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(Concluded.)

Ber where is the brave, the good-natured,
ut the indolent Robert, 2ll this time? When
ist we took leave of him, he was assuming
ecross, and departing for the Iloly Land.
¢ has, since then, fought like a good knight,
nd performed prod gies of valor; nay, weak
d unthinking as he had ever proved in his
in affairs, he has evineed sagacity and pra-
nee in council as well as valor in the field;
d at the juncture at which we have arrived,
e is for the first and only time in his eventful
fe, reposing in the lap of case, cnjoying the
lat of his noble deeds, and blessed in the
iles and love of a fair young princess.—
enry had indeed set forth a story that his
rother had taken up his abede in Palestine,
tom which he would no more return, in con-
equence of the throne of Jerusalem having
n bestowed upon him for his valor. A
alse report, and a glaring one, which the de-
itfol monarch was aware coold not long ro-
rin undiscovered ; bug he trusted in his wiles,
nd only desired time to strengthen his posi-
ion.

The truth was, that the Leroic leader of the
tst active crosade; the immortalized Godfrey
I Bouillon had been electad King of Jerusa-
em; and Robert, whose power was little
hort of that which sked aglory over the name
f Godfrey, hed begun to veturn towards his
ative Jand, before the death of his brother
illiam. He Janded in Southern Ttaly, where
ie lingered in the knightly society of many an
flustrious brother in arms, who, Like himself,
hzd sheathed their swords, and were now re-

ing under their hard-carned lanrels. Her

he had the happiness to obtain a bride ia the
yotng, the beautifal, t}xo rich, and the goed
be’lla danghiter of a powerdal Italian priee ;
heir aﬂccuon was mutual, and now, for a time,

he solaced himself for all his former labours
and struggles. It was not until he finally ar-
rived at his ewn patrimonial dominion of Nor-
mandy, tha. he l.arnt the death of Rufus, and
the treachery of Bean Clere, when lie instant:
ly deternmiined tu strihe for his claim to the suc-
cession.

But the erafty Fz.nry was too well acquaint-
ed with his brother's dispusition 1o be greatly
moved by his threats. ¥lenry was at jeast
King, dc fucto, powerful, rich, and vigilant;
whilst Robert was but Duke of Normaady,
with many of his fortresses in pledge in his
brothcr's Lands. At this time, also, Robert
was vain of his beautiful kride, whom he took
from city to city; and whose large fortune he
squandercd in vain shows. What was the
conscquence? When he really commenced
hosulities, he was without the ¥ sinews” of
war, and the noules, friendly to hiscausc, who
admired his bravery and open disposition,
were afraid to trust themselves to the conse-
quences of his indolence. Yet many were
true to him, and still more weie suspected by
Beau Clerc, who, ia tlus campaign, put forth
all the tact and discarmnent for which he was
so rematkable.  The dispute, this time, there-
fore, was a bloodicss onc; for, although the
hostile forces met, vct instead of contesing
the ficld, the principals procecded 1o negocia-
tions; the casy, indoient Robert, was prevail-
ed on to aceept the tiile and full poszsession of
Normandy, togcther with an annual alowance
of three thonsand marks, and td give up all
claim on England dunng the life of Henry;
adding, hewerer, the old and anhecded priviso,
that, wwhocver of the two should be the sarvi-
vor, should inherit both the governments.—
There was, however, another clause in the
treaty, which was uinmately the sonrce of all
Robert's misfortuncs, and of the hlackest
crimes that conscquenily enened in the remain-
mg history of the Bean Clere. It was ths,
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that forgiveness should_be extended to ali the
followers of each, on the presentoccasion, and
that, far the future, neither of the brothers
should encourage or protect the enemies of the
other.

Tho indolent man finds 1t troublesome to
doubt or to take warning. Were this not so,
Robert of Normandy mght, long beforo the
period at which we have arnved, have learned
to distrust the fraudulent Henry, whose whole
life was but a tissue of craft and treachery.—
These properties had now become so essen-
tially parts of his disposition, that he could not
desist from their use. No sooter had Robert
returned to Normandy, than Henry com-
menced a series of intrigue, m order to entrap
those who had adhered .o his brother, intc
breaches of the law ; he soon succeeded so far,
that one of the most influential of them was
obliged to flee the country with intent to take
refuge with the Duke. The latter, however,
true to his engagement, ravaged the Notman
estates of the fugitive as a criminal against the
English law, hastily came cver to England to
show his brother, personally, how promptly
he had acted, and—owned that he wag him-
self virtually a prisoner, under the allegation
that he had instigated the fugiive nobleman te
disobedience. The catiff King now squeezed
from the short-sighted prince the annuity of
three thousand marks, as the price of his
liberty, and donbtless exulted in the ease with
which he performed the act of pitlage.

Robert’s sole ghmpse of good fortune was
when he married the amiable and prudent
Sybiila, and under her guidance hemight have
acted somewhat more wiscly. But she was
soon lost to him, after bearing to bim a son,
who became the unhappy and constant object
of lus uncle's enmity. And now Robert re-
turns again to all the vicious habits of his
carlier days, and becomes the prey, both of the
nobles around him, and of his own domestics.
To such a degree does his indolence and cre-
dulity exposz lum, that he is found sometimes
with searcely o mark in his treasury, and ut-
terly without the necessary clothes to wear.—
Like the generality of persons of hishabitsand
temperament, he atizches no blame to himself
for the destitute condinon in which he finds
himself, bat lashes himself to fury against the
subtle Henry, agamnst whom helaunchesforth
his maledicuions, and, by the advice of some,
and the threats of others, he once more re-
solves to be avenged.

But Henry 13 before him.  The King know-
mg the utter imbeality of the Duke's power,

the embarrassment of his finances, and the ip.
creased inactivity of his mind, no longer con.
descends to dissimulate, but, declaring th;
peace between thein is now for ever at anend,
he enters Normandy with the purpoese of con-
quering it, and adding it to the English crown.
Obdurate man! Has notremorse yet touched
his wily and treacherous soul? No, in forty
years of crooked and dishonest policy, he has
not yet felt a pang of regret for the manifol¢
evils of his hfe. Habit has deadened his feel
ings, ambition has stirred his desires, the man-
ners of the times have greatly countenanced
his terpitude, and the religion fie professes,
points out an casy mode of atonement. Littl:
did ho then think what a change would coms
over his spirit in the course of the next twenty
years.

Hoswinscrutable are the ways of Providence.
The animosities of these two brothers_ cause
them to be the unconscious instruments of
England’s vengeance on Norman invasion.—
In the determination of Henry to deprive his
elder brother of his just possession, the King's
forces were mainly English. The batie of
Tenchkebrai was fought and won by Henry,
and by it Normandy became an English pro-
vince : and, what was most remarkable, the
victory was gained on the same day of the
same month which, forty years before, had
been so fatal to English liberty at Hastings.~
Robert, and shortly afterwards, his son, fell
into the King’s hands; and now an oppori
nity is presented for using clemency and kind-
ness, although justice was not to be expected.
The first visitings of compunction did indee
touch the heart of Henry; but, as they were
but imperfect so also they were bu transitory.
The unfortunatc Robert became a prisoner for
life in the strong castle of Cardiff, where, for
the greater part of thirty years, hs remaineds
helgpless, sightless victim ; his ruthless brothe
having teken the cruel precaution of causing
his sight 10 be destroyed, in order to prevent
any further attempts of the unhappy prince 10
obtain his liberty, and strike once more for his
tights.

But the child of Robert, the infant William,
was a basilisk in his sight. The King knew
that whilst this child lived, neither Henry nor
his children could hold a secure title to either
Normandy or England. Now Henry als
had a William; the child of his hopes, the
proposcd establisher of the house in his ling,
and—which he did not then anticipate—to be
the scourge of his sins, and the destroyer of
his peace for ever. . In one of his far soft
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momenis he had placed his nephew, William,
1n the custody of @ Norman noble in whom he
believed he could trust. Bat his fears soon
revived, and he sent to have the youth taken
away from his protector. Too late; the guar-
gicn had fied with hischarge; and thenceforth,
for several years, was exhibited the hollow,
treacherous, avaricious, and time-serving series
of events, by which the young Duke of Noz-
mandy was patronized, forsaken, bought, sold
~but not delivered—through the machinations
of Kings and princes whose only objects were
power and riches, and who looked on the help-
less youth in no better light than as 3 means
to their ends. Between these opposing inter-
ests, young William Fitz Robert was, for a
time, thrown into the back ground; Henry
got Normandy settled upon him by the Xing
of France, whose davghter, also, was given to
Henry's son—the vicious, arrogant, and inso-
fent William—who, even early in life, had
threatened the English that whenever he should
have the rule, he would use them as them:an-
est beasts of burthen.

The cup of righteous indignation was now
full, and the insensate Henry, as well as his
tyrannical son, must drink of it. ‘They em-
barked from Barfleur, when the homage for
Normandy was paid, and the nuptials above-
nemed were concluded. Beau Clerc’s soul
was clate, the carousings of the prince and his
retinue were extravagant; the father and the
son, with their several retinucs, were in differ-
ent vessels. the former duly reached the shores
of England, but the latter—never. It was no
tempest that beat down his bark, it was no
overwhelming wave that swallowed her up.—
It was the licentious orgics of a few intox-
icated men, that caused * The white ship” to
strike against rocks in the most favourable
weather, and sent to their great account the
prince and three hundred others. Ah! where
were now the day-dreams of ambition which
so long had occupied Henry's mind? Where
were the hopes that his name and lineage
should be continued to future generations ?—
Where should he find consolation under this
sudden and dreadful stroke? To his wife, the
“good Queer Aaud 7' Alas, she was no
more! Shehad sucrificed herself in marrying
him, in the vain hope of serving her native
English people; but had long perceived that
she had been madc only a tool of his craft.—
To reﬁgion ?—He had pillaged the churches,
and insulted their mimsters; he had no confi-
dence in its cfficacy, and its aud never occur-
red to him?7—To his subjects ? They had

long ceased to hope anything from either pro-
mises or oaths uttered by him ; for these had
now become a bye-word to themn.—To hisown
reflections 7—Of all consolations, these offered
the poorest resource. He was a glutton, a
drunkard, plunged into the very depths of -
centiousness, he was hated yet feared, and his
very wisdom and talents which had procuced
for him his surname, only served to make him
the more to be dreaded. e heard the fearful
news as it were a rock faljen on his head.—
He swooned; he recovered ; he returned by
degrees to the every-day business of his station ;
but from that instant in which he iearned the
death of his son, a smile never, never played
upon his features; he was like a man forlorn.

King Henry had so long been in the habit
of busying himself in the perplexities and intri-
cacies of political intrigue, that despair itself
could not prevent him from proceeding in that
course. The loss of his son, so far from re-
conciling him to theclaims of hisnephew, Fitz
Rotert, seemed only 1o cxasperate him the
more against thatunfortunate youth. He was
conscious of his preseut power, and had confi-
dence in the wiliness of Ius head which had
generally carried him through his difficulties.
That, however, which he now proposed, was
of a nature so discordant to the received no-
tions of sovercign rule, that it well required
both hand and hcad to carry it effectualiy
through. This was to proclaim his daughter
Matilda, whe had been married to the emper-
or of Germiany and was now a widow, heiress
of lus throne in ©ngland and of his ducal au-
thority in Normandy.

Now, in moden times, this would have
been a matter of course; but i the warlike
period of the twelfth century when every ruler
and noble was a soldier, and commanded the
forces of his own domains, the sovercign au
thority in the hands of a women was alto-
gether unknown. But Henry, instead of yicld-
ing to circumstances, was ulways best pleaser
when he could compel circumstances to bend
to him ; and although, in this attempt to exalt
his daughter, he knew her 1o be nawrally as
arrogant as her brother had been, increased
perhaps by the consciousness that she was
even then the relict of an empcror, that her
temper was bad, and that she was the plague
of her father's lifc, yet such is the wayward-
ness of the human heart, that he felt some
sauisfacuon st the prospect of nflicting upon
others some portion of the m:sery which had
now begun to be pourcd upon him. He found
not, however, the difficulty which e had an-
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ticipated, in carrying his point; and, in the
plenitude of lus satisfaction at this ready con-
currence, his wisdom and sagacity for the mo-
ment slept 3 he dscamt not that there could be
anything hollow in the obedience of hisnobles.

But the wily king had trained up wily peo-
ple, and, notwithstanding 1he unanimity of the
declaration m favor of Matlda, nothing was
farther from the hearts of those who most
prominently stood forth in ber behalf. There
were already aspirants for the succession ; the
greatest asserters of the privilegeof precedency
in taking the oath to defend her claim, were
the very men whose first object would be to
supplant her. This brings us ta the remark-
able replics of the earls, Stephen of Blois, and
William of Gloucester ; the former being Hen-
ry’s nephew, and the latter the king’s natural
son. The cleim of a natural son to inherit-
ance had not yet become obsolete in Europe,
and it was now a question 1t the minds of
those two powerful and ambitious barons,
which of the two had the better right ; Mauil-
da being out of all consideration, as an anom-
aly in feudal government.

Henry's nephew, however, sull lived, and
the king might say, hke Macbeth, “ We've
scoteh’d the snake, notkilf’di.”  Young Fitz
Robert had become a brave warrior, a hardy
soldier, with all his unhappy father’s better
qualities, and few of his faults. 'The king of
Fraunce, who had for many years played “fast
and loose” with him, at length took up his
cause scriously, procured himan elevated mar-
riage, and gave with the bride important pos-
sessions, which healterwardsenlarged by con-
rerring on him the earidom of Flanders. This
brave Lut unforwhate young man was notdes-
tined to recover the patcrnal inheritance, nor
to be longer an eye-sore to his vindictive uncle.
The Flemings, always the most disconigaied
insurrectionary people in Europe, soon rose
against the young carl, who nevertheless was
successful in fight against all who opposcd
him, but who unfortunately got his death-
wound in the field ; thus perishingin the bloom
of manhood, mn the onward path 1o the power
and fortunc duc to bis proising qualities, =nd
to the mfinite rehef of tus unrelenting uacle,
who in the first exuliation of the hour, per-
formed nearly the ouly actof mercy that isre-
corded of him—Mhe gfanted the young prince's
dyng request of pardon to those who had fol-
lowed his foriunes.

Surely now King-llenry begins to percese
glimpses of happiness! Surely heat least en-
joys tranquility, and begus to taste somewhat

of the gratification arising from the consum.
mation of his dearest wishes and the absenc
of every species of rivalry ! Alas, no! Th
very circumstance of bis being without a pro
Jject on foet, without an enemy to circumient
without a subject on which he ca1 exercise hs
wily arts and please himself by cheating, is s
contrary to the habits of nearly sixty years
inat he actually finds a gap in his existence
and even the learning and wisdom for whict
he has long stood cminent refeses to rcliev:
him. The mind nevertheless will work, how.
ever obstinate the soul which is its co-inhabg
ant; and where there is nothing without 1
occupy it, it never fails to tyrn inwards for oc
cupation; then woe to the wretch who is nat
prepared for its examination. It gnaws andy
corrodes, nor can the victim escape, for he ¢
ever present ; vainly he flies from reflection, &
but haunts him the more ; vainly he turps v
religion—such religion as that which was the
possessed—and only in the vortex of dissips
tion and licentiousness can he find a tempor
ary relief, from the anguish and remorse which
returns again with redoubled streagth afie
each interruption.

Itisnot to be supposed that the monarch
implicitly relied upon the oaths which he hal
extorted from the nobility, in favor of hs
danghter. His own false heart warned hip
sufficicntly against so mere a rope of sand.—
Well he knew the ambitivus dispositions &
his nephew and of his natural son, well he un-
derstood the pretensions which lay partially
hidden under the expression peculiar to cach
and above all he knew their so.dier-like qual
tics. To autach them by ties of gratitude b
had laden them with wealth and honours ; hs:
nephew especially, by alliances, titles, and dis
tinctions, was pre-eminent in his day. And
on these lay all the confidence he could re
pose, for fidelity to his legitimate offspring
when he should be gone hence. Mistaken
man, he was himself the most striking living
example of the faitklessness which hedreaded.
There is ever this great differcnce betwecn
honest sagacity and prudence, and devious
canning ; the former acts with integrity and
straight-forward intentions; and, if a mistake
or a mishap occur, there is no vavelled skein
to uatwist, no trick to compensate for ; the
sympathy cf good men is with the good, and
that very sympathy gives additional momen-
tum to new efforis. The laiter, working by
wiles expeets wiles in return, he fortifies hin-
seif at every fancied weak point, but generally
1t tarns out that onc has been managed over
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uch. Soitwaswith Henry towards Stephen,
attach him he made him powerlful, and
iephen employed that power, at the eariiest
pportunity, to aggrandize himself at the ex-
anse of his benefactor's child, and of the oath
hich he had been so forward to tender.
That oath had buen but atemporary resource
ntil some stronger bond could be suggested ;
nd at length the king’s mind was clated by
he intolligence that a grandson was horn to
Em, who, he iinmediately trusted would be
fatilda's representative and support whilst
ne iived, and her successor at her decease.—~
This altercd the appearance of things, although
1did not affect their indomitable resolution.—
Readily they came at the monareh’s call, again
Yo swear allegiance to Matilda, and to her
children after her.  What cared they? They
had already pledged themselves to that which
hey had resolved to break, and anothcr oath
or two were nothing after violating the first.—
The sagacity of Henry had not taught him
that the unnecessary multiplication of oaths
diminishes their sanctity i the minds of those
who make them, and that every call, of such
adescription, became more and more ndicu-
lous in their eyes.
But the king draws nearhisend. The som-
bre complexion of his thoughts has gradually
more and more incrensed; it affected his
health, and by recaction it affected his mind.~
_Ze gave himself up still more to sports and to
sensual pleasures.  He ate of a species of food
of which he was extravagantly fond, although
varned of the ill consequences which might be
espected 5 he indulged in it to excess, it caused
indigestion aud fever, and brought him to the
bed on which we found him when our refiee-
tions were commenced. For a full week he
has been stretched upon the bed of sickness,
groaning with physical, and razked with men-
tal disease ; his soul glancing “ from earth to
heaven, from heaven to carth,” still deceiving
mmself and shuiting put remorse with all the
blandishments of a self-deceptive mind, and
still actuated by that worldly ambition which
had been his companion-fecling through life.
The termagant princess tardily obeyed the
call of the dying monarch even though its ob-
Jjeet was her own clevation. The nobles also
gathered around him: and the churchmen were
at hus bedside.  * Barons of England and of
Normaundy,” sud the expiring Henry, “ be-
bold your Queen and her successor! I shall
soon cease 1o be among you, but you have
sworn again and again 1o support these.—
Lighten my dying hours, let me hear once

morc those oaths of fealiy, and 1 shall diccon-
sented in the assurance that in your guardian-
ship they are sccure.” Again they all pres-
sed forward and joinedin the solemn mockery.
The haughty Matilda scarcely deigning her
thanks for that which in the pride of her heart
she considered needless; the barons departed,
yet were their countenances not su unmoved
tut that the suspicious glance of the ansious
Henry caught aun expression in the face of
Stephen, which haunted his imagination uniil
he breathed hislast.

Had Henry Beau Clerc the prescience in
those Jast moments to be aware of what should
shortly ensue? If he had—and therc are
those who belicve that the cleared judgment of
sorne in the dying hour, is not unlike an in-
spired feeling-—then indeed what anguish must
have filled his soul, how in one hornd retros-
pective glance must he have seeu ail the enor-
mities with which his life was filled; whilst
everything whispered to him, “It has been all
in vain.”

Thus died the last of that ruthless family
which had made England a grave and a lazar
house. A scion of that family then usurped
the place of the survivors, and one of another
naine and lincage became king in their stead,

o @GP
RIIAPSODIAL STANZAS
ON VISITING MY NATIVE VALE.

Awav despondence and despatr, igneble things
retire!

Bright visions flit beforc my eyes, strangs
thoughts my soul mgpire;,

A holy influence fills my breast, fast thronging
mem’rics rise—

And decp delight’s {ull fount runs o’er, and
quick tears dim my cyes.

My nauve vale I've found again, clad in its
bright array 3

My home I gladly hail once more—where all
scems bright and gay.

Haill to thee, thou winding river, while onward
to the sea

The sunbeams on thy silver wave are dancing
merrily ;

For on thy banks, oh! gentle stream, full
many an hour I’ve passed,

And thoughts of decp intelligence o'er thy gled
waters cast.

Flow on; thy murraur to my ear is rmusic's
richest tone,

For thou art in my native vale, and nzar my
childhood's home.
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Hail! ye empyreal gems of heaven, yeorbs of
living light,

‘Which gild the mighty firmament and fiee the
gloom of night;

For I have watch’d ye in your course, aeria
through the sky,

And deem’d ye messengers of joy—parts of
eternity :—

Then heavenly raptures fill'd my breast, en-
tranc’d 1 saw the hour

‘That bade ye from the skies reure, with ail
your thrilling power.

And ye, too, scented flowers hail ! ye firstborn
of the earth !

No wmore may winter bring 1 blight, nor
with'ring frosts a dearth:

Ye are too fair to die, ye floviers, too bright to
fade away,

Too glorious all to quit the vaie, the land which
you asray ;—

Inspirc me as ye did of old, when first I sought
to rove, .

And learn’d from ye the hidden source, and
golden art of love !

Ang ye too stately forests of my native valley,
hail!

The quick’ning thoughts ye raise within, tell
not an idle tale;

Your leafy bowers inviting bid the voice of
nusic swell

Harmonious o’er the landscape far from ouat
«your scented dell : —

Ye speak of earthly exatacy, of boyish mirth
and glee,

Beneath your pine-tree’s spreading shade and
airy myttle tree.

And ye, 100, balmy winds of heaven! ye cour-
sers of the sky,

Oh! kiss again my burning cheex, as on ye
ceaseless fly;

And gambol as ye did of yore, upon my youth-
ful brow,

‘When to the sorrow of the world I knew not
how to bow.

Oh! lave me in your fluid font—the pang of
pain dispel,—

For I am in my childhood's home, the early
loved and well !

All hail ! ye merry haunts of youth, ye scenes
of early days!

What whisp’rings to my soul ye bring, what
olden dreams ye raise ;

For I am free agam to roam thy varied walks
among,

And pour with nature's warblers forth the

Hail to thy hallow’d precincts, home! thy
sunniest plase of earth,

Thon centre of our earthly joys, thou spring
kindred mir:h!

Ye dear familiar faces hail ! who watched
carly glee,
As full of buoyant gladness yet, as joyous a:
as free;
Ye are my compeers in the vale—compen;
in the world,
And to the sclf-same fitful breeze our canva
is unfurl'd ;
And to the same far land we go, where pea;
_and plenty dwell,
Where nought of earth can rise (o breathe t4
fatal word farcwell!
@B G-
TANGIERS.

Tuis sea-port town was the scene of the i
teresting story of Pheebe, the Jewish Heroin,
Lady Grosvenor, who visited it in 1841, thy
describes its present aspect, in a work latel
nublished, entitled “A Ysacht Voyage in
Medit.cranean.”  This book may be regardd
as another monument of femeale enterpris
marking alsc the progress of feminine caltisy
tion and accomplishment in England. “
eleven, a. m.,, we embarked in the gig to ro
about a mile and a half to the town; the
being very rough, and the wind straight againd
us, we were plentifully sprinkled with s2
water, and when we arrived at the shore, foun
only a shelving gravelly beach to land upon!
as to the method of effecting which, su
doubts were raiced in our minds, added t
which a strange, uncéuth-looking race wel
drawn up on the shore; but with the encon
ragement of the Captain of the Port, a tall o
man in the Moorish dress, with a long whit
beard (well described a3 an old lion by a for
mer traveller,) we at length accomplished &
hut were obliged to be carried through the sur]
by our sailors, and were deposited on the bead
in the midst of a most curious scene.  Groupy
of wild-looking negroes and moors were lying
about in all kinds of picturcsque dresses ; som
wrapped up in white woollen garments, calies
‘haiks,” of which they draw a fold over thes
heads; others in brown and white striped
pelisses with a ‘bournous,’ or peaked hood,
which is an admirable protection against sun
or rain. Many of the Moors were handsome
but fierce-looking, with sharp white teeth, and
gleaming black eyes. Though i* was not one:
of the best market-days, which are Thursdays

merry voice of song.

and Sundays, the market presented & very
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rious scene, from the groups of Moors, Arabs,
d Jews, standing, sitting, and lying, huddled
in their bournouses, buying and selling.—
ome look gentle, but the generality have a
Jd and ferocious expression. The women
e completely covered up in their dirty white
rapery, and conceal their faces, so that no-
ing is seen but one eye and their hands and
i, the latter being coarse and ugly; but it
to be observed that we only saw the lower
asses, as the ladies always remain shut up at
ome. ‘The principal articles for sale were
comestibles,” innumerable kinds of grain,
nions, tomatas, dates, raisins, egg-plants, and
s of an oily white-looking ointment, which
med out to be butter, perhaps two or three
ears old, which is supposed to improve the
avour. On the open counter of nearly every
hop, there was at least one cat, which the
wners keep as a sort of brush to wipe their
ands upon; as after measuring out soft yel-
w soap with those natural implements, they
o not scruple to give a handful of raisins, or
ower, or rice, all handed out in the same
weetly simple manner, which creates an oc-
sional necessity for an apclogy of a towel.—
Imost all the natives had the hair shaved;
me were a large tuft on one side, occasion-
lly lengthened into aplait. Thenegroes who
ome from the interior were singularly iright-
Ful, 1 all their varieties, which were many.—
'e mounted by very narrow, tolerably dirty,
end shockingly paved, streets, to what had
been the treasury, & Moorish building, with a
cloistered arcade round a court, now in a very
muinous state; thence up to the Citadel, where
we saw traces of the original wallsof Tangier,
and so on to a graceful and beautiful gateway,
looking down 2 steep hill to thelovely country
sarrounding the town. The mountains in the
distance are covered with low wood, shelter-
ing wild boar; and in the fore-ground are
thicke:s of stupendous cactuses, with siems
like small forest-trees; carobs, or the locust-
tree; fig-trees, palmettos, and many otber
shrubs. In 2 large ditch below the old walis,
in the midst of all this veauty, was a hornd
sight and smell, of the carcasses of hoiges and
mules, left there to decay.”
..»an«..
Veracitr.—Every oreach of veracity indi-
cates some latent vice, or some crimmal inten-
tion which an individual is ashamed to avow.
4nd hence the peculiar beauty of openness or
sincerity, uniting in some degree in itself the
graces of all the qther, moral qualities of which
it 2ttests tho existunce.

THE LAIRD'S LEAP.

A LEGEND OF THE SCOTTISH PERSECUTIONS."

For three or four miles to the westward of
the little chapel, which I have befure described,
the country rose in a long regular slope of
moorland pastures, here and there fenced by
dry stone walls, but for the most part open
and devaid of any sign of human cultivation,
unless it were the scattered herds of small
black catile, and flocks of ragged looking,
long-horned sheep, which cropped their stinted
herbage. Beyond this bleak and barren range
there rose a wilder, grander hill, still sloping
gently upward in the same direction, but cover-
ed not with grass, but with deep purple heath-
er, and interspersed with tall crags of grey,
sifted sandstone, and here and there a deep
morass, as might be clearly recognized by the
rank verdure of its surface, and, at rare inter-
vals a steep, precipitous and rough ravine,
through which some noisy strearlet found its
way to the broader strath, and mightier river.
It was into this desolate and gloomy tract that
the young Laird of Livingstone had dashed,
when the last of this soldier’s band fell in the
short fatal conflict over the grave of his mur-
dered victim. As his strong, high-blooded
charger swept over the mountain brook which
separated the lone church-yard from the broad
pastures, with scarce an effort, and stretched
gallantly away over the gentle slope, confident
in the speed and vigor of the fine animal that
bore him, maddened by rage and indignation
at the idea thet his stout troopers, picked veter-
ans of the Scottish iifeguard, should have met
an end so inglorious, he turned his body half
round in his saddle, and shaking hishend with
a swearing and angry gesture against the six
or eight men who had started to pursue him,
he gave vent to his excited feelings in 2 loud
shout of scorn and stern, contemptuous defi-
ance. It was well for him then, that not &
musket remained doaded in the hands of those
who followed him, for there were two or three
among them, keen and unerring marksmen,
and he was still within fair carbine distance,
and there was not one man of that fierce, per-
sccuted party, who would not have esteemed
ita good deed, and acceptable unto the Lord
of Hosts, to shoot him likea dog, whose hands,
as they said, were purpled with the blood of
the saints, and hie raiment red with the same.
He drove the spurs into the flanks of the proud
chargcr, who answerced with asnortand gleam
of his vicious eye, that told of theuntamed and
gallant spirit, he had derived from along train
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of desert sins.  On, he swept—on ! unchecked,
and free, und fearless, skunnrung the long as-
cent with all the ease, and almost all the fleet-
ness of the swallow chasing its inse 't prey.
sweeping across the brooks and water-courses
that crossed lus course at intervals, as it they
were nmere furrows 1n the soil, and charging
the rough, free-stone walls with vigerous and
exulting joy. The nider turned when he had
won the first rmle of the hll, and as he looked
back on the men who followed him, scattered,
and forled, and breathless, yet breasting still
the slope wuth stubborn resolution, and giving
vent to their thirst of vengeance in a decp
solemn shout, a curl of scorn drew up his
chiselled lip, as he muattered to himself—
“ Fools—blind, presumptuous fools I—as if
their clumsy feet, made but to trample their
deep, clayey furrows; conld vie with thy feet
hoofs—my matcnless Barbary ; for not a pant
is in thy clear, slow breathing, not a foam-
spotupon thy curb, not even a shade of mois-
ture, on thy sleck, velvet coat.” He paused,
however, for 2 moment as he spolie, and gazed
half wistfully uronnd him, before him lay the
steep and purple moers, and 1o his right, the
ridges, steep and precipitous, and pathless, of
the wild Rutlands—he drew ns rein wp short-
ly, and wheehng to his left hand, struck into
a gallop, once agamn crossmg the hill obliquely
toward the lower country, and the road by
which i.c had marched upward, butafterriding
some fen minutes, he crossed the top of a
small hillock, and gaming a full view of the
open country, saw what he had quite forgot-
ten, a broad, fierce, brawling river in the val-
ley, at two or three imles distance. “Ha !
he said, striking his hand passionately on his
thigh, “hal curses on it I—it had escaped my
notice, and long ere this, be sureof it, theonly
bridge is guarded by a mob of these dog puri-
tans !—why, the whole nest of them will be
astir when the news goes abroad, that they
have slain cight troopers of Graham’s Guard !
rnd not a ford in that infernal stream, "iill I
can reach the Preakin hollow. Weil! here
gocs, for the mountain—thank Heaven, no foot
of man can gain wpon black Barbary, over
these open ficlds, and ere I reach the heather,
they will be milesbelund me ! And, with the
word, he wheeled lis horse again, and rode
back op the hill in the direction which he had
first taken. In doing this, the line of his course
was turned back somewhat, not actually to-
weard the furious foes who were pursning, hut
in a dircction transverse to that which they
had taken, so that he saw them clearly, so
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clearly (lnt he conld mark the sullen, dogg
air of each grim viscge, and note the bitter rag
which paled their cmbrowned countenance
But it was not this only that he noted, for, L3
way now between the chdsed and thefootme
who were still in resolute chase, he might e
ceive fuur peasants mountcd upon the hors:
which they had caught afier the fall of b
drageons, spurring them fiercely up the I
and shouting in anticipated friumph. Tu
sight awoke him instantly to a more fit app:
ciation of his danger, and wasting no muw:
lime, he set his horse’s head straight for t:
moors, and without looking back at all, rod
as directly as the crow flies over all obstacl
that came in his way, with the calm nervean
splendid horsemanship that marked the pa
fect cavalier. A nearer, wilder yell than an
that had yet fallen on his car, pealed wild
down the void; he momentarily turned h
head, and saw that the two parties had uniteq
and that, whereas the men who had first take
the chargers of the slain soldiers, were mer
clanish rustics, Hackstotin, of Raithillet, ap
three of his companions, all, evidemly fror]
their bearing in the saddle, old troopers aw
experienced horsemen, had mounted in the
place, and had already fearfully diminished tl:
space that mtervened between them and lum
self, their destined victim. Another mile la
been already traversed, and only one remaincd
erc he should reach the rough and broke
heather—on he spirred—on! and with rg
doubled speed, and tite black charger gloriouy
lv repaid his master’s confidence, by its
doubled speed. On! he went; on!—and nos
he reached the wall, the last that intervens
betseen the pastore and the moors. It was
strong, all barricr, of sherp, dry lime-ston:
~t least six fest in height, with a broad, rugze]
ditch, on the near side.  “Ha!” he exclaimed
with a gay smile, “ha! 1 am safe, then—no
a horse, save mine, can clear it!™ and, as
spoke, he pulled his horse deliberatcly up, the
he might eatch his wind before attempting the
great leap, and Twoked quite coolly down the
hill toward tie men who followed, now, having
fost a hittle groznd in i helast gallop, about hat
a mv]obvhmd him.  They saw him pull up sue-
dealy, and knowing the ground themsehves
accurately, and the formidable height of the
boundary wall, perceived at once that he de-
clined the leap—again, a wild, triumphant veli
pealed from their Ips, and again he shook lus
gavndetted hand at their thrca(mmgc, and
answered with a shott ‘clarer, Tugher, and
more triumphant, than their own.  Then, set-
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oo himself firmly in the saddle, be gathered
B.sreins up hightly, pricked the good war-horse
Riith the spur, and charged the wall with cool
Miciermination.  With flashing, and distorted
hostril, the good horse charged it—withalong,
feas; stroke he rose into the air, swung overit,
®and was lost in a moment to the sizht of the
Knurcuers.  But not ten bounds had the horse
finade boyond it, before the Laurd perceived that
o gallop in that rough rad broken soil, was
Rcscless ! Nay, more, was impossible. His
Fas a mind prompt in expedient, fearless, and
Edating in a degree no less insolent, and cruel,
ind oppressive.  “I will turn back,” he said,
g¢and from behind the wall will shoot the two
first with my pistols—and then the devil’s 1n
B if I cannot cut down the others, if they dare
Beross on foot !’ Another moment, and he had
Buken post under the shelter of the wall—had
Rdrawn both pistols from his holsters, and was
cxamining their priming, when the near tramp
Kof the horses apprized him that the time was
Reome. Doffing his hat, he raised his cyes
fabove tho level of the crossing stone, so care-
fully that no onc of the pursuers witnessed it.
{He saw Hackstcun within ten paces, and in
the very act of putting his horse at the leap,
fand beiiad I ., at perhaps ten paces farther,
a second ‘rooper, heavily spurring a cumbrou-
some bay stallion. In times of peril, thoughts
flash, as it were, Like lightning on the mind—
he knew that Hackstoun's horse, how holdly
he might ride soever, could not by any possi-
bili7 carry him over that huge fence, and cal-
culating on his certain fall, resolved that him
fie could slay with the sword merely. So,
a.sing himself in his stirrups, he showed him-
sclif above the wall, and stretching forth his
hand, took a quick aim, and fired. Through
the dense smoke he saw the second trooper
rcll—man and horse—upon the ground ; but
the next instant, the men l.aped to his feet
with a loud cry, appcrendy unhu:?, and in-
stantly began to load his lorg-barrelled fowl-
ing picce. Meantime, Hackstoun had dashed
his heavy charger at the well, with a good will
to clear it, it is true, and a revengeful heart
that would have braved ten times the denger,
had he beeu sure of making good his purpose.
Bat, well although he rode, and daringly, the
animal he backed could not accomplish it, but
forced unwillinly, by the resolution of his
rider, drove at it, cleared the diteh, but striking
the top of the wali with its chest, was Lurled
backward into the chasm by the shock, while
Hackstoun wag throwen completely over, as if
he had been fIzmmc’ned from some gigantic cn-

gine, and pitching on his hend among the
heather, lay for the moment stunned and sense-
less. “I thought so!” shouted Livinpstone,
“hell to your souls! Base dogs, how dare ye
thus pursue a gentlcinan and soldier 2 and,
with these words, levelling the sccond of his
pistols at the hiend of the third horseman, he
pulled the trigger with an ain so steady, that
the bullet took cffect full in the nuddle of Jus
forchead, and hurled him from the saddle, a
dead man, cre he touched the greensward.—
The fourth man pulled his horse up instently,
and leaping to the ground, began, like his com-
panion, to make ready hislong musket. With
a contcmptuous laugh, thinking himself now
quite safe, Livingstone rode away, picking his
way at a brisk trot among the tangled heather,
and now and then, where the ground was
harder and the heatli lowcr than usual, break-
ing into a gentle gallop, that speedily sct a
large space between the fugitive and his pur-
suers, It was, perhaps, a quarter of an hour
before the men who had paused to aid their
companion, werecnabled to continue their pur-
suit. Hackstoun, who had recovered altoge-
ther from his temporary hurt, leading the way,
and cheering his men onward—but in that
space, had again gained a full m.le of advan-
tage, and though the nature of the ground
favored the footmen, three niles were traver-
scd and the night was fast gathering around
before they had got so near to him as to try
the cffect of their fire-arms. Tho first report
fell on Lis cars startlingly, but the shrill whis-
tlc of the bullet, not fullowingit, he judged, and
rightly, that they were yet too distant to suf-
fer thcm to aim correetly.  Another quarter of
an hour clapsed, and a ball whistled by hisear,
and was succeeded instantly by the fill round
report of the ncarer gun-shot. Just as this
happencd, lic clearcd the heather, and gained
what scemed 2 rich, flat table rocl. of slaty
limestone. Taking advantage of the firmer
ground, he dashed his Liorse into a gallop, but
scarccly lind he made three bounds, Lefore a
shout of warning, as it sc.mcd, so wild and
piercing that it made cven Livingstond’s high
blood recoil and curdle, rang from the iips of
IIachstoun. At the same moment a fierce
gust of wind swept over the bare summit,
driving before it a thick mass of driving mist,
so dense as to be almost palpable—an atmos-
phcric change, by no means extraordmary on
the bleak moors of Scotland. Again, and
again the clang of the steed’s hoofs on the
solid rock was borne to the carsof Hackstoun.
Again and again the fierce Paritan shouted his
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note of warming. Butit was all in vain—once
more the heavy horse-uamp sounded—and
then, one long appalling shinek, and all was
silent. The breeze cameupagain and wiistled
away the mist-wreath, and the last gleam of
the setng sun broke out of the dim storm-
clouds. The Covenanters who had halted at
the prereing notes of that long shriek, advan-
ced as the fog melted— advanced two paces
only—for nght beneath therr feet the rock
broke off a sheer and perpendicular wall, six
hundred feet i depth, of sited lunestone, with
a wiid torrent at its base—and 1n the tortent,
crushed, maimed, and mot:onless as the black
rocks around them, lay Livingstone and his
bold Barbary. That precypce is called 10 this
day, ¢ The Laird's Leap,” where the I ord took
int his own night hand the vengeance of his
persecuted people.
1<
LADY JAKE GREYX.

Noz for thy regal brow,—~
Nor the unwonted brilliance of thine cve,
Not for the genius to which kings might bow,
Nor the proud bearing of thy stature high, —

Not for the winming grace
That decked thee as wuth mantle wrought of
Light,
Not for the syren voice that stoie apace
Into the heart's deep places as of night,—

Not for the lofty state
But a brief space removed from queeniy crown,
Not that vnited to a lordly mate
Thine cqual only in thy sad renown,—

No: for these lesser things
Att thou rememberald with a hailowed pride ;
Bat that :hy spinit spread its {caricss wings
Smiling on deatly, to seck a wor.a untned !

‘Thou didst ascend a throne
And wield its gilded sceptre for a day ?
Not in thy place of pride, our spirits own
A more than queenls, 2 resistiess sway !

When stern misfortunc’s hour
Came like a dark cclipsc o'er all thy fate,
Then, when the bravest felt the tyrant’s pawer,
Thou wert beyond them »ll most nobly great!

Leanmg with cluld-bke trust
Upon the King of Kings, thou didst lay dowa
The dazzhing seepire as a grain of dusy,
Arnd give an carthiy for cternal crown!
8 B8
Woses bave more power ia thear looks than
men i thar Jaws, and more in their (cars than

Sumamer Excursions from Yondon.

A cisit to Windsor Castle—a peep a? royallg
BY AN AMERICAN LADY.

A sriGHT summer sun, piercing througkh: th
dusky atmosphere of London, saw us on o
way towards the Depot of the Great Westen:
Railway. The steps aml gateways of tha
great building wereoccupied by the conducton
and porters of the company, attired in Ral-
way uniform, decorated with silver and ré
worsted, with a huge “ G. W. R.,” embreider-
cd upon their backs. Tobey flew 0 let dowz
the steps of our cab, conducted us to our seat:
in the cars, shut the door and left us with:
bow, although t* * courtesy and recadines:
were not to be repaid with money, sech re
muneration being ageinst the rules of all b
English rail-roads. Thisis one of the fines
railways of England, extending from Londa
to within a few miles of Exeter, at which plag
it will terminate. 1t passes through Reading
Bath and Bristol. We, however, leftat after:
ride of thirty-five minutes from London, when
we were to take a carriage to Windsor, distar
two miles. The Queen, and royal family, nos
always take this route to Windsor, in prefer
ence to a tedious drive of twenty miles. A
Quoen, travelling by railway, is somewhat 2
variance with our ideas of the grandeur anc
exclusiveness of the station; but whoeve
imagines her going in theevery day cars whiet
take the common traveller, 1s moch mistaken
Her majesty arrives at the station in the roye!
carriage, from whence she sfeps into a gilde
soloon, sct round with satin couches, haviag
in the centre a table 2dorned -with vases ¢
fiowers, cte.  Here, surtounded by her famuiy
and <uite, she is rapidly whirled away. Tas
is a *special train® for the Queen’s zse, and
iastead of ordering her carriage, sheordersou
her locomotive. ‘The Slough station isa short
disiance from the town of Slovgh, and con
sists of a large dlegant hotel, built of light
coloured stonc. Omnibusses and every othe
stricofcarriageawasted the traveller.  Among
them, were a few pretty open carsiages, having
servants in seatlet livery. These we foand
helunged to the hotel, and in this aristocra
style we flew over tic smooth roads to Wmd-
sot.  Slough is a very small town nteresimg
only as having been the residence of the great
Herschel, and his teloscope. We saw hss
house as we passed.  We drove over » lozely
plain, in which the hedgerows, trees and ficlds
were in all the glowing beauty of mud-sum-

men have in ther arguments.

mer.  Some distance in front of ug, the fand
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kir;in a gentle swell, and on its summit, a
erand array of battlemented terrace, castellated
wrret and frowning wall, tell us Windsor
2stle is before us,~—a most majestic and im-
sing object between us and the distan. hori-
zon. As we rattled through the pretty village
ofEton, I gazed with longing eyes at its cele-
brated college, grey with age, covered withivy,
;znd sheltered with trees.  Through an ancient
iateway the court is visible, with 2 bronze
'zatue of Henry VI, in the centre. A fine
bnige ofiron archesis thrownover the Thames,
lszd passing this, we drove through the ancient
lziy of Windsor, and took up our quarters at
ilhe Castle Hotel. The Queen, we were told,
drove out before dinaer every day at five o’clock
i the afternoon, and as we had time sufficient
‘toview the castle and dine before three, we
s out immediately to Windsor Castle. A
short walk brought us beneath Henry VIIL’s
gteway, having 2 battlemented tower on cach
sde. Passing beneath the arch-way, guarded
by a scarlet coated sen.incl, we found our-
slves in alarge court, surrounded with ancient
taildings and towers. In fror: was the beon-
tiful chapel of St. George; an exquisite spec-
men of the decorated Anglo-Gothic architee-
wure—the residences of the Dean and Canons
adjoin 4. A low rangc of buildings at our
rght are the quarters of the poor knights of
Windsor, tounded by Elward 111, for the
bencfit of twenty-four hoights supported by
his bounty. Among the towers, the most in-
wresting were Julins Cmsar's, Winchester,
tult by Willilam de Wykcham, ny particular
i5 the Round Tower, which frowned above us
atour right. This is the keep of the castle,
and residence of the Governor of Windsor,
Farl of Munster.  Here, many a royal prison-
ot has languished, among whom were John,
King of France, David, of Scotland, Qucen
Philiipa, and the gentle Earl of Surrey.—
James 1., of Scotland, looked out the window
R
#Sec the world and the fuiks that wentforbye,”
and biheld the pretty Lady Janc Beaufort,
calking m the castle garden,

“The farrest o7 the freshest zounge floure,
That cver 1 saw metho't before thathoure ¥

Orer this tower the royal banner of Bntan
aow Haunted its folds of scarlet and blue and
rold 1o the summer brecze, in token of the
Queen's presence. When she returns & Lon-
don, the union Jack of the Governor resumes
ns place, white the royal flag is hoisted 1
every town throagh which the Quoen passes,
and is planted upon the palace in which she

resides. Pass we on through this Nerman
| arch-way, and enter a small court where we
may overlook the grand quadrangular court of
the castle, which being surrounded by the
private apariments of royalty, cannot be sul-
lied by our plebeiarn footsteps. Ia the south
centre, is the grand gateway, at one side of
which is the Queen’s private entrance into her
apartinenits. Over it is her morning room,
from whence, while at breakfest, she can view
the troops at parade in the quadrangle. The
large Gothic windows, leok into St. George’s
Hall, while next them, opposite the geand en-
trance, is an antique tower, adorned with sta-
tues of Edward 1., and the Black Prince,
urder richly sculptured canopics. A bronze
statoeof Charles 1I., stands in this court.—
Enter now this Gothic porch in Xing John's
tower, and ascend the oak staircgse to the state
apartments. Afier resigning your parasolsand
canes to an attendant, a smiling young lady
throws apen the door of the Vandske room.
This is a large apartment, the walls of which
are hined with cnmson damask saun, divided
nto compartments by gold mouldings. The
ceiling is richly stuccoed, painted and gilded.
Chairs and couches of burmished gold, with
crimson satin seats, are set around the room.
The rcal ornzments, however, of the apars-
ments, arc Vandyke's painungs of Charles I,
his family nnd court—the King, himself, on
horseback, as large as life, being a very superb
and cffecuve pctere. The wells of Queen
Adeclaide’s drawing room mto which we next
catcr, arc adorncd it the same manner. The
paintings are by Zuccarell, and some of them
are bezutdful ltakian landscapes. Doors from
this apartment opcti i 3 2 ich suit of rooms,
accorated in the style f Henry VII. These,
however, wc could not see, but were bowed
into Queen Adelaide’s closet, a sweet ltle
boudoir, lined with blue damask silk, with sl-
ver decorauons—hung round with paintings,
in silver frames, furnished with blueand silver
chairs, and two tables of masble, sct in chased
silver frames, prescnted by the corporauon of
London. Over these arc two long glasses,
with massy silver frames; here are some ef
Claude's swoet suasetg, Holbien's portruty,
Rembrandt’s grand heads, and some prevy
prctures by Temers, Rubens, Dow, and other
masters.

The closzt of Willlam, the salor King, 1s
decorated with manne designs, and tndents,
anchors, and cables, are to be seen upon thie
walls, and sik hangings. The collection of
metres is largs and beautful.  But I will not

!
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ask the reader to follow us, as we wandered
tiour after hour throsgh a long succession of
these apartinents, decorated and adorned with
all*that wealth, taste, scienee, art, and royal
power could command.  The celingsand walls
of some were unadorned by pictures, but paint-
cd in glowing colors. with the beautiful god
and goddesses and scenery of Verrio. Some
are lined with Gobelin tapesiry, and so much
fike painting, that we ook closely ere we per-
ceive the threads and worsted. The desiuns
of one roosn are from the story of Esther.—
The Waterloo chamber is a nuble roem, de-
corated with portraits of the kings, nobles and
warriofs, who were connected with the battle
from which it is named, pointed by Witkiesher,
and Sir Thomas Lawrence, The ball-roomis
britttamty decorated by George 1V., and en-
riched with Gobelin tapestry, representing
Jason and the golden fleece. The ceibing is
painted, and stueeos, with heavy fremework,
richly burnished with gold. The floor s of
polished oak, inlaid with fleur-de-lis, in cbony,
while the gitded chairs and couches are cover-
cd with red velver, flowsered with whites the
room is nnety fect fong. It is alss adorned
with delieate wreaths of flowers and froi, ex-
quisitely carved in oak by thecclebrated Grin-
lan Gibbons. The throne-reom deserves no-
tice, as it is worthy the fair young Queen who
araces M. The walls, floor and furniture, arce
covered with garter blus velvet, stamped with
the order af the garter, in yellow. The chair
of staie stands upon an elevated dais at the
upper cnd of the reowr.  The paianng: are the
installotion of the knights of the garter by
Benjamin West, and natiraits of Kingsof Eng-
jand. A very mlerestng part of this suite. 10
us Ancsicans was the Vestibale, decorated
with five finc paistings, by West. They are
scenes from the hife of Philthips, and the Black
Prince, the biero and heroine of Eagland.  We
now descend o St Groree's Hall, 2 noble
apariment two findred feet fong, opening by
large windows into the quadrangle.  Ftisused
for warfer purpnses.  Upon a throne of rarved
cak, covered wwith crimson a2t cne end the
soverags 3its when o kmpht 1s 10 be wstaild,
and here is given the grand banqorse This
seom was remot led by Sir Jefirey Wyatville.
The cotling wwerassad by nak praimace, spring

iz frome cotbele on swhieh ore carved kmaghts
m armer, holding cach twa <luelds of slvey
and pold, with the armonal bearing of the frst
twenty-mg knmehisaf the ovrter  Thrdeeors.

tnns of the room are ~hebie armear, coats of
orms, ot The quard chamber, -pin which

we enter now, containg many specimens of
armer, and is decorated with figures of ke
in armor. At onc end s a part of the foreung
of Nelson’s ship, the Vietory, supporting o bug
of that naval hero, by Chantrey; and flankeg
upon ~ach side by ordnance taken from "Typm
Sait:, of Seringapatam. Over 2 wreath s
beautiful shicld of silver inlasd wuth gold, exw
cuted by Benvenuto Cellin, and presented 1
Henry VIIL, by Francis 1. Here ends thsr
suite of apartments or the north sile of 1
castle, which ave alone shown 10 strangey
the rest being private.  Of their paintings ang
docoratians and busts, vases and statues, tnt
haif has not been told. As we passed frox
sorme of these gilded saloons, how foraibly a:y]
the last words of the guide bring mnto my nur:
Solomon’s pathetic “vanity of vamies, -
“here said the guide, *such a queen diwd-
here—such a king fay in sfate”

The company that had througed the ronm;
were now “ciling each other 1 was near
hour chosen by the Queen to drive out, ane
following the mass we descended 10 the ter
race. slong this Quecenly promenade,
could not hurry, but Joitered, looking out =
the fair scenc beyond, and ot the ancient aa
noble building which reared 1ts turretied walt
atour side. This fine walk cxicnds nine han
dred and seventy-cight vards around the side
of the castle.  Over the battdemenied wall, s
look dowr upon park and garden, cte., fac
meadows wah the bright Thames windiaz
aronnd it,~22 the quaint old walls of Eton e
bowered in trees. And hevond and arount
fur meads, vales, woodlands, hullsand waving
groves extend for and wide, dotted with towa
and villa, wah but amild cottage. This scen:
we returned (o at ali hours while at Windsar
but never did it Jook so wouchingly sweet a
one summer cve while the setting sun was
unging purple cvery Inlt top and tree top, evers:
ancient tower, and the hanser of Englant
which waved over our heads. Passmyg nlows
this nosth ssde of the eastle, we come to ke
cast, but seatineds warn the stranger that ths
1s sacred groand, as the terraee runs atong i
Quzen's privale aparnmenis.

The errree however, contnnes, and makm:
a large sweep switaands a swoet byow of 3
garden, which, decotried by the tasteid hane
of Grorgze IV, and lemg under the eve of 2
rayal lady, must needs be a most parfeet
den. Under one side of s termaee walk, »
an cxteasive omngery, while on the otha
sides green slopes and sieps load doawn mie
‘he ganden. The mesi peifoct of paths o
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¢ndsor Park, as we gaze upoa it over the
tlements of this charming walk. Softer
hsn velvet is the bright green swerd,~group-
with the finest designs are the copses and
toves, and coantrasted with the nicest care the
fferent unis of the nch foliage arovnd.—
srng, we look upon the magsificent east
1ont of the castle, supported by four square
&o\\*ers, highted wath projecung bow windows
of the Tudor style, and oniels, decorated with
deautdul tracery.  Hercare the dinmg, draw-
ng, and private rooms of royalty. From the
wrary mn the cenire, a door opuns upon the
perrace, trom which a broad flight of steps
Heads duwn into the blooming garden, glowing

wh every shade, breathing nerfume, and de-
corated with statues of bronze and narble.—
i you would see the Queen, however, hinger
a0t to maze at the noble trees of the park, or
e brsthant garden, but pass along the terrace,
and descend thesteps, when you will find vour-
sif before the grand emtrance and south front
of the eastle.  Then take your station among
hat crowd of men and women who Iine each
ade of the read which leads down to a gate at
which the Home Park enls. Beyond that
@te we see a straight road runming through
the Grand park, gently nsing for three miles,
at the surminit of which is an equestran bronze
statue of George 1L, by Westmacot. This
novle avenue s hned with two tows of trees
o cach side, betsween which is a footpath.—
Tae Grand Park contains one thousand cight
sundred acres—.s stocked wah fallow deer,
wad adorned with several pretty royal villas,
and contuns the charmmng lakelet of Virginia
Water. Bevend :his park are the shades of
Windsor Forest. Lok around at these noble
parks, and up at the stately casile, at the grand
gateway, with the towers of Vork and Lan-
aster on cnch side, and say if this and the
magmficent apartments yau have viewed with
e, benota fitung preparation of your wmngd
far the sight of the powerfnl Queen, who rules
over a Sixth part of the hamen mee, and vpon
whasg dommions the sun never sois. The
poople ave; some of them, very well dressed,
and are, many of them, strangers, but the
greatest part are wives and daughters of the
shopkeepers of Loadon, adormed with gay silk
dresses, boancts covered with flowers and
rhands of every dificrent hue, with that taste
far glaung colour which charactersaes a cock-
ney lady. The people become fidpety, peep
theongh the wren bars of the gate wnto the qua-
darangle, and question the seatiet clad sentnels
who are possing constantly Lefore the en-

trance. At length @ man appears—he unlocks
the gate—we all furm a line, and he passes
along, intreating us to stand back a listle, and
make .. broader path, *as ler majesty rides a
pew horse, and 15 fearful be may injure some
of her people.”” *Perhaps she is afraid the
people may injure her,” said 2 nan atmy side,
and 2s it was svon after the attanpt upon her
life by Bean, that might have been her idea.—
The man retires, and locks the gate—we all
stand tiptog, waiching—now they are thrown
open wide, and 1 young lady and genileman
quictly come forth on horseback. Theirdres-
ses were exactly such as one would s on
dozens of fair equestrians in Londnn aud New
York. She wore ablaebroadcloth habit, with
a small hoen collar, and lead-coloured kid
gloves. Her hat was the usua! riding hat of
vlack beaver. His dress was the usual dress
of a gentlesnan, and his hat was grey beaver,
with a black erape band, in honour of the late
Duke of Orleans. These were the Queen of
England, and Prince Albert, her consort.—
Shade of Elizabeth ! how would thy ruff sink
down with amazement, and thy jewels glare
with indignation, hadst thou behield thy de-
scendant then! I, who had only read of
Queens in books which tell of their grand
doings, and their gorgeous robes was not guite
prepared for this simplicity.  Behind her rode
the Prince and Princess of Lienengen, similars
ly auired, except that hethat wanted theshost
black feather which the Queen wore. A bas
rouche; filled with four of the rayal suite, and
wwo ousriders, completed the cavalezde.  Vie-
tona is of the middle size, and rather plump.—
Hor hair is dark brown, plaited or each side,
and tucked behind her car.  Her features aro
like the portraits we see of her—her eyes
hright.  Ske lookied before her with a flushed
and anxious air, and bowed slightly on each
side with a swoct but pensive smite, while the
poople around took off their hats, or curtesied
insilence. Prince Albert raised his hat sever-
al tmes. It was expected she wanld have
passed down the path, but she pointed with
frer tittle hand to the left— an cquerry rodc for-
ward—the line was broken, and the party troi-
ted over the grass much to thedisappoiniment
of the spectators below us. As they gravely
walthed over the grass, 1looked after them, and
thoaght how much happicrand merrier rparty
would they have been, if they had not been so
caalted in station.  Alas, how sad a thing is
royalty. What an infatu.tion to place one of
our kind, whenting 2l our passions and afice-
tions and sins and fralies, wpon a pedestal
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avhere they must live the part, and enact the
scenes which is expected of them, whatever
the distaste, the joy or the sorrow they may
feel. Domestic life is but a show-they must
Iive in public, aye, and live as it pleases the
pubiie, or they arc rudely torn down from their
high places, and given to woe, and death or
banishment. As the royal children were also
1o be driven out, we lingered with the rest to
see them, for a royal baby was a sight new 0
me. A barauche, with four horses and out-
riders, came from the gate, ali the horsesbeing
singularly mottled with white spots. Upon
the back seat were two ladies and the children.
His royal highness, Albert, Prince of Weles,
sat in his nurse's lap, hislicle bright eyes peer-
ing about with delight that he was to be taken
aride. His nurse beld hun up to theadoration
of his future subjects, and he held up his bead
as if he tried ta look the prince. He wore a
atraw hay, the broad brim wrned vp ia font,
with a band of black crape. The Princess
Roxal seemed at a game of fisticufTs, asif fight-
ing with her nurse for the parasol.  Fie, what
a noughty princess! Her frock was white
cambne, with 2 broad black sik sash, and on
her august head she wore a bonnet of white
carawn sitk. Upon the front scat rode the
dowager, Lady Lutletos, head nurse, as the
children take precedence of this stately richly
attired lady, she site in front. A stout, hale
old fellow near me, scemed charmed with the
puguacity of her royal fughness, Adelaide
Louisa Victoria, and he swore she was a true
child of John Bull. The people around, all
scemed charmed with their Jittle masters, and
their beloved Queen. As I gazed upan their
satisfaction, I tried to imagine to myself what
was the fehng which animated them—aud
what were those mysterious things called roy-
alty and loyaity. Why did they so dehight to
gaze upon that young female on horseback—
and place ker in magnificent palaces, and sur-
round her with all that was mostdeliciousand
beautiful and grand of earibly things? What
mighty wisdom lay under that fair young
brow, and what might Iny in that littde gloved
_hang, dhat they honour her? I could not see,
I was unforiunately born on the wrong side of
the Atlantic, 1o penetrate the mystery of roy-
alty and Joyaliy.

A delicious morning tempted us out early
the next day, and at nine o’clock wefound our-
selves before the gate of the Home Park. Of
course we could not enter, as the public are
not admitted untl two, but we stood graing at
the beautiful castellated palace before us, when

we beheld quite a sweet domestic scene.
lady simply attired, was leaning over the
race, her husband bicside her, waiching thy
htde girl as she was placed upon her pony.
It was Victoriaand Albert. A chair wasstr,
ped upon a small pony, in which was faste
the Litde priocess, who was led off; surround
by six atiendants, two nurses, twa groo
and two liveried servants. We then turn
aud secking the door of Saint Georges’ Chay
squeczed in among the erowd who awaiteds
hour far divine service.  After being jostledf
an hour, the doors were opened, and al rushe
16 the choir. The choir of this church is jusy
ty celebrated as being a fine specimen of &
florid gathic. The roof is extremely beauufn,
being of that style called fan tracery, whe
the groinings spring from the top of the shaf
and spread out like a fan over the roof, mieg;
ing ngain, and honging down through the ccy
tre, sceming stolactiles carved with exquisz
nicety. This style came in about the ye
1400. The body of the church was set wixa‘j
benches, which were soon lled, as well astl
two rows of pews on cach side. The peculia
ity of this choir is the stalls for the knights ¢
the garter, which line each side of the ched
above the pews.  These are stalls having ca.
a canopy of carved ozk aboveit, crowned \\-.:‘:i
the helmet, scarf, sword and bauner of ¢
knights. Thereare thirty-cight knights, amon]
them meny forcign potentates, of which
sovereign is chief. Vietoria's helmet, sa
scarf, sword, and gay banner, were at the head
The cffect of these brilliant banners contrast:
ing with the black oak, is very fineas youloot
down thechoir. A sortof box, projecting ove:
our heads near the end of the choir, is the ses:
of the royal party. The windows arapainged.
and custains of blue sitk hang around them.—
Upon this way every eye strained, and at lax
the organ pealed, and & white sitk hat, trim
med with: white lisse, and a black velvet shaw!
appeared, and told us we wereblessed swith th
Queen’s presence.  Of the the solemn ané
beautiful cathedral serviee, I havespoken clse
where.  The windows of this chapel are beaw
tifully adorned with Gothic tracery, and paint:
ed in glowing colors. Some of the modera
ones arc from designs by Benjamin West, the
one over the altar by him, being the resurree-
tion. From 1t a stream of every coloured ray
was painting the white pillars, and marble
floor. Under this floor lic Heary VIIIL, Queen
Jane Scymour, and Charles I., Edward IV.
and his Quecn ERzabeth Woodville, lic here
also; ungdes a beautiful 1omb of wrought stegh,
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Ring with gold and jowels at his death by his
kbjects, but stolen asvay again during Crom-
ell's reign.  Many sovereigas, watriors, and
foble ladies are buried hete, and many are the
Bre tombs, and beautiful the carving and de-
Rorations, but none of them inspired the feel-
g with which I gazed upon the cenotaph of
pePrincess Charlotte.  She possessed a noble
Raracter, and a feeling heart, and was sum-
Roned from hife when surrounded by all that
Booid make rank and domestic life happy.—
Ehe monument is divided into two compart-
fcots.  In the lower onothe body of the Prin-
s is lying on a bier, cavered with 2 drapery
ptich conceals all but the oudine of the figure
ktuch s strictly defined. At cach corner a
female sits with her head bowed with sorruw.
Bbove this, the spirit of the Princessis ascend-
Wz 10 heaven, supported by two angels, one
whom bears her infant. A canropy richly
gerought and gitded sucrounds the whole, em-
#lzoned with the arms of Great Britain and
faxe Coburg. This monument wasnot erect-
B by her relatives, but by subscription of her
Rorzowing countrymen; a arcumsiance which
Rives it more interest.

§ Sundsy afternoon brought out 2 new crowd
gLondoners, who were to be seen strolhingin

garties gver the patks and terrace and gardes.
his last presented a britliant seene. Every
ey and walk were alive with gaily dressed
persons and merry children, while 2 fine bond
yn the scarlet uniform of Windsor were station-
pd before the grand stepyin frontof the Queen's
fooms, playing beautiful airs.
Ofour many rambles among the forest glades
bf Windsor, I have not room to spesk. The
oik of Herae, the Bunter, Shakspeare’s oak,
of course, was visited. Its huge, bare arms
gaurely divested of bark, contrast well with
fhe sreen wood boughs araund it

And now, farewel! to princely Windsor. A
ong and delicious ride through beautiful scene-
ry brought us back to our hoiel in London,
where the three nice young men appointed to
attend upon us, flew 1o the carriage to assist
us gut, the landlord came forth with a cordial
welcome, the chambermaid cagerly led usinto
out room and the housckecper camoout to drop
usa respectful curtsey.

e B Pee
LIFE.

Wustst we are reasoning concerning life,
lifeis gone ; and death, theugh purhaps they
receive sam differently, yet wrests alike the fool
and the philosopher.

THE UNREQUIPTED.

A. D. 1663 and *66 were years of peculiar
disaster to the great city of London. A world
in itself, the fate of cinpives might be decided
in one portion, while the other should feastand
sevel and slumber in quictude. Well that is
so : for should its whole immense population
awake, a5 by a singleimpulse, the world might
stand aghast at the dread pulsation of myriad
hearts beating to one throb.

Yet the hoary city, that had not as yot lost
the foot-prints of the Cesar, vast and ancient
as it was cven at the peried of which we are
speaking, was filled with awe and consterna-
tion by the presence of the two great scourges
of a populous district. Tirst, the pestilence
swept its thousands into hurried graves; ang
then fire came 1o consume that which, maybe,
lacked claimants for ever.

It would be difficult to say which strikes
most appallingly upon the ear of theFstener—
the long, measured peal of the bell telling that
a soul has departed, that the disquiet heart hag
ceased its weary pulsations; or the samesonnd
heard day by day, picturing the lurid atmos-
phere, glaring pon pale and despairing faces,
that reveal want, and exile, and bercavement.

Oh! many, very many, are the sorrows of
humanity, and we leatn to ook placidly upon
the still faces of the dead, in that they have
ceased from their labours. Woe cometh in
cvery state, and however great may be that in
reserve, the present is sure to tax the himits of
endurance.

1665. Unhappy London ! scarcely at rest
from the scourge of civil war; fostering a pro-
digal and Heentious court ; this year pestilence
~—the next conflagration!

Hour by hour the bellman tolled the long
heavy peal for the departed. It ceased—no
one asked why—but the cart for thedead lum-
bered onward with one more edded 0 its
weighi.  Silence, dim and oppressive, sottled
upon the devoted city. Streets were walled
up, and the victims left to perish. A gray as-
mosphere, wil! and dense, enshronded all
things, angd men longed in vai for the froe air
that might tell of stream and woodland.

Families of wealth and distinction had fled
to the country, and the poor were left to die—
The artisan toiled at his beneh, counting the
dead-carts as they passed the voor, and anon
all 13 hushed within. Children prattded at
night, and in the morning the hearth is deso-
late. Thepoor! alas, they have human hearts.

There was one district as yet untouched by
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the pestilence.  Hero were wealth and refine-
ment, space and foliage, and surely these might
claimexemption.  Loveand beauty were there,
also; Charles ——— had taken to himself a
lovely wife, and not many months of their
bridal bad as vet transpired.

Is love stronger than death ? Wil it abide
the pestilence? Willit watch and pray, weep-
ing and loving, ever the same, though disease
and cate may mar the divine lincaments? —
Surely yes, for it is ever young, changeless
with time, place, or circumstance.

Yet who shall apply the test?  The maiden
overflowing with her own innocent emotions,
imputes a like degree to her Jover, and is de-
luded by her own affluence. The lover, in the
impetuosity of his passion, imagines the re-
serve of his mistress but maidenly refinement,
and thus is self-deceived. Life, life! dread are
thy mysteries.

“X am ill, Kate, ill;” and the bridegroom
threw himself upon a couch, and rcclined his
head upon the shoulder of her who had sworn
love ’till death.

Kate shrunk from his side, and looked
anxiously in his face. She started to herfect,
exclaiming, * Charles, Charles, it is theplague.”

“The plague, dearest !—then let usdic thus.”
And he drew her to his basom, and impressed
a long fervent kiss upon the fair brow. |

The wife struggled for releasement, and he
opened his arms with a look that told the sick-
ness was at the heart. He staggered to the
mirror. Already was the damp gathering upon
his brow.

“One kiss, Kate, one last, and then fly—
lcave me to my fate.”

She hesitated—dcath wasin thetouch. Yet
her’s was a woman’s heart, and she knelt
down and threw her arms around the neck of
the doomed man.  When she arose, both were
ashy pale.

“Farcwell, Charleg,” and she turnad to the
door, lingered 2 moment, and was gone.

“My God! she loves e not,” he cried,
starting from the conch ; ©1, who would have
periled life itself for her. This 1s death.—
Death! death—1 have passed it cven now !’
and he buried his face in his hands and shiver-
cd convulsively.

Hour after hour passed by—there had been
hurryanddeparture.  Deathhad entered every
threshold, servants fled the tainted dwellings,
and the dead and the dying were alone—
Silence brooded over the onee gay district
and no sound was heard but the slow creak of
the dead-cart.

“She loves me not ! Yet Katedid love,
th~ world goes. Her's were the tender hiap
ishments of her ses, fitted for gay saloon o
stmmer-day dalliance; dreaming never ot v
severe test of suffering, discase, solitude. St
loved as the world loves.

Hour after hour passed away. A slend
ficure had paced in front of the splendid mag
sion, looking carnestly at the silent windowj
dnd then with drooping head moved onwar]
only to return and repeat the scrutiny.
the twilight deepencd, the girl, for the finu:
was that of 2 pale slesder woman of I
more than twenly, it may be,—the girl sto
ped, and seemed surprised that no lights
peared.

She upproached the door—in the burry g
retreat it had been left ajar—she slowly o
cended the spacious halls, and timidly laid bq
hand upon the latch of a door whence issud
faint murmurings of distress. She pauscd-
the sounds were repeated—she gently undy
the fastening, and entered.

Tastantly the shawl dropped from her shov
dess, and a slight but symmetrical form knd
at the couch of the sufferer. She threw L |
arms about him, and drew the head, dan
with suffering, to her bosom. She impressd
one kiss of agony upon the paicbrow, and the
lifted up her head and drew in her breath, o
with a sense of suflocation.

She spoke not—but volumes of womanlf
unuttcrable tenderness werc revealed in it
dark eye, over which thebrows were now cor
tracted with a sharp expression of agony.~
The huir was knotted upon the back of i
head, leaving the thin but finely chiscled fad
in strong relief; and as she now sat, with hes:
thrown forward and back, she presented 2
outlue of spritual bezuty rarely equalled.

Gently she bent over thesufferer, and moist
cned his lip-with water from a silver tankax
at his side. It revived kim, and he talke
dreamily.

“ Kate, dear Kate, I was sure you wounldn
leave me to die!—to dic—what is that? Ab
to smk into darkness—decp, deep unuticrabt
darkness! To become, what?—How I dream
Strange things we, Fred.  Pass the glasses-
I}ad a dream just now—a—a—""

Again he sank nto silence; and the g
chafed his temples, mute and pale as the suf
jerer.  She pourcd some clixir from a crystal
and sprinkled lus brow.

#¢ Ah, this dehicious air, fresh from the hille
how it cools my brain! Laura, have you for
gotten the ccho between the he s 27

fie
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i The gitl clasped him to her bosom in a pas-
Bron of tears. The sound of her own name
Bad restored that tenderness of emotion which
i§:2d been suppressed while the nama of another
Biwelt upon his lips.

& All night the lone girl watched by that dread
fouch.  What were solitude and agony, death
Biself, when shared with thebeloved ! Wrong-
Bd, broken-hearted, as she was, her love sur-
goved all things. Let the world and its opin-
gons pass.  That one emotion, stronger than
Bifc, surviving treachery, shame, wani, and
basement, was the one ray of heaven not yet
fxunct in the human soul; the one fibre cling-
Bog yet to the good and the true. Angel of
Rmercy ! are these things lost upon you? Alas
ffor womanhood !

® As the day dawned, the patient sank into a
8ranguil slumber, and the faint blood stole lan-
guidly to the cheek. Laura smiled faintly at
&he token, and at the same moment a cold
kshudder passed over her own frame. The de-
¥oted girl kaew her doom instantly; it was
put oo exchange of victims. But to die there,
ieven beside the beloved, was it not a biessed-

ess ?

A slow heavy teamp along the halls and up

e staircase now arrested herattention. The

oor opened, and two sturdy men approached

he couch.
! “Not yet, not yet,” she whispered, “he will
wwe;" and she pointed to the hue upon the
eck.
! ‘The men looked earnestly in the face of the
tl, exchanged glances, and retired.

Laura arose, replenished the goblet of wvater,

pod smoothed back the masses of dark hair
rom the brow of the sufferer. A cold sick-
Eess shook her frame, and she turned aside as
fearful she might re-impart the poison of death.
| But her woman's adhesive tenderness re-
turned, and she laid her head upon his bosom
2nd wept freely.

“God bless you, dear, dearest Chatles !’ she
murmured faintly.

Hour after hour passed away, and that
stricken head rested upon the hicart of the sleep-
er.

Poor Laura! she would have meckly died
at his feet 3 but she perished there, even on the
breast of him who alone had touched the deep
fountains of her life.

Again was heard that heavy tramp, tramp,
along the corridor. The men approached, and
gently raised the head of Laura; the sleeper
started wildly up and clasped the form to his
osom.

“Kate, my own Kate!” Alas, poor Laura!
I am glad thou didst not hear it; it would
have given the last drop of bitterness to thy
overflowing cup. Thou didst die with a sweet
ilfusion gathering about thee, of hearts that
change not, and that love not in vain.

[For The Unrequitted at the head of this
sketch, read Tue UsrequiTeD. ]
O DG s
THE CARRIER DOVE.

Whaiee before St. Agnes’ shrine
Knelt a true knight's lady-love,
From the wars of Palestine
Came a gentle carrier-dove.
Round his neck a sitken string,
Fasten’d words the warrior writ §
At her call he stoop’d his wing,
And upon her finger lit.

She like one enchanted, pored
O’er the contents of the scroll,
For that lady loved her lord
With a most devoted soul.
To her heart the dove she drew,
While she traced the burning line,
Then away the minion flew
Buck to sainted Palestine.

'To and fro, from hand to hand,
Came and weat the carrier-dove,
Till, throughout the Hely Lend,
War resigned his sword to love.
Swift the dove, on wings of light,
Brought the news from Palestine,
And the lady her true knight
Wedded at St. Agnes’ shrine.

Rt - LT
AGNRES BEAUFORT.

I Ax a stranger to you, reader, and but for
this bensfeent s;urit,—~this genius of periodical
literature, whio daily, weekly, or monthly, pays
her bright and cheering visits to thousands of
happy firesides,—I might ever have remained
so; but she has extended to me the night-hand
of fellowship so wooingly, and promised to in-
troduce me to So many swecet faces and warm
hearts, and kind friends, that though a modest
man, and very fearful of intruding, I have, as
you see, vielded to her entreaties,—and now,
under the shadow of her wings, I may visit the
hills and the valleys, the crowded towns and
solitary cottages of our own beautiful land.—
But see,—shc has vanished—and I, modest,
1iomdé man, am left 2lone with strangers, and
must introduce myself

3

Would vou know me better if I mention my
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name? I think not. When I have proved
myself a friend, give me that title and I will
desire no other—meantime let me whisper Sne
question in your ear,—

“ What is it you love most in your dearest
friend? 1Is it his name or nature, countenance
or character, body or mind, that is most dear
to you?"

‘ Heart, character,” I hear you szy, * the
inward grace, whatever bz the outward form.”

Ttis well. You have learned to love that
which will not pass away, though age may
dim the bright eye, and care cloud the smooth
forehead now so dear to you, and I have good
hope you may hereafter love me, though my
outward form be revealed only to your ‘“sha-
ping epirit of imagination.”

Will you, then, wander with me among some
scenes of my past life, for though of late years
arecluse; I have yet travelled through many
of the highways and by-ways of this busy
world, and looking on human nature with an
open but unsuspicious eye, I have found in it
so much that islovely,—have gazed with de-
light on so many living pictures, whose colours
time has mellowed into a softencd beauty,—
that now, before the mists of ag~ and infirmity
rise between me and these [oved remembran-
ces, I would reveal them to your eyes, and
give them that permanence, which one fleet-
ing human life cannot insure to its most cher-
ished possessions.

Among the many forms, which these few
words have summoned before my mind’s eye,
there is one on which it ever rests with pecu-
liar pleasure. With the mame of Agnes Beau-
fort, a host of recollections crowd upon my
memory—associations of beauty and grace,
and early maturity—a troubled youth, and—
but I will say no more lest I should anticipate
my story. The scene where I first saw her is
pictured vividly beforeme. Thad been residing
for sorae tine in a little village, which I had
chosen for my summer home onaccount of its
perfect retirernent, and the beauty of the scene-
ry surrounding it—scenery which I could enjoy
undisturbed by the crowd of pleasure-seekers,
who gather about places more notoriously
beautiful, animated, I bave sometimes thought,
by the hope of occupying a distinguished place
in the foreground of those scenes they affect to
admire. The gite of the village was indeed
beautiful among those hills, which, as they
have no local name, may be best deseribed as
the most easterly heights of the range, which,
beginning in a gently undulating country;, rises
higher and higher *till it is mergedin tire broad

chain of the Alleghany mountains, It wa
among these hills, and along the banks of th)
bright river that watered the valley they en
bosomed, I loved to wander, and luxuriate
the enjoyment of the rich treasures Natux
pours so lavishly into the heasts that are opn
to receive them. My rambles were generally
solitary, for in the small society of the villagt
1 found few congenial minds, and I preferre
the sympathy of outward nature, to the com|
panionship of men whose unrefined and coars
spirits sometimes made me ready to blush fo
my human brotherhood. I had started early
than usual onemorning, and extended my walt
several miles, wandering amid many wild an:
romantic scenes, in a part of the country mon|
secluded than any I had yet seen. I enterd
the valley at a place where on one side
hills receded from the river, opening sufficient
ly to reveal here and there a view of the cour|
try beyond, while on the cther side they cam
down almost to the water’s edge, leaving onl;
a narrow footpath instead of the broad ro:
which turned off &t a bridge some distand]
lower down. I had been watching the deuby
landscape befere me,—the glassy surface
the water reflected the flowers and grass th
fringed its banks, the motionless trees, (
mossy rocks that here and there jutted outa
overhung the stream, and the blue sky whe:
one or two clouds floated slowly. as if loath]
lose sight of their own reflected beauty, whq
a slight breeze springing up, changed in a m:
ment the whole scene, rippled the water inj
tiny waves, making them danceand sparkleq
the sunshine, and rustled musically throug
the leaves above me; =nd as I gazed on 13
changing beauty, I involuntarily repeated th
linies of Coleridge,

“Methinks it would have been impossible,
Not to Jove all things in & world so filled,

‘Where the breeze warbles, and themute sttty
Is music, slumbering on her instrument.”

“Gh! how beauntiful,” exclaimed a 5w
child-like voice. I turned and saw with sz
prise a lovely little gitl close by my side, gan
upon my face with an expression of earnes
ness and enthusiasm scldom seen in one §
young. Her hands were filled with flowe
and her light figure, her white dress, and grag
ful lstening attitude, and the radiant intel
gence that beamed from her foll dark eye, 1€
dered her whole appearance so feiry-like, thg
had I not heard the voice, I should have s
posed it an illusion—an impersonatien of ©
own fancy. I started, not so mauch at thest]
denness as the beauty of the apparition,
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ing my surprise, sho blushed as if fearful of
aving done wrong, and said softly—

“ am afraid § interrupted you, sir. I want-
gome of those flewers from the bank ; but
t is no matter now, I can come sgain for
them.”!

“De you live near here?’ I asked, as I
thered the flowers she wanted.

“Yes, sir—just abovein the white Louse that
overlaoks the valley. You cannot seeit here;
but if you will comz with me a little way, 1
can show it to you.”

She put her hand invitingly in mine, and a
[few steps brought us to a turn 1 the river,
where the rocks were less precipitous, and
small steps were cut, by which my little friend
|had come so near me without being perceived.
At some distance from the rocky stairway
stood the house, which, as I advanced in an
opposite direction, had been hitherto unper-
ceived. There was an air of elegance and
taste about it, which contrasted strangely with
the wild and unculiivated region immediately
[below.

“Will you not come unp with me, sir?—
There is a fine view from the top uf the rock,
and I am sure father will be glad to see you ;”
and with these words she began to mount the
steps.

The communicativeness of my little friend
induced me to ask auother question. “You
are very kind, my dear child, but your father
is 2 stranger to me, and I do not even know
your name.”

* Agnes Beaufort, sir.”

Beaufort! Couldit be? The child of my
early friend? I lsoked at her more closely,
aud thought in her chiseied profite could trace
some likeness to the features of the noble boy
who had been the compamion of my childhood ;
but how came they hiere in this retired, lonely
spot? It might after sll be but a fancied like-
ness. I said noching, but followed her with
rapid steps, and after reaching the top she ran
before me to apprize her father of my arrival.
Meantime I took a hasty glance at the house
and its environs. It wasan old stone build-
ing, old at least for our country, and half
overgrown with ivy ; but 2 modern taste had
improved theoriginal design. The old-fashion-
ed portico, with its heavy pillars and massive
stone steps, remained, but wings had been
added to the main building and also a green-
house, so that from the foot of thelawn where
I stood it presented quite an imposing appear-
ance. Silver pines shaded this lawn, and
many choice plants, aloes, cactuses and myr-

tles were scattered beneath them. Ihad scerce-
ly time to make these few observations, for
Agnes ran into the horse, and in a few mo-
ments re-gnpeared with a gentleman at her
side. One glance was enough—though great-
ly altered, the features were familiar to me as
my own.

 George Beaufort,” 1 exclaimed, “have you
forgotten me?’ The question was needless—
no, he had not forgotten ; his arms were clasp-
ed in mine, and for a moment our happy boy-
hood seemed to havz returned. We walked
into the house, and hour after hour passed on,
while he told the sad history of all that had
befallen him since we parted.

We had been schoolfellows for many yeary,
but the differing opinions of our respective
families separated us in our rolicgiate course.
He went to Yale—I graduated at Cambridge.
While in New England we kept up a frequent
correspondence. I s:rmpathized in bis success,
and leard w.... a proud delight the brilliant re-
putation his talents and high character had
won for him there. Imnediately after gra-
dusting, I went tc Europe, and while there
heard that George had married a southern
lady of high family. I remained abroad many
years, and looking on my friend as lost to all
minor considerations, while engaged in matters
of importance, I neglected to write to him,
hearing only from time td time that he was
leading a happy and useful life, and that, sons
and daughters of beauty were growing up
around his hearth.

Domestic calamities pressed heavily upon
me after I returned—society became distaste-
ful, and though my heart often yearned to-
wards my early friend, Imade no effort to seek
him—~—sorrow had made me selfish, and I shrank
from the contrast which his happy position
would present to iny own cheerlessand lonely
lot. But how differently would I have acted
had I known the trmth. My own griefs were
bitter, but what were they 10 lis?  Wife, chil-
dren, all save Agnes the youngest, were gone,
oi:2 loved name after another Lad changed to
“graf’s forbidden word.® His once Lappy
home was haunted by too many spirits of the
past. He fled from it, and with Aguoes, the
only being that now bound him to the earth,
he had sought out this solitary spot,

““Where he might all forget the hnman race,

And, hating no one, love but oniy her.”
Such at least were his feelings in the first
agony of a desolated heart ; but as time rolled
on, the still small voice of reason and con-
science was heard above the stormy waves of
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rebellious feeling, and the religious faith and
hope which shone so bright on the future world
cast also a clearer light.on present duty. He
saw the sinfulness, the selfish weakness of
leading this isolated, almost misanthropic life.
For the sake of Agnes, too, he felt the neces-
sity of rousing himself frem his indifference,—
her life was too lonely and her warm affections
were too generous and overflowing to be satis-
fied with one object. I Lave given the sub-
stance of his conversation with me; in detail
it was long and painful—but when he spoke
of Agnes, his face brightened and the tender
love that flowed forth on this only hiving child
told too truly of all that had been laviched on
the dead.

“You have sec:: her,” hesaid ; * sheis beau-
tiful and highly gifted, and as fer as I can un-
derstand her character it gives promise of fu-
tare loveliness of no common order. My chief
anxiety is now respecting her education. I
have hitherto superintended it mysclf; and her
proficiency is far beyond her years; she al-
ready sympathizes in my classic tastes, for I
could not withhold from her what had been a
-source of such pure and refined enjoyment to
myself. I have always felt,”” he added, * that
where the nativesoil of a woman’s mind seems
strong enough to bear high culture, it 13 unjust
alike to herself and to society to deny it. Bat
though I can guide Agnes in literature and
science, I do not feel capable of moulding her
character. Sheis still a child in feeling, but
she has not a childlike mind, and she will soon
reach that transition period from girthood to
womanhood, which needs something more
than mental training, when feeling, thought,
and imagination ezpand and grow so rapidly
that they need a woman’s sympathetic power
to guide and develope them rightly. Can you
not advise me in this matter? Come, at least,
and stay with me—know Agnes, end you can
better understand my anxiety respecting her.”

I promised to come, and Agnes, returning to
the room, was informed of the coming wisit.

“This is delightful—thank me for this, dear
father. 3y time is not quite wasted, you see,
when ¥ go to gather flowers, since I find old
friends among them. We shall have many
lovely rides and walks together among the
hills. I cannot ride often now, for Charles
comes so scldom. Will you be my kmght-
errant, sir 7’

% Faithful and true, my lady fair,—but who
is this Charics, who has turned recreant 2?

“It is Charles St. Clair,” said Mr. Beaufort ;
“his father, Coloxzl St. Clair, was my wife’s

=~

valued and faithful friend. He is now studs
ing with a clergyman in the reighbourhood, i
prepare himself for coliege, and his weck
holidays, which he spends with us, are o
gala-days.”

“I hope then Charles will make a gala-dy
while Iam with you, and Agnes hopes 50 1
1 think.”

“ Yes,” said Mr. Beaufort, “ he will be he
to-morrow ; but Agnes and he ususlly find:
expedient tospend their morning iv. the woods
so0 you and I can have a quiet day together.”

The next murning found me a welcome in|
mate of my new home. At Agnes’ requesty
front room had been appropriated to me, whoy
windows commanded the view she had d
scribed as so beautiful. As the house sto:
just at a turnin the shore, the river imniediat
1y beneath was concealed by tite trees uponi
banks, but was seen at a short distance, wind
ing 1ts way among the hills for many miles.
On one side the eye ranged over a fine unde
lating country, dotted with neat white farm
houses, while on the other the hills swelld
one ubove another, the most distant forming
faint blue line on tke horizon.

“Hark! I hear Charles coming,” cried Ag
nes, who had been standing at my side gazin
on the scene before us. Her quick ear haf
caught the sound of the horse’s hoofs, andin
moment she was at the door to welcome hir
As he turned to the front of the house, I sad
a handsome boy, apparently about fifieen yeaj
old, his face glowing with exercise, and retur
Ing with interest the glad salutation wi]

which Agnes was greeting his arrival. 1
dismounted, and she introduced me as her £
ther’s old friend and her new one. e mad
a graceful bow, and turning to Agnes, said-
 But, Agnes, I don’t see your {ather—I hay
a great deal to teil him to-day.”

“He will be here presently; he just nod
went down to the greenhouse to see the gay
dener.  There he is, coming up the walk.”]
Nr. Beaufort appeared.

. “Charles, my dear boy, youarcalways we!
come.”

*I believe it, sir; but you will not welcom
me often now. I am afraid, sir, I cannotco
again. This must be my last day with ya
and Agnes for a long, long time.”

“ What has happened? I don’t understan
you; are you going home 1"

“No, sir, not home. You know, Mr. Beat
fort, my father always wished me to enter th
army, and made me promise that if any open
g should accur, I would not rejectit.  Unc!




THE AMARANTH.

181

s just written to me from Washington that
E: has procured my admission to West Point,
41 am to set off at once, so as to be there
B ihe beginning of next week.”
K« But is it your own wish, Charles? I
grought you had marked out a different course
pr yourscli”
B It is my wigh to keep to my promise, what-
fver it may cost me.”
B " Agnes, dear, don’t put on that doleful face.
kshotl not be honoured witha chance of being
Bot for years yet;” but seeing her bright eyes
fmmed with tears she was struggling to sup-
Bress, he added in a more gentle tone, *we
Rill not talk about it now, but make the most
B/ the little time we haveleft. Letusgo down
b the river-side;; and bring your portfolio; I
rant to show you how to fnish that sketch
e bezan.”
R She walked slowly and sadly away, and
Boon appeared with portfolio and pencils, and
Bharles begged for Bir. Beaufort's camp stool,
k case the grass should be demp.
§ “Heis a noble-looking fellow,” said I, as
hey walked off together.
¥ “Heis mors than noble-looking,” Mr. B.
kplied : * he has a noble nature. Did you
pe how his eyes flashed when { asked bhim if
e wished to be a soldier? He does not, 1
fnow, for his tastes are refined snd inteflectu-
¥, and ili suited to the rough and hardening
Juties of a mulitary life. But it may do him
ood. The very struggle necessary to sub-
Bue the will and natural inclinations to a high
fense of duty, gives more real strength to the
haracter than an easy development of it under
nore kindly influences. Agnes loves him like
jbrother; she has taken him to her heart in
lace of those brothers who were so socn
hken from her.”
“Will not this affect your plans concerning
er? she will be more lonely than ever now.”
“Yes, and solitude is not good for young
people. I believe I must send her to school,
ithere the contact and association of other
Emds more nearly on a level with her own,
ay bring out many fine qualities which mere
brecept and example fail to excite. 1 would
bave her not merely accomplished and well-
Informed, but possessing strength of charac-
er, and a self-sacrificing spirit. 1f she re-
nains here with me, a3 my pleasure coasists
n promoting her awn, she will grow selfish—
Yet the thought of separating is terrible to us
poth.”
1 suggested that he should go with her to
he city, and remain there until she was old

enough to leave school, when, if he still pre-
ferred a retired life, he myght return to it with
a companion who would long enliven and
cheer his solitude—a plan which hefinally de-
cided to adopt.

Charles staid but a litide while, and after
Agnes had in some degree recovered from her
sorrow at parting from him, her father inform-
ed her of his determination. She was greatly
distressed at the thought of leaving home to go
among strangers, but she did not atttempt to
resist his wishes. Inthecourseof afew weeka
the white house was again deserted, and Agnes
had changed her solitary home for the com-
paaionship of twenty girls who were under the
care of a widow lady, well qualified by nature
and education for her important task.

* * * * * *

Pive years passed away before [-again saw
Agnes Beaufort. Her eighteenth summer had
opened brightly upon her when she welcomed
me to that same lovely home. These five
years had formed the transition period of
which ner father had spoken so anxiously, and
the perfect unfolding of the lower now showed
how judiciously the tender buds of thoughtand
feeling bad been nurtured. The child had
changed into the vefined and elegant woman 3
her manners at once graceful and dignified,
had lost that freedom and careless gatety
which are fascinating in a litte girl, but yield
to the modest reserve of more thoughtful wo-
man, and her voice * ever gentle, softand low,’
gave utterspce to the thoughts of a ind
which, by assiduous cultivation, had become

* A mansion for all lovely forms,
A dwelling place for all sweet sounds and har-

monies.”

But, above all, what most delighted me, was
the devoted affection to her father which ani-
mated every action of her daily life; accom-
pushments which would have called forth the
applause of crowds, were displayed only to
him ; and her eye glisiened as brightly when
a smile from him tharked her for some sweet
melody, as if his happiness were her best in-
spiration. In vain had Mr. Beanfort urged her
to accompany some friends on a fong journey
among our lovely northernscenery. He need-
ed quiet aad repose, for his health now was
very delicate, and nothing could tempt her
from his s;ide. This was, however, butaslight
matter ; while I was with them her filial feel-
ing was sorely tried.

1 had taken a long ride with her, and, as
each familiar scene recalled some pleasant as-
sociation of her happy childhood, Isaid to her,
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 Agnes, one person scems to have vanished
from your reminiscences. You have told me
nothing of your old friend Charles.”

1 thought I saw a faint blush on her cheek,
and she quickened her horse’s pace, as she
answered—

“Mr. St. Clair i3 stationed on the western
frontier. 1 have seen him seldom of late
years.”

#Does he know you are here now 7’

“Yes, father wrote to him, telling him
where we should spend the summer, but I
doubt whether we shall see himm. 'There was
some probability of his being sent*to France to
investigate some forts there, in which case he
will pay us a visit; but unless he receives this
appointment he cannot leave his post.”

We were now almosi home, and as we ap-
prouched thehouse, I saw Mr. Beaufort talking
earnestly with some one who was sitting be-
side liim on the portico.

“Who can it be ? said Agnes, and as she
spoke the young man ran forward to assist her
to dismount.

“Mr. St Clair,” said she, extending her
hand, “Ilittle thought 1o sce you here so soon,”

“ Am I so great a stranger, diss Beaufort;
but I cennot call you so, here, where I feel
again likealittleboy,—I must call you Agnes.”

“ As you will. I am too glad to see you to
be scrupulous about my rights.”

“And Mr. , t00,” said he, grasping

my hand. " We are all together again. How
much has happened since we last met here,
and yet all looks unchanged. That bright
river and those hills have been so often in my
mind’s eye, associated as they are with some
of the happiest days of my life, that I can
scarcely believe so many years have elapsed
since I last looked on them. I only hope that
in their lovely retreats ‘the future may not
contradict the past,’” and he glanced at Ag-
nes as he spoke.
+ ©I fear, Charles,” said 3r. Beaufort, “you
will have but a dull ume with us. The wan-
dering life you military men lead, constantly
changing scenes and companions, quite unfits
you for our quiet, regular hatits.”

“Oh no, sir, those who are often changing,
long most for a settled home. ¥ ambut abird
of past.ge now, however, for in a month I
shall sail for France.”

“So soon,” said Agnes; ‘“how long do you
expect to remsin abroad 7

1 do not know ; 1t depend$s somewhat on
my own choice, but as yet I have made no
de&. we plans for the future.”

The month of Charles’ stay passed m;]
rapidly. Agnes found that a military life ¢
not always make men rough and unrefined.|
He was still,

“ A lover of the meadows and the woods

And mountains; and of all that we behold

From tlus green earth;”
and his leisure hours, instead of being wasiy
in more boisterous pleasures, had been devory
to his favourite intellectual pursuits, so that
literary enjoyments he was still her symy
thizing companion. { watched them clos)
and saw that old feelings had been revived,
had gradually yielded to new and strong
ones. Charles had seen much of the r
world, and to his animated descriptions of m
and manners, Agnes listened with eager att
tion, and she in return led him into that id
world, which she had peopled with the gr
and good, whose minds had guided and ele
ted her own.

“I cannot tell you,” said she once, wh
they had been discussing their childish p}
sures, *“ how much richer existence seems
me, now, than it did formerly. 1 was hep
here as a child, but it was a happiness depe;
ent on outward things, and which even thep
felt was fleeting. I knew nothing of that
ward strength which now makes me feel 2
to bear whatever may be before me, to sa
fice myself and my own enjoyment for th
1 love—to conquer feeling, and yet be happy;
the consciousness of d~ing right ; as you ¢
Charles, when you gave up all your visions
intellectual greatnese, and sacrificed them
a promise, a promise, too, that could never
exacted by the one to whom it was given.
could only wonder at it then, now I can
derstand it.”

“You did not know,” said he, * whatit
me, nor have I ever feltit es I do at this
ment. Agnes, you said you felt capable
making sacrifices for those you love. I ¢
not ask if you love me—had I led ¢ differ
life, and made myself the man I hoped to b
might have thought to win your love. Noy
fecl the value of all that I havelost—the wo]

lessness of the htile I have gained.”

“ Charles, Charles, youlittlel-now my h
if you think such a sacrifice lessens youing
eyes ;—far, far above any advantages of lex
ing or fame do I value the pure and eleva
principle on which you have acted. Bely
me, I know it, feel it all.”

“ Can you love me, Agnes? Can you lnl
your happiness with me, now,—for ever 7"

] can trust it with you, and I do, Charl
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fioved you when a child, a lonely companion-
fss child—a woman’s Jove is a gift more
forthy ;—but my father—"

i “Will not surely control youin this, Agnes ?”’
B«No, Charles. my father would do all to
fske me happy ; but my first duty is to him.
Bemember, I am all that he has to love, and
hould you have me leave him?’

§ “ No, not leave him ; but he can go with us.
R sca voyage will revive him. We will go to
f2ly—to Greece.”

§ “I could not ask him, Charles. He is quite
beble now, and when I have sometimes told
im of my longing desire to go to Europe, he
hes said he would gladly take me, but he felt
e never should return ; and, now, if he knows
our wishes and my feelings he will make me
ko, sacrifice himself, and part with the only
ping that brightens his life. I know his gen-
frous nature—he must not know anything of

“But, Agnes, you are everything to me, now,
jnd hows shall I feel when an ocean separates
ST’

“What we shall feel is not the question, but
frhiat is right to do.”

“Do you thirk it would be right, Agnes, to
bonceal it from him 1°
“Under other circumstances, nothing should
empt me to do it. He has always been the
epository of my most secret thoughts; but,
how, I must judge for myself, and for him too.
Vhen you are gone, and there is no possibility
of his insisting on my accompanying you, I
hali myself tell him all.”

“Dear Agnes, you always think of others,
wnd I feel too happy to dispute even this point
with you. A yearisa long time to be away
from you, but there are happy years beyond,
when nothing shall separateus. Assomeone
has said, ¢ however large the cloud may be, the
blue sky is larger, if we could but sec far
enough.’”

. Charles left us soon after, for the vessel in
which he was to go, sailed in a few days, and
he he hasiened to the port. Agncs was true
to her word. I saw that shy -uffered, but it
was in silence and unseen by her father. Two
days after he left us, Mr. Begufort was taken
violently ill—a fit of coughing occasioned the
bursting of a blood-vessel, and he was reduced
atonce to a dangerous state of weakness.—
Agnes was his only nurse ; her voice was al-
ways soothing, and from her lips he received
the strength and eonsolation which heneeded.
To me she poured out the bitterness of her
grief, but 1o him she was always brght and

cheering, and, as earth scemed to fade from
his view, she would point to the growing
brightness of heaven, the glorious promises of
life and imnrortality, which, like stars, shine
most brightly above us, when all around is
dark, and earthly objects are unseen. I saw
his danger, and knowing the sad scenes that
would soon follow, wasanxious torecall Char-
les, who had not yet sailed, but Agnes would
not suffer it. He was on the path of duty,and
she would not call him back.

Mr. Beaufort lingered but a little while, and
Agnes finding thather lonely and desolate con-
dition was weighing upon him, revealed to him
her engagement, and the reasons which had
induced her to conceal it. He felt deeply the
generous and delicate feeling that had actuated
her, and it lessened the agony of parting, to
know that he left her to the guardianship of
one whom he had long loved 2nd could fully
trust. He confided his darling child to nry
care, until Charles should return, entreating
me to remain there with her as her guardian
and friend. For her father’s sake, Agnes had
summoned all her strength and self-control,
but when he was gone, and there was no fur-
ther call for effort, she sank under the blow.
Her warm and clinging affections had lost
their object, and this bitter grief seemed to
have opened afresh those wounds which the
early loss of her mother ahd brothers had in-
flicted. At first I tried in vain to rouse her.—
The happy future was separated fromherbya
great gulf of sorrow, which she could not pass
over. The first thing that recalled her was a
letter from Charles. Hehad a very rough and
stormy passage, and had suffered so much
from exposure, that, as he told Agnes, he
could not be sufficiently thankful that her high
princiole had overruled his selfish and impetu-
ous tcelings, with regard to her father. He
had ascertained that the object of his wvisit
could be accomplished during the winter, and
he should then return immediately. 1 now
tried to turn her attention from her own sor-
rows to those of cthers, which she could re-
lieve, and she busied herself during the winter,
in visiting the few poor cottagers around us
whom her father had been in the habit of as-
sisting. She took care of all his favourite
greenhouse plants, and when the deep snow
corfined us to the house, the library was an
unfailing resource ; here she read ihe books he
had marked out for her, endeavouringin every
way to reach that high stancard of womanly
excellence he had ever set before her.

The long dreary winter at length passed
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away; the ice melted from the river, the snow
from the lawn, and every day gave some sign,
in bud or leaf or flower, that spring was cloth-
ing the earth with new beauty. The blossoms
had not yet fallen from the irees, when we
welcomed our wanderer home, and before that
spring had ripened into summer, I gave away
my sweet Agnes to hiin whom shehad chosen,
and in a long and happy unien he has found
that the fond and faithful davghter isonly sur-
passed by the loving and devoted wife.
=8 @G-
TO MY WIFE.,

Tueae may be romance in that gentle fecling
Which visiteth my heart, when, at my side,

I fecl a soft hand through mine quictly stealing,
Yet there is something real in a bride!

For love hath musiz in it far more pleasing
Than the old romance of the feudal line,
Whose dames, in verse, were taught the art of
teasing
Tkeirzed-crossknightsto trudge to Palestine.

It is the romance of fresh thoughts which
waken
Sweetly amid the visions of young years,
Heart-fraught with love, the long tried and
unsheaken,
Too pure for passion and too irue for tears.

Yet gazing on thee, sweet, how thrills my
bosom,
As to my heart I clasp thy yielding form,
For tife bereft of thee would swear no blossom,
Nor would hope's rainbow span my spirit-
storm.
Doubt I that thy young heart will ever falter?
Doubt I mir.c own will ever love thee less?
Thou, who didst give me at the bridal-altar,
Thy heart’s decp wealth of untold tender-
ness?
Oh! never dearest, never, "til the beating
Of this poor heart, which throbs for thee, 1s
o'er!
Never until iy soul, from life retreating,
Takes up its death-march to the spirit shore!

Then as thy lips shall kiss mc to my slumber,
As on life’s verge I say the long good night,
How wili thy Jove my strogghing spint cumber,
While the world recls and fovers oa my sight.

Yet in that distant bourne, where, broken-
hearted,
Thou shalt deem haply that my soul hath
TSy,
Can I but meet thee, when life hath depattes,
My sin-sick spirit shall be doubly blest?

THE FIXED STARS.
Eveny one who is possessed of even a m

crate acquaintance with astron.my, is a
that the distances of the fixed stars far ex
even the most remote of the planets yet
covered 1n the solar system. Indeed, so gr
is the disproportion between them, that i
distance of Herschel, contrasted with the ¢
tance of the nearest of the fixed siars, sw
almost into absolute insigmficance. Hersel
is cighteen hundred millions of miles from§
sun, and no fact has been more satisfactory
demonstrated, than that the law of grayj
operates, positively, from the sun to this plasd
The fixed stars are considered by all modd
astronomers as suns shining by their own of
tive light, and most probably the centres
other systems, of greater or lesser degrecs
magnitude and numbers. In thecourseof i
last hundred and fifty years, some of the 5%
starsappear to havemoved. Thestar Arctus
has moved three minutes and three secondsy
seventy-cight years, it 1s therefore probaly
that all the heavenly bodies wluch are ¢
coverabic with telescopes of the greatest pows
are in subjection to some vast, inconceval]
vast central globe, self-balanced somewhere
celestial space ; and that may be the respied
ent throne of God. This scatiment advang
by 2 distinguished philosopher whose lectad
1 hed the pleasure of attending during a sha
Tesidence in the United States;, is caleutated
fill the mind with wonder and astoniskmd
and to convince us of our insignificancy, &
the imperfect view we take of the astonishy
works of the Divine Architect.

The ncarest of the fixed stars yet observ
is supposed, on good grounds, to be not Id
than 41,040,000,000,000, (or forty onc billiod
and forty thousand millions of miles distass
A distance so great that even hight 1sclf,
velling as it does at the rate of twelve milisd
miles 2 minute, wouald not traversein less
than six years and 2 half! Indeed it has b
thought by some astrenomers, that sowme
the fixed stars are so distant that their higd
kes not Teached us yod, supposing six thousad
years 1o have clapsed sinco they were creaid
How astonishing and overwhelming are ncd
bers like these!  The human mindisnot {075
cd to grasp them, and hardly, perhaps, canas
fimte intellects comceive them. When R
speak of the comparauve remoteness of of
tain tegions of the sterry heavers beyss
athers, and of our own sitvaton v them,
Guestion immediately arises, what 1s the st
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a which our visible firmament s constructed ?
o this, however, astronomy has hitherto
roved unable to supply an answer. All we
wow on the subject is negative. Quitling,
owever, the region of speculation, and con.
aing ourselves within certain limits which we
e sure are less than the truth, let us employ
ke negative knowledge we have obtained re-
secting the distance of the stars, to form some
nformable estimate of their real magnitudes.
i this telescopes afford us no direct informa-
an. The discs which good telescopes shew
s of the stars are not real, but spurious, a
zre optical illusion. Their light therefore
ust be our only guide. Now Dr. Wollaston
¥ experiments, open as it would seem, 10 no
phjections, has ascertained the light of Sirius,
s received by us, to be that of the sun, as 1 to
[0000,000,000. The sun, therefore, in order
Y

atit should appear to us no brighier than
mius, would require to be removed to 141,400
himes its actual distance. We haveseen, how-
prer, that the distance of Sirius cannot be so
pmall as 200,000 times thatof thesun. Hence
B follows, that, upon the lowest possible com-
patation, the light really thrown out by Sirius
cannot be so litile as double that emitied by
he sun ; or that Sirius must, in point of intrin-
Ec splendor, be at least cqual v 1wo suns, and
in 21l probability vastly greater. Dr. Ti%.2-
2slan Ras concluded the inlrinsic tighi of this
Har lo be nearly that of fourteen suns. Now,
for what purpose are we to suppose such mag-
paficent bodics scattered through the abyss of
Epace? Surcly not to illuminate our nights,
k=h:ch an additional moon of the thousandih
part of the size of our nwn would do much
beiter, notr to sparkie as 2 pageant void of
teaning and reality, and bewilder us amoag
vain conjectures. Uceful it is true, they are
%0 man as points of reference; but he must
ve stadicd astronomy 10 little purpose, who
Kcan suppose man to be the only abject of his
ICzeator’s care, or who docs not set in the vast
kad wonderfal spparatus around us, provision
ot other races of animated beings.  The plan-
ets derive their light from the sun; but that
cannot be the case with the stars. Thesc,
doabtless, then arc themsclves suns, and may,
perhaps, cach in its sphere, be the presiding
ceatre round which other planets, or Lodics of
which we can form no conception from any
snalugy ofiered by our owa system, may be
«crculating.

There ave about three thousand fixed stars
visible to the naked eye.  Every one of those
s1ars is doubtless a sun, and cach of these suns

l

affords light and heat to another system of
worlds. Letusouly suppase thateachof those
suns ifluminates as many orbs as belong to
our system. We shall state the number at
twao hundred, (thouzh it is believed that there
are seven thousand comets, hesides the planets,
which have already becn discovered.) This
would give six hundred thousand worlds. But
three thousand is 2 small number, when com-
pared with the whole numbi r of stars that have
been discovered The relative places of fifty
thousand stars have been determined, by the
help of tel P Fifty th d solar sys-
tems, cach containing, at least, onc hundred
worlds. Five millions of worlds, all inhabited
by ratonal beings. How do wescem to dwin-~
dle into littleicss!  Hosw few, how small, arc
the ephemerists of this htile globe, when com-
pared with the countless mynads who inhabit
five millions of worlds! And these worlds,
reader, are but specks in the infimty of crea-
tion. All arc under the constant care of the
Divine Being ; not one of them 1s neglected.
Surely it becomes us to exclaim with the pselm-
1st, “ When I consider thy heavens, the work
of thy fingers, tie moon and the stars which
thou hast ordained, Lord, what is man, that
thou art mindful of him 7 G. B.

St. John, May, 1943,
@
THE ALMOND BRANCH.
- FROM THE FRENCH.

Tuov art, alas! but beauty's emblem,
Blooming branch of the 2lmond tree
Fadu.g = «ay an thy parent siem,
The flower of life is scen in thee.

It heedeth not neglect or care—
It wanteth not on summer’s may;

Lcaf after leaf thus withering there,
Shows forth our pleasures day by day.

Theough short, O let us prize delight—
“Tis fireting as the zephyr's breath—

And drain 1us chalice cre the night
Approach and warn us of its death.

Ofien doth beaaty inats pnde,
Remind us of the morning flower,

Wreainag the far brow of the bnde,
And fading o’er the fesuve hour.

Qnc day 1= past. yot others come,
But Spnng = hasicning 19 depart,
And cvery flower 1t calls to bloom,
Cnes, “ hasien ! to the human heart.
Jontreal Gerland.
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A SOOTHING ADDRESS,

TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS.
O sink not a prey to despair,
Nor grieve for what grief cannot mend,
Don't torture thy mind, for what sorrow and
care
Can never restore, my poor friend ;
Tho’ harrass'd and hurt and distrest,
Cast all bitter fecling aside—
"Pwill only cause fever to burn thy own breast,
Where patience and hope should preside;
1In the storm of adversity strive to the last—
True courage and spirit may weather theblast.

If thou wilt consider the woe
Of some, high on fortune’s bright wheel,
Which recent reverses have cast far below
‘What thou canst imagine or fecl ;
Contemplate their morufied pride,
With luxury’s absence combin’d,
Thy envy will die and thy murmurs sabside—
Contentment will solace thy mind;
With this healing balm thou art not quite bereft,
While gratitude sweetens the crumbs thou hast
left.

Contemplate the poor ship-wrecked Tar,

Cast lonc on some far barren isle,

To which he has recently *scap’d on 2 spar—

His ship-mates all perish’d the while;

Docs he lic inective and wish

For shelter, a fire and a bed—

A gun for the fow! or a hook for the fish—

A bow!l of warm soup and some bread ?
No, no, he well knowshis exertions must save,
From a doom which is worse than a watery

grave!

Tho’ hungry and weak and athirst,
Behold the faint object asise—

Look round for a drink of fresh water the first,
And then for more solid supplies.

Now tho' with due cantion he sips
The water he's found at a well,

*Tis sweet as the nectar of gods 1o his lips—
As manng, raw fish from tiic shell;

This water and shell-fish a feast may afford,

Alore rich than all daintics on luxury's board.

Well-knowing "tis uscless to weep
For ship and for ship-mates no more,

e picks up with care what the meraiessdeep
Has left of the wreek on the shore;

And leaving despondence abaft,
Forgetimg the pains of the past,

With scdulous labour he forms a rude erafi—
Perchance with an oar for the mast;

With the anchor of hope he embarks on 1
wave—

In trust that some ship may descry him ap}
save.

Tho’ riven by ravenous law,
And broken from stem unto stern,
Thou hast still some resources on which the;
canst draw—
May save thee much painful concern ;
With health and good hands and good skill,
Thou art more independent than those
Who have notesin the bank, and no cash |
the tll—
Who quzke on the verge of a close
Let courage thy spur be—thy motto exertion
Bright days and geod fortune may lic in 12|
version.

Consider the birds how they fare—
‘When winter that ravages rude,
Has strip'd both the orchard and f{orest-trex]

bare,
And left them no shelter nor food ;
Contented they twitter and sing,
Not knowing where next thevy mast feed—
Thair care is for lighter than down on thes
wing,
Yet Providence cares for their need 5
Then banish thy fear, cherish hopein its stead
Who cares for the fowls will supply thee wid
bread.

The promise is made to the poor
Who scck for his kingdom the first,
Who care for life’s perishing food—yet st
more
For rightcousness hunger and thirst ;
Then lay up thy treasure in heaven,
Where moth and where thief cannot come-
Thy bread and thy water shall daily be given
*Full thon shalt arrive at thy home;
And there thou shalt bask in a sun withox
shade, '
Be crown'd with 2 glory that never shall fade
Jaxes Reoreny.

Si. John, N. B., June, 1843
e QP B

By permitting the political laws to take eag
nizance of marriage vows, the sexes gain &
additional security on each other ; inesmuch 2
thar mutunl pledges are places under thesafe
muard of society, which, by its laws and <ns
toms, will mfiict a severe puuislinent for ant
mtenional breach of them, not so much in or
der to wdentify any injured individoal, os to pre
serve its own good order and tranguility.
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THE DEMON OF THE VALLEY.

It was ~ lovely evening towards the decline
of that sweet month, which, even in our tardy
cime, clothed with verdure and blossom,
brings with it all the nameless charms and as-
sociations of spring-time, when we arrived at
khe ancient little town of Terni, and, compel-
il to proceed on our journey at an early hour
the following morning, lost no time in order-
Lr'ng herses to take us to the Cascade. We
igrove at once to the highest point of view, a
distance of about five miles, the road one of
‘ontinued, and, in thelatter part, of so tremen-
dously steep ascent, it required no smail labour
fen the part of the posulion to prevent his
jhorses from falling.

We alighted at the top of the hill, from
shence the depth of the rocky and wooded
walleys and chasms with which you find your-
zlf snrrounded is particularly fine. Pursuing
2 somewhat rugged and winding path, among
the rocks and underwood, for abouta mile, our
car soon informed us that we must be near the
seene of action, and we speedily obtained a
view, through a narrow passage cut in the
rock, of the River Volind, hurrying forward
with mad and irresistible impetuosity, to pre-
cpitate itself from the impending heights into
the Nera.

There was somcthing very imposing in this
resh of waters, which, when we had walked a
short distance, we beheld boiling and hissing
sadepth of th ¢ hundred fect below us, the
socks around carpetted with verdure from the
coniinual action of the spray, which nises in
Laaatiful and ever-varying columns to a great
kaght.

After viewing the fall from these heights, we
sroceeded to a sort of temple, bhulton theedge
of the rocks overlooking the great fall, from
whenee the scencis truly magnificent! We
acxt descended, by a steep but romanuc path,
i0 vicw the falls from below. Tac rocks, as
we proceeded, viere almost all encrusted with
vegetable peurefactions, apparcutly fern and
other shrubg, very curions and beautifol.

Our guide conducted us across the sircam to
£ ascent on the opposite side, where rustic
bawess are eveeled, covered over with braach-
esof trees and evergreens, 10 spois most favour-
able 10 the view of arists and amateurs.—
From the last of theee dehighiful resung-places,
fited up with a couch of laurels and mnyride,
which are found very refreshung afier a hot
and ioilsome walk, 1 ook a skeich of the
spleadid seenc before me.  The rocky haghts

were still illumined with the last and richest
rays of sunset, whilst the peaceful valley where
we sat, (forming a striking contrast to the tu-
multuous scene upon which we were gazing,)
lay in deep shadow. We were unfortunately
rather too Jate in the day to enjoy the oppor-
tunity of witnessing that beautiful effect of the
sun upon the foam, and spray of the waters,
producing those exquisite rainbows which all
travellers describe with so much enthusiasm,
and which suggested to Lord Byron two of
his most sublime similes:—
* Beneath the glittering morn,

An Iris sits amidst the infernal surge,
Tike hope upon a dcath-bed, and unworn
Its steady dye—whilst all around is torn
By the distracted waters—bears serene
1ts brilliant hues with all their beamsunshorn 5
Resembling, ‘mid the torture of the scene,
Love watching madness with unalterable

miecn.”

His splendid deseripuions of this spot were
fresh in my recollection, and threw a halo of
additional intercst over the whole. Our-walk
to the carriage, which we had ordered to wait
for us near the foot of the hill, was lovely—
The perfume of blossoms; the evening song
of birds, among which the note of the thrush
and the nightingale were predominamt, the
stream flowing through “a valley sacred to
sweet peace,” with gentle lapse—it seemed
after its late tumultuous warfare like the re-
turn of a warrior from the strifc of the battle-
ficld to the calm current of domestic life; or
as the reposc of a good man, when, thestorms
and tempests of hfe overpast, he holds his
silent and unruflied course towards the occan
of cternity. Thus it flows, * to scatter plenty
o'cr a siiling land,” or refresh with unnum-
bered blessings the soft hosom of the lowly

vale,
We appreached the confines, or rather en-

trance, of thus sweet valley, through an
avenuce of orange-trees, planted, we were old,
by the unfortunate Carohincof Engiand. 1 be-
licve we had also reached the confines of our
walk, butin this we were decaved ; nor were
we destined to conclude it without becoming
the witacsses of a singular instance of Italian
superstition, which, connected, 25 it proved to
be, with 2 latle hastory of real sufenng and
sorTow, deeply awakened our snicrest and
sympathy.

Fuding we hiad yet to cross the vale ere we
rejoined our cartimpe at the noghbounng wil-
lage, we proceriod, under the escort of our
gudc, tirough a deep gorge or glen, near the
cenir: of which the stream here sieals iis con-
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tracted course, concealed by the dense foliage.
When about midway through this romantic de-
file, a toad of most extraordinary size beset us
in our path, and appeared, by its fixed attitude
and position, as though determined to dispute
the passage with us. One of our companions
who carried a small dagger concealed in his
walking-stick, was about 1o destroy theloath-
sme intruder, when our guide, with a coun-
tenance expressive of horror, entreated him to
leave it unmolested, when, secing him still in-
clined to prosecute his deteriination, he threw
himself upon lis knees before him, and with
the most impressive energy, supplicated him,
in the name of all the saints, to desist from so
heinons a crime.

“Know you not,” said he, * thathe who now
besets our path in the shape of that toad, is the
Demon of the Valley; and that should harm
befall him in my presence, not only should I
be compelled 10 quit the abode.of my ances-
tors, butmy very existence would be insccure.”

He then reiated to us, with all the carnest-
ness of true Italian gesticulation, how a similar
phenomenon had appearcd in the valley some
few years smce, and that his little biothers,
who were at play near the spot, had thought-
lessly amused themsclves by throwing large
stones at the amumal, and that, from that ume,
though half their gainings had been spent in
expiation of their crime, all kinds of spells and
ill-omens had been cast upon theirhouse. He
assured us most gravely, that his only sister
had been spirited away by his influcnce, and
that she now lay a corpse in their father’s cot-
tage, and how could they hope for peace for
her deparicd soul, should the demon again be
raised !

Seringz our peor gaide thus overcome with
real terror and affiicuon, at the ideaof what he
considered so great an evil, our companion at
onice sheathed the dangerous weapon. and.
avoiding the mare immediaic traces of the un-
sighily, thongh innocent cause of so much dis-
tress, we procecded on oar route to the villaar.
Our guide requested for leave, in confinnation
of all he had alleged. 10 ¢ aduct us to the cot.
tags, where we might be eye-witnesses of the
desolation brought upon his family by the
carly deathof shelovely and lamented Theresa,
orice the beauty and pride of the glen.

On arnving acar the entrance of the viliaae,
our altention was, ndeed, soon attracted to-
wards a particutarly neat, preturesque cottage,
surrounded by a potiico covered with roses
and jessamine, around and withm whick were
pssembled n concoutse of the nmrhbouning

peasnmry,. most of them in the strikingly pe
tresque costume of that part of Italy, on the
knees, and apparently taking part in some ux
usually solemn act of devotion, their mingl
voices from time to time raised in concern wit
the chanted requiem from within.

We drew near, therefore, cautiously and
luctantly, until repeatedly and earnestly i
vited by our guide to follow him.  We atleng?
entered the portico, the assembled peasant:
instantly making way for us topass, and s
found ourselves within what we perceived
be the chamber of death. Near the centre
the room, on a raised platform or bier, lay t&
corpse of a young girl, apparently about eigh:
ecn or nineteen, her dark hair arranged in luy
uriant braids over her marble forehead, axf
crowned with a wreath of myrtle. Herhandy
on one of which was placed a prayer-booka
crucifix, and in the other a bunch of myri
and orange flowers, were folded on her breas,
her lifeless form at the same time adorned wuj
tissued garments, which apjecared rather i
tended to deck the extraordinary pageant of
Neapolitan poasant’s bridal. than thus to shiny
as in mockery, over the poor passive remaid
of mortality. Those remains which on 1Y
morrow were to be consigned to their parcy
earth, amid an appalling chaos of human deczf
and putrefaction, unatiended by friend or 1y
iation, and, too probable, without even
decent envelop of coffin or winding-sheet.

Much interested in the scerc we had thy
<o unexpectedly been called upon to witness
made some inquiries, on our return to the ho
at Terni, respecting the real causeand circy
stances of the poor girl's death, which, it
peared, by the whole ncighbourhood, was 4
religiously aseribed to supernatural influend

Alas! from the particulars I gleaned, b
hictory was but too nearly ailied to the fate g
many a cherished flewer of spring-tide, 12
jow, we scarce know how, in the heyday
is blaom and brightness, by the nipping blas
ar cankering worm—in short, 10 many
“a'er true tale” of disappointed hopes ad
withered affections.

How truc is the rematk of an inimitad:
authar, that © woman's heatrt is her world.™
She embarks her whole sonl in the traffic
afiection—* if shipwrecked, her ease is hop
less, for it is a bankvuptey of the heart.”

The preceding spring, a young Italian and
had made a visit to this lovely spot, for i
purpose of cxcrcising his rising talent amid
1ertmng beauties of rnature, and the well-knov]
redics of antiquity with which the neighbocd
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ood of Terniabounds. His acquaintance was
sunlly made by Theresa and the family du-
ing his sojourn in the valley. Her beauty
cedily capiivated his ardent imagination—
whilst her gentleness and winning simplicity,
re long, made a still deeper impression on his
eart.
Hitherto accustomed to the confinement of
stndio, the far-ramed beaaties of his native
ity had passed him in his hurried walks, not,
erhaps, without many an adgiiring gaze, but
srtainly without having inspired any tenderer
ntiment.
This was the young artist's first peep beyond
he gates of Rome, and who could wander, at
uch a season, amid that land of beanty and
rightness, without feeling himsclf elevated
nd inspired by the very air he breathes?  Its
emng concerts, amid perfumed groves and
alling fountains—its marble terraces and fall-
Fng fanes, hung with the richest and freshest
hreaths of spring—all nature appeared to poor
alentino decked as for a jubilee, and thelove-
y valley of Terni refiected in the mirror of an
magination lighted with the ardour of first
ove appeared 10 realize all hisidea of an earth-
y paradisc.  Days andl weeks he remained as
b were spell-hound to the spot, forgatful alike
of the tirr allotted (o him for his sojourn
hbroad, and of the day fixed for his return to
E(ome. He took views of the falls in every
arying point, and under every diversity of
shadeand colouring which that gluwing climate
exhibits.  Moraning, noon, and eventide, might
he b2 scen stationed with his canvass and pa-
lotte, the gentle Theresa by his side, sometimes
lost in wonder and admiration at the tints pro-
duced by his hand on the glowing canvass, at
others listening with enth to his descrip-
ton of the Eiernal City, its palaces and monu-
ments, and fecding with silent rapture on his
promises to bear her thither at no distant date,
the bride of hisheart, and never, never morcto
‘separate from her, and as the shadeof cvening
Ibeckoned them homewards, with what rapture
‘was thecanvass thrown aside, tolinger throngh
‘the maize of that sweet valley with his fond
and gentle companion, there to speak of fu-
tore bliss, and repeat their oft-told vows of
everlasting affection in all the cloquence of
their own sweet langnage, by the hight of a
lovely moon, and amid groves spangled with
fire-fiies.

Alas? hours like these werc too sweet to
lasi—100 bright to be registered n the calen-
dar of time’s dull vound. Valentino rouscd at
leagth from this dream of life and love, by a

second and more peremptory swmmons from
his master to resume his place and functions,
under penalty of sacrificing at once all hopes
of future encouragement and promotion, took,
one bright summer morning, almostnsensibly,
<his pensive way through the vatley, undecided
what steps to adopt, or how it would be pos-
sible to impart to his betrothed Theresa the
startling intelligence of their approaching sepa-
ration—yet, t~ delay was to losc all hopes even
of the means which might enable him to sup-
port and cherish her.

Thus painfully pre-occupied, he seated him-
self almost mechanically on a proj:cting rock,
near their favourite bower of myrtles, and, con-
cealed by its position from the pathway which
leads through the valley, helieved he could in
solitude and silence, give vent to his painful
reflections, and decide upon some pian for the
future. Suddenly, however, his ear wasstart-
led by a cry of terror, and, behieving he recog-
nized in that cry the voice of his beloved, with
the velocity of a startled deer he sped towards
the spot from whence the sounds proceeded.
Just at that moment, his Theresa, breathless,
and failen amd the tangled roots of a large
ilex, overcome with terror from the pursuit of
a wild boar, long an object of terror to the in-
habitants of a neighbouring valley, and whose
hiding-places had hitherte been so secure and
secret, as to defy all cflorts towards its de-
straction, appearced in sight.

The creature, which was now only a few
yards distant from the object of its purswit,
made a momentary pausc on the approach of
Valentino, as if to consider whether atiack or
retreat would be safest.  Probably aware how-
cver, that he had wandered too far away from
his strongholds 10 escape any regular attack
made by numbers, and perhaps deceived and
intinaidated by the reverberation of Valentino's
shouts, repeated with remaurkable clearness
from the cpposite clifi; the animal suddeniy
made off, with all possible speed, among the
rocks and underwood.

No means of defence being within hisreach,
having left even his walking club, the only
warlike weapon he posaessed, on thespot from
whence he had sprung on the sound of Thers-
sa's crics, Valentino beheld. as may be sup-
posed, with no small sausfaction the departure
of this fcrocious intruder, with whom he had
anticipated, a few moments since, a clese and
deadly combat. Al his cares were now direct-
cd to raise and reassure his fainting fair one;
but what was his dismay, on hfting her gently
from the spot where she sull remained extend-
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ed, almost in a state of insensibility, to find the
blood flowing profusely from her forchead.—
In the deopest alarm, he called upon her by
cvery endearing epithet to answer, and con-
vince him of her existence. Then, aware of
the necessity of procuring instant relief, he
bore her quickly to the borders of the neigh-
bouring stream, and laying her gently on the
soft and shaded turf, took off her hutle white
apron, and embruing itin the refreshing waters,
endeavoured, by repeated cfforts, to stop the
flow of blood, and restore animation to her
pallid cheek.

Finding his attempts at length happily suc-
cessful, and that she opencd her large dark
eyes upon him once more, he lost not 2 mo-
mentin carrying his precious burden to her
father’s cottage. The poor old man, her sole
surviving parent,” was reposing on his usual
rustic seat, beneath the shade of his own vine
and fig-tree, her two lite brothers mending
their barbarous fishing-tackle, when Valentino
entered the porch, bearing the flower of their
Tustic dwellingin his arms, her garments stain-
ed with blood, and her check pale as the lilics
at the door.

“Holy Virgin !’ exclaimed the old man,
rising more hastily than he bad perhaps done
dor the last twenty years, and following him
dnto the house: “ Mother of Mercy! Tell me,
A say,.in the name of all the saints, what has
happened to her; and tell me truly, or you
icave not this house alive 7"

At :nis moment he grasped convulsively the
arm of Valentino, who, having laid us sull
Selpless burcen on the nearest couch, (that
identical couch upon which we beheld her last
Temains extended,) hasuly commenced an ex-
planation of the terrific scene which had pas-
sed during the mormng. The old man grada-
ally relaxed his hold as the incidents, by their
clear and simple narraton, found rcady ad-
mittance to his heart, untii he concluded by
throwing his arms around Valentino's neck,
and blessing him as the dchverer of his cluld
from the most horrible of deaths.

Towards evening, to the dehight of all her
fricnds and neighbours, the poor il revived ;
opcning her eyes and looking round her as
for some desired object, with an expression of
the deepest anxiety, when, catching the sounds
of her lover's voice in the portico in conversa-
tion with her father, she exclaimed, * Holy
Mother! heis safc ! and my father loves him
for Theresa’s sake.” Then, passing her hands
to her head, as though the rctrospection of
those fearful scenes of the morning were too

much for her, she relapsed into a dose wh
lasted some hours. Valentino in the m
tume, had but too much leisure for painful
flecuon. Unable to leave the cottage, he s
ed the opportunity now opened to him of ¢
claring to her parent, Antonio, hisposition
his hopes, more especially the onethen deares
to his heart, that of calling him father.

* With all iny heart,” replied the old ma
proud of the nising hopes of the young arust
“but first of all obey thy master’s summon;
get thee to Rome and there establish thysé
as becometh thy talents and conditions.
turn quickly to our valleys and then thou she]
beecome the possessor of the lovelicst flow
that ever bloomed amongst them.”

The young man’s gratitude was overflowi
and he promised willingly what lie had lit
doubt his love and his exertions could en
him to perform; but time pressed, and ho
could he at such a moment, break the news
his departure to his Theresa—the effects migl
be dangerous in the extreme. His resolut
was at length taken, to depart that very night
having previously made a confidant of the o
weman who attended her, who, it was agr
when her patient next revived and inquired f
Valentino, chould calm her by the assuran
that he was ebsent in the neighbourhood, c
some necessary crrand connected with k
profession, untll, arrived in Rome, he wo
himself make known to her his hopes a
prospects.

The village clock struck twelve, whilst
distant convent bell commencing its monotoz
ous but not unmusical chimes, rung mournfy;
ly in the ears of Valentino. Still, alas! a I
gerer, he stood bencath the vine-clad lattie
which opencd upon the little portico, fro
which he was cnabled to gaze on the slecpin
form of Theresa, without being himself obsy
tved within.

The silvery and placid moonbeams fell sofi
Iy on her couch, and perceiving her to be g
parcatly in a profound sleep, he stole sofdls
into the chamber.  With real anguish of hea
did he gaze at that moment on her lovely an
uncoascious forin, then plunging into tus b
som a little ivory crucifix whichlay beside he
as though already foresecing the need of sucs
a talisman amid the frailty and caprice of It
man hope und promiscs, he anprinied a pan
mg kiss =7 Ler flushed cheek, and dashing
faling tear from lus eye, hasuly quitted thy
cottage.

Sad and gloomy were the thoughts of pos

Valaauno as he pursued in sorrowful revens
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jis moonlit path through the valley, when, on
friving at the spot before described, where
je glen contracts, and the foliage thickens
bto obscurity, he cleared with one desperate
fap, one of tho well-known rivulets which
Feld their tributary streams to the Nera.

B Suddenly a hideous cry or croak, which he
ghon perceived to proceed from a toad he must
frwontedly have crushed or hurt beneath his
Bread, assailed his cer. He hurried onwards
Bith a species of indefinable terror and ioath-
R, the hoarse croak of the wounded animal
full pursuing him, untii the inharmonious
Rounds were lost in the distance, and he re-
buned once more the clear open pathway
hich conducted him to the high road. Here
! us pause, and leave Valentino to pursue his
Bolitary route.

R+ & * * * *

% Days, weeks, months, rolled away in all
Bueir summer brightness.

§ “Gh! not for mortal tear,

Both nature deviate from her calm career,
foris the earth less laughing, or tess fair,

hough brc'\kmg heartsits g adness may not
share.”

¥ Theresa, after a lingering fever, at length
evived, but to the withering consciousness of
Rithful love and blighted affections.

i Long did she logk in feverish anxiety for her
hver’s promised return, and when, from the
®reatening nature of her discase, they were
Bbliged to make known to her his actual de-
jarture for Rome, & fearful forcboding scemed
B steal over her hopes. To one who had
gever strayed beyond the confines of her na-
¥ve villnge, the idea of distanceappears almost
measurable, and return equally precarious.
Not that in her truth and simphicity shedoubt-
d one moment his oft-repeated vows of affec-
on; these she fondly cherished, until the lost
old biast of adversity snatched them rudely
om her bosom.  Twice, indeed, ere the mel-
ow rays of autumn had ceased to lingeramidst
heir favourite bowers, had she reccived news
f Valentino, but to the fond and affectionate
catt of poor Theresa, his letters breathed lit-
e of carthly hope or consolation; fraught
ith the cruel retrospect of the past, she could
iscover nG sunny ray, or sweet and shadowy
erspective (even moredear than present bliss,)
for the future.

Was it, indeed, possible that man, the crea-
are of interest and ambition, could forget,
mid the influence of light companions and
imbitious hopes, a love so pure and disinter-
isted, o being so tender and confiding?  Alas!

negleet soon gave way to mdifference, and -
difference to forgetfulness. Theress, thought-
ful and pensive, lingered through many a soli-
tary winter hour, with her rosary and crucifix,
amid their favourite haunts, her heart yet more
desolate than the seared leaf and withered
flowers which lay scattered beneath her feet;
for they were drooping but 1o bloom again in
renewed and vernal brightness, but—

““When shall srmng visit the mouldering arn,
Oh! when shn it dawn on the night of the
grave?

A continued cough, and other symptoms of
wasting discase were now making rapid in-
roads on the delicate form of poor Theresa;
and her father, heart-broken, at length resolved
to write, unknown to her, to a distant relative
at Rome, intreating him to acquaint Valentino
with her siate, and to request his immediate
presence if he wished to see her alive. But
what was the old man’s indignation when his
relative acquainted him that Valentine had
been despatched on @ mission of considerable
emolument with another artist of some nota-
bility for Sicily, and that, ou his return at the
expiration of four months, he was, if success-
ful, to marry his master’s only daughter, with
which alliance he would obtain, not only a
valuable stipend, but a post of emolument and
importance.

The intelligence was indeed stunning to the
subdued heart of poor Theresa, who, throwing
herself in her old father’s arms, sank into a
swoon so long and death-like that he believd
he held in his trembling grasp but the ¢nld re-
mains of his greatestcarthly treasure.  Gradu-
ally, however, consciousness returned, but a
rapid increase of fever and feebleness soon laid
her prostrate on the suffering couch, and re-
duced her small remaining strength.  Like the
drooping roscs in the little flower-vase by her
bed-side, shedding day by day their cherished
leaves before her eyes, she gently and almost
imperceptibly closed her fading eyes on the
sorrowing scenes of ime, to realize, we may
hope, thosc untutored yet devout aspirations
which, however fetterea by the grovelling
chains of superstition, were built, like the rain-
bow of Almighty Mercy, amid the unfading
joys of eternity.

REN=T

Beavry gains little, and homeliness and de-
formity losc much, by gaudy attire.  Lysander
knew this was in part true, and refused the rich
garments that the tyrant Dionysius poffered
to his danghters, saying, “That they were fit
only to make unhoppy faces more remarkable.”
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THE ABSENT ONES.

“Trye hath passed with a light foot fall,
Friend, o’er thy old ancestral hall;

The fret work still looks fresh ard fair,

The windows their gorgeous colouring wear,
The dome is firm, the pillars strong;

How can I think the time so long?

Years since ¥ stooped my head before,

*Neath the wreaths o’ershadowing the low side
door;

Y ears—and no trace of dim decay

1s here—yet a something hath passed away ;

The fire burns bright on the ample hearth,

But I miss the sound of the children’s mirth,

I miss each silvery voice’s tone,—

‘Wherc—oh, where—are thy children gone?

There was one whose eye had an eagle’s glance,
And courage sat on his brow’s expanse—
Tell me, sweet friend, and where ishe 7’

A wanderer from home on the treacherous sea,
Long hath he roamed with adventurous band,
Seeking for wealth in a distant land,

But when summer is fair over valley and plain,
With the rose and the swallow, he comes again!

 And where was another—a thoughtful boy,

Careless of childish sport or toy,

But loving wild tales, and legends of old,—

Pouring o’er books like a miser o’er gold.—

Thought drew swit lines o’er that pure young
brow ;—

Where is the gentle and gifted now 1"

Thro' the wood walks he strays, but when
night stars burn,

1 trust, to his home, will the dreamer return.

“ And the merry bright child, with the golden
hair,

Dancing like light an his forhead fair 7

He tarricth with teachers loving and kind,

‘Winning rich stores for his opening mind ;

But when the frost on the leafless trees,

Is nestling crisp in the winter breeze,

And the Chrisumas bough in the hall doth
sway,

I trust in our home will the merry child play.

“And the sweetest of all, the lovely one,
Whose low soft voice had so dear a tone,
Whose eye was so darkly, so tenderly bright,
‘Whose hand was so small, whose step was so
light;—
Thoa tremblest—thou weepest! and is it so—
Is that graceful head in the dust laid low ?
Alas—and time may the rest restore—

Is issued on the first week in every Mon:

Well hias thou guessed ! from our househo
band
The bright one hath passed to a holier jand,
She drinks from the fountain of Wisdom theh
With a brow unclouded by earthly care, !
And she dwells with a Teacher for away,
Nor looks, nor longs, for a holiday.— |
She bath passed through the valley of dea\h

b

derk track,
And we know on its pathway she comes
back. N

But hy the light of her cloudless eye,
So full of Faith’s holy prophecy, ;
By the blessed words of prayer and praise :
That hallowed her lips in her few short day
By her glad “ Farewell!”” when we neede mj

part,
T have gathered strength to my weary heart
For I know in her Saviour's ransumed tram
With the angels and saints, she shall co(

again!

] 2

Sven is the diligence with which, in counts
completely civilized, one part of mankind iab
for another, that wants are supplied faster tb
they can be formed, and the idle and lusurio
find life stagnate for want of some desire to ke
it inmotion. This sp‘.c.es of distress furmsh
a new set of occupaiions ; and multitudes 2
busied from day to day in finding the rich
the fortunate something to do. ’
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