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RICIHARD CRAIGNTON;

OR,

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

BY HARRY BLOOMFIFLD, ESQUIRE, F.R.8.

CITAPTER T
THE RENDEZVOUS.
“Dox'r go to-night, Edward ! There's a heavi-
Tess at my heart, that tells me fhere is some evil
hanging aver us. Don't go to the meeting.”

“I will go!' TI've put my foot in it, and hang
me if I shall be the first to draw back. Impor-
tant business will be done to-night. I must go.”

“ And wherefore must, Edward! I never thought
You would put yourself in the power of men,—
And such men too! T never thought to hear you
confess that you must associate with them.”

“Hold your tongue, Alice. You don't know
Wh{}t you talk about. I must go, and yet they
an’t compel me, If slaves must of necessity

® among us, they are and shall be mine—pup-
f’:‘? tobe worked at my will. I shan’t be in
thelr Power; or if I am, there are none among
®m who have not heavier weights than I have,
to sink them,”

si’:;‘}:;vertheless, dear Edward, you need not
out ag 1;}1 them. We can live well enough with-
will ch dangerous and hateful practices. Why
ard ZOU .endanger Your own safety, and your
of wh;""“ﬂgs, and break my heart, for the sake
Pisod? (z)n better f]ays we would have both des-
am ashaml;:; son Richard, too—and little Mary! I
face, ang s’ dear Edward, to look them in the
» 80d think that they may justly be branded

* .?m‘;“'“ children!” d
there,::jz;rtton‘gue, Alice. I will go on, so
enrnings, 1 alkxng, Tl have no more hard
*47ve had Jigtle enough of them for the

trouble I’
! © I've been gt More talk will only make

New anu;.:;(;:’\{ymm“’ M st
.V,

v

me angry, and I'm bad enough without that. Dut
2o to the meeting, I shall.”

The wife said no more. She sat down ina
dark corner, and wept bitterly but silently. It
was evident that they had seen better days, and

that there had been a time when they were full .

of hope and innocengx  Why the man, who was

well educated, and bad a good farm moderately :

stocked, should in higdeclining yearshave thrown
off the habits of a life, and joined a horde of plun-
derers, was a problem his gentle wife could by no
means solve. He had appeared to be content with
the moderate means at his command, until within
a year or two, when gradually he slackened at
his work, and gave himself up to musing. Rongh
and suspicious characters began to come about his
comfortable dwelling,—and at last he went with
them.

Months passed before his wife knew the mean-
ing of his frequent and lengthened absences from
home, and when the truth did break upon her,
the suffering she experienced threw her into a
dangerous fever, from which it seemed a miracle

that she recovered. Frequently, indeed, the bitter _

thought occurred to her that it would have been
well had she never risen from the bed which many
belicved was that of death. But she did rise from
it, and by every kindly art which a gentle and
loving woman knows, she endeavoured to win. the
partner of her youth back to the ways of recti-
tude and honor,

But it would not do. He had risen to a post of
weight, by the energy and intelligence of his cha*
racter, among one of the most extensive ﬂVd éx-
traordinary associations that the world has ever

e -
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9 RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

seen. Men, apparently of unblemished character,
who had nct the plea of poverty to extenuate
their erimes, who, in the conggoon parlance of the
country, were * well to do,” who had flocks and
herds, and farms, had joined the fearful gang,
and aided each other, first in plundering their
neighbours, and then in hiding their ill-gotten
gains. The society had its membersin every
county of the western part of the colony, who
were in constant communication with kindred
spirits throughout all other portions of the land.
It was a dreadful association, and threatened in
time to become more dreadful still, but that some
unusual atrocities caused the arrest of several of
the principal members of the gang, and the whole
hideous machinery was exposed to light. Thus was
the province saved from the disgrace and misery
which the existence of such an association could
not have failed to entail upon it.

There was, nevertheless, a strangeinconsisten-
cy in the character of the man. Ile seemed to
be actuated by no lust of money—no avaricious
desires could as yet be traced to him. He ap-
peared to loathe the spoils, for to no portion of
them had he ever yet laid claim, and his share, if
it were apportioned to him, he disdainfully rejec-
ted. What the nature of the charm that bound
him to such associates was, not even his wife
could tell. Perhaps it was his respect for her—
for to know her, and not to respect her, was im-
possible,—that forced him to reject the spoils, for
the acquirement of which he had sacrificed his
peace of mind, and his hitherto unspotted charac-
ter. Whatever it was, he persevered for months
in attending the deliberations of the band, coun-
selling the most prudent measures, and yet nei-
ther seeking nor deriving benefit or advantage
when success was achieved.

For some moments he looked intently upon
his wife, as she sat stricken and cowering with the
grief by which she was consumed. At length, he
too sat down, but it was only to examine the caps
of his pistols, and to ascertain that the matches
he carried in his pocket were still in a servicea-
ble condition. While thus employed, a rap was
heard at the door, and he hastily covered over
with a cloth, the implements of his trade. The
stranger was admitted, and the cloud cleared
from the brow of Craignton—such was his name.
He knew the man as one of themselves, who had
called to accompany him to the place of rendez-
vous.

He was a low, stout man, with a receding fore-
head, and a bold, yet cunning leer in his eye, one
8 those whom we are not surprised to hear, is
guilty of any atrocious act or any petty mean-
ness of which man’s nature is susceplible. On

his entrance, the wife had risen from ker crouch-
ing posture, and wiping the tears from her eyes,
was about to speak, but her husband interrupted
her before she had well hegun.

“No more of that, Alice. Ive had enough
to-night, and you know my mind’s made up, come
what will.  Take a good stiff glass, Nathan, and
let us be off.”

¢ Your health, Ned!” returned his companion
familiarly. He emptied his
glass, and without louking at the mistress of the
house, the twain departed.

In many parts of Upper Canada there are stiil
to be met with small elevations of the earth, to
which tradition has given the name of Indian
Mounds. Many of them afe stpposed to contain
the remains of tribes, who have been buried there,
and the very remembrance of whom has become
extinet. Relics of the rudest implements of war,
and decaying human bones, have been sometimes
found on digging into these mounds. By these
has the popular belief been fed. Many of the
places which bear the name are nevertheless sim-
ply accidental clevations of the land, which al-
though too small to bear the name of hills, are
yet entitled to no other.

In a densely wooded spot not far from the shores
of Lake Ontario, and a {ew miles distant from s
thriving village, one of the largest of these mounds
may be seen, on one side of which a fissure or
opening had been found, covered over in course
of years, with thick fuliage, and dwarf or stunted
shrubs. Within, the adventurous discoverer had
found a cavern or hollow of considerable extent,
into which enough of light was admitted to give
the idea of exploring it, Ile did explore it, and
finding it suitable for the dark purposes he had
in view, he at once determined to make use of it.
The discoverer was one of the founders of the
gang to which allusion has been already made.

Care had been taken to destroy none of the na-
tural covering of the entrance. Those who were
once admitted there, were cautioned that to re-
veal its mysteries, was to ensure their own death,
for all were bound, at whatever sacrifice, and by
every means, to insure the general safety. To all
appearance, then, the mound remained as it had
ever been, and the land was purchased by one of
the members of the club, and o trusty setiler
located in the neighborhood, in order to secure
its remaining undisturbed by the axe of the woud-
man, and thus exposing to view the mysteries it
enclosed. Its own position was its best security
against any chance discovery.

To this spot, Craignton and Gray directed their
course. They had some eight or ten miles to
travel, and for the purpose, they made use of &

“Its time to go”

v
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waggon, which the latter had brought to the ; though lank aund slim, with a cold grey eye, and |

3 . ke

former’s house, When within about a mile of @ a mouth whose every movement was constrained ¢
¥ . . .

the mound, and on the borders of the forest, they ; as if it had something to conceal. His creeping :

put their horse up at an inn, the host of which, ; and stealthy manner gave an idea of distrust an:

who apparently waited their coming, immediately | treachery, which was felt even by those who were ;

joined them, and the three sauntered slowly to- = bound with him in the same bonds of guilt. He E

[
Y

wards the pluce of meeting.

It was a strange, a melancholy scene., There,
in that glorious and silent forest,~—the bright stars
shining down among them, the leaves stirred by

¢ no matter how he won it.

the gentle breath of heaven, eloquently though
silently speaking of Ifim who made them,—were

gathering men who had outraged every law
which God had given them. The maddest and
the meanest of human passions had taken posses-
sivn of their souls, and they worshipped the Mam-
mon of Unrighteousness, with a devotion that,
in a better cause, would have elevated and enno-
bled them. Regardless of the words of him, who
said that “the way of the transgressor is hard,”
they had rushed upon destruction,—they had co-
veted their neighbours’ goods, and serupled not to
plunder the poor and powerless, the weak, and
the unprotected.

Within the cave, which was dimly lighted
by a single lamp, that sent its struggling rays
through the dull and pent-up atmosphere, was a
rude table, or rather a couple of planks raised
on tressels, upon which were placed liquors and
drinking cups, although no sign of debauchery
appeared among those who, having arrived early,
were seated round it.  Among even them, how-
ever, were many degrees aud shades of villainy.
The greater portion, indeed, were actuated and im-
pelled by the mere love of gain, the hope of en-
riching themselves by plunder. Some appeared
still oppressed by a sense of shame, which they
Were not yet sufficiently steeped in guilt to be
Wholly able to stifle; and among these were some
Who were eagerly anxious to make a yet deeper
Plunge, in the hope that greater familiarity with
Crime might enable him to enjoy it.

Some appeared meant by nature for no other
trade than that they followed, while others, had
they been better instructed, and able to resist
‘emptution, might have been moulded to other
aud better things. One, he appeared to be the
oaly exception, was a gay and thoughtless youth,
%ho had been lured and tempted into the band,
:3;1 Wwhen he joined it, had probably never thought

g at the result might be. Already, he felt how
;il:]:‘l he was from such companiunshi.p, but he
turg] .:OO"« or could n?t, retreat, and thh' the na-
SpiritJu g’rel::gess of his character had mingled a

o sat beSidesauess he made no a.ttempt t(? curb.
ontras; “® & man who was in all things a

to him. Ile wasa tall and muscular man,

was a money-getter in every sense of the word,
and had no thought beyond the mere gold itself,
He had been a dealer
in money, before he became a thief, and held
bonds and mortgages upon the houses and lands
of many of those who were now his associates
igythe band,

“Why, Whitley,” said the youth, “ what makes
you carry such a hang-dog visage? Has any of
your customers drowned himsclf—or are you
afraid that you were not born to be drowned
yourself? Cheer up, man; your face is enough
to give a man an ague-fit.”

« T wish it could, if it would stop your tongue.
This is no place for nonsense.”

“ And w‘t‘s it for, then? Would you have
us all as sour and sulky as yourself? Try for
once, now—do; and see if you can look less like
a hang-man.”

A dark scow! passed over Whitley’s face, but
he made no reply.

“ That’s worse,” said the tormentor. * Try
again ; you wont, eh! Take some brandy and
water, and youwll brighten up at once. ‘Care
killed a cat,’ man. ¥ don’t think it ever killed a
snake,—a copper-head, I mean—or the warning
might have served you.” .

“Snakes can bite; and copper-heads are not
safe to play with,” muttered Whitley.

“We can take their teeth out, though,” said
the youth, lJaughing. “But here comes Craign-
ton; he’s going to take the chair, so I'll not make
the experiment at present, He looks as sad and
solemn as yourself—though not by any means so
ugly. You ought to be chairman, if every one
had justice. I don’t think the Old Gentleman
you'll know some day, would let any one but
himself take the head of the table, when he's
by. Wasn’t he the first snake, Whitley ?”

Whitley did not reply, but seemed struggling
to keep down his passion, and the young man
ceased his banter.

With the exception, as we have before remark-
ed, of this wretched and reckless youth, no sign
of levity appeared among the band. They seewed
met upon some serious business, the importance
of which they felt. Indeed, this was a ghgeular
feature in the character of their ass ages.
There was little of mirth, even on the surfage of
them. Of happiness, it is needless to say, there
was none. And few of those who were assem-
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bled there, might not ha\e had the hours plea-
santly filled up at home,—for they were not home-
less robbers, who had not the means of satisfying
nature’s cravings, but by theft or beggary. There
was no palliation—no excuse for them.

The company having all assembled—sentinels

having been placed in secluded and hidden ylaces
on the outside, but having communication with
the interior, and the usual precautions taken to
preventeaves-dropping, had any accidentalloiterer
happened to be in the neighborhood—the head of
the table was taken by Idward Craignton, upon
either side of whom sat the landlord of the indl§
and the man already introduced as Gray, who
seemed to be held in some esteem, for his daring
and reckless character.

The first business of the meeting was to make
arrangements for the disposal of the accumulated
heaps of booty, with which the cavern was over-
stocked. It was a singular mixture of valuable
articles with heaps of rubbish, for nothing was
too mean for their greedy spmt—-rhhmg, how-
ever valued by the owners, that if a chance oc-
curred, they would not appropriate. With these
were indiscriminately mingled weapons of every
kind in use among the early settlers. Many
things had to be seut to distant parts of the
country to be disposed of, the neighbourhood

itself having been laid under contribution, and

part of the system was to.sell every article far
away from its owner’s residence, in order that
detection might be difficult, if not impossible.
For all such purposes the internal economy of
the gang was complete. There were among them
appraisers regularly appointed, whose duty it was
to place a money value upon every article; and at
the prices named, purchasers among themselves
were generally ready. These made their profit
by retailing them in the various sections of the
Province, where stolen articles were ordered to be
sent, for which purpose initiated agents were resi-
dent in almost every section of the country.’
This was “routine business.” After it the
new expeditions to be undertaken were discussed,
—new schemes of plunder proposed and argued
and agreed upon. In this the knowledge each
man possessed of his neighbour’s affairs was of
material use, and the more hardened members
scrupled not, in the guise of friends, to find out
whatever was worth the stealing, and the easiest
and least guarded method by which it could be
reac.

hal $ldo you say, my lads,” said Gray, looking

)

round bim, “to & regular cleaning out of some of :

your village banks. They seem the oaly place in
this miserable country where money is. Isuppose

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

¢ there wouldn’t be much risk in doingit, if a dozen

or two of men would try.”

“ No, no,” said Whitley, “that won’t suit us.
There must be some other plan of getting at the
banks. There’s no use in putting our necks in
danger for so rash a venture. There’s law and
lawyers here, and when money’s on their side,
its strict enough. Such a thing might do in
your country, but it won’t do here.”

A general murmur of assent gave Nathan Gray
to understand that his proposal would not be
supported.

“ Hang thelaw!” said Nathan. *Money's what
we want; I don’t like this trucking and trading.
But, never mind. If you haven’t the spirit for a
bold stroke, let us hear what you have to say in
your own petty larceny fashion. I hope you'll
propose something a man might have a hand in--
something not quite so shabby as is usual with
you.”

Whitley was angry, and with difficulty sup-
pressed the expression of his rage. But he had
no wish to quarrel with Gray, who was a dan-
gerous man to deal with. Ile therefore curbed

. his®ising passion, and replied with an air of

humility:

“Me!” said Simpson, “it’s not for me to pro-
pose; but I may tell the company that I know
2 man—a gentleman I mean—called Captain
Willinton—"

Craignton started at the mention of the name,
and secmed about to speak, but checked himself,
and Whitley proceeded:

“This gentleman has a couple of span of the
finest horses I ever saw,—regular bloods they
are—and he has money too. Isold him some
oats last Wednesday, and as he pulled outa draw-
er to get the money to pay for them I saw a whole
heap of gold--how much I cannot say, but it was
worth looking at ! If there's no objection I think
it might be worth while to visit him before he
has spent it all.”

“There can be no objection,”
dozen voices.

“T have already,” said Whitley, “been speak-
ing with one of his men—Greene—jyou know him.
He will assist; and will get the other servants
away on somoe spree—some bee, perhaps.
leave them there—come and help, and then
return. It can be done easﬂy

“I don't like encouraging treacherv,
Craignton,
out him ?”

¢ None half s0 easy,” retrrned Whitley. ¢ If
it is done at all, Greene should have a share in
it. I3 the meeting willing to try 2” )

It was of course decided upon that the Cap-

said at least a

said
4 Is there no way of doing it with-

v
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fmn should be plundered, and lots were drawn,
0 order that chance might decide who the plun-
derers should be, :

By some strange fatality the task was assigned
to.Cl'aignton, and Whitley, the proposer, and the
Yolee of all present declared that Greene should

© associated with them. Whitley trembled, and
would gladly have withdrawn, but Craignton de-
CI‘ared the decision immutable, and the assembly
Vith one accord supported him. For Whitley
then there was no retreat, but already his cow-
ard spirit failed.

Tany appointments, similar in their character,
were made, each of which occupied some time,
and .When the company prepared to separate the
¢vening had nearly waned into midnight. The
m.°0n had begun to rise, and her young beams,
I"ercing the o’ershadowipg branches, shone upon
the felons as they stole from their den, and dis-
Persed to their several houses.

Among them were some who bore with them
feelmgs which were not consoling. Among these
Was Craignton, His own hands, for the first time,
ha.d been condemned to perform the drudgery of
¢time. He felt as a felon might, ere his first
8reatstep. The falling of a leaf, the stir of & bird
ﬁ{sturbed among the trees, sent a chill through
) 'S powerful frame. Every tree, it scemed to
"M, had eyes to see and ears to hear him pro-
nounced o robber. His wifes presentiment—her
gentle but ominous warning, haunted his soul.
And to bhe leagued with Whitley! Ile was stag-
s:’;e'd» lfut }'m was not melted.  He endeavoured

id his mind of the thoughts that burdened it.
n(;‘:’s;hey pursued him—clung to him. He could
momi&ke them off. When he arrived at home, the
and w"g was 'fur ad'vanc.ed, but though fatigued
PUrsue;ne'd, hls: fancms—-xfthey were but fancies--
an *he him still, and even when nature yielded

e slept—in dreams they pursued him still,

3’

CIHAPTER 1I.

Ir was o bec 'fTHE ATTACK,

Sky was of ':;xlm u'] evening in eftrly autumr?. The
d‘«‘]ights o at rich cqlou'r which the setting sun
here wer: H;lpress ugon 1t.' The clouds, such as
drapery wi?h ﬂ?cx‘n, were light and fleecy as the
Poets, which the angels are clothed by

:he;:: and mgllow breath of the laden fields.
tage, “(’::nzas i keeping with it. A lovely cot-
by the hnndw,mse porch flowers had been trained
around it, g of 7 taste and leisure; before and

© cattle lazily lounged, satisfied with

the repast i, )
fowls wore S"’ fields had frecly given them, The

The air was swect and baliny, filled with |

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

CepIng cosily on their roosts, and

the shriek of the lizard, heard at intervals in the
air, the only sound that broke the Sabbath still-
ness, spoke of peuce and harmony around.

Captain Willinton, an officer, who in early
life had married, and retired from the service,
was the inmate of the cottage. With his fair
young wife he sat within the porch, and drank in
the loveliness of all arcund and above him. They
spoke of other days.

¢ Fanny, dearest,” he said, “ do you yet re-
gret your own sweet home by the sparkling Der-
went? Surely no scene can be more lovely than
the one before you.”

¢ None, Winthrop, none. And even if it were
there are causes whith would make what I now
behold, more beautiful than aught else on earth.”

“ What causes may these be, dearest?” enqui-
red her husband, though he seemed to guess them,
and Fanny knew he did. She therefore only said:

“It matters not. Happiness cannot be fur
from me, while I have health and you ; and hap-
piness, I think, has much to do, with the beauty
of all scenes and scenery.” .

“You are ever my own sweet wife, Fanny, and I
should be ashamed to have carried you away from
scenes that you so well adorn, But since better

may not be, I shall make you happy where you

are, if my power extends so far.”

“You necd not promise, Winthrop; I know you
will be all that is good and kind; and though I do
not wish to forget my early home, or to cease to
love it, I will be happy, wherever we are together.”

In such converse, which interesting as it was
to them, it is not necessary for other parties to-be
made acquainted with, & couple of hours might
probably have passed. The servants had all re-
tired, and the house appeared in utter darkness,
no light having been left, save in the room of ihe
wedded pair, and that was perfectly shaded with
the heavy curtains. To all outward seeming the
house was one in which no living thing was stir-
ring.

Captain and Mrs. Willinton sat silently, but
suddenly the wife’s hand clasped more tightly her
husband’s arm, and hev startled gaze turned upon
three moving ohjects, which were seen by their
eyes, familiarized with the darkness, coming steal-
thily from the road. ' '

There had been rumours abroad of depreda-

tions having been committed, of houses having
Leen entered, of robberies having been perpetra-
ted among the peaceful iubabitants, These ru-
mours had reached the ears of Captain Willinton,
and the thought naturally cccurred to him, that
some such errand might have brought thd men he
saw before him into his grounds. Quietly he
begged his wife to make no sound that could lead
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tlie strangers to infer that they were seen, and
hastily counted the chances of his being able to
enter the house to arm himself, and awaken his
servants, and yet still remain unseen. Ile de-
termined to try. Tortunately they had sat beside
the door, and the flowers around the porch sereen~
ed them from observation. IHe therefure sup-
ported his wife into the house, and finding his
way to his room, shortly returned, armed with a
brace of pistols, and a short, heavy cutlass, which
he had little thought would ever again be requi-
red for service. He did not wait to summon aid,
the wife having promised to see to that, but re-
turned as noiselessly as possible to wateh the fur-
ther proceedings of the enemy,

Already two of the men were under the win-
dows, peering cautiously around. The third had
apparently remained a short distance behind them,

« All is quiet enough, Ned,” said one whispering.
« The stables are unlocked ; I see the door ajar.
Would it not be best to take a pair of horses
and be off 2 They're first rate beasts, and will
have us many a mile away, before the loss is
known.”

¢ I thought as much,” said the other, “Is this
your courage, now that the game’s begun.  If we
manage well, we may have the Captain’s money,
as well as his horses. You know his room. Lead
the way there, and it will go hard but we'll get
all he has without noise or nonsense. If we
don't—"

¢ But, Ned!”—timidly interrupted the other.

“ No but-ting, now. Had it not been for you I
should not have been here. Now that T am, I'll
not go back with nothing. That cursed mortgage
has & chance of being paid off, if the captain is
half as rich as you say he is, and T'll pay kim
when T'm ‘able.  However, there's no sin in my
takiny what I can get from him, for all he has
should have been mine.” The man who spoke
was Craiguton, but the meaning of his language
his comrade could not fathom. Iis own words
scemed to have lashed him into a fury, and he
added, seeing that Whitley still hesitated, “ Show
me the way; if you don’t, I'll find it out myself,
and drive you before me.”

“ Let’s take the horses,” said Whitley. * They’ll
pay handsomely for this night’'s work. I've mo
fancy for throat-cutting, and in your present hu-
mour, it seems that less will hardly please you. If
we get into the house, there will be fighting, for
the Captain has been a soldier—and, the conse-
quegee, I don’t like to think about. Be persuaded
man, think of your wife—"

"

“Damn you!” cried Craignton, interrupting
him. “Hold your tongue; or at any rate don't

6 RICHARD ‘CRAIGNTON.

name her; if you do again, I'll clear all scores be-
tween us in a short way. In—in—I say.”

At this moment, the man who had waited be-
bhind, having apparently become impatient at the
length of the controversy, approached them, and
Jjoined the side of Craignton.

He spoke in a whisper, so that his words were
inaudible to Captain Willinton, but the conse-
quences of his remonstrance were soon appa-
rent.

A great part of the conversation was distinet-
ly heard by Captain Willinton, who waited anx-
iously the promisedaid. He saw that one wasa
determined, powerful man, The second, whose
voice seemed not unfamiliar to his ear, was a trem-
bling coward. But th_re was something in its tone
that uroused » {eeling of detestation, which even
contempt could hardly master. Of the third he
could form no judgment. He determined to watch
the current of events, however, and only make his
proximity known, when he could make it felt.

Two of the robbers approached the main, en-
trance, beside which the Captain stood; the third
still hung back. The man who came first car-
ried a small bar of iron; sufficient, as he imagined,
to force open the slight fastenings with which it
was the custom of the country to secure the doors.
As he laid his hand upon the latch, however, a
strong arm was upon his collar, and the robber
was hurled, as if shot from a cross-bow, half- way
across the lawn,

It was the coward only, who was overthrown.
The other man, who had imposed the menial
task of opening the door upon his comrade, was
close beside him, and in an instant saw how the
matter stood.

For a moment he recoiled, but gathering up
his energies, he sprang forward with a view to
overpower, and master his opponent, but the cap-
tain was on his guard, and easily evaded the
shock. With the flat of his cutlass, he struck his
assuilant, who fell backwards, and leant against
one of the pillars, apparently stunned. The third
man, who had been anxiously waiting the issue of
the conflict, now approached. Ile was masked
and disguised, the only one of the three who
had taken any precaution to avoid deteetion. He
carried a bludgeon in his hand, with which he
aimed a stroke at the face of Captain Willinton;
the latter, however, was well acquainted with
the tricks of fence, and caught the blow &s it fell,
immediately returning it.

The man felt that he was wounded, but it was
only enough to madden him, and make him reck-
less of the consequences, He snatched a pistol
from his belt, and fired,

The wounded robber, disabled though he was,
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had Watched the movements of his associate. Iis ! therefore, providentially, still afoot, and calling
angry feeling had already somewhat abated, and ° his son, a bold gallant youth of some twenty years, g
the thought of murder roused him from the le-  he strode across the fields to the house of Captain
ﬂlurgy by which his limbs were paralysed. He . Willinton. A moment more, and he might have ;
Tushed impetuously forward to prevent the con-  Leen too late.
Stmmation of the erime. Ife had done so at the : Ascertaining that the Captain, though severely
YErY moment when with deadly aim the pistol - bruised and hart, was not dangerously wounded,
Was fired, and the ball was caught by his extended Mr. Bradshaw left him to see to the condition of g
‘"f.'L Surprised and shocked though Captain ’ his prisoners whom he had left in the custody of
W illinton was, by the unexpected interference, > his son.
unfi its result, he did not lose his presence of mind. ; Tt scomed to him that but a few minutes had
1S eye never left his opponent, whose ferocity elapsed, for he had only waited to assure himseif
Seemed only heightened, and who renewed the ° of the Captain’s safety, and to see Mrs. Willinton
combat wigl redoubled fury. Blow after blow restored somewhat to her composure. But a most g
“as chught and returned by club and cutlass, \ unexpected and a most painful sizht awaited him. ¢
€ach watching and almost anticipating the move- i Young Bradshaw was lying upon the ground, and
ments of his adversary. : the prisoner was gone. When well enough to g
The)’ were ndﬁrably matched; both were pow- give an account of himself, it appeared that he
erﬁ.ﬂ tnen, both active and courageous, both skill- : had been engaged endeavouring to support the %
ed in the use of weapons, and while one felt that | prisoner and to bind up his wounds, when a heavy E
pon the issue of the struggle, his own life, and © blow was dealt upon him frum behind, and the ¢
Probably that of his wife depended, the other | only idea in his mind was a confused belief that ;
fought for life, and to many there is no richer ; he had seen two men retreating, onc of whom !
stake, ¢ hastily leaped over the fence, while the other E
At length the robber, who had lost his temper & dragged himsclf heavily between the bars. he
nd his patience, leaped madly upon his adversary, ; blow had so stupified him that he could not even
f‘tt?mpting to render the cutlass useless, by pin- : call for aid.
loning the arm that held it so nervously, or to !  When Captain Willinton saw the condition of
Wrench it from his grasp. The two fell together, | the young farmer, he was very seriously alarmed.
andin their fierce struggle rolled from the porch | He had received a terrible and most treacherous
UPon the preensward. The Captain up to this : blow, and skilled though he was in wounds, he
tine hoq not used his pistols, and the hand of é could only hope that the consequences would not
the robber accidentally touched the stock of one ! be fatal. Two of the men, who had returned
Of them, Cautiously withdrawing it, he attempted ! soon after from the party, were ‘hastily armed,
to pull the trigger, determined to close the com- | and sent to the nearest village to obtain medical
at, but ere his purpose was accomplished, he E assistance, The young man in the meantime
was felled to earth by a blow from a heavy blud- , was put to bed, and every possible means adopted
?e""» and Captain Willinton, wounded and pant- ! to assuage his pain. 'When Dr. Greenleaf came,
::f' Wa‘s raised in the arms of his terrified wife, { even he shook his head, and acknowledged that
% With the aid of his protector, led him into } the blow had been a dreadful one, but he spoke
¢ house, and then gave way to a passion of | confidently of his recovery, and by his cheerful
t@alls. ! prophecies restored something like hope to the
f“(}:notl more than fifteen minutes had elapsed g melancholy group. )
for aidle moment when he had left her to seek i The young man’s mothe:‘r and sister were sent
but of . hshe had hastened from room to room, ; for, and to them, when their fears were qmetet:],
foung t TG three male servants no(:, one was to be ¢ and they had spent the f'irst bitterness of their |
ment .th hey had both forgotten in their excite- g grief in tears, he was consigned for the remainder
the g5 ::f tlhe.y were absent with leave, and | of the night—Dr. Greenleaf remaining with them.
were thg; asl; .Ildea occfrred to her tl:at t/u{_v/ § The f_armex.- ’returned home, vou:ing vengean.ce,
deration S'hal a'nts. Wxthou.t a moment’s c.onsx- g C.n]?tam Wlllm.ton, rfttem]ed by his two men, in-
cloak ov;r he called her maid, and throwing a g _sisting on bearing him company.
entrance, an:;r.the two left the house by the back ; .On thg way bflck to his own house, the Cap-
Bradshay, hm a few moments were at Farmer } ta‘m asked for his servant, Gx:eene, who had gone
from her ownouse: some three hundred yards { with the other§ to the gathering.
some friend frl'emdenc.e. The .farmc:r had had They told him that one of the persondat the
UP an hogr o Otm a distance with him, and sat | party had been suddenly taken sick, and that
— Wo later than usual. Ile was | Greene, with one or two others, had left to seo
T e e e e e o KR
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him home, and that as they lived in a direction
the reverse of that which would have brought
him home, it was scarcely possible that he would
retarn ere morning. With this explanation the
Captain was fully satisfied, the more especially
as he had much confidence in the absent man,
who was a hypoerite,and had always been exceed-
ingly deferential in his manner, besides being
alert and careful in the performance of his duties,

Tt is scarcely necessary to tell the reader, that,
although his master and his fellow-servants fully
believed the tale, the man’s sickness was a scheme
only to give an excusc to Greene to leave them,
and that he, on getting free from the house where
the merry-making was, had proceeded to the
place appointed for his meeting with Whitley
and Craignton.

CIIAPTER II.
MOTIIER AND SOX.

WE must now return to Edward Craignton and
his associates. After receiving the pistol bullet
in his arm, Craignton had from cxcitement, and

pain, and loss of blood, found himself utterly

incapable of further action. ITe dragged him-
self away from the struggling combatants, to-
wards the end of the house, with a view if
possible to reach the road, but before half the
distance had been accomplished he sunk down ex-
hausted and fainting. Greene, who was the only
man seen by Mr. Bradshaw and his son, was ly-
ing wounded, but not utterly prostrate where he
had been struck by the sturdy farmer. Young
Bradshaw was left to guard bim, and to bind up
his wound. The ruffian, as he recovered his
presence of mind, saw that he was opposed only
by a single man, and for a moment, meditated an
attempt to overpower him and escape, but fearing
a failure, wounded as he was, should the struggle

1 for freedom be protracted, and call the attention

of the household, he determined to use stratagem
as a safer and surer course. Pretending a greater
weakness than he felt, he moaned heavily, and
gasped out “water !” as if from the lips of a man
in the last extremities. The youth, prompted by
feelings of humanity, ceased his attempt to remove
the mask which yet concealed the prisoner’s fea-
tures, and entered the house to obtain the water
for which he asked. Seizing the moment, Greene,
who knew the locality perfectly, crept rapidly to-
wards the nearest fence, favored by the darkness ;
and having crossed it, crouched beside it as he
ran, and, before young Bradshaw’s return, was
ofit of sight.

When the young man returned, he found the
spot where he had left his prisoner deserted, . Not

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.

believing it possible that he conld so soon have
fled far beyond his reach, he made & rapid circuit
of the house, until he fell upnn the body of Craign-
ton where he lay insensible. Believing he had
found his man, he applied himself to the task of
merey, and had the satisfaction of finding his ex-
ertions rewarded by the revival of the wounded
man,.

Whitley, although thrown down so unexpeet-
edly, and stunned for a moment by his fall, was
very slightly hurt, and rather rejoiced at the
issue, as fur as he himself was concerned. Ile
crept under the shadow of the wall of an adjoin-
ing outhouse, with the way clear before him for
flight towards the woods, where he might easily
bafile his pursuers, should he be observed and fol-
lowed when the time came for flight. e thus
remained a silent but anxious spectator, as far as
the darkness of a clear summer night would per-
mit, and whatever was not discernible to the eye,
his ear supplied. He knew that Craignton had
been first encountered, and overcome, and that
the Captain had afterwards been engaged by
Greene.  Of Craignton’s having saved the life
of Willinton he was ignorant, for no words had
been spoken in his hearing which referred to it.
But he saw the death struggle on the sward. When
he heard other steps approaching, he had crept
closer under the shadow, and when he saw the
blow dealt by Mr. Bradshaw, believing all was
lost, ke prepared for flight, when he was arrested
by a new dread—a coward fear of what might
be the result, if either should fall alive into the
hands of the injured man. Should they or either
of them be induced to confess, and to disclose his
connection with them, he felt that he was lost.
The thought rooted him to the spot, determined
to know all. When the Captain, his wife, and
his deliverer, entered the house, he drew still
nearer. e was so near that he heard the moans
of Greene, and his gasping cry. He saw the
youth enter the house, and was only prevented
from approaching Greene, by seeing him rise and
run. Ie immediately suspected the stratagem,
and congratulated himself that one danger was
escaped. But where was Craignton ? Before
he had time to think, young Bradshaw returned
with water and a light, and when he saw his start
of surprise at the disappearance of his prisoner,
and the rapid movement he made in search of him,
he felt that he himself was in imminent.peril, and
hastily but noiselessly crept farther back, keep-
ing his eye fixed on the young farmer’s move-
ments. Simultaneously they saw the prostrate
body, and the whole of his fears returned with
double force upon Whitley's mind. He knew he
was disliked by Craignton, and he almost hoped
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h_e Was dead. Contending feelings kept him mo-
tionless—he searcel y breathed. He saw the young
m_"'“ tenderly raise the body—he saw him bathe

1S temples, and he saw too the man revive under

18 care,

Craignton looked eagerly round—he knew the
Mger of his position, and gave himself up for
lost. A thousand thoughts of his lonely and de-
Serted wife--of his children’s fair name blasted—
made hjg mind a chaos for several moments, but

© Taised himself to his feet. The young man

82ed him to come into the house with him, and

’ :}?‘ered to support his steps. At this moment a

Ought that he might be rescued occurred to
X hitley. It was no love for Craignton that gave
birth to the idea, but he was impelled by fear to
AN act of daring, He argued that he might thus
s""’.e himself from the effect of the revelations,
Which, judging from his own.coward nature, he
doubteq not would be made by Craignton, should
® be secured and questioned,
The revival of Craignton, and the full occupa-
O of young Bradshaw in his work of charity
and benevolence, favored his scheme. He there-
Ore, Noiselessly approached, his usual cat-like
Pace rendereq yet more stealthy, and seizing the
bludgeon which had been cast away by the old
“rmer, he dealt a murderous blow on the youth’s
::mple. He fell as if a thunderbolt had struck
'™, and Whitley, hurriedly explaining his design,
B'agged rather than assisted Craignton from the
np::. In a short time they reached the road, and
1 T2 quarter of an hour’s walk, arrived at the
P Ce where they had left their * waggon,” a light
Spging
to?v‘::(ig entered it, they drove off at full speed,
able { 8 Craignton’s house, where, it was reason-
agon o Sllppose., no one would look for them. The
wre ':;l and pain, of body as well as mind, the
it s ed man endured during that dreary ride,
Dot possible to tell.
Wret:;,lhey refached the miserable dwelling of the
even;d Craigaton, the day had begun to dawn,
tired Seless, the lonely wife had not yet re-
fire .h he sat b.y the decaying embers of the
l‘ol];n e‘t‘hheud buried in her hauds, the big tears
from gh rough her fingers, and sobs bursting
which sel‘ Oppres§efi and overburthened heart,
fort 0 :emed as if it would break in the vain ef-
ne“gg:ess Us convulsive heavings,
- 0g man was standing opposite her—
822ing upon her with stupified wingl:r and with

an ex :
it w mﬂ:le;s:):‘ of agony upon his features which

evident he |
that he haq
Were staineq

ti

& not glept, and it was also evident
t“ﬂ.-VPlled far and fast, for his clothes
with mud, and his riding boots were

cart made exf)ressly for such excursions. .

ain to, attempt to describe. It was
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still armed with spurs, upon which the blood-spots
were yet visible, showing that his journey had
not been one in the pursuing of which he was
disposed to loiter by the way.

“ Mother!” he cried, “do not thus give way.
I cannot—I will not believe the dreadful tale,
which in your delirium you told me. My father
cannot be what your fancy has pourtrayed him.
Some fiend has been playing with your cre-
dulity, in order to make you miserable.”

“Oh! my son!” sobbed the wretched woman,
“Would to God, it were indeed as you would
fain believe. I would gladly die, could my death
disprove the horrid truth so needlessly revealed,
Aye! aye! you whom I have loved so dearly—for
whom I have nursed such hopes—your name, for
your father’s sake, is a name of infamy. What
grief greater than this, can a mother bear?”

“ Mother! you drive me mad. The tale you
tell me sounds strangely in my ears—it seems,—
it must be—some dream of the imagination, It
cannot—shall not—be! 5 Oh! God—to come on
such an errand, with such high hopes—and to

m

meet a reception such as this!”,

“ What errand!—what hopes, my poor child,
brought you here?. I thought you only came as
you always did, to give us pleasure—to gladden
my heart with your presence. You cannot glad-
den it again! What other errand brought you
now?”

“ Mother! I came to ask my father's approval
of my marriage—your blessing for my wife—one
who, should she ever be a mother, would resemble
you,~-who is all your goddness would desire for
the son you love.”

“ Alas! alas! This is misery indeed. T thought
the shame would be enough for you to bear. But
to have your young hopes rooted out! It is too
dreadful. 'Why, oh heaven! why were you ever
born?”

“ Mother!” cried the young man, pleadingly.

“ Richard!” replied she. “ No hope remains,
save one!”

“And that!” exclaimed Richard, eagerly, a
ray of juy lighting up his features, and kindling
in his eyes.

¢ Is,—-that not even for this will she forsake
you. If she is such as I would seek for you, she
will cling only the closer to you for your grief.”

“Then I am doomed indeed. If it were only
grief she would share and lighten it. But guilt
and shame! she shall not wed them with me. The
poorest outcast, with an honest name, were a fitter
mate for her. No—no—there is no hope there—
nono anywhere!”

He paced the room for some moments, franti-
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cally speaking with his own heart of its load of
misery. Suddenly he paused.

“ Mother! dear mother!” he said, and his voice
was calm, “Our burden is greater than we can
bear. Let us kneel to Him who can bring com-
fort and consolation, even to such as we are.”

“ My darling—my noble boy! Ihad forgotten;
but the lesson you teach me is sweeter because
it is spoken from your lips. We will kneel to-
gether.”

And they did kneel, though no sound was
heard from the lips of either. But the prayer
was not the less sincere, or the less fervent, be-
cause they wanted words to speak it. Calmness
by degrees was restored to the minds of mother
and son, and when they rose, neither was so
utterly woe-stricken as they at first appeared.
There was a Comforter within.

Suddenly the sound of wheels was heard. Both
started up, and made a movement as if to open
the door. Tt was opened without their aid, how-
ever, and Craignton, supported by his accomplice,
staggered into the room. ’

He was a melancholy spectacle, and had the
son wanted a confirmation of his worst fears, it
was now afforded him. His head was swellen—
his eyes were bloodshot,~his arm supported by
a handkerchief fastened around his neck,—his
clothes were torn, and covered with blood. In
his eye, however, there was a sternness which
showed too truly that though stricken he was
not subdued, and that no thought of repentance
for what had passed had entered the darkened
“ pelace of his soul.”

His wife seemed as if it were only what she
anticipated. She expressed no surprise. When
he gasped out “ Water!” she brought it to him
and held it mechanically to his lips. It had long
appeared as if nothing could quench in her spirit
the love which she had once felt for him. But
now she appeared to be actuated only by a sense
of habit. She tenderly washed his weunds and
bruises, and even assisted Whitley to bind up
his shattered arm—fortunately the principal bone
had not been broken. She then assisted in placing
him on the bed, where, having drank a composing
draught, he requested that he might be left alone.

The son sat aghast. He had not been seen by
his father, and he could not conquer the repug-
nance he felt so far as to approach him. His
eye was at length arrested by the appearance of
Whitley, whom he had seen before, and known
as of rather indifferent character. The wretch

uailed beneath the glance of the excited young
man ; but, determined to bear it out bravely, he
asked for some spirits, and requested that he
might be furnished with a bed in which to take

RICHARD CRAIGNTON.
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a sleep, pleading fatigue, caused by his exertions
in bringing home the wounded man.

“ Rest nor refreshment here you cannot—you
shall not have,” said Richard. “Youhave brought
us misery enough. I know you, Sir. Begone!”

“ Softly, my man,” replied Whitley, with his
cunning, yet sneering smile. ¢ What you know
of me you dare not tell. What will only cage me
will bang your father,”

The young man started and turned ghastly
pale, and the mother held on to the table for
support. She must else have fullen, The ruf-
fian saw his advantage, and pursued it.

“Youd better let me have what I want, I
have no wish to harm your father. But you are
fools to quarrel with me. I know that of him
wlich gives me the command of his cravat. Let
us be friends.” He threw himself back in his
chair, and crossed his legs as if he felt perfectly
at home,

Richard had recovered his self-possession. He
saw that he had a ruffian and a coward to deal
with, and that every inch yielded would be
stretched to its utmost limit. e therefore
answered only with a word, but into that the
whole bitterness of his spirit was concentrated:

“Begone!”

“1 won’t begone,” said the ruffian, turning
himself in his chair. ¢ This house I'll make my
own while I like to stay in it—no thanks to any-
body. Fetch me some spirits—T'm thirsty as well
as tired, and I want to sleep.”

The passions of Richard Craignton were fiery,
but he had put a curb upon them, and had done
much to subdue their violence, and keep them
under control, He found them rising, however,
and struggle manfully though he did to crush
them, they would not yield. At length, as he
saw Whitley look familiarly towards his mother, }
with a nod, and a leer of his eye, as though she
knew his power, and would respect it, the pent-
up storm gave way. He rose from his seat,
walked calmly but firmly towards his tormentor,
who shrank in terror as he advanced, and seizing
him by the collar, dragged him towards the door,
and in spite of his maniac struggles, and muttered
threats of vengeance, cast him forth into the 3
fields. Iaving done this, he closed the door,
walked back to his seat, and sat down with- his
head on the table, where worn out with excite-
ment, toil, and watching, he fell intosa profound
and dreamless sleep.

“My poor boy!” said the weeping mother,
“Yours is indeed a hapless fate. And Mary, too.
‘What is to become of her? For her sake Richard
must not be suffered to give way. In him, is her
only hope.”

SESUSUUNUNU NSNSV .
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THE GREAT WESTERN.—CHRISTMAS REVELS.

A,

She sat down beside him, until his heavy
bl’eathing proved that his senses were indeed
stef“PQd in forgetfulness, when cautiously and
Roiselessly she proceeded to the bedside of her
usbang, He too was sleeping, bat even in his
dreams he seemed to re-act some frightful tragedy,
for foam was around his lips, and a heavy sweat
Was upon his brow, while his features worked,
and his hang was clenched as if in agony. She
}“}elt beside the bed, and overcome with the
Fghtful sensations she had experienced for many
huurs, she sank into a state of stupor, which if
not refreshing as sleep, at least afforded a short

- TePrieve from misery.

mehmey' who did not propose immediately to

‘.11‘11 to his own house, entered the waggon,
Which still stood a the door, and drove off towards
the dwelling of a friend and associate. His heart
Was full of hate and vengeance, and his eye
Scowlled on the lovely objects which the young
Morning Presented to his view. To his ear there
l':’:s nO.music in the song of birds, to his eye no

auty in the glittering dew which sparkled on

Ush and tree, giving to cverything a greener
30d a richer tint.  Within him there was a dark
and feqrfy] spirit which covered as with a pall
EVel‘y beautiful ohject which the bounteous God

“n&’tllre has given for man’s enjoyment,

. Tlt make him wince yet-—the puppy!” he
;a"q- “ His father shall hang, and himself, fine as
i: 15, shall see it, And his farm, too—T'li have
m bHe was a fool to make an enemy of me, and

.. ¢ & greater fool if I'm not revenged!” And
::‘;h Muttered oaths and curses, and threats of

8eance, the ruffian pursued his way,
(To be continued.)

'rum]THE GREAT WESTERN.

ing Mc(}f'wing lines were suggested by the very interest-

“ Stean :}“t of the late terrible gale encountered by the

Numpe, 1D Great Western,” which appeared in the last
of the Garland.

BY F. W, H.
the dread sound of the hurricane’s sweep,
oud by ly J.Jlung on the wings of the gale,

Ang o omm;,.; thunders awaken the deep,
"ingle their notes with the mariner’s wail,
€D, deep in the o

Harky hark!
lies fierce

U tempeg cea{\, then high on the wave,
hile durlfes ~torn ship dashes fearfully on,
he st 9!'3 ﬂl.ld louder, and fiercer did rave,
. ™M in its might, when hope’s last ray had gone,

&
Then 1o
ud shri L .
As swiftimneked the timid and still stood the brave,”

“No frienq t‘}lxellre' course, to destruction we flew;
And despgiy 11, to rescue, no hand there to save,”

its dark mantle around us it drew.

But, hark! througy, ¢
(:)h! Saviour, haye n:e
With smile of (’ompnss?
He rebuked the fierce

roar of the elements wild,—
rey! we bow to thy will,

on, and words soft and mild,
wind—* Peace, be thou still I”

o
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CHRISTMAS REVELS.

BY T. D. F.

My Dear F——, I fancy you engaged in the festi-
vities which mark this season of the year in your
gay city,—the revels, routes, the drives and pic-
nies, which fill the Christmas holidays; but I doubt,
if any of them are of so magic a character, or
afford so much real enjoyment, as the féte I
attended on Christmas eve, at our friend L’s;
and which I would fain describe to you, though
words of mine can but faintly shadow forth the
outlines of the scene, leaving your imagination to
fill up the bones and sinews, and give life to the
tableau.

I was summoned by his usual quaint invitation
to join a festive party at his cottage at half past
eight o’clock on Christmas eve, and of course
I could not choose but render myself there at the
appointed time, where I found a gay group of
old and young, examining with eager eyes the
beautiful gifts dropped by St. Nicholas on his
rapid flight through our quiet town. The house
was tastefully decorated with evergreens, and all
seemed to breathe of the joyous sport of “ Merry
Christmas.,” We chatted gaily till ten o’clock,
when we were ushered into the dining room, and
seated at a table the gods themselves might have
envied. In the centre was a basket of pyramidal
form, filled with candied fruit, from the top of
which fell a gauze-like veil of barley sugar, so
transparent that it reminded me of the spray-like
drapery which half hid and half revealed the
shadowy form of the White Lady of Avenel,
Fruits, confections, birds, all that luxury has
devised to tempt the palate, were upon the
table, arranged with such exquisite taste, that
the eye was gratified equally with the grosser
sense. The clatter of knives and forks, touch-
ing of glasses, with merry laugh and piquant
jest, rang round the room. The more solid
part of the feast was soon despatched, and
when it was removed from the table, our host
proposed that, according to good old custom,
St. Nicholas should be propitiated by a libation
to his health and prosperity. The glasses were
filled, raised o the lips, and *“ Henlth to St. Nick!”
just uttered, when the sweetest music fell upon
the ear, faintly first, but gradually deepening and
swelling, till the notes seemed to fill the room;
all looked round in amaze, then every eye turned
to the open door, through which we almost ex-
pected to see the patron Saint enter,—but no!
after a short interval the music gradually faded
away till lost in the distance. It was some mo-
ments before the usual tone could be restored to
the circle; but conversation being resumed, the
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12 CHRISTMAS REVELS.

invisible music was forgotten. Again were the
glasses filled, a toast complimentary to Christ-
mas was given, and all were joining in it, when
once more the melody burst upon the ear,
with notes familiar to every heart. Expectation
seemed to become now almost painful; but again
did the mysterious sounds die away, leaving us
to wonder and to doubt.

Once more was a toast attempted, but with the
like result; the spirit of harmony was determined
to spoil our wine-bibbing by the wonder he excited.
Finally, our host was called upon for a speech. He
rose with some hesitation, professed himself quite
unused to public speaking, indeed, he never at-
tempted a speech without being interrupted at its
very commencement; just as he said this, a slight
sound, as of the giving way of a spring was heard,
and up through the table, directly in front of the
spesker, flew a little rough wooden box, as unlike
anything of fairy workmanship as you can ima-
gine. Oh! the surprise of all present. The speech
was fairly ended, but in its place were many a
gibe and jeer upon the coarse box which had so
rudely interrupted him. But on its top was a
letter addressed to our host, and sealed with St.
Nicholas’ crest. It was opened, and he read :—

All is not gold that glitters here
As every day can prove,

And one may oft a diamond wear,
Yet have no heart to love.

. And 8o beneath a russet gown
A noble heart may beat,
All outward graces may have flown,
But not affection’s seat.

Then my good friend reject me not
Tho’ shabby I may look;

I'may have Cinderella’s Iot,

And take the course she took.

My cocoa rind you may remove
And peep beneath my shell;

If 1 should something better prove,
For you it may be well.

The box was opened, and found to contain only
a smaller one, upon which glowed the flowers
of summer, painted by some rare hand. In this
was another letter having the samg crest, and
which read thus : —

I pass the noble homes of earth,

And rest me at this cottage hearth;
In this bright spot content must dwell
If outward signs the truth can tell,

o The old and young are mingled here,
‘With sunny smile, and memory’s tear,
To cheer and soften each may act,
Nor from the other aught detract.

A welcome day of all the year

Is this that binds your faith and cheer,
Parents, children, husband, wife, -
And friends, to sanction social life.

A Christmas carol well may come
From this sweet spot, and happy home,
The master spirit, who leads now,
Deserves a chaplet for his brow.

My parting words I now address,

To him who loves his home to bless,

“ Courage, friend! and through all time,
Strive to make your life sublime,”

Signed,

SANTA CrLAUS,

These lines gave rise to much comment and
{ pleasant remark on St. Nicholas’ newly developed
character of poet and adviser; but attention soon
returned to the box, and our host resumed his
examination of it. Led by curiosity, to ascer-
tain, if possible, how it so mysteriously appeared
before him, he cut a silken cord which confined
it; when lo, and behold! a yawning cavity pre-
sented itself to all the astonished lookers-on.
Cavity, did Isay ? Aye, but a cavity well filled.
St. Nick, in return for the kind wishes showered
upon him, had filled it with gifts for young and
old, the grey haired sire, and youthful guests;
gifts not rich and costly, but graceful and appro-
priate. You can hardly imagine the intense in-
terest which awaited the opening of each packet,
as the seal was broken, or the cord untied, and
the paper unrolled. On some were the mysterious
words—* Not to be opened till you return home.”
On one was a record of a touching little circum-
stance, a deed of generosity and self-sacrifice, of
two little girls, which St. Nick had witnessed
and thus recorded.

Oh! how was this good old patron Saint
blessed. Iam sure he did not make his own Ger-
mans, the children of his fondest love, any hap-
pier on this blessed night, than were the delighted
guests, and happy family circle at B—— Cottage.

In such sport, you may well judge, the hours
flew swiftly by, and it was not till the brazen
tongue of the town clock had uttered with its
harsh disordant note, “ One,”—that we bade
adien to the pleasant houschold—and returned

home to dream that the days of miracles had .

not yet quite departed. I am sure I need make
no apology for giving you this long accaunt of
our Christmas féle, but it only leaves me room to
add the kind regards of

Yours,
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‘OLD WOODRUFF AND HIS THREE WIVES.

A CANADIAN SKETCH.

BY MRS. MOODIE,

Tr1S must have been an adventurous old man.
hree wives| Yes; and he was actually thinking
°f 2 fourth when we became acquainted with
M. There are no histories so graphic as those
Which people tell of themselves, for self-love is
Sure to embellish the most common-place occur-
Tences with g tinge of the marvellous, and every
2y events become quite romantic in the mouths
of some narrators, Our biographer was not one
of thege flighty historians. There was not a
ash of romance in his composition. Had a
Phl‘enologist examined his head, I verily believe
hat no bump of ideality could have been dis-
Covered in the mountain range of skull-land;—
8l about that wondrous region, being a dead
flat—the aspect of his head giving you the idea
of 5 copper pot with the head closely screwed
down. 11e was a shrewd, humorous -looking
Yorkshire man, with a shanp red weather beaten
face, a pair of small keen grey eyes,’ glancing
Nowingly towards his ridgy nose, or looking
Obliquely back upon his high cheek bones, A
Tge coarse good natured mouth, in a great
Measure relieved the upper portion of his face
from the sinister expression which had been
3cquired by long dealing with the world, and
N overcoming the knavery of his species; for
oodruff was not a rogue himself, though very
Xpert in detecting roguery in others. His tall
athletic figure, bent as it was, with hard labour,
g’}"e indication of great personal strength ; and
'S appearance altogether was rather pleasing
80 otherwise. His manners were frank and
€85y; and the old man was such an hospitable
ehtertainer, that you felt at home with him in a
Winyte,
litt?:t to begin at the beginning, for I have a
outrun my story, the picture of the old
Zz“;‘l’:an coming so forcibly before me, that I
.0 Dot forbear sketching it, prior to intro-
eing the owner to my readers.
oe"t\but I have not time to step
Ver the ground again.

0 the yeur 1549,
circumstayeg,

in the baey
Populoys ¢4
Wonthg pre

A bad prece-
back, and go

S removed him from a long residence
Woods, to fill a public situation in a
Vf’“- He went down to B——, some
Vious to the removal of his family, to

a change in my husband’s -

enter upon his new office, and prepare things
comfortably for their reception.

He left his forest home in October, and we }

were to follow with the household wares, and five
little children, the first of sleighing, Never did
eager British children look for the first violets
and primroses of spring, with more impatience
than my baby boys and girls watched, day after
day, for the first snow flakes that were to form
the road, to convey them to their absent father
and their new home.

“ Winter never means to come this year. It
will never snow again!” exclaimed my eldest
boy, turning from the window on Christmas day,

" with the most rueful aspect that ever greeted the

broad gay beams of the glorious sun.

It was like a spring day. The little lake in
front of the window glittering like a mirror of
silver, set in its dark frame of pine woods.

I, too, was wearying for the snow; and was
tempted to think that it did not come as early as

usual, in order to disappoint us, But I kept this.. }:

to myself, and comforted the expecting child 4
with the oft-repeated assertion, “that it would

certainly snow upon the morzow.”

But the morrow came and passed away, and
many other morrows; and the same mild open
weather prevailed. The last night of the old
year was ushered in with furious storms of wind
and snow. The rafters of our log cabin shook
beneath the violence of the gale, which swept up
from the lake like & lion roaring for its prey,
driving the snow-flakes through every open cre-
vice, of which there were not a few, and powder-
ing the floor till it was as white as the ground
without.

“Oh! what a dreadful night,” we cried, as we
all huddled shivering around the stove. A
person abroad in the woods to-night, would be
frozen.”

“ Thank God,” T said, “ we are not travelling
this night to B—-."

“ But, to-morrow!” said my eldest boy, lifting
up his curly head from my lap, “It will be
fine to-morrow, and we shall see dear paps
again.”

In this hope he lay down with the rest, in his
little bed upon the floor, and was soon fast asleep.
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The tempest raged so furiously without that I
was fearful that the house would be unroofed;
and the night was far advanced when my faithful
old Irish servant, Jenny, and myself, retired to
bed.

My boy’s words were prophetic. That was the
last night I ever spent in the bush—in the dear
forest home, which I had loved in spite of all the
hardships which I had endured since we pitched
our tent in the back woods.
place of my three boys; the school of high
resolve and energetic action, in which we had
learned to meet calmly and battle successfully
with the ills of life. I did not leave it without
many regretful tears, to mingle once more with a
world, to whose usages, in my long solitude, I had
become almost a stranger; and to whose praise
or blame I felt alike indifferent.

When the day dawned the whole forest scenery
lay glittering in a mantle of dazzling white. The
sun shone brightly, the heavens were intensely
blue, but the cold was so severe that every article
of food had to be thawed before we could get our
breakfast. The very blankets that covered us
during the night were stiff with our frozen breath.

“T hope the people won’t come to take away
the furniture to-day,” I cried. “ We should be
frozen on the long journey.”

About noon two sleighs with fine spans of
horses, made their appearance at the head of the
clearing. The snow had been two days in ad-
vance of us at B——, and my husband had sent
up the teams to remove us. The children jumped
about and laughed aloud for joy—while old Jenny
and myself commenced packing up trunks and
boxes as fast as our cold hands would permit us,
In the midst of our muddles, my brother arrived,
like a good genius, to our assistance, declaring his
determination of taking us down to B him-
self, in his large Inmber sleigh. This was indeed

joyful news—and in three hours he had dispatched ¢

the two sleighs and their loads, and we all stood
together in the empty house, striving to warm
ourselves over the embers of the expiring fire.
How cold and desolate every object appeared.
The small windows half blocked up with snow,
scarcely allowed a glimpse of the declining sun
to cheer us with his serene aspect. In spite of
the cold, several kind friends had waded through
the deep snow, to say “ God bless you—Good
bye!” while a group of silent Indians stood
together, gazing upon our proceedings, with an
earnestness which shewed that they were not
umnteresbed in the scene. As the children and
T passed out to the sleigh, each,one pressed for-
ward and silently held out a hand, while the poor
squaws kissed me with tearful eyes, They had

It was the birth
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OLD WOODRUFF AND HIS THREE WIVES.

been true friends to us in our dire necessity, and
I returned their mute farewell from my very
heart.

Mr. S sprang into his sleigh. One of our
party wgs wanting. *Jenny!” shouted my brother
at the top of his voice; “it is too cold to keep
your mistress and the little children waiting here.”

“Och! sure then, 'm after coming,” returned
the old body, as she issued from the house.

Shouts of laughter greeted her appearance.
The figure she cut on that memorable day, I shall
never forget. My brother dropped the reins upon
the horses’ necks, and fairly roared. Jenny was
about to commence her journey in three hats.
Was it to protect her from the cold. Oh! no—
Jenny was not afraid of the cold. She could
have ate her breakfast on the north side of an
iceberg; and always dispensed with shoes dur-
ing the most severe of our Canadian winters. It
was to protect these precious articles from injury.
Our good neighbour, Mrs, W , had presented
her with an old sky-blue drawn silk bonnet, as a i
parting benediction. This, by way of distinction, ¢
as she never had possessed such an article of luxury
as a silk bonnet in her life—Jenny had placed §
over the coarse calico cap with its full’ yellow
furbelow of the same homely material, next her
head. Over this, as next in degree, a sunburnt
straw hat, with faded pink ribbons, a bequest
from Miss A , just showed its brown rim and
taudry trimmings; and, to crown all, and serve as
a guard’'to the rest—a really serviceable grey
beaver bonnet of mine, towered up as high as the
celebrated crown in which Brother Peter figures
in the Tale of the Tub.

“ Mercy, Jenny! You don’t mean to go with
us that figure ?” '

“Och! my dear heart—I have no band-box
that will keep out the cold from my illigant
bonnets,” returned the old woman, laying her
hand upon the sleigh.

“ Go back, Jenny! go back”—cried my brother
between suffocating peals of mirth. “ For God’s
<'1k5 take that tomfoolerie from off your head.
We shall be the laughing stock of every village
we pass through.”

¢“QOch! sure now, Mr. S——, who wo'd think
of looking at an ould crathur like me? Its only
yerself that wo’'d notice the like.”

“All the world. Every body would Iook at
you. I believe you put those hats on to be stared
at by all the young fellows we meet. Ha! Jenny?”

With offended dignity the old woman retired to
re-arrange her toilet, and provide for the safety
of her “illigant bonnets,” one of which she sus-
pended to the strings of her cloak; and no per-
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Suasion of mine could induce her to put it out o
sight,
_ Many painful and conflicting emotions rose up
n my heart, but found no utterance in words, as
We entered the forest path, and I looked my last
Upon that humble home of many sorrows. Every
Object had become familiar during my long exile
from civilized life. T loved the lonely lake with
1s magnificent belt  of dark pines sighing in the
reeze;” the cedar swamp—the summer home of
Wy dark Indian friends; my own dear little garden
YVith its rugged fence, cultivated by my own hands,
IR which T had so often braved the tormenting mus-

Quitos, black-flies, and intense heat, to provide |

vegetables and melons for the use of the family.
“Ven the cows, which had given a breakfast for
the last time to my little ones, were regarded
With mournful affection. A poor laborer stood
8 the deserted door, holding my noble water-
fl‘)g: Rover, in a string. The poor fellow gave a
J0yous bark as my eyes fell upon him, and strug-
gled to geg free.
“James J

long ag he lives.”

“He and the poor Indians, at least, feel grief
for our departure,” I thought. *Love is so
Scarce in this world that we ought to prize it

Owever lowly the source from whence it glows,”
. V¢ accomplished only twelve miles of our
Journey that night, which lay through the bush
along the banks of the grand, rushing, foaming

‘onabee river—the wildest and most beautiful
0‘: forest streams, We slept at the house of kind
fl‘lends, and in the morning resumed our long
J0Urney.  Winter had now sét in fairly. The
thildren were glad to huddle together in the
bottom of the sleigh, under the buffaloes and

]‘inkets; all but my eldest boy, a child of four
3t €ars old, who, enchanted by all he saw, con-
tinued to 5gnq up and gaze around him,

orn in the forest which he had never quitted
efore, the sight of a town was such a novelty

22t he could find no words wherewith to express ;

13 astonishment,

“Are the houses come to see one another?”

he askeq, « How did they all meet here?” -
he question greatly amused his uncle, who
%k some pains to explain to him the difference
tween town and country. On putting up for
1@ nj
g::}tlance which separated us from the hushand and
we ;“ Was nearly accomplished. During our ride
ad got rid of old Jenny and her bonnets,
Panoim we found 5 very refractory travelling com-
Withon. Fort‘unately, we overtook the sleighs
the furniture, anq Mr. S—— had trans-

M W»%MW

»" Isaid, “talke care of my dog.”
“Never fear, ma’am! he shall bide with me as

ght, we rejoiced to find that truly the long

. fetred Jenny to the care of the driver; an ar-
yangement which proved satisfactory to all parties
but little Donald, her darling pet, who was fast
asleep in my lap when Jenny and her bonnets
made their exit. At supper he asked for his old
nurse, and his uncle, to tease him, told him that
Jenny was dead and that we were going to have
some of her fried for supper.

When the beef stakes were brought to table,
in spite of his long day’s fast, Donald cried pi-
teously, and refused to touch a bit of them ; until
some fried chickens making their appearance,
one of the children cried out—¢ See, Donald! here
is more of Jenny.”

“No! no,” said the sobbing child, wiping his
eyes and laughing once more. « Ninny is not
dead, for I know she had not wings.™

The next morning was 'soﬁﬁtensely cold, that
out of tender consideration for our noses, Mr.
S—— would not resume the Jjourney until past

; ten o'clock; and even then, it was a desperate
experiment. We had not proceeded four miles
before the horses fere covered with icicles. Our
hair was frozen as white as old Time’s selitary
forelock, and our eyelids were stiff, and every
limb aching with cold.

;
¢

{  «This will never do,” said my brother, turning
{ to me. “The children will freeze. We must
! put up somewhere.
S severe as this.”

“Where can we stop?” said I « We are
miles from any inn, and I see no prospect of the
weather becoming milder.” .
“Yes, yes, I know by the very intensity of the
cold, that a change is at hand. At all events, it
is much warmer at night in this country than
during the day. The wind falls of, and the
frost is more bearable. I know a worthy farmer
who lives about a mile a-head. He will give us
houseroom for a few hours, and we will resume
our journey in the evening.”
; My teeth were chattering with the cold, The
{ children were crying in the bottom of the sleigh,
and I gladly consented to the proposal,
A few minutes’ ride brought us to a large
frame house, surrounded by commodious sheds
and barns. A fine orchard opposite, and a yard
{ well stocked with fat cattle and sheep, sleek geese
¢ and plethoric looking swine, gave promise of a
: land of abundance and comfort. My brother
ran into the house to see if the owner was at
g' home, and presently returned with the gentleman,
whose portrait we have already drawn, follomed
by two fine young women, his daughters, who

gave us a truly warm welcome, and assisted in

removing the children from the sleigh, to the

I never felt the cold so
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cheerful fire, that made all bright and easy
" within,

“ Well! how are you Mr. S——?” cried the
farmer, shaking my brother heartily by the hand.
“ Toiling in the bush still, eh?”

“Just in the same place.”

“ And the wife and children?”

“ Hearty. Some half dozen have been added
to the flock since you were in our parts, Wood-
ruff.”

“ So much the better.
Mr. S

“I know not how that may be.
dueced hard to clothe and feed mine.”

* Wait until they grow up. They will be
brave helps to you then. The price of labor—the
price of labor, Mr. S——, is the destruction of the
farmer.”

¢ It does not seem to trouble you much,” said
my brother, gluncing round the well furnished,
comfortable apartment.

“ My son and I do it all,” cried the old man.
“Of course the girls help in busy times, and
take care of the dairy, and we hire occasionally,
But small as the sum is which is expended in |
hiring during seed time and harvest, I feel it, I §
can tell you,” %

¢
§

Children are riches in this country.”

§

}

5

§

The more the merrier, 2
:

I find it ;

“You are not married again, Woodruff?”
“ No Sir,” said the old man with a peculiar ¢
. smile, which did not entirely preclude the proba-
bility of such an event. * That tall girl with the
fair hair, is my eldest daughter. She manages
the house, and an excellent house-keeper she is,
But I cannot keep heg forever,” continued he
with a knowing winki® “ Girls will think of
getting married, and seldom consult the wishes
of their parents on the subject. But it is natural,
Mr. S——; it is natural.”

My brother looked laughingly towards the ;
fine handsome young woman, as she placed upon ¢
the table, hot water, whisky, and a huge plate of @
plum cake, which did not lack a companion stored °
with the finest specimens which the orchard could !
produce.

The young girl looked down and blushed,

“Ah! I see how it is, Woodruff—you will
soon lose your daughter, I wonder that you
have kept her so long. But who are these young
ladies?” said my brother, as three fine girls
very demurely entered the room.

*“The two shortest are my galls, by my last
wife,” replied Woodruff, “who I fear, mean
soon to fullow the bad example of their sister. The
other lady,” said the old man, with a reverential
air, “is a particular friend of my eldest daughter.”

My brother laughed slily, and the old man’s
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cheek took a deeper glow, as he stooped forward
to mix the punch. .

“You said. these two ladies were by your last
wife, Woodruff. How many wives have you
had?”

“Only three, Mr. S——. It is impossible,
they say in my country, to have too much of a
good thing.”

“So I suppose you think,” said my brother,
again glancing towards the comely Miss Smith.
*Three wives! Youhave been a fortunate man to
survive them all.”

“Aye! have I not? But I have been both
lucky and unlucky in the wife way, Mr, S———.,
I was quite & youngster when I married my first
woman. My father died when I was quite a
child, and I was brought up by an uncle who
rented one of those small snug farms in the
North Riding, which are now so rarely to be

{ met with in the Old Country. He had saved a

little money, and his whole family consisted of
one gall and me. She was not very pretty, but

 she was good and industrious; and would have at

his death all the old man had to bestow. She
was fond of me, and I thought I could not do
better than make her my wife. It is all very
well to marry for love, Mr. S , if a fellow
can afford it ; but a little money is not to be des-
pised; it goes a great way towards making the
home comfortable. Unele had no great objections,
and so we were married. She managed the dairy
and I helped upon the farm. We lived very
happily together until my poor Betsy died in her
confinement with that gall. Yes, Miss—you cost
me a good wife, and should not be so anxious to
run away and leave me in the lurch.”

“ Dear father,” commenced the young woman.

“There, hold your tongue, Miss, The least

; said the soonest mended,” continued the old man,

smiling good humouredly—for it was not only
evident, that he was extremely proud of his
eldest daughter, but proud of her being the affi-
anced wife of a gentleman in the neighbourhoods

“Well, Mr. S——, T felt very lonely after
Betsy died ; and I had been so comfortable as a
married man, that I thought the best compliment
I could pay to her memory was to take another
wife,” )

“ Perhaps she would not have thought it one,”
said I.

“Why, to be sure, women are often & leetle
unreasonable,” returned Woodruff, *But as she
was not there to consult upon the subject, I took
the liberty to please myself. Well, Mr. S—, I
was always a great admirer of beauty, and so I
thought I would try my luck this time with &
handsome wife. There was a develish fine gall

L4
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IR our village, only she was a leetle flighty, or so.
he lads said to me, when they saw what I was
Brter— s Sam, you had better carry your pigs to
2nother market. The lass is not right in the
UPPer works.” «'Il take the chanceof that,” says T,
'ereisnota pretrier gall atween this and York.’
ell, my uncle did not like the match by no
Manner of means,
“Ie You put thatmadeap,’ says he, ¢in my poor
©tsy's place, T will never leave you a shilling,””
“*You may do as you please,’ returned I, for
You mygt know, MrsS—— that T was desperately
:n love, which I had never been before in my life,
or I mean to marry the gall right off.
“I kept my word, and we were married.”
i he narrator made a long, and I thought,

Tather an ominous pause, and took a deep draught
from 4 fresh brewage of hot punch,

“Well” said 1, rather impatiently, “and how
did ¢hi; second marriage turn out?”

“ Bad enough for me,” said he, with the most
Comical expression on his hard countenance, as
he turpeq towards my brother.

hether he was inclined to laugh or to cry,
w’_‘s N0 easy matter to determine; but it is cor-
tain thyy neither my brother nor myself could
well maintain our gravity, as he exclaimed:

“Well 1 My, S——, would you believe it ? She
th°‘]l§htﬁt(ocutherthroutcm]ythree day’sarterthe
Vedding, What put such a thing into her head,
. Bever could find out, but you may depend upon
1, I never felt so uncomfortable in all my life.”

he idea of a man telling such a dreadful cir-
e‘mlsmnce, in such a calm, matter of fact manner,
and declaring with the greatest philusophy, that
o0y made him feel uncomfortable, had in it
s()"""hing 50 irresistibly comie, that I was forced
© hasten 14 the window to ascertain the state of

© Weather, in order to conceal the laugh which

“ould eome to my lips in spite of every effort to
Testrajn it,

®
{ s

bl: No wonder that it made you feel uncomforta -
10();( oodruff,” said my brother, casting a wicked
Wing 2t me, which made me turn again o the
OW. “It would have been the death of some
ge:lfle- But youare a remarkably strong minded
o Or you-could not take it so coolly.”
whe dﬁ&tter myself I am,” returned the farmer,
fd not perceive that my brother was quiz-
She him, «yyhag was the use of making a fuss?
it' Preferreq killing herself to living comfortably
or ml;, and I was not guing to play the fool for
Ut the worst of it was, that all the galls
d Suspiciously at me; and I found that I
80 farther a-field, for a third wife, My
bad a drove of cattle for the London mar-

Zing
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beasts advantageously for him, and returned with
the money and a wife. My uncle was glad
enough to get the money, but he made a sour
face at the wife. She was not to his taste, but
she exactly suited mine. We had a bit of a
quarrel about my hasty marriage, as he called it.
I got mad at the rude things he said, and we
parted. I thought that he wus too fond of little
Betsy, to do an ill-natured thing; but T was mis-
taken. In order to revenge himself on me, he
married his housekeeper, by whom he had soon
a large young family.

“All my hopes in that quarter were now at an
end. Says I to my wife, *My dear, we can no
longer depend upon my uncle—we must learn to
shift for ourselves.” .

“ With the little property I got with my third
wife, I opened a buteher’s shop; and we got on
comfortably enough for o few years. She
was a good woman, and made me an excellent
wife. She was the mother of my son and the
two youngest of my galls. Suddenly our luck
took a turn. My purtner, (for I had been fool
enough to take one,) ran off, and took along with
him all my little savings, leaving me to pay his
debts and my own. This was a hard blow, I
felt it more than the death of either of my wives,

“To repine was useless, so I sold all my cattle
and furniture, paid my ereditors the last furthing,
and then wrote to my uncle requesting him to

lend me fifty pounds to transport myself and .

family to Canada. The old man knew me to-be
an honest, hardwoiking fellow, and for little
Betsy's sake, for so run the Tétter, he sent me a
draft upon his banker Tor fifty pounds, with a
gentle hint that it would be the last I must
expect from him, as children were nearer to him
than grand-children, ‘This was true enough, but
I still thought that those children had no right to
stund between little Betsy and him. I was very
glad of the money, and I wrote him s letter of
thanks, promising to repay it if ever I was able,
This, with the blessing of God, I did two years
ago; and the money found him in o worse state
than I was when I left Old England; and I
have his letter full of gratitnde for the same.
“But to return to the wife, She nad the
children reached these shores in perfect health,
Tt was in 1832, the year of the great cholera;
and I never once imagined that it would attack

us who were strangers in the country. A friend,

.whom I had known ip England, hearing of my

arrival, wrote to me from Bytown, to come u
and Jook at a farm near hiw, which he wished nfe
to hire.

“Not caring to drag my wife and children up
the country, until I had seen the place myself
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and prepared all things for their reception, I left
them in lodgings at Quebec, and proceeded up the
country. I had not been two days at my friend’s,
and was still undecided about the farm, when I
got a letter, written by my eldest gall, which in-
formed me that my poor wife lay bad of the
cholera ; and if 1 wished to see her alive, I must
start immediately.

“ Off Iwentthat very day, vexed tomy heart at
this untoward accident. Still, Mr. S——, 1had
left her so well, that I did not think it possible
that she could die so soon. While stopping for
the boat at Montreal, to proceed on my journey,
I met an old school-fellow whom I had not seen
for many years, and did not know what had
become of him. He had been settled for twenty
years in -the country, and was now a wea]thy
merchant in the city.

“*Oh! Sam Woodruff, says he; ¢ who would
have thought of meeting with you in Canada.
You must come home and dine with me—and
talk over old times,”

¢ With all my heart,” says I—‘but my wife is
sick of the cholera at Quebec, and I am waiting
for the next boat, to go down and see her.”

“¢That is bad,” says he; ‘but afew hours
cannot make much difference ; there is another,
and a far better and more commodious boat, starts
at six in the evening. Come, don’t say no. I
long to have a friendly chat over a bottle of good
wine.’

“ Well, Mr. S-—, I did not think it could make
much difference. It was only three hours, I
should certainly be in time to see my wife—be-
sides I felt sure that she was already better.

“I went to my friend’s. We had an excellent
dinner, and some of the best wine to relish it, I
ever tasted. And what with hearing his adven-
tures and telling my own, and comparing the
merits of the two countries, the time slipped away
very fast.

“I heard the clock strike six. My wife,’ says I,
springing to my feet. ‘Depend upon it,
Woodruff,” says my friend, ‘that you will find her
quite well, and don’t forget to bring her to see
me, 8s you pass up,’

“I was only just in time for the boat, and I
reached Quebec late the next evening.

“ And your wife?” said I.

“ Was just dead when I arrived. If I had not
gone to dine with my fidend, I should have seen
her alive. But who would have thought that
the trifling delay could have made such a dif-
feregge?”

My brother lovked again at me.
unfeeling wretch!” thought I,

“ What an
“ This man looks
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upon hls wives- much in the same light that he
would upon a horse. . His grief for their death
only amounts to the inconvenience which it occa-
sions. Heaven defend me from such a husband!”

“T wonder,” said my brother, “ that you could
live so long without a fourth.”

The old man’s heart now began to warm with
the punch which he had been drinking—and
nodding facetiously towards Miss Smith, he said:

“All in good time, Mr. S——. I am not so
old that a wife would come amiss. When my
girls are married, I must getaa woman to take
care of the house, and make and mend my
clothes. Besides, these long winter nights are
cruelly cold, and blankets are very dear ; depend
upon it, the very best thing an old man can do,
to keep himself warm and comfortable, and to
prolong his days upon the earth, is to take a
young wife,”

The old man was as good as his word. The
next time I passed through , I found the
pretty young wife in the chimney corner, and the
old man as hearty and as hale as ever.

VESPER INSPIRATIONS.

BY P, J. ALLAN,

Day seems the flash of God's own boundless mind,
Bursting in floods of glory on the eye
And weaker spirit of our fallen kind,
Filling the man of thought, with feelings high,
Awful emotions that can never die—
They are the children of the mighty Sun,
And to the zenith, with the eagles, fly :
For Nature openeth her joys to none,
Save those whose eyes can pierce to that Eternal Ono.

Night's is a pure and mild, religious light,
The soft reflection of the burning day,

That veil'd and made endurable to sight,
O'er contemplation sheds a genial ray,

‘Which welcome as the dews to lap of May,
Softens the heart to love and piety.

Oh! starry, tranquil Night! thou seem’st to 8ay—
An emblem of the Saviour view in me,
Whgse perfect Spirit fled on the accursed tree!

Twilight of both is offspring. When the sky
I8 bright with ling'ring glances of the day,
And, clothed in silv’ry lustre; from on high
Vesper sends forth her pure pellucid ray,
Like a clear well of waters. Heav'n's highway
Assumes a darker azure, like the eye
Of one who thinks profoundly. 1 obey
The call of funcy, and methinks espy
The gentle Dove of peace, “the Word” that cannot lie!

-
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PATRONAGE—ITS USEFULNESS—ITS EVILS.

C.

BY wW. P,

% This, this, is then the world !"

I is interesting to mote the many constituent
elemen(g that go to form society. Friendship and
h/*""'ed—union and strife—argumént and rivalry,
all Mingled in the great mental and moral organi-
“ation of mankind, afford us the fact, that parts
apparently incongruous may often form the most
Compact whole, Systems of government founded
Ol the hypothetic principle of absolute equality,
are but pillars of sand on bases of water; and the
great laws that govern their impossibility, are as
Immutable as the prospect of eternity itself. Even
In “'lose lands where the most extravagant notions
of civil ang religious libefty have been originated,
the iden of perfect uniformity in rank has never
et been realized. Mutual dependance is neces-
5ary to human existence. A scheme for levelling
Cvery earthly distinction may indeed appear
Plausible, if viewed through the medium of a
deeply disordered and too luxuriant faney; but
€ crudest common sense rejects at once the
S8pposition of its practicability, and. the analogy
of Bations encounters the chimera with unlimited
te::‘l‘adietion. Yet though the most obvious
thS—t\mong which is the necessity of depen-
2Rce—have been deduced from analytical, analo-
8ical ang inductive reasoning, there still exist in
::e‘:y Community certain individuals, whose spirits
© Imbued with a longing desire after dangerous
one . These raise their voices against
na t:esmbhshed usages, a‘nd c.onstantly dissemi-~
or the seeds of destructive innovation. They
N Y down all diversity of rank, reflecting not
Pon the imperative conditions of subordination

- .
nd Superior power. They do not consider, that

;t:uﬁh all may have equal legal rights, all are
g essed with equal talents; and that this cir-
tance alone would naturally elevate one

Ve another, thus constituting the co-relative
Be:i‘mn.s of patronage and dependance. They
't Olhmg—they will be convinced of nothing
mc’i‘Plproach(.es to a contradiction of their darling
‘latur:) :]‘ th. the utmost arrogance of human
. most’b linded in their conception, they would
ture, T:;mév: the C.reator to the level of the crea-
diater €Y expatiate on the propriety of imme-
Y reducing mankingd to such a level, that

8ig,
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the patron and the patronized hitherto may
hereafter exist independently of each other. It
is of this that we wish to speak—of those certain
tendencies that patronage, generous and judicious
or otherwise, exerts-upon individuals commencing
the career of life. Although the theme be not
entirely new, its has not yet received the
attention it deserves.

Nearly every commencement in life is difficult;
and whether tyros act in a professional, literary or
political sphere, under similar circumstances, cor-
responding results will universally ensue. . To
all, every effort at first seems fraught with ill-
success. Each relies upon himself alone, and
toils patiently to remove the obstacles that beset
his course. The lack of opportunity for dis-
playing talent, or, after this is obtained, of appre-
ciation on the part of others, isby every one without
a patron for a while most perseveringly endured.
Vanity may feed on air, for its nourishment is
seldom derived from aught more stable. But the
noble consciousness of innate ability seeks
always a season for its develépment, when that.
which now lies comparatively hidden and obscure,
shall be exposed, in the ruddiest glare of criticism,
to the gaze of an admiring world. The journey
of life lies through devious and desultory paths.
At first, perhaps fertile plains are seen, where the
murmur of each gliding stream finds an echo in
the rustling woodlands; where smiling fields pro-
duce their harvests of plenty and luxuriance;
whereall is peace and happiness and quietude.
Thence 2 thousand ways branch off, and all pre-
sent allurements to the traveller. Unadvised and
unprotected, he chooses one and then another.
His march lies here and there, and almost seems
without an end. Clambering up the mountain
steep, he sinks again into the vale. Seas and
lakes and rushing rivers, impede his progress.
Fearful gulfs yawn beneath him ; and these ap-

.pear to forbid escape from ruin. A few—and

truly, they are very few—successfully encounter
these terrors alone. But others, hand in hand
with experienced directors, pass safely onward,
acquiring diversified knowledge at every step
they make; and when these guides are gone, they
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are theinsclves able to lead others in their turn,
This is patrmage—this its use. Eminence may
accrue from it, but is seldom attained without it.
We suy seldom, for there are great exceptions.
In strategy, Bonaparte,—in literature, Juhn-
son,—succeeded withont the slightest assis-
tance of any patron. The latter, indeed, did at
one time nominally have one; but how much the
“learned Hottentot” was indebted to the “ac-
complished gentleman,” his withering epistle,
written on the publication of his celebrated Eng-
lish Dictionary, will sufficiently attest. But these

Where thousands siuk irrecoverably into the
depths of oblivion, scarcely one like them reaches
the acmé of fame. The unsophisticated require
instruction, and the patronage of the great can
alone prepare them for the attainmentcf eminence.

This patronage should be regarded most parti-
culaily in connection with men of the highest
order of genius. Their peculiar mental constitu-
tions render decidedly requisite to their success
an assiduous’ and careful training. That the
patron should become the teacher may appear
strange, yet it is true, that in & measure this is
his proper position. Great genius, through ex-
cessive imagination and extraordinary weakness
of. will, is often liable to error and misfortune.
Some, with spirit too exalted for converse with
the sordid mass, with conceptions too elevated for
communion with them, actuated by various cir-
cumstances that might have been prevented,
choose methods of life unsuited to their respec-
tive abilities, and fail in consequence to render
the world that benefit which would necessarily
have otherwise accrued. The historic page
is crowded with instances of the intellectually
depraved —wlhose every energyandevery thought
have been engaged in the prosecution of evil.
While they laboured in the expansive fields of
science, while they reposed beneath the shade of
art, while they quaffed luxuriously the ever-living
waters of the ¢ Pierian Spring,” their mental
vigour had been untiringly dedicatedto the degra-
dation of man. With almost unbounded capacities
they scorned all moral culture,and only sought

the highest order of the intellectual. Their
deeds are Lidden in no happy oblivion. The

remembrance of their guilt is still existing, and
its mention is ever coupled with detestation and
abhorrence. All this a judiciously exerted pa-
tronage might have obviated. That which proved
so great an evil, under its influence might have
beasme 2 lasting blessing to mankind. Well we
know that by men of superior intellect the world
must be instructed. By them our national laws
are framed, and on them must we depend for the
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were giants in intellect—almost more than men.
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administration of justice. They are those who
should divect the study of the sclences and the
cultivation of the arts—under whose guidance
domestic prosperity should advance, and universal
bappiness be attained,

How then, we uk, can this be effected, without
a system whose foundation shall be laid in the
desire to advance the interest of inferiors ?

How often might patronage be useful to the
literary and scientific portion of the world, if it
would but foster the first high aspirations of
genius!  Ilow many, conscious from observation
that their labors will be unappreciated, draw
back from the.performance of the noblest works!
Others pursue the natural bent of their inchua-
tions, yet too ofien with sad results. Compelled
by rigid circumstances to incessant toil, they
labour not for honour—but for bread. Can they be
other than most ungrateful, at least, who suffer
their benefactors thus to struggle fur existence
without even ihe trifling remuneration of thanks ?
We know that lirerary pursuits, when engaged in
without intermission, are the sure generators of
disease. The author, passionately enamoured of
his task, and deeply absorbed, pays not the
slightest regard to the preservation of health,
and él\ortly hovers upon the brink of the grave.
Then, involuntarily deprived of all solace for
affliction, sourness of temper and harshness of
disposition usurp the seat of comparative placidity,
and together reign in its stead. Possessing as
yet no reputation, with no hope of an enduring
fame, he is constantly tortured with the dread
of oblivion, He pictures to himself his final
resting place. No monumental marble is inscri-
bed to his memory. No tear is dropped upon
his grave. No weeping-willow bends its boughs
in secming sadness, but all around is desolation,
and no compassionate or forgiving thought for any
former weaknesses of the unhappy dead. No fond
mother kneels above his remains and offers to
Ileaven a petition in her own bereavement. No
sister once dearly loved, twines the rose with the
lily upon his grave. Ile lies forgotten—humbler
than the dust which once he trod. Men see a
lowly mound of earth, but passing on they heed
it not, nor think of asking who it is that lies
entombed beneath it. . Such gloomy thoughts as
these destroy the grandest mental speculations.
It is for patronage, and it alone, to remove the
evil, by cultivating philanthropy and abolishing
that popular prejudice that denies to genius the
assistance it needs. This can only properly
exert itself in a sphere of its own creating. The
tree that grows upon the water’s edge can never
thrive when translated to the desert, for its accus-
tomed sustenance is wanting, and the atmosphere
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{ Around jt i uncongenial to its nature.
¢ &°nerous superintendent of its growth, then, it is
{=S*Pecially important that the tree of genias be
! n.ot implagted in matter-oi-fact soil; for imagina-
§ f’“’" and tender sensibilities can find no greatness
{ ™ the din of commerce. While the striking
dlvf"'suy of talent everywhere remarkable in
S(.)cxety, accompanied as it is by a corresponding
§ dlﬂ'erence of character, seems to demand its pro-
per 8ppropriation, it is evident that nonc can
Petter effect this end than such as are experienced
In the ways of lire,
It is an undoubted fact, however, that many
ings of good may be corrupted into evil. The
Protection that at first seems prompted only by a
SPITit of generosity, on closer examination too
fequently is found to be the result of ambitious
Motives, The statesman, for example, advances
the interest of some rising genius, that at length
© May make him entirely a creature of his own.
. assisting him, he furthers his own cause ; and
if by any means he can place him under serious
5 ob"ga‘iun, he seizes with avidity the opportunity

=

[

°_f Moulding him to his will. Beneath influence
like this, the man of noble and exalted, though
stil] undigested principles, becomes debased and
Wean. He descends from the high inheritance
§ of .hiS nature to the degraded and degrading
¢ Position of g political intriguer. He discards all
arguments suggested by public weal or private
onour, and embraces the most contemptible chi-
canery in the support of wrong. = Years pass
“Yﬂy, and he is still unhonoured, having accom-
P!lshed nothing save the total demoralization of
'0self and all his adherents. This is the result
of Patronage in its evil form. It is wide-spread,
et the persevering endeavours of the philan-
!'hl‘opic may ultimately counteract its baneful
Mfluence, W have seen it on the other hand,
. ?hamﬂerized by genuine benevolence, prompting
Integrity aid pointing out the means of shunning
h.ce. To distinguish the one from the other, the
Dleest diserimination is necessary ; for both at
™St hold forth inducements, and it may be that
those of the first are more attractive than of the
Seeond.  Bug flowers the most luxuriant and most
P le“i"gly scented distil the subtlest poisons ;
and in the human as in the natural creation, it
25 become 4 truism that appearances are often
deceitfy],
This then is subject worthy the consideration
every modern philanthropist. That the rarest
tes:n; should be eorru?ted in the ‘heart!ess con-
Bhoulgrb:elf; that all its fu!.ure kindly ml?uonce
demang l::l’ushed by apfnr.m.}ltof error, doesindeed
neroy t e TMOst serutinizing attention. A ge-
% s and judicious Patronage will certainly, by
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To the f degrees, elevate and ennoble the social condition

of men, while the opposite system will not less
surely drain the world of prosperity and happi-
ness. Therefore, since all are not blessed with
equal talents, or equal opportunities of advance-
ment, to the more fortunate it belongs to assist
the exertions of those below them—not for pur-

poses of self-aggrandizement, but of universal
good,

SCRAPS FGR THE GARLAND.

BY A, J7

BCRAP THE ¥IFTH,

THE LOVER’S LESSON,

There are three little words that are pregnant with care,
Abounding ii: sorrow and griet and despair;

But with such naughty words we'll have nothing to do,
I will tell you themn now, love—the first is * Adieu |”

Thou knowest how well and how truly I prize,

Each word from those lips and each glance from those
eyes,

Yet even thy sweet voice would sound like aknell,

How softly soever it whispered ** Farewell !”

What extacy mine when at evening we meet,

To whisper our love in some shady retreat ;

But happiness seems to (fepm't with the sigh

That bursts frcm our lips ere we breath a “ Good bye 1”

These three little words, love, have prefaced more tears,
Than e’eu from your cheeks I could kiss in five years,
And s'nce they give both of us noghing but pain,

Let us vow that we never will say them again.

SCRAP THE SIXTH.

MUSIC.

‘Who hath not felt. when cares oppress,
The gentle, soothing tenderness
That elts the soul, when softly stealing,
Some plaintive air to memory dear,
Bright moments of the past revealing,
“alls sweetly on the enraptured ear—
So lightiy touching on the past,
It but recalis the happiest hours,
As whien at eve the night-winds cast,
Their softened sighs o'er beds of flowers,
They scatter nor disturb their bloow,
Yet waft their sweetness and perfumo.

Oh! such hath Music been to me—

A Friend in all adversity;

And though at times "twill causea sigh,
A tear, for happier days gone by—

Such sighs give pleasure far more sweet
Than aught in noisier joys I meet ;

Nor would I give such tears as these
For all the riches of the seas.
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CATHERINE OF ARRAGON f That England, pale and agonized,

Shall writhe beneath his iron sway,
TO HER HUSBAND. And laws for ages dearly prized,

In hi :
BY M. A. M.  his stern grasp shall pass away.

To thee, my royal lord! to thee, : Henry, adieu! my hour is come—
Be this my last epistle penn'd,— . The voice of our dead children calls—
Start not, this well known hand to see,— : 1 go to my eternal home,

»Tis her's—thy last and truest friend. On all earth’s scenes the curtain falls,

I would not now renew that love, Now hear me, as though from the tomb
Effaced by years of guilt and sin,— A herald unto thee werd sent—
My hopes have long been fix’d above; Try to avert thine awful doom—

For me this world hath nought to win, Turn to the Saviour, and repent !
Montreal, Dec. 1846.

Nor seek I to recall the time
When thou digest love me passing well,
When from the Morn till vesper chime
‘Was all too short that love to tell.

A worse than bootless task were mine,

- . DAY-DREAMS.
To wake those visions pure as fair— ;

They could but £ill a soul like thine Y %
‘With all the blackness of despair.

‘Wro would not lift at times his eye

To mark the heaven that smiles above him,
And fancy bending from on high

Those sainted shades that guard and love him,
And think in clouds their forms he sees,
Or lists their voice in evening’s breeze !

I speak not as the injured wife,
Of all the long and weary years
‘With woe, and scorn, and insult rife,
And mark’d by ever-falling tears,

Nor yet as might the outraged queen,

. The daughter of a princely race—

YTwere idle——kindred kings, I ween,
Behold my undeserv’d disgrace.

‘Who would not oft from ages past,
Bards, sages, heroes, patriots, call—
Earth's proudest boast—o’er whom are onst
The dazzling folds of glory's pall,
Nor burn to emulate the fame
That like a halo circles them!

1 plead not for my only child,
Nor ask for her a father's love—

Far happier. she from Courts exiled,
Her thoughts intent on heaven above.

‘Who would not weep when woman weeps,

‘Who would not smile when woman smiles,
Be none of these my motive now, Nor soothe the pang that never sleeps

When earth is fading from my sight; Within her breast when man beguiles,
‘When death’s cold damp bedews my brow, : Nor prove her shield from every storm

And opes for me the tomb's long night. Which may her fortune's sky deform!

Upon the verge of time I stand,

And backward turning, see but thee;
I find the fetter’d neck and hand,

And fain would try to set them free.

As ivy round the lofty oak
Its slender arms enamoured throws,
And, safe from every tempest's shock,
Beneath its shadow calmly grows,
So, woman! Heaven intended thee

hristian woman, then, I speak:
As Chris ’ » P By man protected thus to be,

As wife who seeks her husband’s weal;
The anguish’d tear rolls o'er my cheek,

0, who could gaze when new-born da;
Yet 'tis not for wyself 1 feel. ’ & y

Far in the orient opes its eye,
Mine early love is all restored, Or when its glories melt away

It burns with pristine fervor yet, Like visions in the western sky,
Again my bosom owns its lord, : Nor, like Elijah, mount afur

And all my wrongs I would forget. To bappier worlds, in fancy’s car !

Then, Henry, husband of my youth,
Shake off the wicked one's control,

List to the silvery voice of truth,
‘Which ever whispers to the soul.

O, who could wander when the moon

Through fleeting clouds by fits is seen— .
‘When streams reflect lier in her noon,

And earth is still, and air serene, h
Nor feel his spirit by degrees

I charge thee, quit the paths of sin
ge thee, quit the p g Enlarge and blend with all he sees |

‘Where nought but fell remorse is found—
Turn to that narrow way, wherein

A These are the day-dreams of the mind—
& Sweet peace and heavenly joy abound.

Its interludes of hailowed joy—
Its blameless hours—in which we find

Alas! a boding voice I hear,

Which telis me that my hopes are vain, Our thoughts sublimed from earth’s alloy,
That he, to this sad heart so dear, And taught to relish purer bliss,
Shall ne’er seek virtue's haunts again, And scenes of brighter loveliness,
y -]
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THE TREASURE SEEKER.

% Thus seeking for the golden spoil

Long hidden deep beneath the soil,

By rules of art I dug the ground

‘While night and storm were dark around.”

(ST
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Plate

O’CarroLy, as he wrote his name, 2 and that was, staying out late. Every night, as
¢
"—Or as he was better known, Con-na- }

P characters, with an O as large as a ¢ regularly as the sun went down, was he engaged
in some excursion, shanochis, at the neighbors’, §

ozccaugh' or Limping Lero, from the shortnessof | or drinking, dnacing, or something, at the “ Cat

m: of his legs,—was second in command, own ; and the Fiddle,” or digging for hidden gold. It

20 1, foot, and errand-boy, charioteer, and body- { must have been owing to being out so much
ar

5

$

d, o the hospitable and happy Widow Mori- ? “’twixt twelve and one” with his mental facul-

"O?z:t' To give even an idea of the multifarious ties in a certain state of abberration, that he saw,

saig h‘f"ls of Corny would be impossible. He } or thought he saw, so many strange sights; here
taself he was « cook, slush and dairy maid.” falling in with the ¢“good people,” there car-

ﬂlqllally impossible would it be to say that he ful- { ried off on the Pooka, encountering so many

I .
to:'d the duties of any one office, or even pretended « Black spirits and whit
. . . 8] and white
mis:lm them, He was a distant relation to his Re da:pmf::n;;“my e
Tess, and was consequently a privileged
Persoy, .

3 at least he thought he ought to be. His

1 ¥ excuse was, « Arrah! sure bloed’s thicker
°F wather
Selyegpn

teller Gy

. Ouse, Ye

At any rate,—on those occasions it was, that he
collected or invented those tales with which he
amused so often a credulous but attentive auditory
round Mrs. Moriarty's fire-sider’

“ But if he loved one thing more than another it
was digging for hidden treasures. Having first
discovered the locality in a dream, where they lay
since the ¢ troubled times,” hethought he couldnot
always be unsuccessful, butin some lucky hour, find
a crock of gold, when with a coach and four,
and rich as a Jew, he need shift no longer for a
living, but live like the lords of the soil, an idea
particularly grateful to hisindolent habits. On re-

any day; aint I the rest o’ them-
Though Idler in ordinary, and Story-
eral to the establishment of Knockbeg
t he was sometimes usefal and always
eou":?suest. No one could give such pleasing ac-
the « N;‘f the coming harvest and its prospects to
pally Isthress,” which he made out was princi-

“f% and owing, under Providence, to his
dicious management and industry; no
Teady to drive home, and spancil the cows

€ girls, turn a spit, bring in turf, give a

ju
One 80
for ¢

Wait on table, look after Master Brian’s

dogs turning from his nocturnal rambles, he prevented
a COVEnd Sporting gear, find out a hare’s seat, or ¢ the reprimand, or turned away the volley of in-
in o 3 ©of partridges; none could drive the ladies { vective, by commencing a story as he raised his

Such sty]e, or,in a strange place, with hat in E hand to the latch, by this manceuvre taking off
te]] :asgy t}_lem such obeisance; and none could ¢ the attention of the enemy from himself, and en-
is o this talent was the best feather in grossing it with his * hairbreadth ’scapes” or
Pas P~s0 many droll stories, legends of the { traditionary tales, and thus in effect silencing the
re fi;sox:;tl adventures, fmd passing events, or ; only battery that could be brought to bear on
ture, 01 im old prophecies that told of the fu- ] _him, and from which he deserved and expected
e sure he was an idle, drunken, philan-

ering’ ocoas " : } & running fire of small arms, or a heavy cannon-

fenow, (hisablonally-hght-ﬁngered, lying sort of { ade. .
%nsidemb]est;lements were always taken gt a ¢ ~Vflhen out later than usual, he was ready with
Dade) o hlscoum,, all due allowance being { a circumstantial account of being led throush
ad one fault, it must be admitted, bogs and morasses for two hours, by the mischie-
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vous “ Will o’ the W’lsp,” bad Iuck to him! He
could hear “ould Nero” barking, and the pigs
grunting, and yet could not find his way home;
or he had laid down by a fairy hill, or been
crossed on the road by an evil spirit. All these
assertions he maintained by a hastily constructed
fortification and redoubt, of certain facts of time
and place, which gave a colour of truth to his
statements. He had on one occcasion thrown
Knockbeg Iouse into dismay, by announcing that
all the pits of Arateagh Collingum had suddenly

filled with water; several lives, he declared, had ¢

been lost!—reverently adding “rest to the sowls
of the faithful de p'ed'”—\ndqu and orphans,
he asserted, were as thick as blackberries. On

another occasion he told them of the moving bog

—the Bog of Allen—that huad wulked away with
itself the week before, without saying so much as

in the Black North, where the people were in sore
want of firing. What should be done for coals
or turf? Mes. Moriarty was alarmed, and seiz-
ing the tongs, hurled off a quantity of fuel from
the fire, and opencd a volley or the housemaid for
her waste and extravagance.

A small circle of country cousins, gossips, and
followers of the family, sat one stormy night
round the ample hearth of Widow Moriarty’s
kitchen, where a cheerful turf fire threw its flash-
ing brightness on the fuces of youth and age.
The mistress herself sat there too in an old
fashioned high back chair, for she loved to talk
and listen to the hangers on of that mirthful re-
gion; and we read that even queens have been
accustomed to visit such localities, for the song
says—While

“TheKing was in his parlor, counting all his money,
The Queen was in the kitchen, eating bread and honey,”

Some girls were spinning or carding, or employed
in other domestic concerns, and the lambent flame
brought into view now and then the dark figures
of some half dozen farm servants, stretched on
benches or piles:of turf about; while Master
Brian’s deep voice and merry laugh, and woman’s
musical tone from the parlor, told that the afore.
said young sprig was amusing his sisters, as in
duty bound.

* Lucy, bolt the door at ten,” said Mrs. Mori-
arty; *“that limping cur shall not come into my
house at all hours; but it dvesn’t matter,” shead-
ded, “ he’ll get in somewhere.”

¢ Let him alone,” said a crony, “I think he'll
come through the door yet.”

¢ Surely he's not a ghost,” answered the mis-
tress of the mansion. * He can’t pop through the
keyhole.”

§

§
§
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|
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{ a blush on a young cheek!

; himself either in face or figure ;
“ by your lave,” and settled snug and sansthough |

“I've often heard that love laughs at lock-
smiths,” the other responded.  Isn’t Lucy there
his sweetheart? Do you think she'd send him away
like the wandering Jew ?”

The girl blushed deeply. What a tell-tale is
It ought to be
ashamed of itself.

* Luey,” said Mrs. Moriarty, “ has too much
sense to mind the palaver of such an idle, little-
good-for spalpeen as Con, unless he should find
this crock of gold he’s so sure of; and he fills
the foolish girl’s head with notions of wealth and
coaches and casties, enough to turn her brain.”

“ Maybe he'll give her a love philter. If he
does she'll go to the world’s end afier him.”

“He’ll want some magical assistance then—

i philter, or charm,—for he’s not very charming

but Lucy "1l give
him the slip yet, or I'm mistaken, for he’s every
body’s body, with a heart like a cullender, rid-
dled with holes by this time. Any handsome

¢ girl—there was Kitty Malone, and Ellen Tracy,

and Moya ; but here he comes!”

And his “save all here!” footsteps were
heard approaching with a hop-and-go-constant
motion. The dogs raised their rough noses from
between their paws, growled and then wagged
their tails; the latch was raised.

“God be good and merciful to your sowls, I
pray! DButit was the poor sight!” said a weak
sweet voice, coming in at the door. .

“Oh! you Sl ! What ra k is now
on the tip of your tongue?” said the widow, in
high displeasure.

“Lord brake any one’s hard cross ! it’s thrue
as as youre there, ma’am,” said the little ugly
lame man, with a sigh, advancing ; and having
knocked a bag off a stool, he coolly sat down in
the corner, without removing his kersey outside
coat or cat-skin cap. The Crowner——"

“Do you think to put your finger in my eye
again, you night-walking, idle——?”

“I was goin’ to tell how I wasat the Crowner’s
Inquest, and I'm not the same since. The pity-
fullest sight that

“Hold your tongue, you drunken, lying,——
Oh wait till the priest comes ; he’ll make an ex-
ample of you. You think the heart doesn’t feel
what the eye doesn’t see; but I krow my substance
is going to the sheebeen to pay your scorgs ; they
say the stones of the street are rising against the
widow and the orphan,—God help us I”

“Faix ! you may believe me this time; between
me and death, if—"

“ Whose Inquest, Con, agrah ?”

“One Tim Delany—rest his sowl! I can't
say that I was one of the twelve men that
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thrieq him ; T won’t tell no lies ; but I was all { hood of many old castles, raths and abbeys. It
3sone. A dead man’s head was found at Quaker ; is supposed that as the Bank of Ireland was not
Doyle’s mill-dam yesterday, and the Crowner | then in cxistence, the abbots, before the love of
S€t upon it and found it guilty of wilful murder, ; lucre prompted Plantaganet to suppress the mon-
OF at the laste manslaughter. *Twas odd, t00, { asteries, buried the wealth of their houses in the
€re was g pipe between the teeth,—and that § carth; and the gentry, when going * to the wars,”
remindg me, have any of yez a shaugh o’ to- | either at home or abroad—for in those days, a
aceo ¢, Spare ? my teeth are watherin’ for a | portion of the people, belonging to a certain sect,
,thﬂ‘, and there’s not as much in my pouch as 5 debarred from promotion in their native land,
ud pling your eye. And to-day the body was j were obliged to seek honorable employment for
f‘?und 3 the Crowner set upon that agin, and dis- ! their talents on a foreign soil—concealed their
IVered the right owner of the head, anda likely f riches near their paternal halls. Chiefand church-
Man he was. The eels, they say, wur cummin’ ' man, fearing" the hand of power, predatory ag.
Ot of the poor carcass, and Tom Dudley, the % gression, or the midnight tMef, are believed to
dirty deyi) ! caught one and brought it home to { havedone-this. Some animal is believed to have
ate, 'Augh ! my heavy hatred on him ! it’s upside { been slain, and buried on the site, to keep watch
,0 "W I'd turn at the thoughts of it, the haythen ! § and ward over the hidden treasures, and the
Tllneyer ate an eel the longest day Ilive ; they're § soul of him who made the deposit, or the sentinel,
Snakes, make the best of them. Howsumever, ¢ must hover there, aud never go to rest till a dis-
Man eame and swore that last Saturday week covery is made,
© Was mowin’ wid Tim Delany that’s dead, by g Hence the guardian of the gold is known to
the side of the Barrow, and whin they came to | make revelations to the sleeper in a dream on
:'i: ind of the swarth, Tim went to look at the f three successive nights, provided no mention is
¢t and rest himself with his scythe in his fist ; | made of the fact to point out the spot, and name
w. 0 what should he see, but a salmon sunnin’ § the manner of obtaining it. And yet, when the
Imself by the bank. So he ups with the spik’d | attempt is made, he tries to defend his charge,
is:,yt‘he handle and makes a prod at the fish ; but { unless prevented by - potent antidotes, in the
$ Mot known to this day whether he hot it or § shape of spiritual agency, a bottle of holy water,
10, for his head dropp'd before his face into the { a black-handled knife, a wand of witeh hazel,
Tver, ang he foll aftherit. Yousee he forgot, as { or some other charm of equal power.,
¢ ba]&nced the scythe handle, that the long blade  On what basis these theories are built, it would
s:‘s across his nick, and when he struck at the { be vain to conjecture. The peasant dreams-of
‘l:‘(’"’ Pop went his sconce into the wather. | hidden treasures ; ingots of gg]d, marks, florins,
lookTWOu!<l make the flesh creep on your bonesto § and doubloons Jingle to his ear, whi'le amethysts
n 8 him, Och—ochone! the verjickt was { and rubies sparkle to his eye ; he digs and finds
Wslaughter,” nothing. This is attributed to inattention to the
“'Och !—ochone! the Lord be good to him! | necessary forms, to the absence of amulets, or to
™in ! rest Lis sowl inglory ! Amin, amin! God { the fact of the invisible sentinel having previously
S:}:S "h" Woman that own’d him, Och! wirra- g removed the glittering sto.re ; or the money dig-
follou. the crathur!” with sundry lamentations, % ger is frightened from his labours by demons,
. Wed the narrative of Con-na-Boccaugh ! ¢ the creation of his own fertile and excited fancy.
\ Ow’re syre that’s all true, Con ?” asked | Inexcavating raths, urns containing-human bones
: f‘s' M"“iarty- . § are often found, these hills having been anciently
tel] Sartin, Op 1 May I grow to this stool if T { the burial places of the Pagan .Irish; but it is
e Z’ ot a word o’ lie. But I wish the same Tim 3 believed that, but for the maf:hlnations of the
i!nsn]y had found it convanient to kill and drown g spectre, or from theirnot being discovered by night,
m : f'some other place than by Grange Castle, (5 these would be filled with the purestgold, Tales
erog), "e;' and always dhramin’, dhramin’, about a ¢ are often told of Tich men, having found a crock
“eitheo 8oold that’s buried near the spot; I have § of gold in throwing dmtm an old house, or on
Riven ‘;Pest nor pace b“_" dhramin’ of it, and I'm { opening a long c]c.;sed window or f.ire place; 'for
Tim D(; know, i’y guarded by a black hound. ¢ from many he will not get credit for having
for it -e any haunts the place now, and I'm sorry ¢ -amassed his wealth by honest industry, as that
night . '€ Was seen near the ould castle last g would be a reproach to their indclent selves. .
IJ;) . i “And would you be afraid of Tim’s spirit,
P"e\ml;,yt mention here that the belief is very | Corny ? -Who knows but he wants to be spoken
l‘“’ge sum fmong our peasantry that there are { to ?” enquired an aged man.
s of money concealed in the neighbour- “Afeard, annah ! that’s not the suck I get.
iatenect ~
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Me afeard of a ghost ! I'm too well used to thim
now. But as he had no time to make his pace,
he may have somethin’ heavy on his sowl, and
might lay a pennance on me that I never could
perform—I know he is in thruble.”

“ How do you know that ?” asked the widow.

“Know that, ma’am ! he appeared to his son,
they say, on Sunday night, smoking his dhudeen
at the fire ; the boy happened to waken and look
from the room into the kitchen, and there he saw
his father, very melancholy like in himself.
Ever since that he lays a good fire down and a

pipe uf tobacce on the hob before he goes to bed.’

And Shane-dhu sa® him since standin’ under
a tree by Grange Castle, reading his prayer
book——its azy seen he’s in thruble—the Lord for-
give him his sins !”

“ Had he his head on him, ma-bouchal ?”

¢ Idon’t kuow how he could well read or smoke
adout it, tho’ I never heard of a ghost that had
a better right to appear with his head under his
arm, 28 the Dallahans do, they say. I neversaw
one, barrin® the death-coach and headless horses.”

“I thought you'd give up gold seeking and
turn yourself to something useful since the night
you were disappointed at the Barrack wall,”
said his mistress.

“ That was no-fault o’ mine, or the dhrame
either ; the money wus there, but I was robb’d
and plundher’d, ma’am, if evera man was; thedivil
take the thieves,and that it may nivir do thim good
that got it ! Some ould soger or officer hid his
booty there, and maybe he did'nt get it honest—
maybe he got it by plundhering the dead in the
field o’ battle, or the livin’ in a sack'd town,
—or maybe he chated the King, for many a man
that houlds his head high done that, in the ould
warsg, and in furren parts. Maybe he got it by
making contracts, and then sending out a ridge-
ment of horse and foot to dhrive all the cattle
before them into the barrick-yard, and then
charging Government so much a head—so my
fathet that followed the wars so long, said some
o’ them did, Faith ! he knew an officer who'had
a contract for buryin’ the dead, who made one
coffin do for all, by manes of a sliding bottom ;
this was dhrawn out at the grave, and down the
dead man wint ; he was covered up, and there
was no more about him. ‘Come bad go bad,’
they say, and may all my ill luck go wid it.”

“ How did you lose it, Corny ?”

“Well ! I gave John Madigan o hint—jist the
thg wind o’ the word—and what does he do but
goes himself and getsit; when I wint, Lucy there,
cawe wid me,”

*“Now, Con, it’s a great shame for you, so it

s,” said the blushing girL

“Faix | apd you did, and held the lanthern
too.

“ Twas so sure. I did'nt want to give shares to
others. A great blow it was too ; howsumever,
I dug—dug—dug,—sayin’ my prayers as hard
as Tcwd. Atlast Icum’s toafleg. *Here it
is, Lucy ! said I hittingita prod ; ¢ here itis! and
our fortin’s made, and the fortin of our sivin
ginerations.” But 1 was spaking to the wind ;
sorra & blessed syllable she heard, for the first
word wasn’t out o’ my mouth when she fell down
in a faint—dead as & doore nail, with joy or fright,
I don’t know which—she can tell you herself ;
so T ups and throws a bottle of whiskey slap in
her face, for we hadn't a sup of wather—not the
bottle, but the contints I nane,—and slapped her
hands, and bawled in her ear till I thought she
was gone ; at last she opened her eyes, looked
up in my face and sighed, the crathur ; ¢ Corny,’
says she, ‘I'm a poor, wake girl,’ says she, * not fit
to be the wife of a sthrugglin’ man ; but'I wish
I was as rich as Dives for your suke.” ”

“ Now, Con—indecd I did'nt. Is’nt it & shame
for you, now ? The back o’ my huand and the——"

“May I pever stir but thim was your very
words ; ‘arrah ma colleen buwn dheelish, says I,
givin’ her a kiss.

*Corny Carroll ! well if you ever——"

“ Afore God and I did so. *Arn’t we all as
one as book sworn, ma colleen bawn dheelish ?°
says I; ‘sure I'm as rich as Nebicodnaazer the
King o’ the Jews,” says I. ¢ Where’s the treasure ?’
says she. ¢Wait a bitand you'll have the full o’
your aprin in no time,’ says I, jumpin’ into the
hole again, and liftin’ out the flag. * Now for the
crock I' says I'; and sure enough there wasa
crock, and a big one tvo ! but not as much money
as would jingle on a tombstone. *Robbery !’
saysI ; ¢Jack Madigan, you're  desaver,’ says I ;
‘you have the goold, and de devil do you good
wid it I’ Wid that I came home, thinking all the
way it wasn’t worth his while to lave the erock
behind, .

“1 thought poor Lucy wu'd ery her eyes out ;
It was a heavy blow to us both, ma’am. Jack's
risin’ his head of late and so well he may, for
his pouch is lined with my money ; 111 nivir go
behind the bush, but some bad ind 'l cum ov it
and more o’ that to him.”

1 think I could throw some light onf that af-
fair,” seid Mrs. Mortarty ; “ Madigan told mY
son of your intentions, and both went with 8
milk pan of mine, and laid it in the place you
went to dig, and covered it with a flag ; and s
to his prosperity, I have rented him a farm
lately, and given bim two cows to begin the
world with ; youknow he's Brian’s fuster-brother §

Y
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but I' think he will take treasure from you in
© Person of Lucy.” .
“Well ! T ax God's pardon for accusin’ him in
th? Wrong ; but as for Lucy, he might as well
‘:’k o’ takin’ the apple o’ my eye. Her, indeed !
: “:’ N0 one else shute him ? The never a bit o’
“",n tie the knot with him, with her tongue, she
€A’ open with her teeth.”
“But I haven't seen you since dinner time yes-
terday ; pity you should be absent this morning,
wl_“’“ the old avenue ditch was levelled ; Brian
34 you had expectations there,” said Mrs.
:""a"ty with a smile.
. And so [ had, ma’am ; it’s not down is it ?”
Down o the ground ; and Pat Karney, he
8ays, found something, for he went away and
3S0’t returned since.”
. Do you tell me s0, misthress ? Oh fire and
Moke ! ah I'm done for now anyway ; that was
™y best dipindence. There now, Masther Brian !
YOUll nivir have a day’s luck, nivir! nivir !
tos"‘)' it and I'd swear it,—yowd nivir consint
" Cme wid me ; and I tould him two of the
4mily should be presint, or one black stranger.
d there’s the black stranger has it afther all!
v 'lh‘.’“e ! ochone ! By the table o’ war ! I knew
ellit was there, and I towld him so. What will
€Come of me now ?” | .
C"l‘"y buried his face in his hands, rocked his
Ofly to and fro, in mental agony, till his bitter
gr:ef found vent in a flood of. tears.
ti»n‘MY”f:llher afore me was unlucky,” he con-
in :’:d 3" he dug for & crock of goold one night
. 116 Castle of Carlow, and got a dale of oppo-

§
'on ; the candle was blew out as good as tin

limes ; the ravins flapped their wings about his
ead, ang tried to pick his eyes out ; but he had
":’ heart of a lion, drunk or sober. He dug
i ay 8 gay as a lark, till he cum to it, and dug
looup. Twas an ould iron helwet full of doub-
"8 ; and whin he held up the treasure, and he
u Tce able to sthagger undher it, a soger comes
fep #nd whips it out o’ his hand, as you would a
?}he" ! And that’s all the good he got ov it.”
apl ¥ was very natural to find an old helmetin such
tul:' :":' filied with clay ; and no doubt he dis-
" d all the bats, owls, and pigeons of the old
°F; but, Corny, here are the girls coming to
ﬂ'ne: B story from you. Don’s fret, agrah ! for
mly":ts:re lost t,o-day : the early bird gets the
st down,"'n 3 yow'll find a pot of gold yet. Come
6 Ty
thlil:: abad day‘ I wouldn’t give the best in the
) L: :ilss Emily; take an air o’ the fire, Miss;
Purty s:, mark you to grace, and bless your
Your eet face | Miss Mary, throw the light o’
€ye onus, alanna machree ! Faix | its many

e
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a fellow ’Il be brakin’ his heart for you. yit, plaze
God ! She's your very picthur, ma’am,—a second.
Molly Cokely she’ll be! Half the young gin-
tleman died for the love o’ her, and the.other half
were shot fightin’ for her. The greatest beauty
she was, they say, that ever lived ; like a beau-
tiful fairy in a mortifying glass ; tindher as a
cooin’ dove to her friends, but proud as a pay-
cock to others. She wint by the name o’ ¢ Mur-
therin® Molly.’ Give me a kiss, ahudgeen—don’t
be afraid ; do you think I'd bite you ?

* Afther atin’ my breakfast,—God bless the
purwiders!—in this very kitchen, one fine mornin’
at the peep o’ day, and thinkin’ to myself, whether
I'd go to break the young coult, or mould the
pigs, or look afther the cattle, or get the pony
shod, or stale a game cock from Kilconney
House, or feed the pigeons,—who should come
in, with his ¢good morrow and good luck to
you,” but Tim Karney. I bid him the time o’
day, and asked him to take an air o’ the fire.
Tim and I was always very thick in regard of a
likin’ I had for a.sister of his ; & sweet purty
colleenshe was as any in the barony. She was too
good and beautiful to live—welcum be His holy
will !—and the heavens be her bed 1”

Here he knocked or pretended to knock a tear
out of the corner of his eye, with a sling of his
hand, in which he brought two fingers together,
with & crack that had a highly ludicrous effect.

*“ Tim says to me, ‘I want to spake to you, Cor-
ny, consarnin’a dhrame I had now for three nights
successively,” says he; “its a pan o’ goold buried
near the ould castle, and I’ll Hfave neither rest nor
pace till I thry myeluck,” sayshe; say the word
and we’ll go shares, and none need be the wiser.’

“¢It’s makin’ game o’ me, Tim, you are,’ saysI,
“this holy and blessed mornin,'—twas Lady-day
in harvest. ¢ Be this and be that, its too good to be
thrue,’ saysI. ‘Indeed, and it’snot,’ says Tim,
layin’ his hand on his breast; ¢an’ it’s sorry I'd
be to do the same.” ¢Well,” says I, ¢ there’s the
blessed sun dancin’ abuv in the heavens, and I
tell you, Tim Karney, in kis presence, I'm a help-
less, harmless boy, and don’t bring me into any
scrape,’ says I Its God’s truth I tell you,’ says
be. *Give us yer hard,’ says L ¢I'll go, andno
objection, not the laste in life, and glad to be ax’d:
but Tim,’ says I, ‘we’ll want one to hould the
candle, and two to dig.’

“We got Jack Griffin—the Lord be good to
him!—we used to call him Cheney Shanks; you'd
think he was threadin’ on eggs, he walked solight;
but it’s many a year the daisies are growin’ over
him. Off we sely and a cruel cowld night it was;
’twould perish the Danes, I shiver’d and shook,
in heart and limb, like a dog in & wet sack,
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thinkin’ every bush and rock was a ghost, for the
night was as black as the ace of spades. And
that was my first night o' goold seekin’, but not
my second, nor my last, I hope.

“ As we wint by theorchard wall, what should
I see, but poor Ramsay’s ghost, as I thought in a
shroud,—that was before the priest luid him,—
and I fairly took to my scrapers, till Tim called
me back laughin’; and there was a white puckawn
goat standin’ on his hind legs, clippin’ the ivy
from a tree. ¢ Here’s the spot,’ says Tim, when
he came to an ould rumpike of an ellum. ¢ Here'’s
the goold!” says he, ‘and here goes, in the bless-
ed Name!” And they did dig sure enough—troth
if Andy Hagan handled his spade with half the
haste, the corpses needn’t be waitin’ so long in
the cowld to have their graves dug,—but they
say he can take thém out in half the time he puts
them jn. He was ever and always complainin’ to
Father Daly that the neighbours called him
¢Lift-’em up;’ but the priest made light of the
thing, till he tazed and tazed to be cleared on the
altar. So he says—his rivirence, I mane—to get
shut of Andy, one day at a station: ‘Be me word!?
says he, “Ithink you do, and ate them also;
look at his long teath,’ says his rivirence,—the
heavens be his bed!—he was the pleasant man!
Andy said he’l write to the Bishop on the
head of it, and Father Daly just calls him back,
and takin’ him by the showlder, runs him head-
foremost out in the doore, and gave him a kick as
he was goin’, Oh! he was a handy man with his
foot—God bless him!—or rest his sowl in glory!
I mane—* Now put that in for a postserip,” says
he. .

“But where am I? aye at the ellum tree. I
hild the candle as well as I cu’d, and at last they
reached a nice round flag, as smooth asa plate;
Tim threw it on the grass, and stooped to lay
hould o’ the treasure that was shinin’ in the bot-
tom o’ the hole,—so they say—I didn’t see it my-
self—when deed and deed! (I don’t curse) it’s as
thrue as if I had the Book in my hand,—you’d
think all the artillery in Ireland wur firin’ about
our heads; the thunder rowled and rowled, and I
saw with my own two eyes, a black man comin’
up by the castle wall, with a three cocked hat on
his head; and wid that Tim was hoisted up out
o’the hole, and rizing & parch in the air, was
cast into a brake of briars, and a gush of wather
spouted up in the pit. And there its to be seen
to this day. Tim and Jack ran; I was left be-
hind, and I gave myself over for lost, thinkin’
eveLy minit that the black spirit would nab the
skirt o’ my coat. And so endeg my first.night’s
goold-seeking.

“ Next night we wint agin, but took good care
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to make a ring of holy wather round the tree,
but zs fast as the clay was cast up, 'twas cast down
yow'd say twice as fast; so we give up, and Tim
said he wouldn’t go agin for a mint o’ money.
Poor fellow! he’s dead now. The treasure is there
to this day, and nobody knows it but myself?”

“Why don't you try your luck again?” said
Mrs. Moriarty.

“ I'm thinkin’ of goin’, ma’am, as soon as the
night's get a little longer. But I never tould you,
Miss Mary, of the time we dug at Parristown
Churchyard. Ihad the dhrame for three nights
successfully, and till after the third night, never
opened my lips about it to man or mortinl—well
knowing if I did, the treasure would be turned
into knucklebones and ashes; but I was give to
understand a life should be lost. In due time I
let Terry Malone, and Shemus Soolivan—he was
called Buck Soolivan by some, and Soolivan the
Rake, by others—any way I let them into the se-
cret, but when I said there was a life to be lost
they turned pale. ¢If you meet any one on the
way home,” says I, ¢ they’ll wondher you got out
o’ your comfortable bed, this cowld night, or
may be, ask if you had no nearer friend to appear
to, for yer as white as a shect, says I They
didn’t look a bit pleasanter, nor their faces less
long, when I said that the goold was guarded hy
a headless blackamoor, and a black grey-hound.
Terry said, ¢ Ketch me goin’, if he got as much
goold as wud break an asses back;’ and Shemus
swore dreadfully, for he’d curse and sware till
you'd say he’d rise the roof off the house—God
forgive him! He was an imp of Satan, if iver
there was one. 'Twas him took seven skulls from
Rosnacreena berrien ground fora wager, and whin
the ghost cried out, ‘that’s me granmother’s skull |’
he swore like a throoper he didn't care whose it
was, he’d take it; and so hedid. A wild rogue he
was surely, always roaming with the girls, or
drunk as a Jord, or cursin’ till he’d rise the hair
o your head—but a good natured fellow for all;
and a fine fighter. ¢ May I never handle shillelah
again,’says Shemus, “if Il put one foot past t'other
with you, Corny,’ says he; *no, by the mortial
man! for I'd sooner fight a legion o’ devils than
a headless crathur of that kind. May I never see
Sunday with my life! says he, i I'stira peg’—and
he got his prayer—we niver should have a bad
word in our mouths. By the dint of over per-
suasion, I got them to come at last, for IThought
it might be all moryeh; and that when I turned
my back they’d dig for the money themselves, I
tould them ‘for sartain that the ould Squire
buried his goold there before he wint to the wars
in Garmany and Portingale,’ and axed them if
they would let a chance of being made up forever,
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stp thro’ their fingers? ¢If we doy’ says I, ‘we
S4rVe to be poor and hungry all our lives.’
ach then thought that he might escape,—one
N Usted to luck, another to courage, and myself to
ugnospel that was blessed by Father Daly, and
€ round my nick by my mother on her death-
Iﬂnt.em\ve got our fork§ and shouls, a crowbar,
wath, » Canteen o’ whiskey, a bottle of holy
and T, & dark hafted knife to stick the spirit,
whe 8 black cat to kill and throw in the hole,
T We got the goold, in place o’ the life that

Wa, . .
8 t0 be lost. Whin we came to Parristown
churchy

ever,
doores

tr

‘As we're gone so far, there’s no back
Bow,” says he; ‘let us see it out; for, be all
m:nsal'“ts in t}}e callendur! Tl give in to no
it r:'nh' or’ without a head, while a breath of
. ;nams, says he. ¢If I don’t live here, I
e lve some Place else,” says he, callin’ for the
as mu, :nd he d,nd tulfe a pull sure enough! not
Tot g : as you'd sprinkle yourselves wid he left ;
omed oothful.  And then he laughed at us for
light auns. ‘C.ume, boys !’ says he, strikin’ a
yl)ur’ha“d handin’ the lfxnthern to me. ‘Rouse
ol earts,,and stand like min till we come to
. stmeaslure;, says he, ‘for we won’t get it without
fork agf.” €3’ so he pu]tls off his coat, and stuck his
and 4 oot and a half in the sod at the first dash,
at stOWn h<,a and. Terry dug till they cum to a
in theon'e’ an’ hot it a prod ; and the sound rizup
and 1 alr, and seemed to swell over the heavens;
res €n we hoa'rd a rumbling nize as good as
nearero::]f(.lur miles away, cummin’ nearer and
wept Hl it surrounded us, and a fairy blast-like
air wa:zst, anc% nearly .whipt me off withit, The
armes lled with 'the dl'n and tumult o’ contendin’
sogers, am! the hghmmj flashed in the form of
‘em, ’I then: swords cuttlfx"and hackin’ all afore
world wtl?“ my last minit or the end o’ the
Doid, as come, a‘nd T'd have given a mug of
Crowy efl to be sittin’ where‘I am now; but to
in tha » I l{e?rs a bl?u lowin’ in the next field,
Iy the l(‘la:tt.lm .0' chains as he tore up the airth.
. cha? 1vil himself,” says Shemus; ¢ d’ye hear
way clns how th?y ra.tsle?’ ¢ Boys, boys! come
of lif.; iOHle away,’ I cr'led, ¢ while there’s an inch
and oﬂ‘n us, and let him keep his dirty goold ;’
leuving ;ve pelted as fast as legs could carry us,
i orks and shovels to the marcy o the
we p“% :}fpmbate?, 'and never looked behind till
evil Spirit-e runnn? wather atween us and the
Ve bel. and w'lun we got to the far side, would
ve me, Miss Mary ? there he was like a

ball of
fire. Fuith! we b i
®Scape thos aight. we had the hoight of a lucky

(To be continued.)
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ON THE DEATH OF ALEX. SKAKEL, L.L.D.

Ah, woe! he's gone—and now my soul doth mourn
With bitter, scalding tears. I weep for one
Whom Death hath taken to his darksome bourne,
And left a void in countless hearts, that none
Can ¢er fill up again. Oh! he has thrown
Through many a young mind, the deep bright rays
Of his own genius. Now he is gone
Like some bright, flashing meteor, that displays
Its transient beauties, and then sinks from mortal gaze!

Ab! 'tis the fate of life to die, and yet

‘When friends we cherish and revere, lie down
To rest through all Eternity—regret

And bleeding ties do bind the soul, and drown

The beauteous earth in sorrow. Who could frown
On the bereaved who weep a cherished friend ?

Oh! none. The sight wrings sympathy, to crown
The truth, that with our earthly fate must blend
Sorrow and tears—and unto these mankind must meekly

bend.

- . L . L L *

The sun shines, but he feels it now no more,—
The birds sing, but they gladden not his heart—
And the bright flowers of earth cannot restore
The beam within his sunken eye ;—the dart
Of death hath chilled his life-blood, and the spark
Of consciousness is quenched :—none can relume
The vital flame within him. There’s no art
To warm the clay within the frozen tomb,

Nor cast one gleam of sunshine through Death’s midnight
glvom,

* * * * * = *

Philosophy came to him, and she wept
To sec her child upon the deathsome bier;

She scattered tlowers above his forsd that slept,
Eternal sleep to earth,—and all that’s fair
And beautiful to mind wept mournful there;

And Death was shamed, and left his mighty throne
To hide his grim repentance :—for the stare

Of thousands was upon him,—and the bone

Of his dry cheek grew red at sight of what he’d done.

From earth his soul hath flown—but he's enshrined
Within my heart’s sad depths; and memory
Its halo of love round him doth wind
And turn in varied thought, with many a sigh
For the hours 1've passed beneath his guardian eye.
He's gone. Alas! all things must pass away—
The fiat hath gone forth from Ilim on high;
And life at most is but a sunny day,
That smiles a while on earth, then seeks a brighter ray.

- L d - - L L -

Our forms decay, but as a brilliant star
The soulshines sweetly down from Heaven’s high dome,
Death is the Monarch of the Charnel-house—we are
The subjects he reigns over in the tomb.
Let him I—throned though he be in sunless gloom,
He cannot for the soul forge chains or gyves— ¢
He can but usher the bright spirit home,
And set it free from all its earthly ties,
With the bright angel band to live beyond the skies.

oy
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BEAUTIES OF NATURE.
_BY ARESKAY.
Far from the busy town and crowded mart, The hills are beautiful!
How joyous 'tis alone to wander forth, . When silence reigns
To leave the scenes of man’s ambitious views, Triumphant *mid the over-arching pines,
And all the thiugs of art—to look upon All darkly waving to the western sky,
The noble works of nature, and to dwell Like bauners of a spirit host, arrayed
With silent admiration on her charms, In the proud majesty of the coming storm :
Displayed on every hand—to watch the change And when upon the towering, snow-clad peak,
From the first breaking forth of early dawn, Dark desolativn holds-his gloomy reign.
To the high noon and evening's closing hour!
How beautiful the woods, They're beautiful:—
When shining fair ‘Whene'er the sitting sun
Beneath the rosy light of leafy June! Is sinking calmly to his gorgeous couch,
When they put forth the blossom and the bud, Sheddiug a wild and fitful splendour o'er
And cust sott shadows on the turf below : The dizzy precipice and lonely dell,
And when the calm sweet breath of summer morn The tangled brake and deepening forest shadc;
Is breathing gladness over hill and glade, The light fades lingering on the rugged steeps,
Nature casts off the drowsy chains of sleep, And wild flowers blooming on the fertile slopes,
And “feathered minstrels” warble in the grove, Disclose their beauties to the lunar beams.
Tuning their matin lays of liberty,
In their own sweet and untaught melody: The Lakes are beautiful!
And the young leaves upon the forest trees As they repose
Like emeralds in the early sunshine gleam, Like crystal mirrors in the woodland shade;
And the wild flowrets on the river's briuk, i Euch wide expanding disk lies motionless,
Bend their light bells and guiver in the breeze, { Retlecting in its waters clear and deep,
Seeming as if to elfin trives they rang ¢ Each quivering leaf- that trembles on the shore,
A fairy chiwe, unheard by mortal cars, Each light and shadow of the sky above—
) While the bright waters lave the sunny bank,
How beautiful} And the wild deer come forth with stately step,
- . ?Vhen Tar{y-coloured Autumn comes— To pause and drink of the pellucid wave ;—
Tinging their foliage with its cha.ngeful hues, And all is calm around ; and in the rays
And. scatters them upor.l the passing breeze. ) Of the broad sun descending to his rest,
‘While the sere leaves (like old atta("hments) cling ‘ Like waves of liquid sunshine lie they there,
Around .the branches.tlmt had cherished them, In silence deep us death.
And which so soon will coldly cast them off,
And welcome in their turn, to fill their place, s . N
The green and joyous children of the Spring. There's lrlusw in the sound of rippling str?ams,
Meandering softly through the verdant plain.
And such is human friendship!— . They're beauteous as they wind along the scenc,
For ““’h‘f" Like the bright spirits of a brighter sphere,
Man clings to some one whom he calls his * fiiend,” Wandering abroad, in careless merriment,
And cherishes the kindly feeling—"till As if enrapturcd with their liberty.
Wearied with guzing on the self-same fuce Now flowing on aud dancing on their way,
Day after day, he wishes for a change:— Now lost to sight and winding through the shade;
And coldly severing, without remorse, Gliding 'mid leaves and flowers and sweet perfumes,
< The chain that long had bound them to himself,— While o’er them droops the weeping willow’s boughs,
‘When every thought and wish was wutual, As mourniug o’er them ere they flow away;
And Friendship held uninterrupted sway Now hidden for a time, and then again,
Over their thoughts and actions,—turns his back Tn all their loveliness bursting on the view;
Upon the friends of old, for younger forms, And in a string of gem-like sparkles glide
And newer faces, false perhaps, as fair! — Upon their murmuring way,
They're beautiful when bursting into life,
Or standing desolate "mid winter's snows, And such is life!
Like the last scions of a mighty race, The shallow streamlet like a shallow mind,
‘Whose days of glory have long passed away, Makes its loud ripples tattle of its depth,
And down the stream of years were swiftly borne To draw th’ attention of the passers-by;—
Lone and majectic,—stern in their decay,— While the deep river silently rolls on
Stretching their forked branches far and wide, Its placid course, all conscious of its power,
As in remonstrance gainst the dark'niog sky ;— And which, if doubted, well can stand the test.
Li®e an old man bereft of every tie,
‘Whose friends, like autumn leaves, degserted him, The Sea is more than beautiful!—
Leaving him lone and destitute to die, ’Tis grand
And one by one dropp’d off, till none remained, Majestic, striking, in its smiles and calms,
To cheer his beart in his last dreary hours, And in its terrors awful and sublime 1—
L] S e U,
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n ‘::::‘ﬁf“ly when in the summer calm, Rove free and uncontrolled, and fancy dream,
And gy a .breath is felt upon the wave, That those bright spots. in heaven’s im‘mensity,
n't'ln'e;md oceun lies in slumber deep, . Are eyes of angels looking down on him,
and motionless. To cheer him with their influence from on high.
Wn 'Pis beautiful Look to the Ocean! o’er the slumbering tide.
N the dark clouds are flying o'er the sky, Reflected see the moonbeams shining bright,
88ing like restless phantoms o'er the face Along the gentle heavings of the wave,
ocean’s wige immnensity; like those Like an illuminated path to some
"'f hours of man's adversity, that cast Fuir region of the blest ;—far—far away,
B:;; &loomy shadows o'er his sky of life, W here all is light and glory ;—wlere the sun
Y N8 e%eri Hope recoil before their paths Is never veiled behind his cloudy screen,
et Tushing on their heaven-directed way, Nor do the beauties of the seasons wane— .
nd Passing onward as they would impress ‘Where sorrow cannot enter, and o tear
Tp‘)n his mind to trust, and . despair, Save that of joy, e’er glistens in the eye;
hat brighter hours are ycu .u store. For thus, Age and deformity usurp no place,
nd wordg and actions, like the genial rays ’ Eternal freshuess blooms upon the cheek,
f Summer sunshine, lighten on the soul, ‘Where all the happy spirits ever dwell,
And big the heart rejoice, and once more freed In caim and sweet tranquillity. - -~
p‘::: ;:le durl.( frowns of fortune that had loured *Tis beautiful !
A 18 destiny, like storm.clouds hurled ‘When darkness dwells around,

T:r:::: :‘he face of heaven—but ere long
n ‘8hiten up again in sunny smiles,
r‘f"':}y gleam upon his future path,
en ng life and all. its changes :—And behold!
nd natw the d?.wn is breaking o'er the sea, .
Ang gy, ll‘:'e SDl'lr'lgs to welcome back the light,
re m]‘; 1‘08(:1 billows, bursting into spray,
"duedmg wlld.ly round, and seem to be
uty on }‘:’lfh life ;_ and when the m?rry morn
sheddin e]: blush{mg rot‘le of ros:y light, The radiant moon now bows her silver brow,
That risi e; l'adlunce.o er the blﬂ'uws blue, As if in welcome to the coming dawn,
Vhat 5 p,:n d;par.kle ,m the glancing ray. ’ The mists hang curtained on the topmost boughs,
The lofty d:ck e;lmg tis to stand u]r?n Of the surrounding woods, and roll away,
8aze aroy od s?me tall State]j.shlp, In denser volumes of white fleecy vapour,
¢t ever d ne us on the sp{'e?dmg foam, From the steep ridges of the mountain’s side :—
n and anon comes whirling by; The rising sun smiles over winding streams,

she, .
. one‘:s of snowy whiteness from the bows, And all around is brightening into day.
€ go!—careering o'er the wave !

Enclosing in its deep mysterious shades,

The things of earth and sea from human sight ;—
E'en then there's splendour in the flashing wave

All gleamiing in its wild phosphoric light,

Casting a blue and spectral glare upon

Whatever objects come within its range;

Seeming as if we held our sparkling way,

Through streams of liquid fires wild eddying round,
Like lightning’s glances on each rising wave!—

But nought of earth can match the break_ing dawn,

Bug 'y - .
is et
2mid the tempest's awful hour, Where the wide ocean’s pathless regions spread,

% the wild winds are sweeping v'er the sea,

Sing the b o A restless, wild, and boundless suli(l,l,de —
8 on the : ‘)lllov;:s to the very 5'fles, The piled up clouds on the horizon’s verge,
Lik ¥ come in close und quick array Are tinged with streaks of gold and crimson light—

:l:":‘ii?g mountains on the stormy main,
An th:t}mg thunders, pealing through the air,
orked lightning flashing o'er the wave,
* ™ho could look upon a scene like this
10t confess that it is beautiful?—

The ruddy heralds of approaching Day;
No objects meet the eye but sky and sea;
The wide and vast in lonely grandour reign
O'er all the broad expanse,

ch‘nge we the scene| Nature is beautiful in all her forms,
D’lc . Go! watch the setting sun In every aspect and in every change! .
Pr ending to his palace in the west, And each revolving season in its train,

o
™ clouds of gold and purple pouring out

st Brings some tresh beayty that the rest have not.

An dre?;n of mellow radiance o'er the scene ; The verdant freshuess of the early Spring,
n onil:hng mountains, woods and rushing streams, The Summer’s more matured and rir-¢ning hour,
. eep flood of glori The golden harvests of the Autumn da
i s P flood of glorious splendour wrapt, g o
:ll‘ln the broad illinitable sea, ’ And Winter's snowy wreaths and icy chains,
Sinkg gt last, mujestic and serene! 3 " The Woods that revel in luxuriant pride,
i The Streams that sparkle through the flowery vale,
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l:::l:mbly beautiful, when on the wave,
Riseg thlln'elrmded brilliancy array'd,
sheddine silver moon, and rides in light,

ile f: her purer ray o’er hill and plain;—

nd bog above, amid the clear dark blue,

. .mndlesu field of ether spread around,
Like di“;}' myriads send forth their light,
And g, ‘l)'“d B'pnngles on a purple robe—

% deep o hush d aud still, and nature sleeps
infmcn rok.en silence, like the rest

ot Y and innocence.—Then might
[ Oughts of one who gazes on the scene,

The noble Mountains, towering far above,

In all their grandeur and sublimity,

The mighty Ocean in its placid mood

Or raging madly in the sudden storm,

The rosy Dawn and Sunset’s gorgeous hour,

And silent Night with all her starry train,

And all combining to impress the mind

With heavenly thoughts and aspirations deep; N
For who could coldly view such lovely scenes

In all their grand variety, and not ‘
Confess the beauty that pervades the whole,
And that the hand that formed them is divine!

L]
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NOTICES OF NEW WORKS. ~

“ Books, we know,
Are a substantial world, when pure and good.
Round these, with tendrils stroug as flesh and blood,
Our pastime and our happiness wiil grow.”

No. I.

THINGS TO BE REMEMBERED,

A BERMON BY THE REV: W. AGAR ADAMSON—PUBLISHED BY ARMOUR AND RAMSAY.

This little tract is as forcibly written as the title
is happily chosen. The text, which is taken from
the 1st chapter Ruth, 8th verse: ¢ The Lord deal
kindly with you, as ye have dealt with the dead |
and with me,” speaks to our souls of bereave- |
ment and sorrow, of gratitude and kindness; and
while our hearts cannot refuse to sympathize with §
the suffering of the widowed Naomi, these feel- E
ings merge into admiration, as we contemplate the s
heroic devotedness of the faithfol Ruth. The dis- f
tresses of the widowed mother-in-law have many 2
parallels, were they only sought for in thoseabodes |
of sorrow and want, which mankind take too much ;
pains to avoid. But where shall we, in these cold-
hearted days, meet with a second Ruth? Where i
shall we find one, whose own distress could be lost ¢
sight of, that another’s woes might be mitigated— |
whocould face want and destitution, rather than vio- ;
late her love; who could expose herself to penury, |
rather than dishonor her husband’s memory, by f
desertingher who gave that husband being? Duty g
to the dead, and love for the living, prompted the
prayer— i
5
}

“ Entreat me not to lgave thee.”

‘We remember as children that the sufferings of
Naomi, and the self-sacrifice of Ruth, made our
young hearts beat more quickly, and caused the
tears to rise unbidden to our eyes; nor are we
ashamed to confess before a cynical public, that
our manhood is not proof against that which the.
world in its coldness has learned to call weakness,
for we can still weep over the misfortunes of Nao-
mi, and the~devotedness of Ruth.

We do not know whether the beautiful stanzas
by Swain were present to the mind of the writer
when he said that * the gloomy crape of the wi-
dow, and the mourning garb of the orphan, in
langusge more eloquent than words, speak to

‘W ORDSWORTH.

the soulof the existence, aye, and of the depar-
ture of better days ;” there is so much of
nature in the passage—of truth laden with expe-
rience, of experience encrusted with sorrow,—that
we cannot withhold it from our readers:

*Twas said she had known better days;
Sad words—how old on earth!

The voice which fortune here obeys
Is but of fickle birth!

How oft we mark some faded dress,
Where decent pride betrays

Still mournfully, ‘mid all distress,
An air of better days!

Ah! poverty hath many a shape
To make the thinking weep!
The little hat whose scanty crape
Turns pale the widow’s cheek!
They touch me most, who fain would hide
Their full from fortune's ways;
I can respect—nay love, their pride,
‘Who have known better days!

‘When we our trifling cares reveal,
Cares which too oft we seek,

Could we but feel what others feel,
Qur lips would shame to speak!

To see the morn, but not the meang—
How dread that morning’s rays!

Alas! they bear life’s hardest scenes,
‘Who have known better days.

The Judgments of the Almighty upon us,
may perhaps be forgotten in the business of life:
the occupations of the world will banish disqui-
eting thoughts, for the duties which cultom has
devolved upon man, exclude him from that
class of suffering, which but too generally attends
to heighten the affliction of a woman’s bereave-
ment. God help the widow! especially her who
has seen better days, for man, having appropriated
to himself every description of profitable indus-
try, has left to woman, nothing real but her misery,

L4
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10 absorbing occupation, but to gaze without in-
TUption upon the view of her own unhappi-
Dess, :
?Fhe sermon was preached in behalf of the
o idows’ and Orphans’ Fund of the Church So-
c;et}’, and the claims of the families of deceased
toerg): men are eloquently enforced in the following
uching and truthful passage :
thiR‘I’fm‘n}ber that the branch of the Church in
an 3 Tovinee, is, in a pecuniary point of view, poor
sio heedy, Its Ministers, who are mostly mis-
Witl}llames’ have no hope of preferment, and are
thei 0ut the ability to make any provision for
arglr families ; in labouring in the forests, they
econnem if their datly wants are supplied, and
yha‘_‘e happy to toil on, till God shall call them
entt elr reward, But to whom, then, shall they
PefrUSt the care of their families, if the Church
mi t‘!s"s to provide for their support. Oh ! friends,
1gate by your bounty the only bitterness
to }ch attends their dissolution, enable the Church
. ulfil h.(-r_ duty by accepting the trust, and thus
vy UStaining the living, you will deal “ kindly
1th the dead.”
The appeal ought to reach the heart and in-
i“ence the contributions of men, for it is made
D behalf of women who have seen better days,
O:t.WhOSe grief is therefore noiseless, the pain
. ﬁ'“s recital will never reach our ears. She
cu €rs grief, but she complains not; she ex-
nges wealth for poverty, but she tells not of it.
sit May be that sadness clouds ker smile, and «
gh, but one so gentle, may fill up the pause in
n" heart’s vain throbbings ; but man regards it
Ot for to him she will strive to
———————Appear
All smiles, as unknowing
A sigh or a tear |
Ah1 little we think
‘Whom the light laugh beguiles,
That hearts which are breaking
A Hide sorrow ’neath smiles.
nnnd Why is it that she thus cloaks her grief ? The
du;“'el‘ is plain—Because she has known better
3,
a“In Pursuing the subject of his discourse the
Or has assumed the by no means improbable
l.)(;puthe.sis that Naomi’s poverty may have arisen
ium Elimelecl’s forgetfulness or neglect, in omit-
subg to make g « testamentary disposition of his
t“r:]t&nee ;" and from this Mr. Adamson was na-
Y led to remind his hearers of the solemnity
v“? duty too often neglected, and he might
an ci) lmeel‘ly have added, too seldom enforced ;
. est any should suppose that in referring to
quir many may have imagined a new re-
'ga:mem' he was not urging upon them the ob-
B:ms of ancient custom, he says : A
ask, ‘:’h;l}{ brethren, it is not only my duty to
Wmang 3" you have made your wills, but [ am
ed by that Church of which I am &

R VAU

Minister, “not to omit, earnestly to move such
as are of ability, when doing so, to be liberal to
the poor.”

Mr. Adamson then proceeds :

Having demanded of you, whether you have
made your will,—let us pause to enquire in what
spirit that duty has been discharged?

And how much must a good man be pained by
the revclations of many a will. One’s heart is sad-
dened by contemplating the motives which may
have induced the deceased to enrich one relative,
and pass without notice the claims of another—to
add to the accumulations of wealth, and to with-
hold it from the necessities of want. The follow-
ing with which we close our extracts, expresses,
most forcibly, the truth of these remarks:—

The casement which has remained darkened
since he breathed his last, is now opened, and by
the returning light, is read the last deed of him
whose soul is gone to judgment. No sound is
heard in that silent chamber, above the voice
which audibly states, item by item, his last will
and testament. His family are provided for, and
they are satisfied. His friends are remembered,
and they are grateful.

Though sometimes it happens that a hasty
word, or a youthful indiscretion, has excluded a
wife or a child from his regard. An unwelcome
remark, or a thoughtless jest, may have bardened
his heart td a friend or a brother. But mankind
acquits him of blame, for he never forgave them
—he never forgave them ! e, who affecting to
trust to his Saviour’s merits, pleaded for pardon
by his forgiveness of others, has entered that
Saviour’s presence, with the guilt upon his soul
of having lived, and died, with the determination
never to forgive,

Oh! friends, if human frailty cannot pardon
the slight offences of human frailty, how can the
Divine Purity overlook the iniquities of those
who have never learned to forgive.

The testimony of the world, however, speaking
by the practice of its votaries, but ill accords
with the testimony of the Church, speaking in
the precepts of the Gospel. Both will comment
on the motives which animated the dead ; but
one will argue from the practice of men, the other
will reason from the commandments of God.

It is true, to a certain extent, the world and
the Church agree in their testimony, for hoth de-
clare that the dearest of earthly ties, is that
which binds us to the wife of our bosom, and the
claims which nature most cheerfuily acknow-
ledges, are those which exist between parent and
child. Therecan be no more beautiful commu-
nion of hearts than that which is witnessed in a
united family—a family, whose love has not been
quenched by domestic strife, whose affection is
purified by the interchange of kind offices, and
perpetuated by acts of disinterested devotion.

Of these, the world and the Church unite in
urging you, as you loved them in your life, to
bequeath to them some memorial ofy your fond-
ness at your death.

If in the company of your kindred, there' is
one upon whom the hand of misfortune has
pressed heavily ; one who has been the victim of
fraud, or made poor by losses, whose integrity
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has not won for him honour, or whose industr{
has not secured for him competence ; oh ! thin!
of him kindly, and let not his poverty teach you
to forget.

If there be ome sad and widowed soul, whose
tenderness and love have enabled her to suffer
grief without complaint, and whose smile of
kindness but ill conceals a broken spirit ; oh !
be moved by Christian pity, to help her helpless-
ness; let your bounty mitigate the anguish of the
canker which death has wrought in her heart;
let your remembrance of her necessities enable
her to encounter the future difficulties of life.

If there be one young and tender child, who
claims your kindred, one who has been deprived
of father and mother, forsaken by the guide of
his infancy, and the adviser of his youth, without
friends or counsellors, without education or re-
straint, then act kindly, I entreat you, to the poor
orphan, Think of the mis-directed energies of
the boy, the perilous solitude of the girl, and as
far as in you lieth, shelter their young and gen-
erous hearts from the snares and seductions of a
world full of temptation.

But, my friends, your own relatives should
not be the only objects of your regard. That
substance, which you hold in trust for the Al-
mighty, should not be confined to the members
of your own family ; this is not the condition of
your stewardship; it is not the purpose for which
God has blessed you with abundance. Do not
Ferpetuate be{ond your life the abuse of his gifts;

eaven your bequests with charity, evince that

you have been mindful of your Redeemer, by re-
membering the poor who are His representatives,
and that in thinking of his Body, the Church,
its claims and its wants, you have been actuated
by love to Him who is its divine head.

We think the book might fulfil the part of a
quiet monitor for the clergy in.their pastoral
visits, as it would serve to remind “some, of the
importance of duties too often neglected”—-duties
which it is very difficult to introduce with deli-
cacy, or to enforce verbally without offending. It
should find a welcome into every house, and the

practice it enjoins ought to be engraven on every
heart.

Since writing the above we have been favored
with a perusal of the Sermon of the Bishop of
Montreal, which was preached for the same ob-
Jject, and which is published in the Church News-
paper of the 11th December. This discourse,
like that of Mr. Adamson, presses upon us the
importance of duties fearfully neglected ; and,
recommending it to the careful attention and
serions consideration of our readers, we cannot
forbear suggesting at the same time, a thought
connected with the channel through which it is
published. 'We cannot but think that the circu-
lating of that valuable public journal, the
Church Newspaper, would be greatly increased;
and the principles it inculcates proportionately
extended, did it come to us in the form of a period-
ical instead of that of a newspaper, or even if
printed in such a shape as to be conveniently
preserved and treasured by its readers. It might,
we think, fulfil all the purposes of a newspaper,
but yet assume the form of a magazine. By
this means subscribers would secure, at the end
of the year, a valuable addition to their library, |
in the possession of a handsome imperial octavo }
volume, :

We trust the publishers will excuse the sug-
gestion, but it is pressed upon us by the convic-
tion that the Church Newspaper deserves to oc-
cupy 2 higher place in our colonial literature than
it now enjoys ; and we feel satisfied that while
the course suggested would render it more ac-
ceptable to many of our acquaintances, it would
induce every subscriber to read it more atten-
tively, and preserve it more carefully,

EraeMus OLDSTYLE.

THE ADVENT OF THE ALMANACS FOR MDCCCXLVIL

BY ERASMUS OLDSTYLE, ESQ.

The close of November 1846, drew on apace.
The aborigines of this continent had extin-
guished the fires in their forests. The smoke
which appeared to float in dreamy beauty, van-
ished in thin air, and the sunbeams which had
been mellowed by the softening influence of the
Indian summer, burst forth again in unimpaired
brightness, though diminished in strength by the
Jbracing breath of the north wind chillily sailing
over frozen regions of snow. .
The warm dews of the heavens fell kindly,
but the earth had hardened her breast, and re-
fused to be softened by their visitations. The

skies had poured-forth their showers of noiscless
refreshment, and covered the fair bosom of nature
with & mantle of dew drops; but the north
breeze stole silently by, and encrusted them into
gems of evanescent magnificence, just able 10
live for a moment in the sunlight, and Pertly reflect
back again the bright rays of the morning, then
retire from the gaze of the Day-god, melted and
softened at having so saucily braved the power
to which they were indebted for their brilliancy
and beauty. .

The wind too was now enabled to moan 8%
undisturbed requiem over the summer which had
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?}?E;-rlted’ for .the Jeaves of the forest had found
pare ast resting place bepeath the shade of their
almnt tr?es; the panorama of nature was no longer
ru ssi’e"} in “living green,” nor indeed ““clad in
isi vlt’ but frosted and beautiful like a forest of
&etbo:ss’ seemed bearing for its fruit living clus-
douts erystal. But the candied drapery dissolved,
rizon of a bluish slate colour loomed in the ho-
\ixn‘ I:rom the north the wind howled dismally
cmlmp‘“leml; to discharge his frozen storms, The
came TY was dreary and wearisome, a fire-side be-
acceptable and home comforts were courted.
Sei:e f:nadiaz.x gentry forsook their yatchs to
cariols Or their snow-shoes and furbish up their
in S, and the dames and the damsels who
th 5’:‘::1 at the watering-places, returned again to
i usbands or parents satisfied that rustic
€8 and vea-bathing had ceased for the season.
. %% although the fair ones could no longer
- eli;ﬂ-le forests like fawns, or sport in the water
o alads, they did not therefore suppose that
Pale.{'e“ had' closed upon their comforts, or that
mnt:)ed Wwinter would yield them no enjoy-
beenr:, th'elr minds, which, like their bodies, had
diseip) ning at grassduring the summer, required
Pline and restraint, and they were prepared
:‘i“’ll;l; with complacency, those supplies of in-
native gy, refreshment which the generosity of
ent had provided as Nuts for Christmes.
Rnnnzlcmada unfortunately can boast but of few
b 33 t}}e “Maple Leaf” which has expanded its
Ues in the warm latitudes of Toronto, ap-
M()!‘tm":'lshrink from exposure to the climate of
View g th We .must therefore confine our re-
g wy, 0se which have been issued in this city,
e 08¢ annual pretensions are sustained by
; aI’l}ﬁl’ar.\ce in the form of Almanscs. )
Vie':r:::; the order of time, and aceording to the
2 e Editor, first in the order of talent, is
« ve"‘to-be-forgotten, ever-to-be-remembered,
Interesting and edifying” “ Famiy
AN Armanac.” As this pamphlet has
lic, ang afforded merriment enough for the pub-
Suthor we dare say, mortification enough for the
’ ;’:- feel little inclination to discuss it at
* O point out its many drolleries. It has
been :e“e"ed, and we confess with some show of
lica’g;nore as a “comic ” than a * Christian”
tlmzn:n’ aml the fact of its being open to this
 tion, N will impress the author with a convie-
th . lfldeed he intends this book to be
m‘kg;“i’t“;lg of a s?ries, that he must contrive
o ne ;ss exceptionable in future.
Nac,” pu: h;: succession is the  CHURCH ALMA-
*d ediveq | ed by Messrs Lovell and Gibson,
in twy the Rev, J.oseph Abbott, M. A. It
S O respects with the Family Christian

———
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Almanae, forit isits first appearance, and it comes
before us under the protection of an editor, whose
name, like that of Mr. Wadsworth, is printed in
capitals. But here the agreement terminates.
Mr. Abbott, either from the lack of courage,
or the presence of delicacy, has not dedicated his
production to a nobleman whom he never saw,
nor has he sought to claim patronage for the
“Church Almanac” by assuming & superiority
over other publications of a like natare. This
Book, which only aspires to be, an Almanac for
Churchmen, is also a Companion to the Prayer
Book,—for so well is it adapted to the latter objeet
that members of the church will find it conveniest
to have a copy not only in their houses, but also
in their pews at church. When we inform our
readers that in addition to the Lessons and Psalms
for the day, its pages are enriched by gems of hol,
beauty—gems taken from the wréath which Keble,
and Herbert and Heber have entwined around
our Ritual, and strewn with fragrance the pathway
of our ecclesiastieal year. When we tell them
moreover, that a few thoughts frem the rich
armoury of sanctity which Beveridge and Paylor,
and Jolly and Horne have bequeathed to us in
their writings, adorn its pages, we think we
need add no more than recommend i eordially to
the attention of every member of the Church.
In obedience to the wish expressed in the pre-
face, we will offer two suggestions. The first ia
a hint to the printers that the Red-letter days of
the Calendar should be printed in red type. The
gecond is a hint to the author, that he should eon-

trive to make his publieationiot only a Compari-

jon to the Prayer Book, but also a Hand-book ta
the Diocese of Quebec, and we think by giving
certain statistical information respeeting the ex-
tent and populstion embraced within esch mission,
Mr. Abbott would sueceed in making it mare ac-
ceptable to Churchmen at a distance, and more
interesting to those who reside in the Diocese.

« The last on the list, is Starke’s. “ MoNTRRAL
PookET ALMANAC;” and withall deference to the
opinion passed by Mr. Wadsworth on his own
prodaction, we feel in justice constrained to state
that this is the prettiest and the cheapest Almanac
printed in Canada. To that portion of the pub-
lic who are already acquainted with the merits
of its predecessors nothing more need be said
than that the issue for 1847 not only sustains the
reputation which they so deservedly scquired,
but that it exceeds them in the beauty of finish:
and in the correctness of its information. To
those who require an Almanac, either for' com-
mercial purposes, or general information, we have
much pleasure in recommending that psblished
by Mrs. Starke, for 1847,
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FAINT HEART NEVER WON FAIR LADY.

BY MRS. JEMIMA PRIMROSE.

[wItm AN ExGRAVING.]

SUNUUN - |

“ FAINT heart never won fair lady, nephew,”
said a stout gentleman, somewhat on the shady
side of forty, to a pensive youth, who, with his
head leaning on his hand, looked the very per-
sonification of a day-dreamer. The smart clap
which accompanied the words, roused the young
man from his reverie; but lis rising ire was
checked, by the frank, good natured smile, and
pleasant countenance which greeted him.

“I know well, uncle, that it has ever been
your motto, and you have proved true to it, in
word and deed,” he replied smiling; “and to you,
it has brought all your heart’s desire; but I have
not the—the—"

“ The impudence that I have, you would say,”
he answered laughing ; “ well, Frank, that word
will do for want of a better, and if you can only
assume a little of it, yourself, I will ensure you
equal success. Here you go on, month after
month, sighing, and writing ‘sonnets to your mis-
tress’ eye-brows,” and though youreceive sigh for
sigh, and know surely that the lady’s heart is
won, you are thrown into despair because the
father looks coldly on you, and the mother
chooses to think you are not a fit match for
her daughter. Now, listen to me, Frank, and if
you are wise, take a lesson from my true story:

“You know I was born the heir to a very
humble name, and a still humbler inheritance ;
indeed, my childish years have left so few pleasur-
able remembrances, that I am quite willing to
forget them altogether. I assisted my poor
father in his daily labours, and blessed the long
winters when they came and gave me some
respite from toil, and also the privilege of picking

-up a little learning at the village school. I had
quick apprebension, and was very ambitious—
two qualities which. contributed to my success
even in early life ; for the one enabled me.to go
beyond most of my companions, and the other

stimulated me to evercome every difficulty in my

path. After my fithet’s death, a neighbour,—a
" mall country trader,—finding I could be useful
toskim, took me into his family, and placed me
behind his counter. I was a ready accountant,
and a good financier, in my limited sphere : so I
rose from one step to another, till at last, behold
me transported to the great city, and filling a
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‘and ‘the youngest, who. uttered the prettiest

responsible situation in one of the largest mer-
cantile houses in New York.,

“I began to mingle in society with other young
men, to visit places of public amusement, and to
assume airs of prodigious consequence. Looking
back upon what I had accomplished, I fancied
that the world’s wealth was within my reach ;
in fine, there were no limits to my self-conceit.
When I wastwenty-one, I began to cast about
in my mind how I shquld obtain the object of my
wishes—how, withfut capital at command, or
influential friends to assist, I should seize the
golden prize, and secure a commanding position
in society. Vanity came to my assistance. My
mirror reflected from its polished surface the
image of a tall and comely youth, who, aided by
the best efforts of a fashionable tailor, and the
finish of aneatly trimmed moustache, had already
attracted some attention in the drawing-rooms to
which he was admitted. I was also indebted to
nature for some ease of manner, and a certain
fluency of expression ; and a happy assurance
enabled me to make the most of my advantages,
natural and acquired.

“ Among the many beautiful women who
kindly displayed their fair forms and fairer faces
to the admiring loungers of Broadway, several
young heiresses were pointed out tu®ne; and
the iden possessed me that the readiest way to
make my fortune was to win the heart and hand
of one of these fair ensnarers. Fortune soon
gave me an opportnnity of trying my chance in
this new speculation.

“ One day as I was passing through Bleeker-
street, a showy equipage, driving rapidly along,
snddenly came in contact with the wheels of a vul-
garcart, which struck it with such force as nearly §
to overturnit. The startled horses began to rear }
and plunge, when I sprang forward, and seizing |
the bridle-rein, held them fast, till thre_footman

alighted, and cdme to my- assistance. In the }-}-

meantime, two ladies, who were inside; in the g 3
extremity of their terror, burst open the doors: }

screams imaginable, in her haste to alight forgot.

the steps, and came tumbling, like a little ball

of wool and feathers, at my feet, o :
“I hastened to pick her up; with all imaginable
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gallantry,

and assuring her she was in perfect safety;

ﬂomethen’ with much deference, assisted her
What stately mamma to alight. As the
m:':ﬁs S'-fll seemed restive, and the ladies were
mitteq agitated, I procured a cab, and was per-
the g to attend them home. They stopped at
an 3]01‘ of an elegant mansion in Waverly Dlace,
he elder lady, with many expressions of
E;':l“f'ldfe for my attention, requested my name,
loth lthxted. me to call on them. I was nothing
O avail myself of this good fortune, and
pl::se“ my lucky stars which had thrown so
- i‘;“t an adventure in my way.
efore Jong I found myself on easy terms
th the whole family, and admitted, as a privi-
-Bed visitor, at all times. I talked politics with
Onr'ﬂ?mmpit, whose single idea forever revolved
€ possibility of electing a Loco-foco to a
rpf““ﬂl chair of state ; and I listened, in silent
Wiration, to Mrs. Crumpit’s music, for she
P:x:i:d herself on her taste., and particularly on
. testocal execution ; and, if strength of lungs is
of excellence, she was certainly unrivalled.
euzr:’hile thus ingratiating myself with the
and Sl;] the. pretty Fanny, their only danghter
ively 1‘e hcnre‘ss, was not neglected. .She was a
o ittle g1‘r1 of sevent«?on, attractive enough
%o de: attention, even without the aid of her
Self op :hal‘ms. .Her'r.nammu, who piqued her-
8 stij] er own Jjuvenility, chose to consider her
2 child, and really did not seem to think

a : ; .
d&i b any serious attentions could possibly be
Tected to hep,

wi

“
assMr. and M‘rs. Crumpit were specimens of a
Tisen g‘onlmon in every .city—penple who had
Some h;’m very humble life, StO[:) by step, and by
I turns of fortune, till, to their own
ent, they found themselves in possession
sﬁeige?tﬁWealth, sufficient to command some
importan ue.nce, and to 1'ender. them persons of
is wnce in the world of business and fashion.
&S‘ all very well; but, as usual in such
% their minds had not grown with their for-

Uneg . .
P!lt: 3 their small stock of ideas had not been
ke t;‘xt'to Interest, or employed in speculations,
filleg €Ir pounds and pence ; and, therefore, they

ang & prominent station, with minds as vacant
. 8ouly gg contracted, as when Mr. Crumpit

:o:l:)?a:l: mmuul'labour, and Mrs. Crumpit, like
eg of y housewife, bustled about the daily du-
Yery huder humble' ménage. Still, this was not so
in the o ;e considering how faw ideas are required
hay, hon 1fc()urse of worldly and fashionable life ;
Wity sape l1!;0111)1@30ma3 even it is to be burdened
 with - :xous knowledge ,Qnd Mrs. Crumpit,

man’s tact, soon learned to adapt herself
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far more readily than her less malleable spouse,
whose odious mistakes were sometimes piquant
sauce to the guests at his expensive entertain-
ments.

“ Mrs. Crumpit, who felt the importance at-
tached to her own wealth, and heard much about
the value attached to family distinction, at last
quite forgot that she had ever been otherwise,
than the wife of a rich merchant,—or that she
had any poor relations, though they sometimes
reminded her of the unpléhsant circumstance.
She assumed airs of greataristoeraticimportance,
and even boasted of her name, which she often
assured me was a very ancient one, As you may
suppose, 1 gave little gratuitous information
about my own family, especially after I discover-
ed this folly of Mrs. Crumpit; but I made rapid
advances in the good graces of my little Fanny,
notwithstanding the pretensions of a certain gal-
lant, named Jack Haliday, whose superior fortune
and fashionable connections gave him great ad-
vantage in the eyes of Mrs. Crumpit. But I had
reason to believe that Fanny gave me the prefe-
rence, and, one memorable evening, I determined
to bring the question to & final issue,

“I went to the house at an opportune moment.
A small party were assembled in the richly fur-
nished drawing room, and all seemed most agree-
bly intent on their own amusement. Mrs,
Crampit was seated at the piano, giving great ef-
fect to the execrable trills of & most protracted
piece of music; she was assisted by a young lady,
who stond by her, ready to tuga over the music
leaves, and whose voice blended in wonderful dis-
cord with her own. Mr. Crumpit stood near the
instrument, and behind the chair of a very fash-
ionable looking lady, who, while apparently en-
gaged in playful conversation with her host, was
really amusing herself at his expense. DBehind
Mrs. Crumpit sat my rival, Jack Haliday, carry-
ing on a lively flirtation with a very lovely girl,
who turned her pretty head towards him, as if
pleased with his silly trifling. He had his hat in
hand, like myself, and seemed to have just drop-
ped in, and, I fancied, he was trying to excite
Fanny's jealousy, or punish her coldness;—for
she stood by the fire, quite alone, but seemingly
paying very little attention to him, or suffering
very little annoyance from lhis gallantry to ano-

‘ther, I soon placed myself by her side, and en-

couraged by her blush and smile, while we seem-

"ed ‘disregarded, and all others were engrossed

with their own fancies, I ventured to pop the im-
portant question.* It is enough to say, that my
avowal was favorably reccived, but, like & dutiful

* See Engraving,
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‘ _thosphere in which she lived,
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child, she referred me to her parents for a deci-
sion,

« But alas! *the course of true love never did
run smooth;’ her parents closed their hearts
against our entreaties. My want of fortune—the
lowness of my birth—were insuperable objections.
1 could smile now to think what a pitch ofindig-
nation I wound myself up to! but it was of no
avail,—I persevered till the doors were politely
closed agajnst me, and I could no longer con-
trive any means of communication with Fanny.

« Soon after this event, business called me to
New Orleans. I remained there a year; but I
wrote often to Fanny, and found means to have
my letters safely conveyed to her. I was not
willing to be forgotten, and I knew .well that I
had still great influence over her mind. I also
heard of her, through my sister,—your mother,
Frank, who, when I began to prosper in life, T
had placed at school, and she was then, very well
married in New York. I knew that Fanny had
rejected Haliday; and a few lines from herself
informed me that she was allowed a year of
grace, her parents hoping that time might effect
a favorablechangein her sentiments towards him;
she also wrote me, that they were about making
their annual visit to Saratoga, where they would
remain several weeks,

« My mind was soon made up, and I resolved
to make one more desperate effort, to accomplish
my wishes. A year and a half had considerably
changed my appearance; I had grown stouter;
the southern sun had somewhat bronzed my com-
plexion, afd I cultivated my mustachios so sedu-
lously, that my appearance, on the whole, was
sufficiently a la brigand, to justify me in losing
my identity. I arrived at Saratoga, one day, in
fine style, attended by my servant, booked my
name as Count d’Orson, suited my accent to my
foreign appellation, and passed for a traveller of
distinction—in short, I was soon quite a lion
among the gay parties at the Springs.

“Fanny had been apprised of my intentions,
and knew how to act her part; and Mrs. Crum-
pit was well pleased that her daughter had so
goon captivated the fancy of one who bore so
aristocratic a title. A week passed away with
perfect satisfaction. I played back-gammon
with Mr. Crumpit,—listened to Mrs. Crumpit’s
musie, and occasionally sang with her,—and,
though I scarcely knew one note from another,
she praised my skill, and declared that foreigners
waderstood the power of harmony far better than
her own countrymen. Above all, I kad ample
time, and opportunity, to make love to Fanny;
but I was not quite decided whether it would be
prudent to risk an avowal, with all the details it
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must involve; or to make less ceremony of the
matter, and persuade Fanny to elope with me.
This I could easily have done; but I knew her
father to have an obstinate, gunpowder temper,
and I felt quite certain that I should get no dow-
ry with my pretty bride, in that case; and
as yet I could not afford to live entirely upon
love. While in this perplexity, my evil genius
took the affair into his own management, and
saved me the trouble of deciding.

“1 was one day playing the agreeable to Fan-
ny, and her father and mother looking compla-
cently on, when a gentleman was announced, and
directly Jack Haliday entered the apartment.
Fanny turned as pale as ashes, and, in spite of
my assurance, I felt a little trepidation. How-
ever, I retained a bold air, and went through the
ceremony of introduction very well. But Iali-
day was quick-sighted and suspicious,—he watch-
¢d me so closely through the day that I was on
the point of losing my temper and my prudence,
—the truth must have flashed across his miund,
but my metamorphosis was so complete he dared
not assert it, without stronger proof,

« T resolved to leave Saratoga on the following
morning, and trust fortune, for better success at
some other time; but almost at the moment of
putting my purpose in execution, I came in con-
tact with Haliday,—~he was rude, and some alter-
cation arose between us,—in short he accused me
of being an impostor, and called me by my real
name. Fanny could bear no more, but dropped
into a fainting fit; Mrs. Crumpit stared at me,
with dilated eyes, for a moment, and then burst
into a torrent of upbraiding wrath,—wondering
that she had been solong blind, and blessing hea-
ven that it was not yet too late, I HE raised
Fanny, and given her to an attendant, and though
1 saw that the exposé was made, and that I
could no longer trust to my disguise, or my assu-
rance,—1I stood with perfect composure, and wait-
ing till the lady had ended, very coolly replieds

¢Madam, you do me very great injustice,—that

gentleman is mistaken,—were he worthy of the
honor, I would chastise his insolence; but a scion
of the noble house of d’Orson, disdains to take
revenge of a plebeian republican.’ So saying, I
bowed with great condescension, and turned slowly
away., My impudence overpowered them-—Jack
Haliday was too indignant to reply—Mrs, Crum-
pit was bewildered, and her worthy lord rubbed
his eyes, as if doubtful whether he dreamed, or
were awake.

“But, though I can laugh at it now, Frank,

the adventure sorely disappointed me,—for I°

loved my little Fanny very dearly. I returned
to New York,—the Crumpits went to their
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:):[':itry seat, s.md I could find no means of com-
the :a"_mg with Fa}]ny. V/inter came on, qnd
n acmlly were again in town, but I could gain
tter scess to Fanny. I wrote to her, and my
tha h‘vere returned, unopened. It was rumored
was : € Was soon o be married,—and Haliday
vony amed as the fortunate man, who had won
o lnme my b.ride and her fortune ; but I will
aad Yself justice, I loved her for herself alone,
N _ould then have taken her gladly without
8 llhng.
“®
marg: last, it was truly said that the day for her
entege Was fixed—and at the appointed hour,
to ) Ted the chtfrch, where the ceremony was
in, dee(; ll:lfwé, to witness, with my eyes, if it could
the by e truet It seemed to me an age before
itlg ‘;gal train entéred—it came at last,—my
could j ﬂlvﬂhj’.,—pale, but not so miserable as I
— ave wilshed,—'-the happy Haliday--grooms-
Pl‘Oc’es:‘)d brxdfasmaxds,—parents, friends,—a long
care";?,—sﬂks, laces, and jewels in profusion,
ves 4 or none of these,~—I only asked myself,
ress ef" hea.rt..beat lightly, under the splendid
con Of the bride ? I remained with wonderful
Dl‘onli::ure, to the last. As the clergyman
of "ced. the blessing, Jack Haliday took a
Coughing ; I looked at him,—he seemed to
o T, and thinner than formerly. I thought
the ¢ l{ self, there is hope for me yet ! and I left
o durch, carelessly humming nil desperandum.
ere;:, 8 fow hours, I was ou my way to New
fina) 8. Imade some fortunate speculations, and
ie{ embarked on an adventure to the East
I Sa..w I was successf ul,—I accumulated wealth
Wit of t}':lﬂch of the world,—and, in eager pur-
boyh e phantom which had dazzled me from
0 years of the best part of my life
umed.  Still, I had enjoyed much. I
hey Ved “temperately, and retained unbroken
litge B:uaﬂd cheerfu} spirits, The image of my
wondere';"?' often flitted before me,—1I sometimes
Dpin If Jack Haliday’s cough was cured by
SS—and whenever my sister wrote about
011e‘ always closed the letter with a sigh. No
was tosvsr taken hex: placein my affections, for
One g usy to fall in love, and I had seen no
Ong the adventurers of the East, . who could
My heart,
Plang 1 grew stouter, and white hairs began to
. emselves rather thickly in my head, and

lne, pale

Wel‘e consy,

1] .
ering “mugly lines, called crow’s Jeet, were gath-
comfon,aund Iy eyes,—it seemed to me that a

ble h i i
wo Ome, in my own native tountr
uld b 5 blessed reg d i

80othey ting place,—~I wondered if
be t m afmy could be found there, who would
IWrOu he like the vision of my youth ; in fine,
Bht myself upto a fit of impatience, wound
W""VWVMMVW
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up my affairs as soon as possible, and took pas-
sage in the first good ship, bound for New York.

“ As I drove up Broadway, to my lodgings,
thé cab was impeded for a moment by a stately
funeral. I inquired to whom so much honor
was due, and with mingled feelings, heard that
my old companion and rival, Jack Haliday, was
enshrouded under the sable pall.

“ From regard to our early friendship, Icalled
on the fair widow, as soon as decency would per-
mit, and she received me with the frankness of
her girlish days. Time had only multiplied her
charms,—it had expanded her slight figure into
the. full proportions, of a mature, and somewhat
enbonpotnt matron,—and it had also added four
little responsibilities, who called her by the tender
name of mamma. Her parents were dead, and
she was the sole inheritor of their wealth ; she
was surrounded by everyluxury, and in full posses-
sion of that entire independence which the heart
of woman covets, perhaps above every other gift,
—and probably, because she can so rarely attain
it. But Fenny was still an unspoiled child of
fortune,—with simple tastes, and a loving heart ;
peither was she fond of power, and care was &
burden to her,—so, in due time I proposed tore-
lieve her of the burden, and,—you know the rest,
Frank.

“So now you have heard my story, nephew ;
cheer up, and profit by the moral of it ; and be-
lieve me, a faint heart does not deserve-to win a
fair lady ; but whoever has patience, resolution,
and a persevering will, scldom fails, gooner or
later, to attaiu the object of his"wishes.”

THE MAGIC SPELL,

A SONG.
BY J, W. DUNBAR MOODIE, ESQ,

The magic spell, the dream is fled,
The dream of joy sent from above ;
The idol of my soul is dead, .
And nought remains but hopeless love,
The song of birds, the scent of flowers,
The tender light of parting day—
Unheeded now the tardy hours,
Steal sadly, silently away.

But welcome now the solemn night,
‘When watchful stars are gleaming high,
For though thy form eludes my sight,
1 know thy gentle spirit’s nigh.
O! dear one, now I feel thy power, !
'Tis sweet to rest when toil is o'er;
But sweeter far that blessed hour,
‘When fond hearts meet to part no more.
Belleville, -
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BALLADS OF THE RHINE.

BY ANDREW L.

STOLZENFELLS.

It is morning on the mountain—the green morn of burst-
ing spring,

And the dew is on the violet—the sky-lark on the wing;

The kine are lowing from the fold—the owl winks at the
light,

And the breezy fields are wafting by the lingering shades
of night,

And the wakened echo murmurs to the chime of holy
bells,

For 'tis morning—merry morning—on the crested Stolz-
enfells,

Now boldly, like a Lanzknecht, with a carol and a shout,

From the green glades of a mountain farm, a young Graf
rideth out;

He turneth but to bless his home, that, like a nestling, lies

In the bosom of the vintage, hallowed o'er by tender
skies;

Then shakes the rein so gaily twined with garlands and
with bells—

And 'tis morning—dewy morning—on the crested Stolz-
enfells.

There’s a sound within the village too—all tremblingly
alive,

Like the hymn of the rejoicing bees around the teeming
hive,

Now ’tis singing—now ’tis laughter—now the bird-like
mountain call,

That warns the herdsman on the hill at dewy evenfall;

To the young Graf, wending downwards, what a pleasant
tale it tells;

And ’tis morning—sunny morning—on the lofty Stolz-
enfells.

And a Fraulein through the jasmine leaves that cloud her
casement round,

Is gazing &n the mountain path, and lists a welcome sound,

While, like a mariotte, leaps her heart at each new voice
she hears,

And a rosy smile is breaking through and mocking her
sweet tears;

For well she knows the eager steed—the garland and the
bells—

And 'tis morning—happy morning—on the lofty Stolz-
enfells.

The young Franz, like the eaglet, hath his eyrie on the
hill,

Dorithen, like the wood-dove, in the valley calm and stiil;

But low and gentle was his voice—serene his haughty
brow,

When he wooed her, 'mid the roses, in the downy vale
below.

So blessed be the bridal pledge—the banquet and the
dance—

For the young Franz loves Dorithen and Dorathen
loveth Franz!

And our dove will rest delighted in that stormy nest on
high,

With the wildest blast unbeeded for her lover’s softest
sigh;

She will gaze within bis eagle eyes confidingly and lone,

Until his look becometh soft and dovelike as her own.

And he will bless her as he lists the merry matin bells,

That hailed his bridal morning 'neath the crested Stolz-
enfells.
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OBERWESEL.

TrE chimes of Oberwesel—0O ! how pleasantly and clear,

Far floating down the sunset Rhine, they steal upon the
ear,

And the reaper on the furrow turns—the bargeman from
the oar—

As solennly the Angelus sweeps down the river shore.

For the German heart's an honest heart, and faithful
every one,

From the peasant by.the Brunnen to the Kaiser on the
throne,

The chimes of Oberwesel—O ! their spell may ne’er
depart—

Like the sound of waves in ocean shells they live within
the heart !

For I pine for the Old Rhineland slopes, where first 1
heard them rise,

And trellices of gushiug grapes, and beaming Rhineland
skies;

For the German heart’s an honest heart, and faithful
every one,

From the peasant by the Brunnen to the Kaiser on the
throne,

It is not that the golden palm a softer shadow flings,

It is not that the jungle stream a sweeter roundel sings

That the orient hath a festal crown that blesseth the
long day—

The old chimes are a Ranz-de-vache that clouds them
all away ;

For the German heart’s an honest heart, and faithful
every one,

From the peasant by the Brunnen to the Kaiser on the
throne,

Amboyna's soaring minarets, melodiously on high,

Like the lark’s triumphant jodln, they fill the sunset sky 3

But give to me—oh ! give to me—the pleasant chimes that
come,

Like the trilling of the hermit thrush in thifflowly bush
at home}

For the German heart’s an honest heart, and faithful
every oug, -

From the peasant by the Brunnen to the Kaiser on the
throne,

Though gorgeous be the hues that clothe this sultry 1and
and air,

They're strange with all their gloriousness, and dul!
with all their glare;

'Tis not my young fresh heart I've brought to this ¢
foreign strand,

No—Gott-sey-dank !—that never leaves our own dear
Father-land; :

For the German heart's an honest heart, and faithft!
every one,

g
From the peasant by the Brunnen to the Kaiser on th?
throne,
Montreal,
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AUNT PATTY'S DAY AT THE SEA-SHORE.

BY T. D. F,

Axoxg the diseases rapidly developed within the
to t fow years, should be classed what may be
Ii:rm?.d “ Mania Aqua Marina,” or “ Mania &
" “the Sea Shore Mania,” which rages du-
~& the dog-days with an intensity which sweeps
.befO!‘e it, sparing neither sex nor age, deve-
'0g itself with more or less violent symptoms,
ording to the temperament of the victims.
B “Ugh 50 violent and unsparing in its effects, it
0:8 0t yet been decided whether it is contagious
Dot if induced by a peculiar state of the
at,mosphel‘e, by imprudenee in diet, or association
Wfth those who in former years have been afflicted
ca the disease. This seems the most probable
h;;sa. As yet the attention of scientific men
1ot been sufficiently called to the subject ;
%> Wrapped and engrossed in the mysteries of
in\ence,'resting upon what has been, are slow
be:“e"mg upon new fields; but it cannot be long
e 8 deep interest must be awakened in this
. {;' and perilous disease, which is sweeping like
°°d. over our land, destroying the comfort of
i:me, ngading the peace of families, and banish-
‘lﬁl hup Teds, aye thousands, from the luxuries
m“n;‘)mforts with which they have been sur-
then, :d by t.he hands of affection, and sending
Wasty orth, like the lepers of old, to inhabit the
Places of the earth.
mﬂ: Symptoms of the disease are an alarming
"Sness, which comes on at the first approach
Warm weather, and a constant turning of the
hea:ghh ta some distant place, some barren
whig h’ m?mpanied by the same kankering with
t-he_ inebriate turns to the fatal glass. The
3 etim to this new intemperance finds it
z:“flble‘t? turn away the thoughts from the
behi;:ﬂg Visions which are constantly coming up
theiu um. Crest&.)d waves rise and dash with
.'Wellgow deep music gt his feet—the sea breeze
m\ﬂ:‘d pours its cadence on the listening
p]“;ée merry shout of the bathers, as they
8 » 4lve, and swim ahout, echoes from the

)w No home music, no erying of

children, no kind welooming of coming friends,
can drive away these thoughts ; they come, and
come again, till all effort at resistance ceases, the
imagination is excited, the patient loses all appe-
tite, the movements become languid, the eye
heavy, and finally the physician is called in, and
prescribes an immediate change of air; he cannot
answer for the consequences if the patient does
not immediately depart for the sea-shore.

Then foliows such & consultation as to the dif~
ferent places. If the person is fashionable, fond
of a train of admirers, wishes to know and be
known by all similarly affected patients in our
vast continent, if she requires the exercise of
dancing to warm her debilitated system on the
hottest day in August, if the tonic of an ocea-
sional dal costume is thought to be invigorating,
and if the appetite is better when the whiskered
and mustachioed fops are by, to offer all the little
pleasing assiduities of the table, then Newport or
Nahant are considered most beneficial. If wish-
ing to unite some of these pleasures with not
quite 50 many of the restraints of fashionable
life, then, heigho! for Rockland or Rockaway.
But these who seek these places have not the
disease in its purest state; it has united with one
previously existing in the constitution, and which
thus forms a compound, acd far more fatal ma-
lady. This is the most frequent and dangerous
kind; it racks the body and mind, producing often
the most unhappy results, and, in most constitu-
tions, returns year after year with increased
violence, not having the power like other fevers
of exhausting itself.

Never did the disease seize upon 8 more favor~
able subject than Aunt Patty, a dame fat, fair,
and forty,” full of life and spirits, with all the
buoyancy of heart, though alas! not of form-of

- early youth. She was a rare spacimen of con-
jugal devotion, and for years her tastes, which
werp for society, had been given wp to Undle
Dick, who, queer man that he was, loveil the ease

of his own sofs and fireside, better than the
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pomps and gaieties of life. A ring at the door
bell, after he had ensconced himself in his
dressing gown and slippers, and stretched his
huge length (a tall man was Uncle Dick) for
& quiet evening's enjoyment, was a signal of
alarm to the little group. Uncle Dick fidgetted,
though he was too dignified to do as he desired,
—fly from the room. Aunt Patty sighed and
rolled up her enormous eyes, while the colour
mounted to Cousin Lizzie’s cheek, as she feared
it might be some friend of hers come for a game
of chess, or an hour’s gossip. But by degrees
these alarms subsided, for neighbors soon learned
not to intrude upon the quiet domestic circle.
- But Aunt Paity’s love for the world and
society was no way diminished; though it did
not show itself, it was slumbering in the deep
recesses of her heart, only waiting a favorable
opportunity to burst forth; habit had so accus-
tomed her to her quiet life, that, in the winter,
balls and routes had no power to stir her pulse;
satins and silks might wave before her, but she
cared not for them ; feathers and flowers awoke
" no latent spark of ambition to mingle in the
gay revels of the season. But when summer
came, and the sea-shore epidemic commenced its
ravages, then it was a hard struggle for her to
resist the insidious poison; for years she struggled
with it, but the time came at last when she could
resist no longer. The last summer was one of
oppressive heat, no cool breezes relieved the hot
dry air; by degrees Aunt Patty lost life and
animation; her appetite failed, her movements
became languid and drooping, her robust figure
lost some of its roundness, and finally she said
she must send for her physician. He came. The
most fascinating of men, he knew just what each
patient most desired; by an almost instinctive
glance he could read their whole hearts, and thus
by ministering to a mind diseased, he wrought most
wonderful cures. He shook his head as he placed
the important thumb and finger on Aunt Patty’s
slender wrist; aye! slender indeed were those deli-
cate wrists; they and the small rounded ancles
betokening that the tall robust person had not
always been as rotund as now; but the pulse
was beating in them with most irregular flow,
for Aunt Patty had o slight fear that her good
* Medicine Man” might not prescribe just what
she desired. Cousin Lizzie, who had had a peep
behind the scenes, and knew what string to pull,
stood near, and as the grave man counted the
pulsations by his little repeater, she said :
“Have you been to the Rockland this year,
Doctor ?” Aunt Patty gave such a start, for her
nerves had got quite beyond her own control, that
she twitched her hand from the doctor’s grasp.
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He looked up surprised, then a significant look
betokened that he had begun to see the cause of
this unusual illness of Aunt Patty’s.

“No,” he said; “he had not been to the Rock-
land; he had so much to do in sending others to
the sea-shore, he found no time to go himself, for
it seemed now the only relief for all diseases. If
a person has a diseased heart, nothing but the sea g
breeze would cure-them ; if the tendency was to
pulmonary affections, sen bathing must be preseri-
bed, or the patient would die from very spite; but
as for you,” he continued, turning to Aunt Patty;
“it will not do for you at all; the excitement is
too great. I cannot allow you to go to the sea-
shore, or even to remain here, in the country; the
air, laden with the vegetable farina, is not good
for you, and you must consent for two or three
weeks to go into the city. You must come to me,
and be where I can watch you constantly,” .

“ That is quite impossible,” said Aunt Patty;
“I cannot leave home; Dick never would agree
to it.”

“ Why here is Cousin Lizzie; she can do quite
as well for a short time as you can; she can pour
out tea, and render the thousand little assiduities
which make home a paradise.”

“ Aye, yes,” said Cousin Lizzie. “Uncle
Diek is always quite satisfied with my house-keep-
ing, and we can get along very well without you,
Aunt Patty, for a little while.”

“Ishall not doit,” said Aunt Patty with 8
curve of her small thin lip, which marked her
strongest determination. It was wonderful what &
settled will that peculiar arching of the mouth
betokened; it was well known in the family that
after that expression had appeared, nothing could
change her. But the doctor did not [pow her
quite as well.

“ I will leave you this powder now; it will quiet
and soothe your nervous excitement, which is
great, and tomorrow I will see you again.”

Cousin Lizzie’s eyes sparkled with pleasare s
she received the powder, for she was a mischief-
loving sprite, and she well knew Aunt Patty’s
determined aversion to all pills, powders, or any-
thing bearing the name of medicine; but as the
good dame had often taken pleasure in forcing
poor Lizzie to swallow the most nauseous doses, -
she enjoyed the thought of the revenge she should
have, in obliging her to take the powder, and she
resolved in her own mind that she would mix it

in as large a dose as possible. - With bland smrile §-
the doctor took his leave, and no sooner did thé - »
retreating sound of his horse’s hoofs betoken hi$ 1.

departure, than Aunt Patty sprang from the 1

couch,

I will not submit to it; X will go to the sed~ '}




°h°r°~this medicine is all nonsense.” She took the
i’:;';ier from Cousin Lizzie’s hand, walked delibe-
. ©¥ to the window, and scattered it to the four
™Inds of heaven, Then putting on her bonnet,
she Werely said; “I am going to see if Bessie
Will go to the sea-shore with me on Saturday.”
. Off sho went, leaving Lizzie in a state of amaze;
® Was convinced the fever must be at its height,
or Aung Patty never would have dared bid defi-
;_'“’_“ to the good doctor, who had always had un-
".lllted Sway over her, and she waited her return
With gome anxiety; but the shades of evening
:Vere closing round before Aunt Patty made her
p‘l"eal‘ance; her excitement had a little worn off,
Lamso annoyed,” she said. “ Bessie Lec will
n°t,80 With me unless I am willing to go to Ben-
TS and I don’t like it; I wish to go to the Rock-
and House; but Tom Lee insists that Bender’s is
e .best place, there is not so much show and
as 100 there, but everything neat and nice, and
2 Situation beautiful; but I do wish I had not
and };ﬂything to Bessie about it. The Harts
orns were at Bender’s last year, and I went
See them; they spoke well enough of the place
%ugh the roors were small; but Tom says they
ina:: built a new house, and he will get our rooms
at. What do you think, Lizzie? I do wish
:; :‘:}‘:‘ould speak,” added she impatiently, “andnot
" ore, as if you did not care a pin about it.”
'nakl ,“’V&S 'thinking what arrangement you could
" said Lizzie, very quietly; “I am sorry to
t:vBe YO'\I go to Bender’s, but as you have spoken
2essie about it, I think you must o with her;
m;‘;des Unele Dick will like it better; he will feel
of :f at ~hls ease there, than under the restraint
You hﬂshmnable house like the Rockland. I think
b 2d better decide to go to Bender’s.”
will must let Tom know in the morning, as he
80 down and engage our rooms. Why, Lizzie,
me very determination to go has quite restored
Y Strength and spirits.”
& bele Dick soon came home ; he looked very
no;we 25 Aunt Patty unfolded her plans; he could
c‘)m:“derstand why people wished to leave their
Ortable houses, nicely furnished, to go to
th::,e Sea-shore hovels. It was always hotter there
(lhito:ny Whel:e else; it was the paradise of mus-
fort, %, and flies, and in short there was no com-
sitrg But for once Aunt Patty’s will was the
Ngest, and he consented to go down with her
om:'t:"dﬂy, remain over Sunday, then return
Whilg s}I:d Perhaps go down two or thee times
: ¢ remained. Aunt Patty, highly de-
Waa o, Tegained all her animation; a message
o Pakfhed to Tom Lee, and a note to the
™ 10 inform him of her sudden recovery

fnd determingt
15\\Mmmnatlon.
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The next day many persons were in, and, un-
fortunately for Aunt Patty’s serenity, several who
had been at Bender’s the previous summer, and all
seemed reluctant, when they found Aunt Patty
had really engaged rooms there, to say anything
about the place. One said

“Oh! if you have rooms in the new house, and
carry your own sheets, you will be very comfor-
table.” Another,

“If you like fish, you can do very well for a
week or so.” A third,

“If you are fond of music, Mrs. Bender will
give- you as much as you like ;”” but no one spoke
at all enthusiastically. At night Tom Lee came
out with fine accounts ; he had secured the best
rooms in the new house; there were very few
persons there now, and for a great wonder, no
ladies; but there would be quite a large party
the next week.

Saturday morning was dark and foggy. Uncle
Dick strongly protested against going on such a
black looking day, but Aunt Patty was firm, so
the necessery arrangements for meeting at the
boat were made. Soon after breakfast the pack-
ing began; Aunt Patty’s trunk was filled with
books, dresses, caps, and all the appurtenances of
a three weeks wardrobe; then came Uncle Dick’s
valise, and in it were deposited Sunday coats,
shaving apparatus, snow white linen, and all the
necessary parapharnalia. Long consultations
were held with Bessie Lee, as to what would be
needed, and what not. Cousin Lizzie’s fingers
were here, there and every where, arranging all
things, for Aunt Patty’s mind wis too much occu-
pied to allow her to do much. At three o’clock
up to the door drew the “No Monopoly,” the
little “buss” with the big name, and the pair of
meek looking horses, who looked as if fully sen-
sible they were at each and every one’s beck and
call; trunk and valise were placed upon the top,
and then in lumbered Aunt Patty, with & big book
in one hand, a big bag in the other, a shawl on
each arm, her wild eyes gleaming with pleasure
and her ample figure shrouded in & neat black
travelling dress. Cousin Lizzie followed her, and
they went for Bessie Lee; she stood at her own
door, her sweet face peeping out from under the
prettiest of English cottages, her large basket in
her hand; she was eagerly watching for the sum-
mons. She gave one kiss to the dear mother and
sister, who watched with loving looks her grace-
ful form, and she sprang in as Cousin Lizzie Jjump-
ed out. One erack of the whip, one wave of the
white kerchlef, and they were gone, '

It was a mizzling day; the clouds hung like a

‘leaden pall over the city, shrouding all in misty
gloom, through which it seemed impossible the




sun could ever again penetrate ; but little recked
Aunt Patty of the cold east wind, or the vapor-
ous clouds, for her spirits rose with every lash of
the shivering driver, who pressed on his jaded
quadrupeds. They soon arrived at the wharf,
where they saw Uncle Dick marching back and
forth, with the air of & martyr. He had evidently
encouraged a hope that Aunt Patty’s courage
would fail her, for & look of keen disappointment
crossed his face as he saw them descend from
the omnibus, and a half muttered expression
abont self-willed women escaped his lips ; but he
resigned himself to his fate, gave directions about
the luggage, and led the ladies to the boat. A
cheerless place it was, the decks wet and slippery
from the driszling rain; the steam was hissing
and fuming like an impatient scold, occasionally
snorting forth a signal for despatch. The black
cinders rose from the pipe, hovered & few minutes
in mid sir, and then fell heavily upon every thing,
apparently choosing the cleanest looking people
and nicest benches for their repose; groups of
marketers with their baskets and boxes, crowded
the stern; and a fow exquisitely miserable
looking individuals, with valises, paced up and
down the promenade deck, occasionally pausing
to look over the railing into the deep water, as if
almost preferring a leap into its dark chill bosom,
to the prosecution of the enterprise on which they
were bound.

Aunt Paity was the only one who seemed
determined on enjoyment ; she seated herself di-
rectly in the eye of the wind, and looking archly
up into Uncle Dick’s face, she said:

“How delicious is this breeze! I have not felt
snything like it for months. It invigorates me;
I fecl like & new creature.”

Uncle Dick, blue and shivering, could only res-
pond with a heavy sigh, and a closer buttoning of
his coat, while poor Bessie Lee darted down the
cabin stairs, to get shelter from the piercing wind.
By degrees the few passengers huddled together ;
Aunt Patty’s glowing face being a sort of beacon
light of hope, seeming to promise enjoyment to
come. Questions were asked, as to where each
one was going, tongues were loosed, and praises
poured forth on each person’s favorite place.

“Where are you going, Mrs. Matticap?” said
N acquaintance, to Aunt Patty.

“To Bender’s.”

“Bender's! What evil adviser sends you
there? Do you know what kind of a place it is?”

“Yes,” chimed in Tom Lee; * the very best
place in the world. Those who choose can go to
the Rockland, and such places, but any one who
wants comfort, will go to Bender’s. I know all
about it; I go down every week.”

- .
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“It is well enough for gentlemen, who go
merely for fishing and the sea air; but surely,
Mr. Lee, you cannot think it a suitable place for
ladies.”

“ Good enough for any sister of mine. A lady
who would not be content there, has not been
brought up as she should be. Who expects 8
palace on the sea-shore ?”

“No one, surely; but a quiet, neat house, all
ladies require,” said Mr. Cooley, a demure looking
gentleman, with the neatest fitting wig, the
brightest gold headed cane, and the glossiest
boots in the world.

“ An Aristocrat!” muttered Tom Lee, turning
on his heel, and walking off to put an end to the
conversation.

Aunt Patty had listened with a perplexed and
troubled air, to the short dialogue, while Uncle
Dick seemed mightily to enjoy it; his roguish
spirit whispered he should find some amusement
in the peculiarities of the place to which they
were going; and he thought, too, he did not mich
care if Aunt Patty did find annoyances and dis-
comforts ; it would make her willing to return
home, and be the most effectual cure for her
“ Mania é litus ;” but he suppressed the laughing
twinkle of his merry blue eye, and drew on 8
sober expression as he met Aunt Patty’s beseech-
ing look,

“ What does this mean, Dick ?” she said, ¢ Do
enquire about Bender’s; T don’t want to go there
if it is not & pleasant or respectable place.”

“Don’t be traubled, Patty dear; Mr. Cooley is
one of the too particular men ; he is no judge of
what is really pleasant; he is too fastidious,—
every thing must be just comme il faut, to suit
him.”

Just then a lady came up with Bessie Lee from
thecabin. Oh, Mrs. Matticap ! pray what did
induce you to go Bender’s ? you had betterchange
your plans now ; you will not find it pleasant, I
assure you ; it is not yet too late.” -

Poor Aunt Patty was the most fastidious of
persons ; she shrank as from contamination from
intercourse with persons who were not refined,
and though she could be content without the ele-
gancies and luxuries of life, it was essential to
her comfort to have everything neat, and with
that degree of refinement which even the most
homely place will admit of. Her spirits sank 86
these repeated intimations of the estimation it
which the place she had chosen was held, and she
bitterly repented her hasty assent to go there.
Could she have looked beneath Uncle Dick’s
quiet exterior, and seen the chuckling delight with
which he was listening to the hints of the dis*
comforts of Bender’s, she would have felt d%’.
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Eozei 'He had forgotten cold, mist, the chil-

: cast Wind, and all, in the pleasure of picturing
only Ire to be wrought in Aunt Patty,—for the
fOnndca“&? of complaint Uncle Dick had ever
fo 82ainst his good wife was her propensity
’n&nif: Sea-shore, the symptoms of the mania
mer, sting itself at the first approach of sum-

The

boa re dark fog had entirely closed in when the

ac.hed the wharf. Coaches, waggons, and
f"OR; t:’llt?d for the passengers, and the porters
fol'warde d‘l‘ﬁ'erent establishments pressed eagerly
« ¢ “ Rockland, sir"—* Old Colony, sir”—

vett's, gip”— i
Unele Digy. Coach for Bender’s!” shouted

3
Here, gir1» and a little old waggon, lop-sided

:% .
bl;'dnnlgli from .the ground, was twitched forward
Niteq thOd spring-halt horse. In it were depo-
en © trunk, valise, &c., then Aunt Patty, crest-
on, and subdued, climbed in, followed by Bessie,
h\in’ ":;ld Uncle Dick. 1In silence, like a funeral
mn’ €y moved off, and as they wound along
d&Inpgf 8 narrow road, rocky and uneven, ‘the
th{y o ({'(g and ra'in chilling their very hearts,
the oked more like shadows wending their way
*piri shades of Avernus, than a troop of gay
woulgy, und on a pleasure excursion. Tom Lee
realk forth every now and then into praises
it W:s ‘;Oﬁd, so wild and romantic by day-light ;
On gy he. Pleasantest for twenty miles round.
1 ues? Jogged, the two miles seeming like
'illdow’ at last a faint light gleamed: from the
its faints of 8 house placed high up from the road,
) outline just visible.
las :"‘&h P’ said Tom Lee, “ here we are at
OW we shall be comfortable.”
fouov::wﬁggon stopped ; they all descended, and
ﬂley fon om; he pushed open the outer door, and
a Binglenld themselves in a large room, lighted by
filli, amp, the black wick half an inch high,
€ room with smoke ; a long table in the
ay eei ;!)Ove?ed with a cloth which looked as “if
i loug y nlght, atablecloth by day;” it had been
: eren:el:“ce; a waiter with a dozen cups of
N &1zes and colours, two plates of brown
cﬁ ‘brea;d, and one of soft oil-like butter, a
Strey, :1“'8» and a rough sofa, on which was
2l out at full length a man puffing away
whj 0g pipe. These were the first objects
tidimmpl‘esented themselves to Aunt Patty’s fas-
in th f:en:%; h?r long nose, which was famed
Pleagqg :11 y for its quick pereeption of all un-
fume, of zurs, conveyed to her the mingled per-
tarneg 4, . sh, tobacco, and lamp smoke. She
« eave the room.

cannot stay here,” she said ;

. “you hav
¥ mistaken the place.” d e

“Don’t judge too hastily,” said Tom Lee; “wait
till you get your tea, and you will find it quite
comfortable.”

«“ At least let me go to my own room,” said
Aunt Patty; “I cannot stay here.”

“ Why, your room is in the new house; it is
quite a walk—you must wait till you have taken
tea.”

Aunt Patty threw herself into a chair with an
impatient gesture, and poor Bessie Lee, the most
shrinking of beings, who had never seen or
thought of so comfortless a place as this, burst
into tears.

“Do let us go home,” she said. “ What a fool I
was ever to come here; I wish I was in my own
dear little room once more, and nobody would
catch me coming to the sea-shore again,”

Just then Uncle Dick came in. “ Why what
is the matter with you, girls? Cheer up—cheer
up! When the sun shines to-morrow, you will find
you have got into a nice place—we will have
rare sport here yet.”

« Aye,aye,” said Tom Lee; “wait till to-morrow
and see the glorious view from the rocks, and the
freedom and ease of the place; why, you can do
just as if the house was your own.” Aunt Patty
blessed her stars that they had not given her such
a place to call home, but resigning herself to her
fate, she threw off bonnet and shawl, and tried to
cheer up Bessie. Tom went out to hasten the
preparations for tes, and soon a slip-shod maid
appeared, with a huge broken nosed tea-pot in one
hand, and in the other a dish of something yclept
fish, but which it required a dweler upon the sea-
shore to identify. A large bell was then rung to
announce that all was ready. Our unfortunate
party took their seats, hoping at least to have the
discomfort of the place to themselves, that being
the only relief the case admitted of. But this
luxury was denied them; door after door opened,
and black spirits and grey came trooping in,
unshorn, uncombed, in loose coats or no coats at
all, till the long table was surrounded by them,

It was impossible for Aunt Patty or Bessie to
taste a morsel ; they sipped their tea with down- |
cast eyes, and waited impatiently for Uncle Dick
to rise, but he, roguish elf, enjoying their discom-
fort, lingered at the table, talked with this one
and that, apparently finding much pleasure in the
entertainment.

¢ Pray, let us go to our reoms,” said Aunt
Patty ; “ we may be more comfortable there.”

Uncle Dick called for a light, and asked to be
shown to their apartments. The servant brought
in a dark smoky lantern, and, throwing open the
outside door, said, “It is a bit of a walk; the
women better put on their bonnets,”




o

46 AUNT PATTY'S DAY AT THE SEA-SHORE.

With despairing feelings, Aunt Patty and Bes-
sie followed him, while Uncle Dick, scarce able to
suppress his merriment, trotted behind them.
The rain was pouring in torrents, and the faint
light of the lantern hardly marked the rough path.
On they went, now climbing over rocks, now
dipping into hollows, till Aunt Patty’s patience
was thoroughly exhausted.

“ How much farther have we to go? it is a
perfect imposition upon your boarders,” she said
impatiently.

“Don’t be vexed, marm; its close at hand, and
a nice place it is,” said the servant.

He held the lantern up, and its faint rays fell
upon & rough, unpainted house, from one window
of which gleamed a dim light.

“I guess you can find it now,” and, turning
abruptly away, the man left them to make good
as best they could, their entrance into the house.
They stumbled up the high and uneven steps,
and entered a dark entry, across which gleamed
one ray of light from a crack in a side door.
Uncle Dick tapped lightly upon it, and it was
opened by a person, who, in the clair obscure,
looked like a being from the other world; her
long black hair fell round & face of ghostly
whiteness ; she was wrapped in a loose robe, her
dressing comb was in one hand, and a small taper
in the other.

“Oh! you are come, are you?” she said, “I
knew you was expected; I am right glad to have
some companions at last.”

All the tales she had ever heard of haunted
houses and robber inns, flashed upon Aunt Patty's
mind.

‘“As we were expected, perhaps you will be
kind enough to show us the rooms we are to
occupy,” said Unele Dick.

“ Ah! yes, certainly.” And crossing the small
hall she opened a door and ushered them into an
apartment more desolate than any they had yet
seen,—uncarpeted, curtainless, two wooden chairs,
a washstaud with a broken bowl, and a ewer that
would hold scarcely a pint of water, a small bed
covered with what was once a white Marseilles
quilt, but whose colour or pattern it would have
been now impossible to prove. The trunks and
valises were in the room, indicating that it was
indeed intended for them.

“A nice roomy place this, ma’am,” said the
lady, who seemed inclined to be quite communi-
cative,

“ Not a very comfortable one,” said Aunt Patty,
drfly. A small taper stood on the mantelpiece,
and Uncle Dick lighted it by the lamp held by
their conductor, at the same time bidding her

{ Aunt Patty and Bessie commenced a closer ex-
amination of their apartments; a door opened
into an inner room, which was evidently intended
for Bessie; but this was also without curtains,
and though the windows were so low as almost to
reach the ground, there were no fastenings upon

{ them. A bed in the damp heather would have
been more attractive than the black heap which
was crowded into one corner. Poor Bessie peered
into its torn and yellow coverings, and threw her-
self upon the floor, declaring she would sleep
there, with her bag for a pillow, and her shawl
for a covering.

Poor unfortunates! how fervently they wished
they had never left home; oh for its comforts!
and even Aunt Petty resolved within herself that
she never would go to the sea-shore again; she
would be contented and quiet at home. Uncle
Dick saw the spell working upon her and he
carolled out gleefully snatches from all the ap-
plicable songs he could think of—* Saw ye ever
the like of this?”—¢ Be it ever so humble there’s

¢ mo place like home”-~% Away with melancholy.”

Closing most emphatically with the * Three wise

men of Gotham ;” leaving Aunt Patty to draw

the parallel. -

It was long before any arrangements could be
made for comparative comfort; the trunks and
valises were ransacked for clean linen, pocket-
handkerchiefs, &c., to take the place of the un-
tidy sheets, and finally they retired to rest, but
not to sleep,—this was impossible. The wind
rattled the loose windows, the roar of the surge
beating upon the rocks, the occasional entry into

the house of some of its various inmates, the
deep bass of one of the seven sleepers, in the
room adjoining Bessie Lee’s, and a creeping sen-
sation of fear, which the timid nerves of Bessié
and Aunt Patty, could not help feeling, fairly
routed away the gentle spirit of repose.

The hours passed heavily till break of days
when Aunt Patty begged Uncle Dick to rise and
make arrangements for their immediately leav-
ing the house. Uncle Dick declared that was
quite impossible ; lodgings had been engaged fof
a month, and stay they must ; but as he wa$
very weary of his sleepless night, and though$
the fresh air might revive him, he rose, and went
out to reconnoitre. The clouds still hung if
heavy masses over the whole scene, thewrain fel
gently, and all without was dark, dank, and mise”
rable. Aunt Patty was soon up, and any one
who had looked at her could have seen the ex”
pression of the strong will and determinatio®
around her compressed lips ; she dressed herself
rearranged the trunks and valises, and was s008
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good night. She took the hint and departed. ! entirely ready for departure, W’




ol

QMM

AUNT PATTY'S DAY AT THE SEA-SHORE.

47

[{

‘T win
;" walk hg
€re
Wa anoth

0,” she said to Bessie Lee ; * if Ihave
ome, nothing shall induce me to stay
* cam er day ; we can get the same waggon
tive € In, and if Mr. Matticap don’t chose to
magnunsi’ Wwhy we can dleve ourselves,”—a most
Rever Mous sI.)ee.ch for poor Aunt Patty, who
trust ‘;W a rel.n in all her life, and was afraid
R0t g 9_1‘ weighty person with any but the
~Xperienced * whips.”
Uncle“;)_forming a hundred plans in her mind,
« ick came in to say breakfast was ready.
dow’t wang any breakfast,” said Aunt Patty,
“carnnot ¢at anything here—do let us go.”
aid IOI“ ]must’ be content a little while longer,”
“gllbrine e .!)lck, who seemed touched by her
right :“S Visage, such a contrast to her usually
see Wha:d happy one. * After breakfast I will
.34 can be done.”
the olllh mournfu} steps they picked their way to
migg 4, ouse, as it was termed. The fog and
at the n’;“e s0 thick they could not get one peep
% ledgg agnificent ocean, though they were upon
exﬁen% :f rocks which commanded the whole
ere \: the harbou‘r ; sometimes for a moment
en g ould. be a lifting of the dark clouds,
woul be white caps foaming and dashing along,
Wase Seen for an instant, and then disappear.
bug | melancholy and sad. Could the sun have
Rspecy wed out, and lighted the scene, the whole
o llaturould have been changed, and the glories
et i t: would have atoned for the artistic de-
i © arrangements about them. As it was,
quiemmed 83 if the waves were chaunting a re-
en,,:nd the spirits of the deep with low and
the 4 Urmurs were conspiring to drive away
Th, OW of enjoyment.
e bl:eakfast, which was a suitable pendant to
Previoy evening’s entertainment, was soon
then Aunt Patty, who distrusted Uncle

Digg,
w‘éﬁ":ﬁ‘tﬂe, herself asked if they cled have the

“p .
the i:l:".‘ a st?rmy day to go to church,” was
She ‘luestfoning reply.
P‘tty'iw-?:ld like the waggon at any rate, Aunt
the 0;; »8nd whispering to Uncle Dick to hurry
the « e €T,.she and Bessie retraced their way to
ub“led’w h‘O}’Se;” they were soon bonneted and
g ) Waiting impatiently for Uncle Dick. It
ong, U:n]hom-‘ before the old waggon rumbled
whi cle Dick perched on the front seas, rein
« th In hang, B
“Fuge t do you intend to do now?” he said.
Sway o Put the trunks into the waggon and get
Py . oznhel‘e,kthen we will decide,” said Aunt
fay what { d she and Bessie, before Uncle Dick
b €y were about, dragged out the large
€Y had never Lifted such g weight be-
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fore, and nothing but desperation could have ena-
bled them to achieve the feat. All were seated,
and Uncle Dick snapped the whip, and off they
started.

“ Halloo!” shouted a voice behind them, “ yon
are taking the wrong road to the church; you
must turn your horse’s head.”

It was Bender himself. But Uncle Dick beed-
ed him not, but pressed on the old pony,and they
were soon out of sight of the house.:

“ Now where are you bound, and what do you
mean to do?” said Uncle Dick.

“Drive to the Rockland, and see if we can get
rooms there,” replied Aunt Patty, in her most de-
cided tone.

“It i all full; there is no use in making the
attempt.”

“ We will try it, however,” said Aunt Patty in
that manner which Uncle Dick never thought of
contradicting; so on they went for dreary miles,
At last the imposing front of the Rockland House
loomed up through the misty air. Aunt Patty’s
face brightened, and even Bessie Lee smiled. They
did not consider what an unprepossessing looking
party they were, in the old waggon, their wet
clothes giving an air of misery to the whole group.
They drove up the long avenue, to the magnifi-
cent hotel. Aunt Patty, as soon as the waggon
stopped, was preparing to get out, when Uncle
Dick quietly suggested it would be as well to
wait and see if they could get rooms.

“But they must take us in,” said Aunt Patty. .

“What if they have no rooms?” said Uncle
Dick, as he descended from his pdst, and entered
the house; he returned almost immediately, and
with a mournful shake of the head, announced no
rooms to be had for love or money. Alas! for
poor Aunt Patty.

“ Where now!” :

“To Warwick’s,” was the brief reply. Again
the poor horse’s head was turned, and they wend-
ed their way more silently than before, till they
reached the huge square house planted in the
midst of a sand bank, shaded by one spindling
elm; out of sight, though within sound of the
ocean, 8o long the popular resort of all the sea-

shore pleasure seekers, a dull and dreary looking ;

Place enough; the windows were closed; as the
waggon rattled up to the door, from each one
peered a curious face, anxiously looking for some-
thing to vary the:monotony of a rainy Sabbath,
that horror of pleasure seekers, when decency
forbids bowling and whist playing, the usual so-

lace of the storm-bound victims. .

The door was opened by the fat burly landlord.
He touched his hat respectiully as he recognised
Aunt Patty, who had, before she had taken the
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vow to yield her tastes to her husband’s, been one
of his most constant guests.

“ Ah! Mr. Warwick, I'm sure you have rooms
for us.” .

“ Very sorry, very sorry, ma’am—have not
even a closet to put you in,—full, full, more than
full,”—and he put his hand complacently upon his
fat round paunch.

“ Where can we get rooms, do you think, Mr.
Warwick?”

«Why ma’am, perhaps at the Old Colony
House.”

Again was the poor Rosinante whipped to his
utmost speed, and the disconsolate party started
off in the direction of the ¢ Old Colony.” They
soon reached it, and a ray of hope warmed their
hearts as they looked at its spacious walls, Sure-
ly there was room within for them. The dapper
barkeeper came to the door, with the cringing
smile that bespeaks the profession.

«“Can you give us rooms, Sir?” said Uncle
Dick.

“I'm sorry to say, just five minutes too late.
Our vacant rooms have just been taken, and we
have not & place to put youin. Perhaps at Lovett’s
you could be accommodated.”

“Where is Lovett’s?”

“ Between Warwick’s, and the Rockland House,
Sir.”

« We have just been in that direction—must we
return there?”

«]t is the only place about here, where there
is a chance of your finding rooms.”

With a dispirited feeling, the hapless party re-
traced their route; it was quite mid-day before
they arrived at Lovett’s. Mrs. Lovett herself an-
swered the impatient summons.

«Can you give us a room?”

« ] can give you a small one for the ladies; it
is not much more than a closet, but it will do for
the ladies; but I have no place for the gentle-
men.”

Aunt Patty forgot for once her usual disinte-
restedness; she sprang out of the waggon, and
called Bessie to follow her. “You can find
room dear, to-night, somewhere, I dare say,” she
said to her husband: “ we will stop here, I really
cannot go any farther. I am sorry,” she added,
as she saw Uncle Dick’s half quizzical, half an-
noyed expression, “you gentlemen can manage

any way ; I will write to you in a day or two, to
tell you how we get on, and perhaps in a short
time, there may be a room for you.”

“If you catch me in it, you will do well,”
muttered Uncle Dick; “one day at the sea-shore
is enough for me.”

Once more the trunks and baskets were taken
out, but Uncle Dick retained the valise, and
baving seen the ladies safely ensconced in their
apartment, he bade them adieu, and drove away,
to return the waggon to the landlord, and account
for the abrupt depurture of the party.

But how he sped in his arrangements; how he
started off, valise in hand, to walk home, some
twenty miles; how he met a friend, who invited
him so urgently to go with him, and pass the
rest of the day at his beach residence; how, when
wet and weary, he had reached the friend’s house,
and retired to a room to repose himself with the
luxury of dry clothing, on opening his valise, he
found that Aunt Patty’s dressing gown had taked
the place of his dress coat, her night-caps of his
vest and collar, and so on through the whole ca*
talogue, even his shaving apparatus had disap-
peared, and in its place was the pretty «Lady’®
Companion,” full of sewing utensils; of Uncle
Dick’s chagrin, and his thought, that if he were
not the most good-natured man in the world he
should be seriously vexed. AIl these things it
behoveth not the chronicler of Aunt Patty’s ses”
shore experience to record. Suffice it, that he
returned home with a firm determination, never
to be tempted to look even at the sea again.
resolution manfully kept till letters from Aunt
Patty came, describing the comforts and pleasuref
of Lovett’s, and intimating that his presence wa8
all that was wanting, to make her perfectly happy:
Such delicate flattery could not be resisted, and
the next Saturday, with valise in hand, Uncle
Dick departed for another trip to the sea-shoré
On Monday he returned with a mournful tale ¢
death by musquitoes, suffocation in a room ¢
small, it was impossible for him and Aunt Patty
to move in it together; and the only satisfactio?
he experienced, was his seeing Aunt Patty enjoy”
ing so much, in the simple fact of being on the sé#”
shore, that she heeded not all the annoyance®
But to his great consternation, she declared *
fixed resolution of going every year to the se#”

shore.
~
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sets the captive free; Mine will be the triumph, mine the vic-to - ry,
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Pestal was a Pole for many years confined by the Russian Government. On the night previous to his executio®
he seribbled the lines printed above, on the wall of his dungeon. They have been since set to music, and by the fo®
who have seen them, have been very much admired. Through the kindness of Mr. WaRREx, by whom the musi¢

has been arranged, we are enabled to give them to the readers of the Garland.
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don’t stumble upon it. Well ! what have we’

“Marco Visconti—a Translation from the

THE OLD THREE-LEGGED STOOL.
:::0” the large accession to our list of readers,
°@ the commencement of the publication of the | next ?”
plARLAND, and our inability much longer to sup-
¥ the demand for all the volumes which have | Italian.”

us :lhlssued, together with other causes moving
cOmmee“EIfnto, we have had serious thoughts of

“ Ncing another new series.
elboy, ! monstrous!” exclaimed a friend at our

o Who heard our cogitations as we repeated
o v Sentence, to see how it would look in print,
or eY: People w}]l then call il.; the ‘serial series,’
is ag fhree se'nes,’ and remind everybody who
the 'g:amted with the l?cality—of the village of
the © \ree Swans near Liverpool—the Old Swan,
8 Tiginal Old Swan, and the Old Original Old
‘an‘capital ”

@ see nothing capital about such nonsense,”
s Plied somewhat tartly; “nor how it applies

» 80y more than to the three estates of the
\th:‘t;the three Kingdoms,—the three Graces,

firee Gorgons,—the three Fates,~—the

Kings of Cologne,—the three-e-e——’

Uses I” interrupted our incorrigible friend.
have c:ll! admit'ting it to be the third time we
ance Tae out with something new—our appear-
Zener ;‘3 on each occasion been improyed--our

@l style and manner—aye, and matter, too—

0 better, and more stately our behaviour.”
Whic},es 3 Just as it is in the three ages of woman,

ve r)’°u scem to have forgotten, although you
« Theaehed the last.”

Ohy o three fiddle-sticks! But where were we ?
* about our materials.”

© less you say sbout them the better.
ales in prose are trash, and your poetry,

Jou eq)) it, doggerel rhyme, and sometimes
. ly tha,»

We prg

“
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Oup ¢,

'Oue cankered auld donnerel ! ye're getting
of ¢ es’ are ye ? Now just reach us down one
) Bumbers at your elbow, will ye? No, not
i the other pile to your right—that’s it.
Piek’ °°Pen it yourself, or ye'll maybe say we
ing Ut the best. Read out. What's the first
8 you see 7”
« Nhe Brolfen Mirror, by ————"
o i"el‘ .mmd who its by ; it’s the writings,
eﬁdg'"lbers, we're talking about. It’snot by
Tang Yo e, 0\‘. Carlyle, or Kit North, we'll war-
. If it were, you would applaud it to the

at

0, . s .
°finno¢ here, too, there is its sweet sister tale
Roe, > ouce and beautiful simplicity, ¢ the Musk

* Dot far off. Try again; and mind you
W\-VVWV\“NW

N o e s o

“ Just as good as original, and a well-told tale
it is ; we care not if all the world should hear
us say so, and we arc somewhat proud of our
judgment too. Try again, old fellow. We think
we shall soon convert you by evidence of your
own furnishing. But mind that old ricketty, three-
legged stool, or it will be down with you, as sure
as your name’s Andrew Glommerhead. Now for
it again. Out with it.”

“It’s not worth while. I was only looking at
some old musty legends about hubgoblins and
barghaists, and I don’t know what besides.”

“Give us the book. Why you're a regular
born fool. These are the ‘Border Legends,
praised even by Dr. Barker, who barks at every-
thing not his own. Then, there’s the next ar-
ticle to it——‘Scenes Abroad ;’ find us a better
one in any of the magazines in the

¢ United States, eh?”

“No. We were not going to say the United
States ; but since you've put the words into our
mouths, with one or two exceptions—and these

are of a different order,—we do not fear a com-.

parison with the best of their magazines. We
know, and the knowledge is not cofffined tous, tht
our matter is at least equal to theirs. Trash,
indeed! In the whole five thousand pages we
have printed you cannot find fifty that are not
good—multitudes of them are very good—tales
which would not shame Blackwood or Bentley, or
Fraser or Tait. Why, when we think of it, we
are actually proud of what Canada can do;
and are very much inclined to question the fact,
or statement, that our country isin a state of
literary infancy. 'Try again; but mind that old
stool,—one of its legs is cracked—besides, you
are not accustomed to be so set up on high,
What have you got there ?”

“ Nothing particular; only some clever nonsense
about ‘ Popping the Question in the Dark’—"

¢ There! we told you so. We were sure you'd
be down, and a pretty smash you’ve made of it,
with eight years of our incessant labors on your
head.”

« Eight!--only eight! There must have been
at least eighteen, I thought, from their excessive
weight.”

“ There ye're out again. If they have a fault
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atall, it is their being toolight. But never mind
your fall—you’re not hurt. What have you got
now?” r

«The Maid of Saragossa.’ ul’who thedeuce
are your authors? They seem ashamed to give
theirnames. I would like to know who they are.”

“ Yes! ye're the very personification of all the
grumblers—ye are! Is there anybody here that
anybody knows ? is the guestion asked by every
one of ye, for none of ye have confidence enough
in your own judgment to decide upon the character
of & production from its merits alone. Fortunately
for Canada you belong to a class that will soon
become extinct. We tell you again, and all who
think like you, that it is not the writers but the
writings we're talking about.”

« But about your poetry—ye've shirked that.”

« Nay, not we, but yourself. We suspect you
were hunting for specimens rather unfairly, when
you fell—and fall ye will again.”

“ Well! here's a beautiful specimen—nobody
can deny.”

« Granted! We make no pretensions to per-
fection, but contrast that with many picces which
you will find quite easily,~-with gems—real
gems—by Mrs. Moodie, E. L. C., Dr. Hasking,
and many others, and the Ballads of the Rhine,
which will appear in January. Give us fair glay,
‘Try again, old boy, if you are not convinced.”

& Well, then! just look at this. I have you
here on the hip, or I'm mistaken. If there’s one
Fark of poetry left in your whole composition--
if ever it was there at all—ye must denounce
such stuff, as arrant trash, foisted on your readers,
without mercy, and without one mitigating ex-
cuse.”

« No, not so, dear Andrew! spare us. It’s bad
enough, but recollect, it might have been worse.”

“That I deny. The thing’s impossible!”

« Is it, though? What think ye of the follow-
ing, sent to us, and from a paying subscriber too,
with an earnest prayer for its insertion, and a
threat besides?” It is an ode to the St. Law-
rence, which is described, as ¢ rolling along

¢From Monday morning till Saturday night,
And even on Sunday knows no respite.
1t travels its course, and gambols awhile
Before the sweet village of Boucherville,
Then breaks into many rude shakes and quivers
Before it comes to the town of Three Rivers.’
« And thus it proceeds, until
¢ With a bound and a stretch of its glorious neck,
It comes to the city of sncient Quebec.’

“ What do you think of that?”

« Not so bad as the other, inasmuch as it has
at least one merit which the other lays no claim
to—and that is originality. And this reminds
me of my last and heaviest charge against you,
which i8 your inordinate vanity in pretending
that your miscellany is made up of matter chiefly
original--certainly, in a new country like this, a
great and very flattering distinction—-a charac-
teristic which” would not only tend to disarm
criticism, but that would lead all well educated
men in this our infant state, as far as native
literature is concerned, to treat your publication
with all, and more than all, the indulgence you
could anticipate. But your assertion,—I like
your Mugazine myself after all, and am sorry
to be compelled to say it-—is not true ; not borne
out by facts. Look for instance at the contents
of any one of your numbers, and by your own
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shewing it will appear that hardly one half of
your articles are original. Take the number
now accidentally in my hands, for instance, which
happens to be the one for December, 1845. Out of
seventeen articles, eight, or nearly one-half, are
not original.”

“ We said you were an old fool ; or, if we did
not actually say so, we thought you were, an
that’s equally actionable in the law of libel ; but
we are really glad you’ve mentioned the circum-
stance, as out of the mouths of babes and suck-
lings,—endearing nursery terms, we apprehen
for older fools,—men learn wisdom ; and ouf
readers may possibly learn a little from youf
stupid and foolish remark.

¢ Eight out of seventeen articles, in our numbe?
for December, 1845, are not original, and this
glaring, stubborn fact, in the face of our assertiods
made upon the assumption of ‘inordinate vanity
—the expression does stick in our throat”—he di
we confess it, he did here touch us on the rav:
« But Jet us examine the vile calumny a little close?
—let us apply to it a more critical and scrutinis-
ing analytical investigation than either you, Mr.
Glommerhead, or any of your indorsers ever
thought of, and see whether or not you cas
maintain it,

« Eight articles, forsooth ! out of seventeen—
a fair, and fearfully large proportion of the whole
and yet, in our ‘inordinate vanity,’—confound the
fellow !-—we say that our miscellany is chigfy
composed of original matter.
pens that whenin our *inordinate vanity’ We
made this assertion, we alluded not at all to the
number of items, but to the quantity of matter
And it so happens, as if for the very purpose of
nourishing and cherishing this *inordinate V&
nity’ of ours, that we can elicit from this very
number of our magazine the most triumpha?
answer to your very illnatured and groundle“,
charge against us for our ‘inordinate vanity:
We cannot forget the odium of the accusatio™
In doing this, we have only to direct yowr
attention to the fact, that this unfortunate
large proportion of articles in that number,—u?”
fortunately large when compared with the whole—
unfortunately for your impudent and scandalos®
assertion,—occupy only the very small modic““‘;
of four pages out of forty-eight. Truly, ol
Glommerhead, you missed it this time with ®
vengeance; and your fall here was much wors§
than from the old, ricketty, three-legged stool:

« All thisis very fine, but doesn’t satisfy ©°
that there’s the least necessity for commenc!

a new series. 1 hate new serieses—its nothi®

but a new fangled book-making trick—a reg\ll“‘:
cheating of the.public—there’s nothing new abot
it—no not even in its name.”

“Oh! yes ; we would give it a new, and, as ¥
think, a better and more imposing, and m"'.:
appropriate appellation. We meant to 1)
the * BriTisH NORTH AMERICAN MASAZINE.

“ And what would your subscribers—your &
ters, as I may call them,—say to this ? g
must first consult them about the matter.” .

“Perhaps you're right, Andrew, for once ¥
your life ; and to show you that we have 5““'
notwithstanding, some lingering liking left fot
your opinion, we will follow your advice, o
not commence a new series till the comme“w
ment of another New Year.
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