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POETRY.

fines to a Young Lady on her Marriage,

BY E. FITZGERALD.

They tell me, gentle Jauy, that they deck thiee for a
bride,

That the wreath is woven for thy hair, the bride-
groom by thy side;

Anl 1 think § hear thy {.thei’s sigh, thy mother’s
calmer tone,

As they give thee 1o anothei’s aims---their beautiful
-~their own.

{ never saw a bridal but my eyelid hnth been wet,

And it always seemed to me as though a jesous
crowd were inet

To see the saddest sight of all, 2 gay arl girlish
thing, ‘

Lay aside her maiden glacuess--for a name--and
for a ring.

And other cares will claim thy thoughts, and other
hearts thy love,

Aund gayer triends may be around; and bluer skies
above;

Yet thou, when I kehold thee next, may’st wear upon
thy brow,

Perchance, a mother’s look of care, for that which

" decks it now,

And when I think how often I havd scen thee, with

thy mild -
And lovely look, and step of air, and bearing like a
child,

Oh! how mournfully, how mournfully the thonght
comes o’er my brain,

‘When { think thounc’er may’st be that frec an. girl
ish thipg azain.

1 would that as my heart dictates, just such might be
my lay,

And my voice should be a voice of mirth, a music
like the May;

But it may not be!--within my breast all frozen are

 the springs,
The murmur dies upon the lip~-the music on the
strings.

But a voice is floating round me, and it tells me in
my rest,

That sun:hine shall illume thy path, that
be thy guest,

That thy Jife shall te a summer’s day, whose ev'ning
+hall go down,

Like the evning n the Eastorn clime, that never
lnows a frown.

joy shall

When thy foot is at the altar, when the ring hath
press’d thy hand,

When those thou lov’st, and those that love thee,
weeping 1ound thee stand,

h! may the rhyme that friendship weaves, like &

spirit of the air,

Be oer thee at that moment—for & blessing and a
prayer!

LITERATORE,

A Cale of Frish Life.
BY SAMCEUL LOVER, ESQ.
[Cortinued.)

Squire Egan was as good as his word.«
1le picked out the most suitable horse-
whip for chastising the fancied imperti-
nence of Murtough Murphy; and as he
switched it up and down with a powerful
arm, to try its weight and pliancy, the
whistling of the instrument through the
air was music to his ears, and whispered
of promised joy in the flagellation of the
jocular attorney.

“We'll see who can make the sorest
blister,’ said the squire. ¢ I'll back whale-
bone against Spanish flies any day. Will
you bet Dick 7 suid he to his brother-in-
law, who was a wild helter-skelter sort
of a fcllow, better known over the coun-
try as Dick the Devil than Dick Dawson.

<111 back your bet, Ned.

¢ There's no fun in that, Dick, as there
is nobody to take it up.’

¢ Maybe Murtough will.

Ask him, be-
be

fore you thrash him ; you’d better.’,
<Pl
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taste o’ this ;> and the horsewhip whist-
ed as he spoke.

¢I think he had better take care of his
back than his bet,” said Dick, us he fol-
lowed the squire to the hall-dour, where
his horse was in waiting for him, under
the care of the renowned Andy, who lit-
tle dreamed of the cxtensive harvest of
mischief which was ripening in {uturity,
all from his sowing.

¢Don’t kill him quite, Ned,” said Dick,
as the squire mounted to his saddle.

¢Why,if I went to horsewhip a gentle-
man, of course I should only shake my
whip at him; but an attorney is another
affair.  And, as P’m sure he’ll have an
action against me for assauit, I think I
may as well get the worth o> my moncy
out of him, to say nothing of teaching
him better manners for the future than to
play off his jokes on his cmployers.’

With these words, off he rode in scarch
of the devoted Murtongh, who was rot
at home when the squire reached his
house ; but as he was returning through
the village, he espied hLim coming down
the street in company with Tom Durfy
and the widow, who were laughing
heartily at some joke Murtough was tell-
ing them, which seemed to amuse him as
much as his hearers.

¢T’ll make him laugh at the wrong side
of his moyth,’ thought the squire, alight-
ing and giving his horse to the care of
onc of the little ragged Loys who were
idling in the street. He approached
Murphy with a very threatening aspeet,
and, confronting him and his party so as
to produce a halt, he said, as distinetly as
his rage would permit him to speak,
¢You little insignificant blackeguard, I'H
teach you how yow’ll cut your jokes on
me again; 1’11 blister you my buck ¥ and,
laying hands on the astonished Murtough
with the last word, be Dbegan a very
smart horsewhipping of the attorney.
The widow screamed, Tom Durfy swore,
and Murtough roared, with some inter-
jectional curses. At last he escaped from
the squire’s grip, leaving the lapel of his
coat 1n his possession; and Tom Durfy
interposed his person between them when
he saw an intention on the part of the
flagellator to repeat his dose of horse-
whip.

¢ Let me at him, sir; or, by ——

‘Fy, fy, squire—to horsewhip a gentle-
wan like a cart-horse.

¢A gentleman ! !—an attorney, you
mean.’

‘I say, a gentleman, Squire Egan,
cricd Murtough, fiereely, roused to gal-
lantry by the presence of o lady, and
smarting under a seonse of injury and
whalebone. * I'm a gentleman, sir, and
demand the sptistuction of o gentleman.
I put my honowr icto your hands Mn.
Durty?

¢ Between his finger and thumb, you
mean, for there’s not a handful of it said
the squire.

“Well, sir, replicd Tom Durfy, ‘little
or much, I'll tuke charge of it.—That’s
right, my cock,” suid¢ he to Murtough,
who, notwithstanding his desire to assume
a warlike wir, could not resist the natural
impulse of rubbing his back and shounlders,
which tingled with pain, while he ex-
claimed, < Satisfiction ! satisfaction !”

‘Very well, said the squire ¢ you name
yourself as Mr. Murphy’s frfend ?* added
he to Durfy.

<'The’ same, sir, said Tomn.
you name us yours ¥

¢I suppose you know one Dick the
Divil.?

¢ A very proper person, sit;—no better:
1l oo to him directly,

The widow ¢lung to Tom’s arm, and
looking tenderly at hii, cried, ¢ Oh, Tom,
Tom, tuke care of your preciens life 7

¢ Bother I smid Tom.

¢ Ah, Squire Igan, don’t be so blood-
thirsty P

¢ Fudge, woman ! said the squire.

¢ Ah, Mr. Murphy, 'm surc the sgquire’s
very sorry for beating yow.

¢Divil a bit,” said the squire.

¢There, ma’am,” said Murphy ; ¢ you see
he'll make no apology .’

< Apology P said Durfy ;— apology for
a horsewhipping, indeed '—Nothing but
handling a horsewhip (which I wouldn’t
ask any gentleman to do) or a shot, can
settle the matter.

¢Oh, Tom! Tom! Tom ! said the
widow.

‘Ba! ba! ba? shouted Tom, making a
crying face at her. ¢ Arrah, woman,don’t
be makin’ a fool o' yourself. Go in there
to the ’pothecary’s, and get something
under your nose to revive you; and let
«s mind our business.’

The widow, with her eyes turned up,
and an exclamation to Heaven, was re-
tiring to M’Garry’s shop, wringing her

¢ Who do
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hands, when she was nearly knocked
down by M’Garry himself, who rushed
from his own door, at the samec moment
that an awful smash of his shop-window,
and the demolition of his blue and red
bottles, alarmed the ears of the bystand-
ers, while their eyes were drawn from
the late belligerant parties to a chase
which took place down the street, of the
apothecary roaring * Murder ¥ followed
by Squire O’Grady with an cnormous
cudgel. '

O'Grady, believing that M'Garry and
the nurse-tender had combined to serve

Jhim with a writ, determined to wreak

double vengeance on the apothecary, as
the nurse had escaped him; and, not-
withstanding all his illness and the ap-
peals of his wife, he left his bed, and
rode to the village to ¢break every boune
in M’Garry’s skin. When he entered
his shop, the pharmacopolist was much
surprised, and said, with a congratulatory
grin at the great man, ¢ Dear me, Squire
O'Grady, I'm delighted to see you.

¢Are you, you scoundrel! said the
squrire, making a blow of his cudgel at

‘him, which was fended by an iron pestle

the apothecary fortunately had in his
‘hand. The enraged O'Grady made a
rush behind the counter, which the apo-
thecary nimbly jumped over,erying ¢ Mur-
der 3’ as he made for the door, followed
by his pursuer, who gave a back-handed
slap at the window-bottles en péssant,
and produced the crash which astonished
the widow, who now joined her screams
to the general hue-and-cry; for an in-
discriminate chase of all the ragamuflins
in the town, with barking cwms and
screeching children, followed the flight of
M’Garry and the pursuing squire.

¢What the divil is all this about ? said
Tom Durfy, laughing. ¢By the powers!
I suppose there’s something in the weather
to produce all this fun,—though it’s early
in the year to begin thrashing, for the
harvest isn't in yet. But, however, let us
manage our little aftair, now that we’re
left in peace and quietness, for the black-
guards are all over the bridge afther the
hunt. I’li go to Dick the Divil im-
mediately, squirc, and arrange time and
place.

¢ There's nothing like saving time and

trouble on these occasions,’ said the squire.
¢ Dick is at my house, I can arrange time

and place with you this minute, and he
will be on the ground with me.

“Very well,” said Tom ; ¢where is it to
be ?

« Quppose we say, the cross-roads, half-
way between this and Merryvale? There
is very pretty ground there,and we shall
be able to get our pistols and all that,
ready in the mean time between this and
four o’clock ,——and it will be pleasanter to
have it all over before dinner.

¢ Certainly, squire,’ said Tom Durfy;
¢we'll be there at four—Till then, good
morning, squire; and he and his man
walked off.

The widow, in the mean time, had
been left to the carc of the apothecary’s
boy, whose tender attentions were now,
for the first time in his life, demanded
towards a fuinting lady; for the poor raw
country lad, having to do with a sturdy
peasantry in every day matters, had
never before seen the capers cut by a
lady who thinks it proper, and delicate,
and becoming, to display her sensibility
i a swoon; and truly her sobs, and
small screeches, and little stampings and
kickings, amazed young gallipot.—Smell-
ing salts were applied—they were rather
weak, so the widow inhaled the pleasing
odor with a sigh, but did not recover.—
Sal volatile was next put in requisition
—this was somcwhat scronger, and made
her wriggle on her chair, and throw her
head about with sundry ohs! and ahs!—
The boy, beginning to be alarmed at the
extent of the widow's syncope, bethought
him of asafetida, and, taking down a
goodly bottle of that swect-smelling stimu-
lant, gave the widow the benefit of the
whole jar under her nose.—Scarcely had
the stopper been withdrawn, when she
gave a lounder screech than she had yet
executed, and, exclaiming ¢ faugh !’ with
an cxpression of the most concentrated
disgust, opened her eyes fiercely upon
the offender, and shut up her nose be-
tween her fore-finger and thumb against
the offence, and snuffled forth at the
astonished boy, ¢ Get out o’ that, you dirty
cur —Can’t you let a lady faint in peace
and quietness I—Gracious heavens ! would
you smother me, you nasty brute ?—Oh,
Tom, where are you¥—and she took to
sobbing forth, ¢ Tom! Tom ! and put her
handkerchief to her eyes, to hide the tears
that were 2ot there, while from behind
the corner of the cambrick she kept a

——r
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sharp eye on the street, and observed
what was going on. She went on acting
her part very becomingly, until the mo-
ment Tom Durfy walked off with Mur-
phy; but then she could feign no longer,
and jumping up from her seat, with an
exclamation of ¢The brute” she ran to
the door, and looked down the street
after them. ¢The savage! sobbed the
widow—<the hard-hearted monster, to
abandon me herc to die—ch! to use me
so—to leave me like a—like a—(the
widow was fond of similes) like an old
shoe—like a dirty glove—like a—like I
don’t know what! (the usual fate of
similes.) ¢ Mister Durfy, I'll punish you
for this—I will V" said the widow, with an
energetic cmphasis on the last word ; and
she marched out of the shop, boiling over
with indignation, through which, never-
theless, a little bubble of love now and
then rose to the surfuce ; and by the time
she reached her own door, love predom-
inated, and she sighed as she laid her
hand on the knocker: ¢ After all, if the
dear fellow should be killed, what
would become of me!-—oh l—and that
wretch, Dick Dawson, too—ztwo of them.
The worst of these m.rry divils is, they
are always fighting ¥

The squire had ridden immediately
homewards, ahd told Dick Dawson the
piece of work that was before them.

¢And so he’ll have a shot at you, in-
stead of an action? suid Dick. ¢ Well,
there’s pluck in that; I wish he was
more of a gentleman, for vour suke. It's
dirty work, shooting attorneys.’

‘He’s enough of a gentleman, Dick,
to malke it impossible for me to refuse
kim.

¢ Certainly, Ned,’ said Dick.

‘Do you know, is he anything of a
shot ?

¢ Faith. he makes very pretty snipe-
shooting; but I don’t know if he has
experience of the grass before breakfast.’

‘You must try and find out from any
one on the ground; because, if the poor
divil isn’t a good shot, T wouldn’t like to
kill him, and I'! let him off easy—Ill
give it to him in the pistol-arm or so.’
© ¢Very well, Ned. Where are the
flutes? I must look over them.

‘Here,) said the sguire, producing a
very handsome mahogany case of Rigby’s
best. Dick opened the case with the
utmost care,and took up one of the pistols

tenderly, handling it as delicately as if it
were a young child or a lady’s hand.
He clicked the lock back and forwards a
few times, and his ear not being satisfied
at the rusic it produced, he said he
should like to examine them: ¢ At all
events, they want a touch of oil.”

¢ Well, keep them out of the misthriss’s
sight, Dick, for she might be alarmed.’

“Divil a taste,” says Dick; “she’s a
Dawson, and there never was a Dawson
yet that did not know men must be men.’

¢«That’s true, Dick. I wouldn’t mind
so much if she wasn’t in a delicate situ-
ation just now, when it couldn’t be ex-
pected of the woman to be so stout; so
2o, like a good fellow, into your own
room, and Andy will bring you anything
you want.’

Five minntes after, Dick was engaged
in cleaning the duelling-pistols, and Andy
at his elhow, with his mounth wide open,
wondering at the interior of the locks
which Dick had just taken off.

“ Ch, my heaveus! but that's a quare
thing, Mistber Dick, sir,” said Andy, going
to take it np.

¢ Keep vour fingers off it, you thief do?
roared Dick, making a rap of the turn-
screw at Andy’s knuckles.

¢Sure I’ll save you the throuble o’ rub-
bin’ that, Mister Dick, if you let me;
here’s the shabby leather.

«I wouldn’t let your clumsy firt near it,
Andy, nor your shabby leather, vou vil-
luin, for the world. Go get me some oil.?

Andy went on his errard. and returned
with a can of lamp-oil to Dick, who
swore at him for his stupidity: ¢The
divil fly away. with you; you never do
anything right; you bring me lamp-oil
for a pistol.’

¢ Well, sure I thought lamp-oil was the
right thing for burnin'.!

¢And who wants to burg it, you save
age?

¢ Aren’t you goin’ to fire it, sir ?

¢ Choke you, you vagahond ! said Dick,
who could not resist laughing neverther
less 3 <be off, and get me spme sweet oi),
bnt don’t tell any one what it's for.

Andy rectired, and Dick pursued his
polishing of the locks. Why he used
such a blundering fellow for a messenger
might be wondered ut, only that Dick
was fond of fun, and Andy’s mistakes
were a particular source of amusement to
him, and on all occasions when he could
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have Andy in his company he made him
his attendant. When the sweet oil was
produced, Dick looked about for a feather ;
but, not finding one, desired Andy to
fetch him a pen. Andy went on his
errand, and returnud, after some delay,
with an inkbottle.

1 brought you the ink, sir, but I ean't
find a pin/

“Confound your numskull. I didn’t
say a word about ink ; I asked for a pen.

¢ And what use would a pin be without
ink, now I ax yourself, Misther Dick?

¢T’d knock your brains out if youn had
any, you omadhaun! Go along and get
me a feather, and make haste.’

Andy went off, and, having obtained a
feather, returned to Dick, who began to
tip certain portions of the lock very deli-
cately with oil.

on the locks, which he had regulated to
his mind, and began to examine the
various departments of the pistol-case, to
see that it wus properly provided. He
took the instrument to cut some circles of
thin leather, and Andy again asked him
for the name ¢ 0’ that thing.’

¢ This is called the punch, Andy.’

¢80, there 7s the punch as well as the
tumbler, sir

¢Ay, and very strong punch it is, you
see. Andy ;” and Dick struck it with his
mahogany mallet, and cut his patches of
leather.

¢ And what's that for, sir =—the leather,
1 mane, '

¢ That's for putting round the ball.’

¢Is it for fear "twould hurt him too much
when you hot him ¥

¢ You'rc a queer customer, Andy,’ said

¢ What's that for, Misther Diek, sir, if Dick, smiling.

you plaze P

¢'Fo make it work smooth.’

¢ And what's that you're grazin’ now,
sir V-

¢ That’s the tumbler.’

‘O Lord! a tumbler—what a quare
name for it. I thought there was no
tumbler but o tumbler for punch.’

¢That’s the tumbler you would like to
be cleaning the inside of, Andy.

‘True for you, sirv.~Aund what's that
little thing you have your hand on now,
sir?

¢ That's the cock,’

¢ Oh dear, a cock !I—Ts there e’er a hin
m it, sic ?

¢ No, nor chicken cither, thongh there
75 a feather)

¢The one 'in you hand, sir, that you’re
grazin’ it with’

¢No: but this little thing—this is called
the feather-spring.’

¢It’s the feather, I suppose, makes it
let fy.?

¢ No doubt of it, Andy.’

Well, there's some sinse in that name,
then ; but who'd think of sitch a thing as
a tumbler und a cock in a pistle? And
what’s that place that opens and shuts,
sir ¥ '

¢ The pan.’

¢ Well, there’s singe in that name too,
bekaze there's fire in the thing; and it'’s
as nath’ral to say pan to that as to a
fry in’-pan—isn’t it Misther Dick ¥

¢Oh! there was a grecat gun-muker lost
in you, Andy, said Dick, as he screwed

¢ And what weeshee little balls thim
is, sir.

¢ Phey are always small for duelling-

istols.’ -

“Ob, then thim is jewellin’ pistles.
Why, musha, Misther Dick, is it goin’ to
fight a jule you arc ? said Andy looking
at him with great carnestness. .

¢ No, Andy, byt the master is; but don't
say a word about it.’

‘Not a word for the world. The
masther goin’ to fight '—God send him
safe out iv it!—Amin. And who is he
goin’ to fight, Misther Dick ¥

¢ Murphy. the attorney, Andy .

¢Oh, won't the masther disgraco him-
self by fightin' the 'torney ?

‘How dare you say such a thing of
your master ?

¢I ax your pard’n, Misther Dick but
sure you know what I mape. I hope
he'll shoot him.

‘Why, Andy, Murtough was always
very good to you, and now you wish him
to be shot.’

¢ Sure, why wouldn't I rather have him
kilt more than the masther?

¢ Bnt neither may be killed.

¢ Misther Dick, said Andy, lowering
his voice, ¢ wonidn't it be an iligant thing
to put two balls into tife pistle instid o
one, and give the masther a chance over
the 'torney ¥

< Oh, you murdherous villain !

¢ Ayrah, why shouldn’t the masther have
2 chapce over him? sure he has childre,
and 'Torney Mugphy has none.

e
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€At that rate, Andy, I suppose you’d
give the master a ball aditional for every
child he has, and that would make cight.
So you might as well give him a blunder-
buss and slugs at once,’

Dick locked the pistol-case, having
made all right; and desired Andy to
mount a horse, carry it by a back road
out of the domain, and wait at a certain
gate he named until he should be joined
there by himself and the squire, who
proceeded at the appointed time to the
ground.

iTo be continued.}
,—Q&-———
The Bead Alive,

In the Free City of Frankfort on-the-Maine,
the bodies of the dead are not kept for several
days, as with us. in the house of mourning, but
are promptly removed 1o a public cemetery. In
order to guard, liowever, against premature in-
terment, the remains are always retained above
ground, till certain signs of decnmposition are
apparent s and besidea this precaution, in case
of suspended animation, the fingers of the
corpse are fastened to a bell-rope, communicat-
ing with an alarum, so that on the slightest
movement the body rings for the help which it
requires for its resustication—a watcher and a
medical attendant being constantly at hand.

Now the duty of answering the life-bell had
devolved on one Peter Klopp—no very onerous
service, considering that for thirty yeurs since
he had been the official “ Death-Wateh,” the
metallic tongue of the alarum had never sound-
ed a singlc note. The defunct Frankforters
committed to his charge had remained, one and
all, man, woman, and child, as stifl, as still, and
as silent, as so many stocks and stones. Not
that in every case the vital principle was ne-
cessarily extinct: in some bodies out of so ma-
ny thousands. it doubtless lingered, like a spark
amongst the ashes—bhut disinclined by the na-
tional phlegm to any active assertion of its ex-
istence.

For a German, indeed, there is a charm
in a certain vaporous dreamy state, between
life and decth, between sleeping and wak-
ing, which a Transcendental Spirit would
not willingly dissolve. _Be that asit might,
the deceased Frankforters all lay in their
turns in the corpse-chamber, as passive as
statues in marble. Nota limb stirred—not a
muscle twitched—not a finger contracted, and

consequently not a note sounded to startle the
ear or try the nerves of Peter Klopp.

In fine, he became a confirmed sceptic as to
such resusdcations. The bell had never rung,
and he felt certain that it never would ring, un-
less from the vibrations of an earthquake.
No, no—death and the doctors did their work
too surely for their patients to relapse into life
in any such manner. And truly, it is curious
to observe that in proportion to the multiplica-
tion of physicians, ard the progress of Medical
science, the number of revivals has decreased.
The Exanimate no longer rally us as they
used to do some centuries since—when Aloys
Sehneider was restored by the jolting of his
coffin, and, Margaret Schoning, leaving her
death-bed, walked down to supper in her last
linen.

So reasoned Peter Klopp, whe, long past the
tremors and fancies of his noviciate, had come
by dint of custom, to look at the bodics in his
care but asso many logs or bales of goods com-
mitted to the temporary custody of a Plutonian
warehouseman, or Lethean wharfinger. But
he was doomed to be signally undeceived.

In the month of September, just after the
autumnal Frapkfort Fair, Martin Grab, a mid.
dle-aged man, of plethoric habit, after dining
heartily on soup, sour krout, veal-cutlets, bul-
Jace sauce, carp in wine-jelly, blood sausage,
wild boar brawn, herring sallad, sweet pud-
ding, Leipsic larks, sourcreamjwith cinnamon,
and a?bowlfull of plumsfby way of dessert—
suddenly dropped downfinsensible. As howas
pronounced to be dgad by the dactor, the body
was conveyed as usual, within twelve hours, to
the public cemetery, where being deposited in
the corpse-chamber, the frest’ was loft to the
care and vigilance of the death-watch, David

Klopp.
Accordingly, having taken a last look at his

old acquaintance, he carefully twisted the rope
of the life-bell round the dead man’s fingers,
and then retiring into his own sanctorum, light.
ed his_pipe, an* was soon injthat foggy™ Para-
dise, which a true German would not exchange
for all the odour of Araby the blessed, and the
society of Houris.

% And did the fat man come to life again 2

Patience, my dear madam, patience, and you
shall hear.

It was past midnight, and in the corpse-cham-
ber, hung with dismal black, the lifeless body
of Martin Grab was lyiug in its shroud as still
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as a marble statue. At his head, the solitary
fancreal lamp burned without a flicker—there
was no breath of air to disturb the flame, or t0
curb the long spider-lines that hung perpendi-
cularly (rom the ceiling. The silence was in-
tense.  You might bave heard the ghostof a
whisper or the whisper of a ghost, if there had
been one present to utter it—but the very air
was dead and stagnant—not elastic cnough for
a sigh even from a spirit.

In the adjoining room reposed the death-
watch, Peter Klopp. He had thrown himselt]
in his clothes, on his little bed, and with his pipe
still between his lips. Here, too, all was silent
and still. Not a cricket chirped—nor a mouse
stirred—nor a draught of air. The light smoke
of the pipe mounted directly upward, and
mingled, with its cloudlike shadows on the ceil-
ing. The eye would have detected the fitting
of a mote, the ear would have caught the rust-
ling of a straw, but all was quiet as the grave,
still as its steadfust tombs—when suddenly the
shrill, hurried peal of the alarm-bell—the very
same sound that for fifteen long years he had
nightly listened for—the very same sound that
for so many long years he had utterly ceased
to expect, abrubtly started the slumbering
senses of Peter Klopp!

In an instant he was out of bed and on his
feet, but without the power of further progress.
His terror was extreme. To be waked sud-
denly in a fright is sufficiently dreadful; but to
be roused in the dead of the night by so awful
a summons—by a call, as it were, from be-
yond the grave, to help the invisible spirit—per-
haps a demon’s—to feanimate a cold, clammy
corpse—what wonder that the poor wretch
stood shuddering, choking, gasping for breath,
with his hair standing upright on his head, his
eyes starting out of their orbits, his teeth chat-
tering, his hands clatched, his limbs paralyzed,
and a cald sweat oozing out from every pore
of his body! Inthe first spasm of horror his
jaws had colapsed with such force, that he had
bitten through the stem of his pipe, the bowl
and stalk falling to the floor, whilst the mouth-
piece passed into his throat, and agitated him

with new convulsions. In the very crisis of History from living specimens, it snited

this struggle, ajloud crash resounded from the
corpse-chamber—then came a rattling noise, as
of loose boards, followed by = stified cry—then

a strange unearthly shout, ‘which the death-
watch answered by as unnatural a shriek, and

instantly fell headlong, on his face, to the stone
floor !

“Poor felow ! Why, it was enough to kill
him.”

It did, madam. The noise alarmed the resi-
dent doctor and the mikhtary patrole, who rush-
ed into the building, and lo! a strange and hor-
rid sight!  "There lay on the ground the unfor-
tunate death-wateh, stil’ and fnsensible ; whilst
the late corpse. in its grave clothes. bent over
him, eage-ly administering the stimulants, and
applying the restoratives that had been pre-
pared against its own revival.  But all hu-
man help was in vain. Peter Klopp was no
mare—whereas Martin Grab was alive, and ac-
tually stepping into the dead man’s shoes, be-
came, and i3 at this day, the official Death-
Watch at Franklort-on-the-Maine.,

B, GRS
@he Lonnest four i mp Life,

Like my fellow-mortals in fair Rosa-
lind’s catalogue, I have found Time to re-
semble both the Hare and the Tortoise,
sometimes us fleet as the quadruped, at
others as slow as the reptile in his race.
Many bright and brief days recur to my
memory when he flew past with the
speed of a Flying Childers; many dark
and long ones, when he stepped as heavily
and deliberately as the black horse befote
a hearse. All his divers paces are fa-
miliar to mc—he has galloped, trotted,
ambled, walked with me, and on ene
memorable occasion, seemed almost to
stand stock-still. Never, oh never can I
forget the day-long seconds which made
up those month-like minutes, which com-
posed that interminable hour—the longest
in my whole life !

¢And pray, sir, how and when was
that?

For the when, madam, to be particular,
it was from half-past nine to half-past ten
o’clock, a. M., on the first of May, new
style, Anno Domini, 1822. For the how,
you shall hear.

At the date just mentioned my resi-
dence was in the Adelphi, and having a
strong partiality for the study of Natural

both my convenience and my taste to
drop in frequently at the menagerie at
Exeter Change.

These visits were generally paid at an
early hour, before town or country cousins
called to see the lions, and indeed it fre-

jpfibn~al
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quite alone with the wild beasts. An
annual guinea entitled me to go as oflen
as agrecable, which happened so  fre-
quently, that the animals soon knew me
by sight, whilst with some of them. for
instance the elephant, I obtained quite a
|| friendly footing. Iiven Nero looked kindly
on me, and the rest of the ereatures did
not eyc me with the ghwees hulf shy and
half savage which they threw at less
familiar visitors.

But there was one notable exception.
The royal Bengal tiger could not or
would not recognise me, but persisted in
growling and scowling at me as a strang-
er, whom of course he longed to take in.
Nevertheless there was a fascination in
his terrible beauty, and quite in lis
cnmity, that often held me in front of his
cage, enjoying the very impotence of hisg
malice, and recalling various tracical
tales of human victims mangled or de-
voured by such striped monsters as the
onc before mej; and, as if ihe canning
brate pene‘rated iny thoughts, h would
rehearse, as it were. all the maa-eating
{| mana@u.res of the species: now ereeping
stealthily round his den, as if skulking
through his native jungles, then erouch-
ing for the futa! spring, and anon bound-
ing against the bars of his cage, with o
short, angry roar, expressive of the most
fiendish malignity. By the by, madam,
did you ever hear of the doctrine of In«
stinctive Antipathics?

¢Yegy, sir, and Mr. Lamb or Mr. Iazlitt
quotes an instance of two strangers, who,
on meeting each other in the street, im-
mediately began to fight.

‘Well, madam, there scenied to be some
such original antipathy between me aud
the tiger. At any rate he took a peenliar
pleasure, in my presence, in ostentatiously
parading his means of offence. Some-
times stretching one huge muscular leg
between the bars, he unsheathed and
exhibited his tremendous claws, afler
P whicl, with a devilish ogre-like gtin, he

displayed his formidable teeth, and then
by a deliberate yawn, indulged me with
o look into that horrible red gulf, down
which he wounld fain have bolted me in
gobbets. The yawning jows were invas
riably closed with a ferecious snap, and
the brutal performance wus wonnd up
with a how! so unutterably hollow and
awful,. so cannibalish, that even at its

)

quently happened that 1 found myself
1 ¥y hapj y

hundredth repetition it still curdled my
very blood, and thrilled every nerve in
my body.

¢ Lord ! what a dreadful creature/

Very, ma'am. And yet that carnivorous
monster, capable of uppalling the heart of
the bravest man, failed once to strike
terror into one of the wealkiest of the
species—u delicate little girl, of ubout six
years old, and rather small {or her age.
She had been gazing at the tiger very
carnestly for some minutes, and what do
you think she said?

¢ Pray what, sir?

¢ Ol, Mr. Cross, if ever that beautiful
great pussy has young ones, do save me
a kitten !’

On the morning of the first of May,
1822, between mine and ten oc'nck, 1
cntered the menagerie of Exeter Cnange,
and walked directly, as usual, into the
great room appropriated to the larger
animals. There was no person visible,
kceper or visiter, about the place—like
Alexander Sclkirk, I was Losd of the
Fowl and the Brute,! I had the lions all
to myself. As I stepped through the
door my cyes mechanically turned toe
wards the den of my old enemy, the
roval Bengal tiger, fully expecting to
1eceive fron. hun the customary sulutes
of a spiteful grir and a growl. But the
husky voice was silent, the grim face was
nowhere to be seen. The cage was
empty |

My feeling on the discovery was a
mixed one of relie{ and disappointment.
Methought I breathed more freely from
the renioval of that vague apprehension
which had always clung to me, like a
presentiment of injary svoner or later
from the savage beast. A fcw minutes,
ncvertheless, spent in walking about the
room, convinced me that his departure
had left a void never properly to be filled
up. Another royal tiger, larger even,
and as ferocicus, might take his place—
but it was unhkely that the new tenant
would ever select me for that marked and
personal animdsity which had almost led
me at times to believe that we inherited
some ancient feud from our respective
progenitors. An enemy as well as a
friend of old standing, though not lament-
ed, must be mazssed. It must be 2 loss, if
not to affection, to memory and associ~
ation, to be deprived of even the 1il-will,
the frown, or sneer of an old fariiliay
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r face, and the brute was, at any rate, ‘a
good huter.” There wus something very
piquant if not flattering, in being selected
for his exclusive malignity. But he was
gone, and the wmenagerie had heacefor-
ward lost, for me,a portion of its interest.

After the first surprise was over my
curiosity bhecame excited, and I began to
speeulate on the causes of the creature’s
absence.  Was he dead! 1aud he been
destroyed for Li« ferocity, or parted with
to make room for a milder specimen of
the species?  FHad he gone to perforin in
the legitimate drama—or taken French
leave? I was looking round for some-
body to answer these queries, when all
at once I descricd an object that made
me feel like a man suddenly blasted with
a thunderbolt.

¢ Mercy on us! You don’t mean t¢ say
that it was the tiger?

I do. Huddled up in a dark corner of
the room, he had been overlooked by me
on my entrance, and cunningly suppress-
ing his ustal snarl of recognition, the
treacherous beast had proceeded to inter-
cept my retreat. At my first glimpse of
him he was skulkiug along, cluse to the
wall, in the direction of the door. Had
I possessed the full power of motion, he
must have arrived there first—but terror
rivetted me to the spot. There I stood,
all my faculties frozen up, dizzy, motion-
less aud dumb. Could I have cried out,
my last breath of lif: would certainly
have escaned from me in one long, shrill
scream. mat it was pent up in my bosom,
where my heart, after one mighty hound
upwards, was flattering like a scared bird.
There was a feeliug of deadly choaking
at my throat, of mortal sickness at my
stomach. My tongue in an iastant had
become stiff and parched—my jaw locked
—my eyes fixed in their sockets, and,
from the rush of blood, seemed looking
through 2 reddish mist, whilst within my
head a whizzing noise struck up that
rendered me utterly incapable of thought
or comprehension. Such, as far as I can
recollect, was my condition, and which,
from the symptoms, I should say, was
very similar to a combined attack of
apoplexy and paralysis.

This state, however, did not last. At
first every limb and joint had suddenly
stiffened, riged as cast iron; my very
flesh, with the blood in its veins, had con-
Lﬁeal& into marble: but after a few

o———

scconds, the muscles as abraptly relaxed,
the joints gave way, the blood thawed,
and secemed escaping {rom the vessels,
the substance of’ my body seemed losing
its solidity, and with an inexpressible
sense of its imbecility, I felt as if my
whole frame would fall in a shapeless
muss on the floor.

¢ Gracious goodness—higw Arcadful P

The tiger,in the interim, having gained
the door, had crouched down—cat-like—
his back curved inwards, his face between
lis fure-paws, and with his glaring eye-
balls steadily fixed on mine, wus creeping
on his beily Ly half-inches towards me,
his tail meanwhile working from side to
side belund him, and as it were sculling
him on.

In enother moment this movement
ceased, the tail straightened itself out,
except the tip, which turned up, and be-
came nervously agitated, a warning as
certain as the like signal from an enraged
rattlesnake.

There was no time to be lost. A provi-
dential inspiration, a direct whisper, as
it were, from hecaven,reminded me of the
empty cage, and suggested, with light-
ning rapidity, that the same massive bars
which had furmerly kept the Man Eater
within, might now keep him out. In an-
other instunt I was within the den, had
pulled tco the door, and shot the heavy
bolt. The tiger, fuiled by the suddenness
of this unexpected mancuvre, immedi-
ately rose from his couchant position, and
after lashing each flank with his tail,
gave vent to his dissatisfaction in a pro-
longed inward grumble, that sounded
like distant thunder. But he did not long
deliberute on his course: to my infinite
horror, I saw him approach the den,
where rearing on his hind legs, in the
attitude the heralds call rampant, he gave
a tremendous roar, which made my blood
curdle, and then resting his fore-paws
on the {ront of the cage, with his huge,
hideous face pressed against the bars, he
stared at me a long, leng, long stare, with |
two red, fiery eyes, that’ aliernately
gloomed and sparkled like burning coals.

It was now my turn to know and un-
derstand how Time ‘travels in divers
paces with divers persons.” 'To feel how
the precious stwff that life is made of
might ve drawn out, ljke fine.gold, into
inconceivable lengths. To.leain the exe
treme duration of minims and Seconds,

3 e !’:»
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and possibly ¢last moments’ of existence
—the practicability of hving ages, as in
dreams, between one pulsation and an-
other!

Oh'! these interminable and invalnalle
intervals between breath and breath !

ow shall T deseribe—by what mgantic
scale can T give a notien ot the enormous

expansion of the ordinury fractions of

time, when marked on a dil of the

world’s circumference by the shudow off

death?

Methinks while that horrible face, and
ead those red, fiery eyes were gazing ut
me, pyramids mught have been built—
Babylons founded—Empires established
—Royal Dynastics have risen, ruled, and
falien—yea, even that other Planets
might have fulfilled their appointed cveles
from Creation to Destruction,during those
nominal minutes which by their immense
span seemed actually to be preparing me
for Eternity.

In the mean time the tiger kept Ius
old position ia front of the cage, without
making any attempt to get at me. lle
could have no fear of my getting out to
cat him, and as to his devouring me,
having recently breakfitsted on a shin of
beef, he scemed in no hurry fura second
meal, knowing perfeetly well that when-
ever he might feel inclined to Tunch. he
had me ready for it, as it were, in his
safe. ,

Thus the beast continued with inutcler-
able perseverance to starc in upon nie,
who, crouched up at the further corner of
the deun, had only to await his pleasure
or dspleasure. Once or twice, indeed, I
tried to call out for help, but the sound
died in my throat, and when at lenath I
suceeeded, the tiger, whether to drown
my voice, or from sympathy, set up such
a roar at the same time, and this he did
so repeatedly, that, convinced of the
futility of the experiment, I abandoned
myself in silence to my fate. lts crisis
was approaching. If he had no hunger
for food the savage had an appetite for re-
vienze,and soon showed himself disposed,
cat-like, to sport with Ins victim, and
terinent him a little by exciting his terror.
I have said cat-like, but there seemed
something more supernaturally ingenious
in the cruelty of his proceedings. He
certainly made faces at e, twisting his
grim features with the most frightful con-
tostione—especially his mouth—drawing

back his lips so as to show his teeth—
then smacking them,or licking them with
his tongue-—of the roughness of which he
oveasionally gave me o hint by rasping
it against the iron burs.  But the climax
of his muuhice was to come.  Strange as it

may scem, he absolutely winked at me..

pot o were feline blink at excess of
Lieht, but a sienificant, knowing wink,
and then infdating his checks, pafied into
my face a long, bot breath, smeliing most
omnously of raw flesh!

“The horrid wreteh! why he seemed
$o now what e was ubout like a Chris-
tiun P

Yes, madam—or, at any rate, like an
inhaman hnman being.  But, before long,
bhe cevidently grew tired of such wmere
pastime. s tail—that index of mischief
—resumed  its  activity, swinging and
flourishing in the air, with a thump every
now and then on his flauk, as if he were
beating time with it to some tiger's march
in lus ven head. At last it dropped, and
at the same instant thrusting one paw
between the bars, he tried by an experi-
mental sweep, whether any part of me
was within his reach.  He took nothing,
however, by his motion, but his talous so
nearly brnshed my knees. that a change
of posture became imperative. The den
was o low te allow of my standing up,
so timt the only way was to lie down on
my side, with my buck against that of the
cage—of course making myself as much
Yike a dus-relicf as possible.

Fortunately, my coat was closely but-
toncd up to the throat, for the hiteh of a
claw in a lappel would have been fatal:
as it was, the paw of the brute, in some
of its sweeps. caune within two inches of
my person.  Foiled ia this fishing for me,
he then struek the Dbars, seriatim, but
they were too massive, and too well im-
bedded in their sockets, to break, or beud,
or give way. Nevertheless, I felt far
frows safe. There was such a diabolical
sagacity in the beast’s proceedings that

it would hardly have been wonderful if

he had deliberately undone the bolt and
fastenings of his late front-deor and
walked 1 to me.

My case was getting desperate. The
tiger, enraged by his finlures, was furious,
and kept up an incessant fretful grumble
—sowetimes deepening into a growl, or
rising almost into a shriek—while again
and again he tried the bars, or swept for

"
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me with his claws.  Luncb-tune, it was
plain, had come, and an appetne- wlong
with it, as appeared by his elivris to get
at me, as well as his frequently opemng
and shatting his jaws, aud heking Ius
lips, in fuct making o sort of Burnmecidal
feust on me beforehand.

The cffect of this mock mastication on
my nerves wus inexpressibly terrible—us
the awful rehearsal of a real trugedy.
Besides from a correspondence of imagin-
ation, I seemed actually to feel, in my
flesh and boues, every bite he simulated,
and the consequent agonies. Ol horrible
—hornble—horrible !

¢ Horrible, indecd !
not faint P’

Madam, I dared not. All my vigilance
was too necessary to preserve me trom
those dungerous snatcles, so often made
suddenly, as if to catch me off my guard.
It was far more bLkely that the brain,
over-strained by such intense excitement,
would give way, and drive me by some
frantic impulse—a 1naniac—intv those
foamy jaws.

I wonder you did

Still bolt, and bar, and reason, retained
its place. But, alas! if even the mind
remained firm, the physical energies
might fail. So long as I could maintain
my position, as still and as stiff us a
corpse, my life was comparatively safe:
but the necessary eflfort was almost be-
yond the power of human nature, and
certainly conld not be long protracted—
the joints and sinews must relax, and
then—

Merciful Heaven '—the crises just al-
luded to was fast approaching, for the
over-tasked muscles were gradually give,
give, giving=—when suddenly there was
o peculiar cry from some animal in the
inner room. ‘The tiger answered it with
a yell, and, as if reminded of some hated
object—at least as obnoxious to him as
myself—instantly dropped from the cage,
and made one, step towards the spot.
But he stopped short—turning his face
again to the cage, to which he would
probably have returned but fora repetition
of the same cry. The tiger answered it
as before with a yell of defiance, and
bounded off through the door, into the
next chamber, whence growls, rosrs, and
shrieks of brutal rage, soon anmounced
that some desperate combat had com-
menced. *

The uproar alarming the keepers, they
rushed 1, when springing from the cage
with equul alaenty, 1 rushed out; und
wlinle the men were securing the tiger,
secured myselt’ by ranning home to my
house i the Adelphi, at a rate never at-
tamed befure or since.

Nor did Time, who ‘travels in divers
paces with divers persouns, ever go ut so
extraordinary a rate—for slowness—as he
had dune with me. On consulting my
wateh, the age which I had passed in the
tiger's den must have been some sixty
minutes !

And so ended, courteons Reader, the
Longest Hour in my Life.

—_———
Erial of Titns Oates.

FROM MACAULAY'S HISTORY OF ENOGLAXD.

James,a short time before his accession,
had instituted a civil suit against Oates
for defumatory words, and a jury had
given damages to the enormous amount
of a hundred thousand pounds. The
defendant had been taken in execution,
and was lying in a prison as a debtor,
without hope of release. Two bills of
indictment against him for perjury had
been found by the grand jury of Middle-
sex, a few weeks before the death of
Charles. Soon after the close of the
elections the trial came on.

Among the upper and middle classes, i
QOates had scarcely a friend left. All in-
telligent Whigs were now convinced
that, evea if his narrative had some
foundation in fuct, he had erected on
that foundation a vast superstructure of
romance. A cousiderable rumber of low
fanatics, however, still regarded him as
a public beuefuactor. These people well
knew that, if he were convicted, his sen-
tence would be one of extreme severity,
and were thercfore indefatigable in their
endeavoss to manage an escape. Though
as yet in confinement only for debt, he
was put iuto irons by the authorities of
the King's Bench prison; and even so,
he was with difiicuity kept in safe cus-
tody. The mastiff that guurded his door !
was poisoned ; and, on the very night
preceding his trial, a ludder of ropes was |
introduced iuto his cell.

On the day in which he was brought
to the bar, Westminster Hall was ercwled
with spectators,among whom were many
Roman Catholics, eager to see the'misery
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and humiliation of their perseentor. A
few years earlier, his short neck, his legs
uneven as those of a badger, his forehead
low as that of a baboon, his purple
cheeks, and his monstrous length of chin,
had been familiar to all who requented
the conrts of law. He huad then been the
idol of the nation. Wherever he had
appeared, men had nncovered their heads
te him. The lives and estates of the
megnates of the realm had been at his
mercy. Times had now changed; and
many, who hud formerly regarded him as
the Jeliverer of his country, shuddered
at the. sight of those hideous featnres on
which villainy seemed to be written by
the hand of God,

It was proved, beyond all possibility of
doubt, that this muan had, by false testi-
mony, deliberstely murdered several in-
nocent persons. e called in vain on the
most eminent members of the Parliaments
which had rewarded and extolled him to
give evidence in his favor. Some of
those whom he had summoned absented
themselves. Noue of thém said any thing
tending to his vindication. One of them,
the Earl of Huntingdon, bitterly re-
proached him with having deceived the
houses, and drawn on them the guilt of
shedding innocent blood. The jundges
browbeat and reviled the prisoner with
an intemperance which, even in the most
atrocious cases, ill becomes the judicial
¢haracter. He betrayed, however, no
sign of fear or of shame, and faced the
storm of invective which burst-upon him
from bar, bench, and witness box, with
the insolence of despair. He was con-
victed on both indictments. His offence,
though, in a moral light, murder of the
most aggravated kind, was, in the eye of
the law, merely a misdemeanor. The
tribunal, however, was desirous to make
his punishment more severe than that of
felous or traitors, and not merely to put
him to death, but to put him to death by
frightful] torments. He was sentenced to
be stripped of his clerical habit, to be
villoried in Palace Yard, to be led ronnd
Vestminster Hall with an inscription de-
claring liis infamy over his head, to be
pilloried again in front of the Royal Ex-
change, to be whipped from Aldgate to
Newgate, and, sfter two days, to be whip-
ped from Newgate to Tyburn.  If, against

all probability, he should happen to sur-
vive thig hernible infliction, he was to be

kept a close pnsoner during life. Five
times every year he was to be brought
forth from his dungeon and exposed on
the pillory in different parts of the capital.

This rigorous suntence was rigorousty
cxecuted. On the day on which Oates

was pilloried in Paluce Yard, he was

mercilessly pelted, and ran some risk of
being pulled in pieces; but in the city
his partisans mustered in great force,
raised a riot, and upsct the pitlory. They
were, however, unable to rescne their
favorite. It was supposed that he would
try to eseape the horrible doom which
awaited him by swallowing poison. All
that he ate and drank was therefore care-
fully inspected. On the following morn-
ing he was brought forth to undergo his
first flogging. At an carly hour an in-
numerable multitude filled all the streets
from Aldgate to the Old Bailey. The
hangman laid on the lash with such un-
usual severity as showed that he hud
received special instructions. The hlood
ran down in rivulets. For a time the
criminal showed a strange constancy;
but at last his stubborn fortitude gave
way. His bellowings were frightful to
hear. He swooned several times; but
the scourge still continued to descend.
When he was unbound, it seemed that he
had borne as much as the human frame
can bear without dissolution. James was
entreated to remit the second flogging.
His answer was short and clear. ‘He
shall go through with it, if he has breath
in his body. An atiempt was made to
obtain the queen’s intercession, but she
indignantly refused to say a word in
favor of such a wretch. After an inter-
val of only forty-eight hours, Oates was
again brought out of his dungeon. He
was unable to stand,and it was necessary
to drag him on a sledge. He seemed
quite insensible, and the Tories remorted
that he had stupified himself with strong
drink. A person who counted the stripes
on the sccond day, said that they were
seventeen hundred. The bad man escap-
ed with life, but so narrowly that his
jgnorant and bigoted admirers thonght
his recovery miraculous, and apipealed to
it as a proof of his innocence. The doors
of the prison closed upon him. During
many months he remained ironed in the
darkest hole of Newgate. It was said
that in his cell he gave himself up to

melancholy, sat whole days uttering deep
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groaus, his arms folded, and his hat pu'led
over his eyes. It was not in Ingland
alone that these events excited strong
mterest. Miltions of Roman Catholics,
who knew nothing of our institutions or
of our factions, had heard that a persecu-
tion of singular barbarity had raged in
our island against the professors of the
true faith, that many pious men had suf~
fered martyrdom, and that Titus Oates
had been the chief murdercr. There
wus, thercfore, great joy in distant coun-
tries when it was known that the divine
justice had overtaken him. Ingravings
of him, looking out from the pillory, and
writhing at the cart’s tail, were circulated
all over Iurope; and epigrammatists, in
many languages, made merry with the
doctoral title which he pretended to have
received from the University of Sala-
manca, and remarked that since his fore-
head could not be made to blush, it was
but reasonable that his back should do so.

Horrible as were the sufferings of Oates,
they did not equal lis crimes. The old
law of Ingland, whick had been suflered
to becomne olisulete, treated the false wit-
ness, who had caused death by means of
perjury, as a murderer. This was wise
and righteous; for such a witness is, in
truth, the worst of murderers. To the
guilt of sheddirg innocent blood, he has
added the guilt of violating the most
solemn engagement into which man can
enter with his fellow-men, and of making
institutions, to which 1t is desirable that
the public should look with respect and
confidence, instruments of frightful wrong
and objects of general distrust. The pain
produced by an ordinary assassination
hears no proportion to the pain produced
by assassination of which the courts of
Jjustice are made the agents. The mere
extinction of lifc is a very small part of
what makes an execution horrible. The
prolonged mental agony of the sufferer,
the shame and misery of all connected
with him, the stain abiding even to the
third and forth geueration, are things far
more dreadful than death itself. In
general, it may be safely affirmed that
the father of a large family would rather
be bereaved of all his children by acci-
dent or by diseasc than lose one of them
by the hands of the hangman. Murder
by faise testimony is therefore the most

aggravated species of murder; and Oates
had been guilty of many such murders.

Nevertheless, the punishment which was
mflicted upon him cannot be justified.
In senteneing him to be stripped of his
ccelesiasticul habit and imprisoned  for
life, the judges seem to have exceeded
their legal power. They were undoubt-
edly competent to inflict whipping, nor
had the law assigned a Hmit to the nam-
ber of stripes; but the spirit of the Jaw
clearly was, that no misdemeanor should
be punished more severely than the most
atrocious felonies. The worst felon could
only be hanged. The judges, as they
believed, sentenced Oates to be scourged
to death. That the law was defective is
not a sufficient cxcuse; for defective
laws should be altered by the Legislature,
and not strained by the tribunals; and
least of all should the law be strained for
the purpose of inflicting torture and de-
stroving life. That Oates wus a bad man
1s not a suflicient excuse ; for the gwlty
arc almost always the first to suffer those
hardships which are afterward used as
precedents for oppressing the innocent.
Thus it was in the present case.  Merei-
less flogging soon became an ordinury
punishment for misdemeaners of no very
aggravated kind. Men were sentenced
for hasty words spoken against the govern-
ment to pain so excruciating that they,
with unfeigned earnestness, begged to be
brought to trial on capital charges, and
sent to the gallows. Happily, the pro-
gress of this great evil was speedily
stopped by the Revolution, and by ihat
articie of the Bill of Rights which con-
demns all ernel and unusuwal punishments.

The villainy of Dangerfield had not,
like that of Oates, destroyed many inno-
cent victims, for Dangerfield had not
taken up the trade of a witness till the
plot had been blown npon and juries had
become incredulous. He was brought to
trial, not for perjury, but for the less
heinous offence of libel. He had, during
the agitation caused by the Exclusion
Bill, put forth 2 narrative containing some
false and odious imputations on the late
and on the present king. For this publi-
cation he was now,after tlie lapse of five
years, stddenly taken up, brought before
the Privy Council, Sernmitted, tried, con-
victed, and sentenced to be whipped from
Aldgate to Newgate, and from Newgate
to Tyburn. The wretched man behaved
with great effrontery during the trialj

but when he heard his doom, he went
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into ugonies of despair, gave himself up
for dead, and chose a text for us funcral
sermon. His forebodings were just.  lie
was not, indeed, scourged quite so se-
verely as Oates had been ; but he had not
Oates’ iron strength of budy and mid.
After the execution, Dangerfield was put
into a hackney-couch and was tuken back
to prison. As he passed the corner of
Hutton Garden, a Tory gentleman of
Gray’s Inn, named Franeis, stopped the
carriage, and cried ont with brutal levity,
¢ Well, friend, have yon had your heat
this morning ? The bleeding prisoner,
maddened by this insult, answered with
a curse.  Franeis instantly struck hin in
the fuce with a cane, which injurcd the
eye. Dangerfield was carried dying into
Newgate. This dastardly outrage ronsed
the indignation of the by-standers. They
seized Francis, and were with ditficulty
restrained frum tearing him to pieces.
The appearance of Danderfield’s body,
which had been frightfully lacerated by
the whip. inclined many to believe that
his death was chiefly, if not wholly,
caused by the stripes which he had re-
ceived. The Government and the Chief
Justice thought it convenient to lay the
whole blame on Franeis, who, though he
seems to have been, at worst, only guilty
of agaravated mansluughter, was tried
and executed for murder. His dving
speech is one of the most curious monu-
ments of that age. The savage spirit
which had brought him to the gallows
remained with him to the last. Boasts of
his loyalty and abuse of the Whigs were
mingled with the parting ejaculations in
which he commended his soul to the
Divine mercy. An idle rumor had been
circulated that his wife was in love with
Dangerfield, who was eminently hand-
some and renowned for gallentry. 'The
fatal blow, it was said, had been prompted
by jealousy. The dying husband, with
an earnestness half ridiculous, half pa-
thetic, vindicated the lady’s character.
She was, he said, a virtuous woman; she
came of a loyal stock, and, if she had
been iaclined to break her marriage vow,
would at least have selected a Tory and
a Church-man for her paramour.

B

The sole use of money is to facilitute ex-
changes. It is an instrament for the saving of
labour, and for the performing of labour with
greater accuracy.~— Wayland.

FIELD-FLOWERS.
Ye field-flowers ! the gardens eclips yor, 'tis true,
Yet, wil.lings of nature! [ wote upon you;
For ve witt me to swnmets of o}y,
When the eaith teesn'’s asounu me wah fairy delight,
And when disisies wnd butte:cups gladden’s my sight,
Lake ueasures of silver and gold.

1 Yove you for lulling me back into dreams,

Of the blue lughland mountains and echving streams,
And of buchen gludes bresth.ng ther balm;
Whilethe deer w: s seen glane:ng insunshine remote,
Aund the deep mellow crush of the wood-pigeon’s note

Made music that sweeten’u the calin.

Not a pastoral song has a pleasanter tune

‘Than ve speak to my heart, Little wilalings of June!
Of olu ruine.i custles ye tell;

Where | thought it veli httul vour beauties to find,

VWhere the mag-c of natuse first bieathey on my mund,
And your blossoms were part of her spell.

£ven now what affections the violet awakes;

What loved little islan.s, twice seen in their lakes,
Can the loved water-lilly restore!

‘What len.iscapes I read in the pruurose’s looks,

And what pictures of pebbled and minnowy brooks
In the vetches that tangled their shore?

Earth’s cultureless buds! to my heart ye were dear,
Ese the fever of passion or w.gue of fear

Had scathed my existence’s bloom;
Once 1 welcom’d you, Rose, in life’s passionless stage,
W ith the visions of youth to revisit my age:

And 1 wish you to grow on my tomb.

CAMPBELL.

—_——
Judian Paradise.

The grand doctrine of life beyond the
grave was, among all the Indian tribes of
America, most deeply cherished,and most
sineerely believed. They had even forin-
ed a distinct idea of the region whither
they hoped to be transported, and of the
new and happier mode of existence, {ree
from those wars, tortures, and cruelties,
which throw so deep a shade over their
lot upon earth. Yet their conceptions on
this subject were by no means either
exalted or spiritualised. They expected
simply a prolongation of their present life
and enjoyments, under more favourable
circumstances, and with the same objects
fornished in greater choice and abund-
ance. In that bright lund the sun ever
shines unclouded, the forests abound with
deer, the lakes and rivers with fish;
bencfits which are still farther enhanced
in their imagination by o faithful wife
and dutiful children. They do not reach
it, however, till after a journey of several
months, and encountering various ob-
stacles—a broad river, a chain of lofty
mountains, and the attack of a furious
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dog. This favoured country lies far in
the west, at the remotest boundary of the
carth, which is supposed to terminate in
a stecp precipice, with the occan rolling
beneath. Somectimes in the too camer
parsuit of game, the spirits full over and
are coaverted into fishes. The local
pusition of their paradise appears con-
nected with certamn ohscure mtimations
received from their wandering neighhors
of the Mississippi, the Rocky Mountains,
and the distant shores of the Pacilic.
This system of belief labors under a
great defect, in as much as it scarcely
connects felicity in the future world with
virtuous conduct in the present. The
one is held to be simply a continunation of
the other; and, under this impression, the
arms, ornaments, and everything that had
contributed to the welfare of the deceased
are interred along with him. This sup-
pused assurance of a future life, so con-

“formable to their gross habits and con-

ceptions, was found by the missionaries a
scrious obstacle, when they attempted to
allure them by the hope of a destiny,
purer and higher indeed, but less accord-
ant with their untutored conceptions.
Upon being told that in the promised
world they would neither hunt, eat,
drink, nor marry a wife, many of them
declared that, far from endeuvoring to
reach such an abode, they would con-
sider their arrival there as the greatest
calamity ; and wnot ounly rejected this
destiny for themselves, but were indig-
nant at the eflorts made to decoy their
children after death into so dreary and
comfortless a region.—Edinburgh Cabinet
Library. -

———— G E—
All Animals Happy in a State of Natare.

In a siate of nature, no race of animals is ua-
hiappy; they are all adapted to the mode of
life which God has ordained tlhiem to lead, and
their chief enjoyment consists in pursuing their
patusal habits, whatever these may be. The
wondpecker, while boring a tree and clinging to
it for hours by its scandent feet, is just as happy
as the eagle is when perched upon the mountain
cliff;, or pouncing on its guarry from the clouds.
Neither could lead the life of the other, but
each iz happy in the state which has been
assigned to it: and this is observable through-
out all nature. A rat, which burrows in a
ditch, is as happy as it could desire, so long as

it can find garbage sufficient to feed on} and a
heron. immovably fixed, watching the approach
of small fishes and frogs, has, there can be
little doubt, as much pleasure as any lover of
the angle can enjoy while wearing out the
summer-day in marking his light float, and
watching, in muie expectition, the wished-for
bite.  We generally. I believe, connect rapidity
or slowness of motion with the ideas we form
of an animal’s happiness. If, like the tortoise,
it moves with slow and measured steps, we
pity or despise, as the mood may be, its melan-
choly sluggish condition ; and the poor perse-
cuted toad has, probably, incurred as much of
the odium so unjustly attached to it. by its
inactivity, as by the supposed loathsomeness of
its appearance. On the other hand. enjoyment
seems always to be the concomitant of celerity
of motion. A fly, dancing in the air, seems
more happy than the spider lurking in his den;
and the lark, singing at “heaven’s gate,” to
possess a more joyous existence than the snail,
which creeps almost imperceptibly upon a leaf.
or the mole, which passes the hours of bright-
ness and sunshioe in his dark caverns under
ground  But these and ail other animals are
happy each in his own way; and the habits of
one, constituted as the creatures arc, could
form no source of felicity to another, but the
very reverse. Though activity may simulate
the appearance of superior enjoyment, we may
conceive that, where it is excessive, the aniinal
in which it is so demonstrated must suffer much
from fuuigue. This would be another mistake
so far as it relates to animals in a state of na-
ture. The works of God are all perfect in their
kind; but if an animal were forined to lead a
life of almost perpetual motion, and that mo-
tion were accornpanied or followed by fatigue,
the work would be imperfect: take the swallow
as an example—it is constantly on the wing.
except at night. From early morning to the
downgoing of the sun, it is forever dashing
through the air with the rapidity of an arrow;
but neither morning nor evening does it show one
symptom of weariness; it hasa wing that never
tires; and at night it betakes itself 1o repose,
not worn out by the fatigues of the day, but
prepared for sleep after what is to it a whole-
some exercise.—Drummond’s Letters.

He that is good may hope to become better,
he that is bas may fear that he will become
worse: for vice, virtue, and time, never stand
still.—Colton.

=—samme 2




THE GASPE' MAGAZINE.

FATHER LAND AND MOTHER TONGUE.

Our Father land! and wouldst thou know
Why we should call it Father land?
It is, that Adam here below
‘Was made of earth by Nature's hand;
And he, our futher, made of eaith,
Hath peopled eaith on ev’ry hand,
And we, in memory of his birth,
Do call our country * Father lanl.”

At first, in Eden’s bowers, they say,

No sound of speech had Alam caught,
But wh.stle: like a bird all day--

Ani, maybe, twas for want of thought!
But Nature, with resistless laws,

Made Adam soon surpass the birds;
She gave him lovely Eve—because

If he'd a wife, they must #AvE WoRDS.

And so, the native land I bold

By male descent is proudly mine;
The language, as the tale hath told,

Was given in the female line.
And thus, we see, on either hand,

‘We name our blessings whence they’ve sprung,
‘We call our country Father Lanp,

‘We call our language Mother TonGre.

Loven.

e, G——

Anecdote of Burns.

When Robert Burns was a very young lad,
he had happened, at an ale-house, to fall into a
company consisting of several Sectarians and
members of the Episcopal and Presbyterian
Church. When warm with potations, they
entered upon a keen debate about their respect-
ive persuasions. nnd were on the point of using
arguments more forcible than words, when
Burns said, ¢ Gentlemen, it has now been twice
my hap to see the doctrines of peace made the
cause of contention; I must tell you how the
matter was settled among half-a-dozen of honest
woraen, over a cup of caudle, after a baptism.
They were as different in opinion, and each as
tough in disputation. as you are, till a wife that
had said not & word. spoke up—*Kimmers. ye
are a’ for letting folk hae but ae rond to heaven.
Ita a puir place that has but ae gate til't.
There’s mair than four gaits to ilka bothy in
Highlands or Lowlands, and it’s no canny to
say ther’s but ee geit to the mansions of the
blessed.’” The disputanis of the ale-house

were silenced, and Burns led the conversation
to the merriments of carlings over their cops of
caudle.

DRUNKENNESS.

Drunkenness is the vice of a good constitution |}

or a bad memory ; of a constitution so treacher-

ously good that it never bends until it breaks;

or of’ a memory that recollects the pleasures of

getting drunk, but forgets the pains of getting
suber.

The innocence of childhood is the tenderest,
sweetest, and not the least potent remonstrance
against the vices and the errors of grown man.
if he would but listen to the lesson, and take it
to his heart. Seldom, too seldom, do we do so.
—G. P. R. James.
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RIGHARD J. SHAW,
Tmporter of Ilardware, &c.,

55, St. Pauls birect,

O R
Near {r/} a@m/ o4 e/ém/:/,
QUEBLEC.

Fishing Tackle, Guns, Bistols, &c.

THOMAS BICKHELL,
Importer of China, (lass and
Karthenware.

Corner of St. Juln and Stanislas Streets,
UPPER TOWN, QUEBEC.

N. B.—Country Orders carcfully put up. 13

Eagle Life Insurance {ompany.
3, Crescent, Blackfriars, London.

ESTABLISHED BY ACT OF PARLIAMENT, 53,
GEO. 3, AND REGULATED BY DEED
ENROLLED IN THE HIGH COURT
OF CHANCLRY.

DIRECTORS.

The Hon. John Chetwynd Tualbot, Q. C.,
Chairman.
Walter Anderson Peacock, Bsq.,
Deputy Chairmen.
Charles Bischoff, Chas. Tho. Ilolcombe,
Thomas Boddington, Rich. Hurman Lloyd,
Thomas Dervas, Joshua Fockicood.
Nathaniel Gould, Rulf Charles Price,
Robert Alexr. Grey, W, Wybrow, Isgrs.
Actuary & Sceretary, Chas. Jellicoe, Lsq.

CANADA.

. William Henderson, §

AgenTs, g W. C. Henderson,
Sus- MoxTREAL, J. S. Ross, Esq.
Acents, § Toronro, J. Cameron, Esq.

}QUBHBC, Jos. Morin, M. D).

QuEeBnec.

Mreprcan
o . MoxTtreat, A. P. Holms, M.D
Examixens, Toroxro, Doctor Telfer.

The Assctts of this Company exceed
£500,000 sterling exclusive of the paid up
Capital.

Annual Income approximates closely to
£120,000. and the number of cxisting Policies
upwards of 4,000.

At the last division of surplus profits about
£100,000 was added to sums assured under
Policies for the whole term of Life.

This Division s Quinguenntal,
And the whole surplus (less 20 per cent) is
distributed amongst the Assured. 14

MR, W. TAPP,
Surgeon Bentist from Londen,
Residence, 21, St. Anne Strect. Upper Tawn,
QUEBEC,

(Adjoining the Old Wesleyan Chapel.)

Where he may be consuited daily in the dif-
ferent Branches of his Profession. 15

TWILLIAM DRUM,

Cabinet and Chair Factory,
57, St. Paul Stredl,
QUEBIC.
(OPPOSITE THE NEW MARKET.)

ONSTANTLY on land, an exccllent
assortment of all the best Manufactur-
ed kinds of Cabinet Furniture, Wardrobes.
Sofus, Tables, Chairs, of various paterus and
designs. at prices unprecedently moderate. 16

" MONTREAL TYPE FOUMDRY.

HE Proprictor of this Extablishment begs
to announce to the Printers ol this Pro-
vinee, that he has been appointed Agent to
MESSRS. IIOE & CO.
OF NEW YORK.
Of whose manufacture he has now on show
Imperial Presses. No. 4, Medgum Prosses,
Chases, Gallies, Furniture, and other Print-
ing Materials.
MESSRS. WELLS & YWEDBB,
OF NEW YORK.
Of whosa Superior Wood Leller, both as ta
cut and Material, he has received a general
assortment.
MESSRS. L. JOHXNSON & CO,,
OF PRILADELPIIA.
Of whose splendid Job and Funcy Type he
has on hand over £00 founts, and will contiuue
to reccive the newest letters as they come out.
The well-known reputation of the above
named Manufactures will ensure to the Trade
articles of the hest description, while the late
extensive improvements madein the
MONTREAL TYPE FOUNDRY
in the manufucture of Book and Newspaper
Fouats, as well as Brass Rule of every pat-
tern, now affords to the Printer every facility,
so that he can obtain “at home” at a short
notice, all that can be desired, to furnish ia
the best style any Printing Establishment.
Twenty per cent. advance is charged on
Amecrican Manufacturer’s prices, to cover du-
ties and import charges.
Old Type taken in exchange for the same
weight in new, at 6d. per Ib.
CHAS. T. PALSGRAVE,
Lemoine Street.
Montreal May, 1847. 17



BRITANNIA

Life Assurance Company,
No, I, “ireef.

Capital, ne Million. Sig.

Erinces’ Pank, R.ondon.

EMPOWERED BY SPECIAL ACT OF PARLIAMERT,
.. 4, vie,
Reduced Rates of Premiome~eHalt Credit

Rates off BPreiuinm.

caps U

Tur great and decided suceess which has
attended thix Institution. has fnduecd the 1h-
rectors to Repuen the Raris originally re-
guired in British Novth America to the ordi-
nary Buropean Rates. The result of such @
reduction is to enable parties to avail them-
selves of the important benefits of Lile As-
surance at much lower rates ufl’n nrium than
those of any other Assuranee Company trans-

acting business in Canada,

The Directors have also resolved to extend
to Britih North America, the advantages al-
forded by the HALF CREDIT RATES oL PRE-
sy, which have been so highly approved,
and are 5o generally adopted by Policy Hold-
ers in the Cuited Kingdom. The most libe-
ral conditions are likewise offered to the As-
“ured m the limits to which they may proceed
by sca or laid, to other parts of North Ame-
rica, without affeeting their interest in their
gwpcctm, Policies.

PETER MORRISON,
Lesident Dirvector.
Tondon Jany. 1, 1847.

Dietailed Prospectuses, aud every requisite
information as 0 the mode of effeefing Assur-
ances, may be obtained upon « application to

R. PENISTON,
Agent to the Company for Quebec.

MEDICAL REFEREE.
Jus. Morrin, Esquire, M. D., and
J. A. Sewell, Esquire, M. D.
EXAMPLES OF RATES.
T'0 Assure £100, Sterling, according to the

following Tubles:
TARLE 1.
Age. Amnual.  Half-Yearly. Quarterly.
R s d. s d. s. d.
25 36 0 18 3 9 2
30 40 8 20 7 10 4
35 46 9 23 9 11 11
.40 55 1 23 0 14 1
45 66 3 33 8 17 0
50 81 4 41 5 20 11

7ABLE 2
Age. First 5 Years.y
sood.
25 236
30 26 1 This Table increases
3 300 { every 5 Years, until
40 3601 21st Year.
45 41 6
50 56 7 J
ranLn 3.
Age. Torl Year. For7 Years.
s d. s, d.
25 21 6 21 10
S 22 1 22 7
33 22 11 2311
40 219 269
45 23 6 32 02
50 35 « 41 5

I

TanLe 4
Ammual Premiums ruquirml for an Assurance
of £160 for the whole Term of Life, the
Rate deereasing at the cexpiration of every
Fitth Year, until 1 > Twentieth inelusive,
after which period no other payment will
be required.

Age. 15t5 Yre. 245 Yrs. 3d.5 Yrs. Last 5 Yrs
s. d. s d. s. d. s d.

25 727 5 6 38 2 19 11
30 73 6 60 10 42 6 22 4
35 8 10 67 8 47 10 25 3
40 a5 5 76 4 51 4 28 6
45 108 0 87 4 62 2 32 2
50 12+ 3 101 1 717 36 35

IHALF CREDIT RATES OF PREMIUM.
HALF PREMIUM. WHOLE PREMIGM.

Age. During 7 Years. After 7 Yecars.
s. d. 5. d.
25 19 7 39 2
39 21 9 43 6
35 24 11 49 10
10 29 2 58 4
45 31 10 69 8
50 42 6 85 @

If it he preferred, the unpaid seven Half
Premiums can be left as a charge on the Po-
licy, when it becomes a claim.

MUTUAL ASSURANCE BRANCH.
Supported by the Proprictary Branch.
TABLE A.

Age. Annl. Prem. Half-Yearly. Quarterly.
s. d. s. d. s. d.
25 41 4 22 5 113
30 49 10 25 3 12 8
35 57 0 28 11 14 6
40 66 6 33 8 17 0
45 79 0 40 1 20 2
50 9 6 48 7 24 6

The assured, under this table, are entitled
after Five years, to an Annual Dmsmn of the
profits.



TABLE. B,
RALF CREDIT TABLILL

Half Premium. Whole Premivn.
Age. First 5 Years. After 5 Years,

s, d. s. d.
25 22 2 FE ]
30 21 11 49 10
35 28 6 57 0O
40 3 3 66 ©
45 39 6 79 0
50 7 9 9 6

The Assurced, under this Table, are entitled
also to participute in the Profits, on certuin
conditions.

Quebec. August, 1819. 18

H KNIGHT,
Merchant Tailor,

FROM JONE’S, REGENT STREET,

foudom.
No. 12, Palace Street, opposite the Albion
Hotel,
QUEBEC. 19

T. Lariviere,
Cabinct, Chuir, aud Varnish Manufactory,
ALl. ORDERS EXECUTED ON THE SHORTEST NOTICE.
Desfossas Street, Sl. Rochs,

QUEBEC.

20

MACHINES A BATTRE,

NOUVELLEMENT AMELIOREES, DE PARADIS.

LE Soussiggné connu depuis longtems
comme FABRICANT DE MACHINES
A BATTRE LES GRAINS, prend la liber-
teé¢ d’annoncer 2 ses amis et au public en
général, qu’il est maintenant prét & fournir
des MACHINES d’une FABRIQUE COM-
PLETEMENT PERFECTIONNEE, con-
struites, non-seulemen: avee tontes les der-
niéres AMELIORATIONS AMERICAI-
NES mais avec quelques autres perfection-
nemens importants inventés par fui-méme, ct
au moyen desquels elles épargneront heau
coup de travail, exigeront une moindre puis-
sance pour étre mises cn opération; ct ne de-
viendront pas aussi promptement hors de ser-
vice ; enfin il rependra de ses Machines, et il
garantit qu'on les trouvera, quaud on les aura
éprouvées, bien supérieures A toutes celles
qui ont €& cn usage jusqu’ & present dans la
Province. ’Sadresser au burcan de la Société
d’Agricuiture, ou &
JOSETH PARADIS,
Rue Saint Joseph, au-dessus de Ja Braisscrie
de Dow. de coté du Nord.
Montreal ;7 Juin, 1819, 21

To Fishermen, &c¢.
DPRY ¢00DS STORE.
22, Sous le Fort,

Norre Dayn Srrecr, Quesee,

B. HARDY, respeettully informs lus

o Iricnds and the Public, that he has

constantly on hand an extensive assortment

of Reany Mane Croruing, Sk, Corrox
and Woorrnex Goops, Cheap for Cash,

IF The highest price given for Furs, Fish,

)il, &e.
22 1. B. HARDY.

" THE SUBSERIBER,

EGS to inform his Friends and the Pub-
- lic in generad that he cortinues to import
the most Genuine IBuoglizh
DRUGS, CHEMICALS, PATENT MEDICINES
PLRIUMERY,
Brushes and Combs of all deseriptions,
West India Tamarands,
Bermuda Arrow Roet,
Trusses, Surgical Instruments, &c.
—ALsO0—
Garden, Flower and Field Seeds. warranted
I'resh and true to their hind.
% Country orders attended to with the
greatest despateh and punctuality.
G. D. ARDOUIN,
Quebee Dispensary, Upper Town Market
QueBc. 25

T GABR Y
Fmporter and Lrealer

In British, Frenech, irish and
American Manufaetures.
WHOLESALIE AND RETALL,
UPPER TOWN MARKET PLACE,
QUEBEC.

EEDPS constantly on hand the necwest
and most IFashionable Selections ol
SILK, WOOLEN and COTTON GOODS,
Irish Manufactured LINENS of every de-
scription, Domestic and Fancy GOODS, with
cvery other article connected with the Dry
Goods Business.

The rule of “QUICK SALES AND
SMALL PROKITS * strictly adhered to, and
as all Goods are purchased for Cash by ex-
perienced agents both in the Old and New
World, consquently wili be Cheap.

Every article sold for what it reafly is.

CASH PAYMENTS rcquwed on all oc.
casions.

IF Orders from partics at a distance care »
fully atiended to. )

Qucbee, 1819, 2;

AND



