, but as
the recent outrages occupied public attention, the
visitor soon found means to bring them under
review.

“Sad doings these, Mr. Gardner,” said Mr,
Worthington, “I hear that a poor old man
named Gregory has been murdered, and his
house plundered and burnt. Have you heard
anything of it ?”

« ¥ did not hear the name before,” Mr. Gardner
replied; “nor of the burning. The rest I did
hear of. It is very dreadful.”

« They say it’s the same gang that attempted
your friend Willinton’s life,” said Mr. Wor-
thington ; “and that one of them has been
caught.”

«Indeed!” said Mr. Gardner, not, daring to
look at Agnes. “ Did you hear the name ?”

« Gray or Graves, or something like it. But
they say there are many more implicated ; and

‘some men of means among the country people.”

« Have any of their names been mentioned ?”

7
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asked Mr. Gardner, maintaining an appearance
of calmness.

“Not that I have heard of. But we shall
probably learn more to-morrow. The Coroner
went down to see the body, but I have not yet
heard the result.”

«It is very terrible,” said Mr. Gardner, not
knowing what to say. -

« It is, indeed,” said Mr. Worthington. ¢ The
murder is said to have been one of almost un-
paralleled atrocity, for the victim was an old
inoffensive man—too old to resist, and living very
retired and peaceful. He was butchered in his
bed, probably without having heard the approach
of the ruffians. And after all that was valuable
g had been secured, the house was burned, it is
§ supposed, to conceal the deed.”

At this moment he glanced towards Agnes.
She was scarcely able to sit upon her chair, and
Mr. Gardner, who had during the latter part of
the conversation, been anxiously watching her,
started towards her to prevent her from falling.

*“QOh! my father!” she cried, as she fell fainting
into the old man’s arms,

“Be composed, dear Agnes,” whispered her
§ father. “There is no cause for fear. Mr. Wor-
thington,” he continued, addressing his visitor,
“ you will forgive us. My poor girl is not used
to hear of such dreadful things, and she has not
been well for sbme days. Your terrible story
has frightened as well as shocked her.”

“She seems wonderfully alarmed,” said Mr.
Worthington, with something nearly approaching
irony.

‘ She is,” said Mr. Gardner, and there was an
unusual sternness in his tone. * She probably
remembers that such too might have been my
fate once, had not aid opportunely come when it
was least expected.” .

“ I have heard of that,” said Mr. Worthington.
“The name of your rescuer seems in a fair way
of becoming famous.”

Agnes had by this time recovered something
of her former composure, and notwithstanding
the pang these words cansed her to endure, she
called her father’s attention to herself, to prevent
the angry reply that was rising to the old man’s
lip. Nevertheless, Mr. Gardner could not be
altogether silenced, and, turning to Mr. Wor-
thington, he asked his meaning.

* Nothing,” replied the latter, smiling. *“Noth-
ing. Only I have heard of your adventure, and
that Mr. Craignton came to the rescue. A name
something like it is mentioned among the mur-
derers and robbers now swarming throughout
the country.”

#Indeed I'™- said Mr. Garduer, suppressing his

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.
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emotion. “T thought but now you said you had
not heard the names.”

Mr. Worthington was a little put out, but 'he
saw that the arrow had struck, and he was satis”
fied with his triumph. He therefore very calmly
replied:

“Did 1? I believe I did; and I was correct
in saying so, for I heard them only as rumour®
and Rumour is ever a lying tale-bearer. But
the name was mentioned in my hearing, and
did not suppose there was any harm in mentioning
it again. DBut it is getting late, and Miss Gardn®®
will be the better of repose. Good-night.”

And with a self-satisfied and ruther triumph”‘t
air, Mr. Worthington departed, leaving the fathef
and daughter again alone; for the old man h'
not called assistance, his own fears leading his
to suspect that even his servants might guess
the cause of his daughter’s sudden indispositio™

« My dear Agnes,” said the old man tenderly’
“you are not fit to bear up with these sudde® |
shocks. You must school yourself to more €%
durance—or to forget.”

I cannot forget, father. If it were his 0';"‘
fault, I could not. Ilow then can I forget hiot
because he is unfortunate and unbappy! Besifies’
have not I a double motive for remembering hi®
Is it not to him that I owe the life of the
father that ever motheriess daughter was bless
with ?” )

“That you owe your father's life to him *
true, Agnes; and that you are grateful I do mo?
fully and firmly believe. I am not less grate!®
because to him I probably owe it that you b
been spared for me. But if these things
true, Agnes, he will never claim our gratitud“ oo
give us a chance of shewing it. Therefore v
give way to grief is needless, and will not av®
to save him. It is vain and needless to br!
your own heart—and mine—for what neitbef °
us can avert or remedy.”

“ We can weep for him, father;” said Agneﬂ'v'
sadly ; “and we can pray for him. Beside®
she continued, *it may not be true. Mr. wor
thington spoke as much from malice a8
knowledge. I saw him, when he did not gﬂ‘pe
that I was looking at him, and I know that
was proud of the chance of siying someth”
which he thought would wound me. Pr¢
me, my father, that while his own name i8 &
less, you will not desert him,” ~ g

¢ Desert him! I will never desert him.
own name always will be spotless. He iﬂ;ﬂ":,
pable of doing anything to tarnish an h

name. But he will not let us share 12 l::
father’s shame, and I like him for it. Hsd edl

sought my daughter after what has hi!}:?i:,}
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Would have despised him thoroughly, and—so
would yoy,»
Agues smiled sadly. Perhaps she thought
er father hasty in his judgment. Perhaps she
¢ Ought he did not quite know her. She knew
8t in the affections of her father, Richard was
"y rooted, and that whatever he did her father
Vould haye believed was right. She knew, too,
":t this confidence in him was based upon his
‘l‘ef that to him he owed her life, and she loved
' with 5 deeper love because she knew it.
o ® did not, however, attempt to combat his
Pinion, or to argue with him, and from her
lief (hat Worthington had spoken as much
"M g wish to believe what he spoke was true,
% that he believed it so, her mind was probably
Ot calm than her father's was; she begged
a:it he would permit her to retire, as she felt
Bued with the effort to maintain her com-
.ure, and her head ached painfully.
4 must first see you perfectly composed,
mﬁ:‘?sy" said her father. “I know you have
;" to bear, and that the least of your concern
O yourself, But you are young yet, and this
fortune, deep and painful as it is, must not be
ered to dwell upon your mind. You will yet
happy.n
n “Lam perfectly composed, my father—happi-
I hardly can expect. Already I have learned
3 Richard feared. Mr. Worthington has
(x:lght me how ready the world would be to
b Ueot us with the deeds which have clouded

o?hfﬂtbex’s character, But I.will prove worthy

im,”

m: You have always been so; and perhaps aﬂ'airs
Ih}; yet t.ake a happier turn than we expect.
y°ux-ve written to Willinton, with a history of
N Iﬁl‘St acquaintance with young Craignton,
Wwhi ha‘ve faith in him that he will do nothing
ey his duty to the country dues not require
« Chgeance on his father.”
. ut, these later crimes!” cried Agnes, with
“ Udder, « I fear to think of them.”

-

how fast in1 tidings travel, and had Ae been con-
With them, we would have heard of it.”
ik l; gardner spoke cheeringly, and something
nj ope that he spoke truly existed in his
» Which instinetively communicated itself to
8. They soon after separated for the night,
at BNes retired to her room to think over all
she had heard. ‘
, od very sad thoughts they were. IHer posi-
™83 a singular one. She had no confidante
Yeur T ©Wn age and sex, and she spoke unreser-
Thgy 10 her father of her heart’s inmost feelings.
¢ ®onfidence that had long existed between

et o e s o

hen @o not think of them at all. We know |

!
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them was perfect. The old man, when the
mother of his Agnes died, had mourned deeply,

and for many months had refused to be comforted. )

But when the fair young girl climbed upon his
knee and kissed his face, in spite of himself he
bhad been won to forgetfulness of his grief. He
had ever since cultivated her heart as a mine of
purity and truth, and the images it delighted in
had ever been freely cpened to his view. With
him she had no reserve, and he believing her
incapable of wishing aught that he could find it
proper to refuse, had yielded to her wish in every-
thing. And when young Richard Craigiiton had
begun to share in her warm affections, though
she for a long time kept it secret—and it was her
first from him—yet when he did succeed in eli-
citing it from her reluctant lips, she disclosed the
whole of her young heart’s hopes and fears ; and
he, full of trust and confidence in the boy—for
boy at that time he was—had rather nursed and
fostered the tender plant than endeavoured, as a
less fond parent might have done, to repress its
growth. Now he felt that he owed it to her that
nothing in his power to do should be left undone
to prevent it from bearing bitter and unwhole-
some fruit, and blasting with it the fair and
hitherto unclouded lives of the true hearts it
warmed.

Agnes felt and knew all this. She knew her’

father fondly wished to secure her happiness.
But she felt as if he were sacrificing all for her,
and that he was about to tarnish the fair name
he had ever borne by a connection which through
her, he evinced his willingness to form. Should
she accept his kindness? Was it repaying him
as he deserved? Would it not be better to hide
her grief even from his eyes, and accept at once
the offer which had been made by Richard to
release her? Mr. Worthington’s remarks had
opened up to her a new train of thought, for
until now she had not viewed it in this light.
But then the thought of Richard in the frank
nobleness of his upright heart rose up before
her. She saw him again before her—his once
open and manly eye, dimmed with sorrow and
with shame, as he recounted the misery with
which his father’s cruel deeds had covered him,
and her first high resolve was shaken, She felt
that he in renouncing her had made the sacrifice
most painful to his beart. She knew the depth
and purity of the feeling with which he loved
her. It was such asin her own heart of hearts
she felt fox; him, and she knew its worth. Was
she to renounce all this because one whoth he
could not control, and whom he had ‘until- then
revered and loved, had become lost to honor and
to good? No, no. It was a cruel state fur a
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heart like hers, which would have shrunk from
the thought of wounding the feelings even of a
wretch or outcast. She knew not what to do—
what path to follow. She longed to pursue that
which would most conduce to the happiness of
both-—the father and the lover. But how to
choose she knew not.

But was the choice left to her? This was a
new question that rose up in her mind. Would
the lover again seek her? She could not hope—
could not believe it. And she could not seck
him. He had renounced her—had parted from
her, and his own lips had said that on earth their
separation must be forever. Since then she had
heard of him only indirectly and at intervals,
and thcugh she knew that she dwelt in his
thoughts, she knew also that unsought he would
not retwrn.  All around and about was doubt
and darkness, and vain imagining. She wearied
herself with thinking, and even when she knelt
at the Throne of Grace, and offered up the incense
of her pure and gentle soul to the Author of all
good, she felt that the things of earth were
mingled with her earnest supplications. The
names of her father and of Richard were almost
unconsciously to herself uppermost in her prayer.

And at that very hour, though she knew it
not, Richard prayed and wept for her. In the
stillness of the death-chamber, beside the body
of his dead father, the young man knelt. The
bitterness of his first grief was over, and he could
calmy review the past. His father had indeed
greatly and terribly sinned. He had outraged
the laws of heaven and of man ; but he had paid
for it with his life, and notwithstanding his agony,
he had seen a smile—a smile that hope only could
have kindled—upon his lip as he expired. He
had seen in his eye a faint beam of joy, and he
trusted that even in that late hour he had been
enabled to repent, and that he had found forgive-
ness where alone forgiveness could avail him. He
fondly cherished the idea, and it robbed his

breast of half the pang which for many days had
torn it.

RICHARD CRAIGNTON

If in his heart rose up a thought of self, and of |

his own woes, he endeavoured to crush it back

to the earth of which it was begotten. In that

lone hour, it seemed to him like sacrilege to think
of earthly things, and he moulded his thoughts
to the deep melancholy which belonged to the
scene around him. Byt still, at times, the face of
his gentle Agnes, wet with tears, was visible to
his mental eye, even as if she had stood before
him in her gentle loveliness and uncomplaining
SOTTOW. . .

Oh! could the dead man beside him have known
the desolation*which his evil deeds had caused—

V.

e e

could he have forescen what was to follow from
the reckless step he had made in crime, what
inducement would have been strong enough t0
have borne him downwards? But he knew not—
heeded not—recked not. Passion and discon*
tent had held the mastery, and they had made
him their slave, to do their will, and lead him t?
destruction—to the destruction of his own lifer
and the loss of peace to all who in his bette’
days had been dearly loved. Guilty though b€
had been, it was sad to think of him—to think ©
what he might have been, and what he was.

And the widowed mother! What of her?
How had she borne her new affliction ?  Strang®
it may seem; but, tenderly as she hag love
him, kindly as she bad nursed him, when th_e
first shock of her grief was over, she felt his
death had in it something of the character ©
relief. It may have been that she hoped the
blight that had fallen upon his name would n®
descend upon his children, to blast their hope$
of happiness. Of herself she had long ceased ¥
think, except when her life was necessary to tho®
she loved; and to him, even had he escap®
unpunished, life must have been without joy or
comfort. The smile which in the hour of deaths
had dwelt upon his features—the first which b
had seen there for many days,—to her hopef
and trusting spirit spoke of that merey which, eve"
through all her trials, she had never doubteds
and she was buoyed np with anticipation ﬂ.'“t'
she might again meet him, purified from his si8
and crimes, in that world where sorrow can?®
come.

(To be continued.)

TO AN ENGLISH VIOLET

IN THE POSSESSION OF*A FRIEND OF THE
AUTHOR.

BY D. D. D.

Child of a fairer clime!

Thou look’st forlorn and lonely,
Ah! long'st thou for the time

‘When other lands shall own thee ?
Or dost thou think of those

‘Who owned thee as their treasure ?
Ah! banish all thy woes

And turn thy thoughts to pleasure.

~

Memento of the past!
Oh! bloom in all thy sweetness,
Around thy fragrance cast,
Nor pass away with fleetness,
Remind us of the days
‘When we ne'er thought of sorrow.
To joy our spirits raise,
And cheer us for the morrow.
. e
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CHAPTER X. ( would have somewhat improved his wife; but she !

:

<

)

i

g —_ ' had only grown more utterly selfish, more pas-
! It was a cold damp evening in autumn; the rain ° sionately devoted to the world. The time passed
! Mournfylly pattered against the windows of Mr. " in her husband’s society was to her interminable,
. Morton’s drawing-room, and it required the bright and she contrived so well between the ball room
i fire and pleasant lights within, to enable the mind ~ and the opera, that it rarely happened she was an
{ tothrow off the disagreeable impression its dreary . hour with bim. Where could Mr. Morton turn
! soung produced. The wife,husband and daughter, for comfort? The kind, gentle child, he had
? Were alone together. Reclining full length on a  once so fondly loved, was now virtually estranged
1

M

|

®ouch, drawn close to the cheerful blaze, Jay Mrs. , from him; and the cold distant intercourse that
Morton, She was reading aloud from one of the | subsisted between them was more unendurable
Insipid novels of the day, whilst her husband, | than the neglect, the indifference of his heartless
Uried in an arm chair, watched the glowing | wife. Other sorrows too embittered his existence.
®mbers with a sad, dreary look, that told his i

The unbounded extravagance of Mrs. Morton, the
thoughts were far away. Apparently listening

!

(2 enormous sums she daily expended, tended to

to the story, Amy sat at some distance, but the ! impoverish his rich estates, whilst a lawsuit con-

Anxious tenderness with which she regarded him, s cerning the validity of his title to one of them

told thay he alone was the subject of her reflec- E was an additional source of unhappiness and

Hots, ix long years had passed since they were | anxiety. A cough, which he had neglected at

- Bstintroduced to the reader. Amy was the least : first, was soon succéeded by more dangerous

changed of any. A certain quiet dignity, which 3 symptoms, and at length the kmowledge was

'8 usurped the place of her former childish i revealed to him that he was the destined victim
tlmi‘ﬁty, and a deeper shade of thought in her ¢

ark eyes, alone told that the shy girl of seventeen i

Wasnow the woman of twenty-three. Mrs. Morton |

™as altered, but much for the better. Her beauty |

Was more fully expanded, and time had but added |

Tesh Joveliness to that fuir girlish brow. But E

T. Morton ! sad indeed was the fearful change !

Wrought in him. The raven hair was thickly |

; Strewn with silver; the form once so erect and l

‘% ,""‘nly, was now bowed alinost to the ground; !

Whilst the unnatural brightness of the hollow eye |

and the dry hacking cough, that at times con- | longer entertains one particle of that affection,

ﬁ Vulged hig frame, shewed that he was not long 1’ Nor have I deserved it.”

Or earth, K g Such were some of the reflections that imparted

i

{

!

i

)

!

i

§

|

)

of pulmonary consumption, Strange! he felt no
emotions of fear or regret. Life had no future
charms for him, and there were times when he
longed to see the end of his pilgrimage approach, -
and to be at rest. Tife only ties that bound him
to earth were his wife and child. The fqrmgf
he bitterly thought, would not mourn him long ;
and Amy! ought she not to rejoiee at her deli-
verance from a stern parent, who remorselessly
blighted her dearest hopes?  “ It is evident,” he
thought, * that though she once loved #ne, she no

And how had thd:"lgng period which had | so sad a shade to his high brow; when his reveric
“lapsed been passe N ‘“Ip unceasing pleasure
8nd dissipation. Séte was succeeded by
:u"ther, one entertainment but concluded to make
%0m for 5 following, and Mr. Morton, infatuated
8 he was, at length discovered that his hopes of
Vedded happiness, of domestic felicity, were at |
8 but idle dreams. Bitter indeed was the !
Tuth, but at last it burst upon him with over-
elming consciousness, and from that hour |  “You are then going, Louisa ?”
%Ppiness had been a stranger to his heart. Ile ;  “Most assuredly, Why, what e question!
hﬂped that years and increasing cxporience gYou know all the élite of rank and fashion will
#Continued from page 173,

§

¢

§
was interrupted by his wife, who throwing aside %
her book, glanced at the time-piece, and ex- %
claimed:

« But ’tis very late, and as I do not wish to i
look like a ghost to-morrow night, I must retire S
to rest.” 5

Her husband glanced at her with an expression 3
of pain.

)




N A A At N i N N

M A A AR A A ARARA A A& A AR S AN AR A A AR A S AR AAAA AR AAAN

218 THE STEPMOTHER.

o~ e - P

A
¢
!
;
|

g
»
e A

be there, and not for worlds would I missit. A !  She spoke truly. For weeks before she h

fancy ball at the Countess of Lawton’s would
indeed be an irreparable loss. Come,
Morton,” she continued, rising, “ I am surc you

the other evening, and Sir George, though he
strove to say some nonsense about your being
more interesting, was evidently a good deal an-
noyed.”

that his opinion is utterly worthless to me ?”

for I know better.
your union as certain, ’tis useless to disguise it

mitted his devoted attentions ? Why is it that
he rarely, if ever, dances, converses, attends on

justly remarked the other day, ‘no one thinks

followed her stepmother.

i
i
g
%
%
|

- Morton, radiant with loveliness, entered the saloon.

appear in—a,

succes:

er girl; 48 empress, a sylph, had
y proposed and rejected ; but at
. 18 that in all probability she would
1 the queen of be night, she selected the Even-
ing Star. The dazzling robe of silver tissue,
shewing off to admitable advantage, her light,
_exquisitely proportioned figure, ‘the brilliant
‘&gr-tha.t flashed and glittered of her brow,
{ imparted an almost heavenly character to her
beauty; and her husband, dazzled and bewildered,
gazed on her in speechless admiration. But this
expression wad soon chased away by a look of
pain, and he murmured:

¢ Louisa, I have a request to make of you, I
know well what I ask, but surcly you cannot,
you will not refuse the first I have ever made
since the hour I called you mine, Will you con-
sent to remain at home to-night ?”

“Mr. Morton! are you mad or dreaming ?”
asked his wife, sinking back on a sofa in inex-
pressible astonishment,

* Neither,” was the sad reply ; “but ill and
unhappy. I entreat of you, Louisa, if ever you
entertained one feeling of affection for me, to
renounce this festival, and pass this one evening
at home. You cannot imagine how desolate,
how wretched I feel,”

“’Tis impossible ! utterly impossible, Mr.
Morton! Nothing on earth could induce me to
make such a sacrifice.”

D~
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require repose, for you looked so dreadfully pale :

“Have I not already told you, Mrs. Morton,

¢« Nonsense, child! you need not look so angry‘,
When every one talks of

from me. Why for six long years have you per- !

any one but you? As his sister Lady Travers |
now of asking is it to be, but when is it to be?’” !

Feeling all reply was unavailing, Amy rose, |
and after bidding her father good night, passively |

The next evening at the appointed hour, Mrs.

How magy hours of intense study had she passed |
ere she could decide upon ge character she would

thought of nothing by day, dreamed of nothif
! nothing short of an earthquake or some publi¢
) calamity could have persuaded her to give it up.

* You refuse, then?” he interrogated, while his
i lip slightly quivered.

i “Really, you are the most unreasonable being
i I ever knew,” she pettishly replied. ¢ Because
{ you see I have made up my mind to go, you
! wish to debar me of this pleasure.”

{  Mr. Morton merely looked at her, but these
; dark expressive eyes spoke volumes of reproach,
g and he then averted his gaze. Amy had listened
¢ with a grieved heart to the foregoing conversa-
f tion, and after a moment’s pause, she murmured
{ in a low timid voice:

; “Permit me to remain. I will be but too
s happy.” He waved his hand in token of dissent
¢ and she sadly followed her stepmother, who, after
j hesitating a moment at the door, carelessly bade
s her husband good night, and left the room. Her
§ conscience at first upbraided her, but her self-love
{ soon afforded her ample reasons for acting 88
i she had done, and by the time she reached the
| carriage she had worked up her mind to the
convietion that she was a much injured personage
and that her husband was the most capricious of
men.

To return to Mr, Morton. His spirit crushed
and wounded, he sat, his head buried in his
hands, revolving thoughts bitter beyond expres-
sion. When he reflected on the unvarying ten-
derness which he had ever displayed for the
heartless wife who thus refused to make even the
slightest sacrifice for him, when he called t0
mind the once devoted love of the daughter
whose happiness he had blighted to gratify the
caprice of that wife, and lastly, the pale sweet
face that now too often haunted his dreams,—the
mother of his child still looking on him with-
affection, though blended with gentle reproach:
Humbled to the dust, he exclaimed, in the bitter-
ness of his sorrow:

“Ihavedeserved it well! Even to be forsakem
deserted by all! My God! Thou art but just!”

A soft foot-fall behind him caused him to turds
and there stood bis daughter. One glance at the
simple morning dress which had replaced her
festal robe, at the dark hair divested of its glit-
tering gems, told him all. Involuntarily he ex-
tended his arms, and Amy, with & bursting soby
sprang into them. In that long passionate em”
brace the estrangement of years was forgivel
and forgotten. .

“ My child! my child!” he at length murmured:
“This happiness is more than I expected, more
R RSV
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by night but shining as the Evening Star, and § 7
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ﬂf“n I deserved,” and again he strained her to
“A8'heart with the yearning love he had done in
¢hildhood, But his arm relaxed, and, overcome

Y & fit of weakness, to which he was latterly
Ofteﬂ subject, he sank back pale and gasping in

®Motion on his exhausted frame, she exclaimed

With 5 forced smile, which her quivering lip
lied;

g at home with you to-night, uninvited, to
theer and amuse you, not to render you more
Unhappy.”
“Ah! my Amy,” he rejoined, in a solemn
tone.  « You know not, you cannot divine what
Uspeakable happiness fills my heart. Could
You but jmagine what agony the coldness that
$ubsisted between us has inflicted on me for the
Past dreary months. How often have I longed
cl*lsp you to my breast, to pour forth my sor-
Tows, my misery, into your sympathizing ear.
Bu feared you no longer loved me. I feared—."
." I entreat of you, dearest father,” interrupted
his daughter, in a pleading tone, “not to speak
thus, Never did my heart beat with more devoted
% for you than now. Believe me, every sigh
YU breathed I but re-echoed. Every pang that
Woundeq your feelings hurt mine as deeply. But
Now thig unnatural, this sinful estrangement, is
l‘e"‘OVEd; we shall be to each other what we unce
&ve been. Many days of happiness are yet in
Store for ys.” }
“ Nay, nay! my own Amy,” he replied, sadly
al)“l‘iﬂg his head. * That cannot be. My days
§ €arth are numbered, and so far from mur-
Uring against a God of Mercy for taking me
a_w‘y when life was more endurable, I but thank
'3 goodness for the bright ray of happiness that
llas lumined its close. A blessing I was infin-
Y unworthy of.”
“You will break my heart!” she passionately
e*‘ﬂaimed, “if you talk thus. Oh! why embitter
°h & moment as the present by those agonizing
r.eﬂections? No! my dearest father,” she con-
"Mued, i & more cheerful tone. “ Hope shews
ol:ﬁghter prospect—you shall live to a happy
"illage’ honoured and beloved, whilst your Amy
Bever, never leave you.”
o ould it might be so, but Heaven has decreed
. TWise, Promisc me, my beloved,” he con-
Ted, caressingly laying his hand on the dark
blgses of his daughter, who, unable to dissem-
further, bowed her youthful head upon the
«p, 288 of his chair and sobbed convalsively.
Promige me, when I am gone, to cherish for my
din:; her whose faults are the result of her ill-
0\"‘1‘1 education, not of her heart. I chose
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18 chair. Alarmed for the effects of this violent :
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{ her for her beauty, and I have been well re-

warded.”

He sighéd bitterly as he spoke. A long and
painful silence followed, which he was the first
to break, by saying:

“’Tis at least consoling, she will not grieve
long for a husband she never loved; and you, my
precious one, when the period of your mourning

: has expired, trifle no longer with your happiness.

. “My dear father! T took the liberty of remain-

$

N

Accept him, who though he is not the being I
would have selected for you, is yet your heart’s
chosen.” :

With a look of bewildered astonishment, she
raised her head. “I know it all, my child.
Louisa has told me. Nor can I blame you for
concealing it. ’Tis the just reward of my un-
worthy conduct, on a former, similar occasion.
All T ask is that my unceasing, my unwearied
prayer, may be heard, and that you may be happy
as the bride of George Markham.”

“ George Markham!” replied his daughter,
with a convulsive start. * Oh! how greatly you
are deceived. Hear me, my father! at your knees
I solemnly declare that I have never entertained
one thought of Gedorge Markham, nor of any
other being but ——.” She stopped abruptly,
whilst the rich crimson mounted to her temples,

“ Amy! whatdo L hear?” exclaimed her father,
in a voice of agony and remorse. *“ Has Lonisa
then deceived me, and can it be that you are
faithful to your first love? Oh! Amy, my child,
how bitterly I have wronged you. Listen to me,
and when I have concluded, say if you can for-
give me.” His head fell heavily on her shoulder,
With a cry of terror she sprang to her feet and
raised him. He was dead.

That shriek so wild, so fearful, brought in the ’

attendants. The physician was immediately sent
for, buthisremedies were of no avail; Mr. Morton’s
spririt had taken flight forever. Finding he could
render no service to the dead, the doctor’s next
step was to despatch a note for Mrs. Morton,
Fearing to shock her too much by communicating
the whole truth, he merely said her husband was
dangerously ill, and that her presence was required
instantly. With a palpitating heart the young
beauty left the ball-room, where she had indeed
been the undisputed Evening Star, and pale and
trembling entered her carriage. In vain she strove
to re-assure herself. Something told her that a
crisis was approaching. She recalled to mind his
sad appearance, his eloquent appeal for her to re-
main with him; with fretful impatience she called
on the servant to drive faster and faster, though
his horses were dashing along at the neost frantic
speed. Arrived at home, without waiting to listen
to her maid, who, pale and agitated, stood near
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the door, evidently awaiting her, she bounded
up stairs, and burst into hqr husband’s dress-
ing room.

THE STEPMOTHER.
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He was lying on;the bed, whilst .

his daughter, her small hands rigidly clasped

together, knelt beside him, more like a corpse

than an animated being. Another glance told

insensible to the earth. Amy moved not a mus-
cle, but as if turned into stone, fixedly regarded
her. The servants-entered and removed the
wife, whose glittering robe, and gems, and flowers,
seemed so awful a mockery in the chamber of
death; but the daughter, in a cold, imperious tone,
fearful in one usually so gentle, commanded them

_to quit the room and leave her with the dead.
- No one dared to disobey ; and during the rest of
that long night she knelt at her post, her father’s .

icy hand clasped in hers, while her eyes were
immovably fixed on the rigid features which
looked so ghastly, so awful, in the flickering light
of the dying lamp. -

CHAPTER XI
Irwenld be a vain attempt to endeavour to pour-
tray the overwhelming agony with which the
two or three succeeding'days were fraught to the
bereaved child. And yet she gave no outward
mark of the bitter sorrow that fed upon her heart.
With a cold unnatural calmness, more fearful
than the wildest paroxysmns of grief, she saw the
time approach when those beloved r¢mains would
be forever removed from her view, and yet even
when they laid him in his coffin, and she imprinted
the last impassioned kiss of affection on his icy
brow, no tear moistened her burning eyelids, no
sigh escaped her surcharged breast. Crushed,
bowed to the earth, she sought her chamber,
though not to give vent to her grief. No! that

. relief was denied her, and it seemed as if the suf-

focating, the fearful weight that pressed upon her
heart would never be removed. Alone in her
anguish, no kind voice to whisper consolation, to
counsel resignation, she felt that she was aban-
doned, forgotten by all, and with a prayer, whose
wild fervour must have been sinful in the eyes of
her Creator, she implored to be removed from a
world that had now no further tie to bind her.
On the point of arraigning the justice of that
Providence which had heaped such sorrows on her
head and yet allowed her to live, she raised her
eyes towards Ieaven. They féll on the portrait
of her mother—that mother who had watched
over her with such tenderness, striving so ear-
nestly both by precept and example, to inculcate
in her youthful mind the pure precepts of religion,
and the necessity of submitting in everything to

"her the truth, and with a stifled cry she fell ¢

e

the will of Heaven. She sank upon her knees t0
entreat forgiveness for her daring murmurs, The
fountains of her grief were unsealed, and, burying
her head in the pillows of the couch, she found
relief in a passionate flood of tears. Long, long
she knelt. The sun had sunk to rest, the dark-
ening shades of twilight had filled the room, and
been succeeded by the thick clouds of night; and
yet she prayed and wept on. Suddenly she felt
a hand laid lightly on her shoulder. With a cry
of alarm she looked up. It was her stepmother
Softly setting down the lamp which she held, ot
the adjoining_stand, she said in a low subdued
tone:

 Pardon my intrusion, Miss Morton. I should
respect the sacredness of your sorrow. But, good
Heavens I” she exclaimed, as the light fell oB
Amy’s features. *How fearfully changed yo!
are! Amy! Amy! you must not give way to this
violent emotion. T'will kill you.”

A fresh burst of grief was her only answer
Gently she drew the sobbing girl to a seat, and {
continued: H

“ Nay, weep not thus. I have sought you t0
assuage your sorrow, and not to increase it.
Bitterly as I feel myself A

“What is your grief to mine!” was the pa*”
sionate reply. “I have lost a kind, fond father.”

« And I a husband!” said Mrs. Morton, in &
low voice.

“Oh! what was the love you entertained foF
him in comparison to my boundless affection ?”

A faint flush passed over the cheek of the
young widow at this cutting remark, but she 8%
how little the speaker contemplated offending her
After a slight pause she murmured reproachflﬂlyi

« And think you that I have suffered nothing 7
Amy involuntarily raised her eyes,and she almost
started at the colourless hue of the lips, the Pﬂ‘"
lour of the cheek, enhanced yet more by th?
flowing, sable robes that enshrouded her gil‘ﬁs"
figure. The sudden shock Mrs, Morton h®
received in the death of her husband, had 1aid
her on a bed of sickness; and the two days suc
ceeding his decease she was insensible to
around her. At length her strength in som®
degree returned, and one of her first enquirie®
was for Amy. Her French maid having give?
her a most pathetic account of Mademoisell®
who remained shut up in her room refusing o
see any one, she resolved to seek her. To spe®
truly, a most unpleasant feeling of loneliness 3"
nervousness, which she in vain tried to dispet”
had taken possession of her. Cold, ungl‘affef
as her heart might have been, the sudden dest
of even a husband on whom she had bes“:;:ep
but little affection, made for the time, a,,.,,«""
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mMpression on her mind, and somewhat quelled
°r haughty spirit. Conscience also reproached
T, for the selfishness and ingratitude she had
S¥er shewn him, even on the last night his spirit

4 Y83 on earth ; and it was with a feeling of timi-

dity, akin to terror, that she passed alone througlh
© apartments he bad so lately occupied. Any
lety would have been a relief to her, and she
*lt she would indeed be grateful if her step-
%ghter would consent to share her chamber.

't was therefore in a pleading tone that she
treqted Amy to pass the night with her. But
the latter sorrowfully shook her head, and her
“wpanion perceiving it would be idle to combat
. ® determination that sat in those sad, tearful
": %, dropped the subject. After some time the

Olent emotion of Amy somewhat subsided, and

N Serioug, grave conversation that ensued, tended
er to tranquillize her. The night was far
:?;;ﬂ(:ed ere Mrs. Morton rose to go. After

Ing her stepdaughter “good night,” in a more
he‘:"_ﬁm'late tone than she had ever yet addressed

In, she left the room. But no sooner had she

the threshold than she re-entered, and

'l.yed Amy to accompany her to her door.
ith ap undisguised start of astonishment the
the T complied ; but she made no remark, and
. Y Proceeded in silence down the long dimly-
8Ated corridor that led to Mrs. Morton’s apart-
ent, They had to pass her husband’s study,
® door of which was ajar. Of course it was in
darkness, The windows had been opened

Mmit the air, and & cold chill, like & breath
fel:n the grave, seemed to issue from it. Amy

B convulsive shudder run through her com-
'f%c:n’,s frame, who grasped her arm with nervous
M and hurried with a rapid step past the
N ed spot.  With a sigh of intense relief, she

back on the luxurious sofa in her dressing-
il’e Whose cheerful wax lights and pleasant
? Presented so vivid a contrast to the gloom
darkness she had just left.

hank you! thank you! Miss Morton; I never

°tld have had courage to have come without
HOu. But are you not afraid to return alone?

Mse must accompany you,”

he“%rnoiselle lifted her hands and eyes to
bee % in mute deprecation of this cruel decree,
hOw:vhe dared not remonstrate. Her heroism,
gy o Was not put to the test, for Amy ex-
vblen in a tone whose sadness was somewhat

« Af,
%

Rllt

of

with reproach:

'Taid! oh! how can we fear those we love?”

8 true! Yet I am so foolishly nervous.
night, my dear child, and do, I entreat

h Fetire to rest immediately, in consideration

i\zofﬁ health and spirits.” :
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Gently inclining her head, Amy took the light
from the table and left the room. But she passed
not again with the same rapidit$ the apartment
of her beloved parent, and wlten\g, she closed
the door behind her. The utter loneliness, the
sad forsaken look that pervaded it, struck like a
cold chill upon her heart. She advanced to the
table, on which were his books and writing desk.
The large easy chair was yet drawn up in the
position he had last left it. Yes! all was un:
changed, but even that sameness helped to tell
the fatal truth. The withered flowers in the
rich vase were yet unreplaced, whilst a thick
coating of dust had accumulated on everything
around. How eloquently did this neglect, this
carelessness, speak | With a bursting heart she
turned to the stand, and raised the open pamphlet
thatlay upon it. A case containing her minature,
and that of her stepmother, which had been exe-
cuted in the first month of her marriage, lay
beneath, The side which bore Amy’s image was
uppermost, as if she had been the last object that
her futher’s fond eye had rested on. Again, all
her fortitude, her resolutions, were forgotten, and
covering her face with her hands, she gave way
to another wild paroxysm of grief. The clock "
in the apartment shortly struck the hour, and
its solemn, heavy tone, reverberated with a loud
echo through the deserted chambers and empty,
corridors. With a stact, Amy sprang to her
feet, and after another fond agonizing glance
around, songht her own room..

Hours, long hours, had sleep shadowed the fair
brow of Mrs. Morton ere it descended on that of
her youthful stepdaughter, and when at length it
closed her eyes, the stdden starts, the heavy
sighs, told that it brought but little rest.

But the bitterest, the most overwhelming sor-
rows, yield at length to the softening influence of
time, and the period arrived when even she ¢ould
calmly speak of him, calmly dwell on his virtues
and his many endearing qualities. Yet the sad
shade'that so oft clouded that gentle countenance,
told she never forgot him. Amy’s distinguishing
trait was constancy, and an image once throned in
her heart, she ever after clung to it with a tena- -
city which absence, time or ingratitude, could
never lessen. Once when revolving in her mind
the touching scene which had preceded his death,
the strange words he last had uttered recurred to
her. What act had he then committed, so eruel
that he despaired of her forgiveness? She shud-
dered, but immediately reflecting that in all pro-
bability he referred to his separating her from
Delmour, she resolved to dismiss the doubt for-
ever,—a doubt which, she rememberad with a
bitter pang, could never be solved on earth.

O
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Though a thousand times during the course of ,

the day she thought of her father, yet now, she

rarely mentioned a name which her stepmother

evidently wished to avoid. The latter passed
the period of her widowhood in the strictest, the
most rigorous seclusion, and even Amy, exacting
as her affection for the deceased might have
been, could not but acknowledge that if the senti-
ments of Mrs. Morton’s heart had corresponded
with her exterior deportment, her father would
indeed have been mourned as he deserved.

An lenzth an epoch which, even though she
had borue it with apparent resignation, had really
proved insufferable to Mrs, Morton, came to an
end; and with a feeling of intense happiness,
better imagined than described, she discarded the
hateful weeds that had so long shrouded her
beauty and her grace in their durk folds. With
childish delight she arranged again and again,

the rich tresses so long concenled from view, and

with an eagerness at which Amy was shocked
and pained, she entered into the absorbing details
of feathers, flowers, and fashions, Warm and
flattering was the welcome with whieh the world
received again its favoured child, and Mrs, Morton

soon learned that she had no cause to regret a ¢

seclusion which had given her two additional
claims on the admirution and devotion of society
—those of novelty, aul the title of free mis-
tress of a large undisputed property, the law-suit
having been determined in her poor husband’s
favour. It is needless to say she soon had many
suitors, but she seemed in no haste to change
her condition, and though all were graciously
received, none were fuvourcd in particular. er-
self and stepdaughter now agreed exceedingly

well, and though of course, the slightest sym-

by, the most remote confidence, did not exist
Meen them, it was supplied by politeness and
apparent good feeling. Mus. Morton had some
time previously arrived at the conclusion that,
as Amy was no longer a child she could not be
treated as one, and she had therefore resigned
her sceptre with as good a grace as possible.

One morning whilst she was sittiug over her
yet untasted breakfast, carelessly balancing her
silver spoon on the edge of her costly sévres cup,
she suspended her employment, and looking up,
asked Amy if she intended going that night to
Lady Heathcott’s,

“1f you do,” was the reply.

¢ Then I fear you will have to remain at home,”
she rejoined in a languid tone, *for really I am
unequal to the fatigue. T overheated mysclf the
other evening, and I am now suffering from a
severe headache.” ©

1 aw not &t all anxious to go,” was the satis-
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fied answer of her companion, *so I shall stay and
keep you company.” At this moment Hortense
entered, and handed Mrs. Morton & note. ~

“ From Lady Travers, I see,” she exclaimeds
glancing at the address. DBreaking the seal, she
perused indifferently the first few lines, but she
started at some passage, and as she proceeded her.
colour deepened, and a bright smile wreathe
her pretty mouth, Having concluded reading it
she rose from the table. .

“Will you not eat any breakfast ?” asked he
stepdaughter. * You have tasted nothing.”

“ I declare T have not,” she rejoined, looking
at the untoucked repast. ¢ But I have no app?”
tite this morning.”

“Still you look very well,” returned Amy?
a remark which her sparkling eyes and bright
colour seemed to warrant.

I feel in tolerably good spirits; however,
my head yet aches sadly, I shall try and obtain &
few hours sleep.”

She accordingly betook herself to her apart”
ment, leaving Amy at leisure to pursue her ow?
avocations. In the course of the evening Hortens?
entered to say that Mrs, Morton had changed ber
previous determination, and that feeling very web
she had resolved to go to Lady Heathcott’s.
entreated, as a particular favour, that Miss Morto?
would have the kindness to accompany her.

“ As capricious as ever,” sighed Amy, reluc”
tantly throwing aside the interesting volume »
which she was engaged, to commence prep&f'“g
for a scene which she knew beforehand woul
prove both irksome and fatiguing. iy

Her toilette was soon made, and she proceede':
to her young stepmother’s dressing room.
presented the same scene of confusion it evef
wore when Mrs. Morton was dressing for "‘n'
entertainment. If possible, it was more dis?”
dered than usual. Rich dresses of every hot
and texture, wecre thrown carelessly a,rOun.D
Custly jewels, blonde, flowers, were scatt,el"fdl;3
every direction, whilst Mrs. Morton, a deep i
spot glowing on her polished cheek, was ang y
reprimanding the trembling Hortense, for ™, .
unbecoming manner in which she had arra® ¢ :
her curls. Indeed the lady tried her poof *
tendant’s patience more severely than US .
Twenty times did she pull down her hair afte? -
the maid had succeeded in raising it up with *
most elaborate care, and she outglid herself iP o
pertinacity with which she successively sele b
each robe and then cast it aside. At length
was ready, and with a fervent ojaculaﬁo“
thanksgiving to Heaven, Hortense suw her cnt?
the carriage. - .j,
At the beginning the evening passed a8 L
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a‘“d Amy, heartily sick of its monotony and te-
lousnesgs, could not refrain from ever and anon
Blancing gt the richly carved time-picce, to see
the term of her deliverance was nigh. Escaping
in"m an entertaining account a stately dowager
& crimson turban was forcing upon her, con~
®tning the extravagance of a Mrs. Mowbray, :
ho nightly lost immense sums at cards, she
F"“_Kht refuge at o large table at some distance, ;
:’lllch was covered with splendid engravings and {
¢ latest periodicals of the day. She was soon |
J°§ned by Sir George Markham, who begged per-
Nission to show her some of the plates which
ad struck him as being exceedingly beautiful.
® willingly complied, and he proceeded to
select some landscapes in Italy, which he was
®nabled to accompany with interesting anecdotes
::(,l clever remarks, as he had twice visited that
Untry, By degrees, his conversation, which was
Morg intellectual than usual, somewhat amused
‘T, and she listened with an attentive car. But
Fnddelﬂy he paused, and changed colour, when |
She became aware, for the first time, that a very
"usual silence reigned throughout the apart-
:en;, as if something important were going for-
c::d- She inwardly wondered what was the
se, but she was not left long in doubt, for, fol-
Wing the direction of her companion’s eyes, her
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mnci“g towards her. Had the earth opened at i

er feet, she could not have been more utterly 2

%nfounded; and, unable to move or speak, she ;

8t like 5 statue awaiting his approach. Nothing, {

OWever, could have tended for the moment to \,

n tore her composure so much as her cousin’s §

6‘“1181’. With a smile, friendly, but oh! so pro- !

N ““dly indifferent, he shook hands with her, and ¢

t.e_" a few common-place words, turned away. ¢

N }f his appearance were already forgotten, she %

Bain bent her head over the plates she was ¢

'i:amining, unconscious that Sir George was {

‘ﬁenﬂy watching her. Yet, strange to say! %

K0ent, gyerwhelming, as was the emotion she ;

’ .periénced, no mark of it, however slight, could ?

® traced on her pale cheek and unruffled brow. {

1%°“gh she continued mechanically to turn the !

Ves, she was entirely unconscious of the act, ¢

£:8¢e, or presence. ' !

o ell for her that Delmour had shewn no mark %

haembarrasgment or resentment, or she would 3
Ve undoubtedly betrayed her feelings; but his

'n' his careless manner, proving well how ?
'exelr])r she was forgotten, occupied her to the
Usion of every other thought. Markham
Tecalleq her to a sense of ber position, by asking
= ®he did not find him wonderfully improved ?

"sz violent effort she succeeded in overcoming
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her agitation, and answered with seeming com-
10sure.

«To speak truly, I did not bestow much atten-
tion on his appearance.”

ITis eyes sparkled with pleasure, as he replied:

«[s it possible? Certainly your indifference
is shared by none, for to-night Delmour is the
star of attraction, the observed of all observers.”

Lre Amy had time to frame a reply, Lady
Travers, who was sitting at some distance,
motioned her brother to her. Thankful to be
delivered from so attentive an observer, she turned
to look for him who now cngrossed her every
thought, e was leaning against the folding
door, in deep conversation with another gentle-

! man; but his eyes occasionally wandered round

the room, as if in search of some one.

« Changed as much in person as in mind,”
sighed Amy, as she glanced over the tall elegant
figure, whose every movement was so full of

! manly grace. 1lis deportment betokened that he

knew and felt his superiority, and the somewhat
sarcastic smile that had usurped the place of hisg
once frank, joyous expression, was far from being
pleasing to her. At times too, a cold, disdainful
flash, shot from his dark eye, which told that he
no longer regarded the world in the sunny light
Miss Aylmer passed just
then. He stepped forward and addressed a few

) polite, but indifferent words to her. Strange!

Amy felt a sentiment of relief as the lady moved
on.

« e is at least constant in inconstancy,” she
murmured. ¢ Miss Aylmer is forgotten too,” A
few moments after, Mrs. Morton, leaning on a
gentleman’s arm, approached. Eithew not per-
ceiving Delmour, or feigning not to do so, she
threw herselfsin a graceful attitude on a couch,
He started as his eye fell on that figure, which
had gained such added loveliness since last he
had beheld it. He turned to his companion, who
said some words to him in a low voice. Delmour’s
check suddenly flushed, and then paled again,

§ gvhilst a thousand conflicting emotions succes-

sively passed over his expressive countenance,
He had just learned that Mr. Morton was dead,
that the Louisa Charlton of his boyhood was
again free. He had but arrived the Pl‘eceding
night, and had consequently heard nothing of the
many changes that had taken place during his
long absence. He only knew that Amy Morton
was Amy Morton still. By a single effort he
subdued his agitation, and advanced with an
easy step towards Mrs. Morton. She coloured

deeply, and, adept as she was in commanding’

her every feeling, her voice involuntarily trem-
bled as she replied to his salutation, But his
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calm, self-possessed manner, soon dispelled her
embarrassment. For one of the bright, sunny
smiles she lavished on him, half of her devoted
admirers would have stood to be shot at ten
paces distance. After a few seconds conver-
sation he drew a chair towards her, and seated
himself; a post which he retuained the remainder
of the evening. Never had Mrs. Morton tried to
be more fascinating, never had she practised with
greater perfection that graceful coquettry of
which she was so eminently mistress; and never
had she been more successful,

s it wonderful,” thought Amy, *that such
surpassing beauty should make him forget all her
faults, her follies? Fool that I was, to hope for a
moment, that a being like myself, destitute alike
of loveliness, or animation, could retain for any

~ time a place in his affections. Truly did Mrs.
Morton style me a foolish dreamer. How many
bitter lessons have I had, and yet, how little have
I amended! I fear I shall be a dreamer to the
last.”

“You seem out of spirits, Miss Morton,” ex-
claimed the voice of Sir George, who had ap-
proached her unobserved, accompanied by Lord
Hilton. She started, whilst the tell-tale crimson
mounted to her temples.

* I hope we have not interrupted any agreeable
reverie in which Miss Morton may have been
indulging,” said Lord Hilton, in a tone of inimi-
table affectation.

If there was a being on earth whom Amy
detested, it was the silly exquisite who now
addressed her. After replying that she never
regretted agreeable reveries when they were
agreeably interrupted, an epigram which his
Lordship did not seem quite to comprehend, she
turned to Sir George, who was at least a little
more endurable than his companion. She had
also another motive for this. She feared that,
quick and penetrating, he had read the secret of
her depression of spirits. In order to mislead
him, therefore, she entered into a very animated
conversation on the first subject he chanced to
introduce. Lord Hilton at first seemed disposed
to resent his being so neglected, but as he had
sought Amy's society solely for the purpose of
mortifying Miss Aylmer, who was receiving with
seemingly great satisfaction the attentions of his
rival, Sir Frederick Vincent, he determined to
remain where he was, and pretend to be greatly
smused. He therefore contented himself with
insinuating a monosyllable whenever the oppor-
tunity afforded itself, and laughing very heartily
when there was the least occasiop for so doing.

« Mrs. Morton seems unusually gay to-night,”
said Markham, after & moment’s pause; “ but the
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cause of her gaiety is very apparent. I perceir®
our new star has eclipsed all others in her firma-
ment.”

“'Tis but natural, she should feel pleased 0
see an early, well-known friend.” )

* And yet, others who are equally well acquai?”
ted with this friend, do not seem to participate !P
her very great delight.”

Amy felt that Sir George, who had uttered
this, more as a question than as an observatio
was eagerly perusing her countenance. Feeling
her colour deepening, and fearing he might read
her embarrassment in her face, she averted hef
head, but in so doing, she encountered the intent
glance of Delmour, which was riveted upon her:
He instantly stooped, and evidently asked somé
question of Mrs. Morton. The faintest possiblé
rose tint passed over her cheek, as she replied ¢
him. But at her answer, whatever it might bav®
been, his brow contracted, and a smile of disd"i'll
curved his lips. Amy saw no more of him, S.'r
George persuading her to join the dancers, B
the close of the evening. when he assisted bef
and her stepmother into the carriage.

“Tis really too bad, Miss Morton,” exclaime.d
the latter, in & gay tone; * your cousin has pvsi”
tively not had the opportunity of speaking tW°
words to you to-night. But your time is so take?
up by others. ’Tis the misfortune, however; ¢
being youthful, and an heipess.”

“ Indeed, Miss Morton was too agrecably €%
gaged to bestow even & second thought on {“7
unworthy self. There were others who occup!
her attention too exclusively. We seldom neglw'
the present, for the sake of the absent.”

There was a quiet mockery in these words
uttered, as they were, in a tone of such perfét
indifference, that mortified Amy to the heart; but
Mrs. Morton immediately rejoined:

“ We cannot blame Miss Morton, if her memoq
is not as faithful as that of some. ’Tis so long
she continued, turning towards her, *since s
have seen Capt. Delmour; and you were th "
but a child. I am sure he was almost forgotte®

“Indeed, you may say entirely so,” was ¥’
cold, calm reply.

“Well! that has at least the merit of bel8
perfectly frank,” said Delmour, with a lig
laugh. “ Let me congratulate you, Miss Mort0®
on the possession of a virtue which has gro"®
almost obsolete in our days.” ~

But Amy made no reply. She had just told
the first deliberate falsehood she had ever utté
in her life, and she crimsoned with shame at !/
recollection. The provocation, however, ned
been too great, and at the time she had listeﬂ“‘i
only to her wounded feelings. I

_M/




[ SN

THE STEPMOTHER.

hana EN VUV

:‘ You shall no longer have to complain of
\ng forgotten, Capt. Delmour,” exclaimed Mrs.

orton, with a fascinating smile. “If you have, ;

't?iu be your own fauit; for I necd not say you
Will be ever welcome to call when you please,
82d remind us of your existence.”

“ Many thanks,” he rejoined, as he gracefully
ssisted her to enter the carriage.
touching the hand he proffered, Amy sprang in
8fter her, and they rapidly drove off.

“I8 he not charming!” was her immediate in-
terrogation. ¢ Never have I seen any being
:“?l‘e improved; more totally altered for the better

18 not alone his features, for they were always
Strikingly handsome, but his commanding dis-
f"'gué air. I never could have believed the silly,
Wpetuous boy, would have grown up into so
®legant and refined a man.”

. Beeing her companion did not reply, she con-

Rued in o more animated tone:

“You are of course aware that he is promoted
to the high post of Captain in the navy. Athis

2ge, 'tis quite unusual. But Delmour’s talents !
ire of o superior order, and Capt. Harcourt pos-

'e_“ed great influence, which he exerted nobly in

'S young protégé's favour. Believe me, cara
Mig, had he returned poor and undistinguished,

® would never have been so favorably received.”

“If the scale continues increasing, I wonder
What reception an Admiral would get, when that
of a Captain is so flattering,” returned Amy.

“Do you know, Miss Morton, I really think,

8t notwithstanding your quiet air, you are
Qizzing me, However, ’tis 8 privilege you are
¥elcome to, for I am invulnerable to all the shafts
of ridicule.”

For some time further, she continued to descant
0 Delmour’s advantages, but she abruptly ex-
Claimed ;

“What is the matter with you, Amy? You
8% sosilent. And you looked wretched to-night.

You ill2”

“ Indeed, I am far from well,” she replied in a
"‘! voice; I feel my strength is unequal to the
f‘_t‘m and exhaustion I undergo, nearly every
Dight in those heated ball-rooms; I require the
"esh, pure air of the country, to restore my

Calth and spirits. I really think of accepting
®ar Mrs, Neville’s oft reiterated invitation, of
le ing some time at Neville Parlk. I received a
Yer from her to-day, in which she warmly
me to go. Have you any objections to
™Y congenting?” )

“Not the slightest, my dear child,” was the
~Hable reply to a request agreeing so well with

T own wighes, “I am persuaded, a few days

Scarcely
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in the country would quickly restore your lost
bloom and gaiety. When do you purpose setting
out?”

“To-morrow morning. I have but few prepa-
rations to make.”

During the rest of the drive Mrs. Morton was
in the highest spirits, and she langhed and jested
on every subject, with a good humour astonishing
in one who generally kept all her animation for
society. There were many motives though, tend-
ing to sustain her sunny state of mind. Till that
evening she had ever feared that her stepdaughter
still retained a lurking partiality for her cousin.
On receiving Lady Travers’ note that morning,
informing her of Delmour’s arrival, and his
intended presence at Lady Heatheott’s, having
recovered from her first emotions of pleasure and _,
surprise, she had determined on ascertaining the
real state of Amy’s feelings.

« For,” she reasoned, *if she still cares for
him, she cannot but betray some agitation on
thus seeing him unwarned, unknown, for the first
time after so long a period.”

Amy’s ealm, unmoved demeanour, had com-
pletely deceived her, and she attributed her de-
pression of spirits to a very natural feeling of
mortification and wounded self-love, on seeing
Delmour thus totally neglect her for one of whom
he had once spoken in terms of such unmeasured
contempt. Truly thankful was she for being
thus freed from all fear of a rival. Yes, a rivall
for she had vowed in her heart, on hearing of his
return, that she would spare no endeavours, give
herself no rest, till she again saw at her feet him
who in his days of peverty and obscurity, had so
proudly thrown off her chains. How infinitely
did her unmeaning talk, the ill-concealed exulta-
tion with which she spoke of Delmour, aggravate
the suffering of poor Amy, who had that night
been tried almost beyond her strength. Qpe
only circumstance tended in the least to comfort
her, and that was the assurauce, that on the fol.
lowing day she would be distant from the heart-
less beings who had succeeded in so entirely des-
troying her happiness, and at the same time be
relieved from the painful, the agonizing task of

. restraining feelings, which she felt, despite her

utmost efforts, would sooner or later burst forth
and spurn all control. At Mrs. Neville’s she
knew she would enjoy freedom snd peace, and
in her kind affection and soothing care, she would
find a solace for the neglect, the indifference
which she experienced. Late, or rather early as
was the hour at which she reached home, with
the girl's assistance she made all the necessary
preparations, and the bright rays of the morning
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ten, the hour at which she was to start.

(To be concluded in our next.)

THE ATHEIST POSED.

BY CHARLES GREATRIX.

*Twas a sunny afternoon,
Rob was working in the shade,
Humming an old martial tune
As he plied his busy spade.

(Though his brow was silvered o'er,
And each thing confessed a God,
He believed in one no more
Than the turf on which he trod.)

As I chanced to pass alang,
Suddenly a little bird

Came and sang the sweetest song
Mortal ear had ever heard.

Mute with wonder and delight,
Robin listened to the lay

Till the bird was out of sight,
And the notes had died away.

Then once more his spade he plied,
Light of heart, and stout of limb,
As I, wand'ring to his side,
Thus began to question him,

« Prythee, Robin, tell me who

Tuned that feathered minstrel's throat,
And the azure welkin through,

Taught its tiny form to float ¥

Robin paused a raoment—next
Leancd his arm against a tree,

Then replied, though half perplexed,
# Nature, doubtless, who but she i

« Who then paints these flowers, red,
Purple, orange, pink, and blue ?”

Robin pondered—scratched his head—
And “supposed 'twas Nature too.”

* Though it blooms so near its neighbour
Who gives each a different scent I
“ It was time to leave off labour,”

Robin said—and off Lie went.

In the evening, as I strolled

‘Where his white cot stood apart,
‘Wond'ring how a man so old

Could have such a thankless heart—

I espied—no matter how—
Robin sipping up his tea,
With a very thoughtful brow,

And—the Bible on his knee.

sun streamed through the windows of her room
ere she sought her couch, having given previous
orders that she should be called a little before
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126 TIHE ATHEIST POSED——SONG—ADDRESS TO DEATIL

THL CANADIAN HI‘RD BOY.
A SON
BY MRS. MOODIE.

Through the deep woods at pecp of day,
The careless herd boy wends his way,
By piny ridge and forest stream,
To sumnon home his roving team,

Cobos! Cobos!—from distant dell,

Shy echo tvafts the cattle bell,

A blythe reply he whistles back,

And fullows out the devicus track;

Q'cr fallen tree and mossy stone,

A path to all save him unknown.
Cobos! Cobos!—far down the dell,
More faintly falls thie cattle beH.

Sec the dark swamp before him throws,

A tangled maze of cedar boughs;

On all around decyp silencerbroods,

In nature's boundless solitudes.

Cobos! Cobos! the breezes swell,
As nearer floats the cattle bell.

He sees them now beneath yon trees,

Ilis motley herd recline at ease;

With lazy pace and sullen stare,

They slowly leave their shady lair.
Cobos! Cobos!—far up the dell,
Quick jingling comes the cattle belll

ADDRESS TO DEATH.

BY A. J.

« When true hearts are withered, and fond ones are floWP

Oh! who would inhabit this hleak world alope [

Hail! gentle Death—in whose cold bed,
Imay sleep calmly—tranquilly—
Say—what have I from thee to dread,
To whom life brings but misery ?
1 hail with sighs the morning light;
No beam to my dark soul it brings—
I meet with tears the silent night,
Which kindly o’er my sorrow flings
Its sable mantle, while I weep—
But to mine eyes it brings no sleep—

In thee to cleep and know no waking
To grief and care—
With what stern joy my soul betaking
In deep despair,
To thy dark portals would I come—
To find at last, a rest—a home!
My weary spirit, tired of straying,
All lonely here—
Sadly regards thy long delaying,
And feels no fear;
But e’en with open arms would bend,
And clasp thee as its only friend.
Come! gentle Death—O! come to me—
Nor long delay—
Alas! I may not come to thee—
And while I stray
Here on this earth, no gentle brealt
Invites my weary soul to rest.
I would not toil thuys lonely on—
A prey to care;
My spirit will not live alone—
Since none will share
This heart with me—come to my side—

Come! gentle Death—be thou my bride Lﬁ;’w};
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THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.*

Y M.

T2 wag evening over the city of Bologna—the dark |
Od_ town began to assume the sombre livery of
Wilight, The last faint gleam of sunlight had
aded from the top of the tallest spire, and the
Streets, never very busy or bustling, were now
l“shed and noiseless. The lazy lazzaroni had
vf"'hd!‘awn to their miserable haunts, and all was
sl‘leﬁce. In one of the most secluded nooks of the |
City, at the angle of its narrow streets, or rather '
leys, there might be observed at the timeof which
Speak (the autumn of 1815) a very unpretending !
Otel—(tavern it would have been called a century
¥80, but now the term is almost exploded—no
Village innkeeper even, much less one of the
Ancien city of Bologna, could submit to have his
Ouse called other than Lotel )—a place scemingly
o € resort of the lowest mechanics or day laborers,
which class there was quite a large pumber
“tahding drinking at the counter.  One individual
®re was, however, who kept aloof from these,
h_e ordinary frequenters of the house. Under the
Plazzg in frout of the house this person paced

s:wk“'&rds and forwards with slow and measured
p,

. his tall figure enveloped in a military great-
%8t and his broad-leaved hat drawn low over his
virgws' so that but little of the countenance was
inlble; yet still the whole appearance, the out-
"¢ of the figure and the free commanding step,

. ike denoted one whose station had been far
OVe his present outward seeming. 'What could
8% induced such a one to take up his abode in
'8 haunt of penury and vice? Alas! the fell
f::l{of poverty was upon him—but a few francs
N ained in his purse, and no prospect of relief !
138 at hand. e had parted one by onc with
" %@ few articles of value he had possessed, and
W want stared himin the face. Ilc had vainly
:‘;“gh.t employment—-it seemed as if all had tacitly
8pired 1o drive him to despair. What a pros-
oret lay before Lim!—either some menial office;
re Otherwise sit down, and in listless indificrence
; og:"d the approach of the grim monster starva-
full. AI‘\d yet the heart with'{n that bosom was
eng of high and generous feeling, and the mind
i Owed with thenoblest qualities. IIehad proved
Mself a gallant suldier on many a well contested
®ld—he had won for himself honor and renown,
%24 yet there he was without the means of exis-

A, M.

tence. He was about to retire to his wretched
chamber, when he was startled by a voice at his
elbow: ¢ Coloncl De Lorinval, if I mistake not!”
This was spoken in low cautious tones, as if the
speaker feared lest the name should be overheard.
Seeing that concealment was useless, De Lorinval
(for he it was) replied in the affirmative. “This
is for you, sir!” and so saying, the man placed &
scaled packet in his hand, and speedily disappeared
round a corner. De Lorinval stood for a moment
uncertain what course to pursue; but recovering
his scattered senscs, he hastily entered the house,
and calling for a light, repaired to his own garret
—it could searcely be called a chamber—where,
carcfully closing the door, he proceeded to open
the packet so mysteriously given. 'What was his
astonishment to find drafts on 2 Bolognese banker
to the amount of five thousand pounds! A few
lines were inclosed in the envelope, without dateor
signature, requesting General De Lorinval to use
the money without scruple or hesitation, as it was
merely the reward of important services conferred
by him on the donor. *“Tt is a poor memento of
a Jew's gratitude,” added the writer, * therefore
let it not be regarded as a gift.” A thrill of de~

light shot through the desolate heart of Edouard §

as he beheld yet awmother token of Deborah’s
remembrance, for he was very certain that from
her did the gift come and not from her father, to
whom she delicately attributed this noble donation.
But then came the bitter feeling of wounded
pride—Deborah wasacquainted with his condition,
and this knowledge he would gladly have concealed
from her of all the world. The conclusion of
all was that he resolved, as he could not return the

moiey, that nothing should tempt him to appro-

priate any portion of it to his necessities, no
matter how urgent they might be,

He had been hitherto borne up by the thought
that, wretched as he was, he alone was acquainted
with the sad secret of his fallen fortune; but now
she knew it, from whom he would have died to
conceal it, and she even looked upon him as an
object of charity. These morbid and overstrained
feelings made him completely miserable—all that,
long night did he pace the narrow limits of his
sleeping-place, und the grey light,of morning
found him pale and haggard as one who had

# Coucladed from page 184,
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risen from the bed of sickness. Having swallowed
asingle cup of chocolate he sauntered abroad into
the streets, and had reached the steps of a church,
where he involuntarily stopped to gaze upon the
heavy and massive pile of architecture which
frowned above, when a gentleman who had just
issued from the porch, suddenly stopped before
him,

The eyes of the two met, and a mutual recog-
nition was the consequence. The stranger had
been formerly a fellow student of De Lorinval,
but all communication had long since died away
between them. This gentleman, whose name was
Clermont, insisted on taking his friend home to
breakfast, and on the way inquired to what fortu-
nate circumstances he owed the pleasure of seeing
one whom he had not met for several years. De
Lorinval smiled sadly, and repeated the word
* fortunate” with so much emphasis that Clermont
turned and regarded him earnestly. ¢ Ha! you
are masquerading, De Lorinval—are you not?—
what cursed habiliments are those in which you
choose to perambulate our ancient city ?”

De Lorinval well knew the character of his
friend—he knew that beneath an appearance of
levity he possessed a kind and generous heart, and
he therefore gave him a full account of his situa-
tion and prospects. Well it was that he did so,
and sincerely did the warm heart of Clermont re-
joice, for he himself held an office of trust under
the government, and had it at that moment in his
power to obtain one of almost equal importance
for his friend. Thus then all pecuniary difficulties
were for the present at an end, for Clermont pro-
posed to be his friend’s banker until his salary
became due.

_The precious packet was carefully preserved,
under the secret hope that time might enable
him to restore it to her who had sent it.

Two years passed away, and not unmarked by
change to those whose carecr we have been fol-
lowing. The good Rabbi Zenoti had removed to
Genoa with his family, and Deborah, who still
remained under the fostering protection of the
kind marchesa, had been much gratified by this
removal, which not only enabled her to see more
frequently her beloved Miriam, but also gave her
the opportunity of executing a project which had
for some time occupied her mind. She had long
since succeeded in changing the dawning passion
of Lorenzo into a tender and sincere friendship—
and this by doing violence to her own feelings in

. order to save him the misery of hopeless love, for

she had given him to understand that she had no
heart to bestow. Her next step was to introduce
the subject of her friend Miriam. Whether alone
with Lorenzo, or in presence of his mother, she

THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.
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took every opportunity to enlarge upon the virtues
and accomplishments of that dear friend. Atthe
same time every letter to Miriam was filled with
encomiums on the young marchesa, until eath
insensibly became interested in the other, and
thus the way was paved for the event which
followed. Miriam had long since discarded all
thoughts of the unworthy lover who had s0

¢ wantonly trifled with her early feelings, and

when she and Lorenzo met, the result was pre-
cisely what Deborah, in her friendship for both
had long since planned.

The fair daughter of Zenoti and Lorenzo del
Altora had early learned to esteem each others
through the medium of their mutual friend, an
the transition was very easy and very natural from!
esteem to love. There was no apparent obstaclé
to their union—an éclaircissement soon took place
—the marchesa was perfectly satisfied that her sof
should marry the co-heiress of a very large for
tune—what though she was called a Jewess—w8$
she not the most sincere of Christians, and 8P~
peared endowed with the most rare qualities of
mind and heart? As for Zenoti and his wifes
they were even rejoiced to receive for their sob”
in-law one of the first of the Florentine nobles
and what was still better, & young man disti®”
guished as well by his many virtues as his high
rank.

Again was Deborah seated by the marchest:
in the little oratory. Lorenzo and Miriam b
strolled abroad through the grounds, and as they
disappeared from view, Deborah, who had fol-

¢ lowed with her eyes their receding forms, heav'

an involuntary sigh. She was far from envyig
the happiness of her friends, but its view recall
to her mind the utter hopelessness of her 0#?
love. She knew but little latterly of De Lorit®
val’s proceedings—she had been informed of b1
good fortune in obtaining a situation at Bologn#~"
she had reason to know, teo, that he was in B0
pecuniary embarrassment, but that was all—eve?
if he loved her, which was by no means certsil
and were to propose for her to-morrow, she coul
not marry him. If he were rich, then she mig
overlook all false delicacy, and accept him—0f
she herself had wealth to bring him; but D?"
both were poor, and she could never permit his
whom she loved to marry one who could onlY
bring him an increase of poverty. These
thoughts she successfully endeavoxed to banish~"
they could avail nothing, and she, therefore, sh
them off, and entered into conversation with
marchesa. 'The latter, who felt for this child
her adoption, all & mother’s love, could not fail ¥0
see that her young friend was oppressed by som®
secret and enduring sorrow, but she was far
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de]ic”-te to sue for confidence, and accordingly
0ked on in silent sympathy.
few weeks saw Lorenzo and Miriam united,
an_dill the happiness of her friends, Deborah was
31 to rojoice, and to forget her own sorrows.
. ® dreamed not thea that great changes were
5¢ at hand even in her own prospeets.
o et us now return to De Lorinval, when ifl t}}e
cOmm"l‘ of 1819 he had returned to Paris, in
Mpany with his mother, who had been residing
'ﬁf him at Bologna, until a change in the ad-
Ministration had turned him once more adrift on
©Wide world. He was now almost as penniless
::evel‘—the sanguine hopes of youth no longer
PPorted him, for the summer years of life were
ready passed, and many reverses had antici-
Pated the work of time in crushing his once-
"0yang spirit.
here was now a general amuesty—the Bour-
an:;s Were again in quiet possession of the throne,
could afford to pardon their adversaries, so
2 Edouard had no longer room for appre-
“Dsion on that score. But alas! his mother, now
®rY infirm, could but ill bear up against the
Privations of penury, and yet nothing else was
fore them. Then was Edouard sorely tempted
Open (for his mother’s sake) the precious
h:pOSit which had for years long been carefully
Ardeq up. He was still hesitating on this
'Bt, seated by a window in the miserable kotel,
'h():]:e his poverty compelled him to introduce his
er, when the door opened, and gave admission
co: lady dressed in deep mourning. A long veil
€red her face, which she raised, however, when
® Lorinyal, in surprise, arose to salute her. The
Y was tall and commanding—she was very
f:]ae;:nd if she could not be called strictly beauti-
_iere was more than beauty in her soft eyes,
! the sweet, yet melancholy smile with which
?‘regarded Edouard’s surprised look.
- See you have forgotten me, Monsieur de
"val,” said the lady; “you have no remem-
; tn"e of your acquaintance of Moscow—or is
8t time has so changed Deborah, that she is
o Olger to be recognized? In truth, I cannot
wmn:er,” she added, with a smile, “for the
ang :n of twenty-four differs materially in face
vrm from the girl of sixteen or seventeen.”
s © had not yet concluded, when De Lorinval
o 24 her feet—
‘ebora.h ” he exclaimed; ¢ dearest Debo-
1is your own—your very self. Oh! that
bt say my own Deborah! but why speak I
bl:::d H.ow know I but you have long since
ere § With your hand some one whose fortunes
« . Jrighter than mine!”
‘!\\Nah De Lorinval!” she replied, as she grace-
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fully extended her hand to raise him; “nay! if
you do not refuse me, I am come to offer heart
and hand for your acceptance—do not accuse me
of want of delicacy, for you have now given me
reason to suppose that you love me; I come to
offer you a princely fortune. My poor father is
now almost a year numbered with the dead, and
if you will have the charity to overlook this un-
womanly step, we may yet be happy, (at least as
happy as mortals may hope to be,) though no
longer young {”

The flush of delight that this address called
to the cheek of Edouard was but transitory—a
moment, and that face of joy was clouded and
dejected?”

« How now, De Lorinval?” exclaimed Deborah
anxiously; “you do not seem to derive any very
great pleasure from my proposal. Could it—can
it—Dbe possible that you do not then love me! yet
it matters not. I have but done what I considered
my duty. Yet this is hard—hard to bear!” and,
notwithstanding all her self-control, poor Deborah
burst into tears.

A pang of agony shot through the heart of De
Lorinval—he seized her hand, and wildly pressing
it to his heart, he murmured—

4« Oh, Deborah! in merecy do not speak thus,
or you will drive me mad. Love you, dear one!,
you doubt my lovel—alas! if you knew the hope-
less anguish that has eaten away my strength and
spirits, during all these long, long years—if you
knew the despairing, yet tenacious grasp with
which that one passion has clung to my soul—
then would you not accuse, but rather pity the
bard and stern necessity which compels me to
resign the world of happiness now open before
me. But think you that I could in honor—I, g
penniless adventurer—accept your magnanimous
proposal!”

“Not so very magnanimous after all!” an.
swered Deborah archly. “Do I not love you
better than anything of earth? am I not bound
to you by every tie of gratitude? And, know
you not, most perverse De Lorinvall that in
proposing to sharc my fortune with you, I but
seek my own happiness? In short, Edouard, the
splendid inheritance which has fallen to my lot
is only valuable for your sake-—then give up at
once and for ever these fantastic scruples—and do
not blindly refuse what Providence offers you!”

* Your advice is preciscly mine, most sweet
lady!” interposed Madame De Lorinval, who now
entered from an adjoining chamber, where she
had been an unintentional listener to the entire
conversation. The lovers were at finst discon-
certed, but the gentle kindness of the old lady
soon restored Deborah’s self-possession. De
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Lorinval, having introduced the latter to his
mother, was about to give some sort of explana-
tion, but was speedily interrupted by Madame,
with an assurance that she was acquainted with
all she desired to know.

Deborah took an early opportunity to announce
the happy change which had taken place in her
religious belief, and it may well be believed that
this intellizence added very considerably to the
delight of Edouard and his mothgr. Need we
say that it was not found very difficult to over-
come De Lorinval’s overstrained delicacy, and
that Deborah’s year of mourning was no sooner
expired than she gave her hand where her heart
had so long been given. With respect to the five
thousand pounds which Edouard had so carefully
hoarded up, it was bestowed on Madame, together
with a much larger sum, in order that she might
feel perfectly independent of her son and daughter,
with whom she, however, resided during the re-
mainder of her life—the infirmity and helplessness
of her extreme age cheered and supported by
their filial piety. A few weeks after their mar-
riage, De Lorinval and his bride were agreeably
surprised by the arrival of the Marchese and
Marchesa del Altora, with their amiable mother.
It may well be believed that these attacked friends
fully sympathized in the happiness of her who
had been so instrumental in promoting theirs,
The dowager marchesa could never sufficiently
express her gratitude to Ileaven for the recom-
pense which had even here below been awarded
to her precious child, as she still delighted to call
Deborah,

THE SECRET TEAR.

BY D. D, D,

'Tis sweet when evening’s stillness reigns,
Or shades of night appear,

To steal unseen, unknown away,

And shed the secret tear,

’Tis sweet when sorrows tear the raind
And all their vengeance reek,

To muse alone, and feel the tear
Bedew the pallid cheek.

Unseen by all, save by our God,
He walks beside us there—

. And the bright worlds that shine above,
Are all that mark the tear.

There is a charm—a lovely charm

That makes us love to weep—

When wandering hidden from the world,
And ali are hushed in sleep,

Sweeter than if amid the throog,
We banished every care.—

To medidate on every grief,
And shed the secret tear,
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THE STRUGGLE FOR REPUTATION.

.

THE * .“\ . I
STRUGGLE FOR REPUTATION.
RY W. P. C. ¢ .

Ax hour or two before the sunset of a lovely day
in autumn, T strolled leisurely along the bank ©
a gentle stream that meandered throughmy native
village. The holy stillness of the season awoke
within my bosom feelings that had slumbered
long. Years of eventful incident had passC
away since I had quitted the happy scenes of WY
infancy and youth. While I gazed upon the
beautiful landscape that lay outstretched beforé
me, tinged by the last rays of the declining s
with every variety of light and shade, its every
feature called to mind the innocent and joyou®
past. The purling stream glided gently onwar
as it did then ; the tall trees still waved thetf
wide-spreading boughs upon its margin ; the
fields were yet green, and fur away in the back:
ground arose the same towering steep that €8°
holiday my schoolmaster and myself were wont
to climb together, All seemed as it had eve'
been. Time rolled back, and I was once moré d
goy and thoughtless Loy, What happines®
dwells in the recollection of bygone days | Ea¢
companion, each sport, each occupation, is kindly
remembered. I have never felt this 1:1\1‘pi“e°5
more than then, situated as I was in the very
midst of the bright scenes_of my childhood; ¥
which, from the business and tumult of active
life, T had leng wished to return,

“ Those who once welcomed me in this VérJ
place’ as their friend,” said I aloud, * are gone™
and I am here—a stranger and alone! HO.W
many long and weary years have I passed i
foreign lands, neglectful of my own, vainly hop”
ing to win something more on earth than mer?
existence ! What delusion ! Fame! thou 8 i
the minister of nothingness. I have done m#¢™
but how have I been repaid ?”

“« By mockery and scorn,” said one beside m‘:

A very aged man had unobserved by me 3}1"9
proached the place where Istood. Vexed ﬂ‘"
intrusion, I turned somewhat angrily around,
the venerable appearance of my companio?
strained the haughty words that were rising .
my lips. I stood silent and surprised.

“ The present hour,” he said,  well
view before you.” ~

#Yes, indeed,” T replied; “and yet de
the beauty of the scene, I almost wonder thé
one like you should visit it so late.”

« It may seem strange for an old man lik
to care atall for nature or its Leauties; Bt
things are mostly left to those who can Qelig K
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lln'th m from inexpericnce in ruder matters. But
Yha félyall the pleasures and the pains of life.

OU are till young—not more than half my age,
Perhaps, _and yet T heard you erieving.”

“Yes, for this place is associated with joys
that e gone forever. I grieve that I did not
Partake of them tonger.”

“ And why did you not ?”

“Alas 1” T answerer; T sought a fleeting
Sha'("0“/- In youth T dreamed if I could but ac-
Somplish great and noble actions, men would ;

‘ .9158 my nume, and glery bemy reward.  Ihave !
oile ‘

d—in vain.”

“ Ang your name,” rejoined my friend, ¢ stands f
Dot firgy upon the list of disappointed mortals.
.f.‘his be consolation, let it comfort you. Fame
8 indeed g shadow—a flitting, airy nothing.” ¢

“ A life so blessed with length as yours has :
be'f“» venerablo Sir, has not been unproductive
o Incident. You have observed, of course, more

:?curate]y than I, the leading principles of ac-
On.’)

k “Xf I have observed,” he answered, “itis to
TOW that the ungratified desire of present and
.Osthllmmls reputation, is the source of inexpres-

Cherish it no

ble misery to its possessor.
Ohzer, Sip Stranger, for its influence is terrible.
tell you,” he continued, * that I myself have
€N its vietim. In carly lite, none were hap-
P-ler than I. My father was a man in moderate
inrc‘lmstunces, and I was his only son. Every -
Ulgeace which the injudicious fondness of |
4rents conld devise, was lavished upon me. 1
r:ls eflllcz}ted beyond my station in life. Natu-
ses s{ inclined to retirement and study, even pos-
ew ;_g a tolerable c‘upnctty, I c¢neountered: but
.lﬂiculttes, even in the abstruser depart.nents
Sclence,
m“ This was unfortunate, for my friends praised
elzinpmsress, hinted that one day I ?vould b.e
lent in the world, and I became vaio. This
Snity, however, rather assisted than retarded
N u‘l‘i“?quisitions. I designed to be an author, and
o thed deeply for that purpose. Alx-e.ady was [
e ove of publishing for the first time, when !
Tection entirely new was given to the current !
1y ambition. 2
Our country was then engaged in war—a
ar “hat seemed likely to be of some duration. i
ex-,( :“: were found volunteeri.ng i‘n every quar- J
the c: , giving he?d to the glittering pictures of
fen, mp and. L'he field drm\tn.to me by an expe-
‘c?d recruiting officer, I joined them without ¢
. Vising op consuliing any one in regard to my
On:ﬁ(‘n- Foolish boy that I was! I dreamed of
urs and distinctions innumerable, nor thought ;

e
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once how few there are who win them. This
rash act proved a death blow to my mother—to
that parent who had tenderly watched over me
in childhood, who looked upon me as a staff to
the declining age of herself and partoer.  She
died; and my father, worn with care and anxiety,
deprived of that filial assistance he had a right
to command, did not long survive her.

« Active service too soon dispelled from my

{ mind the impression made by these sad events.

My education and reputed talents had gained for
me a higher grade than that of a private soldier.
Yet all my exertions did not procure me more
than a passing notice from a superior, and that I
scarcely prized at all.  Some time elapsed before
I could obtain a release from my military duties,
irksome as they had now become; but when this
was at last eifected, I resolved to enter upon the
world anew. The proceeds arising from the sale
of my paternal estate would more than suffice
with economy to enable me successfully to prose-
cute my career as an author, in accordance with
my original intentions,

« I wrote and was successful, that is, I was
flattered and caressed by many who styled them-
selves the patrons of elegant literature. Tn my
own eyes, my exotistical effusions seemed des-
tined to immortality. 1 was unable to resist this
tide of paltry popularity, and, abandoning my
former love of retirement, entered with avidity
iuto every species of dissipation, which speedily
deprived me of friends, of reputation, and of mo-
ney. When these were gone, I awoke from this
degrading intellectual slumber, and strove again
more mightily than before, Then I had sought

opularity only——now”I toiled for bread. None -
pot y oniy

but one who has himself lived thus, can appre-
ciate the energy with which I struggled and the
sutferings T endured. But this availed me little
for I had forfeited my claims to public patronage
by the disgraceful conduct I have mentioned.
At length, poor.and weary of life, I sought this
village, and, in the retirement it affords, endea-
vored to forget my disappointment. I have suc-
ceeded, and now regard Fame—the sole pursuit
of my earlier days,—-as amere bubble—-a visionary
thing incapable of being realized by most of mor-
tals, and to those who attain it really—as a pos-
sdssion ever aitended with trouble and vexation.”

“ You are right,” said I in return; and as I
retraced my steps that evening, I pondered well
upon the old man’s words, and inwardly resolved
forever to forego all hopes of acquiring a hold on
that which adininisters no goud in life, and in
death is forgotten.
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OUR BEADLE AND HIS FRIENDS.

BY ERASMCS OLDSTYLE, ESQUIRE.

COAPTER 1I.

TaE festival by which Oily Crumb’s fiftieth birth
day had been celebrated, and the mystery in which
the narrative of Mary Hayworth’s life was in-
volved, afforded matter for Parish gossip for se-
veral days afterwards. But the honor which
attended the Beadle’s Jubilee appeared to interest
men more than the history of poor Mary’s mis-
fortunes. One was regarded with favor, for for-
tune had smiled upon his path, and envy could
not detract from the well deserved applause with
which he had been rewarded. The other was
visited by commisseration by the thoughtful, and
with reproof by the unfeeling, fur the latter,
evineing the unhappy proneness with which the
world is apt to impute the existence of poverty

to the presence of vice, complacently affirmed |

that poor Mary’s career must have been attended
by erime; for that misfortune alone could not
have entailed so much misery upon its vietim.

Suitable homilies, founded upon her supposed
history, were manufactured by the ingenuity of
many a Parish dame; the cardinal virtues were
invoked, expatiated upon and applauded, and
arguing only from the result of individual con-
duet, it was conclusively shewn that the road of
right led straight to riches, whilst the path of
wrong ended in the workhouse or the gaol,

As there was in the conclusion some truth
and much error, it was necessary that its cor-
rectness should be illustrated by an example, and
the objections of the sceptical authoritatively
silenced ; and thus it was that poor Mary’s fate
was invoked as a beacon and a warning ; sus-
picious allusion was made to the “unfortunate
female;” poverty became synonymous with guilt,
and one as fair, a3 virtuous, and as good as ever
received the impress of the Divinity, was calum-
niated, condemned and despised, because she was
unfortunate and unknown,

But we must for the Present, postpone a more
extended reference to the unfortunate fair one

whose supposed criminality had been so severely
visited by the world’s censures, in order that wé
may introduce to those who may trouble them~
selves to peruse these papers, two individuals
whose characters deserve to be treated in separate
chapters.

The thoughtful kindness of the Beadle W88
indirectly the cause of attracting to the funers!
of Mary Hayworth, the two persons to whom we
have referred, and who were as well known iB
the Parish as the old church itself. The first
was Mr. Ralph Lloyd, the overseer of pavementss
and the second was Johnny Lovelast, who use
to designate himself “ Cobbler and Constable,” 1
and for the Parish of Allhallows. .

The cause of their appearance in the buris}
ground was simply the following:

Old Simon the Sexton had reccived direction®
to prepare a grave, and he was informed, to us®
his own words, ¢ that it vos required for a hun”
be-known pauper,” and consequently he had dv8
it in that dismal section of the burial grouﬂ"
assigned to what he termed “ Verkus Customers
and with due regard to the regulations in that
case made and “ perwided.”

When the Beadle had arrived in the church”
yard, and discovered the lodgment which b#
been prepared for poor Mary’s remains, he ab
once ordered at his own expense another grav®
to be dug for her reception beneath the shade ©
three elm trees. The coffin remained for som™®
time, therefore, exposed to public view, and the
unusual sight attracted to the scene, among® b
many others, the two individuals to whom ¢
have referred,

CHAPTER IV,
Mg. Ralph Lloyd was known™in private 28 *
respectable but rather eccentric old bachelors but
in public he was regarded as the incumbent of
important office; he was, as we have sll‘e'fdy
stated, the overseer of pavements, and the P“"wg

*® Continued from page 192,
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8ones themselves might have been aware of the
8t from the emphatic rap with which his yellow
mboo cane was accustomed to visit them, as its
fimprietor performed his daily circuits of inspec-
t‘)"- Mr. Ralph Lloyd was a person of whom
© world knew but little beyond the fact that he
2eld the ahove office, that he was to be seen much
More regularly than the sun, (for in the city of
0‘f:’“ion that glorious luminary finds himself very
Yo N thrown into the shade,) walking his busy
Q&“Dd of duty, his only companions the bamboo
Me, and an ugly dingy coloured, misanthropic-
Ooking over-fed cur, who used to waddle with
30 air of dissatisfied silence behind his master’s
Ssian boots,
8031‘\ Ralph Lloyd did not care for female
1ety; it was not believed that he entertained
:POSitive aversion to the gentler sex, but as it
coas k_nown that he would resort to all kinds of
Nrivances to avoid an interview with any
'Son in petticoats, it was therefore generally
re;’:]‘ght by that large class of reasoners, who can
oay ily trace the analogy between effect and
Se, that in early life he must have met with
Frow and disappointment, either in not having
'S affections requited by the fair object upon
m they had been lavished, or in consequence of
¢ loss of his beloved one by death; the section of
002 I"arish who maintained the latter hypothesis,
Sidered that their view of the subject was
Qn?bOrated by the selection which he had made
* his place of abode, and that his residence in

W of the church-yard had something to do

-
Uth the fair form of whom he had been bereaved.

Ut whether or not the heart of the overseer
Pavements had ever been taught by love or
ed by grief, there can be no doubt that it
% been healed by time, for no one could suppose
e?-the ruddy, dumpling cheeked little man in
N Slan boots, and parsley and butter coloured
“eches, who was so ready in making his doubtful
35t that he was “as hearty as a buck,” could
beeotherwise than happy as the day. He had
fm.;lthl'n near a quarry in Yorkshire, he there-
a 2d early acquired an affection for granite,
10 office at the disposal of the Crown, or in
© gift of the city, could have been more accep-
€ to him than the one he filled of overseer of
Vements,

Yery curb stone, every flag stone, every boulder
Z:regarded with parental affection by the zea-
o Overseer; he was the first to observe the
k; rces created by time, and to pencil down in
vt ed memorandum book the cracks occasioned
. Taffic; he felt pleasure in estimating the period

e could be used for a side walk before it
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degenerated into 4 cellar wall, and though he
was unable to extract blood from the objects of
his calculations, he found it very easy to discover
in the hard cold substance upon which he ex-
pended his thoughts, materiul sufficient for satis-
factory reflection,

Mr. Lloyd had resided nearly all his life in the
Parish, and the place of his lodging had always
been selected in one of the houses by which the
church-yard was surrounded. He derived no sad
or sorrowful lessons from the objects of mortality,
to the view of which his habitation was open; he
had long looked upon the melancholy inclosure
with fondness, for although wedded and con-
firmed in his relish for stone walks, he was not
insensible to the beauties of fair ficlds, and he felt
refreshed by viewing the grass beneathk his win-
dow, it was so very green, it grew with such
rare luxuriance; the fairest meadow could not
exceed in the richness of its verdure, the deep
dark emerald colouring of that old church-yard,
and when he read of scanty crops, and when he
heard of the agriculturists complainings, he
wished that all the farmers’ fields only looked as
promising as did the sod around the graves which
were scattered beneath his window.

Time had spared three clm trees, and man had
suffered them to grow and expand in beauty and
stateliness within the precincts of that place of
burial. They seemed unconscious of the tainted
breath by which their boughs were fanned,
and indifferent to the smoky atmosphere which
played around their branches; their leaves, the
lungs with which Providence has furnished plants,
appeared not to suffer by the closeness of a city
life, or impaired in Beauty by the proximity of
human habitations, for their roots were so em-
bedded in luxuriance, and fed upon such rich
dainties that the trees were amply compensated
for the contracted space in which they grew, and
the impoverished atmosphere by which they were
sustained.

It was whenthe crusted bosom of the earth which
winter’s frost had hardened, became soft under the
genial influence of the sun of spring, when bulbous
roots discovered their hidden life and sent forth
their imprisoned verdure, when the crocus, sweet

harbinger of milder days and warmer nights, .

peered out to bid the animal world rejoice with
thanksgiving, for the world of plants and vegeta-
bles was again pregnant with plenty, and in grati-
tude for human toil was ready to offer from her
teeming bosom themeans of life and sustenance to
all, when the glazed and glossy buds of the horse
chesnut seemed to crack and groan with im-
patience to expand their hidden foliage to the
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face of heaven, and court from the sun’s rays a
deeper colouring for their verdure. The birds
too, began to resume their songs and carol to the
skies, their hymns of thanksgiving, and many a
quiet glen, and many o spacious grove, awcke
from their winter’s quietude, and in notes of
melody made known to man how great the joy
of all their feathered tenantry for'the warm sun
of spring. The sparrows too, began to sun them-
selves upon the house-tops, and by the impudence
of their wanton chirp, seemed to inform the oc-
cupants of those dwellings, that they no longer
depended for subsistence upon the crumbs which
fell from their well shook table cloths, but that
things of earth were now being formed for things
of air, that worms and grubs were warming
into life, and preparing for the banquet of the
birds.

The sun of February which had quickened the
dormant vegetation into life, and gladdened the

animal kingdom with the hope and promise of |

abundance, seemed to guide four rooks from distant
groves in which they had found their winter’s
habitation, to scek their summer residence in
those three elm trees. Their busy active * caw,”
proved grateful music to the heart of the old
bachelor, He was an idle man, and he loved
to watch their industry. Ile was a solitary man,
and he looked with envy upon their mated hap-
piness. Year succeeded year, and with each re-
turning season the birds again appeared, and as
life advanced the bachclor seemed to regard the
time of their coming with move anxious watch-
fulness, for he feared that the inereasing number
of the abondes of men would overcome the instinet
of the birds and send them in quest of a more
secluded home ; but still they came, and another
but less constant watcher had joined the bachelor
and began to note their motions; the architecture
of their nests was remarked upon, and the time
consumed in building was recorded, and it was
found with each succeeding season that more days
were consumed than formerly in the construction
of their nests, that the absent bird had to describe
a8 wider circuit before he could discover the wished
for bough or twig wherewith to form his dwelling,
and once it was thought the nests looked incom-
plete and weakly built, and the absent messenger
returned with wearied wing without the sought
for branch which was the objeet of his errand,
and they all “appeared dissatisfied when the
period of generation had arrived ; but still the
young were hatched, and the parent birds again
seemed happy in the performance of those dutics
which instinct had imposed upon them,

But the rough month of March arrived, and
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the wind of the equinox howled wildly around
those trees and filled their feathered occupants
with dread for the security of their ill-built nests
and the safety of their unfledged young. No
mariner in a storm ever laboured more assidu”
ously to protect his vessel than did those rooks {0
save their dwellings, nuo mother ever evinced 2
more untiring devotion to shield her child from
violenee than did these rooks to secure their
The bachelor and the
rector were the spectators of their praiseworthy
efforts, and much as they desired to give them
help in their necessity they knew not how t0
proceed until it was determined to instruct a bo¥
to climb the trees, and by the help of a string t0
secure their nests from falling. Butalas! the con”
trivances of man were more alarming than the
winds of heaven, for the old rooks were frighteﬂed
and forsook their young to sound the notes of
alarm and fright, and deseribe around the trees #
circle of anxious watchfulness. Their unﬂedged
progeny, alarmed at the cries of danger, and
amazed at the appearance of the invader, strug”
gled out of their nests and foll lifeless upon the
ground below. The old birds remained for #
while in the vicinity of their desolate dwellings #
their “caw” was sad and seldom, ‘till at length
with a noiseless flight they departed for that sea”
son from those three elm trees.

The bachelor was visibly unhappy, but he
determined to provide against a similar accident
at a future season, and therefore with the rector’s
permission he instructed old Simon the sextof
to procure a bundle of faggots and place them 0%
the roof of the church, or in some other expose
situation, that material might not be wanting ‘to
complete and strengthen the rovks’ structures 1
future.

The worthy overseer looked forward with
anxiety to the approach of the spring which
succeeded the misfortune to which we have allt”
ded, for he felt doubtful whether birds who had
been thus deprived of their young would not ha"®
sought a dwelling in some other locality ; but he
was pleasurably relieved when the proper seaso®
arrived, to find that one pair returned to re-estab”
lish themselves in their old quarters, and apps®”
ently grateful for the care they received, tW°
couples arrived in the spring following, aud bef‘fre
Mr. Lloyd departed this life, he had the sati%’
faction to observe that the lite republic b
doubled its inhabitants,

We may as well anticipate the march of tid®
and inform our readers that the ¢ Qverseer ©
Pavements” lived some years afier the date to0
which these papers refer ; that the faggots “ferﬂ

young from injury.
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Z ™egularly provided, and that before his death he
§ '€ereed by his will, after endowing six alms
'; c:;:.Se_S with the bulic of his property, that a
; Aln sum should be annually reserved for the
: Putchase of faggots, and the stipend of the sexton,
! °F his trouble in placing them conveniently, was
- be augmented as the population of the rookery
i Hereggeq, '

: The rookery is still in existence. The trees
! 90 are there, and the bachelor’s grave is beneath
f thim, and the faggots are annually placed upon
o t}ll'OOf of the old church, and the yearly arrival
; o the rooks reminds the aged who remember him
§ rega e old bachelor’s eccentricity, while .they are
g o tded by the more youthful as an evidence of
‘ Care and humanity.

J S

% CHAPTER V.

2. &:’"’y one should object that Johnny Lovelast
¢ ght not to be regarded as a Parish Personage,
; a:rcan O'Iﬂy answer that their opinion' does not
i :f:e with that entertained by the individual
3 Tred to; for he was a constable, and his
{ e baton of office might be seen suspended from
% ".er.y conspicuous peg in his dormitory. In
5 ltion to this circumstance he had always taken
¢ W“f'm interest in parochisl affairs. No Parish
i . iel.mg had everbeen convened without includ-
T I the number of those present the zealous
§
§
;
!
4
§
!
{
j
|
3
§
s
;

Wl cobbler. The election of an oversecr, or
ti:'uappointment’. of a churchwarden, the imposi-
_Of church rates, and .the apprenticing of

arity boys ; in short, whatever may have been
“ieot’jecb of the mecting, Johnny Lovelast was
0 be there, and as sure to make “a few

wi:lzr"ations' to save l}i}n from the censure w.hich
Silong unawoidably wisit him were he to give a
Wwote.” KEverybody knew Johnny’s failing,
Withevery one was therefore disposed to submit
Out grumbling to what he might have to
;’3 being at the same time awave that if he

. ® Managed properly he would vote on the
r::;ide, though he may have spoken on the
ants»l:]bstrribing then to his own opinion, that the
. -8 of the Parish of Allhallows could not be

. f‘l“y transeribed without allusion to the acts,
w::ﬁ“"-er, and influence, of the choleric little man,
Ye ell state that Johuny Lovelast had for many
Sheen constable by appointment to the Parish,
Cobbler by contract to the workhouse. His

in o ©f business, though not the most spacious
°°lne metrop?lis,.was found to be sufficiently
]htley to admit himself at all times, and by a
€xterous management, to receive a customer

——

occasionally. It is not easy to convey to the
Canadian reader a true idea of the character of
the cobbler’s rendezvous ; it had been evidently
contrived by the party in the front of whose
house it was formed, with the view of obtaining
a revenue without inconvenience or detriment to
Lis own occupation. Inrenting the stall to a son
of St. Crispin, the proprietor evinced his good
judgment, for no other trade could have been
followed in the diminutive den but the one to
which Mr. Lovelast had given his time, his talents,
and his attention,

Under the front of a public house, having for
its sign the device of a chess-board, and known
by the name of the checquers, may have been
seen just above the pavement a small window
consisting of six diminutive panes of glass with
bright vermillion frames; this hole in the wall
also answered the purpose of a door, for it was
the only place of ingress to the apartment;
beneath the aperture and opening upon the pave-
ment, were the massive doors leading into the
vaults of the public house, into the entrance of
which the cobbler’s apartment appeared to be
suspended, for the flooring of his cell sank two
feet below the level of the street, whilst the roof
formed a convenience for loungers in the tap-
room during the day, and a bed for the beer
carrier during the night. Thus it was that the

$

: cobbler’s stali was ncither a cupboard nor a coun-
é ter, neither a ground ficor nor a basement story,
g but a tenement suspended between wind and
E water, and partaking alike of the qualities of a
g nest and a cavern, where he carried on his lauda-
¢ ble manufactures withseredit to himself and satis-
faction to his customers.

Johnny was a right-hearted but wrong-headed
little man, stubborn and obstinate when resisted,
but pliant and yielding when humoured; by a
little flattery you could enlist his services; by
open opposition you would secure his enmity.
In politics he was a whig.

Now it is a circumstance no less remarkable
than true, that all cobblers are whigs, or some-
thing more; whether this extraordinary fact gave
rise to the opinion that all whigs are cobblers we
§ will not pretend to determine ; but certain it is
3 that it was the opinion of Johnny Lovelast, that
a good cobbler was necessarily a good whig; that
the affinity between mending shoes and mending
states was so great that it was impossible to be a
g practised hand at the former without acquiring
g a relish for the latter employment. Leather and
{ liberty were, according to his ideas, synonimous

terms, and bis order and occupatiqn required

therefore that he should be a ¢ vig.”

}
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But Johnny was an autiquary as well as a
i whig, and an historian as well as an antiquary,
and he established his claim to the twofold honor
by possessing a board on which had been nailed
for preservation, a great variety of old copper
coins, radiating from a centre formed of a bad
shilling. Round this board would be gathered,
during his periods of leisure, a number of small
boys, to whom he would impart with generous
liberality, his lavish stores of historic truth,

¢ That kine there,” he would remark, “ contains
in a state of beautiful preserwation, a true and
exact portrait of the bad King John, from whom
the Barons extracted the magna “carter; and
that therc one there is ¢Harry the Eight,” who
fought the Pope, and was blessed with six wives,
four of whom he killed, one died, and the other
surwived him. That's the orrid bloody Mary, and
this is the wirtuous Queen Bess. That loving
couple is William and Mary who gave a biil of
rights, and these here dve the Georges, and them
there are furriners; and now, my little dears, you
may go, for yourhistorical lesson is over.” Johnny,
however, made good shoes to wear, and the soles
were hard and well beaten, for whenever the
cobbler hammered on his lap-stone he generally
sang, and his songs were always political and
exciting ; his favorite melody appeared to one
having for its chorus words like the following:

“ And thus we'll pare their tory pride,
And thus we'll dress their tory hide,
And thus we'll sing whate'er betide.
‘With a rap a tap, tap a rap, tap,
On our lap-stones all is smooth,
‘With a rap a tap, tap a rap, tap,
‘We'll hammer them for their good.”

“It is of no use, Audible,” he would say to
that functionary, “its of no use, things can’t
come right till we has a dewision of property.”
And when Mr. Audible argued that some were
careful and some careless, some were saving and
some prodigal, and that therefore it would be
found that some would accumulate wealth and
many disperse it,—what was to be done in such a
case ?

“Dewide again,” rejoined Johnny, nothing
confused; but he shrank from practising his
theory when he became possessed of a small free-
hold,—then it was his opinion that every one’s
house was his castle, and a man ought to do
what he liked with his own; and thus it was that
the possession of property moderated his liberal
principles.

The individuals to whom we have referred,
were attracted as we have already stated, by the
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funeral of Mary Hayworth, to the church-yard-
The interest which Mr. Crummy felt in her
history was communicated to those whom he
addressed, and many who were gathered around
the Beadle determined to use their best endes”
vours to disperse the mist from the story of poo®
Mar;~s life.
(To be continued.)

A FACT VERSIFIED.

BY CHARLES GREATREX.

'Twas noon, a little village maid came tripping lightly by

‘With health upon her rosy cheek, and laughter in her €ye*

'Twas sweet to see a little maid so merry and so fairy

VWith a heart that never heaved a sigh, and never kneW *
care.

fhe tripped along the village, with her satchel on her !1‘“"’

She took the shady lane that led down to her father®
farm,

Andlo! from out a tent there came a gipsy as she stray ‘?d'

And begged to tell thefortune of that blooming little rmaid-

She started from her withered touch, she pauseda second"
space,

She looked up for a moment in the gipsy’s swarthy faces

Then laughed, and shook her ringlets back—what rech
she of her fate?

And stopped not till her band was laid upon the cottes®
gate,

So gentle and so innocent, so beautiful and young!

Yet a sneer was on the beldaw’s lip, a curse was 0B
tongue;

“ Ah! smile away my Pretty one, ere many days be K"“;

That dimpled cheek shall be a thing for worms to fe
upon.”

per

Alas! what mean these falling tears, this gloom up?®
each brow? oy

0! mournfully the old church bell is tolling for her 8¢

And through the silent village moves a melancholy tr!

‘Who weep to think they ne'er shall see her sunny
again,

But they tell us she is happy, for above her quiet tow

The golden sunbeams lingering forbid a moment’s glod

And sweetly o'er the daisied sod tgat round ber bo%’
clings,

A little robin warbles, with their light upon his Wir8®
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[WITH AN ENGRAVING.]

Mzs, 8. C. Hary, in her very beautiful
ales of Woman’s Trials,” gives a deeply in-
w;?subg story, called “ The Governess,” in
ich the importance of the calling is well illus-
o ted, and the poor reward of the teacher is
*ongly and rightly commented upon. The
ole;"lne of the storyis the grand-daughter of a rich
man who had cast her mother off because she
displeased him in her earlier years. When
1€ mother dies, he begins to take an interest in
'S grandchild, though in a manner so eccentric
2 l"I’Peews afler a short time, to be anything
ill: kind, With the declared intention of see-
2 how she bore the hardest “ rubs of life,” he
€s her— his relationship being to all but him-
Self unknown—with a Mrs. Hylier, in whose
a::se he kuew she would be: harshly treated,
Subject to every possible humiliation. A
Oft extract will suffice to show the effects
Wrought upon her sensitive mind :—

‘el?ohen she was left alone—a luxury which her class so
or ™ enjoy—she opened her desk, and, after glancing
Some letters, fixed her eyes upon a miniature she
a taken from a secret drawer. She looked at it lgng
tear Steadily, until her eyes overfiowed, and tear after
"lll'ge round drops, coursed each other down her
hcxe““hed face; then, wiping the moisture from its sur-
live; she »lo<{ked again at the picture, pressed it convul.
'lpqy Within her clasped palms, and laying her head
o ;‘ them, sobbed as if her heart was breaking. While
ing, she slid from her seat upon her knees ; her emo-
the 8radually subsided. She prayed, rose, kissed the
Tished picture, and murmuring, as she closed the
» “ Mother—my mother !” replaced it in' her desk.
Ange gs it may seem, after this agitation she became
Once composed—it had done her good ; the petty in-
Which, cherished child as she had been for so many
o she felt it hard to endure, had passed away with
Bhe eluge of tears that welled up from her young heart,
the Wondered how they could have grieved her—how
®0uld have felt them—when the superior bitterness

T mother’s loss came again upon her.

t the poor girl is at length tried too hardly.

® 18 forced to leave Mrs. H ylier, and for a

ontl.n she lies dangerously ill in a poor cottage,
Which her frantic grandfather cannot trace her.
D, at last she is discovered, consumption is

fo
" t0-have fastened upon her young and ten-

der form, and no care, how lavishly soever it
may be bestowed upon her, can prolong her life.
We give the conclusion of the story :—

Every thing that skill could suggest, or luxury invent,
was resorted to for the relief and comfort of the long
neglected girl. The great physician of the day told her
grandfather, who stood before him with clasped and
trembling hands, watchful eyes and ears, drinking in his
words, that when she was able to be removed, he would
recommend the south of Italy. This was in her dres-
sing-room—a room hung with pale piunk silk, where the
softest breeze whispered its way amid crowded exotics,
and the very light of heaven stole through tinted glass,
wltere the old man himself removed his shoes before he
entered,lest the sraallest noise might disturb the creature
cushioned upon satin, who only a few weeks before, was
expected to brave cold winds and everlasting fatigue,
The reaction upon the grandfather’s mind amounted al-
most to insanity. The stern, bitter satirist, had melted
into a fond old man, who seemed absorbed in having
once more something upon which he could safely pour
out his long pent-up affections.

The physician again felt her pulse, spoke a few kindly
words, and departed. So softly did Mr. Byfield follow
him down stairs, that he did not even hear his footfall ;
he arrested his attentign when in the ball, by pressing
his arm. “Sir, sir,” he said, in a trembling tone; * in
here—speak softly—she does not like noise. You said,
when she was able, we were to go to the south of Italy,
Now, how soon will that be? We have had some sharp
north winds—those keelf her back—will it be when the
wind changes ?”

“Not so soon as that, my good sir; but I hope soon—
indeed 1 hope it—she has interested me much, You
must keep her gquiet—perfect repose—she must speak
as little as possible; she must not exert herself in the
least; her lungs have been overworked.” - -

“ God forgive me; they have, they have !”

“We must watch the symptoms, and act accord.
ingly.”

¢ Certainly, sir, but you say this climate is not fit for
her?”

* It is not; but she cannot bear exertion yet. Good-
morning, my dear sir; Lwill try and be here to-morrow,
precisely at the same hour.”

“ You do not trifle with me, sir, do you?—raising hope
to destroy it?” inquired the old man, almost fiercely.

I have raised nohope,” returned the doctor. “If she
bears removal, it must be to the south of Italy.” Mr.
Byfield caught at the back of a chair, and gasped for
breath; at last he repeated. « If—if;%ou said if. Is
there any doubt, then?”

The agony of despair in the old man’s face compelled
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the doctor to lay down his hat, and seat himself by Mr,
Byfield's side.

“ My dear, good sir, I never deceive; and I hope you
will nerve yourself as becomes a Christian. All things
are possible; and every thing shall be, indeed of late ias
been, done, to overthrow our insidions foe. If 1 had seen
her sooner "—the old man started as if an asp had stung
him—* though, indeed, that might not have availed
much,”? continued the ready doctor; “she is young—the
sumner before ber—let us hope for the best; but, frank-
1y, the symptoms are against us.”

“ But she said she was so much better this morning "

« It is a cause of exceeding thankfulness to find her so
cheerful.””

“ And a good sign, sir?”

“ The sign of a good mind,” replied the doctor, eva-
sively.

Mr. Byfield was gratified by the idea. “ And so she
has—an angel's mind,” he answered. * Perhaps you can
tell me to-morrow about Htaly, sir. I have worked hard
all my life, and have been a thriving man—more rich
than people think, sir. I will heap gold upon that table
80 thst you cannot move it, if you but save her life ”

“What an extraordinary development of character!”
thought the physician, as his carriage rolled away;
“ why, a tithe of this care would have saved her—ay, six
months sgo!”

“Where have you been, dear grandpapa,” said
Emily, as he stole into her rvom, to sit and look at her—
“where have you been?”

“Hush! you must not talk!” he said.

“Oh, but I may, a little, under my breath, I used to
be obliged to talk, but now it is a pleasure. Do let me
mention what we spolke of yesterduy—the nice alms-hou-
ses you said you would baild for nged governesses. Oh!
how glad 1 shall be to see the first stone laid! When
shall it be >—Next August, on my birthday ?—Or, come
here, 1 will speak very softly, if you will not be angry.
My poor mother ! She used to be so proud of her
governess-child! Will you lay the first stone on her
birthday? Thank you, dear grandpapa' Bless you!
I shall not want to go to Italy ; that will cure me ?”

1t was beautiful to observe, that, though this creature
loved life, as a young bird loves to poisc upon its feeble
wings, she did not fear death, As her frame decayed—
a8 she wasted into a shadowy outline of what all those
who had known her,now declared had been so lovely, her
mind became more buoyant—purer it could hardly be—
though more ethereal, when her cough permitted short
snatches of sleep. Bhe seemed as if, throngh these thin
eyelids, she gazed upon all the mysteries ofan unclouded
world : a perpetual smile parted the pallid lips, like the
division of a lily.bud; and when she awoke, it was to
confer fresh interest on the things of life,

Poor Miss Mercier would kneel for hours by her side,
and smile and weep by turns. “It did her good,” she
suid; and she sald rightly: such scenes do good; they
strike upon the heart; there is no deception in them,

¢ Do not weep for me,” said Emily, ¢“I shall be better
soon. Every day I become better; and if I could only
malke you feel the importance of your duties, I should
be so much happier. Iam changed, though, a good deal.
Were I to teach again, I would try and interest my pu-
pils more about hereafter than I did, I would talk to
them much more about the heavens, those lightsome
Qeavens where the just are made perfect; it is so happy
to think of their radiance, their glory, their eternity, and
to think of this beautiful world, in which I once sorrow-
ed and labored, and yet loved; for surely it was created
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by God as a place of passage, where the good have 3

foretaste of the happiness prepared for them here-
after!”

She would talk thus toall, pouring forth the very
sweetness of wisdom, so that people wondered how she
had gained such knowledge. IHer two former pupils
could hardly be separated from her; and though her
grandfather manifested much impatience at being dis-
turbed from her side by any one, still he was so prO\ld
of her sweet mind, that he could not refuse them adnis-
sion, but made up for disappointments by stealing into
the room during the night, and watching or praying
while the heavy.eyed nurse slept. Each day the physi-
cian came, and each day the old gentleman would follow
him outside the door, and enquire, as though the ques-
tion were still new—“ When will the tiine come ? When
will we go to Italy®” And the doctor would reply, with
a kind look, ¢ Not yet.”

To all beside, except herself, it was evident she wa$
dying; it is almost too hard a word to apply to such &
passing away : it was as if a rose dropped, leaf by Jeafy
until the last few petals that remained trembled on the
stem. She said, every day, she was better, much better
she had no pain now; and she should soon be able t0
drive out in the warm sunshine, Her friend, the cler-
gyman’s sister, came to her from the country. And
the clergyman himself, he who had attended her mother’s
death-bed, prayed beside hers. It might have been that
the young man loved her; but she never dreamed he
did—never. She talked a great deal of the past and the
future, and of what blessings would arise from a higher-
toned education. And one worning in particular, when
the doctor called, he reproved her for wasting her
strength in words. Again Mr. Byfield followéd him out-
side the room, and the physician led him into another
apartment, and closed the door.

“My dear sir!” he said, “ our dear patientis very wesk
to.day.”

“8he said she was better,” replied Mr, Byfield.

“She is not; her mind is purer, and higher, and holief
than ever ; but she is sinking.”

“ Not unto death *” muttered the old man.

The physician turned away ; he could not bear to look
upon the features of the old man. “God bless you, siri
you have a great consolation; every thing has been don®
that could be done; I wish I was as sure of Leaven 88
she is; good morning~he composed.”

The old man turned away—he was alone—he sunk int0
a chair; burst after burst of tears convulsed his frame:
It was nearly four hours before he could enter her rovl®
again; he saw she was greatly changed in that shor t
space of tinie, and yet huiled him with her feeble voicés
declaring she was better; he motioned Miss Mercie
who had been with her, to leave the chamber. He too¥
her hand in his, gazed earnestly into her face, and sunk
upon his knees,

“It is not time for prayer yet. is it ?—it is not night
yet?" she said; % but pray, dear grandfather : it is alwa)®
time for prayer.” -

“Iam going,” he answered, “to you. Listen! Heré
on my knees, I do entreat your pardony an old m8™
whose hardness deprived you of your mother—whose
harshness has abridged the length of your sweet life.
did not intend to try you beyond your strength, but
ought to have known better. I chained you with thos¢
hands to the galley, when I should have given you free”
dom. Can youforgive me, Emily? And when you meet

your mother, will you ask her not to turn from me in

»
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The poor girl was deeply affected; she threw herself
feebly forward and clasped her arms round his neck, and
Pressed her checl to his. She pourcd forgiveness and
M“Singa on his white head, and fondly pushed back the

Silver hair from his brow. He replaced her on her pil-
lows; but the exertion had shaken the sand in the glass
of life ; it was passing rapidly.

“You will be kind to those Ilove,” she said, “and
truly forgive those who were harsh to me; and you will
be very good to poor Mary! and—oh, heavenly Father,
Teceive my spirit 17’

These were her last words. The old man, frantic with
Brief, despatched the nurse, who had just entered the
Toom, for help; and when she returned, the dead face of

I8 grand-child was restiug on his breast, and he held up
his fiuger, and said, % Hush ! hush 1” as though she slept,
Which he believed she did; and all night long he remain-
®d in the same position, murmuring every now and then,
8 if soothing a slumbering infant.

_The old man is still living, but his mind is gone and

8 heart s in her grave—which, he persists in saying,
Wa3 dug by his hands.

THE TALL PINE TREE.

BY J. G, BETHUNE,

The tall pine tree—the tall pine !
It stands within the glade—

And when a boy, how oft have I,
Beneath its branches played.

The tall pine tree—the tall pine tree!
How often have I seen,

It withered by the wintry storm,

In winter clad in green.

The tall pine tree—the tall pine tree!
How oft its boughs among,

Have the little feathery warblers sat,
And chirped their merry song.

The tall pine tree—the tall pine tree !
Beneath its friendly shade—

Upon a glorious summer’s eve,

1 woo’d a lovely maid.

The tall pine tree—the tall pine tree!
T'was there I won my love—

And to my glowing anxious breast,

I clasped the gentle dove.

The tall pine tree—the tall pine tree!
Its praises I will sing—

For 'neath its shade, that lovely maid
Has pressed the bridal ring.

The tall pine tree—the tall pine tree!
I'll breathe its parting lay—

For now beueath its shelt'ring arms,
My beauteous offspring play,

' Montrea), April 17, 1847,
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE LITERARY GARLAND.

Sir,—I send you another of Arpma’s contri-
butions to a city newspaper. It is worthy of &
place in your Repository of Canadian talent,
which unfortunately, is not an over abundant

article.
A LITTERATECR.

TO MY CANDLE AT MIDNIGHT, EXPIRING IN
1T8 SOCKET.
BY ALPHA.
Emblem of closing life,
Type of expiring strife,
‘With cares and fears—
All mournful as thou art,
I hail thee in my heart
’Mid welcome tears! §
T've watched thee long to-night
Thou Hluttering feeble light—
Yet none may know
‘When thou hast ceased to be,
‘When nought remains of thee é
Where thou shalt go.

Again thou raisest bright
A pure and steady light,
Ol! cnn it be
That, this lone cheering beam
Can omen one sad gleam
Of hope to me?

.

No! it is all in vain,
Oh! tempt me not again
‘With treach'rous ray;
Seek not with fate tu cope,
My every earthly hope
Hath passed away.
» Yes! earthly hopes have passed
Then trembling one, oh! cast
An upward eye
To Him, who throned above
Bends with a father's love
To hear thy fy.
The flame hath passed away,
So shall thy long, long duy
Of sorrow cease,
When "neath the quiet sod
Confiding in thy God,
Thou'lt rest in peace.

[We have been prevented only by want of
space from giving the above & place in our pages
at an earlier date. We may further state that
the gem which the tasie and judgment of our
correspondent has selected for us, originally ap-
peared in the Transcript of this city—a journal
of very extensive circulation, and has, there is
little doubt, been very generally read. As a
means, however, of preserving it, we think it well
to give it insertion in our Magaazine, in which we
shall be happy to place any similar productions,
whenever they fall under our observation, or when
our correspondent will oblige us by forwarding
them to us. He may be assured that he will not
« trouble us t0o often,” how frequently soever he
may favor us with his communications.—-ED.L.G.]
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THE ADOPTED SON; A HISTORICAL NOVEL—BY J.
YAN LENNEP, L.L.D.

Translated from the Dutch by E. D. Hoskin.

Tmis is & long and rather a heavy Dutch story
of the middle of the 16th century, that stirring
period of their mighty and successful struggle
for religious freedom and political independence.
It is under such circumstances more than in
any other that the most ample materials are
afforded for a tale of deep and thrilling interest.
In this particular instance, if the best possible
use has not been made of these materials,—and it
required the hand of a master workman to per-
form the task in so finished and satisfactory a
manner as we could have wished,—yet the author
has claims, and-strong ones too, upon the favour-
able notice of our readers.

‘We highly approve of what are generally de-
signated Historical Novels, because, while they
interest our feelings, they enlighten our under-
standings, and thus, combining instruction with
amusement, our stock of knowledge is increased
without any dry or arduous study, and impressed
wpon the memory without an effort.

Many people, however, especially the young
and inexperienced, in reading such works, are apt
to attach too much credit to the statements they
contain—to mistake for historical accuracy a
plausible and circumstantial detail of events and
occurrences distorted and exaggerated, and notun-
frequently invented to suit the purpose of the story
teller. This is an error to be carefully guarded
sgainst, as the following instance, out of many in
the work before us, will suffice to shew. Frequently
mention is made of the Iconoclasts, and in such
s manner a8 {o lead the unwary reader to sup-
pose that the war against idolatry, and the break-
ing of images, originated in those *troublous
times,” whereas it commenced in the early part
of the eighth century, and raged with such fury

» during the reigns of three successive emperors
as to cause the dethronement of one, the poi-
soning of another by his own wife, and the dis-

§ memberment of the empire, and it only ended ! quent occurrence throughout the work.

Qs
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with the century in which it began. The last, 8¢
least that we hear of it, is the condemnation ©
image worship in 794, by a council of three hun~
dred Tconoclast Bishops, assembled by Charle
magne at Frankfort on the Maine.

It is from the graphic delineation of the man~
ners, habits and customs of ages long gone by—
of their mode of acting, speaking, and even ¢
thinking, under the circumstances describeds
whether real or fictitious it matters not, that We
are to derive, many useful and important lessons

As an illustration of our meaning, let any oneé
read as carefully as he may, the best written life
of Oliver Cromwell, even his Life and Times by
Carlyle for instance, and then read Sir Walter
Scott’s Historical Novel of Woodstock, and be
will close the book with a much more perfect
knowledge of the real character of that extraor”
dinary and peculiarly talented man than he hé
before, although no single cirenmstance in tbe
fictitious tale should be found to correspond With
the statements in the authentic history.

The history of the great and triumphst®
struggle of the Netherlands for their indepe®”
dence, as given by Schiller, perfect and complete
though it be, and it is perhaps one of the best
ever written, yet is it but a detail of facts i
which we have no personal concern ; but in tbe
work before us, our finest feelings, our warmest
and kindliest sympathies are deeply interest
and engaged in behalf of every individual in that
persecuted and resolute, and at last triumph““t
band of brothers—from the prince and the noblé
to the karl and the boer,—and even to his dog-

The work has suffered somewhat from the
translation,—what work indeed has not ? ‘There
is one egregious error, however, which, in 0%
whole course of reading, we never met with befor®
It consists in the translator’s givil?g the Let®
names of authors when speaking of them, in the
genitive case, without the sign of the Englis
possessive; for instance he says, “the writing®
Hugonis Grotii,” instead of the writings of Hug
Grotius. This is a pedantic absurdity of very fre-
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A CONVICT—RY Y-LE.

WHETHER this be a fictitious story, or an authen-
tie bi()}','r‘aphical history, we cannot tell, or at least
¥ might have found it difficult to determine, had
Mot the author, in his introduction, declared it to

8 true and faithful narrative. This, of course,
We are bound to believe, and consequently cannot
treat it a5 o fiction.

While we cannot but give the author credit for
Considerable ability, of which the little book
a“:;(’l'e‘us furnishes abundant evidence, we cannot

Seribe to his clever and ingenious plea for
l"‘“"Cipatjng, if not disarming criticism, by stating
8t from six years of age he had been compelled
€arn his own subsistence, and that consequently
20y education he has received has been the
Gonn‘t of chance, not of arrangement. 911 the
itn t“ar_}.’. this very circumstance makes it more
va[{‘“‘atlve]y incumbent upon us to point out its
Tious faults and deficiences, if for no other
Son than to prove to our readers the necessity

Importance of education in the publication
n:“ of so trifling a work as the one before

> The author, however, may rest assured that
'8 depl‘ecatory request shall be so far regarded
en; induce us to deal with him as gently and

ently a3 we eonscientiously can.

© are sorry to be compelled, in the outset, to

te that the story is sadly deficient in circum-
Ntial evidence as to its authenticity. As re-
*ds incidents and circumstances illustrative of

® habits and customs of the inhabitants of
0:‘\"_Pﬁ'na.l colony, particularly relating to the
o Victs, the statements are very erroneous, and
ulated to produce impressions “wide as the
li“f: asunder,” from the truth. Besides, what
° there is of such collateral evidence, is
Sttute of all those peculiar characteristics
Ih constitute the most striking features in

v, : ‘
'Y department of nature, in that strange

the extraordinary country, where the *rocks
Mselves to ruin grow,” or rather have grown,

Ut g portion here and there as pillars
"fppr)rt the superincumbent earth, and where
10us subterranean plains and valleys now are

" where once the rocks have been, with deep
kling rivers flowing through them, *all

i e““."Eless to man”—where the wild animals,
‘9“‘ Young and (_]efenceless state, can return
%p‘easﬂre to the place from whence they came,
oy Something very like it—where frost and
. are never kuown, although in nearly the
pherepﬂl:allel of latitude in the southern hemis-
> With that occupied by a portion of the
h:i’;h [.’eninsula. in the eastern, and of North
D2 in the western sections of the Northern,

|
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which are familiar with both,—where it does not
rain sometimes for years*—where trees appa-
rently grow with the wrong end up—where, in
short, all our preconceived notions, as to the re-
gularity of nature and her works, are turned
topsy turvy ; and to such an extent too has the
history of this strange country confused our
ideas, that we can alinost subscribe to the asser-
tion of a certain veracious traveller, that the
inhabitants of the moon carry their heads under
their arms.

No! not a word—not a hint—not even a distant
allusion to the peculiar circumstances we have
mentioned, is to be found in the * Recollections
of a Convict,” although he had resided for years
in that strangest of all strange countries. For
all the author tells us, the scene of his suffor-
ings might have been laid as well in Canada, New
Brunswick, or any other newly settled country,
as in New South Wales.

This defect, in the abstract, is of little con-
sequence, and therefere might be deemed a ve-
nial one ; but when brought to bear upon the
authenticity of the work,—the only ground upon
which any real interest in it could be felt,—it be-
comes & matter of importance, inasmuch as by
leading us to doubt the truth of the story, it

" deadens, if it does not paralyze our sympathies

with the suffering subject of it.

We promised to refrain from unnecessary se-
verity, and we give the following as a specimen
of the author’s style, and as a proof of our for-
bearance:

¢ We have all a beginning gl life, and that beginning,
so long as our shicld of second causes yemain, is more
ljkely tobe one of innocence than of vice; but should
He, in whose hands is the issue of all things, be pleased
to take from us that shield, our life, taking the world as
it is, is more likely to be influenced by evil than good ;
as there are few hands or hearts—few indeed—willing to
help or feel for the sorrows of a parentless or a fatherless
child. The foregoing I take for granted, as, had it been
otherwise in my own case, the painful recollections called
up in giving publicity to this history, might have been
spared me,

“ There is an adage which says that ‘those who
are born to be hanged will not be drowned.’ I nar.
rowly escaped the former, and, regarding the latter, I
have so often nearly realized beiug so, that I begin to
think the above aphorism hasno besring on my cage.”

We cannot conclude our notice of this work
without denouncing in the strongest terms the

® Strange as it may seem to us in this moist hemis-
phere, it is no less true that in New South Wales, they
had not a drop of rain at bne time during the space of
fourteen months, when hay, plentiful as it gqnerally is
in that climate compared with the consumption, rose in
the Sydney Market to the enormous price of twenty-five
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dangerous doctrine propounded by the author.
He says that his first transgression he trusts is
now forgotten, (but it was neither his first nor
his last,) and that he had dearly paid the penalty
of that act ! and “that at all events,” to use
his own words, “if earthly judges do not hold
me guiltless, I hope that He who rules and judges
heaven and earth will acquit me by His righteous
judgment.”

And on what does the reader think this hope
of such acquittal rests? Not on the erroneous
ground of an after life of penitence and prayer
and pious acts of charity and benevolence ; but
on his endeavour to shew that some truth about
Providence which he had lately discovered was
imprinted on his memory.

In taking leave of the author we feel happy,
afterall, to beable to end as we began, with a word
or twoof encouragement. We hesitate not to say
that in the work before us, especially in someof the
fugitive pieces at the end of it, there is a display
of natural genius and talent which require but
a little more cultivation for their popular and
pleasing development.

THE MERCANTILE CALCULATOR, &C.—BY W. A.
MERRY.

Tris is a work evincing an almost incalculable

amount of labor. It is arranged for the use of

all those in the British Colonies, whose business

involves a necessary connection with weighing

and weights,

As to the utility and necessity of such a work
there can be little question, and still less as to
the general adoption of this, provided the public
can rely upon the correctness of the calculations,
and judging from the respectable testimonials in
its favour which the author appears to have re-
ceived on this all-important point, we think they
may. We subjoin a few specimens:—

IxspECTOR GENERAL'S OFFICE,
Montreal, April 22, 1847,
S12,—In reply to the request contained in
your note of this morning, I have to state that
I submitted your * Mercantile Calculator or
Commercial Tables,” to the test of a series of
calculations founded on the various rates of duty
charged on articles by the cwt., and, being satis-
fied of their correctness, have great pleasure in
adding my testimony to that of other gentlemen
as to the accuracy and general utility of the
work. I have the honor to be, Sir, Your obe~
dient Servant, ’
W. Caviey,
Inspector General.
W. A. Merry, Esq., Montreal.
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OUR TABLE.

MNAMMAM
MoNTREAL, April 23, 1847.

Str,—We have seen your * Mercantile Calc#”
lator,” and examined the arrangement of the
Tables, which we find most suitable to our busi®
ness, and have no hesitation in recommending
them, being fully aware that they will afford
valuable assistance to Commercial men generallys
more particularly to those engaged in the For-
warding and Ashes Trades. Your obedient Ser-
vants,

H. Joxes & Co.
Mr. W. A. Merry.

TALES OF WOMAN’S TRIALS ; BY MRS. 8. C

ThHis, it appears, is the republication of a work
whose popularity has already been fully estab
lished. It consists of a series of beautiful stories
of a deeply interesting character, well calculs

to call forth the best and kindliest feelings of 0uf
nature, and to direct them, in their active e®”
ployment, either to the attainment of some be-
nevolent object, or towards the promotion of the
general interests of morality and religion. The
work is for sale, in a cheap form, at Messrs. *
& C. CHALMERS', Great St. James Street.

HALL,

THE BLACK PROPHET ; A TALE OF IRISH FAMINE
-

—BY WM. CARLETON.

Tars is a fearful tale, The miseries of & fo°
mer famine in that unhappy country are so g7
phically described, in ail their harrowing 8l
revolting particulars, as to make one shudder
while he reads; and yet how dreadful is it
think that the sufferings of that famine were lig
and trivial when compared with the horrors o
the present one.

The work is as extraordinary in its other fes”
tures as it is fearful in the one to which we ha%®
adverted. So extraordinaryindeed that we h!
know what to say aboutit, and thereforé we
must leave our readers to judge for themselve®
and we hesitate not to recommend it to thel®
perusal. It can be obtained at the book store ©
Messrs. R. & A. MiLLER, St. Frangois Xaviel
Street.




