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LITERARY LADIES OF AMERICA.

TuiaTy years ago, and this would have been
sstrange term in AAmcrica; somcthing for our
':own East mothers to wonder at, and scarch
their dictionaries about. A book on rcligious
subjects by Hannah Adams, oncof history and
f biography, perhaps, were written by fuiales
pbout the time of the Revolution.  Afew stray
natc’.cs of pocicy sometimes appeared —Lke
v.uicts beautiful, but almost unnoticed—anon,,
he newspaper paragraphs which formed but
p dim shadow of what is now a flourishing
eriodical literature, but except ‘hese slight
nanifestations of the future, the Genius of
merica, so far as her women are concerned,
rooded among our houschold guds, a beauti-
[ul, but voiceless spirit.

! New England, the birth-place of female
genius, was full of wild and soul-stirring poe-
try, even before the white man's tread disturb-
ed the hush of her foresta. It dwelt in the so-
lemn depths of the wilderness, and nature
found there a thousanl stariling voices to
awake the fancy, and arouse the high worship
f mind, before human intcllect drcamed of a
estern hemisphere. It lived in the golden
nshine where it broke on the mountain f.cak,
nd laaghicd in the silvery riot of her watdifalls,
here they tossed thiir foam to the wiad, and
lunged from the cLil to the green valiey be-
w! Itsleptintheriver vale, and tafled with
csweer south vind, when it went sighing
mong the wild flowers—it whispered in the
Test lcaves where the red man crept steaih.-
beneath them in scareh of the spoited deer.

t was found every where hauntng the sca
ore and the wilderness with 1ts mddodics, a
catless spinit yean aing for some miote touch-
2 power of cxptesswon than was found i the
hispering leaves, somcthing more dllicate
an lives in the manly heart, and w.th 2 ho-
er sireng:h than gushes forth in theb.rd song.

1 The depih of masculine mind was soaaded, but
in the human soul are many delicate strings
ready to thrll at a gentle breath, but which
give forth no music to the powerfui touch of
man’sintellect. Amcrican poisy was deficient
in its most refined attribute "til & fumaie tind
awoke, capable of blcnding tiie niust geptle
feelings of the heart with the lovlly tiings of
nature, and of combining with the vuice of
masculine thought a soft, low.strain whieh
harmonized and made a perfect mdlody.

Until Hope Leslie atose from the quiet
bosom of New England, hike a tiimd bird, half
anconscious of the jewel which lay sheltered
beneath its wings, no woman had sounded the
chords of her own heart, that they nught
awakeanswering tonesin thehosom of another.
There was no kome music in the lierature of
our country; nathing which might arouse tho
female heart 1o 2 knowledge of the high poetry
which slept among our houschold gods. But
Hope Leslic was answcred by a hindred voice
—a3another and another ! "Ll thosc who had
deemed that genius and lofty thought, which
1S its attribute, could dwell in mascalae ntel-
lect alone, were constrained to aamut that
thought and feel...g 1n their most lovely com-
binauons, m.ght cust .n the female heart, and
st!l detract frem no gentle or womanly virtue.

The author of Hope Leshe gave a Leautiful
example that female m.nd may bebnliiantand
yet delicate, capable of intense fecling, and of
powerful thought, and that the h.ghest intel-
lecuml exercise of which the Lieart and mind
of woman is capable, may be modestly per-
formed amid the hight of her owa home and
surtounded by the domestic affections.

If there is a be.ng on easth who shoald be
held in lose and reverence, it 15 that woman
who first gave to female genius a voice and
ramenourland! Whobecame grestthrough
the brithancy of her mind, bat who, amid all
her fame, remained womenly and medest fr .m
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the goodness of her heart. Ifthere is honour
due to woman for her lovelingss, or to genius
for its beautiful creations, it should be render-
ed to the author of Hope Leslie, and the equal-
ly great and gentle woman whose genws is
floating in a thousand melodies through our
country : whose mind has been one conunued
t:ibute to her sex ; and whose life supplicd us
with an example of intellectual pursuits, har-
monizing with the duties of a wife and mother,
beautiful as colours ripen on the check of a
peach in midsummer.

The author of Zinzindorf, and her illustrious
compeer, followed immediately by two or three
othersof almast equal worth, were the pioneers
to a class of women who are exerting quiet,
but powerful influence in the land; an nflu-
ence increasing every day, and which will be
felt, for good or for evil, centuries and centu-
ries herice. And i. is this influence of female
litecature, more than any other, which willex-
alt and refine the sex, and which willestablish
a true position fur woman in the scale: of
social life. - It wiil extend the dominion of her
influence by increasing her resources of enjoy-
ment; by giving dignity and grace to the
beautiful world of home which is her uudss-
puted kingdom ; by rendering her content with
that little domain which has more space for
cultivation than female mind has yet suspected.

Aiss Sedgwick and Mrs. Sigourney, Mrs.
Child and one or two others who became au
thors almost the same year, were among the
first to clothe our history and social hfe with
the hues of their own bright imagination.—
They exerted mental wealth to render do-
mestic life lovely, and to persuade their sisters
into content with the blessings of their natural
condition. Their fiction was full of truthful-
ness, and the sweet lessons which it gave were
calculated toexalt womanin her proper sphere,
but never 10 entice her beyond ... They have
taught the ambitious of the sex, in many a
beautiful page, and by their own blameless
lives, that woren may become great, yet re-
main humble and affectionate, and that the
most lofly ideal is not necessanily divorced
from the useful. They have taught us that
genius may be combined with firm principle
and plain common sense, yet lose nothing of
its brightness : that female genius is, in truth,
3 household spirit, that infancy may nestle
its bosom, and chiidhood need not fear to
crown it with flowers, or play at lude and seek
in its vestments. They have exhibited it a
gentle spirit, smoothing the pillow of age,
hovering around the sick bed, with plumage

===

which but grows brighter from the dews that
fall ovex 1t from the green roof tree.

It s true that this little band of women have
been followed by others of more or less pre-
tensions to kundred excellence. But they first
broke a path in the wilderness of letters, and
when the thorns were removed and the rug.
wed places made smooth, it required no grear
effort of courage to foliow their footsteps.—
The toil of adventure was almost accomplish-
¢d, and the laurels green on their foreheaus,
béfore those who have since become knownir
the world of letiers, venwred to imitate ther
illustrious example. Within the last few years
the walks of female literature have become
peopled with votaries. Intellects as brillian
as the examples that have been choseu, may
be found among them—nay, greater genius
and more startling manifestations of female
mind may exist, now or hereafter—but equal-
ity or even superiority of mental power in
those who may come after, can detract no-
thing from the teverence and gratitude due to
those who unlocked the treasure of their
gemus, when the result was uncertain, and
when the effort might be foliowed by glory
or reproach, as the generosity or prejudices of
their countrymen should determine.

At the time these ladies devoted themselves
to literature, they might indeed tremble for the
opinion which men would form of them, forat
that time a woman who wrote books was con-
sidered almost a rival to masculine intéllect
and regarded as something strange and unap-
proachable by her sister women. ‘Thedivision
lines which are now so stronglv drawn be
tween the masculine and feminine mind, were
little ynderstood in that day, and the idea that
a woman of genius could be domestic, cheerfu!
and unpretending, would havebeen considered
visionary in the extreme.

The first impulse was given by women whe
were doubtful of the result; and to their moral
courage and spirit of self-sacrifice is due, a de-
gres of praise which ne votary of the present
however brilliant, can hope to receive; for the
circumstances under which they wrote can
never cxist again 10 test the strength of wo-
man’s courage, though every day exhibits
come new and beautiful power of her genius.

‘With this band of gifted women arose tbe
tle which heads our essay. They were 8
new, and rare class, springing up like exotics
m the wilderness. So our countrymen im?
ported a name from over seg, and they we
calied “ Literary Ladies.”

Did this litle group of women dream
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wide and bright the circle would spread, when
they cast their pearls on the watcrsof society,
and saw them sparkle and eddy beneath their
mfluence for the first time? Did they guess
that the air was all alive with kindred spirits
and new voices of melody—or think how high
and bright the flame of female mind would rise
and shine, and that the country would be
swdded with answering fires, in less than
wwenty yearsafter their own timid watch ligmis
were kindled on the hills of New England 7—
Did they anticipate that progress in the me-
chanic arts, by which thoughts sluinbering in
the heart one week, may on the next claim
sympathy from a hundred and fifty thousand
readers?  Could they have known how beau-
tifully their influence would spread among the
sex—how many gems would flash around their
feet when, Like angels of old, they went down
to trouble the still waters of human thought?

Did they anticipate all this? No! no!—
Genius is a swecet impulse, and calculation un-
known to its first exertions! As the bird
panting beneath the burden of its own rich
melody, pours its song upon the air—they
gave up a treasurc of thought which was
pieading for utterance--and the result came
naturally as flowers blossom beneath the
kisses of an April sun. Their spirits were
haunted with music, and taking no thought of
the morrow, they gave it freely to the breeze
without one anticipation of the echo which
society might send back to them—of theafiee-
tion they have excited, and the reverence
which will ching around their memory. They
acted from the impulsc of a high nature, and
with all their genius remained true women,
faithful to their scx, firm in the domestic dutics
which are imperativgyalilie on the gifted, and
those of humble cndowments.

With the examples just dwelt upon joined to
many others scarcely inferior either in qual.-
ties of mind or heart, it will hardiy be contend-
od even by the most obstinate, that in order to
write well a womaa must invest her mind and
personal habits with the attributes of mascu-
fine greatness ; or that she must sacrifice one
feminine or gentle quality in arder to attain
literary distinction. The history of female
mind from the landing of the Pllgrims to the
present day, has bren a beaut.ful contradiction
*0 this false wden; and so far as our literaturc
1s concerned, the ladics of Ainerica have little
to tegret, and less to blush for. Common-
place and fecble books may oce wsionally eme-
nate from thar pens, but a decidedly immoral
or irreligious volume has not, to the writer's

knowledge ever left adisgraceful record against
the sex since America was a nation. In our
land few ladics of genius, or even talent, exist,
who would not reject the distinction, however
high, which must be purchased by a sacrafice
of dclicacy or principle. If this unnatural de-
sire for popularity did exist, there is no safe-
guard aga:ast it so powerful as the cultivation
of a troly fuminine taste for letters. There is
something in a stady of the beautiful which
ennobles and refincs the intellect; and if the
pursuit of letters led to no higher result, the
author might secure an exceuling reward in
the cultivation of hcr taste—in the delicacy
and refincment which habits of pure thought
blend with the character, adding new grace to
that already existing in her woman's nature.

But in the very luxuriance and sutcess of
our female literature there is danger of its Je-
toriation. The indiscriminate use of a term,
by which wo.en of genius were first kndwn
in our land, threatens to destroy its dignity,
and in some degrec check the progress of
female mind.  The appellation once bestowed
on our distinguished females as a title of
dignity and honour has become perverted by
socicty, and s thoughtlessly rendered to the
pretender, who, mistaking ambition for talent,
assumes, under the delusion, more than the
highest grade of genes would arrogate to it-
self. And more roprchcn\sive sthit—it isgiven
to the woman who dezrades Lerscx, by a bold
companionship of rizhts which ought to shock
the feminine nature.  Who canriseaudacions-
1y hefore a multitude of men, comprising all
classes of mind, and amid the coarse chesrs
and rude clapping which heralds her unnatu-
ral appearance, hold a political discourse, or
exhaust presumptuous elogaence in defeace of
*woman's rights,"” and cquality of the sexes—
equality, which if it did ex:st, woulddepriveus
of the sweetest blessing ever inherited by tke
sensitive and fuminine heart!  For in order to
sustain it, woman must sacrifice that fecling
of trust and dependence on some being of
steraer strength and purpose than herself,
which is the most beautful want known to
her cxistence.

The rights and equality which these bold
teachers cln:m would sweep away all the lit-
tle world of confiding tenderness, which isthe
richest dowver of womanhood. Females who
can so nustepresent the female character,
should he rcjected in the arenn of manly intel-
leet, and shut out from the Eden of their own
sex forever. Tt is impossible o read and think
much, without comprehending how beautifully
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the relations existing between the sexes are
established by the Creantor, and the true wo-
man of genins—one who has learned to stidy
and feel—would as soon dash a specimen of
glorious sculpture from its pedestal, or fling
discord into a strain of exquisite music as dis-
turb onebud of that flowery woof which draws
us to the heart of man for love and protection.
Yet the woman who exhibits her person be-
fore a crowd of applauiting men, or writes a
bools caleulated to subvert religion and all the
beautiful poetry which religion kindles in the
soul, claims the same title with one who has
exalted the sex by a modest exertion of high
thought. Though with svch minds true femi-
nine genius can hold no sympathy, the delica-
cy of womanhood and the dignity of intellect
are outraged by the association.

It is to be expected that the original and
lofty mind will someiimes he conpled with
prefension and ambitious weakness. The fa-
culty of adopting ideas already created, and of
tasteful combination, is frequently misurider-
stood for intrinsic mental strength. But if
the women who possess mere talent occasion-
ally receive the tribute due to creative genius,
it is a harmless usurpation, and when divested
of arrogance may well meet with indulgence.
A desirs for public distinetion, thoughacoarse
and unfeminine impelse when carried to ex-
tremes, and 076 which most frequently urges
mediocre talent before the world, may be for-
given so long as the dignity and delicacy of
sex are not sacrificed. though Sappho herself,
would fail to render the feeling g gentle or
lovely one.

While no false moral sentiments are incul-
cated, the excriion of superficial talent is but
slightly felt in society, and if it were rot pro-
ductive of pernicious influence in the literary
circle, the evil would searcely be worthy a
passing remark But disappointment falls
with harsh and pzinful force on the ambitious
and thouvhtless mind. The effort which
takes its tise in vanity, alone, must ever recoil
bafied and dissatisfied on the heart where it
orivinated, ani though the exzercise of weak
talent ruay ir iiself be harmlees it is by the
evil feelings which arise from an over estimate
of this talent in the possessor, and the disap-
pointment which follows want of suceess,
envy, heart-burning. and that hateful feeling,
¥literary jealousy” manifect themselves in
the world of leiters  Rut these are sensations
that know their birth in mediocrity alone, and
which never vet found 2 moment’s rest in the
wraly great mind

‘The successful areseldum envious !—to those
who deserve success the passion is unknown,

Envy, and all its train of evil feelings are
engendered in the strong thirst for notorety,
which goes with the ambition that has no
power 10 sustain its pretensions. The baffled
spirit, whichi finds that wings which were
deemed shivering with the plumage of an arch-
angel have scarcely power to flutter from ths
dull earth, grows bitter as the lofty and pure
make a steady flight upward, aud are swen
bathing in the sunshine which it has failed to
reach. But the woman possessed of that
depth of thought and feeling which, harmons
ously blended, forms all that is worthy the
name of genius, in our sex, is ircapable of
those selfish and bitter passions wlich can as-
similate with no pure quality of her mind, no
warm impulse of her heart.

There is a modest but ccrtain consciousness
of moral and intellectual power that accom-
panies genius, which lifts it above the puty
competition of weaker minds.

The truly original spirit feels that it is in-
vested with a power all its own, and unhhe
that existing in any other human being. It
looks into the great eternity of thought, and
feels that the stars burning in the Llue bosom
of the sky are not more independent, cach in
its sphere of light, than the faculty of creatve
thought which lives in awy one human soul.—
Minds which grovel to the dull earth may
jostle each oiher, and make unpleasant discuid,
but the spirit that soars upward, finds no lack
of space in the blne ether which lies between
it and the sun, and though a thousand kindiud
spirits haunt the same golden atmosphere,
each is distinguished b its own bright pium-
age and peculiar melody.

It is buta slight evil which leaves mediocrity
to the woman of genius, though theinfirinitis
of one are sometimes thoughtlessly charged
on the other. Dut it is unjust to couple the
wornan who makes analtar of her own heasth-
stone, who writes from the unconquerable
promptings of her nature, whose soul, withall
its treasure of thought, is poured, like jewcls,
into the lop of society; it is cruel and unjust
to degrade her and the situiiion which she
can do so much to exalt, by linking her cven
in a chain of words to that class of women
who have dashed aside the sweet attributes ol
their sex, and plunged into the arenz of mas-
culine strife, drowning a coarsc ambition undei
the cry of * woman’s rights,” and setting upa
defiance w**~h tinges the cheek of every true
woman with shame and sorrow, that her sex
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can be so degraded. Yet the audacious advo-
cate of nghts which ro refined woman would
accept—the imitator who echoss the idea
which she can appropriate but scarcely com-
prekend, are coupled with the women of deep
and earnest thought, and bath are classed un-
der one general tle of * Literary Ladies.”

{t may be said that poverty has a power to
make even the most dehicate woman forgetful
of her sex. This may %5 true regarding per-
sons 100 vain for useful labor, and without
strength for a profitable exertion of .ntellect;
bat, in-thns country, and mn this age of hierary
enterprise—never, by any possibdity, can
spply to one deserving the title of a literary
woman! The tme hasgoue by when poverty
13 the necessary associate of genius. Indeed
whero that glonions attribute really exists, it
cannot fail to be justly and generously esti-
mated by a public enlightened and intelligent
as ours; while the remunerstion which it
commands precludes all possibifity of want
when connected with economy, and even mod-
erate habits of appreciation. The rules which
regulate trade, uperate on thecreaticns of mind
ason all things else; and a vast reading pub-
ichas created a demand for intellectual wealth,
which we have not n our whole couniry, and
combined mn both sexes, more than genus
enough to supply.

The lady who cannot—even without the
means of support—secure enough for honour-
able mndependence by devoung one- third of her
ume to mtellectual purswmits, may reasonably
suppose that her wWant of success les in the
over-cstunate which she has placed upon har
own aluhities, not from a want of just appre-
caton in the public mund, and that effort to
improve her fortane by degrading the profes-
sion she has selected, will oniy result in more
bater disappomtment 1o herself, and i» wrong
1o those who have the dignity of a nzlonal
Ineratare at heart. '

It 18 no proof that poverty is inseparable
from genus, because some few persons of
talent have made their necessities an excuse
for ndopting the professwon of letters; for the
woman who deems any excuse requisite for
obeying the dictates of 2 high and purenature,

Efforts which owe their birth to any cause,
save the yearnings and aspirations of a spirit
which cannot be hushed, are very seldom suc-
cessful. Like those who occupy the sacred
desk, the votary of literature should own her
inspiration to lofty desires living within the
heart, and not to the outward circumstances
with which she is surrounded.

But why should any excuse be rendered for
a pursuit honourable in itself, and which may
be adopted by the most refined female, with-
out one shadow of indelicacy falling upon her ¥
Why, nbove cll, should the m:st common
apology be, poverty; one wlich asensitiveand
proud woman would be reluctant 1o offer her
dearest friend whle reposing in confidence at
the sanctuary of her own fireside ?

There is not upon the broad earth_a more
ennobling or dignified profession than that of
authorship, nor one more beautifully fitted to
the female character. The woman who truly
feels this wdl possess too high an estimate of
her own bright inheritance ever to place her-
self befure the public, crouching beneath aload
of weak apologies, asif therecxisted sometking
to be ashamed of in the exvreise of a power
inherited from God himself! A power of
which—if puse and furvent—she can no more
divest herself than the diamond could quench
the rambow tints that sparkle within its
heart; or the nightingale force back the song
that gushes up from her~throat, when she is
bum {ull of music, and sheltered among the
moonht roses of a southern clime.

The only necessity which female genins
should ever plead, yet remain true to itself, is
that of utt=tance, a right which no misfurtune
or circumstance can deny lo it. Like music,
1t has a voice for every feeling; here is no lot
so humble, no prison wall so thick that the
voice of genius will not break through and
make itself heard. All things clse may perish
with the dead, but that-beingin itselfimmortal,
becomes sweeter and more solemn when the
grave has left it but the ocho of a melody that
death cannot hush.

1f 1t were not natural and right that women
should become authors, why was the capacity
in any one instance bestowed on the feminine

must possess hittle of that true dignity which | mind, by a being who never yet blended tints

is inscparable from genius.

If Literature were 1n 2any way proven an im-
proper parswt, no lady would be excusable i
she ailowed mere necessity to mmfluence her in
accepting it. It is doubiful, :ndeed, if any mo-
uve independent of that prompted by genwis
iself, should lead to suthorshipasa professicn!

that were not hargionious even in the most
humble wild flowers? Aand why should ber
thoughts shrink from unfuiding themselves in
the hight which is sent {rom heaven to.nurture
them, more than that humble flower shonid
close its petals to the sunshine which gives it
perfume 2nd beauty 7
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The only true reason that & woman can
give for becorning an author is, ** that she could
not help it.”  Question any ene whose genius
has been acknowledged in the world, and she
might truly answer that ever since she can re-
member, her heart has been full of strange,
sweet fancies, hounted as 1t were, with visions
of beauty which it secemed impossiale io clothe
in words or impart to any human being; that
pictures of sublune scenety, ancient buldings,
such as she had never witnessed or even heard
described, with wild flowery places, and skies
bewildering from the soft hight that slept in
their clouds, cre continually passing through
her brain long before she could comprehend
the use and mystery «f language. She may
answer that as she grew older these fancies
were blended with bar reason, and become a
sweet and subdueu power capable of expres-
sion : and struggle against it as she nught, the
thoughts which lay buried, like jewels, 1 her
heart, would flash up and weave themselves
togerher like shifting rainbows when a burst
of sunshine streamed over them from a km-
dred mind.

She may answer that at imes these thoughts
possessed a power which she had no strength
1o resist—that they held a pleasant dormuon
over her whole being, and at such umes a
melody was created, she scarcely knew how,
for the pen which recorded 1t, scemed winged
by an mvisible spirit; and that the melody did
not appear of her own, but something that had
been wafted to her from a far oft realm of
dreamns—yet there it was, clothed m language,
and written out by her own hand. She gave
it to the world with no thoughts of reward—
that came naturally like the exertion, and thus
she became an author.

But 2 groundless belief in her necessities is
not the only idea which creates a false sympa-
thy for the woman of gens. It issomeumes
said of her that she lives in a charmed circle,
isolated and lonely—that she s exatied above
the common affections and sympathies of man-
kird, and that the highly gifted can alone ap-
preciate her on earth, and her only hppinessis
10 be found beyond the grave in a bright home
amid the angels of heaven.

Very young and senumental writers have
invented this idea with a poeucal sweetness
which makes even soplustry beautiful. The
image of 2 human soul caged hke a singing
bird, and exhausungits musicn fruntless cries
for sympathy, is so rich in senument that we
are often willing to overlook the fiction which
1s entangled in the soft meshes of such poetry,

and really beiieve that for which we have ny
evidence.

If that creative power which is confined
the mnt:llcct alone can be called genius—whes
that pc wer is found in the female charactr,
itdepeadent of the sentiments and affections
the person so endowed may justly claim gl
the sympathy this poetical idea is caleuiatd
to excite. The woman whose intellect ha
been enriched at the dkpense of her heart, wh
arrogantly draws her own arrcle, and mount:
ing the marble pedestal her pride of mind has
erected, takes a position of graceful sentiment
that men may crowd round to do her homage,
must be content with the tribute which reaso
pays i0 exacting selfishness. The homage o
mind may be rendered to her admiration, re
spect and cold esteem; but no home adection,
no heartlove. Sheis merely an intellectus
woman, not a feeling one, and society rendcrs
back to her that wlich she has mven coldlyas
she gaveit.

In order to render justice to a band of wo
men but little understood, and often ungener-
onsly associated by the careless observer, it
would be well to pass by the literary pre
tender—the merely talented and the intellec
w! woman—and applying the term * Liters-
ry Lady,” as it was first intended, only t0
women of genius, enquire if there really docs
prevail a want of affection regarding them. If
they are less cherished and beloved in the
social cirele, and at the domestic fireside than
those gifted with the sleepy treasure of medio-
crity.

The existence of any high and pure attribute,
whether it be of the heart or intellect in a hu-
man being, cannot fail to enlist sympathy from
I:ke attributes, wherever they are to be found
in society. A briiliant mind when it kindles
the sentiments and feehings of an aflectionate
fieart 1o actinm, is the most attractive and love
able nower which a huinan Leing can possess;
and genius is nothing more than this: *“It s
but the power to fecl deeply, combined with zn
miellect capable of embodyiag feeling into
words, and of conveyinyg images of truth and
beauty from the heart of the writer to the heart
of the reader”—and this comprchends all that
makes the loveliness of womanhood. Is itin
the nature of things that 8 woman so cndowed
should be the isolated, companionless being
which the sentimental poets makeof her? Is
there any thing in her nature which should
chill the damask cheek of the infant as it
nesiles to her bosom, ¢ does the poetry which
sometimes breaks from her lips, render them
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renseless to the soft, eager kisses of hes own
children?  Is she less valuable ¢s a wife, af-
fectionate as a daughter, or faithful asafriend,
because she has blended thought with the
kindly impulses of her natire, and exalted in-
stinet by reason? Is she in reality less belov-
ed than her sister women, or an objcct of sen-
timental commiseration from any cause which
may not be apphied with equal justice to the
vhole sex? If the exercise of her mental
faculties has a tendency to refine her intellect
*ull it becomes discontented with the meanand
common-place; if her feelings are rendered
more acutcly sensitive, and.are thus exposcd
10 some degree of suffering which is unknown
10 the generality of her sex, she has a beauwti-
ful equivalent in the exquisite sensation which
makes the exertion of thought “its own ex-
ceeding reward,” and though the excitement
of composition may sometimes amount to pain
when pictures of suffcring and distress pass
through the imagination, and become vivid and
almost real in their intense effect on the mind
which has created them; although the Land
may sometinies quiver and trembleon the page
nwrites, the checks grow pale and tear-drops
fill the eyes unconsciously, the pein so endured
is far outbalanced by the new beings of inter-
est which the mind has created for itsclf, and
work of genins becomes an object of regard—
nay, almost of affection which enlinks the au-
thor with her ideal world by a thousand plea-
sant seunsations which are but rendered the
more intense that pain is sometimes mingled
with them. But allowing the exércise of
genius to be productive of far more suffering
than it really is, there a doubt if any woman
possessing the glorious power of mental crea-
tion would exchange it for all the pleasures of
mediocrity, though pampered by wealth, and
luxuriating in earthly splendor. The vefy suf-
fering which genius knows is preferable to the
happiness which slumbers in the mind and
feclings 100 sluggish for a pamful or intense
sensation.

Butin this age aathorship has a more sub-
stantial reward than atiends female exertion
many other walk of life, and the privileges
which a successful writer commands, are
among the highest in the gift of society. The
position which genius secures to its possessor
among the great and good of any land 1sin it-
self a benefit worth half the labour of a life-
time. Itisa position so exalted, thateven the
aristocratic and titled woman of Great Britain
are struggling and toiling for it amid the luxu-
riance of their palace Lomes, and in the full

enjoyments of hereditary honours. 1If any
thing can nvove the respect which female
genius com.. .nds, it is, that woman who san
trace the blood which damasks their cheeks
through a titled line back to William the Con-
queror, will submit to study and labor that a
higher title may be engrafted on those they
have been taught to consider soimportant. A
title rendered aristocratic by the King of kings,
and republican by the acclamation of a think-
ing people.

But distinction is not the only privilege con-
ferred on genius; power and aflection arve
equally its inheritance. It is a slight power
which the author asscrts in that communion
which ber thoughts held with thousands and
thousands, whom she may never see, who
have linked her nan.e with fireside conversa-
tion ’till it has becume a household word? Is
there not a heart-thrilling pleasure, wn the tri-
bute of vsteem and afiection which flowsspon-
taneously to her feet, from the nocksand hum-
ble corners of society where her thoughts have
lingered 10 bud and blossom 7

Is it no privilege that she can turn to her
own thought for honourable support, and that
the very feelings which should render her sen-
sitive to pecuniary obligations are those which
moke her independent of them ? Is thereany
thing connected with the profession of Belles
Lettres which should render the woman who
follows it an object of groundless and morbid
compassion ? or which should make her in-
sensible to the sweet domestic pleasures whick
are the sunshine of a Woman’s life ?

1s genius a quality which should render her
less domestic and useful n her home, or can
that really be called genius which.does notex-
tend itself 1o all properties of the wmind, and
shed a light over the entire of duties which
surrounds the possessor? Can the woman
who justly appreciates that which is pure and
beautiful in her sex, fail to be domestic and
kindly in her habits? Has she not reason 1o
be frm in the dignity of her own power, and
conscious that no occupation can degrade her
which will give happiness to the most lowly
of human beings? Genius must belimited in-
deed if it cannot be joined with the useful, and
it would in truth unsex womanm if it precluded
all knowledge of household duties and home
thoughts. The lady’s hand that is unfomiliar
with the needle, in its most humble task, ill
becomes the pen which should persuade fe-
males 1o be useful, kind, and “ocly great as
they are good.”

There is nc reason why the woman of genius
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should not be fortunate, social, beloved and
happy as her siaters.  Let the charmed circle,
which poets talk of, be drawn on the warm
hearth-stone, where the blessings of age and
the laugh of childhood may ring over it. Let
genius sometimes forget its dignity and sun
itself in the green fields with u group of romp-
ing children hard at play among the butter-
cups and red strawberries that are ripering
around the:r feet.

Let the woman of genws cease to demand
more sympathy than is commonly given to
the sex, and while she is ¢ ireful not to imstake
the exactions of vanity fc¢ the pleadings of af-
fection in her own heart, render to socicty that
sympathy which she so much covets, and
there is little fear that her *charmed circle”
will not be haunted with kindred spirits, and
rendered frasrant by the sweetest blossoms
that spring up and blush along the path of
every day life.  Let genius becontent with the
gold aud splintered gems that sparklé amid
the sands of her existence ; nor pine in morbid
vanity though a crowd of worshippers does
not gather at her shrine to sce them * glitter
as they pass.”

While mind can forget itself and study that
philosophy of happiness which gives more than
it requires, there is little cause for fear that
esteem or affcction will not be rendered to it.
That which enlightens and improves must al-
ways command respect, and if there is any
thing on carth caleulated to ewn ist and per-
petuace aflection, it is that embodiment of in-
tellect and feeling expressed by the word
genius. Circunistances may discourage and
crush mere talent, but genius commands cir-
cumstance ; her capital is invested in the in-
telligence of a reading public. Her strength
lies in the mass of intellect which she has in-
terested in the feelings she has touched.

To its unperverted exercise it sweeps a cir-
cle broad as the waves of society ; remains
pure as wind from the mountain top, and beau-
tifal as theice jewelry entangled over the white
pebbled brook in mid-winter. Geniusisanin-
dependent possession, a gem which no time
nor circumstance can wrest from the soul.—
Tt exists and grows brighter in its own un-
quenchable fires, and flings a brilliancy on
surrounding objects spite of all the obstacles
which can be heaped uponit. Never is that
gem so pure and holy as when it burns in the
fema'e heart. The gentle lustre which it sheds
there has power to lluminate her own beauti-
ful home kingdom, and yet fall far and widein
the world, touching the blassoms of social life

wherever they are found with a new baynr
and kindling up the waste places of hums:
thought with a gentle and refining infle

-+ 88O <ee-
AUTUMYN.

Rere autamn hith the yollow deld
U,on its landscape thrown :

A garb of gulden hue suarrounds,

And covers to its utmost bonnls
The realm it claims te own.

It hath the fruit-tree’s goodly form
Bending beneath the store

Of nature’s bounty unto man,—

Continned since the world began ;
What could he wish for more?

It hath the joy of finished hope,
The gratitude of prayer;

For it the farmers’ trust repays

A hundred fold for tuilsome days,
Of labour and of care.

It bath the beautcous harvest moon
When silver light is shed,

To bless the gaihering in—when time

Shall strew with storms our milder clime,
And snows of winter spread.

1t hath the sere and faded leaf,
Rustled by winds that sweep,

Breathing sad music o'er the soul,

And whisp’ring of that final goal,
Where mortals all must slecp.

But though it hath the faded leaf
Descending from its throne,

A few more days with wonders rife,

Will clothe the forest thrones with life,
4And beauty all its own!

It is the time when earth gives forth
The stores her bosom cloy ;

When recompense for anxious toil,

Tpon the various fruitful soil,
1s made with smiling joy.

Oh! grant kind heaven to fill my heart,
With gratitude to thee,

When on the breast of Autumn lics,

Tho harvest's rich and golden dyes,
Gifls of thy merey frec!

Liverpool, (N. S.,) 1843.
- L

Toxuss.~Houses built for sieletons ; dwe-
lings of sculptured martble, provided for dus
and corrupiion ; monuments set up to perpr
tuate the memory of—the forgotten.

AzTRCR.
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THE AVENGER.
A TRADITION OF CAITHNESS,

“ 1 learned them in the glen,
The last abode of living men.”—Fogg.

Front our earliest infancy we have hsiened
with delight to the tales and songs of our
native land. We have sat for hours by the
grey cairn on the lonely hill, where cliufs of
other years lie interred, and in our loncly
musinge, have conjured up iu our fancy the
msty forms of our forefathers “rise on the
night rolling breath of tie gale.” We have
wandered among the hil's “ from morning sun
‘ull eve,”” * wooing” those spots, rendered
sacred by the past, where our jorcfahers
“fought and bled,” and checked the incur-
sons of their foes. To us these spots have a

ascinatir g charm, and serve as links to con-
nect the past with the present. We love the
Highlands, for there the scenes of our rambles
are lard, and every valley and hill and gurgli.g
stream is associated with some tale of the
past. We have spent many an heur on the
mountain side gathering legendary lore from
the aged Highlander, and our heart warms
whenever we meet with a specimen of the old
trusty Gael: and to be surrounded by a half
wzen of the renuine sons of the glen, amidst
song and tale, would be our highest enjoy-
ment.  Many of their songs and tales could
we rehearse ; and from a numberiess variety
of them, we contont oursclves with the follow-
ing one at present :—

The romantic valley of Langwell is not sur -
passed by any in the North, on account of its
beauty ; for, independent of its naturai loveli-
ness of situation, the hand of man has tended
in no small degree to cnhance the spot. The
river flows along in the most maiestic man-
ner—hemmed on both sides by steep perpen-
dicular braes, which are covered by wood, the
creeping ivy, and the mantling honreysucle.—
To the north the scene is hughly diversified by
the Broemore hills, which rise in gigantic
grandeur and magnificence—=while the sheep
and mountain goat may be se¢n climbing their
steep sides and dizzy cliffs, and the lonely
shepherd, attended by his faithful dog, follow-
ing his flock. The passing traveller cannot
fail to be struck by the romanuc situation of
the inn at Berricdale, which 1s nestled n the
bosom of a ravine, shaded by wood and brae.
Ashort distance from the inn, the banks of
the river assume a formidable height, while the
waters dash below in boihng, whirling eddies.

Swndiag musing at this spot, and hstening to
e

the harmonious wood-notes wild of many a
songster, I was awakened by a gruff voice
which accosted me thus, at the same time
touching his bonnet—* Flailte oirbshe.”

“ Failte oirbshe fhein,”’ responded I in his
nauve dialect.

“Whence is the piaory uasail—art thou &
Sasscnach.” To which having replied in the
negative, he shook me cordially by the hand.
1 soon perceived I was in company with an
aged Highlander, a true specimen of the gene-
rations “ gone beyond the flood.” Having
asked him a few prelininary questions, I re-
quested him to walk with me the length of the
inn, to which he complied, but refused te enter,
*till overcome by entreaty. Having placed
before him some “ mountain dew,” it soon had
the cffect of kindling his spirits. * Slainte
mha,” (good health,) exclaimed he, swallow-
ing his potation, while he continued, “The
good old times are now no’more; and the
stranger may wander over our valley without
being offered any refreshment. The door of
hospitality is no longer open, and Alister ac-
murrach is the last of his race, abandored and
forsaken by the world. This arm, which is
weak and feeble, could once wield the clay-
more with skill, while for swiftness of foot I
could cope with the red deer on thehill.”” He
uttered these words with an emphasis, whije
his eye kindled with a fresher lustre, and a
more youthful glow pervaded his countenance.
“1 have seen many a change in the world,”
resumed he, “and many a legend could Alister
Macmurrach tell.”

1 shall feel more than obliged to you for
rchearsing some of them. Are there any ira-
ditions connected with this part of the coun-
try,” asked I.

“Many,” hereplied. 4 feat of noordinary
kind was performed at the spot whare we met,
but let us begin at the commencement of the
tale.

“Young Sutherland of Forse was one of
the most brave and promising youths in the
country. His gencrons and {rank manner
endeared him to all, with the exception,of
Sinclair of ——, who was his rivai in gn, affair
of gallantry. Both solicited the hand of 2
neighbouring lady of aminble qualities, and
heiress of extensive property. Sutherland pur-
sued his suit with an appearance < every sac-
cess, while Sinclair, to his mortification, found
his aoplications slighted and neglected. As
may be conjectured, such treatment irritated
S.aclair, .. 1 plunged himin the decpestagony
and distress of ...nd; and ho vowed revenge
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of the deadliest kind. He became silent aad
reserved, and was evidently meditating some
deep plot. In the silent hour of midmght, the
thought of his ladye love would come across
his feverish brain, and he would give way to
the most incoherent ravings—while swords
and scenes of the most hornible nature would
present thamselves to his bewildered imagina-
tion. In this sitvation he communicated his
thoughts to nane, with the ciception of anold
trusty servant, who was h:s only confidant.
“Tradition says that a great annual far or
market was then hcdd n that distoet, whither
the greater pari of the geniry in the country
assembled to celebrate their prowess and the
various rude games which characterised that
age. Thither Satherlana of Forse repawred
with a few stanch retaners, but, we may say,
it was principally with the vicw of scang his
intended bride.  Upon lus arnival at the mar-
ket place, he found an immense assemblage of
people congregated before hum, contesung for
the honours of the day. He freely mingled
with them, and seemed to take the lead. At
lest Sinclair and himsel{ came to oppose each
other, when it would be impossible to say
which of them would be successful.  In other
circumstances than those in which they were
situated, such a keen contes! swouid never have
arisen between the two youchful aspirants.—
The eyes of the whole crowd were directed
towards them, and theit energies seemed to
be roused to the lughest puch. Both felt asif
the honours of their different clans rested on
their merit and success. A ficree struggle en-
soed, when at last victory inchaced to Suther-
lend. His opponcnt, in a fit of frenzy and
anger, taunied him with some disagrecable
aspersions.  Sutherlznd, who could by no
mmeans brook such an insuit, drew his sword ;
but the Sinclairs rushed to the 21d of thar ex-
hausted chicftan, and i the skwrmush Suther-
land was killed, before his kandful of followers
could offer any resistance. The perpetrator
of this 2ction was a siout athletc Lowlander,
whose strength and feroaty were the theme
of many a siory : and the peaplein the disirict
whese he lived looked npon him as matchless
=nd unconguerable.  He was foremos} n the
forage or any other unacriaking which reqaired
more than ordinary exertion or wmtrepidity.
“¥When the mournful and afiucting news of
Sutheriand's death were conveyed to his mo-
ther, she felt unconss able for the hapiess fate
of her son. Near her dwelt .ingas Srthesr-
cnd, a powerful and mganuc Highlander,
whoss arm was never Tassed in v, Sather-

land was summoned before her, when shr ¢a
wreated of him in the most carnest manner 1
revenge the death of her son, and promis« :;
reward bim handsomely for the completion ¢f
the undertaking. Sutherland, having armx
himself, set out with a few attendants for 13
residence of the murderer of lis chief. T
sun was risiny in splendour and majesty o2
of the red ocean as the solitary band left the
homes toaccomplish their foul deed of reveng:
which in those days wasacconnted an honox
ablc one. Al nature seemed to be partakin
of repose and res:, and man alone, in whoz
breast jarring passions raged, secmed to be
only being who could break the tranquiliy ¢
the scene. A few hoors’ march brough
Sutherland to the place where his oppont:
dwelt, but found him absent, being at a f.asy
gven by his chieftain for his services in takis
away Sutherland’s life. How o act in th
cmergency, he knew not; for to pursue t
ohsect of his revenge amongst his own cla:
would be certain death to him, as by the&
numbers they could easily overpower him:
but he twas soon relieved from this dilemm
by the appearance of his antagonist. Bof
mct cach other with looks, in which defi
and vengeance scowled.

“1What dost thou here,” asked the latter,
a voice which betokened some approachmy
storm,

«: Base murderer, you shall soon know ani
atone for the crime of killing iy belaved mas
ter, and your carcass shall be food for
ravenous hawk and cagle;’ reiterated Suthey
land.

‘Thrusts of the broad-sword wereexchange]
immediately; but Sutherland, who seemed t
be the best swordsman, was rapidly gamng
around. and gave a faral thrustin tac hest &
his opponent, whe staggered and reeled, whe
the other severed his head from his body witt
onestroke.  Uponcc mmitiing thisact, Suther
land pursucd his way homeward, and laid X
prize before his mistress, who directed it tok
placed on the highest pinaacie of the Castlcé
Forse. where it remained for many a day.

“When the report of svhat Sotherland b
donc was aivelged smong the fricnds of s
murdered vassal, the't rage knew no boundx
and in Teturn thev prepared o revenge bs
death. A band of men set out immediatc’s
who dagged his steps. They attacked bz
upawarcs ; but owmg to his nimbleness ¢
foo1 they could notovertake him. Onpasssf
Berticdale, he was =0 ho'ly pursued that &
had 1o leap the niver above the inp, at o
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hich is stflicient enough to make the blood
ardle within the veins. This undertaking
ould seem incred:ble in these days, and one
hich no human being would atiempt o per-
. In his Zransifu across the river, the
of an arrow disengaged weelf from his
ck owing to the exertion of his body. He
ied this weapon for several miles sticking
his body, being unabic to disentangle him-
of it as his cnemies were following him so
elose iz the pursuit.

“Finding that he could have no place of
kecurity in thie county, be betovk bimself 10
Putherlandshire for proteciivn, which was af-
frded him by the Dunrobin family upon the
v:commandation of Lady Forse, who, accord-
0z 1o her promise, cxerted herself to the ut-

osi in his behalf. All that remains to be
wid 15, that he scitled in Sutherland, whirche
[ﬂs the founder of a respectable and influen-
bal scion of thoe clan, whost posterity can
E“ be traced out at this distant period of

eme.
~n@PEe
THE LAST DAYS OF PRINCES,

{Confinued from page 33, Fedruary, 1543.)

Ix prosccaung the design on which this
senes was formed, it is by no means intended
10 fallow up the regular suceessions toany one
kmgdom; neither is it to be narrowed within
the himuts of cither ancient or modern history.
Hlustrations of the mortal hour among mon-
zrchs are numerous, and, while so many of
them are striking and impressive, 1t would be
2 waste of time both to the wniter and the
12der, 10 wade through passages wh.ch are
cemparatively of a common-place charzcter.
All ages of the world, 2nd cvery region of it,
an furnish mem rable examples of thc nature
hese proposed ; and while ancicat times pre-
sent a Cracsus, an Alexander, an Antochus or
a Ncro, and modern ages offer a F.os X1 of
France, a Charles V. of Spam, a Henry VIILL
of England, a Heary IV of France, a Peter
the Great of Rossa, or a Charles XIi. of
Sweden, theso would be hutle advantage i
dwclling upon those whose whole history 1s
composed of a summary hike the following,~—
He was born, he reigned, and hc died.

1215 therefore on other grounds than that of
mere successon that the subject of Wiham
Raofes immediately follows, n this series, the
csnuderations ansing out of “ the last day,”
o s predecessor and father, Willam, the
Congqueres.  The foree of contrast ss here ap-
Fied, as bringing out cffects morce strongly,

and striking more deeply, than when the pic-
ture is isvlajed and alone. The Conqueror
was hard, inflexiblc, and disdained the use of
wile or deceit to carry a point which 1t washis
will to succeed in; but Rufus, though braveas
any of his race, could apply the cunning of the
fux to ¢ke out the strenath of the lion. More-
aver, the dving hours of the first William were
painful and long-protracied, giving time for
that awful visitstion of horrors and remorse
which retrospection introduced to his distract-
ed soul ; while thesecond William wasbrought
to his end in 2 moment, and before he conld
have time to utter the shortest prayer for mer-
cy to his deparuag soul.

But besides the force of contrast, there is
also the force of affinity, 1n summoning up the
accounts concermng theseremarkable princes.
In an examnation then will be found some-
thung very bke a wonderful scheme of Provi-
dence, gradually but fully wrought ount, and
presenting, altogether, a lesson to mankind
which compels the mind to contemplation,
and which cannot be thrown aside and forgot-
ten without a mamfest dereliction from duty.
Thisaffinity as well as this contrast will, how-
ever, be best perceived in the deteils which are
as follows.

NO. IL—WILLIAM EBUFUS.

“Thus was 1
* » L) L 4 L 4 AR » €

Cut off, cven in the blossoms of my sin,
Unhousel'd, un-anoinied, unancl’d ;

No rechonmng made, but sent to my account
With all my imperfections on my head.

Oh, horriblc '—Oh ! horr.bl, !—Xost horrible!”

Shakspeare.

* Sce oll prepared for the chase to-morrow,”
said the haughty Rufus. The monarch’s will
was law, on all occasions; but in this case
obedience was picasure, for the Norman lords,
Iikc ther Norman master, were devotedly ot-
tached 10 sylvan picasurcs, not a hittde enhan-
ced perhaps m valeg, by the exclusion of the
Enghsh from thew nauve woods, and from the
couruers of tae King, who were permitted to
accompany him, beang a primleged few. Wil-
liam then reured for the might, although at 2n
carly hour, that he might be the more eigo-
rated by rest, for the next day's sport.

Up sprang the Red King from his mudnight
couch ; with glaning cyes protruded from their
sockels; with a countenznee, pailid, save the
small linad flush of fevered expressen which
faintly rebeved that palldd hue; wath frowning
brow and cye-brows deeply kmt; wath lips
parted, tecth set, hands clenched; and with all
the violent shaking ofone man agoe fit. In-
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stinctively he scized his sword which lay ever | swaying their hearts and actuating their coz
ready near him, and seemed, to all appearance, | duct. Thecldest son only, Prince Robert, pod
distraught; but presently recalling his s~aiter- | scssed any fe-lings of humanity and brothery
edideas, his features by degrees r-iaxed of their | love. Yet hiis best qualities were rendered usg
fierce and anxious cast, ns half-drawn sword | less through the torpor of mdolence which we
was slowly returned to 1ts shearh, he scated | his besctting vice.  The sccond son, Richar
himself on the narest beneh, and Ian3vr sue- ‘ had indced given promuse of many afine quelay,
ceeded 1o the eagerness which had beamned from | but here the hand of ITeaven may be sud
hiseyes. have interfered, for in that very New For
But what has caused this ban~hed check, | which hal been appropriated 1o royal disp
this blood-shot cye, this perturbation of spirit | at the exp.nsc of all that washumane, all i
in the King? Itis a drewm ! With all his | was just, dul the ruthless Conqueror lose s
boasted courage, with all his headstrong im-  finrst scion of his house, by a fall whilst hux
petuosity, in the midst of all his in=olence of mg. The third son, William, the Rad, possx
power, he has been tersified by—a drenn!— | sed not one virtue under heaven : nor one o
Blasphemous and desecrating as he wasin hn,tht y save that of courage. His charae
daily ravages and seli-wiiled ¢ )mmands, grind- | may be -ummed up in fow words; he washra
ing as both church an- churchin~n ever fyund  but crafty, falscand treacherous : he was tyray
him, greatly as he sho -ked the pable car and | nieal, capricious, debauched, reckless, wnd i3
the hiearts of the devoat by the Heense of tus ! periaus. Rapacious in obtaining niches, prod
toagus upon holy subjects. this despotic and | eal in spending them, he was remorscless
ruthless tyrant was the slave of superstitizn. brc‘\"‘n" afl tics to effuet his enus. and as rezg)
A visitation of the mght sitook is very soul; | to break a ribald just on holy things. as on i
the attendants round his couch peresived his | Lcentious pleasares of cousrt and table. T
convnlsive motions, irard the muti~red sounds | furth, and vounges:, Heary, differed fromz
which escaped from his lips during his disor- | the rest; he was no saldier, ke lus clé
dered sicep, shrunk with epprekensica as the | brethren, but kad studied the learning of 1
halt-ciroked and unwonted 7y eseap~d him of |age.  His disposition was cuaning, he pursts
“ Mercy, sweet V.rging save me. dlessedlady ™ | his ends by wiles, and schemes, and by wate
and marked the drops of cold perspiration | ing the # signs af the times.”  Seifish and a3
which stood on that frowning forchead, whilst | hitious was this Henry, 2s any of s house, i
his bosom, hicaving with uncontroilable grozns, | he depended more on the sazacious head th
seemed to rend the ivon frame of the conumon- | the strong hand.  Aliernately fosicring
ly audacious sufferer.  Astounded, they Te- T had passions in cach of his brothers, he shifts
mained for a while uncertam how o act. but ! hisside whensoeverhis crooked pol:c:d:”h.é
soom recolleciing hiow dangeious:tis 1o know | and althouzh sometimes hus anss was despa
100 much of a powerful man’'s secreis, they i'x.c cnough to lead weaker men to despair. ¥
deemed it expedient to awake the ngonized !did he live to trinmph over opposition. and &
monoarch. Indoing thix the sudden glare of : come hims. i the possessor of the Engid
lightand the presence of armed men became | throne.
mingled with the horrors of the scene he had ' Sach were the offspring of the first Wilka
shared while sleeping. rmd—up. he¢ sprang ! | and well did the father undersiand the chars;
Before the sulct of that dr=am be related. ! ters of his sons notwishstanding that the o
1t may be wall i0 take a retraspective zlance atg : fairs oﬂx s “own times” left him small las]
thedife and actions of this “bold bad man,” {10 attend to them, and natwithsianding 1
for, without such glance, the mind wonld fail ! fram early vears they had beman 1o hit up
in the attempt 10 take in the foree which ehaak “hellious hands agminst him.  That ke did ©
the Red King's sovl.  Well inderd is ar do- evident from hic final heguests 10 them; &
nuncialtion in the deealogue, thatthe <iasofthe ! quests, Which had then aearly the authonts
fathers shall be visited on thewr chiidren vnto - law and the sanction of religon. To Robj
the 1hird and fourth genemation, filusimaied a2 ' wwasleft the parnmonial termtory of Narman?;
thedescendants of the Canqueror. Unnuriured  hisown by indefeastble right. bat indelence™
in kindly affccizans towards cach other, the - fitting him for the rale over a Iarge congey
whole of the fimst William wrren conciant : andan impatient propic, i was wisely excloi
hostility amoay themselves: tue sans aganst | (ram aathonty i Enziand ; and, for-asans
the father, the brothers ngunst cach ; selfish | as Engiand was obiamed by the swoid.
ambition or thirst of veageance aliernately ldeemed that he eauld g ve as ke pleased &
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kvn achievements, he assigned that kingdom
b Rufus; well knowing that at least nuther
fosillanimity nor sloth would make hum relax
bis arasp.  Wasit a prescience like thatof the
Batnarchs of old, which dictated 0 this father a
uest of but o small sum of money to his
oungest son 7 Did his glanceinto the future
nable lum to see the future monarcn of Eng-
B.nd and the avenger of filial simpiety in Henry
B beau clere?  And dud e in auticipation Te-
ice that on all—cven on the avenger himsclf—
grouid fall that wuight of Divine displeasure
fehich awauts all who honour no. * tiweer fatlier
knd mother 77

Wae! to the prinee that is surrounded by
ol counsailors, nught Robert have exclaimead.
Phe restless Norman barons persuaded lis

kcas defeated.  Many of the Engish. and some
of the Anglo-Normans had joned Robert in
fus unsuccesslul expedition,—thege found, tuo
rely, that tie King was a Rehoboamn n von-
cance, and that he scemed to have saul to
them, ¢ My fathe made your yoke heavy, and
I will add to your yoke; my father also chas-
used you wath whips, bat I will chastise you
wth scorpions.”  In this sense, his “hiile
finger” wasindeed ¢ thicker than lus father's
fo'ns.’?

The only person whom Wiiam Rafus held
m respect, and who had any flucnce over his
conduct, was Archbishop Lanfrane, and the
aaly principle which ever conunually iield him
m restrant, was suparstition.  Lenfrane had
been lus tuior, and towards inm the King mani-
fested some siens of rogard. While that pre-
Iate lived, Rufus contained himself, and was
not addicted 10 the cxcesses whick sulsequeni-
iy broke out; but on the death of the Arch-
Y:shop, all the most odious featuresof the King's
caracter beeame fuliv develaped.  Bishop-
nes and abbacics, as they became vaeant, were
teiained on his hands, that he m.zit apprapri-
sie thar revenucs to hameelf: his rapacioas
usarer, Raauiph, wel! snrnamced Fambard, or
Tae Woit, groun.d and oppressed the wresched
poople, parucaiarly the Faghsh, and moncy
was cxacied wihoutl merer or remorse, to
gatfy the msatable des.res ofthe grasping
monarch.

And tdusmoney ! Letthe glationy, the re-
xeity, the vimted appetites of Rafus and his
crew, account for a pard, and, for the rest, the
sendor of his apparcl, the sumpinonsness of
b5 palace, Lis tasie for bulding aad decoration,
consumed the remaimder.  With undinshing

cheek justice was sold, with unfaltering voice
blasphemy was uttered; rigorous as his father
n exccuting the scveritics of the forest laws, he
had been heard to exclaun against the justice of
Heaven atself, which permitted an offender
against thum tv cscape; and although aware
of the deep curses aud maledictions which
hung on the memory of his father, for the
miscres consequent on the cstablishment of
the New Forest, he added to those miseries,
and 1o the taccrations of all ggod men, by the
destruction of four abbeys and seventeen
charchies more, with the spoliation and disper-
sion of the inhabi anis i thieir neighbourhood,
in order to enlarse the arena of his despotic
and iniquitous pluasures of the chase.
Superstiaun, as it Lhas becn observed, held

p2sv nature that s father's w.) had despoiled ) some sway over him; this, however, was
i of right 3 he waged war with Rufus and { only perceptible by fits and starts.  His fatker

hall ftihelarge sumof sixty thousand pounds,
to he distributed among the churcit and poor
of England, as some expiauonr of the enormi-
ues he had committed.  Greedy and violentas
Rufus undoubicdly was, he did not dare to di-
vert that sum from the purpose of the bequest,
and it was actally given according to the will
of the donor.  In sickness, also, this otherwise
ruthluss man would endeavour to propitiate
offinded Heaven by a temporary relaxation of
severity, by some remission of ciaims, by pro-
miscs of m.ld governmeat and impartial laws;
but a retarn to health brought a return1olaw-
less rule and rapacious cxactions: of him it
might well be said—

‘ Thedevil was sick. the devil a monk would be,
The Devil was weid, the devila monk was he.”

Such was the monarch whoso mudnight
slumbers were thus so unusually affecied, and
to whom, in this comdizion, the narrative thus
returns. ’

Althouzh now awake. and enuirely in posses-
sion of hus faculues, the King continued to
shiver as though penishung of cold, and for a
while he cycd lus atiendance askence. At
length breaking sileace, he related the horsid
cause of his disturbance. His dream was a
conunuation of his sicep, which seemed to be
micrtepled by a constantly increasing cold

jwind. T at first but annoyed mm, by de-

grees it piereed him s he struggled to throw it
off, 1t prevadled against him, it penetrated
through h:s sdex, 1t reached his heart; he felt
all the agomes of a hiving death, and whilst
bolts of icc svemed 10 pass through every
arlery, and 10 OTCEDPY CVETy pote, he felt tum-
solf biRe the hopelcss straggler againsta powes-
ful and devounag mons:er.  In these hormible
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woments, all the passages of his lde scemed
to concentrate themselves before him, as in
one agonizing word, and he struggled to utter
the dying prayer, to the virgin mother, for
mercy on his soul.

And bow did that soul rejoicc on perceving
that all his inquietude wasbut a dream, a fan-
tasy of the brain? Did hefa)l downin thank-
fulress, that he was yet spared to make some
atonement for the mountawm of evil which he
‘had committed, and the enormity of which had
‘been placed full before his vison? Ah! no.
He commanded that the wine-cup should be
biought to bim, and resolved that the reman-
der of the night should be spent in jollny and
revelry ; for he would not—though he kept
that secret 1o himself—cncounter the nsk of
another such drcam. Wine and wassa:! then
prevailed, but though ribaldt y wasin the mouth
of the King, a gnawing vulture was at his
heart; and the ghasi'y expression of s fea-
tures remained unafiected by the feasung and
the license of which he endeavoured to partake.

Morning arrived, and daylight now gladden-
ed the spirits of Rufus more than all the fac-
titious aids which had been placed before him;
nevertheless, he refused 10 permit the field
sports which he had ordered the night before.
Upon his mind still hung sad forebodings, and
slthongh his heart beat high for the chase
which he loved, and his eve roved over the
field where the attendanis were passing with
hounds and horses, he resolved that, for this
day at least, he would remain within the walls
of Malwood Keep. and find lus joj s1n the con-
viviality of ihe table. So passed on the time
until the dinner hour.

The noontide repast was on the board, the
wir.c and the mirih went round ; already was
past care forgotten, and the cautious Prince
Henry, who =t this pariod was on fniendly
terms with the King, was covertly urging hum
10 the sport he loved; he had consented, and
had given 10 his favounite knight, Sir Walter
Tyrrel, two out of six arrows decmed especial-
ly good in the workmanship. Once mare the
noise of steeds, and hounds, and attendamg i
xwas heard without; the heart of the Red King
was clate, his dreamn was forgoticn, orremem-
bered as but the effect of a distempered bram;
the wonted audacity of fus soul wasaga:n pre- |
dominant within him. s foot was i the
stirrup, but before ke mounted into the saddle,
2 messenger,

«Bloody, with spurring, fiery red with haste,”
rodg up, and with more eagerness than respect {
presented a packet. !

Tl“.‘ﬂ A«‘YIA..AN‘I‘H.

“Read, read, Sir Walter,” c‘:clmmcd i
wrate King; * what brings the knave, a
whence comes he 7

“So please you, my lord King,” replied
man, with deep obeisance, “my message ;
from thu ford Abbot of St. Peters’, and I wy
commanded to spare neither horse nor 1mna
unul the packet should be delivercd unto yo
bighness.”

“Read, read, Sir Walter,”” again exclaim
the monarch. * What says the shaveim]
swhat asks he? Dents-dicu, how dares he =
terrupt our course? Thoudost hesitate, man
give me ke scroll ; Dents-diew, the priestdars
not to palter with us.”’

He snaiched the missive from the knight
and threw lus eyes over the contents. Wk
saw they ? The relation of ¢ dream! !
monk of St. Peters’ had dreamed he saw ¢
King tearing and gnawing with his teeth ati
blessed symbol of s faith, as though he wout
destroy 11, not devour it; and that the sacts
mage spurned and trod down the impior
monarch, from whose mouth, nostrils ar
eyes, strcamed forth flames of fire, which coz
sumed him. This dream the friar had repor:
ed to lus superior, who, deeming it ominous
danger to hus sovereign, had forwarded theas
count with loyal haste.

A sudden pang shot across the heart
Rufus at the word “dream.” It was but fi
a moment, for the wine wrought in his head
and love of the chase wrought in lus heart.
ic laughed u scornful laugh as he cried aloud
* Give the slave an hundred pence; the moni]
1s wise, he dreams for money, and practiscso:
credulity. What! He would prate his id"
dreams, and presume to stay the course of h
master'spleasure.  Toharse, mylords; Dents)
diar, shall we be checked because an old wo
man sacezes!”

Insensate man! Onward he goes towapdk
s fate; onward from the casile which shouié
never agam recawe lum. s heart beat high
as lie chased the boundimg deer, and litde &
tecked that the Setting sun should witness hs
setung also. Little he tecked, that when bt
1 cried 10 Ius favonte kmght and nearest attex-
dant, “Shoot, Walter! shoot—in the devil's
name!" he commanded his own death, in i
name of l'\c masier he had so faithfully screed.
Scarccly had he spoken, when an arrow
meveed ns heart, and Wis soul instantly fled
from its mortal abode.

The mind recoils, ca contemplating the fear-
ful and sudden cnd of one so ill prepared for
s great account ; of one, n whom regned



THD AMARANTH,

143

———

kery passion hateful to God and man; ofone,
ho, to the last, exhibited all the insolcnee of
nde, all the audacity of unbridied power, and
| the impiety of anunchastised spirit. What
change! stone morr .t an absolute and
espotic King, at the nexi,  lump of lifiless
lay, forsaken and shunneu, like that of his
ather, by all, even by his br. her! e, on
khose nod hal hung the safety wd property
¢ millions, was now ihrown ‘ato the diny
rt of a charcoal burner, and r ceived thelast
bsequies of religion unaccompanicd by a tear
rom one of those millions.
In charity it may be hopced that the current
polief of the manner of his death is correct;
fhat it was the casual glance of an arrow--the
ow given by the Red King himsclf—which
truck the wretched monarch. Bat there is
cason enough for the suspicion that his evil
eeds had brought on their punishment.—
purred to madness by the desolation shich
is predecessor and himsclf had caused in
aking this New Forest, an avenging hand
Eas probably found, to rid the world of a
kymm.

And now perhaps we haye arrived at the
tod of his mortal history, and may fancy that
his remains could suffer no farther dishonor.
Not so. Heaven itself scemms willing to give
oae awful sign of it3 displeasure, and to mark
the spot where the disturber ¢f hispeople found
hisgrave. Thetower of Winchester cathedral,
in which the Red King was interred, was soon
afterwards destroyed by lightning, and his
1omb was covered by the ruins.

Agein we say “he that runs may read.”—
The vices and impiaty of private individuals
may exist in as large a degree as those of
Princes, although they may necither have so
extensive a scope, nor be se publicly percepti-
ble; and no offender is so mean that he may
not be cut of “with all his imperfections on
his head.”

Y=< once again must one of the family of
the Norman conqueror be brought to fimirc on
oar canvass.  So eventful was their career, so
prominent were their lives, and sostriking was
the end of cach, that they cven scewm to offer
themselves to our notice, as lessons which
neither can, not ought 0 be overlooked. Di-
versified in their several characters, equally
diversified in their * last days,” and the end of
cach was in perfect keep ag with his life; but
whilst the heart softens over the remorse of
the conqueror, and whilst we are startled and
shocked at the sudden exit of Rufus, the mind

is saddened, and shrinks back upon itself asit
views the living death, the state of hopeless
despondency, the countenance from which
smiles have long been for ever banished, the
meriified and broken down ambition of Lim
who, for his learning and worldly wisdom,
was pre-eminently distinguished as the Beau
Clerc.  Springing from the same root, there
are many, in the successive gencrations of the
English annals, wl.ose lives and whose *last
days" afford powerful lessons to those who
attentively consider them ; but the Conqueror
and his sons offer so many peculiarities, tha:
they scem to be linked in a consecative series,
for the express purpose of giving the moral of
their history agreater momentum, and of com-
pclling us to pause on them as they are sever-
ally brought in review.

But as Henry, on whom we have here to
dwell, will be the last of the family on whom
we shall enlarge in this part of our series, cer-
tain reflections naturally arise relative to those
who come more immediately after him in the
page of history; which reficctions cannot be
stiled without violating the principles upon
which 1he exhibition of * the last days of
Princes” was formed. The awful threat in
the second article of the decalogue, in which
we learn that God will “ visit the sins of the
fathers upon the children, unto the third and
fourth generation™ of those who hate him, is
too frequently looked upon as gencrally anab-
stract proposition ; and, as it is productive of
painful sensations to tracc out its application,
we commonly avoid it as much as possibles
but the fact is not the less true, though it be
in a great measure unmarked ; and here, in the
carlicst English monarchs of the Normanrace,
it1s most forcibly and lamentably held up to
example. Ambition, duplicity, tyranny, and
cruelty, attended the steps of the first Norinan
monarch ; the next gencration presents a
Robert, the victim of his brethren, and his son
brougnt to a premature death; a Richard, the
anly virtuous one of his family, carly and vio-
lently snatched out of hfe; 2 William, the
plaguc of all, and deseried by 2l), cut off in
mid career, even when hisarrogance and tyran-
ny were at their highest pitch; and a Henry,
whose very essence was falschood and equivo-
cation, justly deprived, for years, of mental
peace, plagued by a fury of a daughter, for
whose aggrandizement he devoted the latter
portion of his wretched life, with sad misgiv-
ings that he was labouring 1 vain. Pass we
then to that danghter—the thivd generation—
engaged in continual war for the crown which
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her father left her, but which she never attain-
ed to wear ; and then shift the scene 1o her
son-—the fourth gencration—who did indeed
become monarch of Eangland, but whase days
were emibittered by a termacant wite and a
most rebellious offspring ! Need we trace this
instance of God’s awful denunciation any far-
ther? Not now; the picture is sufficiently
striking already, and to fill the canvass any
more closely, would confuse rather than make
clear theimportant subject represented. Uet
us then isolate a principal fizure, and contem-
plate the closing hours of

NUMBER I11.—ILNRY LEAU CLERC.

% The powers delaying, not foryetting, have

Incensed the scas and chores, yea all the
creatures

Against your peace. Then, of thy son

They have bereft, and do pronounce by me

Ling'ring perdition, (worse than any dearh

Can be at orice,) shall step by step atiend

Y ou and your ways.”’—Shalspeare.

There was & solemn stillness within the
halls of Lions-la-foret, slightly broken, ocea-
sionally, by the hasty and fliting steps of
anxious-looking menials, as they trod the
rushes which were every where strewn over
the passages, or by the whisperings of the
mailed warriors who were assembled in groups
in the apartments dcvoted to their attendance
oraccommodation. Thearchbishop of Rouen,
together with other prelates and ecclesiastics,
had just departed from an inner chamber, in
the vicinity of which the mast gunrded silence
was enjoined; the lecches passed in and out
from thence with solemn and mystcrious air,
and all things betokenced an importanterisis to
be at hand. What is it which thus checks the
mirth of the all-licensed soldier, and causes
the rough menials to ahate their tumultuous
officiousness? Why is thi= colemn procession
of the priests under the direction of the highest
and most powerful churchmen? King Henry
lies extended within the inner chamber, suffer-
ing under digease brouaht on by indulgence in
a glattonous propensity, and from which his
Jeeches have told him he shall never arise in
health.  Late, very late, hisimmortal state has
been impressed upon him, and the ministers of
religion have been summoned. These have
offered the soothing consolations of thee! urch
to the heavy-hearted monarch, and have gone
through the ceremony of the riaticum so dr-
ceitful 1o the judgment because so allaying 10
the feclings. The ecclesiastics have done their
allotted duty, but has the King done his at
this eventful crisis? Alas! nn; the cares of
this world have mingled with his considera-

tions respecting that which is to come, a
have so far preponderated, that the solemn i
ligious offices have been to him an cmpy
ceremony, and ihe offered consolations ha
proved but a blank to his soul. The passe
which has absorbed every other sentimex
within him, clings to him in the mortal hog
and only leaves him with 1hclnslo.\'mrmione‘
his breath. The love of power, 1o the attas
ment of which he sacrificed, during life, evey
vi.rtue, every social tie, and every bond wh:
is held sacred 2mong mankind, has possess:]
him, cven in moments when it is evidenty
shipping from his hands; and, not satsfi]
with the wide extent of it wliuch hehasactu
1y cajoyed, he is employing the few miseraby
hours of morial existenee which are sill I
to him, 15 sccure its continuance to a daughig
who has been the plegue of his latter year
who is hated by his subjects, but for whom i
nevertheless hopes, against hope, to establis
it

Scarccly had the king remained a few houn
in comparative repose, after partaking m tx
spiritual rites intended to smooth the bed
death and take from it some portion of its t&
ror, when the world and all its concerns
turned upon him with redoubled force. 4
feverish haste he called for the barons 1n a2
tendance.  * Where,” cried he, i fevens
tones, “ where is Etienne de Blois?  Wheres
William of Gloucester. They have, of lay
been officious enough in protestation and prol
fession : where are they now 7’ The baros
sprang forward with eager steps, cach anxiod
to be first. “Here, at your fect, my rogy
ficze and uncle, exclaimed the Earl of Blois
*Hcre, at your command, my royal father,
cricd the Earl of Gloucester. Ah! httle di
the royal invaiid gucss the full import of thog
two cxclamations, and little did his own im|
mediate importunity accord with enther.-]
“ Haste, haste, my lords,” rephied Henrs
“call heremy nobics, call here the Archiishey
and do you lay near to me the sacred book.—
Where is my daughter ' B:d her come tomg;
sheis my heir; to her and her's belong my
crown and power, and all must swear thes
will sustain her claims.” Thke two nobles
hastencd to obey the King’s command, ani
Henry. exhausted, turned his head on Iis pd:
low, muttering with u decp and heart-draws
sigh, “ Ungrntcful that she s, why, why dol
thus persevere for 2 chidd who has ceased
lc:u'c for me?" His wvisage assumed a sih
'morc mournful expression, as the review of
his life and reign presented the nuncrous =
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id2nts of which they were composed, before
his disturbed recollection.

How true it i3, that a life of dissimulation
bnd falschood towards others, produces finally
Ldf-deceit.  Ever desirous of clearing oursclves
nour own eyes, we become, at length, the
\i;tins of our own duplicity. And such vas
pow the case with Henry Beau Clere.  He
could not hide from himself, in an hour hke
pius, all the atrocities of his atrocious Lifc; but
some he palliated under the plea of cxpedieney,
ome he coloured by the circumstances of the
ymes, of some he changed the hue by viewing
hem through a favourite medium, which con-
berted them into apparent good, and against
pthers he was sull able to shat his heart and
thoughts altogether.  How truly did this self-
deceiving King make good the beautiful doubt
ol the Apostle—* wc trust that we have agoud
conscience ' But whilst the dying monarch
5 thus pursuing his devious course of retros-
pection, during the absence of the two caris,
wee may take a brief survey of the sameseenes
that occupy his atiention, and enjoy a clearer
sion of them than his distanpered fancy and
deceptive soul would permit.

Of all the sons of the Conqueror, Henry was
by far the most sagacious by nature, and his
sntellectual qualities bhad been fostered wiih
‘grcatcr assiduity than was usual to knights,
nobles, and princes, in that warlike age; henee
he obtained the surname of the Beau Clerc.—
Bat unhappily the natare of the stulies at that
ume known, together with his position in the
world, and the qualities of those with whom
ke found himself associated, bad sown in him
the germs of duplicity, cunning, and avarice.
Lkeali his family, he was ambitivus, be per-
ceived that he was the cadet of hus namne, with
but little probability of being distinguished 1
arms, for which, although no coward, he had
no particular vocation; and it had cven been
wuggested that with his intcllectual quaiitcs,
and the royal influence of his family, his most
probable road to emincnce and power might
be through th:c church. Buat no, it was soon
the delight of this subtle prince, to attain diffi-
cult objects by the powers of his wmind, how-
ever deflected from the straight course might
be the means, and he seemed 1o rejoice at the
mastery with which he managed the puppets
which were his creaturcs, in the opcrations of
his desires.  Cruel, as well as trcacherous, 1c-
morscless of consequences, as well as pertina-
cous in continuance, ..¢ ncither allowed the
ties of consanguinity, nor the affucuons of the
heart 1o imcrgcrc with his pursuits. He was

the sleuth-hound, constant, persevering, and
silent on the seent, and equally silent when
the prey wasinhusclutches. These properties
wure early developed within bim, and although
he know himself the youngest of a famly of
warriors, lie saw i dun perspective, even
whilst a boy, the English throne at a possibly
attamable distance.  When the water was
thrown on the head of the hasty Robert, that
which was sheer insolence i Rufus, was in-
cipivnt design i the young Beau Clere. He
had already learned the meaning of “ divide et
impera,” be had read the dispositions of his
brothiers, whilst bis uwn was unscanned by
uither; snvolved i the insult of the moment,
he knew how to withdraw himself from the
conscquences, and cven throw a double portion
on lus fraternal assuciate theran.  History
shows how correctly he calculated thereon,
and we hnow that fromn a circumstance so ap-
parently tnfling, sprang all the duinestic squab-
bles with wlnch the lustory of the Conqueror’s
fanuly is so very replete. The first William
was never fully reconciled to lus son, Robert,
and there is much reason to believe that the
ill-feeling was coverily fomented by the artful
Henry, who however ducs not appear to have
prominent with jus machinatons. I father
nevertheless, who was cver shrewd and ob-
serving, was well aware of the ascendancy
wlich Beau Clerc would by likely to attam, in
the course of years; and when he bequeaihed
to his youngest son the seemingly small legacy
of five thousand pounds weight of silver, he
replied to the young man's remonstrance, s
with a prophetic spint,  Be patent, thy turn
will yet come.”  H: was patient, and his turn
did come. He perceived that Ins fother had
read hun truly ; he dissembled lus impatience;
his avai.cious soul and srasping hand made
sure of the treasure without delay, and hethen
set hunscl( to “bide his ume,” to wa:ching
passing cvents, 2nd avail himself at all oppor-
tunitics to make advaniage out of occasion.
Nor hud he long to wait for a commence-
ment of his designs.  I{is brother Robert, in-
dignant at the breach of the general law of
succession at s expense, prepared to wrest
the sovercignty of England out of the hands of
Rufus; bemg actuated also by the Norman
nobility buth in England and on the continent,
who desired not to hold estates under distinet
sovereigatics, and whose pride was touched at
the 1dea of the apparent ahenation of the con-
quest from the victorious duchy of Normandy.
But Robert wanted money, and Henry was
able to lend 1t ; accordingly thelatier advanced
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three thousand pounds of his bequest, and re-
ceived, as security for the loan, possession of
the district of Cotentin which was more than
a third of the entire duchy. Well did Henry
know the prodigality and indolence of the bor-
rower, and he took carcful steps to hold fast
the security pledged to him. And here we
have the first remarkable instance of Heury's
cold-blooded crucity, and of his Jetermination
never to be contented with half measures. A
burgess of Rouen, named Conan, had trcach-
erously engaged to deliver the city to the au-
thority of William ; the intent.on was discover-
ed, but the powerful citizen offered an cffectual
resistance to Robart. At this juncture Henry
joined his brother, and Cunan was taken
prisoner. he affaiv was Rubert's and tiat
merciful prince was contented to punish the
refractory citizen by imprisonment vnly; but
the far-seeing and calculating Henry, looking
to distant results, and determined 10 be rid of
all who should be at once turbulent and nflu-
ential, had decided that Conan should not
escape. e summoned the prisoner into his
presence and pretended to remonstrate mildly
with him on the folly and criminality of his
late conduct.

“How couldst thuu hope, man, to make
good thy trcachery against thy master 17—
Hast thou considered the position of this city,
knowest thou not that it is encompassed far
and wide by barons and by vassals devoted to
thy liege lord? Conan, I bave long heard of
thee, and I esteemed thee wise, but here thou
hast acted foolishly as well as deccitfully.—
Thou wouldst be great, perhaps ; vassal, it is
thy sovereign only that can raise thee. I
would have thee loyal, and reward thy desert;
come with me therefore, I will show thee first
the folly of thy underteking, and then point
out the means to secure thy future fidelity.—
Do thou foliow 1e, Conan.””

The prince led the way, and was followed
by the prisoner, the guards, and attcndants,
and they ascended to the roof of the lofiiest
tower of the castle.  He then pointed out to
the prisoner the plains on every side, dotted
with the castles of the Norman nobility, cach
with his force of mcn-at-arms, harnessed and
in regdiness at the shortest warning to speed
to the succour or to the service of their valiant
duke.

“Thinkest thou now, good fellow, that thy
mischievous plan would have availed thee
eught? Tunderstand thy looks; we have not
turned towards the niver’s mouth. Come
hither then, and view attentively all that is to

be seen near the foot of the castle on this norih’
ern side; what seest thou there 7

Thu prisoner stepped nto an embrazure ané
cast his eyes immediately below. At the w
stant that he dud so the prince stepped up to
hiin and hurled him into the paved court be
low, where he was dashed to pieces. A cry
of horror was uttered simultancously by al
prescnt, but Henry waving lus band com
manded silence, adding only,—* the pumish.
munt of a traitor.”

But the schemes and the ambition of th
wily prince had nearly sutfered shipwreck n
this adventure. He had trusted too much,and
had fearcd two little. Robert failed, his bro-
ther the King of England invaded Normandy.
a peace was patched up between the belliger
cnts, and both of these now turned their arms
against Henry, whose crafs they dreaded, and
against which they emplcyed every precautios
that mutual policy could devise. Now it was.
that the two elder princes stipulated with eacs
other that the survivor of the two sheuld b2
the inheritor of both England and Normandy.
and that in the meantime neither should mo-
lest the cther i hus present possessions.  The
flood tolled in upon Henry, threatening to
overwhelm him; the territorial security wiict!
had been delivered to him was unscrupulously
wrested from him; he became a fugitive and
took rcfuge on the top of Mount St. Michad
where he was closely vesieged, and obliged t
capitulate. Here mght have terminated i
career, had his antagomst been Rufus only:
but Robert had a large portion of the milk o
human kindness in his bosom, and by his in-
terposition Henry, deprived of everything, wa
permitted to remain in Bretagne. But “Cedant
arma togae;"” the talentsand wisdom of Henry
gained him friends in his obscurity and er
long he was invited to become governor of th:
city of Damfront. This he administered s
wisely that he rapidly extended his authoniy
and shortly hie was again virtually m posses
sion of the greater portion of that wiich had
been wrested from him by force of arms.

But the important cnisis was at hand whueh,
at the expense of every moral, every social,
cvery political night, was to make lima potent
monarch, and to be the means of destroymng
his peace for ever. A reconciliation, such as
the world calls it, took place between Henry
and William, and the prince was on a visit ©
the Red Xing when the latter recewved the
mortal stroke. It is not gmiven to man to Jook
into the deep and hidden recesses of the hest
of his fellow-man, but reason compels us 10
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put circumstances together, and draw the con-
clusions which naturally arise from the con-
junction.  And what is the conjunction here to
beviewed? Of these brothers, the only ouc
who possessed a spark of kindly feeling and
affection, is a hecdless, indolent, but brave
man, who has mortgaged his whole posses-
sions for a trifle, t> enabl. him to pursuca wild
adventare in a distant country, where he will
add Ais blood and treasure to the heap which
has already been wasted, in the chimerical
hope to reseue the Holy Sepulchre of the Re-
deemer out of the hands of the Infidels. He is
aw far away, and the ficld is open to his am-
bitious, crafty, avaricious, and remorscless
yvoungest brother, who is not likely to let an
opportunity escape of gratifying his predomin-
ant passions.  The King had butrecently been
grinding with taxes and exactions his English
eubjects, and a large portion of the treasure
thus acquired is now lying at Winchestyr.—
The fatal arrow has spcd, King Ruius falls,
and his brother hastcns—swhere? To assist
him, to checr him, to try t2 revive him?  No,
he flies at the speed of Lis courser, direct to the
royal treasury, and makes himself master of
that key to the human heart, that all-surring
mover of hiuman action.  Truc; but the world-
ly wisdom and sclf-conunand which Hunry
emphatically posscssed, urged him prompuy
to catch the “ gzolden opportunity,” after which
he doubtless sets on foot a rigid inquiry into
the awful catastrophe? Never! Onc unfor-
‘tunate knight witncsses the cvent, and fearful
perhaps of conscquences in those arbitrary
times, he hastens to France and from thence
10 Palestine, where he loses his life ; and thus
Sir Walter 'fyrrel becomes the scape-goat (o2
Sratricide.

The goal of his desires was now at hand.—
Well did he recollect his pledge to Robert at
the conclusion of the last quarrel between the
elder brothers ; equally well was he aware of
the cormmonly reccived law of succession ; but
what was faith, what were pledges to onc
whose life and very ¢ssence was onc great
falschood? Robert was in distant lands, he
had never been much in the mindsof the Eng-
lish or cven of Eunglish residents; besides he
wasindolent and would probably ncver gather
resolution enough to resent his wrongs, al-
though his bravery was indisputable. At :
events Henry would be King, and this was
the crisis of his fortune. His craft supplied
him with arguments which at that period were
not without their weight.  He proclaimed hun-
self an Englishman, which in fact he was by

birth; he distributed Liberally and wirth discre-
tion the funds which he had scized, and thus
obtained many an influential voice when he de-
clared that his desirc was to be, not the in-
heritor of his deceased brother’s kingdom, but
the King of the people’s choice; still farther
he won the hearts of the English by solemnly
promising to restore the Saxon laws which
had been collected by King Edward the Con-
fussor; and he put the finishing stroke to his
popularity by marry.ng the daughter of the
King of Scotland, the last scion of the Saxon
royal house.

Henry Beau Clere is now at the summit of
his ambition. By what means he became eo
is partly known, but pertly the nund fears to
gucss.  Unscrupulous and resolute, he never
hesitated to remove cvery obstacle which .y
in his path; y.t serpentine and smooth he did
m.st things insidiously. At this period of his
life 1emeree had never touched his breasy; but

.uld that obduratc man have looled forward,
and, with prescient eye have scanned the
series of ills aad crimes consequent on his new-
ly acquired state, he must indecd have been of
iron heart had he not started aside from his
course, and tried another and a better way.—
Many a torture of bis dying hours might have
been spared him, much of the agonized writh-
ing which occurred on that bed would have
had no cause, many a subterfuge and sophism
which when dying he cagerly brought to ex-
cuse himself, would Lave been unnecessary.—
This future period of his It we have yet to
scan with him.

(To be concluded ir our next.)
@@ O
THE WIDOW'S SON.
A LEGEND OF THE SCOTTISH PERSECUTIONS.

It was as beautiful 2 summer’s morning as
cvet shone upon the carth, that smiled upon
the wild and pastoral glene that intersect the
bleak hill moorlands of the Rutland hitls—the
calm bright sunshinc poured down in a soft
flood over the cultivated ficlds and scanty
gardens that marked the glens of every moun-
tain streamict—the crops of grain were waving
to the gentlc air, still in thar carly verdure—
the meadows richly laden with decp, luxun-
ant grass, and decked with hundreds of bright
wild-flowers were scattening zbundant per-
fumes on every breath that fanned them; the
farks were floating at ‘“heaven’s gate” in
legions, fillmg the world with mdody; the
bees were out m thousands. swelling in the
thymy pastates of the steep lill-sde, and
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round the scented blossoms of the purple clover
in the valley; even the broad bare moorlands
appeared to smile in the biythe morning, ns
the great clouds wonld sweep across the.n,
wrapping their round heads with grand bine
shadows, and leaving them, after a moment,
bathied in clear sunhight. Ilow beautful—
how peaceful—how far removed from aught of
sin ot strife or sorrow showed those fair soli-
tudes that summer morning—for although cul-
tivated and inhabited, those moorland glens
are, even to this day, indecd solitudes. It s
true, certainly, that every mountain valley had
its sparse farms and scattered granges, that
cvery broader strath had its smail hamlet and
1ts kirk; but so far distant were the hamlets,
so wide the tracks of heatliclad moorland and
deep green morass which intervened between
the hill-farms, that there was litte intercourse
between the lonely cultivators of the soil, ex-
cept when they assembled on the Sabbath in
happy quiet congregations within the precincts
of God's house. But peaceful though it show-
ed—there was, in that day, through that groan-
1ag land, “no peace butasword.” The fiercest
and most blcod-thirsty of earthiv warfares
was devastating those lone valleys—a warfare,
as it was called, of religion '—a barbarous sec-
tarian persecution! The kirks were closed,
the aliars all forsaken, the ministers dispersed
and honseless exiles, the faithful congiegations
driven to worship God, if they did worship
Him after the fashion of their fathers, in the
untrodden fastnesses of the old hills, and even
there to worship in doubt and fear and tremb-
ling. Such were the umes—dark. stern and
blaody—when on the lovely morning, I have
assayed to paint, a htilehouschold was assem-
bled before the door of a small neat farm-house,
inonc of the lonclicst of those lune valleys,
offering their morning sacrifice to Fim who
has declared His most esteemed offering to be
tae praise that flows to him from pure and
humblehearts.  ITumbleindecd was the dwel-
ling, in front of which that gronp of worship-
pere was zathered, and small the farmer's
houschold. A low stone cotlaze of a single
story, with a thatched roof all overran with
moss and stone crop, and an old-fshioned
porch fronting due southward—au narrow plot
of garden, well-stocked with pot-heibs, and a
few cominon flowers. fenced from the <andy
road by a low wall of unhewn frec-stone, and
overshadowed by three gmarled and moss-
arown apple-trees—a rich broad meadaw op-
posite acrose the 10ad, witl: heavy swathes
still stceped an the night-dews Iving where

they had fallen yestereven beneath the mow.
er’s scythe—two or three stripes of oats an¢
barley~a little garth behind the house, where;
in two cows and a pet lamb were pasturing—:
tract of wild bill-pasture, with its small floc
of racged, black-faced sheep!—suel was ti
dwelling and demesne which constituted ak
the carthly wealth for which the moorlant
farmer was sending up sincercr pravers to th:
giver of all good, than many a rich man offer:
for his abundance and blessings!—an old, grey
beaded woman, wrinkled, and bowed by age
but acuve still, and cheerful, ¢lad in a suit ¢
plain deep mourning, with a close cap of snow-
white muslin, beneath which, nealy braided
appeared her venerable ltocks, white as
lawn that shalowed them—a tall and slightly-
formed young man, lLight-Laired and comdly.
although too delicate in bis appearance for b
rade calling, dressed in the ordinary garb of
Scotiish peasant, his bioad blue lowland bos
net, doffed reverently on the high occasion—:
beautiful hare-footed girl, of scarcely thirtec
years—the orphan cuild of a dead sister—thes:
made the whole of the literal ¢ two or three”
who were gathered there together in presens
of their King and Maker ! And now the brg
extemporaneous prayer was ended !—the chay
ter had been read from the well-thumbed an:
greasy Bible—it was one of those splendid our
bursts of raptIsaialh’s unrivalled cloquence an:
poetry, full of denunciationsdark and myster:
ous of Gal's coming wrath and vengcanc:
with dazzling glimpses interspersed of g
heatic promise—in which the Scottish cover
anters, as had their puritan forefathers, espec:
ally delighted 10 apply 1o their own times, ant
their own persccations !—and the accustome
hymmn was nising on the calm morning air-
the self-same hymn that pealed from the stor:
hps of the eathusiasts who shed their blod
like water at Marston and Dunbar and Wor
cester! The deep, harmunious tones of tx
voung farmer’s voice, blent with the shri
sweet girlish ireble of his far nicce, and th
weak quavering thrill of hiis old parent swelle
up with a strange effect in that wild solitude
and, through the sounds, the thrillinx psslin-
tine were soon mixed with stranger and mon
unaccusiomed nniscs; <a fully had the thoughs
ol all heen occupicd by thar siecre devotions
that “tili the hymn was cnded, no one of th
thiee worshippers was m the least aware tha
their poor melody had found any listenin:
cars save thoee of that all-hcaring one whor
they all hoped, with an undoubting canfidenc
was bending from on Iigh 10 carch cach &
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nt ol‘ th'mnsngmg Yet very soon afu.r
eir first notes rose vpon the silence of the
Wi morning with that peculiar cadence which
arked the service of the covenanters, the
mplag sound of horses fiet might have
en heard coming up the road. mingled with
occasional chnk as of the steel accoutre-
ants of harnessed troopers; aud as the last
w quaver died away, these om'nousand fear-
i nates of approaching danger had come 8o
11, that not ane of the hittlehiouseheld doubt-
g inata band of the dreaded Scottish Life-
ard, the pe-:sceulihg minims of the relent-
ss Graham were at hand ! Wuth eyes start-
gas 1t were from their sockets with terror—
Rw, Tacle Jamic. Rin for dear life-~the
lude-thirsty dragoons of God-despising Cla-
‘r' seareupon us!”’ exclaimed thelittie maiden.

»Ay!my bairp, flec—fce to the lnils—flee
; the black linn of Polmoodic—1ihere shalt
foa lic tn safety ‘until this tyranny he over-
s’ —olh, flee—my bairn—son of my age
ad sorrow—flee from the persecuting dogs
cho thirst ever for the hearts’ blude of the
fants. Even the holy David fied and hid him
I the hill of Hachilah, which is heside Jeshi-
mon—then why wilt thou not likewise flee
way ?? cricd the frail, grey-haired woman
ith energy that could scarce have been look-
4 for in one so weak and aged—but the youth
pnswered very cablimly, although his face, even
o the lips, was ashy pale and death-hhe—
“ And lcave you, mother, to their outrageous
rolence 2—never, while life is feft 10 me !”
“ Oh! my bairn—takc no heed for me—bad
houzh they be, ungodly, and blude-spillers,
they will not harm an aged and lene female—
hat thee will they slay even before my cyes—
son of my sorrows—thee will they slay sure-
lyt—wherefore T bid thee a2gain, cre it be too
late, ta gird up thy loms and fice to the hills
ssiflly—nay ! my bairn, thou wert obedicnt
ever—disobey not thy mother now, that never
dust before rofuse to do her bidding 17

‘Lot itis ail too late,” returned the young
man—*and more, mother, I have done no man
aav evil : nd Ifear nothung!” and he said truly
that 1t was too late, for ere hus words were
saoken, the soldiers whosc approach they had
heard from afar, rode up at a sharp trot, and at
aword frem their officer, wheeled thcir black
caargers inte hine, facing the garden wall and
the hide gate into the lawn, and halted on the
mstant. They were in number seven, six
privates 1n the rich scarlet nmiform of the Tafe-
gaards, with highly burmshed breastplates,
and morions of stecl, with nodding plumes,
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and gauntlets reaching to their 'bows, and
large jack-boots covering their legs to the mid
thigh. The seventh man was a youth, not
secniingly above cighteen, gorgeously armed,
and evidently the comwmander of the party.—
His featuics were sinall, delicately formed, and
exquisitely beautiful, but not with the beauty
of manhood even in its carliest spring time;
for so soft was cach rounded outline, so smooth
the texture of the skin, so faint and feminine
the colouring, that his whole lincaments and
air gave the idea of a lovely girl, masquerading
in the war-harness of some male relative,
rather then of the youngest warrior. His
large blue eye had a soft liquid Justre, half lazy
and half languid, that scemed as if it could not
wake to aught of anger or even spirit—his lip
and check were aliogether beardless, nor did
the slightest down upon the chin foreshow the
growth of a more manly garniture. His long
light hair of a hue between gold and auburn,
fell down his neck and over his shoulder in a
profusion of close curled and perfumed ringlets.
If he were really a boy, he was one in appear-
ance born to nunister to the luxurious wants
of some soft castern raton ate.

e was dressed uke the privates, in full
uniform, but hiscuirass wasstudded with great
knobs of solid gold, and crassed by a blue
scarfall fringed and tagged with bullion, a so-
perb neckcloth, with long ends of the finest
Flemish lace, fell down over his glittering
breast-plate, and his white gloves were deli-
cately laced with silver.  He wore no helmet,
but a slouched bread-brimmed hat, witha band
set around with white and scarlet feathers—
his boots were polished until they vied in splen-
dor with his steel corsiet, his sword-hilt spark-
led with bright jewels, and the butts of his
pistols, as they peered out from his velvet-
covered holstery, sceming to woo his grasp,
were heavily embossed with silver.  Such was
the aspect of the young commander, who with
a voice silvery as a girl's, and modulated with
affected sweetness, gave the word to his men
to “Jink their chargers, dismount, and make
their carbines ready!” and strange to say,
morc terror was displayed by the old. woman
and the girl, when they beheld the soft cffem-
inate form, and comcly featurcs, and heard the
swect Jow toncs, than they had shown at the
array of warhke, and, as they well judged,
hostle soldiers! For that fair-favored youth,
delicate as he was and blooming, with the
vigorous blood rushing in grlish blushes to

his white brow at every word and motion, had
won himself a terrible renown through that
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wild district—well was e known—and wide-
ty, and but too justly dreaded, as the most
fiecrce and fiendish of Graham’s persecuting
troopers. Where that brave and most chival-
rous though sanguinary leader performed the
savage dictates of the council with unrelenting
firmness, believing it to be true policy to crush
the rebellious spirit of thepuritans, and quench
the embers of their wild creed in blood~while
he and his sterner oflicers, slew more from
the funaticism of polincs, and from a species
of high-born disregard to the rights of those
whom they looked upon most sincerely, as
brutal, ignorant, rebellious fanatics, of &n in.
ferior race,~the soft, tair-featured Laird of
Livingstone, lumself a dweller in the glens, the
youngest of the cornets of the Scottish life-
guard, bad ordered more mien out to instant
execution, had stecped more hearts in blood,
before his lip was bearded, and that too in the
very wantonness of needless cruelty ! than all
his regiment beside.  'What wonder, then, that
the poor females shook with terror, that their
hair bristled on their heads, and their cheeks
blanched with apprehension, when they dis-
covered, at a glance, the features, and recog-
nized in the first syllable he said, the voice
more dreaded than the sovereign thunder, of
Him who was named, ere bis years reached a
score, the Thger Laird of Livingstone.

“ What dulcet melody was that we heard,
sweet as a seraph’s whisper,” he asked inlisp-
ing mockery, “as we rode up the glen? Ye
were not, I trust, psalm singing, my excclent
good friends 7"’

Then, when no answer was returned to kim,
hestrodeclose up to the old woman,—** answer
me,” he continued, “answer e, say, sweet
angel, were ye engaged in liftingup your voices
to the Lord 7" —and, as he spoke, he stretched
his hand out ‘toward her, as if to grasp her
arm; but as he did so, the young farmer took
a quick step, and with a resolute air, moved
aside the arm of the fierce suldier.

“We were,” he answered quickly, bat firm-
1y, “ we were engaged in our devotions, noble
sir, after the manner of our fathers, in naught
disturbing any one, nor breaking any ordinance
or laws of king or prelate, and so what of it 7

 After the manner of your fathers ! replicd
the Laird, with & contempiuous and bitter
sneer, “ your fathers !—by my soul! I knew
not that such base-born dogs kad fathers!—
Now on your life! or rather, as you would live
to see the Kingdom of the sainis! 1 do be-
secch you, well beloved, expound to me, had

vou m very deed a father 7
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“ 4y, had he?” interrupted the old wondf
drawing up at the words her weak and beni§
frame to its full height, and bending on |
the clear light of her dark eye, which posiy
ly flashed with indignation, “ay, had ¥
she exclaimed in tones that quivered not,
trembled in the least, for anger had coniplel
ly overmastered not the infirmties alon: @
her aged body zud the fecblencss that g
weall-mizh eatnguished all the light and qud
ness of her mind, but all considerations of
time, the place, the speaker—all prudence <3
all fear of evil—*ay, had he, Sir Dragoonf
father ihat rode through more foughten fieidg
than thou hast prancad in wantonness of pu
across horse courses—a father whose sack w:
girt oftencr by the hard rivets of his v
gorget, than thine hath been entwined by off
white arms of amorous Deliahs !—ay, had %
Sir Dragoon, a father—who, had he lived
see this day, and found a dozen of his fellovg
had rid this groaning country——" 3

“Peace! mother~—peace: I pray you, i
is the Laird of Livingstone—King Charls
high officer—you know not what you say,
the young man interposed, now seriovs
alarmed at his unhappy parent’s indiscrene
#Sheis a weak old woman, siry”’ he add
turning respectfully to the hfe-gunardsmaf
“and knoweth not one half the time, what ¢
saith or Cocth, the other.” ]

“And if it be so,’ answered the soldiff
brutally, * who asked for thy interposition 24
But we have heard enough already to jusif
some sequestration—Hunter and RamsayF
he continued, looking toward lus men, “2§
round the fields and drive off all the stock §
find there. I saw some cows bchind t§
homestead, m the byre—and you, good s
gcant, step 1 and scarch the house, if ye me
find any concealed arms, and if you do—
e nodded his head ominously, and the infes
nal smile played on his smooth sleck feature
which rarely bt them up save in anticipation of
somc gccursed deed. Then while the me
went cagesly away to cxecute hus barbaros
orders—* Tcll, worthy dame,” be added in
good-humoured bantering tone, “ tiis gallan]
father aboat whom youn speak—the father ¢
this neble youth, he fought, I trow, for Dawd)
Leslic, and old Tell—" f

" Ay, did he ?” she replied, scarce conscios
what she said, or who was questionmg, “a
Marston fight; and Worcester-field—at Tip
permair and Philiphaugh, likewise, was b
sword reddened with the blood of the malg
nant and rakehelly cavahere!”
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&' By the Lord ! here have we found a pre-
Bus nest of psalm singers—and now I think
it—what book is that you hotd se lovingly
Eore, friend 27
i The Lord’s book !” the young farmer
pswered, tuuching the brim of his bonnet, as
b spolce very reverently.
B Oh ! the Lord's book, is it 2—and this, 1
ncy, is the sword of Gideon,”—as the ser-
pant made his appearance, carrying in his
pad a long and hcavy broadsword, with a
. basket hilt of iron.
K That is the broadsward of my father!”
g Mighty well—mighty well—this is anda-
Jiy—by my soul it is,”” said Livingstone, the
hme abominable smile curling his lip, again.
BBut I expected it—before the Lord ! I did.—
fow, master rebel, answer me promptly ; you
ece best; have you not heard the order of
be council forbidding all men, under the rank
¥ Laird, to keep edged weapons, or hand-gun,
pistalet 77
1“1 have not, sir. I do profess to you, I have
t heard it—-"
¢ “Then you were not at church last Sunday,
phere our worthy curate archdeacon proclaim-
Kit from the pulpit, thus contumaciously and
if aforesought malice avoiding—but,” he in-
rrupted himself for 2 moment, and then con-
Bned in a Jow stern whisper, “ butit avails not
blking—call Hunter back, and Ramsay, Ser-
cant Mackey, weha-e got other gear—sothat
& well,” headded, as the two privates came up,
ving the widow’s cows before them—*let
ghe beasts go, we will not rob the widow, for
phat saith the Scripture anent grinding of
$uows, and removing of landmarks. Fall
In—right face~—handle your carbines—prime,
oad, make ready '—Now, sirrah, kneel down
En the green-sward, you have five minutes left
20 make your peace with Heaven. Sergrant,

emove the woman back there, upin the space,
pssist your sergeant, Ramsay 1

Within 3 moment, the wretched widow was
dragged off, vainly imploring mercy, with bit-
ter sobs and wailings, which called forth mirth
alone from the fierce soldiery. Her little
mand-Gaughter wes thrust in after her, and
the daor lacked without. Then, in the face of
heaven, with the calm summer air waving his
perfumed curls, and the whole face of creation
smiling and bright before him, the savage Laird
stood facing his weak victim, bolding a watch
caperbly sct with diamonds, and counting
every moment that clapsed with greedy eyes,
while calin and fearless the peasant knelt m
prayer, and supplicated mercy from on high,

not for himself alone, but for his ruthlesss
murderers.

The time clapsed—the sign was given~—-the
levelled carbines flashicd—the volley hurtled
through the aw—but loud and clearly heard
above the full reports rang the heari-broken
shriek of the bereaved and hapless parent, yell
after yell, shrick after shrick, volumes of hope-
less anguish pealed up to the sky, and actually
struck a superstitious awe 1o the cold heaits of
the iron soldiers.

They mounted and rode gaily off, their
feathers waving joyously, their harness glan-
cing in theblythe suniight, hecdless that where

‘they had found peace and humble happiness,
‘they had left, misery and death and desolation.

-~
THE DEATH BANQUET.

“Come, all, you spirits
That ’tend on merial thoughts, unsex me here 3
And fill me, from the crown to the tae, top-full
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood ;
Stop up the access and passage to remorse,
That no compunctious visitings of r:n:ure
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The cffect and it?’~—Macbeth.

Ix the year 162-, on finishing my studies, I
prepared with much regret to quit Edinburgh,
to spend, for the first time, some months in
Paris. There is not, in my opinion, a miore
delightful residence than lhg Scottish capital,
in all Europe.  Situated in the very garden of
Scotia, sur ounded by the most magnificent
scenery, noted for the high mental cuoltivation
and frank, open and hospitable manners of itg
inhabitants, I know no place where life glides
away more calmly and happily. Besides, du«
ring 2 sojourn of more than five years, I had
formed many ties and associations which ¥
was most painful to sever. Among a numer-
ous circle of friends and acquaintances, I had
the good fortunce to number many of theartists
of which Edinburgh boasts so Jarge and dis-
tinguished a list. Passionately fond of the art
cf painting, I had eagerly embraced every op-
portunity of cultivating an intimacy with its
professurs, and many an hour stolen from the
confinement of the dissccting room and the
college kalls, was devoted to the contemplation
of my favourite art. On learning thatmy des-
tination was Paris, theexcellent and celebrated
A——n, was kind enough to give me a letter
to his friend D——a, who with his younger
brother, held a high rank among the painters
of the modern French school. To this letter
was I indehted for many of the most agreeable
moments I passed in France. D——3, a de-
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cidedly clever and accomplished man, received
me with a warm and graceful politeness which
at once placed me at my ease, and caused me
to regard him with the famihar cordielity of
long acquaintanceship. I became a constant
visitor at his weekly reunions, at which were
collected all the most noted iadiviluals in
every branch of art, scieace or literature that
the revowned capital contained, and where
painters, poets, dramitists, actorsand warriors,
of well carned and wid-ly spread reputation,
mixed in unrestrained and delightful inter-
ceurse.  In a short time loo, to my great de-
light, I found myself a daily and privileged
lounger in their atelier, for the two brothers
Lived and painted .ogether. The D—as; as
I have said, were artists of high rcputation,
and a visit 1o their collection aflorded to the
lovers of the divine art a graufication of no
common order, for the wails cxiibited many
paintings of finc conception, and of admirable
colour and fimsh.

Among the many gems which wooed the at-
tention and admiration of the amateur, I was
particularly struck with one panting of ex-
quisite finish and beauty, but whase subyct

vas so strange and pecubar that I had fre-
quently bu: vainly conjcctured to what pro-
bable incident it might relate. Y1s scene was
a small but richiy furnished apartment.
time was night, for the light from wany sitver
lamps was strongly thrown on a most singu-
lar and startling aroup which ocrupied the
centre of the painting. On a crimson velvet
couch reclined the figure of a splendidly dres-
sed woman, apparenzly quite dead.  ¥er face
was livid an‘l distorted with pain, and a pur-
ple hue ha " overspread her bare and jewclled
neck. At the other extremity of the same
couch, clothed in the magmficent and pictu-
resgue costume of the fifteenth century, and
with his dark hair hanging in curls down his
neck, was a young and noble looking man,
the expression of whose pale and dying coun-
tenance intimated the mostdreadful agoay and
despair.  But the inost singular and sinking
figure of this strange group remains 15 be noti-
ced. It was that of a beawiful but githish
looking female, clad in a black velvet dress, of
the Spanish fashion, with her jet biack hair,
braided on cach side, and whe, with her shght
but exquisitely maulded figure drawn up to .ts
greatest height, steod printing with an air of
haughty and malirnant tmumph to the Gigur:
of the dead woman.

Observing me onc day 'niently gazngat tlus
picce, D——2a askad my oprnion of it

The :

“I am vain enough,” he said, “1o thn!
a very tolerable performance.”

“Tolerable I” I rephed, “I admire rof
modesty ! It isadnurable. DBut pray tell o
is it 2 fancy sketeh .’ :

“Xot exactly; it 1s founded on incide
which occurred in this very city many s
sinee.”

“My dear D—a,” I cagerly excla:
“ pray take compassion on my curiosity,
have the kiundness to :llustrate for my wifor
tion, yoar boaatiful endanteresung picture. B

“3ost willingly,"Lhe repeated, with a f
laugh ; the palette was lad aside, and my go
'humourcd acquaintance related the follow:]
tale, which may with truth be considered s 1§
tehing somewhat of the  convulsive schoc
D——a, like most of his hively countrym:§
possessed the happy art of narrating well =
gracefully, and I eatirely despair of imparicé
at second hand the san.e interest to lus sto:f}

“The circumstances, which gave nse to @
picture you do me the honour to admire
much, occurred dur.ng the regency of that o
and witty profigate, the Duke of Orleans, wig§
thecourt and city of Pans,—never, by the wsj
much renowned for punty of manners—igg
reached a piich of hicenuo sness absolur
astounding. At tnis period, a young girl maff§
her appearance as a dancer on the Madr
stage, and from her extreme grace and beat
as well as her wonderful taients m her prot
sion, created a considerable sensation 1n U
theatrical world of the Spamish metropol:s§
Our ambassador to the court of Spain, whif
cver mught have been his capacity as a dinf
mafe, wasan admirzble judge of saltatonz! «f
ccllence. formed the patniotic uetermination §
transplanting thes far creaiure mnto the mof
congenial sod of lus adored Pans, and of &
stowing o his countrymen the rich @it
such rare and uncqualicd alen:. Negataucd
WCTC conseqicntiy st on foot with duiaue 6
gence.  You sm.le, and are peraaps not ac
sensible of the imparance of the zubject-
Know then that it requires mozc tact and &
dress to obia.n the favor of the loan of a ces
brated opera dancer, than to scttle the preis
inares of a treaty of peace between two fird
ratc powers.® However, the praiscworthy §
fo.ts of the worthy ambassador were crown
w.th success, atd he returned 1a tnumph
his recadl, bearing in his tramn the beanufel 23
accomplished Nong, for such was the Spans

*In France, and indeed on the conine
generally, thetheatres areunder theummeds:!
Junssdicuion of the gosernment.
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woubriquet of the fair dancer.  As soon as 1t
was known that a young and beautiful opera
dancer was to makc her debut, all Paris was
n a tumult of feverish expectation.  With us,
the first appearance of a new actor or actress
of culebrity, was then, and iscven nosy, a mai-
ter of serious and overwheiming importance.
A thousand rumors were in circulation respeci-
:ag the new comer, and 2!l of coursc tite mosi
contradiciory and irrcconcilabic. The mwost
correct account, however, appeared to L, that
she was young and handsome, that her name
was Maria Gonzaga, and that she was theille-
giimate offspring of 2 pretty Manola—a wo-
man of the lower ranks—znd of a licentious
Spanish grandee, who, howevcr, had ncver
treated her with much parental affcetion.

The eventful night fixed for her appearance
atlength arrived. The curtain rose and dis-
covered the beautful Nina, richly dressed m
the Spanish costumc, and glittering with pre-
cous jewels. Her figure was slight—almost
gitlish, but charmingly proportioned, her hands
and arms were modcis of purfection, while her
beautiful and elastic litle fect and ankles were
enough to turn thebra:nof ananchonte. The
warm rich tint of her checks, butraved her
Spanish origin, and her fiatures though cx-
quisitely beauuful, wore at umesan air of wild-
ness and haufcur. But the ——cat charm of
this lovely @rl was her eyes.  Dark as nugiu,
lustrous as the diamond, they scemed fitted to
cxpress all the workings of alofty and passioa-
ale soul.

Her reception was warm and flaticring, but
when she had performed oncof the fascin: ting,
bat somew 1at voluptuous dances of her nauve
Spain, the enthusiasm of the audience hacw
no bounds, and her success wzs complete and
tnumphant.

The first impressions of the faw debulanle
on the public were afterwards fuliv ma.atindd,
and she becama therage.  Invamn thecrniies—
2 surly race—tound a thousand fauits wath her
stric, and protested that she violated all the
cstabhisked ruics of her art; her admurers were
stczdfast and declared that the lovedy Spanard
prssessed a charm bevond 1he reach of ora.
csm.  In that hcent:ous ageat was notto be
sapposed that a beauuful girl, i her positon,
conld cscape the pursuit of Lberines. Bat to
the surpnize of all, ¢ was soon discoverdd that
the young actress was of inflexible chastty.
in vam did 2 crowd of the gay and ghttening
court butterflies flutter around thes fair exoic;
n vam did many an old and wealthy debaucher
make l’\ct the most templing and damzling

offurs. The advances of the first were repel-
led wulthasghty mdific.unee, and of the latter,
with gay but bitter mockery.  Even the most
veteran kubitues of the cuulisses confessed with
a shrug of pity, that the wirtue of Nina was
without spui or repreach.  But matters were
not to rcmain iong in this sitwation. “The
hour was come and the man.” The hand-
somg, tie noble Colond de Valmont at this
nerioud returned from the army, with just a
suffivent wound as to render him interesting,
and to allow hun to wear lus arm in a grace-
ful scarf. Young, nich, of high birth, winy,
accomplished, but heartless and profligate, he
iad long assumed 2 promunent rank as a man
of gallantry and pleasure. The favourite com-
anon of the regent; the idul of the ladies, ghe
terror of husbands, the cnvy of his vicious
companions, De Valmont had fought more
ducls and broken more hearts than any other
man ia Paris. Tosceand admire the young
dancer and to attempt her conquest was with
han a natural conscquence. But why detail
the agts of an accomphisked seducer? It is
cnough to say they were successful, and Nina
became his mestress.  These matters areeasily
arrangud at tise opera. But the connection
wasan unhappy and stormy onc. Yiclding
up cvery theaght and cnergy of her passionaie
nawre 1o the new and overwhelming feching
which engrossad her whéle being, this young
creature could not long be content with the
imperfeet and scaaty love of such a heart as
De Volmont's.  Besides, 1t must be confessed
that she was dreadiuliy jealous. At the then-
trc she watchad hun Lhe 2 lynx. A smule, or
the slghicst aucenton or courtesy to another
woman, would duve thc blood from her cheek
and make her dark cyes flash Lke lightning.
Matters could not Jong cantinue thus. It was
the old story, devoted aiffection on one side, in-
d.ficrence, coidness, disgust on the other.—
They parted.  Rut not content with abandon-
ing the vicl.m of lus seasual.ty, De Valment
stll farther oatraged her feclings by imme-
datcly commchicng a laison with a preity
 fiile d opera, namiad Rusatie.  This was an in-
JUry never 1o be forgiven, and sroused every
dark and balcful passion in the bresst of the
young Spaniaard- Hcr former love was chan-
gcd 10 deadly hate, and sengeance became the
solc impulse of her thoughts,—her dream,—
her a.stence.  From thaol momcent De Val-
mont was a doomed man !

Among the crowd of lovers who had knelt
at the shnne of het baaty, was one who had
been miost persevenng n lus pursuit, and
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whose rejection had occasioned him much un-
happiness. Indeed, the Chevalier De Nanci
still loved her, and a smile of encouragement
was sufficient to cause him to renew his hom-
age. This young man was destined by Nina
tobe theinstrument of her revenge. One night,
after the performances had finished, he was
permitted to accompany her to her house, for
the first time. Scated beside the object of his
wishes, he warmly pushed his suit.

“How long,” he exclaimed, * charming
Nina, are you determined to make me languish
in hopeless despair ? Take pity on my suffer-
ings and reward my long and faithful love.”

The youag gitl turned her dark eyes on her
lover as he knelt before her and scemed to
hesitate.

“No! no!’ she at length answered, “it
cannot be; while D¢ Valmont hives I cannever
be yours?’

* Ha! you love him then, you stiil love that
false and ungrateful man!”

A dreadful expression crossed the counten-
ance of the dancer as she almost shricked with
a wild laugh,

“Love him! Aim, who has outmged, who
has trampled on me, no, De Nandi, I hate him
with a bitter, an unutterable hatred! Listen
to me,” she seid in 2 hoarse whisper, and
taking a small scarf from her neck, # bring me
this steeped in his bloed, in his heart’s blood,
and I am yours for ever, body and soul.”

De Nanci listened to the enchantress with
conflicting feelings; all that he had dared to
hope for was within his reach ! but at what a
pricc! Hge was silent.

“An! you falter, you renounce me then;
well,sobeit. Coward! takeback your vows?™

“*You wrong me most gricvously,” rephed
De Nanci, “the word corcard cannot be coupled
with my name. But murder! No! Even
to gain your love. I cannot stoop to that.”

#Who talks of murder 7" exclaimed Nina.
“ Murder! Nol! 1 could never clasp a sur-
derer in my arms.  Baot you fiery young gal-
lants of the court, I know you well, 2 word, a
look if youchooseit so, preducesa duel.  Sloy
him i that way, or if your heart fals you,
leave ine, and for ever.®

De Nand,—forsaken by his good angel,—
tarned oneglanceon the temptress, and viclded.

“Give me the scarf! I accept your con-
ditions. You shall be avenged, or I return to
you no more."

The next night there was quite n sensation
at theopera.  As the gallant Coloncl D¢ Val-
mont was eagaged 10 conversat:on with some

acquaintances, the Chevalier de Nanci trod
heavily on his foot, and passed on without
racking any apology.

“¥a! Monsienr de Nanci!” called out De
Valmont, “may I request you to return, I
would speak with you.”

1n a moment, De Nanci confronted him with
a cool, and rather insulting arr.

“ Have you not forgotten something, Mon-
sicur 7

“No, sir, nothing.”

#1 think you have forgotten to apologize for
the insult you just offered me, and have added
to it by your manner. Come, sir, let us bring
this matier toanend ; you must do me reasen.”

“ Now, sir, or when you will,” replied De
Naaci.

% No, not now,” weas the general exclama-
uon of the friends of both parties, who, by this
time, had crowded round them—* not now, it
1s too dark to fight.”

“ Gentlemen,” exclaimed an old mililaire
with a huge moustache, and his neck contract-
cd from a former wound, * no doubt it is ex-
tremely dark; but what of that? We have
plenty of servants here, and plenty of torches.
Let us adjourn to the Pr¢ aux Clercs, and ter-
minate this silly affair. The sooner thest
things are ended the better.”

In those days, in conscquence of the numer-
ous robberies and assassinations which took
place in the streets of Paris, it was the custom
of all those of the higher ranks who stirred
abroad at night, 1o be accompanicd by a nu-
rerous train of lackics with torches, fer, as
yet, gas was not known. ‘Theobjectorstothe
obscurity of the night, who had, by the way,
not the slightest opposition 10 the excitement
of aduel, mage no farther objection, and the
wheole party started for the Pre qux Cleres, a
meadow near Paris. Onarrivingat thegronnd,
and ere preparations could be made for the ap-
proaching combay, Jights were seen approach-
:ng from a distance, and shortly after, the
mecasured tread of a body of men. “The
guard! the guard !” was the exclamation of
most of the party ; “ we must adjourn to soms
ather place.™

“Not at all, messieurs,” said the man with
the large moustache, “I am convinced that
we are more than sufficient to drivaback those
rascaliy cuckelds.”

“Bravo! bravo ! was the universal cry of
those thoughtless young men, who now rushed
with drawn swords and loud peals of laughter
agaiast the unfortunate city guards, who, afks
= short resistance, were put 10 the roule
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“Now, messieurs,”’ said the men with the
-oustache, * you can fight in peace.”

During the skirmish which had taken place,
De Manci advanced to his antagonist, and
whispered in his ear, “ thisduelis to the death ;
one of us must fali.”

De Valmont secemed much surprised, but
contented himself with bowing in silence. In
o few minutes every thing was arranged for
the deadly encounter which was to take place.
The seconds were chosen, the principals were
examined, to see that no hidden armour might
sfford them any unfair advantage, and the
word was given * en garde messicurs !’ The
swerds crossed each other with a sharp clash,
aud the combat commenced. It was however
by no means an equal one. On one side, ex-
quisite skill and temper were opposed to rash-
ness and passion, and the result could not
very long be doubtful. After an impetuous
and spirited assault on the part of De Nanci,
which was however bafiled and completely
wrned aside by the skill of his cool and wary
antagonist, he began to lose his temper, and
received several slight flesh wounds. Sum-
moning every energy for one last and desper-
ate effort, De Nanci rurhed on his opponent,
but in the act of ad vancing his foot, slipped,
and De Valmont's sword passed entirely
through his body, tl.e point coming out near
the left shoulder blade. Hie friends rushed
forward immediately to raisc and support the
anfortunate young man who had fallen heavily
10" .cground. Butit wasuscless; thewound
was a dreadful and fatal one; there was a
gasp, a slight shudder, and all wasover. The
g2y and reckless group which surrounded the
dead man, looked on the bioody tragedy for a
short time in unbroken silence. At length the
man with the moustache relinquishing the
bady which he had attempied to lift up, ex-
climed, “It 18, no doubt a great pity ; he was
an excellent fellow ! but as we can do na good
here, [ propose that we decamp forthwiath, be-
fare thai rascallly guard gets reinforeed, and re-
1orns to attack us.”

“Yes, yes,” criedd another, ** the comedy 1s
fimshed ; et us go 1o supper,”'—and the
thoughtless crowd swept away to thar various
pursuits and amusements leaving the compse
of their Iate associate to be taken care of by
his sereants.  Now-n-days, such conduct and
remarks would be considered cold blooded nnd
revolting.  Butit was the tone of that age to
treat the most senious and sacred subjects, in
alight and mocking spirit.  Religion, virlue,
morality, even the Desty himsell, all was a jest.

Whatever might have been the feelings of
the young Spaniard on learning the result of
her scheme of vengeance, she confined them
to her own bosom. By neither word norlook
did she betray her intevest in the events which
had become the public topic of conversation,
nor did she for a moment neglect her theatri-
cal duties.

A few nights after the duel, as De Valmont
was walking behind the scenes, a hand was
lightly I2id on his arm, and on looking, he was
somewhat surprised to see Nina. ‘“Hal tru-
ant,” she exclaimed, with a gay and joyous
smile, “have I found you at last; you shall
not go again until you promise togrant memy
request.”

“ Fair Nina,” replied the former lover, with
an air of gallantry, ** what could you ask that
I should refuse 77

““Then promise to sup with me to-night,”
she teplied with a quick and eager glance.—
“What! you hesitate ! nay, then I must bribe
you, for, know, fair sir, that the charming Ro-
salie will be there; so no refusal.”

 Since you are so kind,” at length said De
Valmont, “be it so; I wil wait on you.”

Tl then, adicy,”” sawd the fair dancer, kiss-
ing nier hand 1o him.

That night a merry party of three was
gathered around the sumptuous repast of Nina,
who did the honours of her table with charm-
ing grace andsimplicity. Therich viands, and
the rare and costly wines were scasoned by
many a sparkling jest; and the light musical
laugh of the young Spaniard, was a constant
¢cho 10 all the lively sallies of her companions.

Thus passed the hours away unheeded, in
mirth and revelry, antil De Valmont declared
that it was tima to part. * Fawr Ning,” he ex-
claimed, *it1s 2 pity that such charming mo-
ments as we have spent thig night, should
havean cnd. But, alas! so it is. Farewell,
and a thousand thanks for your delightul en-
tetiainment.”

“Nay," said the dancer, “go not yet, sit, I
cntreat you. Befose you depart, you must
drain one bright and sparkling cup, and the
pledge shall be, ‘love and pleasure.’”

While speaking, she rapdly changed colour
and shgtfily trembled, but recovening her calm-
ness by a strange effort, sho went to @ large
sideboand covered with glittering and costly
plate, and filing two richly chased gold cups
from a flask of wine, which sho appeared to
solect with some care, hended them to De Val-
mont and his companion. The pledge was
named, and the fatal goblels cmpuied.  After
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a time, a deep and prolonged silence fell onthe
party. The Spaniard sat watching her guests
with anxious and troubled looks. De Val-
mont seemed ill at ease. “Fair lady, your
wine, methinks, isstrangely potent ! My brain
whitls round, and the lights look dim and
ghastly ¥ Ha ! what means these strange and
dreadful feclings 7

He buried his face in his hands andleant on
the table. Nina still continued to watch him
cagerly, uniil, at lenrih. she arose and shook
him with violence. *hat ho! De Vahnont,
look up! sce, your lady love, the fair Rosalie
smiles upon vou !

With a painful effort the young man lifted
his head, and fixed a dim and ghastly starc on
a sight, which filled his guilty soul with hor-
ror and dismay. Reclining in one corner of
the couch, was the frail partner of his dalli-
ancg, a swollen and discoloured corpse.  With
a dreadful exccration, and struzaling desper-
ately to risc and draw his swerd, he shouted—
“Wretch, you have poisored ns? But thou
shalt not escape; thou, too, shalt accompany
me.” But the effort was vain, his nerveless
limbs refused their office, and he sunk back on
the couch in an agony of pain and dismay.—-
And there stood the fair ficnd, gazing with
flashing cyes and a smile of triumph, on the
scene of her revenge.

¥ ¥es, perjured traitor, you have guessed
troly. you arc indecd poisoned. I tell thee,
Dz Valmont, thou hast not an hour to live—
No pawer on carth can save thee. And now
I leave thee to thy thoughis. Think on all
the crimes of thy life, think on thy swrongs to
me, and despair ¥’ Saying this, and with ¢ne
lorg look ut her vietims, she rapidly left the
apartment, locking the door, and removing the
key. But we dmw a veil over the death pangs
of this wretched man.

The next morning, De Valmont's servants,
who had accompanisd him to the house of the
dancer, and who had awaited his departare in
aroom below, with many a smathered curse
of impatisnce at bis longdelay. became atarm.
¢d, and proresded 1a thedonr of the apariment.

Afier londly knocking. and calling withont
receiving any answer, they burst apen the
door, and cntered the room, where an appal-
ling sight met their astonished view.  Amidst
the seene of the late festivity, surrounded hy
all the gergeons and glittering applianees of
rwvelry, in horrible markare of the piasce, sat
th~ ghastly ard disfimured forns of the twa
dead rucsis.

“Aad what™ I enquired, “became of the

agent in this terrible deed of vengeance? Did
she escape 7

“No,” replicd D—a. *“That night, in the
nets which are placed to intercept the bodies
of the vic:ims of suicide or assassination, was
cntangled the form of o fair and richly dressed
girl.  And on a marble table of the Morgue,
was exposed to the cager gaze of a thousand
spectators, all that remained of the once lovcly
and admirable LaNina. Struck with remorse
at her awful crime, or despairing to escape the
pursuit and punishment of the outraged laws
she had thrown hersclf into the Scine.”

G R@rees
SONG Or THE SPRING BREEZE,

Op, give me welcome—1 come—1 come
From a sweet and bahny land,
With the tropic rose I have made my home;
*Mid ripening fruits I have loved to roam—
Where the sca-shells licin their golden sand,
T have played with the foam of a Southern
strand.

Obh, give me welcome! I bring—I bring

A gift for the coming May,
The sunshine falls from my restless wing,
It touches the ice of the mountain spring ;
But I laugh—T laugh as it melis away,
And my voice is heard in the leaping spray.

Oh, give me welcome—a welcome now !
The winter was stern and cold,

But I sung him to slcep, and I kissed his brow
While I ifted his robe of spotless snow.

And that crusty fellow, so chill and old

Awoke in a manile of green and gold.

A welcome row ! while the sonth wind weaves
His breath with the morning dew,

As he fans the moss on the cottage caves—

And drivesfrom the hollow the sear dry leaves.

Where the violet hides its eye of blue

And the pale young grass pecps faintly through.

QOh, welcome me—while I have a rout

With the pleasant April rain—
The hirds that sing with a silvery shout
And the fragrant buds that arc Ureaking ont
Lke drops of light with a rosy stam,
“Mid the delicate lecaves that arc green agam.

nEF e

Isacixany cvils soon become real ones, by
:ndulging our rcflections on them; as he who
is1n & mddancholy fancy sces something hike a
{ace on the wall or wainscot, can, by two of
three touches with a luad pencil, make it look
visible, and agrecing with what he fancied.
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MOMERNTS OF TERROR.

#Carraly, you haveled a busy life—have
seen much scrvice both at sea and on shore.—
We want to call on your experience, to settle
apoint of dispute between us.”’

“ At your service, gentlemen.”

“You are doubtless acquainted with the
Orkney Islands, where the wild fowls breed in
the cleft of the rocks which are piled in fear-
isl height along the shore. The fishermen
fisten a stick at the end of a long rope, which
35 well secured round a tree, or to a stake
driven into the brow of the cliffs, and then
plcing one of their number astride the stick,
beis lowered down the precipice in search of
ihe game. Yon have most likely heard the
account of the man who, in striking at the
tirds with an iron-pointed boat-staff, as they
fiew from their holes, cut two of the strands
of the rope that suspended himbetwecn heaven
and carth. ¢ saw the severed strandsslow-
iy uncoil themselves, and runupwards, leaving
his whole weight, with a heavy prize of birds
aitached to his girdle, dependant upon one
small strand, which alrcady began to strain
and crack. Below him was certain death—
above him, a terrific wal! of rock, that scemed
to reach the sky. He gave the signal for
hauling up, by striking the rope twice with his
saff. Never did his conirades pull the line so
hzly. He plucked the birds from his belt, and
éropped them on the rocky beach—he kicked
off his heavy fishermen's boots—he threw
away hisstafl.  Slowly, slowly dragged the
rope over the edge of the cliff; while the sever-
od strands secmed to fly uvpwards with the
rapidity of thought. Every instant he dread-
od that a weak place in the remaining  portion
would be untwisted, and so certain appeared
his doom, that he fcit that every foot he ad-
vanced up the face of the precipice, would but
merease the heightof hisfail. A sudden pause
m the motion, struck him with a new fear—
when the untwisting part of the rope came
mto the hands of the fishermen abovg, they at
once pereeived his danger, and instanily low-
cred another line. The fowier was rescucd
from his peril, but such was the cfiect of his
terror during the few minutes of his frightful
ascension, that his dark brown hair was chan-
ged 1o grey. 1 have often thought of this in-
cdent ; and believo that nothing in man's ex-
perience can be brought to rival the ngony of
that situation.  What think you, captain? my
friend here. treats the fowler's danger light.”

“Bad enpough,” sud the captain, “but not

quite the worst in the world. I don’t know
whether the chance which a2 young nevvey
of mine run foul of, during his first v’yage, in
the Bay of Biscay, wasn’t just as bad. . We
were in a stumpy tub of a ‘mafferdite brig, try-
ing to claw off a lec shore, with a rolling zea,
and plenty of wind in shortsudden puffs. The
boy—about sixteen—slim built and pale—was
an out-and-out lubber, fond of reading, and
skulking his duty whenever he could ; his
mother, my only sister, a widow, by the way,
had made me promise to take care of him—bat
we were short-handed, and he was. forced to
work his turn.  Some of the hands had gone
aloft to shake out a reef in the fore topsail—
the rigging was covered with ice—it was a
January morning—vwell, the boy slipped, or
was thrown, or blown from the yard—hisfoot
caught in a bight of some of the running nig-
aing, and he hung by the heels, head down-
wards from the end of the yard, dipping into
the sea at cach plunge of the old craft, and
hoisted up again, high and dry, every timeshe
came to the wind. I expected every roll, to
sce lnm washed or jerked from his foothold ;
and no boat that we had could have lived a
minute in that sea. I did not dare to luff, for
fear of being taken aback. When I thoughtof
his mother, I had a great mind to save him,
even if I beached the old tub; but the-point I
wanted to weather was close ahead, and the
roar of the surf did not sound altogether the
thing. We did save him, at last, and I guess
his feelings were quite as queer as that of your
friend, the fowler. He had but onc pull up,
while my nevvey had better than a hundred—
with a cold dip in a frosty sca, between cach
pull—nothing but an accidental half-hitch
round lus ankle—and head downwards all the
while.”

“Horrible, indced. What did you say to
the poor fellow when he was rehieved 27

“Told lum he deserved a starting for being
so clumsy, when he knew I was short-hand-
ed—mnade him swallow some hot coffee, and
wrnn. Henever went aloft again ; and at
the end of the v'yage, cut the sea, and took to
carpentenng.  That's some years ago, andhus
hair aint turned grey yet.”

“Pray, sir,” s2'd another of the passengers,
% have you scen Hoflinan’s tale of the drunk-
en fireman who crept in at the man-hole of a
boiler undergoing repairs, on board onc of the
western steamboats 2 it is very well told.—
The poor fcllow woke up in total darkacss, as
the water was being pumpcd tn—then heheard
the roar of the hoge fire beneath, and fcit the
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boiler glowing round him, <vhile the firemen
continued to * wood up.’

“A good idea; but it resembles ‘The In-
voluntary Experimentalist’ in Blackwood.—
We were epeaking of facts, not fiction. I have
heard a veteran officer, in the service of Eng-
land, declare that he has stood the brunt of
the peninsular campaign, besides a tolerable
seasoning in India, where fearful sights were
every day matters—and that he never actually
suffered under the influence of fear, even when
death slew down his thousands, except once,
and that, strange to say, occurred in the heatt
of the city of London.

¢ A ghost story 77

#No, indeed--a street affair, in open day-
light. A couple of notorious murderers, Hag-
gerty and Hollaway, were to be executed in
front of the Newgate jail. Itissaid that up-
wards of forty thousand spectators were col-
lected in the neighbourhood of the place of ex-
ecution, crowding from every point to a com-
mon centre. Justas the criminals were placed
upon the gallows, a cart full of women broke
down this accident alarmed the by-standers,
and gave an impetus to the wholebody of that
immense assemblage, which swayed to and fro
like the waves of the sea. Persons of short
stature and weak frame, unable to compete
with their mare burly neighbours, sunk down,
and rose no more. Shrieks of ‘ murder’ sound-
ed on every side—the crowd was forced over
the writhing bodies of several females and boys,
without the power of rendering the slightest
aid. The mob wereabsolutely struggling with
each other for their fives. In the midst of the
alarm, the criminals were swung from the gal-
lows’ beam, an incident, which, although ex-
pected, materially increased the confusion.—
The outer portions of the mob pressed furious-
ly to get near the disgusting sight—several
persons were squeezed to death as they stond
in the crowd, and their bodies remained wedg-
ed in the living mass for a full hour. The
major often spoke of the scene as one of pecu-
liar horror. A short and stout person of con-
siderable respectability, with whom the major
had been conversing for some time, pre vious to
the penic, had one of his shocs foreed down a1
the heel ; he stooped to put it inits place, when
a sway, or rolling of the crowd occurred, push-
ing him from his balance, and overwhelmed
the nnhsppy man. In one minute, above a
hundred persons had been forced over his body,
pounding it into a mass cf blood and dirt. A
woman, with an infant at her breast, sunk
under the fect of the mob from sheer exhaustion,

as she she fell, she put her babe into the arm
of a man who stood beside her. He threw
over the heads of the crowd, aware that he w:
unable to save it where he stood. The infar
was again tossed forward—and again—unti
person reccived it near the edge of the crow
and he placed it under a cart "till the mob ds
gersed.  'The child was taken away alive.

“¥ow many persons lost their lives on th
accasion 7

“J do not know. The imajor declared th
when the crowd separated, which was notuz
til the bodies of the criminals were remov
from the plaiform, that upwards of one hu
dred were found senseless in the street—be
many were doubtless restored to life.

“ I am not superstitious, gentlemen, said ik
captain—

#Not more so than captains in general,
suppose.”

“But I do believe that that fearful panicw
infused into the minds of the mob, asa punis
ment for making holiday in the death hour
their fellow creatures.”

“1 have heard a story somewhere of a ma
chant, who collected a party together to g
eclat 10 one of those little family festival
which brighten thedark track of Iife, and ch
the human heart in every clime. It was by
daughter’s wedding day ; crowds of her youe
ucquaintance circled vound her, and as
father guzed proudly on the face of the youx
bride, he wished as bright a prospect migh
open for his other children, who were gamhol
ling meruily among the crowd. Passing alog
the passage connccting the lower rooms,
met the servant-maid, an ignorant countr
wench, who was carrying a lighted tallog]
candle in her hand, without a candle-stick.—
He blamed her for thisdirty conduct, and wez,
into the kitchen to make some arrangem:ent]
with his wife about the supper-table.  Thegr!
shortly returned from the cellar, with her arm:
full of alebottles, but without thecandle. Ti
merchant immediately recollected that sever
barrels of gun-powder had been placed in hs
cellar during the day, and that his forema
had opened one of the barrels to select 2 sam
ple for a custemer. *Where 1s your candly,
he inqured, in excessive agitation. I could
not bring it up with me, for my hands wer
full, said the girl.  *Where did you leave it¥
*Well, I'd no candlestick, so 1 stuck it int
some black sand that's there in one of th
tubs.? The merchant dashed down the cellar
steps; the passage was long and dark, and st
he groped his way, his knees threatened to give




THE AMARANTH,

159

nder him, his breath was choked, and his
bsh seemed suddenly tobecomedry and parch-
,asif he already felt the suffocating blast
fdeath. At the extremity of the passage, in
3 front cellar, under the very room where
is children and their friends were revelling in
licity, be discerned the open powder-barrel,
Il almost to the top—the candle stuck light-
in the loose grains, with a long and red
nufi of burnt-out wick topping the smell and
loomy flame. This sight seemed to wither
il his powers, and the merry laugh of the
oungsters above, struck upon his heart hke
ke knell of death. He stood for some mo-
pents, gazing upon the light, unable to ad-
ance. The fiddlers commenced a lively jig,
nd the feet of the dancers responded with un-
red vivacity—the floor shook with their ex-
tions, and the loose bottles in the cellar
fosled with the motion. He fancied that the
bandle moved f—was falling!  Wuth desperate
tnergy he darted forward—but how was he to
emove it ? the elightest touch would cause the
emall live coal of the wick to fallinto theloose
powder.  With unequalled presence of mind,
ke placed a hand on each side of the candle,
ith the open palins upward, and the distend-
d fingers pointed toward the object of his
rare—which, as his hands graduelly met, was
kecured in the clasping or locking of his fingers,
pnd safely removed from the head of the bar-
Kl As he lifted the candle from its bed in the
powder, the exuberance of the wick fell off,
eed rolled, & living coal, into the hollow of his
hands. He cared not for the burning smart;
he carried it steadily along the passage to the
head of the cellar stairs. The excitement was
then over—he could smile a thedanger he had
tonquered—but the re-action was too power-
fo}, and he fell into fits of most violent and
dreadful langhter. He was conveyed scnse-
less to bed; and many weeks clapsed cre his
nerves recovered sufficient tone to allow him
to resume his habits of every day life.”

“1 confess that you have cvidenced a strong-
erinstance or cause of terror than I did when
I produced the fisherman of the Orkneys.—
Yes, sir, your merchant had not only his own
lfe in forfeit, but the consideration of the al-
most certain death of the whole of his family.
1 can thoroughly understand that man’s feel-
ings whilc gazing upon the candle of death.—
He must have lived fifty years in twice as
many secconds. And then the blankness of
despair so suddenly following the fulness of
delight—his visions of mangled limbs, and the
scorched bodies of his own flesh and blood,

exciting the passivns of the father, the hus-
bard, and the friecnd—the close proximity of a
horid deaths to himself and all he loved—tle
result of his own carelessuess, and only to be
avuided by the utinost self-possession in that
trying scene.”

“The merchant's _hance,” said the cuptain,
“was a tnfle worse than my nevvey's, as far
as fechng and all that goes; but still he did
not get the duckings in a January sea. You
havn’t capped the climax yet, though; and
you can't do it on dry land—you must take
our mishaps at sea, by and large, if you want
horrible situations in perfection.”

‘“Can you instance one or two, captain?”’

“Half a dozen, if you like. I'l mention
one, thatin my opiaion, combines the most
awful point of all your stories—and I know my
portion of it to be fact. A smail schooner was
chartered in New York, in °37, to take a com-
pany of players to Texas. I forget the mana-
ger’'s name, but he was with his wroop, and
contemplated a junction with Corri, who is of
some standing as a public caterer in the young
republic. Among the company, were Mr. and
Mrs. Barry, Mr. and Mrs. Gibson, Mr. Page,
Mr. Dougherty, Mr. Williams, with the mana-
ger, and several others. The little craft was
caught in a gale ofl Cape Hatteras; a heavy
sea struck her stern and forced her head into
the wind : her bows were 3cized by the gale,
and she went down stern first. Being light-
freighted, she soon rose to the surface, keel
upwards. The captain, with ail his little crew,
and some of the passengers who wereon deck,
were swept away like s¢ mach chaff; but the
suddenness of their destruction was mercy
compered to the sufferings endured by theun-
fortunates in the cabin. The companion-way
had been left open, and therushing water soon
engulphed the inmates, already sorely bruised
by the loose furniture and luggage that knock-
ed against them in the capsize. When the
water in the cabin reached its level, it was
found that by standing on the beam or roof-
tree, there was a vacancy of about six inches
between the top of the water and the bottom
of the cabin overhead. Consequently full
grown persons could find breathing room by
holding their faces in ahiorizontal position, but
were hable to lose their standing everyinsta.d
from the rolling of the vesscl in the trough of
the sea.  But few of the passengers could avail
themselves of this tantalizing assistance for
any length of ume: the weak-bodied and short-
sized men graduslly sunk, maugre sli the as-
sistance that the stronger class could render.
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The husbands fought with Jdeath most man-
fully in behalf of their wives—but were unable
to save them. One of theladies Lad an infant,
and intent upon its salvation, litcrally drown-
ed hersclf in endeavouring to hold hwr babe
above the water.  Th.icedid her husband dive
and rescue all he held dear on carth; and
thrice was he compelled to let them sink.—
Now, I affirm that no imagination can picture
a scene of more perfect horror than this fluat
ing chamber of death presented to the sur-
vivors, who wcre struggling to maintain lifc
for a few seconds in almost hop.luss agony.—

vithout a ray of light to cheer them—dashed
from side to side us the vessel gave to thefury
of the sca, with the dead bodies of their wives,
and comates rolling about them—the howling
of the storm without rendcring the despair
within more terrible, by forbidding the hope of
rescue—the occasional moments of silence in-
terrupted by the muttered prayer or agonized
supplicz tion of the sufferers, wit the bubbling
struggling deaths of the victims, as they
writhed about the limbs of the survivors—all
this is truly horrible ; no romance can cqual
it, and the annals of suffcring cannot afford a
parallel case.

“Death was gradually dwindling the num-
ber of the passengers, when one of them pro-
posed to dive down under the companion lad-
der, swim along beneath the deck, dive still
deeper under the bulwarks, and come up in
the open ses, by the side of the capsized hull.
The attempt was difficult to a practised swim-
mer, and but two of the four survivors were
able to swimatall. There wasalso thechance
of being caught in one of the sails, or getting
entangled in the rigging—and, supposing all
these difficultiesconquered, what certainty was
there that the swimmer would be able to securc
a holding-place on the hullin that fierce, raging
sea? But, on the other side, the scheme af-
forded a hope of escape—while certain death
awaited theminside. Thebest swimmer volun-
teercd to make the first essay; and if success-
ful, he was to knock loudly upon theupiurned
keel. He madesceveral attempts before he was
able to clear the ladder ; at last, he succecded
in getting out of the cabin, but they waited in
vain for the encouraging sound. Onc of them
declored he heard a wild shrick mingle with
the gale shorlly after the adventurer disap-
peared. Another ventured, and was fortunate-
1y thrown on the hull by a wave as soon »s
he reached the surface. He kicked loudly
against the side f the craft, and in a fow
minutes beheld another of the sufferers strug-

glicg furiously to ruach the hull —he was sy
cessful.  The third and last appeared, and al
gained a hold upon the vessid ; but he was g
exhausted to reman.  He 1 offin the co
of the night, and Williams and Doughey
were “he only survivors of that ill-fated co
pany and crew. 4

“For four days, these poor fellows wi
tossed about, clinging t0 the upturned ves:
and suflering from famine, thirst, fatigue,
cold. A brig, bound to New Qileans, rescus
them, but Williams never recovered; he w
too cxhausted to speak, when picked off ¢
wreck, and dicd shortly after he reached t
brig. Dougherty still survives.

We have inscrted on the pages of our pre
number, an articie entitled “ Litcrary Lads
of Amcrica,” from the pen of the gifted
Stephens ; itis one which we would reco
mend to all our female readers, and we this
cannot fail to be appreciated for the beauty.d
its style and the pure and. luity s-.numenu
embodies.

i

To Corresroxpests.—The story of “T§
Haunted Island,” is not without its meril
but we think the author, by perseverance, cq
produce a much betier. ;

“The Glittering Stars,” a Ballad, by
is written in so bad a hand, that we can scarg
ly decipher more than one half of it.
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