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PREFACE.

WHEN our little bark was first launched on the literary
otean, our friends and companions caresged -us with zea-
lous anxieties, -till odr sheets spread valiantly into a goodly
yolume.

Freighted with amusemeut, instruetion, and genial
dispositions, notwithstaitding vety nuthetoys competitors
ventitred. to hoist “their -type-sdila: with us- and 'pass the
customary current in the tide of ¢ Public Opinien, ~—we,
have .met with no dishsters from collision; hut are steer-
ing our successful course, and arrived to the Port of our
¢ Eleventh Voyage’ improved in feature; and, we hope,
invigorated in constitution. ’

Were we to refer to the unanimous voice of the heralds
of the Press, cordially recommending our commodities :—
if our plaudits were heard from the sources which the
Drama has experienced in selecting many of our original
papers for adaptation:— were we permittéd to print the
various letters received in behalf of our value; and, to
mention how often our volumes have been reprinfed—our
Preface would extend to a gossiping Essay, and assume
an adulatory proof of egotistical distinction.



iv PREFACE.

In this volume, as in its predecessors, we have scrupu-
lously abstained from controversy:—our Exfracts, which
are ¢ elegant;’ and our f Oﬂ’g:’ndl articles,” by Authors
and Contributors of acimowledged talent, (whom we
sincerely thank, and especially those of the ¢ Softer Sex ’)
are varied, untedious, and novel,

Like SirR JosHUA REYNOLDS, we can always, write

best, as he could paint, when most encouraged ; we hope

our Patrons, Subscribers, Readers, and Correspondents,
will give us continued favour to be in good humour with
our exertions in our fature progress; which shall be more
strongly.directed; if ;possible, to’ the advancement.of well-
seasoned : knowledge, and the -eonservation ' of  additional
gupporte“s Tl L T D
Cotzoewms BT T L TH'E EDITOR. !
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Hlustrater Avticle.

LOVE AND AUTHORSHIP.*
BY J. 8. KNOWLES, ESQ.

“ Will you remember me, Rosalie?”

13 Ye’ ! ”

“Will you keep your hand for me for
a year 1"

“Yes!”

“ Will you answer me when I write
to you

“ Ye' ! ”

¢ Onewequest more—O Rosalie, reflect
that my life depends upon your acquies-
cence—should I succeed, will you marry
me in spite of your uncle ¥

“Yes!” answered Rosalie. There was
no pause—reply followed question, as
if it were a dialogue which they bad got
by heart—and by heart indeed they had
got it—but I love you to guess the book
they had conned it from.

It was in a green lane, on a summer’s
evening, about nine o’clock, when the
west, like a gate of gold, had shut upon
the retiring sun, that Rosalie and her
lover, band in hand, walked up and

® From the Eidin. Weakly Mag.
Vor. XI.

See page 8.

down. His arm was the girdle of her
waist; hers formed a collar for his neck,
which a knight of the garter—ay, the
owner of the sword that dubbed him,
might have been proud to wear. Their
gait was slow, and face was turned to
face ; near were their lips while they
spoke ; and much of what they said never
came to the ear, though their souls caught
up every word of it.

Rosalie was upwards of five years the
jonior of her lover. She had known
him since she was a little girl in her
twelfth year. He was almost eighteen
then, and when she thought far more
about a doll thana husband, he would
set her upon his knee, and call her his
little wife. One, two, three years passed
on, and still, whenever he came from
college, and as usual went to pay his first
visit at her father’s, before he had been
five wminutes in the parlour, the door
was flung open, and in bounded Rosalie,
and claimed her accustomed seat, The
fact was, till she was fifieen, she was a
child of a very slow growth, and looked
the girl when many a companion of hers ~
of the same age had begun to appear the
woman.
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When another vacation however came
.round, and Theodore paid his customary
call, and was expecting his little wife as
usual, the door opened slowly, and atall
young lady entered, and curtsying colour-
ed, and walked to a seat next to the lady
of the'house. The visitor stood up and
"bowed, and sat down again, without
knowing that it was Rosalie.

‘¢ Don't you know Rosalie ¥'*exclaim-
ed her father.

“ Rosalie !" replied Theodore, in an
accent of surprise; and approached his
little wife of old, who rose and half gave
him her hand, and curtsying, colonred
again ; and sat down again without hav-
ing interchanged a word with him. No
wonder—she was foar inches taller than
when he had last seen her, and her bulk
had expanded correspondingly; while
her features, that half a year before gave

" one the idea of a sylph that would bound
after a butterfly, had now mellowed in
their expression, intothe sentiment, the
softness, and the reserve of the woman.

Theodore felt absolutely disappointed.
Five minutes before, he was all volubi-
lity. No sooner was one question an-
swered than he proposed another—and

he had so many capital stories for Rosa-
lie whenshe came down—and yet, when
Rosalie did come down, he sat-as though
he bad not a word to say for himself. In
short, every thing and every bedy in the
house seemed to kave changed aléng with
its young mistress; he felt no longer at

“home. in it, as he wes wont; and in less

than a quarter of an hour he made his
bow and departed.

Now this was exceedingly strange ; for
Rosalie, from a pretty little girl, had
turned into a lovely young woman. Ifa
heart looked out ofher eyes before, a
soul looked out of them now ; her arm,
which formerly the san had been al-
lowed to salute when he liked, and which
used to bear the trace of many a kiss that
he had given it, now shone white through
a sleeve of muslin, like snow behind a
vale of haze ; her bosom had enlarged
its heavy curve, and leaving her waist
little more than the span it used to be,
sat proudly heaving above it; and the
rest of her-form which, only six months
ago, looked trim-and airy in her short

"and close-fitting frock, now lengthening

and throwing out its flowing line, stood
stately in the folds of a long and ample

.
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drapery. Yet could ot all this make up

for the want of the little wife that used to

:onund take her seat upon Theodore’s
nee,

To be sure there was another way of
accounting for the young man’s chagrin.
He might have been disappointed that
Rosalie, when five feet four, should be a
little more reserved then when she was
only five feet nothing. Romantic young
men, too, are apt to famcy odd things.
Theodere was a very romantic young
man; .and having, perhaps, traced for
himself the woman in the child—as one
will anticipate, in looking at a peach
thatis just knit, the hue, and form, and
flavour of the consummate fruit—he
might have set Rosalie down in his mind
as his wife in earnest, when he appeared
to call her 80 only in jest.

Such-was the case. Theodore never
calculated that Rosalie knew nothing
about his dreams—thatshe had no such
visions herself ; he never anticipated
that the frankness of girlhood would va-
nish, as soon as the diffidence of the
joung womanhood began its blushing
reign ; the thought never occurred to him
that the day would come when Rosalie
would scruple to sit on his knee—ay,
even though Rosalie should then think
upon him, as for many a year before he

thought npon her. , He returned from
' college the fifth time ; he found that the
Voman, which he imagined in a year or
twoshe would become, was surpassed by
the woman that she already was; he re-
marked the withdrawal of confidence,
the limitation of familiarity—the penalty
which he must inevitably pay for her ma-
turing—and he felt repelled and chilled,
and utterly.disheartened by it.

For a whole week he never returned to

ehouse., ‘Three days of a second week
elapsed, and still he kept away. He had
been invited, however, to a ball which
vas lo be given there the day following ;
ad much as he was inclined to absent
himself, being a little more inclined to go
~he went.

Fullthree hours was .he in the room
¥ithout once setting his eyes upon Rosa-
li. He saw her.mother and her father,
and talked with them ; he saw squire
this, and doctor that, and atterney such a
one,and had fifty things to say to each of
them ; he had eyes and tongue for every
body but Rosalie—not a look, ora word
did he exchamge with bher ; yet he was
bere, and there, and everywhere! In
short, he was all communicativeness and
viracity, .80 that every one remarked how
bright he had become siuce his last visit
10 college !

Atlast, however, his fine spirits all at
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once seemed to fonnko:- him, and be with-

drew to the library, which waslighted up
for the occasion as an anti-room, and tak-
ing @ volume out of the book-case, he
threw himselfinto a chair, and began to
tarn over the leaves.

{9 Have'you forgotien yoar little wife 1"’
said a soft voice near him—'twas Rosa-
lie’s—* if you have,” she added as he
started from his seat, * she has not for-
gotten you.”

She wore a carnation in her hair—the
hue of the flower was not deeper than that
of her cheek, as she stood and extended
her hands to Theodore, who, the moment
he rose, had held forth both of his.

¢ Rosalie!”

¢ Theodore !"—He led her to a sofa,
which stood in a recess on the opposite
side of the room, and for five minutes not
another word did they exchange.

At length shegently withdrew her hand
from his—she had suffered him to hold
it all that time—‘ We shall be obser-
ved,’’ said she,

*“Ah, Rosalie!” rveplied he, “nine
months since you sat upon my knee,
and they observed us, yet you did not
mind it!”

“ You know I am & woman now,”’ re-
plied Rosalie, banging her head, ‘‘ and
—and—and—will you lead off the mext
dance with me?" cried she, suddenly
changing the subject. <“There now ; [
have asked you,” added she, ‘ which is
more than you deserve!” Of course

e was not at all happy to accept
th?.challenge of the metamorphosed Ro-
salie.

One might sup, that the young
lady’s heart was p;:teerested, and that
Theodore was a far happier man than he
imagined himself. The fact was neither
more nor less. Little Rosalie was proud
of being called Theodore’s wife, because
she heard every body else lreak in praise
of him. Many a marriageable young lady
had she heard declare—not minding to

eak before a child—that Theodore was

e finest young man in B——; that she
hoped that Theodore would be at such or
such a house where she was going to
dine, or spend the evening; nay, that
she would like to have a sweetheart like
Theodore. Then would Rosalie inter-
pose, and with a saucy tess of her head
exclaim, that nobody should have Theo-
dore but Rosalie, for Rosalie was his
little wife. It was thus she learned to ad-
nire the face and person, who more than
once paid for her acquired estimation of
them ; for sometimes before 8 whole room
full of company she would march up ‘to
him, and scanning him from head to foot,
with folded arms, at length doelare aloud,
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that he was the handsomest young man

- in B—-, Then Theodore was so kind

- to her, and thought so much of any thing
she did, and took such notice of her!
Often, at a dance, he would make her his
partner for , the , whole evening ;- and
there was Miss Willoughby, perhaps, or
Miss Millar, sitting down, either of whom
would have given her eyes to stand up if
only in a reel with Theodore.

But when the summer of her seven-
teenth year beheld her bursting into wo-
manhood ; when her expanding thoughts,
from a bounding, fitful, rill-like current,
began to run a deep, a broad, and steady
stream ; when she found that she was
almost arrived at the threshold of the
world, and reflected that the step which
marks the female’s first entrance into it
isgenerally takenin the band of a part-
ner—the thought of who that partner
might be recalled Theodore to her mind
—and her heart fluttered as she asked
herself the question—should she ever be
indeed his wife ¥

When, this time, he paid his first
visit, Rosalie was as much mortified as
he was. Her vexation was increased
when she saw that he absented himself;
she resolved, if possible, to ascertain the
cause ; and persuaded her mother to give
a ball, and specially invite the young
gentleman. He came ; she watched him ;
observed that he neither inquired after
her nor sought for her ; and marked the
excellent terms that he was upon with
twenty people,about whom she knew him
to be perfectly indifferent. Women have
a perception of the workings of the heart,
far more quick and sabtle than we have.
She was convinced that all his fine spirits
were forced, that he was acting a part.
She suspected that while he appeared to
be occupied with every body but Rosa-
lie—Rosalie was the only body that was
running in his thoughts. She saw him
withdraw to the library; she followed
him ; found him sitting down with a
book in his hand; perceived, from his
manner of turning over the leaves, that
he wasintenton any thing but reading;
she was satisfied that he was thinking of
nothing but Rosalie. The thought that
Rosalie might one day indeed become his
wife, now occurred to her for the thou-
sandth time, enda thousand times strong-
er than ever; a spirit diffused itself
through her heart which bad never been
beeathed into it before ; and filling it with
hope and happiness, and unutterable
contentment, irresistibly drew it towards
him. She approached him, accosted him,
and in a moment was seated with him,
hand in hand, upon the sofa!

As soon as the dance was done—*¢ Ro-

salie,” said Theodore, 'tis almost as
warm in the air as in the room ; will you
be afraid to take a turn with me in the
garden 1’

¢ [ will get my shawl in a minute,’”’
said Rosalie, ‘ and meet you there ;”
and the maiden was there almost as soon
as he.

They proceeded arm-in-arm to the far-
thest part of the garden; and there they
walked up and down without either
seeming inclined to speak, as though
their hearts could discourse through
their hands, which were locked in one
another.

¢ Rosalie !” at last breathed Theodore.
‘“ Rosalie!” breathed he a second time,
before the expecting girl could summon
courage to say ‘¢ Well 1"

“ | cannot go home to-night,” resumed
he, ‘¢ without speaking to you.” Yet
Theodore seemed to be in no hurry to
speak ; for there he stopped, and conti~
nued silent so long, that Rosalie began to
doubt whether he would open his lips

n.

“Had we not better go in 1" said Ro-
salie. ¢ I think I hear them breaking up.”

¢ Not yet,” replied Theodore.

¢ They’ll miss us,” said Rosalie.

““What of that?” rejoined Theodore.

*“ Nay,” resumed the maid, ‘* we have
remained long epoungh, and at leastallow
me to go in.”

¢ Stop but another minute, dear Ro-
salie ! imploringly exclaimed the
youth.

¢ For what ¥’ was the maid's reply.

“Rosalie,” without a pause resumed
Theodore, ‘¢ you used to sit upon my
knee, and let me call you wife. Are
those times passed for ever! Dear Ro-
salie! will you never let me take you
on my knee and call you wife again 1

“ When we have done with our girl-
hood, we have done with our plays,”
said Rosalie.

“I do not mean in play, dear Ro-
salie,” cried Theodore. ‘It is not play-
ing at man and wife to walk, as such, out
of church., Will you marry me, Ro-
salie?”

Rosalie was silent.

¢ Will you arry me ?” repeated he.

Not a word would Rosalie speak.

“ Hear me !” cried Theodore. * The
first day, Rosalie, I took you upon my
knee, and called you my wife, jest as it
seemed to be, my heart was never more
in earnest. That day [ wedded you in
my soul ; for though you were a child I
saw the future woman in you, rich in
the richest attractions of your sex. Nay,
do me justice, recall what you yourself
have known of me; inquire of others.—
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To whom did I Blay the suitor from that
day ? To none but you, although to you
I did not seem to play it. Rosalie! was
I not always with you? Recollect now!
Did a day pass, when 1 was at home,
without my coming to your father’s
house? When there wére'parties there,
whom did [ sit beside, but you? Whom
did I stand behind at the pianoforte, but
yon-! Nay, for a whole night, whom
bave I danced with, but you! What-
ever you might have thought them, can
you believe mow, that it was merely a
playfal child that counld so have engross-
ed me?! No, Rosalie! it was the vir-
tuous, generous, lovely, loving woman,
that I saw in the playfulychild. Rosalie |
for five years have I loved you, though I
never declared it to you till now. Do
you think I am worthy of you1 Will
you give yourself to me?! Will you
marry me ! Will you sit upon my knee
again, and let me call you wife?”

Three or four times Rosalie made an
effort to speak ; but desisted, as if she
knew mnot what to say, or was unable to
say what she wished; Theodore still
holding her hand. At last, ¢ Ask my
fother’s consent,” she exclaimed, and
tried to get away, but before she could
effect it, she was clasped to the bosom of
Theodore, nor released until the inter-
change of the first pledge of love Lad
been forced from her bashful lips !—She
did not appear that night in the drawing-
room again. .

Theodore’s addresses were sanctioned
by the parents of Rosalie. The wedding-
day was fixed ; it wanted but a fortnight
to it, when a malignant fever made its
appearance in the town ; Rosalie’s pa-
rents were the first victims. She was
left an orphan at eighteen, and her un-
cle, by the mother’s side, who had been
nominated her guardian in a will, made
several years before, having followed his
brother-in-law and sister’sremains to the
grave, took up his residence at B—,

Rosalie’s sole consolation now was
such as she received from the society of
Theodore ; but Theodore soon wanted
consolation himself. His father was
attacked by the fever and died, leaving
his affairs, to the astonishment of every
one, in a state of the most inextricable
embarrassment ; for he had been looked
upon as one of the wealthiest inhabitants

B——. 'This was a double blow to
Theodore, but he was not aware of the
weight of it till, after- the interment of
his father, he repaired, for the first time,
to resume his visits to his Rosalie.

He was stepping up without ceremony
to the drawing-room, when the servant
begged his pardon for stopping hitn; tell-
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ing him at the same time, that he had re-
ceived instructions from his master to
shew Theodore into the parlour when he
should call.

*“ Was Miss Wilford there ¥ —*¢ No.”

Theodore was shewn into the parloar.
Ofall savage brates, the human brute is
the most pernicious and revolting, be-
cause he unites to the evil properties of
the inferior animal the mental faculties
of the superior one; and then he is at
large. A vicious-tempered dog Jou can
muzzle and render innocuous ; but theré
is no preventing the human dog that®ites
from fleshing his tooth ; he is sure to
have it in somebody. And then the in<
fliction is so immeasurably more severe!
—the quick of the mind is so much more
sensitive than that of the body ! Besides,
the savage that runs upon four legs is so
inferior in performance to him that walks
upon two! It is he that knows how to
gnaw ! Ihave often thought it a pity and
a sin that the man who plays the dog
should be protected from dying the death
of one. He should hang, and the other
go free.

‘¢ Well, young gentleman!" was the
salutation which Theodore received when
he entered the parlour; “ and pray what
brings you here

Theodore was struck dumb ; and no
wonder.

“ Your father, I understand, has died
a beggar! Do you think to marry ;1?
niece?” If Theodore respired with dif-
ficulty before, his breath was utterlytaken
away at this. He was a young man of
spirit, but who can keep up his heart
when his ship all at once is going down.
The human dog went on. ¢ Young gentle-
man, I shall be plain with you, for l am
a straightforward man: young women
should mate with their matches—you are
no match for my niece ; so a good morn-
ing to you !” (How much more in place
to have wished him a good halter!) Say-
ing this, the straightforward savage
walked out of the room, leaving the door
wide open, that Theodore might have
room for egress; and steadily walked up
stairs. It was several minutes before
Theodore counld recover his self-recollec~
tion ; when he did so, he rang the bell.

¢ Tell your master I wish to speak to
him,"* said Theodore to the servant who
answered it. The servant went up stairs
after his master, and returned.

¢ I am sorry, sir,” said he, ‘“ tobe
the bearer of such an errand; but my
master desires you instantly to quit the
honse; and has commanded me totell you
he has given me orders not to admit yon
again.” ¢ [ must see Miss Wilford !*
exclaimed Theodore.
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“ You cannat, sir!” respectfully re-
marked the servant; ‘‘ for she is locked
in her reom ; but yoo can send a message
to her,” added he in a whisper, “ and |
will be the bearer of it. There is not a
servant in the house, Mr. Theodore, but
is sorry for you tothe soul.”

This was so much in season, and was
so evidently spoken from the heart, that
Theodore could net help catching the
honest fellow by the hand. Here the
drawing-room bell was rung violently.

“ | must go, sir,” said the servant ;
“ what message to my mistress 1"

¢ Tell her to give me a meeting, and
to apprise me of the time and place,” said
Theodore ; and the next moment the hall-
door was shut upon him.

One may easily imagine the state of the

oung fellow’s mind. To be driven with
msult and barbarity from the heuse in
which he had been received a thousand
times with courtesy and kindness—which
he looked upon as hisown! Then, what
was to be donel Rosalie’s uncle, after
all, had told him nothing but the truth.
His father bad died a beggar! Dear as
Rosalie was to Theodore, his own pride
recoiled at the idea of offering her a hand
which was not the master of a shilling !
Yet was not Theodore portionless. His
education was finished ; that term he had
completed his collegiate studies. If his
father had not left him a fortune, he had
provided him with the means of making
one himself: at all events, of commanding
a competency. He had the credit of being
a young man of decided genius too. I
will notoffer Rosalie a beggar’s hand !”
exclaimed Theodore; ‘I shall ask her
to remain true to me for a year ; and I'll
go up to London, and maintain myself
by my pen. It may acﬁre me fame as
well as fortume ; and then I may marry
Rosalie !

This was a great deal of work to be

done in a year; but if Theodore was not
. a man of genius, he possessed a mind of
that sanguine temperament, which is
usually an accompaniment of the richer
gift. Before the hour of dinmer all his
plans were laid, and he was ready te
start for London. He waited now for
nothing but a message from Rosalie, and
as soon as the sweet girl could send it,
it came to him. It appointed him to meet
her in the green lane after sunset; the
sun had scarcely set when he was there,
—and there, too, was Rosalie. He found
that she was Rosalie still. Fate had
stripped him of fortune ; but she could
not persuade Rosalie to refuse him her
hand, or her lip; when, half-way down
the lane, she heard a light quick step
behind her, and, turning, beheld Theo-
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dore. Theodore’s wishes were granted
soon as communicated ; and now nothing
remained but to say good bye—perhaps
the hardest thing to two young lovers.
Rosalie stood passive in the arms of
Theodore, as he took the farewell kiss,
which appeared as if it would join his
lips to hers for ever, instead of tearing
them away. She heard her name called
from a short distance, and in a half-
snppressed voice ; shestarted, and turned
towards the direction whence the pre-
concerted warning came; she heard it
again ; she had stopped till the last mo-
ment! She bad half-withdrawn herself
fromTheodore’s arms ; she looked at him ;
flung her own around him,.and burat into
tears upon his neck ! [n another minute
there was nobody in the lane.

London is 'a glorious place for a man
of talent to make his way in—provided
he has extraordinary goed luck. Nothing
but merit can get on there,; nothing is
sterling that is not of its coinage. Our
provincial towns will not believe that
gold is gold, unless it has been minted
in London. There is no trickery there;
no treating, no canvassing, no intrigue,
no coalition! There, worth has only to
shew itself if it wishes to be killed with
kindness! London tells the truth! You
may swear to what it says, whatsoever
may be proved to the contrary. The cause
—the cause i8 every thing in London!
Shew but your craft, and straight your
brethren come crowding around you, and
if they find you worthy, why, you shall
be brought into notice, even though they
should tell a lie for it and damn you.
Never trouble yourself about getting on
by interest in London! Get on by your-
self. Posts are filled there by merit; or
if the man suits not the office, why. the
office is made to adapt itself to the man,
and so there is unity after all! What a
barpy fellow was Theodore to find him-
self in such a place as London !—He was
certainly happy in one thing; the coach
in which he came set him down at a
friend’s, whose circumstances were nar-
row, but whose heart was large —a curate
of the Church of England. Strange that,
with all the appurtenances of hospitality
at its command, abundance should allow
it to be said, that the kindest welcome
which adversity usually meets with, is
that which it receives from adversity. If
Theodore found that the house wasa cold
one to what he had been accustomed, the
warmth of the greeting made up for it.
“ They breakfasted at nine, dined at four,
and, if he could sleep upon the sofa, why
there was a bed for him!’ In a day he
was settled, and at his work.—And upon
what did Theodere found his hopes of
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making a fortune, and rising to fame in
London? Upon writing a play. At an
early period he had discovered, as his
friends imagined, a talent for dramatic
composition; and having rather sedul-
ously cultivated that branch of literature,
he thoughtthat he would now try his hand
in one bold effort, the 5success| of iwhich
should determine him as to his futare
course in life. The play was written,
presented, and accepted ; the performers
were ready in their parts; the evening of
representation came on, and Theodore,
seated in the pit beside his friend, at last,
with a throbbing heart, beheld the cur-
tain rise. The firstand second acts went
off smoothly, and with applause.

Twogentlemenwere placed immediately
in front of Theodore. ‘¢ What do you
think of it 1"’ said the one to the other,

‘“ Rather tame,” was the reply.

¢ Will it succeed ¥

¢ Doubtful.”

The third act, however, decided the fate
of the play ; the interest of the audience
became so intense, that, at one particular
stage of the action, numbersin the second
and third rews of the side boxes stood u
and the clapping of hands was universal,
intermingled with cries of “ bravo ! "’ from
every part of the theatre. ‘¢ "Twill do,”
was now the remark, and Theodore
breathed a little more freely than he had
done some ten minutes ago. Not to be
tootedious, the curtain fell amidst shouts
of approbation, unmingled with the
slightest demonstration of displeasure,
yet the author had not twenty friends in
the house.

(To be continued in our next.)

NEW HOLLAND NATIVE POLICE.,

Every traveller, who has enjoyed an
opportunity of personally observing the
Anerican Indians, the natives of the Poly-
nesian groups, and other dark races, must
have been struck with the amazing powers
of vision and smell they enjoy. Theacute-
ness of their senses appears to have been
designed by Providence to compensate for
their want of intellectual acquirements.
The truly simple aborigines of New Hol-
land, who have been designated as the
last link in the chain of humanity, or the
mostdistant remove from civilization, have
been found to possess those powers in a
pre-éminent and astonishing degree.
Among many well anthenticated instances
of their displaying their truly wonderful
acuteness, the following seems worthy of
remark, particularly as it is connected
with a gtrange and inexplicable circum-
slance that occurred abont the same time,
uot many years since, and which may be
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found on the records of his majesty’s su- .
preme Court at Sydenham.

A free settler, by name —— Fisher, who
had long successfully cultivated a grant of
land in a remote district, and was well
known to be possessed of a considerable
sum of money, had been for some time
missing at the nearest market-town, whi=
ther he had been in the habit of repairing
with cattle and produce for sale. An
inquiry was instituted by his acquaint.
ance ; and his head servant, or rather
assistant on the farm, a convict, who had
lived many years with bim in that situa-
tion, declared that his master had left the
colony for some time on business, but
that he expected him to return in a few
montbs. As the man was generally
known as Fisher’s confidential servant,
his assertion was believed, although some
expressed their surprize at the settler’s
abrapt and clandestine departure; for
his character for honesty and sobriety
was good, and, as far as was known, he
owed no money in the colony. The
month’s wonder, however, soon subsided,
and Fisher was forgotten. His assistant,
meanwhile, managed the farm, bought
and sold, and spent money freely. If ques-
tioned, which was but rarely, he would
express his surprise at his master’s dee
lay, and pretend to expect him daily,

A few months after he had first been
missed, a neighbouring settler, who was
retarning late on Saturday night from the
market-town, had occasion to pass within
half a mile of Fisher’s house. Ashe was
riding by the fence, which separated the
farm from the high road, he distinctly saw
the figure of a man seated on the railing,
and at once recognized the form and fea-
tures of his lost neighbour. He instantly
stopped, and called to him fawmiliarly by
name; but the figure descended from the
railing, and walked slowly across the
field, towards the farm-house. The set-
tler, having lost sight of him in the gloom
proceeded on his journey ; and, on his
arrival at his plantation, informed his
family and neighbours that Fisher had re-..
turned, and that he had seen and spoken
to-him. The news soon spread from
farm to farm ; and most of the neighbour-
ing settlers repaired, the next day, to vi-
sit and welcome theirold friend. On in-
quiry, however, Fisher's assistant declar-
ed that he had not arrived ; and affected
to laugh.at the settler’s story, insinuating
that he had probably drank too freely at
market. The neighbours were not so
easily satisfied; their dormant suspicions
were awakened, by what they now be-
gan to consider a preternatural appari-
tion ; and they applied to the magistrates
of the district, who directed an immediate
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and strict investigation to be instituted,
—Several natives, of well-known saga-
city and fidelity, are attached to the Para-
matta police, as constables, and are of
invaluable service in tracing and pur-
suing bush-rangers, and other criminals
who have absconded. One of, these,
known by the naimé/of Sam, was ordered
to examine Fisher’s house and farm, and
to éndeavour to find traces of him in the
bush. He set off, followed by most of the
settlers belonging to the Nepean and
other neighbouring districts, who had
been collected by curiosity and intense
interest. The farmer who had seen the
figare resembling Fisher, pointed out the
exact spot ; and the black, having exa-
mined the railing, discovered a dark
brown stain on the split timber, which he
scraped, smelt, and at once declared to'be
““sokite man’s blood " He then, withoat
the least hesitation, set off in full run,
after the manner of a staunch blood-hound
towards a pond not far from the house.
A little dark scum was floating on the
surface; he scooped some off with his
hand—smelt—tasted it—and cried out,
 White man’s fat * Having tried the
field, back wards and for wards in different
directions, as if to recover the scent,
Sam led the chase to a small coprice.
Here hebored the earth in several places
with a ramrod, smelling the point every
time until he paused, pointed to the
ground, and said,  White man here
The spot was speedily dug up; and a
corpse, sworn to by the neighbours as
that of Fisher, was discovered, with the
skull fractured, and in a state of rapid
decomposition, evidently many weeks
buried.

The guilty assistant was immediately
arrested, and tried at Sidney, on circum-
stantial evidence alone—strong enough,
however, to convict him, in spite of his
self-possession and protestations of in-
nocence. He was sentenced to death ;
and previous to his execution, made an
ample confession of his guilt. He de-
clared that he had murdered Fisher,
while sitting on the very rail that the
settler had pointed out, about three
months before the appearance of that
extraordinary apparition ; — that he

had, in the first place, dragged the body "

to the pond, where the black constable
had discovered traces of it; but, that
after it had been some days immersed
there, his apprehensions of detection had
impelled him to remove it to the coppice,
where he had buried it by night, and
alone. Mon. Mag.

Fine Arts,

BRITISH INSTITUTION.
Here gentle steps, bright eyes, and feminine
t

earts,
Look on the vivid paintings, and, as taste
Or jud di smile app! , or_turn
Indiff'rent. Here let candour rule the art,
And due desert award the meed to each,—
Whether a gem, a face, a landscape, flower,
A still life animal, or sculptured bust.

Our first visit to this hallowed, pictured
spot was, what is termed in select vestry
parlance, strictly private; but, in imita-
tion of the aforesaid junta, we found a
large portion of ourself, absent from the
press, but present with the pres-age of
an indubitable progress towards excel-
lence and perfection in the art of oil
painting in this country. Like adven-
turers in the lottery, ourself were busily
looking after favourite numbers; and,
like shrewd folks at sales, noting mar-
ginal interrogations, for the most engaging
articles in the catalogue. These, pointed
out with trite specification to old and new
subjects, with old and new aspirants to
fame, forwarded our views, and we were
fixed at No. 65, Fiorina. J. Partridge.
This is a delightfal composure of animal
and vegetable beauty. The sweet girl is
spending the happy hour of childhood
among flowers, as laughing and beautiful,
in nature’s nascent robes.

9. A Solicitor. H. Wyatt. Not 8 mem-
ber of one of the inns of court, or a sprig
of the limbed law thrusting into notice
for practice, but a well painted and vigor-
ous female, that cannot long solicit in
vain, or fail in being solicited.

840. Veiled Prophet. D. M‘Clise. The
conception and execation of decided ex-
cellence, The passions are forcibly ex-
pressed. Mokanna unveiling before
Zelica,—

. Her%,jml‘e if h—11, with all its power to

—n,
Can add one curse 10 the foul thing [ am !**
— He raised his peil—the maid turned slowly

round.

112. Maternal Affection. G. Patten.
In colour, tone, and character, this is an
evidence of affectionate maternity ; and
such as pure natural feeling evinces
when breathed from the tenderest re-
cesses of a feminine bosom.

866. Fishing Boats. J. Starke. A
sufficient number of smacks to produce a
good landscape, without being stark
naked.

168. The Mourner. Charles Landseer.
Something touching and sentimental.—
The mourner, the bereaved widow, is at
the grave of her beloved one, and ex-
hibits the true test of her trials in an ex-
emplary manner.

1. Peasants of the Cordilleras Moun~ -
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tains, Spanish America. J. Hayter. A
fine painting, not every way worthy of
the name which it bears; not that it is
too mule-ish, but it wants grandeur.

15. Children driving a hard bargain
with an apple-woman. T. Webster.—
Here is a treat for boys!, Conceive,the
urcbins struggling for the choicest frait
for their spare cash ; their teeth ready to
grind the redstreaks to the very core:
their eyes and hands eagerly in search
after a gluttonons repast. The contrast
of the apple-woman and her hard bar-
gainers is finely preserved and freshly
effective.

14. Jokn Anderson, my jo. J. P. Knight.
Much as the subject has appeared on
canvas, it will not detract from the in<
terest of this picture, which is faithfully
described, and the drawing natural and
correct.

Taking a peep at the * Hawking Scene,’
the < Dog Leveret,” an ¢ Italian Flower
Girl ;* making our mouth water at a
¢ Fruit Piece;’ paying a ¢ Visit to the
Harem ;> admiring the ¢ Head of Beatrice®
~the ¢ Keeper going on his traps’—a
¢ Head of a Corsair’'—* Landscape with
cattle in the river'—¢ Lolah Dudee’—
¢ Bleaching in the W. Islands’—*¢ Garden
in the Villa’—¢ View of Greenwich Hos-

ital,’-—and leaving our friends of the
air sex to play with * the Dangerous
Playmate,” wicked Cupidy we defer an-
other paper, till space permit us to re-
sume a correspondence with our cata-
logue. Ovro.

CHARACTERS IN NELL GWYNNE.
For the Otlio,

With ¢ Neli G"wynne." Keeley’s counterpoiats

so droll,
Liston's Mol Flagon'sswamp’d In Orange Moll;
Stockflsh—an Ipm! of the Cromwell caste ; ’
Snowdrop—Gwynne’s patroness, perhaps her

last ;
Joe Haimes—a stroller of the crack-brain kind,
And Betterton, the manager, refined;
Sir Charles—a very Flower of the time;
Major Mokun—Charies Hart, and groups in

prime.

Here Bl'anehud'l Crowsfoot proves the adage
rue,

¢ What fools are old men when the young they
woo

His purse, watch, ring—the wine, and damask

gown,
Are, in his dotage, coaxed without a frown :
Jones, as the smitten Moaarch, poor in purse !
Exalts an orange girl, for Aer reverse;
But Nell, all life, recites the ¢ Prologue’s® part,
Triumphs through Nature and sustains her Art.

A CHIMNEY-SWEEP AND HIS DOG.

Coming down Chesnut-street a few
mornings since, our attention was at-
tracted towards a cluster of people in the
nmiddle of the street. We hastened to-
ward them with a view of ascertaining

the cause of the convention. It was not
until we had made our way towards the
centre of the mass, that we could even
guess at the cause. The whole were si-
lent, and looking wistfully at some ob-
ject in the centre; we soon discovered
what,it was ; a dog, of rather more than
middling size, lay stretched out in the
midst of the crowd. Shortly afterwards,
a little chimney-sweep kneeled down be-
side the animal, applied his hand to his
left side, withdrew it, lifted up the dog’s
head, let it fall, and rising slowly, with
a heavy sigh, exclaimed, ‘““he is dead.”

was a cadence in the tone of the
boy that particularly arrested our atten-
tion. We looked into his face ; the tears
that had gushed up into his eye, warm
from the fountain of his heart, had worn
farrows in his sont-encrusted cheek, so
that had a painter desired to sketch an
emblem of grief, the sweep-boy might
have served his purpose with remarkable
adaption. ’

The dog had been killed by the wheel
ofa carriage passing over his neck, and
the solicitude of the sweep had drawn to-
gether the crowd.

A lad struck the dog with hjs foot, and
observed, ¢ he was good for nothing—he
was neither pointer, setter, nor " hound.”

It was most true—the animal did cer-
tainly rank with “curs of a low degree,”
and the remark was well nigh disturbing
the gravity of the assembly.” But the
poor sweep, who had borne & few taunts
upon himself with patience, could not
tamely hear his dog discredited.

*¢ He may be good for nothing for you,
and gentlemen who go a gunning,” said
the sweep, raising his eyes to the person
whom he addressed, “ but he was good
to me. He has been with me, night and
day, these three years, and once he saved
me from drowning.”

This was the true philosophy of the
human heart. The poor sweep had turn-
ed upon himselfthe whole current of the
dog's affection; and now that it was
dried up, he felt how much his heart was
to become a wilderness, and he ¢ lifted
up his voice and wept.”

A person fresem gathered from the
crowd a small sum of money, which he
gave to the boy, adding, that he counld
purchase another dog with the contribu-
tion. The boy took the change into his
hand with a {)ow of humble gratitude,
and for a moment a gleam of pleasure
beamed in his eye. He turned the pieces
of money over with his finger, and paus-
ed, as if weighing some important ques-
tion, at length he stood firm, and reaching
his hand towards the person who gave
the money, said, ‘I would rather not

.




10 THE
have it; for [ don’t want to have a dog
that is not as good as that was ; and |I'm
sure,” continued he, the tear starting
from his eye, “I'm sure [ don’t want to:
lose another that is as good.

VILLAGE, HAMPDENS,

FOR THE OLIO.

“ Bweet are the slambers of the virtuons man,”

Whatever prodigality is found with
many persons in voting large sums of
money which does not really belong to
themn, but over which they have unlimited
control, few are disposed to expend their
own -means in forwarding the interests
of others in a pecuniary way, and rarely
leave a name behind them in accordance
with
* The two village Hampd

breasts,
The little tyrants of their fields withistood.”

The first of these truly sterling cha-
racters was Mr. Timothy Bennett, of
Hampton-Wick,who achieved the preser-
vation ofa rural privilege which is nearly
lost in the other partsand environs of
" London. The foot passage from Hamp-
ton-Wick, through Bushy Park to King-
ston-upon-Thames, had been many years
‘ a royal preserve,’ and shut up from the
public. Bennett, unwilling to leave the
world worse than he found it, consulted
alawyer upon the practicability of re-
covering this road, and the probable ex-
pense of a legal process. ¢ Lhave 7007
said he, ¢ which I should be willing to
bestow upon this attempt. It is all I
have, and it has been saved through a long
course of industry.”” What atemptation
to one of the legal profession !—but the
lawyer, who had not been so much smit
with the feeling of infirmity of getting
filthy lucre as some thousands of his breth-
ren, informed him that no such sum would
be necessary to produce this effect. Ho-
nest Timothy, therefore, resolved to push
his claim o the test, and procure so de-
sirable a boon for his succeeding inheri-
tors, the benefit of which is daily proved.
In the mean time, however, Lord Hali-
fax, the park ranger, was made acquaint-
ed with the prosecutor’s intentions, and
sent for him. Mr Gilbert Wakefield, who
records this interview, says, *“ [ am pos-
sessed of an engraving, which repre-
sents Mr. Bennett, of an inimitably
firm and complacent aspect, sitting down
in the attitude of his conversation with
his Lordship.* “And who are you that
have the assurance to meddle in this af-

that with d

* The inscription Leneath the engraving is
‘Timothy Beanett, of Hampton-Wiek, Mid'sex,
shoemaker, aged 75,
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fair 1  “My name, my'lord, is Timothy
Bennett, shoemaker of Hampton-Wick. 1
remember, an't please your lordship, to
bave seen, when | wasa young man sit-
tingat my werk, the people cheerfully
pass by my shop to Kingston market
but, now, my lord, they are forced to go
round abont through a hot sandy road,
ready to faint beneath their burdens;
and, 7 am unwilling to leave the world
worse than I found it. This, my lord,
I humbly represent, is the reason of my
conduct.” ¢ e! you are an ime:
pertinentfellow ! veplied his lordship.
But, on mature reflection, the nobleman,
convinced of the equity of the claim, not-
withstanding - the advice of his friends to
persist, and beginning to compute the
ignominy of the defeat, yielded the point.
Henge the road was opened, and the
highways and byewaysare engaged with-
out molestation.

Tl!e other Hampden-like hero, was Mr.
Lewis, of Richmond, who nobly resisted
some meditaled royal encroachments, and
Erodueed such. a disinterested example in

is life as to save for posterity the right--
ful privileges to which they are justly"
entitled, :

Othersof a similar nature might be "

Mr. ‘Wallop, of Draycot, a weaver,
once contended the point with 8ir James
Tyloey Long, and suffered himself to be
ejected from the cottage he occupied, by -
giving offence to the baronet, who con-
templated cutting off the roadway through:
Draycot Park. But, a petition being
presented to Sir James, he remounced
the idea, and the weaver was reinstated
to the cottage rent-free, J.Z.3

THE OLD CHATEAU.

Tae following scene is taken from the
second volume of the ¢ Library of Ro-~
mance.” It is necessary to preface it by
observing, that the hero, broken alike in
spirit and fortune, has sought shelter in
an untenanted castle, the light at night
from which attracted Liese’s curiosity.

“The night she chose was dark, to con-
ceal her form, and gusty, that her reason-
ably light tread might not be heard : and
‘having screwed her courage to the stick-
ing place, she stole out of the cottage,
glided round the end of the chateau,
climbed like a cat to a window several
yards from the ground, unfastened it by
inserting her hand through a broken
pane, and, in another minute, found her-
self panting, more from mental excite=~
_ment than bodily exertion, on the great
staircase. She paused to listen; them
bounded, like a deer, up a douen. stepsy.
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and pudsed. Hire she heard a man's
voice, and her heart began to qnake. In
another moment pride mastered fear, and
advanoing cautiously, she put back her
hair from her ears, and endeavoured to
catch the purport of his words. The
tone was not conversational, It put her
in mind ofa declama(ion/\onl the)(stage,
or an address from the pulpit. The speak-
er paused frequently, and sometimes in
an interrogative manner, yet there was
no answer. Liese became less afraid
every wmoment, and more eager after
discovery ; and at length, in a passion
of curiosity, she darted up the remaining
flight, without pausing till her ear was
close to a door, through ‘the chinks of
which she perceived light; when . she
heard distinctly the following . words,
pronounced in a feeble but musical and
manly voice. ‘‘My days are past, my
purposes are broken off, evem the
thoughts of my heart. They change the
night into day ; the light is short be-
cause of darknmess. Ifl wait, the grave
is mine-home ; [ bhave made my bed in
the darkness. [ have said to corruption,
thou art my father: to the worm, thou
art my mother and my sister. He bath
fenced up my way that I cannot pass,
and he .hath set darkness in my .path.
He hath stripped me of my glory, and
taken the crown from my head. He hath
destroyed me on. every-side, and 1 am
gone ; and my hope he hath removed
like a tree. My harp is also turned to

mourning, and my voice into the voice

of them that weep. My skin is black
uvpon me, and my bones are burnt with
hest. I am a brother to dragons, and a
companion to owls,”’ This singular la-
ment, which poor Liese imagined to be
the spontaneous outpouring of a troubled
heart, filled her with compassion. She
knocked gently at the door. A sudden
stir took place in the interior, and she
could hear the sound of a man’s foot up-
on the floor. While uncertain what to
do, the stranger spoke again:—¢ His
troops come together, and raise up their
army egainst me, and encamp round
about my tabernacle. Come on, ye sons
of Belial, for I will sell my life by the
inch! O earth, cover thou mot my
blood ¢”  Liese opened the deor in @
panic, for she imagined that a crowd
of the expected enmemies were on the
stairs, and women are always on the
side of the minority. A young man stood
in the middle of the floor, leaning with
one hand upon a chair for support,
while with the other he strove in vain to
steady his sword, which he pointed to-
wards the door. His countenance was
pale and haggard, and a cluster of mat«

ted lock; as black as the raven’s wing,
hung over the forehead : beneath which
a pair of eyes gleamed with so strange
a lustre as to give an unearthly character
to the whole head. Liese saw at once
that the unhappy stranger was in the de-
lirium of fever, and she retreated some
8téps, uncertain what to do. “‘ Get thee
gone,” said he, ‘‘get thee behind me!
The day of teroptation is over, ang hell
shall pot prevail against me!'" His
words became fainter; his sword fell
from the trembling hand that held it ;
and before Liese could reach him he
had sunk fainting on the floor. With
some difficulty she lifted him up, and
put him to bed: and while doing so,
had an opportunity of scanning more
closely his wan and wasted features.
What was her surprise to identify them
with those of the gay, the gallant, the
handsome, the generous Carl Benzel!
He had some time since been one of the
most importunate of those customers
who were wont to pay her in round
mroney for her eggs, demanding kisses
in change ; and Liese had even confess-
ed to herself, although to no one else,
that if such transactions had not been
altogether out of her way, Carl Benzel
should be the purchaser. A stronger
interest, therefore, attached to him now
than that excited merely by hisillness
and destitute situation ; and she consi-
dered with extreme anxiety what was
best to be done, It was evident by his
retiring to sucha place that he was un-
der a cloud—probably on account of
some fatal duel; while it was not less
evident that his fever was occasioned or
exasperated hy unwholesome diet. She
saw nothing in the shape of provisions
in the room, except some rank vegetables
from the wilderness behind the house,
that had once been the garden; and
these the unhappy young man appeared
to have been accustomed to boil, and
eat without bread or salt. It was there-
fore necessary, at the same time, to sup-
ply him with proper food and necessaries,
and to conceal, even from her simple
neighbours, the fact of his residence
there at all.. The step she took to effect
the latter object was laborious. The
room in which he lodged, overlooking
the dark and melancholy court, was di-
rectly opposite the hamlet ; and she re-
moved her patient therefore, with all his
housebold chattels, to a more convenient
apartment behind, which commanded an
uninterrupted view of the country. This
done, she returned fiome to her cottage
for warmmilk and other wholesome pro-.
visions ; and, in short, before the morn-
ing dawn, succeeded in making the ob
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ject of her compassion as comfortable as
circumstances wouldallow. It was some
days before her tender treatment, together
with the medicine she brought from the
town, had their due effect; but at length
Carl Benzel began to open his eyes, and
take cognisance of the things around bim,

Dr, ADAM CLARKE.

The following is an account of the re-
ception Dr. Adam Clarke met with at
Kingswood School, where he went under
the auspices ofthe celebrated Wesley.

The next morning early, Aug. 25th,
he left the inn, and walked to Kings-
wood, and got thither about seven o’clock
when the preaching in the chapel was
about to commence, He entered with
the crowd.

The preaching being ended, A.C. in-
quired of a young lad, whom he suppos-
ed to be one of the scholars, if Mr. Simp-
son (the head master) was at home?
Being informed that he was, he begged
leave to see him, he was introduced, and
delivered Mr. Wesley’s letter. Mr. S.
appeared surprised ; and said, “ He had
heard nothing of it, and that they bad no
room in the school for any one ; that Mr.
Wesley was now in Cornwall, but was
expected in a fortnight;’ and added,
¢ You must go back to Bristol, and lodge
there till he comes.” These were all
appalling tidings! Adam had travelled
several hundred miles both by sea and
land in quest of a chimerical Utopia and
Garden of Paradise, and now all his hopes
were in a moment crushed to death.
With a heart full of distress Adam ven-
tured to say, ©Sir, I cannot go back to
Bristol, I have expended all my money,
and have nothing to subsist on.” Mr.
8. said, ¢ Why should you come to Kings-
wood 1 it is only for preachers’ children,
or for such preachers as cannot read
their bible ; and it appears from this in-
formation, that you have already been
at a classical school, and that you bave
read both Greek and Latin authors.’
Adanm said, ‘Iam come to improve my-
self in various ways by the advantages
which I understood Kingswood could af-
ford.” Mr. S. replied, that, ¢ [t was not
necessary; if you are already a preach-
er, you had better go out into the work
at large, for there is no room for you in
the school, and not one spare bed in the
house.” It was now with his poor
heart—

Hel mibi! quaata de spe decidi!

The rest I shall givein A. C.’s own words:
¢ Atlast it was agreed that there was a
spare room in the end of the chapel,
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where I might lodge till Mr. Wesley
should come from Cornwall; and that [
maust stay in that room, and not come into
the house. I was accordingly shewn
to the place,and was told one of the maids
ahouldp bring me my daily foodat the due
times. As soon as I was left alone, I
kneeled down and poured out my soul to
God with strong crying and tears. [ was
a stranger in a strange land, and, alas !
among strange peo?le, utterly friendless
and pennyless. I felt also that I was not
at liberty, but only to run away. This, I
believe, would have been grateful to the
unfeeling people into whose hands | had
fallen. Bat I soonfound why I was thus
cooped up in my prison-house. Mr. S.
that day took an opportunity to tell me
that Mrs. 8. suspected that I might have
the itch, as many persons coming from
my country had {this was excellent from
Scotch people, for suchthey both were];
and that they could not let me mingle
with the family. I immediately tore open
my waistcoat and shirt, and shewed him
a skin as white and as clean as ever had
come across the Tweed ; but all to no
purpose ; “It might be cleaving some-
where to me,. and they could not be sa-
tisfled till I had rubbed myself, from head
to foot, with a box of Jackson’s itch oint-
ment, which should be procured for me
next day !”* It was only my stropg hold
of God that kept me from distraction.
But to whom could I make my complaint?
Earthly refuge I bad none. It is utterly
impossible for me to describe the feel-
ings, [ may justly say the agony, of my
mind. [ surveyed my apartment; there
was a wretched old bureau wainscot bed-
stead, not worth ten shillings, and a
flock bed, and suitable bed-clothes, worth
not much more. But the worst was, they
were very scanty, and the weather was
cold and wet. There was one rusb-bot-
tomed chair in the place, and besides
these, neither carpet on the floor nor at
the bedside, nor any other kind of fur-
nitare. There was no book, not even a
bible, in the place; and my own box,
withmy clothes and a few books, was be-
hind at the Lamb Inn at Bristol; and I
had not even a change of linen. Of this
I informed them, and begged them to let
the man (as I found he went in with a
horse and small cart three times a week)
bring out my box to me. To this request,
often and earnestly reg(e,ated, I got no .
definite answer ; but no box was brought.
Jackson’s ointment was brought, it is
true ; and with this infernal unguent I
was obliged to anoint myself before a
large fire (the first and last [ saw while I
remained there), which they had ordered
to be lighted for the purpose. In this
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state, smelling worse than a polecat, 1
tumbled with a heavy heart and stream-
ing eyes into my worthless bed. The next
morning the sheets had taken from my
body, as far as they came in contact with
it, the unabsorbed parts of this tartareous
compound ; and,the, smell, of them-and
myself was almost insupportable.” The
woman that brought my gread and milk
for breakfast, for dinner, and for supper,
—for generally I had nothing else, and

. not enough of that—I begged to let me

have a pair of clean sheets. It was in
vain ; no clean clothes of any kind were
afforded me ; { was left to make my own
bed, and sweep my own room, and empty
my own basin, &c. &c. as [ pleased!
For more than three weeks, no soul per-
formed any kind act for me. And as they
did not give orders tothe manto bring
out my box, I was left without a change
of any kind, till the Thursday of the se-
cond week, when I asked permission to
go out of my prison-house to Bristol for
my box ; which being granted, 1 walked
to Bristol and carried my box on my
head more than four miles, withont any
kind of assistance !

The Doctor being one day in company
with the late Dr. Letsom, of London, the
conversation turning on the resuscitation
of persons apparently dead from drown-
ing ; Dr. L. said, < Of all that I have
seen restored, or questioned afterwards,
I never found one who had the smallest
recollection of any thing that passed
from the moment they went under water,
till the time in which they were restored
to life and thought,” Dr. Clarke an-
swered : “Dr. L. | knew a case to the
contrary.” ‘¢ Did you, indeed I  Yes,
Dr. L,, and the case was my own ; I was
once drowned”—and then related the cir-
cumstances : and added, ‘I saw my
danger, but thought the mare would swim
and 1 knew I could ride; when we were
overwhelmed, it appeared to me that I
had gone to the bottom with my eyes
open. At first [ thought I saw the bottom
clearly, and then felt neither apprehen-
sion nor pain ;—on the contrary, [ felt
as if 1 had been in the most -delightful
situation ; my mind was tranquil and
uncommonly happy ; 1felt as if in Para-
dise, and yet [ do not recollect that I saw
any person; the impressions of happi-
ness seemed not to be derived from any
thing around me, but from the state of my
mind: and yet I bad a general appre-~
hension of p{easing objects; and I can-
not recollect that any thing appeared de-
fined, nor did my eye take in any object,
only 1 had a general impression of a
green colour, such as of flelds or gardens ;
but my happiness did not erise from

these, but appeared to consist merely in
the t uil, indescribably tranquil state
of my mind. By and by, 1 seemed to
awake as out of a slumber, and felt un-
utterable pain, and difficulty of breath-
ing; and now I found I had been carried
by a strong wave, and left in very shal-
low water upon the shore; and the pain
I felt was occasioned by the air once
more inflating my lungs, and producing
respiration. How long I had been un-
der water [ cannot tell ; it may, however
be guessed at by this circumstance :—
when restored to the power of reflection,
I'looked for the mare, and saw her walk-
ing leisurely down shore towards home ;
then about half a mile distant from the

lace where we were submerged. Now

aver. 1. That in being drowned I felt
no pain. 2. That I did not for a simple
moment lose my consciousness. 3. I felt
indescribably happy, and though dead,
as to the total suspension of all the fanc-
tions of life, yet | felt no pain in dying;
and 1 take for granted from this circom-
stance, those who die by drowning feel
no pain; and that probably it is the
easiest of all deaths. 4. That I felt no
pain till once more exposed to the action
of the atmospheric air; and then I felt
great pain and anguish in returning to
life: which auguish, bad I continued
under water, I should have never felt.
5. That animation must have been total-
ly suspended from the time I must have
been under water ; which time might be
in some measure ascertained by the dis-
tance the mare was from the place of
my submersion, which was at least half a
mile, and she was not, when I first obser-
ved her, making any speed. 6. Whether
there were any thing preternataral in my
escape, | cannot tell; or whether a
ground swell had not in a merely na-
taral way borne me to the shore, and the
retrocession of the tide, (for it was then
ebbing), left me exposed to the open air,
Icannot tell. My preservation must have
been the effect of natural causes; and
yet it appears to be more rational to at-
tribute it to a superior agency. Here then,
Dr. L. isa case widely different, it ap-
pears, from those you have witnessed ;
and which argues very little for the mo-
dish doctrine of the materiality of the
soul.” Dr. Letsom appeared puzzled
with this relation, but did not attempt to
make any remarks on it, Perhaps the
subject itself may not be unworthy of the
consideration of some of our minute phi-
losophers.

The doctor, speaking of a gun which
had killed three persons, one of them a
Lieutenant Church, says—

“ Shortly after Lieutenant Church re-
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o hiE'sq‘ lemen o vicy Tor
urel ., & gentleman of very large
emh,’ was killed by a fall from bis
- horse. . Previously to-these two disasters,
- strange noises were heard in the mansion~
- house called the Grove. The doors were
sald to have opened and shut of them-
- gelves ; sometimes'all'the  pewter dishes,
.&c. on the dresser in the kitchen were
so violently agitated as to appear to have
been thrown down on the flsor, though
nothing.was moyed from its place. Some-
times heavy treading was-heard where no
human being was ; and often, as if a per-
-son had fallen at whole length on the
floor above the kitchen! A. C. sat up
one whole night in that kitchen, during
.Lieatenant Church’s indisposition, and
..most. distinctly beard the above noises,
1shortly before Mr. G. Church was killed
by the fall from his horse. Afier the death
of the two brothers, these noises were
heard nomore!-What was the cause of
- the noises was neverdiscovered. While
on the subject of omens, it may not be
improper to notice the opinion concern-
ing fairies, then so prevalent in that
country. It is really astonishing how
many grave, sober, sensible,and even re-
- ligious people, have united in asserting
the fact of their existence! and even
from their own personal knowledge, as
having seen, or heard, or conversed with
them! Ata near neighbour’s, according
tothe report of the family, was their
principal rendegvous in that country.
The good woman of the house declared
in the most solemn manner to Mrs. Clarke
.that a number of those gentlepeople,as.
- she termed them, -occasionally frequented
her house ;. that they often conversed
with her, one of them putting its hand on
her eyes, during the time, which hands -
she represented, from the seusation she
had, to be about the size of those of a
child of four or five years of age! This
good woman with her whole family, were
worndown with the visits, conversations,
&c. &c. of these generally invisible gen-
try. Their lives were almost a burthen
to them 3 and they had little prosperity in
their secular affairs. But these accounts
were not confined to them; the whole
neighbourhood was full of them, and the
belief was general, if not universal. From
the natural curiosity of A. C. it needs
not to be wondered that he wished to see
matters of this sort. He and his brother
frequently supposed that they heard
- noises and music altogether unearthly.
Often they have remarked, that small
fires bad been kindled over night in places
where they knew there were none the
preceding day ; and at such sights it was
msual for them to say to each other. ¢ The
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fairies have been here last night.” What-
soever may be said of such imaginings
and sights, though not one in a million
may have even the shadow of truth, yet
sober proofs of the existence of a spiritual
world should not be lightly regarded. We
may ridicule suchaccounts, till the Holy
Scriptures themselves may come in for
their share of infidel abuse.”

ON DanciNGg.—When about twelve or
thirteen years of age, I learned to dance.
llong resisted all solicitations to this
employment ; but at last 1 soffered my-
self to be overcome, and learnt and pro-
fited beyond most of my fellows. I grew
passionately fond of it; would scarcely
walk but in measured time, and was con-
stantly tripping, moving, and shufiling,
in;all times and places. Ibegan now to
value myself, which, as far as I can re-
collect, 1 had never thought of before.,
I grew impatient of control, was fond of
cowpany, wished to mingle more than I
bad ever done with young people. I got
also a ion for better clothing than
that which fell to my lot in life, was dis-
contented when I found a neighbour’s
son dressed better than myself. 1 lost the
spirit of subordination, did not-love work,
imbibed a spirit of idleness, and in short
drank in all the brain-sickening efflavia
of pleasure. Dancing and company took
the place of reading and study ; and the
authority of my parents was feared in-
deed, but not respected ; and few serious
impressions could prevail in a mind im-
bued now with frivolity, and the love of
pleasure, Yetl entered.into no disre-
putable assembly, and in no ome case
ever kept any improper company. Iform-
ed no illegal connexion, nor associated
with any whose characters were either
tarnished or suspicious. Nevertheless,
dancing was to me a perverting influence
-~an unmixed moral evil ; for although,
by the mercy of God, it led me not to de-
pravity of manners, it greatly weakened
the moral principle, drowned the voice
of a well instructed conscience, and was
the first cause of impelling me to seek my
happiness in this life. Every thing yield-
ed to the disposition it had produced,and
every thing was absorbed by it. [have
it justly in abhorrence for the. moral in-
juryitdidme; and I can testify (as far
as my own observations have extended,
and they have had a pretty wide range),
I have known it to produce the same evil
in others that it produced in me.. I con-
sider it, therefore, as a branch of that
worldly education, which leads from hea-
ven to earth—from things spiritual to
things sensual, and from God to Satan.
Let them plead for it who will ; I know
itto be evil, and that only. They who
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bring up their children in this way, or
send them to those schools where dan-
cing is taught? are consecrating them to
the service of Moloch, and cultivating
the passions, 8o as to cause them to bring
‘forth the weeds of a fallen nature with
an additional rankness; /deep{rooted in-
.veteracy, and inexhaustible fertility.
Nemo svbrius saltat, “ no man in his
- senses will dance,” said Cicero, a heath-
en; shame on those Christians who ad-
vocate a cause by which many sons have
become profligate, and many daughters
-have been ruined.”
From Life of Dr. Adam Clarke.

MASTERS AND SERVANTS.

THE late Lord J—e, who was killed

. in the neighbourhood of Vienna, by an
accident, when at Oxford engaged a mas-
ter to teach him drawing; for tuition,
drawing-box, and other materials, a bill
was presented to his lordship by the art-
tist, when he said, % Give the bill, sir,
tomy servant; I never pay bills myself.”’
The creditor urged, that a servant could
not possibly be competent to judge of the
correctness of his charges. His lordship
rejoined, that he would not get his money
through any other channel. Some days
subsequently to this conversation, the
servant came to discharge the account,

insisting, at the same time, on a deduc-.

tion of ten per cent, saying that it was
an understanding between himself and
‘his master, that he should demand that
sum from all with whom they dealt; and
that, in consequence, his master paid
him no wages. This sapient lord could

not see, that in such an arrangement,

he was paying his servant treble wages.

"But what are we to think of the honesty

- of aman who could condescend to- adopt
such a mode of engaging a servant? If
there are many masters like my Lord
J—e, it could not be a matter of surprise
that there should be dishonest under-
lings. That servants are dishonest gene-
rally, and that, too, through the mediuin
of tradesmen, will not be denied by any
observer of the times, and the events
springing out of them.

* I,some time since, out of commisera-
tive feeling for a discharged butler, en-
tered into a correspondence with Lady
M—e. The man had been in her family
for seven years, and had faithfully served
her, which she was ready to acknowledge
but on one occasion was represented to
her as having been somewhat inebriated ;
for this he was dismissed, and although
known to her ladyship to be a sober man
all through his long service, yet she
ocould never be prevailed on to motice

- estate amounted
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any application of his for a character,
He remained three years out of employ,
and, at length, being redaced to a state
of desperation, he committed suicide.
Does her ladyship ever repeat the pray-
er——

The merey I to others shew,
‘That mercy show tome }”

One more instance of meanness. A
servant of the Duke of N—'s father and
grandfather was lefi a legacy of 20I. by
each of them, for his good conduct whilst
in their families, but which was never
paid.  After the lapse of some years, the
servant, who had subsequently embarked .
in trade, through a series of unavoidable
losses, failed; when a gentleman, an
accountant in the city, who was told of
the individual’s claim, wrote a letter 1o
the Duke of ——, urging payment of the
legacies. He replied, and gave as a
reason: for non-payment, that if he dis-
charged this claim under the ancestor's
bequests, that other legatees would come
in with their demands, and with which
he was not disposed to comply. A few
months since, understanding that this
person was now the -only surviving le-
gatee but one, and he baving again met
with heavy afflictions in his domestic
affairs, | took up the case, and addressed
two letters to hisgrace. Inthe first [ set
forth the justness of his claim, and the
unfortunate situation of the claimant ; in
the second, I placed the matter before him
as one of charity, and offered him testi:
monies ofthe individual's character and
good reputation from all the respectable
tradespeople resident in the same neigh-
bourhood with him for years past. To
neither ‘of these appeals to his grace's
feelings have | had a reply. How differ-
ent has been the conduct ofanother really
‘noble duke, the Duke of P—! On the
death of his parent, the claims on the
to 60,000l., most of
which could not legally be enforced ;
yet he promptly discharged the whole to
the uttermost farthing, saying, the good
fame and the will of his father was ag
dear to him as his own. In conclusion,
on this person’s case and situation
being made known by letter to the last-
mentioned duke, he, on return of post,
not only commiserated his sitnation, but
enclosed a 204 note to relieve his neces-
sities.—Fraser's Mag.

Table Talk.

ANECDOTE OF THE LATE BisHor or
Durnam.—In the year 1806 the bishop
published a charge, entitled the ¢ Grounds
of Separation between the Churches of
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England and Rome.” It is carefolly
and judiciously written, and negatives
most completely the position many have
assumed, that the bishop’s intellect was
narrow, and his attainments limited. It
was assailed by many scribblers of the
day, and amongst others;  with singular
violence by a Roman- Catholic, - named
. This gentleman fell, towards the
close of his life, into circamstances of
extreme indigence. By some accident
his situation became known to the bi-
shop. ¢ He is a man of learning, and
must be cared for,” was his prompt re-
ply. It was no passing emotion of the
moment, easily uttered, and as easily for-
gotten. It was acted upon; for by the
bishop’s bounty (the man whose motives
and intellect he had so grossly impug-
ned) was Mr. —— supported for many
years, and buried. The name of his
benefactor was concealed from him to
the very last; nor did the bishop himself
ever intend the circumstance to be
known, Yet he could mark his sense of
ingratitude, and more than once evinced
the keenness with which he could detect
instances where his bounty had been
abused. A young artist had painted for
him a picture, for which he was liberally
paid. He had no patron but the bishop,
who, seeing indications of talent about
him, protected and fostered him, till he
rose to considerable eminence in his pro-
fession. Ib the zenith of his fame the
prelate reminded him of his early effort,
and expressed a wish that the artist
would re-touch it, and make a trifling
alteration in the fore-ground, which the
bishop suggested. The artist assented,
and the picture was sent to his house.
When finished, it was returned to his
lordship, with the inquiry, if he was
satisfled with the alteration 1"’ ¢ Perfect-
ly,Mr. ——, What am I in your debt?"?
* Twenty guineas, my lord.” (The ori-
ginal cost of the little landscape was
five) The bishop, without a comment,
wrote a cheque for the amount, and hand-
ed it in silence to the painter. “Iam
mach obliged to you, my lord.” I
agree with you, sir, in opinion,” replied
his lordship, with a bow, which told the
painter their intimacy and intercourse
were ended.

ANECDOTE OF PRINCE GEORGE- OF
CaMBRIDGE. — Playing one day alone
with the young Count L. in the principal
drawing-room of the palace, they heed-
lessly upset and destroyed a very costly
piece of- bijouterie, which the duchess
had expressely charged them neither to
touch nor approach. On her return, her
royal highness discovered the accident,
and demanded how it had happened.
¢ I, said Prince George, stepping boldly

forward, ¢“1 did it, mamma.” On being
subsequently asked why he had taken
the entire blame on himself, when his
companion was equally implicated, be
replied—*¢ Because I was the eldest, and
ought to be punished most ; and because,”
bhe added, “I looked in L.’s face, and
thought he was about to deny it, and to
say what was not true !”

Oriain or Using Boats ror CARrrY-
iNne Hgeavy Weiear.—A remarkable
instance of natural strength of mind and
of untutored genius occured as connected
with the building of Dover Harbour.
The conveyance of the stone from Folke
stone was found to be very expensive,for
in those non-march-of-intellect days, it
was thought that land-carriage was the
only means of conveyance for a heavy
material like stone. A poor Fisherman,
named Young, who was perfectly inno-
cent of all axioms of natural philosophy
and the specific gravity of bodies, con-
ceived, however, that water might be
rendered serviceable to their views, in
being made to convey even these large
and heavy substances. His first experi-
ment would have delighted the heart of
Dr. Wollaston, it was on a scale so small
and dapper. He tried- whether a heavy
body, like stone, could be borne up by
water ; and if it could, what quantity
would float in half a walnut-shell. Find-
ing his idea correct, he next tried the
experiment in an egg-shell, and then in
asmallboat. The truth of his supposi-
tion being now proved , he communicated
his success to Sir John Thompson, who
acted as chief engineer,and who saw the
vast benefit he should derive from it,
both in a saving of labour and expense.
He, therefore, ordered a large vessel,
which they called agabboth, to be built
immediately ; and so pleased was the
King with the ingenuity of Young, that
he ordered him to receive a pension of
four-pence & day for life.

Vanity CHeckep. — The following
is an instance of Mr. Hall’s manner of
checking inordinate vanity. A preacher
of this character having delivered a
sermon in his hearing, pressed him
with a disgusting union of self-com-
Klacency and indelicacy, to state what

e thought of the sermon. Mr. Hall
remained silent for some time, hop-
ing that his silence would be rightly
interpreted ; but this only caused the
question to be pressed with greater
earnestness. Mr. Hall, at length, said
‘““There was one very flne passage,
sir.”” ¢ [ am rejoiced to hear you say
8o. Pray sir, which was it ¥""—* Why
sir, it was the passage from the pulpit
to the vestry.”’—Dr Gregory's Memoiv of
Robdert Hall.
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THE LAST OF THE BURNINGS.*
A NORWICH RECORD.
By Edward Lancaster.

On the summit of a gently rising
ground whose foot was kissed by the
greatriver Ouse, there stood, in the year
17—, a small cottage of a wild and ro-
mantic appearance, almost covered by a
variety of wild creeping plants, so that
little of the primitive stracture remained
open to view, and, but for the smoke
which tranquilly ascended from the chim-
ney, few persons would have discovered
its existence. The occupants were an
aged and widowed female, und her son,
in his twenty-second year, a fisherman.
His father, Luke Dangerfield, had been
in tolerably wealthy circamstances, and
Paul, the son, received an education
which might have fitted him for a higher
station in life; but sad reverses reduced
the old man’s finances very low, and en-
tering the navy, he was slain in the
wars, Panl Dangerfleld, by the most
unflinching industry as a labourer, ga-

® From the Lady’s Mag.
Vor. XI.

See page <0

thered together a sufficient sum of money
to purchase a fishing-boat, in conjunction
with an old schoolfellow and compa-
nion, Mark Inderling. He formed the
resolution of toiling night and day, un-
til his mother was placed beyond the
blighting influence of poverty, and he de-
termined to soothe her declining years
by all the affection which a son could be-
stow. A steady adherence to these prin-
ciples made Paul become a great favour-
ite with the inhabitants of Lynn, his
neighbouring town, and no fish was deem-
ed half so good as that which came from
his net.

Mark .Inderling was a mild good bu-
moured young man, similarly circom~
stanced with Paul, having to support his
parents, who were prevented by age from
pursuing any laborious avocation. His
was an every-day character. His good
qualities were dormant, nnless stimulated
by an example, and he might then perse-
vere in a good course; whilst Paul, al-
though generally the first in forming fe-
solves, was of & vacillating turn.

The friends were one evening return-
ing with the produce of their day’s labour,
and the wind being leenard they hoisted

284
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sail and tranquilly watched the sun sink-
ing in crimson glory below the waters.
Paul was, nevertheless, soon weary of
this magnificent sight, and though - he
might bave taken a transient pleasnre in
gazing on the scene before him, yet he
would gladly have left it for a more bust-
ling occupation.

. “ Youseem vexed, brother Paul,” re-
marked Inderling, observing thé¢ impa-
tience which sat upon his brow.

¢ Like enough,” returned Dangerfield;
“I’m tired of this bhumdrum work.”
Then, with a sudden transition of man-
ner which frequently characterised his
conversation, he added, in a cheerful
tone, ¢ There’ll be choice sport in
town to-morrow.”

¢ Allthe better for those who can en-

joy it; but what do you allude to " said
Mark.
. % Why, what else but the fair, to be
sure. Wont to-morrow be the feast of St.
Margaret, the day appointed as one of
fun and jollity 1", .

““ True, 1 recollect mnow;” rejoined
Mark ; ““but whatis that to us, Paul,
who cannot spare a day from labour

« Tl tell yon what, Mark,” returned

Dangerfield, ¢ to-day’s draoght will put
a few bright shillings into my pouch, and
if that won’t carry me through a few
hours without work, I’ll never cast net
more.”

‘¢ I should say spend it and be jolly,
if no one depended upon you ; but what
will your mother do? She must not starve,
and the next day, Sanday, you will lose
two days by not attending the nets to-
morrow.”

¢ If the whole town starve, I’I1 not miss
the fair to-morrow,” said Paul decisively,
and wishing for Mark's countenancing
his idleness, he drew a forcible picture
of the pleasure 10 be enjoyed in going,
and concluded with an awful insinuation

‘that, if his more prudent companion re-

mained behind, he should consider mean-
ness and avarice the cause of his ab-
sence,

‘Inderling, a little nettled, mused for
some moments, and said, “To speak the
truth, Paul, [n as eager to be there as
yourself; yet I can’t, with a good con-
science, without leaving something to
make the old folks at home comfortable:
so I'll goto Master Anderson, the sail-
waker, and if he-will give me a job, I’ll
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sit up all night, and fake my pleasure to-
morrow .instead.”

Paul, thus outshone in filial piety, bit
his lip; but false pride prevented him
from following the good precept, and he
carelessly closed the conversation by
laughingly designating\Inderling, - 4 a
steady old flle.” Dangerfield’s fanlts
and excellences sprang alike from a thirst
after pre-eminence. He was one of those
daring spirits which ever love to be fore-
most ; but the basis of his feelings was
self-gratification, and that which contri~
buted most.towards it became for a time
his darling passion. When his father
died, he heard so many instances of acts
performed by sons for their widowed
mothers® sakes, that he became ambitious
to excel them all, in order to hear the
pleasing notes of flattery sounded in his
ears. Hence a sudden transition from
inactivity to action. The novelty of com-
aoendation wearing off, Paul’s restless
1mind sought some other field wherein to
display his pre-eminence, and none ap-

eared more available than that of wrest-

ing and other athletic exercises, which
the forthcoming fair would afford.

With these views, Paul Dangerfleld,
accompanied by his friend Mark Inder-
ling, proceeded to the fair; and after the
companions had successfully displayed
their prowess in several trials of strength,
accident led them to a marquee, where
the two prettiest girls in Lynn were dan-
eing, in company with their rustic swains
and relatives. Our heroes dearly loved
-a beautiful face ; and it was not long ere
they secared the hands of the attractive
creatores for-the next set. - Dangerfield’s
partner was:u lovely girl, two years his
junior in age. and datighter 'to a respect-
“able widow, named . Howard, who kept
an ion in the town, She had hitherto
passed through life as a butterfly does'a
summer’sday,.and had never yet expe-
rienced rankling care. Surrounded by
none but friends, and nurtured by a
cheerful and irdulgent mother, not only
was she perfectly happy, but possessed
the fascinating art of imparting a portion
of such happiness to all who shared her
‘society, how' melancholy soever they
might previously be, No miracle, then,
that Paul soon became animated with re-
ciprocal sensations ; aud, as he warked
the arch yet innocent glances that shot
mirthfally from her light blue eye, and
listened to -the notes of a voice which
breathed nought but melody, he thought
she would form a compenion ten thou-
sand times preferable to his loue, grief-
worn,arid, elas! neglected mother.  On
theother hand, Lucy, for that was her
name, suffered a smile of gratitication
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to play unrepressed upon her vermeil
lip, whilst attending to the little expres-
sions of gallantry whispered by her part-
ner; and she permitted him to lead her
to aseat when they had gone through the
prescribed number of dances together, ra-
ther'than dance with any other partner.

Inderling, too, found his an equally
attractive choice, and in some respects
superior. Cecilia Bentley, the charming
creature in question, belonged to that
order of beauties emphatically termed
angelic: and a dignity of sonl, an acute-
ness of observation, softened by a purity
of'sentiment. were so forcibly depicted
upon each lovely feature, that she might
have equally served as a model for
Juno, Pallas, or Diana. She had been
reared and educated by a maiden lady of
oonsiderable property, who always ex-
pressed an intention of providing band-
somely for her protege, until a young
fortune-hunting adventurer was lucky
enough to persuade the old lady to change
her name, upon which Miss Bentley was
restored, without any ceremony, to her
parents,

With enow of accomplishments to en-
sure her, by exercising them, a moderate
independence, and sufficient girlish good
humour to enjoy the harmless amusements
of the middle classes, Cecilia rejoiced
rather than repined at her emancipation
from the formalities that had hitherto re-
strained her natural flow of spirits, and
she hailed her entrance into the arena of
life with. an enthusiasm equal to that
-displayed by a traveller returning from
the ice-bound regions:oef the morth,
when first he bursts upon the enchant-
ing beauties of a verdure-clad land-
scape. .The father of Miss Bentley had
-been master of a king’s ship ; but ow=-
ing to wounds which disabled him, he
retired on a ion to his native town,
where, with assistance of his wife’s
needle, he contrived to support exist-
ence, until his daughter was once more
with hin to add to his comforts.

But to retarn. Dancing ¢éontinued
until nearly ten o'clock, whén, by some
accident, a part of the tent caught fire;
and, .although the flames were imme-
diately extinguished, .it gave our heroes
an opportunity of displaying their zeal
in providing . for the safety of their
partners, who, becoming separated, by
this means, from those who had accom-
panied them to the fair, gladly acoept-
ed .the young men's. offer of seeing
them* home in safety. This circun-
stance speedily led to a friendship .be-
‘tween the parties, and, in another yeat,
that intimacy ripened into love. The
estimation in which Dangerfield wus



20

held, induced Mrs. Howard to give a
ready assent to his petition for ber
daughter’s hand : nor was Inderling
less successful, as his father had been
mate in the same vessel in which Bent-
ley had served, and the veterans re-
joiced in the prospect of cementing their
old friendship by an union between
- their children. Mark was thus render~
ed as happy as he could wish to be;
his days were, ‘as heretofore, spent on
the deep; but at evening he delighted
in devoting a part of that time, which
he had usually allotted for rest, to the
service of his affectionate Cecilia. Paul,
on the contrary, soon forsook his in-
dustrious courses ; the prospect of suc-
ceeding to the possession of the widow
Howard's inn rendered him careless of
the present, and too confident in the
fature. Much of his time was spent
in habits of dissipation ; and taking ad-
vantage of his good repute with the
townspeople, he borrowed several sums
of money, which he squandered in vi-
cious pursuits. His benefactors, not long
blind to these circumstances, became ri-
gorous in their demands for repayment ;
and, in consequence, the frankness which
formerly gained him golden opinions,
now me audacity; his courage, bru-
tality ; so that he daily lost that esteem
more and more, which it had been so
mauch his ambition to endeavour to ac-
quire. .
Amid all this, the fond confiding Lucy
still remained faithful. Her own inno-
cence prevented her from suspecting the
absence of it in Dangerfield, and she lis-
tened to his vows of love with sensations
of unmingled delight. It is true, she
perceived many of his irregularities, and
deeply deplored them; but where is the
girl who will not find excuses for a lover ?
She reflected upon his youth——upon the
loneliness of his situation, and indulged
the fond delusive hope, that when they
were united, he would again become an
ornament to the sphere in which he moved.
¢ He will, then,” she inwardly exclaimed,
‘‘ redeem his promise to sacrifice every
fancied enjoyment for my happiness, and,
insodoing, permanentlysecure hisown!”
Mrs. Howard, however, who knew more
of human nature than Lucy, marked with
strong dissatisfaction Paul’s gradual de-
generacy, and determined to rescue her
much-loved child from the dreadful lot
which seemed to await her should she
become his wife. He was one evening
seated near Lucy, filling her ear with
delusive promises of amendment, when
Mrs. Howard entered the room unper-
ceived, and paused awhile before she
advanced.
/’
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¢ But why not, dear Paul,’’ said Lacy,
‘“ why not at once break the trammels
which your own misdirected ambition
has imposed upon you, and content your=
self with being what you once were,
rather than be the admired and feared
leader of a dissolute society 1"

‘¢ Sweet !’ replied Paul, gently, ¢ These
things must be effected by degrees. The
mioral man may affect to despise my pre-
sent pursuits; yet, were I suddenly to
abandon them, I should be scorned as a
half-repentant driveller, who was only
sorry for the distinguished eminence he
had attained in—in folly, because his
talents were insufficient to maintain it.
No, no, Lucy—all will be well, but we
must await its own good time first.”

¢ All must be well, and that instantly,
or Lucy shall never be yoars,” said Mrs.
Howard, advancing.

Paul’s eye flashed fire; but suddenly
assuming a milder deportment, he replied,
*¢ 8o be it then, madam ; for Lucy’s sake
I submit, and bid at once good night te
all riotous enjoyments.’ )

“ And return to your usual avocations "
added Mrs. Howard with a searching
look.

¢ Oh yes, certainly—by all means !
replied Dangerfleld quickly, in evident
confusion.

‘¢ Of course, in continued partnership
with Mark Inderling?”

“To be sure I will, madam,” said Paul,
peevishly.

“ Dangerfield, you would deceive me,”
said Mrs. Howard, calmly but indig-
nantly—¢¢ Have you not sold your share
of the boat to Mark ; and, in addition,
wrung from the young man's generosity
a considerable portion of his hard-earned
gains? How then can you expect—"

‘“ No more questions!” interrupted
Paul, with impatience: ¢ if I am his
debtor he shall be faithfully repaid. But
enough of this nonsense! Lucy, my love,
fill me a glass of brandy.”

‘“ Lucy, retire immediately to bed!”
exclaimed Mrs. Howard. ‘¢ Paul needs
no liquor, and you shall no longer con-
verse with him.”

“ Oh mother, I can’t leave you thus!”
cried Lucy, bursting into tears: ¢‘ he will
reclaim his errors,—I am sure he will!
Say so, Paul; my mother cannot disbe-
lieve you.” The sobs which had impeded
her utterance would not permit hertosay
more, and Dangerfield was about to speak,
when Mrs. Howard, faking Lucy’s hand,
gently led her to the door, and said, in a

lacid yet resolute tone, ‘1 can easily
E:rgive this disobedience, because it is
your first offence of the kind, but be care-
ful not to repeat it. Go (o your own

J
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room, my child, and depend upon it that
1 am only considering your future peace.
God bless you, Lucy! Good night.”
‘With these words, she imprinted an af-
fectionate kiss upon her cheek, and closed
the door ere further remonstrance coald
be offered.

_““Am I to look) upon/this as & premey
ditated insult, madan ¥"* said Paul, start-
ing from his seat gs Lucy departed.

¢ Look upon it as a sign of my altered

opinion concerning you, sir,” returned

Mrs. Howard: ¢‘ your own wickedness
has occasioned this; and to your own
reflections I leave you to find out the
remedy.”

¢ Stay, Mrs, Howard !”* cried Danger-
fleld, catching ber hand; ‘¢ stay but for
one moment, I implore you, and tell me
that this separation from Lucy is not in-
tended to be final!”

It is final,” said Mrs. Howard.—
¢ You surely cannot imagine me so lost
to the duties of a mother, as to suffer her
to marry a wan whose wmisconduct in
every way proves him 80 unworthy of a
virtuous girl1”

“ And is there no way—none in the
world, to turn aside your resolve 1" asked
the agitated young man.

“ Yes; [ will propose one.—~From the
Eroﬁts of my business I have saved five

undred pounds for Lucy : reform your
conduct, amass an equal sum, and she is
still yours.”

“Five hundred pounds!™ vociferated
Paul : ““ as well bid a coal-pit yield the
produce of an Indian mine. How, in the
name of Heaven,am I to raise such a
sum "’ Bat he spoke to the walls, for
Mrs. Howard had left the room. The
feelings with which he also quitted it
were those of anger, hatred, and revenge.
‘What little of remorse Dangerfield might
bave felt now vanished, like a sand hillock
in a brisk breeze. He plunged nearer
than ever into the whirlpool of destrac-
tion, and, in the delirium which its eddies
occasioned, lost all reflection upon con-
sequences. In vain did his widowed
mother represent her distressed state to
him ; in vain did recollections of Lucy
flit across his brain ; and in vain did his
bosom friend, Mark Inderling, urge him
to resist the further inroads of vice. Paul
vauntingly exclaimed that he would brave
every danger, and he hastened to support
the empty bravado with large quantities
of ardent spirits. Yet it was rather
amongst his dissolute companions, than
to those who once respected him, that
these boasts were made; and it was not
until by repeated and desperate efforts

¢he repre every latent germ of better
feeling, that he stood forth the uncloaked
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—the naked villain, who professed to
pursue orime for the” sole purpose of
proving himself a master in her ways!—
Having one evening committed a breach
of the peace, Dangerfield was confined
in the cage with several of his associates,
and in the morning carried before a ma-
gistrate, After a long examination most
of the young men were committed, for
different terms, to prison. On account of
previous good character Paul W;l sull':red
to depart, upon paying a trifling fine,
hute:i. of sogt%ingp,.this galled him to the
quick : his proud spirit could not brook
submitting to any punishment, however
lenient, and he vowed a bitter and deep
revenge, by outraging still further those
laws against which he had been the first
aggressor. To effect this he joined agang
of poachers, and soon signalised himself
by the same success which attended him
in all he undertook ; and so fascinated
was he with his new way of living, that
he used every persuasion to induce inder-
ling to adopt it also. His friend, hows
ever, was proof against his wiles: a
sense of duty served as an effectual safe-
guard; and, although he had too often
allowed Paul to lead him into trifling
irregularities, yet he never lost sight of
the path of rectitude. 8till he could not
summon fortitude entirely to forsake his
friend's society. There was a certain
blandishment in Dangerfleld’s wanners
which, had it received the polish of high
life, would have rendered him oune of
those accomplished villains who can
¢ smile, and murder while they smile.”
As it was, he was enabled to cast a spell
over his associates difficult to be shaken
off; and—but for his inclinations—his
talents would have enabled him to achieve
more, in the cause of virtue, than many
of those whose professionit is to teach it.
It seems surprising that a man, possessing
80 many natural advantages as Danger-
fleld, should pursue so ignoble a course.
But whether he served heaven or bell he
cared not, so long as his fellows placed
him at their head. We now proceed with
our narrative.

Lurking cautiously, one evening, near
the residence of a confederate, to whom
he always sold his game, a slender form
bastily passed by, which Paul instantly
recognised to be that of Lucy Howard.

< Lucy, Lucy !** he exclaimed, follow-
ing and catchin? ber hand; * have you
not one word of comfort for the heart-
broken outcast, Paul 1"

¢ Oh, heavens, Dangerfield ! is it
you 1" cried the gentle girl. ¢ This is
indeed cruel ;—you might at least have
suffered my sorrows to destroy my peace,
without further aggravation.”
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“ Unkind Lucy, thus to reproach one
who has 8o long been unable to see'you,”
seid Paul, with a tenderness which he
well knew how to assume, * But | fear
that I am already forgotten, and that the
arbitrary counsels of your mother have
had their effect.”

“You wrong me;  Paul—~indeed 'you
do; 1 think of you every ‘'moment of the
day, and when I sleep, it ig but to dream
that you are present,” returned Lucy, in
that tone of confiding gentleness ever
used by the innocent in breathing the se-
crets of affection.

¢ Is it truly sot Ah, how undeser-
ving I am of this kindness ! said Paul,
with a sigh.

¢ Undeserving, indeed,” rejoined
Lucy ; ¢ and I tremble to think of the
consequences of your wicked life—! do,
indeed, Paul!” Then giving vent to her
tears, she buried her face in her hands,
and sobbed forth, ¢ Oh, Paul! why did
you not try to deserve me, instead of ut-
terly casting yourselfaway 1”

¢Lucy, you madden me !” exclaimed
Dangerfield, with a mixture of despera-
tion and ferocity ; * but,” added he,
in a caliner voice. ‘ [ know you mean it
for my good. Follow, then, the task you
have begun—consent to be mine—for
once, be deaf to your tyrannical parent,
and your intentions will be answered. I
will then study to deserve you—will for~
sake every evil habit, so prosper me,
heaven !"’

¢ Jt is too late, and that very proposal
convinces me of its impessibility,” ex-
claimed Lacy, with peculiar energy ; and
starting from histouch, she added, ** Paul!
when you tempt me to forget a daughter’s
duty, you break for ever the tie which
binds us; farewell, till you know me
better ;”* and bounding forward, she was
lost in the darkness.

Dangerfield remained for some mo-
ments transfixed ; every bad passion he
possessed took possession of his heart ;
and with parched mouth, and burning
eye, he rushed furiously down the street.
On reaching the end, he was met by
Mark Inderling, who, cordially, extend-
ing his hand to greet him, said, ‘“ Whi-
ther bound in such haste ¥

¢ In quest of a friend,” said Paul,
exerting himselfto appear calm. ¢ Suffer
me to return your question—whither
bound 2

¢“To my own dear Cecilia,” replied
Mark, I am rather late to-night; but
the wind blew a cap-full, and I found
some trouble in steering safely.”

¢ Byethe bye,” observed Dangerfleld,
‘‘ we have of late been so much asunder,
that I don’t think I've ever put eyes upon
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your sweetheart sinice I first saw her at
the dance.” .
" “Indeed ! ther come along with me;
and you shall see her to-night. She’s a
sweet soul ! exclaimed Inderling. Paul
accepted the invitation, and, taking his
friend’s arm, walked moodily along till
they redched Cecilia’s residence. Mark
gently tapped, and they were immediately |
admitted. Nothing could surpass the
astonishment and admiration which thrill-

.ed the frame of Dangerfield when he look«

ed upon the superlative beauty of Cecilia
Bentley. Licy, whose principal charm
dwelt in aninnocent prettiness, faded in
the contrast ; and a flame—of passionaté
desire, rather than love—lit up a fierce
struggle in his bosom. Paul had, how-
ever, sufficient presence of mind to sup+
press those emotions; and he listened,
with well.assumed carelessness, to the
artless yet sensible conversation of Ce-
cilia, who, with a happy mixture of re-
serve and gaiety, put forth her.powers
of pleasing—unconscious of the charac-
ter of the man whom Mark had so thought-
lessly and injudiciously introduced as a
chosen friend.
To be continued in our mext.

MISERIES OF LARGE FEET.

A cock's-stride take, and ye will make
Pedestrian progress for time's sake.

To the Editor of the Olio.

SIR,~ Whether it is a privilege or not,
to be in the active possession of a large
pair of feet, is a -problem hardly worth
solution. But of this Iam quite .sure,
that many inconveniences, not to say
misfortunes, have occasioned me to la-
ment that Nature. had, in her distributions,
given me a pair of feet any wise than
‘l. smaller by degrees and beautifully
m ’

‘While yet I was very young in leading-
strings, the nurse upbraided me that my
ten toes were always in the way, that
stumbled over every thing, and sprawled
about the nursery in no measured lengths,
to the discomfiture of my parents’ domes~
tics. And, as regularly as the morning
eame, so constantly were my feet put in
penance, like those of Chinese females ;
and it was a mercy for me, whatever the
proud may think, to be ont at toe. What
with twisting and squeezing, and screv-
ing the © pretty shining moroccos’ on,
the tenor flute of my voice, and the nur-
sery girl’s cruel pettishness, sent forth a
¢ hue and cry,’ sure to keep the household
in agitation till my toes were compress-
ed into close communion. The growth!
of corn of various qualities were in little
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time prodaced, and long before § beeame
acquainted with the author of ¢ Pilgrim’s
Progress,” 1 was congratulated with the
personal visit of a bunnion, and was ad-
vised to go on a pilgrimage to Mecca to
get my soles hardened by the use of
patched peas. In my being éducated, as
soon as [ learned ¢Long Measure,” I
was pleased in finding twelve inches
made a foot, and hoped as ¢ Square Mea-
sure’ so far encouraged my views, I
should, in the attainment of manhood,
be a rival of my uncle Square Toes, the
quidnunc. Having once mentioned this
with shy exultation to the shoemaker,
who bad already brought me to feel
¢ where the shoe pinches,’ he heaved his
shoulders with a sigh of credulity, and,
slipping his measure outside my toe and
heel, said—** Ah, my dear youth, I hope
you will continue growing for years to
come, but—> ¢ Bat what? I inquired..
—* What, sir, you are a fine lad; and,
pity *tis—’tis true, will soon be a favour-

ite with ladieg, but—» “ Bat what 1"
-~ fear you will never be able to dance
on the ‘light fantastic toe.'”—¢ Non-
sense !™ 1 observed, and left master
snob in dudgeon. But, my good-natured
mamma called me back, and insisted on
Mr. Crispin making me an easy fit,
which proved like the predecessors be-
fitingly suited to cripple me. One
friend (a good-natured friend, of course)
said, I must bear my lot a few days, walk
a few miles, and have patience, or be
content to wear a seed-lip. Another ad-
vised me to have my shoes made with
long quarters, my feet would look
smaller ; but this advice proved almost
as broad as long, and I complied with
Aunt Maria’s wish, by trying the effect
of a nice, easy pair of half boots, as I
might grease my heels, and slip glibly
into their soles. With these, I managed
pretty well on horseback, but entering a
room, the girls tittered, by reason of the
impressions I made on the carpet, their
slim heels or peititoes. Memnon forgive
me, for my great toes were likened to
his. I stammered a thousand apostro-
phes, and resolved to hide my feet nnder
the table, and stretch their length in
unobserved repose. Thisgave me a turn
for cards, though a few maidenly ladies
complained of somebedy's feet being
always in the way holding converse
with their partners,. or scraping ac-
quaintance with a new bed-fellow—far-
thest from my thoughts. 1 regret to
confess that many flannices, fowery mar-
gins, and furbelows, owed their
¢ ground rents’ to my birdlime tread.
I was advised to try wrestling for the
village prizes, because 1 could kick

_to balcenies or steel-traps.
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Jike a horse, and not be lightly shed.
At m{friendly visits, the n were
at a loss 10 furnish me with a pair of
slippers. At the inns on the road, boots
was not less perplexed. My were’
not allowed equally fair in deelling.—
1 (was comsidered unfit for celestial
bliss, because 1 conld not walk in the:
‘narrow path,’ ar stand in othér men’s
shoes. None disputed the greatness of
my understanding. When [ think of
the pinching of the Chinese —when I
see shop-windows with shoes of all de-
grees but mine—when | view the ¢ Red
riding-hoods' for all the ewchantment of
love and chivalry, I despair of making a
lady happy. The first impression must
be naturally made to the foot, and not the
heart, 1 hear an elastic catore of
fairy lightness say—‘‘ What a mon-
strous pair of feet!” Boots I have not
worn since a new pair were out off my
legs to the swelling of insteps. Suach
remarks as these were my audible
comforters—He comes from ¢ Footscray,’
—Lives at the Red Boot,—Ought to wear
socks or buskins,~ Keeps large joints at
his eating-house,—He’s webfooted per-
haps,—Tom Thumb in his seven leagued
boots,~ Gog or Magog,—Juan’s shoes
under the bed,—The successor of the.
twelve toed giants in scriptare,—Like
King William, perhaps, he'H die without
issue,— No relative of Miss Foote,—How
would his trampers look in sandals,—
Ursa Major by his paws,—No rope-
dancer he—his feet were never pent-
ameters ; and so on. Yet with all, I
have, perhaps, escaped many temptations
to err, and may console myself that the
marks of my shoes will not be traced
Many may
laugh at what Nature has not considered
defective in me ; and, though blessed as
they think with diminutive feet, thejr.
heads may be as thick as they are long.
If their noges are turned up, I can turn
up my toes, and I defy them to quote
more justifiable language than this—
¢ Muzzle not the ox that Zreadeth out

‘the corn, and my feet shall shew forth thy
3 1

praise. Sam SoLgcism.
DR. ADAM CLARKE'S AVERSION
TO PORK.

To the Editor of the Olio.

Sir.— On reading the ¢ Life of Dr.
Adam Clarke’ in your last number, I re-
called to mind a visit I paid with him to
the house of a meniber of the Wesleyan
connexion. At dinner time, when the
meats were served up, a fine roast leg
of pork appeared ou the table ; the
Docior, on perceiving it, rese fxam his
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seat, and directed his attention to the
window facing the street (Upper-street,
Islington.) The host, fearing the Doc-
tor was taken unwell, inquived.of him
if that were the case? The Doctor made
no reply, but left the room, followed by
the host. When they had descended the
stairs, the Doctor/ shook/ him-|by the
hand, and said—‘" My dear friend, I
Aave an aversion to pork, and cannot
bear it in any shape ; but, a slice of
bread and cheese, with a glass of water,
will content me in this your litle par-
lour ; and, that you may not disappoint
your friends up stairs, go up, make some
trifling excuse, and I will join you when
the cloth is removed. With this, the
host complied, and their lively guest re-
appeared, as if nothing had happened.
Ever after, when the Doctor was ex-
pected to dinner, care was taken that
Dot one vestige of ‘swine’s flesh’ was
present. VERAX.

THE WORLD MILL,
For the Otio.

*“ Two men shall be grinding at the mill—one
shall be taken aod the other left.”

The world isa mill, and its grioders are men;
The moulder is Natare and Passion is will ¢
Ana their lots are so cast, that of nine out of ten

Turn the wheel like a horse in a mill.

‘The monarch, whose power is the greatest to
sway
Andis l|:||ro'ned in bis crown like an oak on a

Maust the bulk of the state and the pation obey,—
What is Hx, bat a king in a mill 2

Look hither or thither, count numbers or fow 3
Wbeu:,m;lfay or sedate, in the camp or the
il :
Though they’dllar in routes, the same end they

pursue,
And are chain’d by a link to the mill.

‘Why trouble for riches ? why weep for the lost ?
‘Why vex with your meighbour that sadness
should kill ?
"Tis ordain’d, and 'tis wisely, at every one's cost,
All should puil, might and main, in the mill.

Sntimations of Neto Books.

The Life of William Cowper, Esq. By
Thomas Taylor.— Life of Milton. By
T. Ivimey. :
Tae lives of two of our most eminent

poets, fravght with mental and domestic

vicissitude, written in the best taste of
biographical feeling, will be read by
the admirers of the muse of Cowper and
of Milton, with sympathetic regard.—

‘While Mr. Thomas Taylor has executed

his task in a truly christian and reflective

spirit, Mr. T. Ivimey has delineated the
experience of the author of ¢ Paradise

Lost' with delicacy ; and we recommend

each work as eminently fit for the library,

the book-society, and inquiring reader,
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The House of Colberg. A Tragedy.
By T. J. Serle.

A beauty of imagery, drawn from
nature ; a freedom of expression, con-
sistent with the identity of the persons,
and a tragic vein, are the pervading at-
tributes of this elegant dramatic compo-
sition.

Srenes in North Wales.

A very interesting work, imbued with a
love of the beautiful scenery and historic
portions contained in North Wales ; just
such an expositor as a topographer is
delighted with ; and such as will yield
pleasure to a non-resident.

Twelve Golden Rules for Cigar
Smokers.

The conductors of divans, the disci-
ples of smoke, and the novices in cigars,
should study these twelve golden rules.

Ladies' Pocket Magazine. Robins.

We have perused this monthly perio-
dical with much pleasure. It contains
¢ original fashions’ for the fair sex—
¢ tales,"—* Parisian correspondence,’—
¢ prose and poetry,” chiefly by talented
contributors : and a judiciously selected
variety of light and instructive reading,
such as comports with its title, and in-
sures it a favourite position in the
boudoir. .

The Minstrel and other Poems.

‘The author of the ¢ Minstrel and other
Poems’ has attempted to be versatile, and

roduced various metrical pieces. We

ike his muse better for steering out of
the moody path of poetasters. The sub-
jects are chosen with taste, and described
in animated language.

The Mother's St(c:);gldBooh. By Mrs.

i

Not any book more suitable for the

" morals, manners, and amusements of the

rising generation.
Tombleson's Views of the Rhine. G.
Virtue,

The thirteenth number of this cheap
publication is before us. It contains the
engravings of Andernach, Ehrenbweit-
stein, the Castle of Johannesburg, and
eight pages of descriptive letter-press for
sixpence. Few can achieve so cheap
and popular an undertaking ; we wmay
apply a line of the poet in this instance,
by substituting price for vice—

¢ As Virtue advances, so priee recedes.’

et Music.

Ho! for Merry England’ and the
Poet's Bride. Poctry by Miss Par-
doe. Music by Mr. D. Lee.

These poetic and melodic compositions
are pleasingly expressed, and promise to
rank with the choicest morceaux of the
season.
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BRITISH INSTITUTION.
Second Notice.

Out of a florid garden, some pluck here—
Some there; some choose for scent; some cull

aleafs
And others love the richness of the blossom.

By renewing our acquaintance with
this picture gallery, we were bappy in
recognising an old friend with a new
face, a notice of which appeared in our
5th vol. page 363, when preparing the
model for sculpture.’ Love among fhe
Roses, by an artist of great romise,
Mr. Charles Smith. It is modelied in
unison with a couplet by Ben Jonson—

Upon a banke, or field of flowers,

Begotten by the wind and showers.
Disa.rmed of potency, tending to make
mischief with young maidens’ hearts, the
“dear little fellow® lies in morpbean-
winged innocence, and draws ardent
eyes and whispering lips to the rosy

and py bed. The No. 544 near it,
is the Young Reaper, by R. Westma-
cott, Jun. The female is in her sum-

mer vesture, simple and elegant, sup-
ported by sheaves. The ears of corn
in one arm, the reapehook in her right
hand ; and, as if waiting to ply herself
to the sunny toil of the field, she indi-
cates by her smile the pleasure in which
her duties are performed.

472. The Winter of Lifs. T.Clater.
The sombre gloom the artist has cast into
the depths of nature, suitably accords
with the season to which age arrives;
and, by the placidity of the recipient,
this is not her * winter of discontent.’

502. Sketch in Van Dieman's Land.
W. Glover. This sketch may be faithful
enough, but it is not sufficiently vivaci-
ous to warm our mercurial state of tem-
perature for emigration. Asa represen-
tation, however, of a spot so commended
by setlers, we would not, by any re-
marks, discourage adventurers, espe-
cially as Mr. Glover has evinced so
much talent in his sketch,

18. The Barrier. E. Landseer.

* Letting I dare not, wait upon L would,

Like the poor cat I’ th’ adage.”
A nobly featured dog is between the cat,
hors de combat, and her Kkitten, quite
nnconcerned, on the stairs. The placid
fortitude in the canine, and the irascible
puffedupness of the feline animal, finely
comport, by the contrast exercised in an
inimitable degree.

40. Ancient Britons. -T. Partridge.
Phe two figures are described in all their
strength of muscular proportion, and
would form a fine stody if compared be-
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side the dandy race of our pasteboard
fashionables. ’

56. View in the Ardennes, Nether-
lands. Max. Gelessin. A very good
and varied view, in the possession of
which we could fain bid adieu to criti-
cism, and pass our days in philosophic
content, with a converse with nature,

24. The Gardener’s Dinner Hour.
W.Kidd. All the coterie are drawn to-
gether by health, hanger, and duty to
partake of the wholesome fare, and de-
sire nothing more than their state in life
requires. A moral is here offered to the
ascetic and gourmand, which might re-
concile them to plain courses, antidotive
of gout and megrim.

72. Falstaff—from the Mervy Wives
of Windser. W. Kidd, Poor soul !
here his destiny is to be ducked, with-
out mistake, He is thrown into the
Thames and cooled, glowing hot, in that
surge ; like a horse shoe, hissing hot—
think of that—think of that—Master
Brook.

899. Homeward Bound. W. Derby.
A true English sailor, calmly anticipa-
ting the pleasures of howe, with his
cargo suspended to a stick across his
shoulder, containing presents from a
foreign clime to his lovely Sal, and a few
stores for poor old father and mother, if

alive.

424. The Pride of the Cottage. R.
A. Clack. The pitcher in her hand, her
straw bonnet in the corner, and her cloak
tied with a purple ribbon over her
breast, witha pretty face in full sensitive
attraction, renders this subject one of
quiet satisfaction.

97. A Chervb Meditating—R.
Westall, R. A. We adumire the allitude,
but there appears more ardour than medi-
tation ; the features may be cherubic, but
not certainly beautifol.

114, Cupid on the watch. J. King.
Oh! the urchin! sure never to watch in
vain. He is wary, and armed ; bis aim
will not miss, should any miss fall into
the labyrinth.

202. Boys with a Monkey. P. Simpson.
The eager enjoyment which is felt by
the boys—the grim submission of the
monkey, and the varied colouring, do
equal justice to the subject and the
painter.

214. Horses and Waggon crossing &
Brook. F. R.Lee,

215. Bridge over the River Dart.—
Idem. Two creditable pictures, well de-
scribing the titles they bear.

188. The View at Chedder. 1. P.
Andre. .

155. Salisbury from the Meadows.~
J. Constable, R. A.
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150. Pheasant. E. Landseer, and se.
veral others marked, compel us to close
for another opportunity.

¢ Step on, dear, dinna drop the flowers.”
Cvio.

36

FATE OF A SNAIL IN A BEE-HIVE.

To the Editor of the Olio.

Sir,—A snail took it into his head
to steal into the glass hive in my win-
dow. There was no entrance to pass
through but the proper one. and in the
amimal wemt. The porters received him
very rudely at the gate; and the first
attacks they made upoén him with their
stings, obliged him to march with more
expedition ; but the stupit creature, in-
stead of retreating, thodght to save him=~

self by going forwards, and he advanced -

into the very middle of the hive, upon
which a whole troop of bees fastened
on him at once, and he immediately ex-~
pired under their strokes. The con-
querors were then in no little perplexity
how to getrid of the carcase, and acoun-
¢il was instantly held. As I understood
their debates, from first to last, the most
experienced sage among them reasoned
thus—¢ To drag the carcase out by main
strength, is an impossibility ; the mass
is by far much too unwieldy, and, be-
sides, the body is fixed to the floor of the
hive by its own glue, gnd to leave it
where it lies would be very inconveni-
ent, because it would prove an alluring
regale to the common flies, and at the
same time be liable to corruption and
worms ; and these worms, when they
have devoured the snail, will infallibly
ascend to the comb, and attack the
young bees.) The danger was evident,
and required an immediate remedy. The
bees had more presence of mind than [
possessed.  They incrusted the whole
snail with glue, and cemented it so close
that all the external ai¢ was excluded ;
and, ds no insect could have access to de-
posit her eggs in the carcase, when
this should be reduced to corruption,
no malignant steams would transpire
through the inclosure.
MaMELUKE.

RUSS!AN MILITARY ORDERS.

Tugse orders are of very little value in
the eyes of foreigners, on account of their
number, yet eagerly sought after by the
natives, as on them all consideration
hinges. A colloquy which took place
betweena Turk and a Russian ofticer on
this subject is curious enough, ag shewing
a decided difference of opinion.

<¢ What is this 1" said the Turk, point.
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ing to one of the three crosses dangling
from the other’s neck.

¢¢ The cross of St. Anme,” replied the
Russian with pride, “ given me by the
emperor for my services.” &

‘“ Wonderful!” exclaimed the Turk.
Then, producing a handsome snuff-box,
“/The sultan gave me this for my services,
isit not better? What is this 1" said he,
touching the second cross.

‘¢ 8t. Vladimir,” replied the Russian,
rather hurt at the comparison made by
his interlocutor, ‘‘also given me by the
emperor for my services.”

“ Wonderful ! sgain exclaimed the
Turk ;—*¢ and this,” shewing a.richly
emblazoned Koran,  was also given me
by the sultan on another occasion, when
I pleased bim ; is it not better ?—What
is this 1’ he concluded, pointing to the
third cross.

“ Ah '™ cried the Russian, with a look
of triumph, ““this is the most précions
soken-of my sovereign’s regard ; this is
the cross of St. George, only bestowed for
courageous actions ; to gain it nearly cost
me my life.”

“ God is great,” ssid the astonished
Mussulman. “ Yoo are easily satisfied.
Behold!'’ he added, drawing out a purse
of gold, ¢ the sultan gave me this as &
reward for my services against you on
such a day. Friend, the sultan knows
better how (o recompenss merit than your
emperor.”

This story was current among the
Raussians. Blade’s Travels.

LOVE AND AUTHORSHIP.

Continued from page 7.

If Theodore did not sleep that night,
it was not from inquietude of mind—con-
tentment ‘was his repose. His most san-
guine hopes had been surpassed; the flat
of a London audience had stamped him
a dramatist the way tofortune was open
and clear, and Rosalie would be his.

Next morning, as soon as breakfast
was over, Theodore and his friend re-
paired to the coffee-room. < We must
see what the critics say,” remarked the
latter. Theodore, with prideful confi-
dence—tke offspring of fair snccess—took
up the first morning print that came to
his hand. 7heatre Royal met his eye,
¢ Happy is the successful dramatist!*
exclaimed Theodore tg himself ; at night
be is greeted by the applaase of admiring
thousands, and in the morning they are
repeated, and echoed all over the king-
dom through the medium of the press!
‘What will Rosalie say when her eye falls
upon this —And what would Rosalie
say when she read the utter damnation
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of her lover’s drama, which' the critic de-
nounced from the beginning te theend,
without presenting his readers with a
single quotation to justify the severity of
his strictures! -

“>Tis very odd !” said Theodore.

“ Tis very odd, indeed!’’ rejoined) his
friend, repeating his' words. ' '““ You'told
me this play was your own, and’ here 1
find that you have copied’it from half a
dozen others that have been founded upon
the same story.”

“ Where ¥ inquired Theodére, reach-
ing for the paper.

¢ There!” said
the paragraph. .

““ And is this London !" exclaimed
Theodore. “‘I never read a play, not
the line of @ play upon the same subject.
Why does not the writer prove the
plagiarism ¥ '

“ Because he does not know whether it
isor is not a- plagiarism,” repliéd the
other. *“ Heis aware that several authors
have constructed dramas upon’ the same
passage in history ; and—to draw the
most charitable inference, for you would
not suspect him of telling a deliberate lie
~he thinks you have seen them, and
have availed yourself of them.”

‘I8 it not the next thing to a false-
hood,” indignantly exclaimed Theodore,
¢ 10 advance a charge, of the justness of
which you have not assured yourself

‘“ Iknow not that,” rejoined his friend,
¢ but it certainly indicates a rather su-
perficial reverence for truth; and a dis-
position to censure, which excludes from
all claim to ingenuousness the individual
who indulges it.”

““And this will go the round of the
whole kingdom "

¢ Yes.”

* ¢ Should I not contradict it 7™

¢ No.”

¢« Why 1"

“>Tis beneath you; besides, the stamp
of malignancy is so strong upon it, that,
except to the otterly ignorant, it is harm-
less ; and even these, when they witness
-your play themselves, as sometime or an-
other they will, will remember the libel,
to the cost of its author and to your ad-
vantage. I see you have been almost as
hardly treated by this gentleman,” con-
tinued he, glancing over the paper which
Theodore had taken up when he entered
the room. ¢ Are you acquainted with
any of the gentlemen of the press?”

““No; and is it not therefore strange
that I should have enemies among them,”

¢¢ Not at all.”

“Why 1"

¢ Because you have succeeded. Look
over the rest of the journals,” continued

his friend, pointing to

24

his friefd ; “you may find salve, per
haps, for these scratches.”

Theodore did so ; and in one or two
instances salve, indeed, he found ; but
uF(m the whole he was in little danger
of being spoiled through the praises of
thé press.  Why,”” exclaimed Theo-
dore, ‘¢ why do not letters eplarge the
soul, while they expand the mind ¥ Why
do they not make men generous and ho-
nest? Why is not evéry literary man
an illustration of Juvenal’s axiom #*’

*¢ Peach a dog! what' youi may,’’ rejoined
his friend, ‘“ can yow alter his nataré,
8o that the brute shall not predominate "

“No,” replied Theodore.

% You are answeted,” said his friend.

The play had what is called a run, but
not a détided ore. Night after night it
was recéived witli the same enthusiastic
applauses; bat the audiences did not in-
crease. It wis a victory without tlie ac-
quisition of spoils or territory.

¢« What can be the meaning of this?”
exclaimed Theodore; ¢ we geem to bé
moving, and yetdo no6t advence an inch!*’

€“They should paragrapli' the play as
they do a pantomime,” remarked his
friend. “But then a pantomime is an ex-
pensive thing ; they will lay out one
thousand ﬁznnds upon one, and they
must get their money back. The same
i the case with their melo-dramas; so,
if you want to succeed to the height, as a
play-wright, you know what to do.”

“ What?”’ inquired Theodore.

“ Write melo-dramas and pantomimes!?

Six months had now elapsed, and Theo=
dore’s purse, with all his success, was
rather lighter tkan when he first pulled
it out in London, Howeéver, in a week,
two bills which he had taken from his
publisher would fall due, and then he
would ran down to B—, and perhaps ob-
tain an interview with Rosalie. At the
expiration of thé week his bills were pre-
sented, and dishonoured! He repaired
to his publisher’s for an explanation—
the house had stopped ! Poor Theodore!
They were in the Gazette that very day !
Theodore turned into the first coffee-room
to look at a paper ; there were, indeed,
the names of the firm! [ defy fortune
to serve me a scurvier trick ! exclaimed
Theodore, the tears half starting into his-
eyes. He little knew the lady whose in
genuity he was braving. '

He looked now at one side of the pa-
per, and now at the other, thinking alF
the while of nothing bat the bills and
bankrupts’ list. Splendid Fete at B—
met his eye, and soon his thoughts were
occupied with nothing but B— ;for there
he read that the young lord of the manor
having just come of age, had given a bat

.
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and supper, the former of whichhe open-
ed with the lovely and accomplished Miss
Rosalie — The grace of the fair couple
was expatiated upon; and the editor
took occasion to hint, that a pair so form-
ed by nature for each other might pro-
bably, before long, take hands in an-
other, a longer, 8nd  more momentous
dance. What 'did Theodore think of
fortune now 1

€O that it were but a stride to B—!"
he exclaimed, as he laid down the paper
and his band dropped nerveless at his
side. He left the coffee-house and dream-
ed his way back to his friend’s. Gigs,
carriages, carts, rolled by him unheeded ;
the footpath was crowded, but he saw
not a soul in the street. He was in the
ball-room at B —, and looking on while
the young lord of the manor handed out
Rosalie to lead her down the dance,
throogh every figure of which Theodore
followed them with his eyes with scrati-
nizing glance, scanning the countenance
of his mistress. Then the set was over,
and he saw them walking arm-in-arm
up and down the room; and presently
they were dancing again; and now the
ball was over, and he followed them to
the supper-room, where he saw the young
lord of the manor place Rosalie beside
him, Then fancy changed the scene
from the supper-room to the church, at
the altar of which stood Rosalie with his
happy rival ; and he heard the questions
and responses which forge the mystic
chain that binds for life; and he saw the
ring put on, and heardthe blessing which
announces that the nuptial sacrament is
complete! His hands were clenched;
his cheek was in a flame; a wish was
rising in his throat—¢“ Good news for

ou,”’ said some one clapping him on the
ck; * a letter from Rosalie lies for
ou at home. Why are you passing the

use I’ 'Twas his friend.

¢ A letter from Rosalie !’ exclaimed
Theodore. Quickly he retraced his steps,
and there on his table lay, indeed, the
dear missive of his Rosalie.

¢ Welcome, sweet comforter !” ejacu-
lated Theodore, as he kissed the cyphers
which his Rosalie’s hand had traced, and
the wax which bore the impress of her
seal—*Welcome, O welcome ! you come
in time; you bring an ample solace for
disappointment, mortification, poverty—
whatever my evil desting can inflict!
You have come to assure me that they
cannot deprive me of my Rosalie !

Bright was his eye, and glistening
while he spoke ; but when he opened the
fair folds that conveyed to him the
thoughts of his mistress, its radiancy was
gone!

¢ Theodore,

“ [ am aware of the utter frustra-
tion of your hopes ; Iam convinced that
at the end ofa year you will not be a
step nearer to fortune than you are now ;
why then keep my hand for you! What
I say briefly, you will interpret fully.
You are now the guardian of my happi-
ness—as such ] address you. Thorsday
—s80 you consent —will be my wedding-
day. " Rosalie.”

Such was the letter, upon the address
and seal of which Theodore bad imprint-
ed a score of kisses before he opened it.
“‘Fortune is in the mood,*’ said Theodore
with a sigh, so deeply drawn, that any
one who had beard it would have ima-
gined he had breathed his spirit out along
with it—¢¢Fortune is in the mood.
lether bave her humour out! 1 shall an-
swer the letter; my reply to her shall
convey what she desires—nothing more!
she is incapable of enteringinto my feel-
ings, and unworthy of being made ac-
quainted with them ; I shall not condes-
cend even to complain.”

“Rosalie,
¢ You are free! ]
¢ Theodore."

Such was the answer which Theodore
despatched to Rosalie. O the enviable
restlessness of the mind upon the first
shock of thwarted affection! How it
turns every way for the solace which it
feels it can no more meet with, except in
the perfect extinction of consciousness.
Find in it an anodyne!—you cannot. A
drug may close the eye for a time, but the
soul will not sleep a wink ; itlies broad
awake to agony distinct, palpable, imme-
diate ; howsoever memory may be cheat-
ed to lose for the present the traces of the
cause. Then for the start, the spasin, the
groan, which, while the body lies free,
attest the presence and activity of the men-
tal rack ! Better walk than go to sleep!
—A heath, without a soul but yourself
vpon it! — an ink-black sky, pouring
down torrents—wind, lightning, thunder,
as though the vault above was crackling

and disparting into fragments!—any.

thing to mount above the pitch of your
own solitude, and darkness, and tempest;
and overcome them, or attract and divert
your contemplation from them, or threaten
every moment to put an end to them and
you !

Theodore’s friend scarcely knew him
the next morning. He glanced at him,
and took no further notice. *Twas the
best way, though people there are who

imagine that it rests with a man in a fever




THE

at his own option to refnain in it, or to
become convalescent.

Theodore’s feelings were more insup-
portable to him the second day than the
first. He went here and there and every-
where ; and nowhere could he remain for
two minutes ata timé/at/\rést! DThen he
was so abstracted. Crossing a street he
was nearly run over by a vehicleand four.
‘This for a moment awakened him. Hesaw
London and B— upon the panels of the
coach. The box seat was empty ; he
asked if it was engaged. “ No.” He
sprung upon it, and away they drove.
‘“ I'll see her once more,” exclaimed
‘Theodore, ¢itcen but drive me mad or
break my heart.”

Within a mileof B— a splendid ba-
rouche passed them.

¢ Whose is that ¥’ inquired Theodore.

*“The yonng lord of the manor,"” an-
swered the driver, “ Did you see the lady
init ¥

(3 NO-”

¢ canght a glimpse of her dress,’’ said
the driver. * D’ll warrantshe is a dash-
ingone! The young squire, they say,
has a capital taste!” Theodore looked
after the carriage. There' was nothing
but the road. The vehicle drove ata ra-
pid pace, and was soon out of sight.
Theodore’s heart turned sick.

The moment the coach stopped he
slighted ; and with a misgiving mind he
stood at the door which had often admitted
him to his Rosalie. T'was opened by a
domestic whom he had never seen before.
‘¢ Was Miss Wilford within?’—¢* No.”
—$% When would she return1"’—“ Ne-
ver. Shehad gone that morning to Lon-
don to be married!” Theodore made no
further inquiries, neither did he offer to
go, but atood glaring upon the man more
like a spectre than a human being. ¢ Any
thing more 1 said the man, retreating in«
to the house, and gradually closing the
door, through which now only a portion
of hisface could be seen. ¢ Any thing
more?” Theodore made no reply ; in
fact he had lost all consciousness. At
last, the shutting of thedoor, which, half
from penic, half from anger, the man
pushed violently to, aroused him. “I
knock at you no more!” said he, and de-
parted, pressing his heart with his band,
and moving his limbs as if he cared not
how, or whither they bore him. A gate
suddenly stopped his progress ; ’twas the
entrance to the green lane. He stepped
over the stile —he was on thespot where
he bad parted last from Rosalie—where
she had flung herarms about his neck and
wept uponit. His heart began to melt,
for the first time since he had received
her letter; a sense of suffocation came
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over him, till he felt as if he would choke.
The name of Rosalie was on his tongue;
twice he attempted to articulate it, but
could not. At last it got vent in a con-
valsive sob, which was followed by a tor-
rent of tears. He threw himself upon the
ground—he wept on—he made np effort
to check the flood, but let it flow till
forgetfulness stopped it.

He rose with a sensation of intense
cold. Twas morning! He had slept !
‘“ Would that he had slept on!” He
turned from the sun, as it rose withouta
cloud, upon the wedding morn of Rosa-
lie. 'Twas Thursday. He repassed the
stile ; and, in & few minutes, was on his
road to London, which he entered about
eleven o'clock at night, and straight pro-
ceeded to his friend’s. They were gone
to bed.

‘¢ Give me a light,” said Theodore, ‘[
will go to bed.”

““ Your bed is occupied, sir,” replied
the servant.

““Is it ¥’ said Theodore; ¢ Well, I
can sleep upon the carpet.” He turned
into the parlour, drew a chajir towards
the table, upon which the servant placed
a light, and sat down. All was quiet for
a time. Presently he heard a foot upon
the stair. *T'was his friend’s who was
descending, and now entered the parlour.

T thought you were a-bed,” said
Theodore.

¢ So I was," replied his friend, “ but
hearing your voice in the hall, I rose
and came down to you.” He drew a
chair oppesite to Theodore. Both were
silent for a time; at length Theodore
spoke. :

¢¢ Rosalie is married,” said he.

¢ I don’t believe it.”’

¢ She came to town with him yester-
day.”

¢ I don’t believe it.”

Theodore pushed back his chair, and
stared at his friend.

“ What do you mean 1 said Theodore.

%] mean that [ entertain some doubts
as to the accuracy of your grounds for
conc,luding that Rosalie is inconstant to

ou.’’

¢ Did I not read the proof of it in the
public papers1”

‘“ The statement may have been erro-
neous ”

‘‘Does not her own letter assure me
of it 1" .

‘ You may have misunderstood it.”

€] tell you I have been at B— ; I have
been at her house. I inquired for her,
and was told that she had gone up to Lon-
don to be married! O, my friend,” ex-
claimed he, covering his eyes with his
handkerchief, ¢ tis useless to deceive
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ourselves. I am a ruiped man! You
see to what she has reduced me. Ishall
never be myself again! Myself! I tell
you existed in her being more than in my
.own, S8he was the soul of all I thonght,
and felt, and did ; the primal, vivifying
principle! She 'has murdered me ! 1
breathe, it is true,\and/the 'blood is-inmy
veins, and circulates; but everything
else about me is death—hopes ! wishes !
-ingerests l'—there is no pnlse, no respira-
tion there ! I should not be sorry were
there none anywhere else ! , Feel my
hand,”” added .he, reaching bis hand
across the table, without removing his
.handkerchief from his eyes ; for the sénse
of his desolation’ had utterly unmanned
.him, and -his tears continued to flow.
¢ Feel my hand." Does it not turn? A
hearty fever, now, would be a friend,”
continyed he, I think I have done my
best to merit a call from such a visitor.
The whole of the night before last I slept
out in the open air. Guess where I took
my bed. In the green lane—the spot
where I parted last from. Rosalie!” He
felt a tear drop npon the hand which he
.had extended —the tear was followed by
‘the pressare of a lip. . He uncovered his
eyes, and turning them in wonderment to
ilook upon his friend—beheld Rosalie
.sitting opposite to him!

For a moment or two he questioned the
evidence of his senses—but soon was he
.convinced that it was indeed reality ;-for
Rosalie, guitting her seat, approached
him, and breathing his nawe with an ac-
cent that infused ecstasy into his soul,
threw herself into his arms, that doubt-
ingly opened to receive her.

Looking over her father’s papers, Ro-
salie had found a more recent will, in
which her union with Theodore had been
fully sanctioned, and he himself consti-
‘tuted her guardian until it should. take
place. She was aware that his success
in Londen had been doubtful ; the gene-
rous girl determined that he should no
longer be subjected to imcertitude -and
,disappointment ; and she playfully wrote
the letter which was a source of such dis-
traction to her lover. .From his answer
she saw that he had totally misinterpre-
ted her: she resolved in person to dis-
abuse him of the error ; and by offering
10 become his wife, at once to give him
the most convincing proof of her since-
rity. and constancy. She arrived in Lon-
.don the very day that Theodors arrived
in B—. His friend, who had known her
-from infancy, received her as his dangh-
-ter ; and he and ‘his wife listened with
delight to the unfolding of her plans and
intentions, which-she. freely confided ¢o
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them. Late they sat ap for Theodore
that night, and when all hopes of his
coming home were abandoned, Rosalie
became the occupant of his bed. The
next night, in a state of the most distress-
ing anxiety, in consequence of his con-
tinued absence, she had just retired to
her apartment, when a knock at the street
door made her bound from her couch,
upon which she had at that moment
thrown herself, and presently she heard
her lover’s voice, at the foot of the stair.
Scarcely knowing what she did, she at-
tired herself, descended, opened the par-
lour door unperceived by Theodore, and
took the place of their friendly host, who
the moment he saw her, beckomed her,
and resigning his chair to her, withdrew.

The next evening, a select party were
assembled in the curate's little drawing-
room, and Theodore and Rosalie were
there. The lady: of the-house motioned
the latter to approach her ; she rose, and
was crossing Theodore, when he caught
her by the hand, and drew .her npon
his knee,

¢ Theodore!” exclaimed the fair one,
colouring.

“ My wife!” was his reply, while he
imprinted a kiss upon her lips.

They had been married’that morning.

Table Talk.
ORIGIN OF MASANIELLO, MORE THAN A

CENTURY¥ AQGO.
Forthe Olio. .

% Tom Walker, his craditors meaning to chouse,
Like nn‘l\onelt. gaed-natured, young fellow,
. Resolved all the summer to stay in the house,
And rehearse by himself Massianello.”

It appears, by this quotation, Masa-
wiello (a play, or rather two plays, on the
rebellion of Naples,) occupied the time of

-the celebrated Tom Walker. The rebels
were led by Thomas Anello, a fisherman
-of that city, who was near subverting the
government, having the whole power and
command in his hands for several days;
but.plunging himself into wine instead
of his element of water, he at last ended
his life and mock reign in a ditch.—
Walker took some pains to contract the
otwo plays into one, which was performed
with success. The two plays were ori-
ginally written by Tom Durfey. W.R.C.
Fi6G, THE BEAR-GARDEN GLADIATOR,
AND HIS SHIRTS.

For the Olio.

Figg was an English gladiator, of cat-
ting, slashing memory. and made wmuch
private emolument by his public valour,
more especially in linen. He had not
‘bought a shirt for more than twenty years
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~-but gold some dozens. It was his me-
thod, when he was preparing to fight in
his amphitbeatre, to send round to a se-
ect number of his scholars to borrow a
shirt for the ensuing combat, and seldom
failed .in-procaring half a dogen of super-
fine holland from his prime pupils, (most
of the young nohility and gentry—0 tem-
pora '—made it a part of their education
to march under his warlike banner.)—
This champion wes generally conqueror,
though his shirt seldom failed of gaining
a cul from his enemy, and sometimes his
flesh. Most of his scholars were at every
battle, and sure to exult at their great
.mesler’s victories, every person supposing
he saw the wounds his shirt received.
¥igg took his opportanity to inform his
lenders of linen of-the chasms their shirts
received, with a promise to send them
home. “But, (said the ingenious and
courageous Figg), -l seldom received any
other answer.than—d—n you, keep it.”
A CHmnBY Sweerer’s Bon Mor.—
Orders were issued for admission to the
boxes of Sadler’s Wells Theatre, at a
shilling each person, for fourteen nights
only. A sweep, hitherto satisfied with
the gallery, determined, for once, to do
the thing genteelly. When, however,
he presented his order, Mr. Parker. the
box-offiee keeper, said, ¢ Don’t you see
itis printed on the order, that none are
admitted but persons suifably attired P’
The offended- gentleman in black spun
round with an air of dignity and replied,
¢ Iam quite soof-able, and tired enough
into the bargain.” Q.Q.

- Varieties.

A FLEBT TAKEN BY A CHARGE oOF
Homss.—At the time of Pichegru’s irrup-

tion into Holland, (1795) the frost was '

unprecedently severe, and the Texel so
completeiy ice-bound, that he ordered
tome 1:adrens of cavalry to charge
across the frozen element, and capture
the Dutch fleet locked up in it. They
accordingly clapped spurs totheir horses’
sides, surrounded the ships, and made a
caption of them at the first summons,
though their whole means of offence
against & broadside, were a few bun-

Antoinette, made so strong an impres-
sion opon us, that we are induced to
think it may interest our readers. It was
common for him at that time to perform
the enormous feat of throwing .himself at
a leap, on the stage, over ten, twelve, or
more files of soldiers ranged two and two
from the back to the front of the stage,
and standing with their rouskets perpen-
dicularly erect, and the bayones brist-
ling above them. On this occasion he
had announced his leap over sixteen files
of the grenadiers, so arranged. When the
moment approached, he, for the first
time, felt the sickening sensation of mis-
giving—then fear—then panic-a full
conviction that he should fail, and fall
on the points of the bayonets glittering
before.him. He could not think of flinch-
ing from the trial, and his king and
ueen present. The honour of a tumbler
forbade the thought—the drops of sweat
oozed from his forehead—the prediction
of his fear fulfilled itself—he dashed for-
ward—threw himself into the air—and,
before he had passed the bayonets, found
bimself falling on their points. A cry
from the andience perhaps saved him by
shaking the steady rank of the grenadiers
—he fell—wounded slightly in body, bat
in reputation most grievously. The last
wound was only cured by adding another
file of grenadiers to the line. and spring-
ing desperatelyover the whole.—Duniap's
An~ccdotes of the American Theatre.

Lorp ErskiNg.—Lamb, of Gray's Inn,
sat next to me. Inthe course of conver-
sation, Erskine observed how much con-
fidence in speaking was acquired from
babit and frequent employment. ‘I pro-
test I don’t find it so,” said Lamb; * for
though I have been a good many years at
thebar, and have had a good share of
business, I don't find my confldence in-
creased; indeed, rather the contrary.’
“ Why,” says Erskine, ‘it is nothing
wonderful that a Lamb should grow sheep-
ish.”?

ANECDOTE OF BEARCROFT.—A young
gentleman of good family had married a
woman of the town ; the consequence
was, as might natvrally be expected,
that all his relations and connexions
turned their backs on him, and he was

dred sabres and horse pistols ! We be- ®left to the single consolation which her

lieve that the occurrence stands without
a parallel in ancient or modern story.
GrimaLpr Ourpone —Mr. Placide
was a great pantomime clown. He had
exhibited in various parts of Europe,
and wag seen by the writer in 1785 at
Sadler's Wells, London, where he went
by the name, from his feats as a tambler,
of “the great Devil.” Placide’s recital
of the effects of a panic upon him, when
exhibiting before Louis XVI, and Marie

society afforded him. Early habits are
not easily got rid of ; she plunged into
every kind of dissipation, and her hus-
band into debt wherever she conld gain
credit. Almost fuined by her extrava-
gance, he mustered courage to defend an
action for goods fnrnished to her at enor-
mous prices. Erskine was counsel for
the defendant, and, aware of the wife’s
previous character, was therefore obliged
to attempt (o make it a matter of recom-



mendation of his client, and a ground of
appeal to the jury. He flourished in
panegyric, and praised his amiable feel-
ings, who had sought to restore his wife
to the path of virtue ; and in similar fi-
gutes of speech he rated her base ingra-
titude, to which the plaintiff had adminise
tered. “‘ For her,” said 'he, ““he sacri-
ficed his family, and gave up all his con-
nexions.”” When Bearcroft came to re-
ply, he treated Erskine’s eulogium of
his client's virtue,and the demerits of
his wife, as mere burlesque. ‘¢ My
friend,” said he, ¢ reproaches his
client’s wife with forgetfulness of the
debt of gratitude which she owes him—
that for her he had given up all his con-
nexions ; but the balance of obligation
will be found on her side, for him she
gave up all mankind.”

EAsTERN APOLOGUE. — An old man
sold sour milk, with which every day he
gaired two shag (which is less than a
half-penny,) by going with it to the mar-
ket-place in a city, with which he bought
bread for his wife and son. One day he
brought the milk to a desolate village,
and leaving it for a moment, a serpent
came and drank it, and put one tomaun
(the value of fifteen shill‘i’ngs) in the pit.
The old man observed it, took the to-
maun, and wenthis way; thus it hap-
pened to him every day upon that spot,
until he became a man of property.
When the hour of his death came, he
said to his son, ¢ Carry milk every day
wpon that spot ; you will thus gain a to-
maun.” The old man died. The son
gained every day one tomaun, by going
to that place with milk ; but one day the
son said to himself, * This serpent has
much money, I will kill her, and take

the whole treasure at once.”” He went,

and cast a stone upon the serpent’s head,
which wounded her. The serpent said
to the son, ‘““Do not come here again.
Thy father was an old man, he brought
milk here, and I left one tomaun for it;
thy father died, and I gave it to thee by
God’scommand. As you are now be-
come covetous, and wanted to kill me, I
kill thee.” She did bite him, and he
died. ‘‘Be not covetous, for by covetous-
ness thou losest thy benefactor.’

A MoperaTE SuPPER.—The manner®

of living during the reign of King John
wasg grossly extravagant, Of the luxury
of those times it will be sufficient to pro-
duce a single instance. Fitz Stephen
tells us, that an Archbishop of Canter-
bury paid for a single dish of eels five
pounds, amounting, according to the
most moderate computation, four score
pounds of our money, but, in reality, to
& much larger sain; were a prelate of
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the age of William IV. foolish or profuse
enough to lay out eighty, or an hundred
pounds upon a whole supper, he would
be justly. paragraphed in the chronicles
of the times.—But the extravagance of
the entertainment was compensated, it
will be said, by the soberness of the
hours. The time of dining, even at court,
and in the families of the proudest barons
was nine in the morning, and of sup-
ping, five in the afternoon. These hours
were considered not only as favourable
to business, but as conducive to health.
Swmith's New History of Londons.
A Mapuan's Froric.—Miss Kelly, in
her % Dramatic Recollections,” relates
with great effect a story that Mrs. Mat-
tocks, the actress, told her. She went to
Bedlam with some friends, and the keep-
er, pointing to one cell which they had
not seen, said — ‘“ Here's one in here
who is perfectly quiet so long as you
don't contradict him—mind, | say if you
don’t contradict him.” Accordingly they
entered the cell, and saw a pale faced
melancholy man, with dark eyes, which
had a penetrating brightness peculiar to
madmen. He was in deep thought as
they entered. The party having satisfied
their curiosity, were about retiring,
“ when (said Mrs. Mattocks) he seized me
by the wrist, shutting the door, and, plac-
ing bis back against it, held me in his
firm grasp. ¢ Well, young woman, (said
he,) you're in a comical situation here,
shut in with a madman.” I said, ¢ Sir 1
““ Bat you needn’t be alarmed—you are
rfectly safe ; they told you I was harm-
ess, didn’t they? You needn’t answer.
Are you fond of drawing 1—1 know dyou
are. What is this?” he concluded,
holding up a paper. ‘A ship,” said I.
“A shiy is it #—you call my tree a ship,
doyou?" ‘¢Yes,yes,” saidl, “it is a
ship.”” ¢ Oh, and pray what is this?¥*
Obliged to say something, and not know-
ing what he thought it was, I answered
¢ a house,” which it was. ‘‘A house,
eh! So you call my coach and four a
house, do you ¥’ So saying. he pulled a
clasp knife from his poeket, and opening
it with his teeth, at the same moment
swinging me round the cell with his huge
arm, said, ¢ Now, is it a house or not1”
[t ig, it is.” ¢ Then I'll tell you what
itis, then — this is a dolphin.’’ Then
holding up the knife, and gnashing his
teeth, he said, *-Can you tell what this
is, and no mistake?” ¢ A knife,” I an-
swered. ¢ Right, for once,” said he,
“ and can you tell mewhat 1 shal} do with
it Itrembled, and shook my head in
silent negative. ¢ I'll tell you what I
shall do with it, I shall =—scraps my
charcoal 1"
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THE CONSCRIPT ; OR, THE ORGAN
GRINDER AND HIS MONKEY.

(FOR THE OLIO.)

“ How many a flower this dreary gale
Has broken from its stalk I”

Tue sunbeams glanced from between
the lingering clouds, the window panes
of my library were bearing the worms,
which the rain produced in melting spars,
and the clearing aspect of the atmosphere
raised the shrubs and early flowers to
cheerfulness, [stood at the window ad-
wiring the changing scene, and watched
the gardener pull the roller over the un-
settled gravel walks, A few birds that
lived in my demesne, and enjoyed their
crumbs of comfort in quiet, save when
their own voices were disposed to disturb
it, were hopping from branch to branch,
till their plumage looked glossy by the
reflection of light, and prepared to make
the most of their little lives. The click
of the garden gate made them disappear
into the more woody and safe recesses ;
and it drew my attention. An eye quicker
and brighter than mine saw me, It was
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See page 33

‘an organ grinder, with a monkey just

peeped out from under his jerkin, with
sagacity sufficiently initiated, perhaps by
cruelty, to anticipate a breakfast at my
hands, though the morn had partly passed
into the zenith of noon. Natural hunger
calls most of our energies into action:
the master and his adjunct plainly con-
vinced me 80, as they made their obeisance
before me ; for I did not walk away as
some do, who love to feast their ears with

the murdered quadrille, or lult nf:wly
composed popular air, but boldly faced
the plaintive g(»wing and bending of the

congenial pair.. The monkey was, how-
ever, the best operator on my nerves, for
it ran about, climbed, affected to dance,
replaced its cap and feather, and evidently
reproved me for not sending out a sand=-
wich, and snubbed me by grimace droll
and natural. 1 was not disposed to be
?etulant, but had been perusing the

Italian’ and ¢ Venetian Tale ;' and after
ruminating a little, while the grinder’s
Ealience and hope were nearly exhausted,

ow | could best serve the performers,
my little romping daughter Eounded in
from the nursery, and begged by all
means 1 would, as it was her birth-day,
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ask them into the hall, and give them as
much as they could eat and drink when
they were tired of playing: besides, she
wished to shew her doll to the monkey,
but Dollabella was just laid down tosleep
and would not yet open her eyes. To
all this juvenile patter I listened with
pleasing fraternity ; and as the playing
tunes were repeating, and I receiving a
thousand kisses, a thought came across
me that parents ought to encourage the
beneficent feeling, issuing out of the
hearts of their children spontaneously,
end, ringing the bell, I consented to her
entrealy.

As soon as John opened the door, the
monkey ran in, sans ceremomie,—his
master, turning the heavy musical in-
strument on his hip, made a polite (for
tbese mep cannot forget politeness in
their humblest origin) symptom of thank-
fulness at his apparently flattering re-
ception. To cheer their hearts, I desired
them to be shewn into the kitchen ; and,
after they had taken a timely repast, to
come into the library. This was compiied
with-~but not before the monkey had dis-
membered my daughter Sophy’s doll, and
stripped its fanciful dress into shreds and
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patches,—rather a doleful tale for Sophy
to remember in her after years on a birth-
day occasion. But the mischief ended
not here : Sophy was leading the monkey
by the string round the apartments, when
her newly patronised guest came into im-
mediate contact with a favourite Grimal-
kin, that had kept the secrets of the pass
and gutter many years undismayed. The
green-eyed monster—a frequent inter- -
rupter to the repose of the feline specieg
—occasioned a regular fracas. The
monkey, availing itself of the quadruped
action, rose over the china closet, and
down came glasses and cups and saucers,
in helter skelter clatter ; but which, for-
tunately, made more noise than mischief,
This was scarcely pacified, for the mon-
key’s master intel;posed his authority with
many stripes, and Sophy as mercifully
implored pardon, than the monkey had
made its progress through an aperture in
the brewery, and appeared chatteringly
delighted with a young pigeon. However,
as my purpose was not fulfilled, I suffered
the mischievous creature to enter the
library', and lie snbmiul;]ively undelr its
master’s jerkin, peeping through the loop=-
holes of retreat to gaze on the Babel
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world, in which nething -amiss could
transpire, much to the grief of Sophy, who
sat down rather disappointed she could
not make it submit to her artless designs
in her baby house, already prepared for a
friendly entré. As she sat opposite in
her straight-backed chair by me, 1 could
see a tear now and then | chase down her
plump cheek, and’an’involuntary-sigh
frequently accompanied it.+ ‘'~ .

Afier Guiseppe' Antonio (the name of
my guest) had regaled himself, I began
to converse with him. He was tall and
finely formed, of more than the middle
age. Hisblack bair hung over his neck.
Care added gravity to his countenance,
and his brow was clouded by his expe-
rience. He did not evince any particular
evidence of boldness, but seemed to feel
himself rather embarrassed than other-
wise, arising, perhaps, from a sense of his
poverty and my incipient hospitality.

‘“ You are not married, then, Gui-
seppe "? said I.

‘* Oh! no, sir,” be replied, as a slight
tinge gave interest to his looks—*¢ that is
tosay, I have no wife in England; yetI
hope, téo, I am not deprived of the pro-
tecting love of one to whom [ owe more
than all other treasures, B:t, sir, do not
press me ; for my lot in life has been a
hard one.. 1 was taken froma quiet in-
heritancein a lovely valley. My father

taught me music, and I worked with him,

though but a boy, in the vineyards. My
mother took me several miles o mass on
holidays, and I ascended to the neigh-
bouring villege, to join in the sports and"
glad tidings of my playfellows. As Igrew
into s:ature and becamesteady andthrifty,

my heart wus agrested by a very beautiful -

girl, whose employments and .habits were
similar ‘to'mine. She sensibly aditted
my addresses. Our friends: did not thwart

our inclinations. Thesdame sunshone on -

our birth, the same soil produced us. Our
language was-like—our hopes and pro- -
specls nearly the same : she ‘was an only

daoghter, Lan only son. ‘We loved each -
other as two flowers that twine in each
other’s arms in night-time. Our embrace
was mutual, ardent and natural. We
were betrothed. No blessing was shower-
ed on the one that, like genial rain drops,
did not meoisten the sympathies of the
other. Julie, for this is her name, cou-.
fessed that her destiny was entirely in-
fluenced by mine.

“ Just on the worrow morning in. the
year ——, on St. Mark’'s day—a day .of -
dear recollection 10 me«— the" very day:
appointed .for our muptials, when our:
E::em‘ mevearly :and :prepared all the
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suitably fitted for out-going:and in-dwel-.

ling, snd goods and chettels sufficient, .
with fruits, flowers, and all earthly, sim-"
le comforts, e}ually provided for two. «
ond and mutually-hearted peasants, had
been kindly. catered for our outset and
hopeful progress to ‘peace and contemt-
ment ;—our trath: was tried—our thread
of/union snapped—our silken’, cord ‘cut
asunder - our golden bowl broken. The.’
chalice of affection was ‘dashed against
our convictions. Our .feelings were
bafled. 1 was spnaiched away as &
¢ Conscript.’ 'Unused to war—unwilling
to shed blood— unprepared for the '
rambling career of a soldier. Every in~
treaty was urged. Money was offered.
Our love made known. The ritual de-
clared. The priest interposed. . Julie
knelt and prayed my release. She clung
round me and demanded my exemption—
but to no purpose. The mandate was
forth, Disobedience was & hopeless -
effort. Go I must, and that immediately.
Our parting. was the means of our:
stronger declarations of constancy. And .
our parents concerted that the tiwe
should not be distant ere we yet should
be united.

%My dear sir, [ know not how to pro«
ceed. I feel the tear stealing like &
treasured thought into my sight. The
scene and the subjeet of it is before me.
Excuse me —any further development
would only give me pain, and 1 per-
ceive your little daughter is becoming too
deeply interested in my sad condition.”

‘“Take courage, my good man,” I
added mildly; smd whispering to my
daughter, said, * Sophy, you had better
visit your aunt, whom I see has just en-
tered the paddock gate, and return
anon.”. :

Sophy had a heart of semsibility,
yoang: as she was; and with her eyes
full of tears, sheleft the library,

“ Now your daughter is goune,” con-
tinued Guiseppe; 1 feel courage to pro-
ceed. - 1 had not long been accustowed
to- arms and inured (o the flight and
sound of cannon balls, ere a slim youth
joined the company 1 was in, and fought
bymy side. Our friendship, unlike that
of many of my comrades, waxed strong
und warm. | had been out as sentinel
one dark night, and to my uatter sarprise,

- none other than Julie proved to be dle-

identical friend. "She had enlisted—puor=
saed our regiment, 4nd -fouglt with -u<,’
She was wounded — discovered. My
heart declared the truth which induced.
her to act thus—her lips ratified it. Her

+ life-was despaired of—the wound grew.

t means if theirpower for. our happi
ness ; whena'hittement.cottage had been

wome. : Shexras discharged,’ awnd ¢ seut
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to-aid her to our native birth-place. We
arrived just in time to follow her parents
to the mound of all quiet. In due time,
my.furlough was nearly up. Baut I re-
ceived my discharge the day before, and
ever after this, Julie’s wound improved
in ease and appearance. She gradually
grew better. We were married.; Every.
thing conspired to render us happy. A
little girl, not unlike your's, was the
pledie and hope of our prospects. As
she lived, she increased in loveliness
and duty. Her lips and spirit were em-
blems of angelic being. She did not
live long—her bud of beauty was scat-
tered by disease ; she ceases to live be-
low—she is an infant saint in glory.”

.¢¢ But, your wife Julie, Guiseppe—
your wife—did she not come over to
England with you 1"

¢ No, she did not; she watched me
over like as a star watches the shallop
on the waters. She is in heaven, too. —
Her love could not survive the separa-
tion of our own dear Julie. They are
happy spirits. 1am only a probationary
one. This ismy calling. 1 am a lone
being, endeavouring to communicate
bharmony to others; 1 have none this
side immortality for myself—you, sir,
little think to what privations I am - ex-

ed'"

- ¢ But, would you not be more indepen-
dent in your own clime!”

‘““Alas | alas! sir, independence is
not there, now. My parents are dead ;
the cottage is laid waste by the famine,
the war, and the pestilence. The vines
are trod down ; the graves of my beloved
ones are flattened and undistinguished.
My consolation is derived from my reli-
gion. [ am a humble but sincere fol-
lower of the faith of my .forefathers. If
(ou will now permit me, with a thankful

eart, to retire and pursue my hard earned
pitiance, | shall never forget your kind-
ness in my prayers to the saints for
your well being, and that of your beau-
tiful and beloved daughter.”

I saw the poor fellow’s heart rise in
his eyes, which were swimming. 1
gave him a sovereign to aid him on his
way. He complained not of the hard-
ships — the deprivations — the almost
starving condition to which organ-grind-
ers are subject; 1 wept for him—(for [
am a widower like him) ; my daughter
wept for him ; and, so long as I have it
in my power to render the most trifling
help to a sincere fellow creature, I shall
never turn aside from relieving an
¢ orgen grinder and his monkey,” rais-
ing an offertory of set ballads and mo-
dern instances at my study window, whe-
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ther it be the birtli-day of my daughter,
or any otber available opportunity.
Eunus.

MIS8 POOLE’S DEVILSKIN IN “ THE
SMUGGLER.”
For the Olio.

A smuggler’s babe, copveyed away
To make its smuggler sire obey,
And swear alleglauce to the clan,
Like a stout hearted, lawless, man !
Adopted :=running ragged, wild,
A clever, quick, surprising child!
Climbing rough steeps—by hunger sped,
And seekiog refuge. Thither led
In danger's courses;—leaping thiough
A window, from the captive crew;
Beseeching mercy,—bhiding, then
Exposed to risk of life again :
Again, repeating well its part,
Awaking its own mother's heart,

J that the hin’s tong
First from her fond affections sung:
Mishaps, endearments, hope and fear,
The strange, but bappy, tidings clear;
“ Oh! 'tis my boy !—my boy ! restored,—
¢ The mark—"tis he !"”’—The boy’s adored :
Kisses embraces, closely press'd$
The mother’s love!—the father’s rest!
Joys are dissolved in tears, with truth
The parents view their ransom'd youth ;
Devilskinne's hence their bright soleil,
And little Povle's une petite Powle. P.

A BREACH OF PROMISE.

Tuag following, extracted from the Lit.
Gaz., is taken from a work, entitled
¢ The Modern Cymon."

‘¢ M. Bellequeue presented himself
dressed in a blue frock coat, with but-
tons shining like gold, a white silk
waistcoat and black breeches; and it
may be well to note that such things as
breeches were worn in 1805, the epoch
at which the events took place which we
have the honour to relate. Bellequene,
whose hair was dressed with more than
ordinary care, held his three-corned hat
in his hand, under each arm boxes of
comfits, two little parcels tied up with
favours hung by his fingers, and a hand-
some bouquet was fastened to one of the
boxes. The godfather, although a little
embarrassed with his load, entered the
room with that peculiarly grave air,
often affected by those who are fearful
of cutting rather a ridiculons figure, and
by which none but a fool is deceived.—
But he soon felt himself at home, and had
a smile for every one. Stepping lightly
towards the invalid, he presented her
with four boxes tied with blue favours,
and a little parcel containing four pair
of gloves. ¢ Iknew you would do some-
thing foolish,’ said Mme. Durand, throw-
ing a soft look on the hair-dresser; who
drew from his right pocket two little pots
of confiture de Bar, and presented
them, saying, ‘This is for the stomach.’




THE

—*What more? "Upon. my word, I am
quite ashamed.’ — ¢ And this for the
chest,” said Belleqneue, drawing from
his left pocket a pint bottle of Schubac,
¢ Ab, this is too much.’—¢ Here is your
gossip, my- dear Bellequeue,’ said the
herbalist, introducing Mme. 'Grosbleau,
- who made a low curtsy. He then begged
the godmother’s acceptance of four boxes
which be bad made up his mind to buy,
as well as a packet of gloves. But
whilst Mme. Grosbleau was occupied with
her presents, Bellequene found means
to approach Mme. Durand and whispered
her, ¢ Hers are Grenoble, but yours are
Parisian gloves; your comfits are a la
Vanille, and you have plenty of pista-
chio, whilst she has nothing but common
nuts.” Mme. Durand replied to all this
by a tender look, and a soft squeeze of
the hand.””
' Trait of Character—‘‘ Madame Du-
rand cried bitterly at parting from her
son, though M. Darand took considerable
pains to inform her that St. Germains
was not in the East Indies, and that, al-
though there was no steam conveyance,
there was a thousand other ways of get-
ting there in a very little time. It is hard
to convince a mother that she is wrong
in crying for her son. Besides, Madame
Dorand was not in the habit of paying
much attention to what her husband
said.”

Just Remark.—* We do not readily
forget a friend who has once given us a
capital breakfast, and is also very likely
to do the same again.”

Another:

¢“Mlle. Adelaide began to take to
Jean ; for women have always a secret
penchant for men who are not like the
rest of the world.”

The hero being what the name of the
work implies; it is thought expedient to
try female influence. A young lady,
remarkable for ber skill in preserves, is
selected ; and we will briefly trace the
courtship, as equally lively and charac-
teristic. It begins with a dinner.

“ M. Chopard warmed with his dinner ;
he had already made two good hits on
the cucambers, and found the bread ex-
ceeding good, liking every thing, as he
said, well-bread. Mme. Chopard was
ready to burst with laughter ; Mme. Du-
rand tried to get up a smile; Bellequeue
ate and drank like a man who had no
fear of marriage before his eyes; and
Mme. oux was every moment asking
her neighbour what was said. Jean sang
as he ate; and Mme. Chopard said,
¢How very gay that young man is! he
is all life and spirits.” As Jean liked
his glass, he took care to fill M. Cho-
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pard’s, who whhmd Mme. Durand,
¢ Your son has n extremely well
brought up,’ At the second course;
Jean remembered what Bellequeue had
mentioned of Mlle. Chopard, and turn+
ing. snddenly round to her, he said, ‘I
amtold you ean make ligueurs.” Mlle.
Adelaide bit her lips, and replied, pout-
ingly, ¢ I can make something more than
that, sir.” ¢ Ah, I dare say, a woman
must have something to employ her.—
They can't do as we do, run from cafe’s
to billiards.’

Jean, however, sees a little of life in
another pair of bright eyes ; and the fol-
lowing is the result.

¢ <My dear godfather,” said Jean, at
length, stopping before Bellequeue, *I
have an avowal to make to you.'—‘An
avowal—some present, I'll bet, that you
wish to meke your beloved, and you
don'tknow how to present it.’=‘ Not at
all —it will cost me too much to tell you
—for it will give you pain to hear ; but
it must be done, and the sooner the bet«
ter.’—¢ Well, then, my dear boy, explain
yourself, and don’t keep me two hours
with your ifs and ands.—‘In a word,
then, 1 will never marry Mlle, Chopard !’
Bellequeue started back, and almost up-
set himself and his arm-chair; bat re-
covering, he said, *You will not -
What do you mean? surely I have not
heard you aright?’ Jean repeated, in a
decided and distinct tone, 1 will never
marry Mile. Chopard ! Bellequeue
started bolt upright, and striking his fore-
head with a theatrical air, exclaimed,
¢ Why, this passes all belief! These
are the blows which overwhelm us quite!
You will not marry her ! —your intended
bride—the lovely Adelaide—to whom you
are affianced !"—° Oh, as to being effi-
anced, my dear godfather, that was all
your own doing. A man does not be-
come affianced to a girl by merely
squeezing her band.” ¢Excuse me, sir,
on the contrary, sir, he is very much en-
gaged —and when a day has been named
for the wedding—when the “parents al-
ready look upon you as their son—when
the daughter places all her affections on
you—do you still think, sir, that there is
no engagement 1—do you think that you
will be allowed to trifle thus with the
peace of a family, and a tender heart of
nineteen ' Anger had almost made
Bellequeue eloquent; he paced the
room as if he never had the gout. Jean
took his hand and said, ¢ My dear god-
father, I confess my errors, and I feel
perfectly, that I have been guilty of
many to the Chopard family.'—¢ \?Vel.:i
then, marry the daughter, and there wi
be no more said.’—‘No, I will never




merry the daughter, because 1 could
mever make her bappy, and, should be
miserable myself.’ — ¢ Miserabla ! with
a woman whom you love ¥—¢[—I love
Mlle. Chopard! 1 assure you I. never
cared about-her,’—¢ And 1, sir, tell yon,
that you adored her.' ' What'!did not’ we
all o e the change that love made in
yout Your different mode of dress—the
playing, smoking that you gave up, and
your sighs and melancholy looks—was
all this nothing? or only to mock us¥’—
¢ Oh, no, | swear———" ¢ That your love
should have so soon passed away, is
what I cannot understand ; but that of
the young lady is not to be extinguished
in the same way. You have inflamed
the young girl—very natural —and a
young heart feels deeply, you see.’—¢[
know it but too well.’—¢ Certainly, Mlle.
Adelaide Chopard will never want a
husband—such a superb girl—so ex-
tremely well shaped—so clever—whe
preserves gooseberries in brandy whole
—and who makes noyeau as if she had
lived all her life at Martinique; these
are things not to be met with every day,
sir.’ ‘Welly, my dear godfather, she
may brandy any thing she pleases, but
I cannot marry her. Iadmit, I should
have said so sooner, but I knew not
how to go about it."—‘I tell you, sir,
that you must marry her; you have gone
too far to recede. And I, sir, I, who
bave acted for you—have you no idea
that I am compromised in this business ?
It was I that went to ask the hand of the
superb Adelaide for you.'— ¢ I never
asked you to do 80.’—¢ No, but you were
not sorry for it aflerwards.’—* Because
then I had not reflected.”—*And why the
devil have you reflected now?—you
should have married—that is all—you
might have reflected after,””
The luckless godfather has to make the
diselosure.
. “¢You are alone, M. Bellequeue,’
said Mme. Chopard, with an astonished
look. ¢ Yes—yes, madame, I am alone,’
replied Bellequeue, with the tone and
look of a man who has all his life played
the part of a confidant in a tragedy. ‘M.
Jean has not condescended to accompany
on;l!‘ said Adel:ai;:e:1 in an agit;(ed voiee.
equeue, who had prepared his pocket
handkerchief, in the %ope of squgeo:ing
out a tear, now blew his nose, and return-
ed it to his pocket, saying, in an embar-
rassed and conscious manner, ¢ Young
Durand, my godson—Jean, that is to say
~—has not come with me, it is truae; and
yetl had a carriage by the hour; I have
even one below at this moment ; for my
leg-—1 feel a little gout; we shall have a
chavnge of weather, [ am sure.” ‘A new
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moon te-morrow,’ said M. Chopard, tak«
ing a pinch of snuff with #n air .of satis-
faction, as he had always two or three
puns ready on the new quarter; but
Mille. Adelaide angrily interrupted him,
saying, * Good heavens ! papa, gurely M.
Bellequeue has not come here to talk
about moons and hackney-coaches—1 can .
no longer bear this state - of ‘suspense.
What did M. Jean say to you! Why does
notbhe come?! Why have not we heard
from him1 Speak, M. Bellequeue, speak,
I entreat you.’ ¢ Very true,’ said M.
Chopard, sullenly, ¢thisis no time for
joking ; what has the young man to say
for himself?’ Bellequene, finding bim-
self pressed on all sides, once more drew -
his handkerchief, and squeezed his eye-
lids together with all his force, in order
to renderthem moist, at length murmured,
¢ It is very painful—it is indéed, I may
say, most agonising to me, to be the
bearer of unpleasant news: but my dear-
est friend, | am not my godson—were I
so—very different—"’ Bellequeue then
stopped and blew his nose, as if complete-
ly overpowered by his feelings. But
Mille. Chopard cried, ¢ To the point, M.
Bellequeue, to the point, I entreat you;
I am prepared for the worst.’ * Well then
{ willtell you all,’said Bellequeue, re-
turning his handkerchief into his pocket,
¢Some wild freak—some devil rather,
must have possessed this young man.
Jean does justice to the virtues, to the
charms; to the real merit of the lovely -
Adelaide {; he spoke so well of her—so
well indeed—" ¢ Well, M. Bellequeue ¥
¢ Well; after praising her to the skies, he
declared that he cowld not .marry her.’
¢ He will not.” ¢ ldon't say that he will
not—but he cannot—because he does not
feel deserving of so great a happiness.’
¢ Ohy: wamma! [ faint,’ said Adelaide,
sinking in an arm-chair. *My daughter
will lose her senses,’ said Mme. Cho-
pard, running to Adelaide; ‘M. Cho-
perd ! something, 1 beg of you!" ¢Yes,’
said M. Chopard, running about distract-
edly; ¢ what will she have—an apricot—
8 plum—cherry ¥’ ¢I will send 8 medi-
man,’said Bellequeue; and availing

himself of the confusion, he hurried out
of the room, ran down the stairs at the
risk of breaking his neck, threw himself
into the coach, crying, ¢ Home-—where we
came from,.as hard as you can.drive: once
there, I will roll myself in flannel, and
swear to the Chopards that 1 have the
gout in my stomach.’ »’

The father decides on remonstrating
with le de. :

“*Yes, I will let him see thatl am a
man : and if the fellow will not marty my
daughter, he shall tell me why.’ ¢ Take
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oate, M. Chopard, don' let yéur feelings
carry you away, I entreat you.” ¢ But.
when my blood is up, suppose. ] were to
take the gooseberriesand the plums with-'
out stones ; it may open his eyes to his:
folly, at all events it cannot fail to. tonch
him, my conceptions are always''so'goods
Mme. Chopard help me with these two
jars under each arm—now I'll go ; and
if the young man does not come back with
me, it will not be my fault ;—1'll attack
him at all points.” M. Chopard set out
with a jar under each arm.”

Aftier a little vain remonstrance, he
thus addresses the recreant :~—

«“ ‘ Then, sir, all this goes to shew that
positively you will not marry my daugh-
ter’ It is but too true, sir.’ ¢ Then,
sir, 1 must let you know that I came here
for satisfaction. Oh, I am not one of
those fathers withoat firmness—easy good-
natured souls, who put up with any thing
—I am not one of those fathers, sir, | am
a man of spirit !—spirit " muttered Cho-
{uard, that. came’ quite of itself. Jean
ooked ‘at Chopard with astonishment,
and replied in. a submissive manner, ¢ {
cannot but feel, sir, that you have a right
to act in this way. If you positively exact
itfrom mej iftlre assurance of my regret
will 'not content you; it is for you to
ordgr, sir ; 1am at your service, and ready
togive yoa satisfaction in any way ‘you
please—sword or pistol—choose your
weapon.” M. Chopard started back four
paces, and putting on a more friendly
look, he ‘cried, ¢You quite mistake me,
yousg man—you did not understand, my
dear young friend, what I meant by satis-
faction. Swords and pistols are out of
the: question; they are bad arguments;
but when yon determine not to marry my
daughter; you must have some motive—
Plausible-~in fact some good reason to
give. That is the satisfaction I was seek-
ing. I think you cannot refuse it to me.’

The satisfaction is given by owning
another attachment, a

¢ With these feelings, sir, would you
have me becomne the husband of your
daughter! How tould I offet hera heart
beating but for another ¥* ¢ No, my friend,
certdinly not—and | would not ‘consent,
even if you yourself were to beg me 6n
your knees. Well, now at last here is a
reason—a most capital reason indeed, and
‘Yam sure Adelaide will be quite satisfied.
My dear boy, I can only wish you every
kind of happiness: as for these jars, [
believe I may as well—just now, in fact,
You are not capable of appreciating-their
contents.” ¢ Oh no. sir!’ ¢ Well, then,

I will take them with me; some time :

hence, perhaps—farewell, my dear{riend,
1 must return to my daughter, who impa-
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tiently expects me." M. Chopard replaced
the jars under his arms, and took leave of
Jean, who accompanied him as far as the
staircase.” . . .
M. Chorud arrives at home with his
jars in safety.
.'¢¢(Adelnide, who, in her anxiety, bad
placed herself at the window to catch the
first glimpse of her father, ran down to
meet him. Mme.Chopard followed, saying,
¢ Here is M. Chopard ; now we shall beer
how he treated M. Jeam.” ¢ Well, papa,
you have seen him?' ¢ Yes, most cer~
tainly I have seen bim, and I flgiter my=~
self 1 have seen him to some purpose, too.
Oh, how heavy!’ ¢ Papa,one word, one
single word, in pity!—is it true he hes
changed his mind? ¢ I am going. to tell
you all about it, my deer child—this one
18 much the heaviest of the two.. Oh, 1
went the right way to- work with the young
man. { stuck close to my text—you marry
wy daughter, or you tell me the reason
why~and I carried my point.’ “ Ah, my
dear papa ! let. me kiss you,’ cried Ades
laide, throwing: herself round her father’s
neck. ¢ Take oare, child, you will make
me break something.” ¢ He consents,
then, to marry me?’ ¢ No, he wont; but
he told me the reason why.’ At this reply,
< Adelaide-fell.back.on the banister of the
staircase, and M. Chopard, trying to save
her, forgot what he cartied ander.his right
arm ; and the jar of plums, which had
been his constant companion for ‘the.last
hour, fell on the stairs, and -was dashed
to pieces. M. Chopard was almast per
trified at the sight of the broken jar and
his valued froits, -which were rolling
down the atairs. . Mme, Chopard sustained
her daughter, .crying, ¢ Good heavens!
.this is the eleventh time she: has been in
this way to-day:. poor child, she will
never sorvive it. But, M. Chopard, you
returned with such a trivwphant look !’
¢ Madame, | looked as I coght to look,’
vrerlied Chopard, ,in a melancholy tone,
following with his eyes the plums,.which
were jumping from one stair to another.
*I flatter myself }succeeded in my mission
‘perfectly ; of course, if ['could have fore-
:seen. that the jar would have been broken,
1 would have left it with the young man ;
because one- may change one’s mind, and
:gee things in another light—but that is no
redson—Goodness ! what a smell,~how
.delicious, they will pesfume the house
for a week to come.’

EASY WAY OF RAISING RENT,
FOR THE OLIO.

* Rent day comes round so_guick,” you say,
‘¢ ‘That cash you cannot find to pay 3"
Wherefore complain >—or why relent ?
Strip up your clothes—and, here’s your Rent,
. P.I. R
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THE TAILOR.

FOR THE OLIO.

List, Hst—0 | list!
1 can a Tail-or unfold.

It would require an operator at_St.
Thomas’s or Guy’s 'to'‘anatomise & ‘tatlor.
In the digsection, so many threads, pecu-
liarly twisted, composing the nervous
system, would be found, that nothing
short of a practicat lining, a good trim-
ming, of ¢ cutting his coat according to

his cloth,’ and a palpable demonstration, -

devoutly to be wished, would satisfy a
ninth portion of the fraternity of the
propriety of the pattern, the fitness of
the out, and the proportion of his claims
to a seat at the sign of the ¢ Shears.’—
Yet, when it may be considered, a tailor
is generally made of melancholy stuff,
the attempt cannot be resisted, even by
a botcher. Whatever the quaint old
Master Burton, the emblematic Quarles,
or the modern Elia may have measored
in the tailor's behalf; or the neglect
shewn him, when the ¢ town was in dan-
ger,’ without having recourse to any of
their cuttings, a few ink-shed drops might
be added to the ¢general mourning’ cha-
racter of one, who walks home- with his
work as deftly as his neighbour, the un-
dertaker. Something is singularly re-
markable in the habitudg of a tailor.—
‘When he steps, it is lik¢ the shadow of
a lengthening day. He is but an indiffer-
ent horseman, for he usually sits on
board— a reason why sailors, perhaps,
are like him. He is pale in his complex-
ion, and careless in the costume of his
hair and his heels, which a hare is not.
While he views your outward statare,
with the skill of a statuary, he seems to
be running his needle throughyour sides
with hasty stitches. His measures, like
those of the ministers of his majesty’s
government, are susceptible of change, if
not approved. His patterns, like the
hues of the rainbow, are submitted to
your fancy, and he recommends that for
¢wear,’ if not ‘tear," which is most
worn, and will have a seasonable run
without being exposed to the threadbare
fashion and out at elbows, when it ought
to be in vogue, The tailor has discarded
the scissors in taking his measures. The
notched slips of parchment of former
days, with his customers’ family name,
and a personal description, like a ¢ coat
of arros’ on them, are suspended in the
cutting room. The anatomical leather
now makes its figure over the brawny
shoulders, the manly hip and slender
knee, instead. The tailor is precisely
a man of buckrim. Staytape is his

standerd, Being on good terms with the:

, besides, on Michaelmas day, and
cause his citadel is thereby defended,
he is a fit person for theatric, or mob,
condemnation, —to hiss an unpopular
candidate at an election. For, he is a
stalthwart politician and accustomed to
pledges. In polemic discussion, he
finishes off his opponents at the club
in quick time, and is never better pre-
pared for combat than when attacked by
a volley of ¢ foul weather' arguments.—
Heis a friend to the button order, and
like a grave digger, is a maker and filler
of holes. If he were called into tragedy,
he would thrust his finger through his
thimble, and his foes quietus make
with a ¢ bare bodkin." He can provide
the maniac with a strait-waistcoat, or
the fop with a waistcoat straitened. —
If he be not a producer of hops, (and is
he not in the ball room when his uncle
has parties 1) he is a maker of pockets.
His sleeve-board is his fardel, when not
used as a shield. Like Captain Dalgetty,
he is able to snuff a sconce or repair
breaches, and knows the various brogues
of his customers. He can enable any
man to wear a cloak, whether he be a
licensed teacher, or a licentious dispu-
tant. By him, the elastic rope-dancer
performs his evolations, and the screwed
votary moves in tights, He is intellect~
ual and colloquial, He thinks the un
derstanding, without offending his neigh-~
bour Sole, wears like other things ;—
science, like food, will nourish and ¢on-
sume it. But his intellect, like wool,
wants drawing out; and the Weird Sis-
ters spin the thread of his discourse. A
new garment, which ¢ neither moth nor
rust doth corrupt,’ is the glory of his
¢ Finish.’ He never looks to greater
advantage than when his customers are
set off by him with a suitable address.
When a family mourning requires his
utmost speed, he gets more pay by his
loco-motion ; but in the wearying mids
night he wishes the devil bhad taken the
tailor, ere his parents had ¢ pinned him
down to the board.” Like Sole, he is a
man of wax-work ; and like him, when
laughing in his sleeve, he keeps up his
frolics to the last, He resembles old
age ere he is out of his apprenticeship,
for he labours ¢ nose and knees.’ Happy
for him if his nostrils escape the spit-
like needle. Like the wife of Bath, he
reserves ‘ a gat tooth in his head,’ to
ite off his thread ; and like a good gar=
dener, he knows how to improve the
growth of cabbage. There are, however,
barring these peculiarities, many valiant.
(not to say pot valiant) traits in a tailor.
He often holds many 8 promissory note,
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without possessing the sweet drafts of
his bill. He dresses up the unprincipled
scion of fashion, who stares him out of
countenance in wishing to do as he
leases with his own. The proud vil-
ain gives him the cut direct, forcutting
him out in so shapely a' style. "He has
to bear the insolence and recidivation of
the upstart he credits; and is called an
ingrate for making his demand, which he
can never bring to book. In super-fine,
and, of coarse, he is the decorator of the
Police blues ; the prime fashioner of the
Greys and the Searlets; mor can the
Greens, the Browns, the Buffs, or the
{‘)'rabs, appear like true gentry, without
im.
Right blest, indeed, the tailor sews his
way through life, if he escape the losses,
to which so meny are heirs ; if he shun
the evil councils of the ¢worst of the -
sons of the morning,’ who tipple their
ninths in the spirituous meridian, and
contents himself with the honour of an

industrious and honest member of
society.
TO MARY
For the Olio.
The soul that is divinely fair
Shall joyless fade away;

Deep sorrow shalil be rooted there,
And reign in endless sway.

1 saw dear Mary in her bloom,
Not known to wily snares,

But now her deep desponding gloom
Doth realise my fears.

She’s tasted the bitter of life,
And beauty sinks away,

For worldly care and homeward grief
Sadden each passing day.

But not these things alone I grieve,
For Mary thou art fled

Far from our vows; there's no reprieve
When by thyself it’s led.

When womanhood did deck thy brow,
How beauteous and fair!

And when thou heard’st my youthful vow,

I thought dear truth was there.

But time batb woven diff’rent joys,
Hath made another thine:

Yet still I would tby heart enjoy,
Although thou art not mine.

The soul that is divinely fair
Shall joyless fade away,

Deep sorrow shall be rooted there,
And reign in endless sway.

J. SHARP, JUN,

Fine Rrts.

Tombleson’s Views on the Thames and
Medway.—1st Part.

This part, offered as a fair specimen of
its monthly successors, consists of four
engravings :—the ¢ Source of the Thames’
—* St. Paul’s from Bankside’—¢ London
Bridge'—¢ The Custom House’ and an
ably written preface. The artist has se-
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lected his drawings with much taste, and
the engravings are well executed, though
not with sufficient freedom to escape cri-
ticism ; nor do we think, the ¢ Series’
will have so large a share of patronage,
however deserving it, as the ¢ Views on
the Rhine.’

Barber’s Views of the Isle of Wight.

These views, which are drawn and en-
i:aved by Mr. Barber, are very beauti-

1ly executed. They are published pe-
riodically and cheaply, with descriptions,
such as give correct statements; and,
when bound, will enhance the value of
the scenes delineated by the pencil and
graver.

Historical Carvings. O. Bond-street.

We have been gratified by an exami-
nation of some extremely curious spe-
cimens of carving for exhibition ; and
mey safely say that this unique art,
which, to some persons, is as a blank—
is of the most Ingenious character and
variety ; and worthy a visit, by those
especially, who are fond of cabinet cuts
and antique historical illustrations.

FATE OF CATHILINEAN.

THE death of this young man, whose
family suffered more than any other in
the cause of the Bourbons, is thus de-
scribed in a work recently published, en~
titled, Six Weeks on the Loire.

“The younger Cathilinean, devoted
with hereditary zeal to the worn-out cause
of the Bourbons, took up arms for Ma-
dame la Duchesse de Berri; associated
in his successes with M. de Suriac, M.
Morrisset, and M. de la Soremere, names
dear in the annals of fidelity and courage.
Orders were given to arrest them at Beau-
preau ; they took refugein a chatean in
the neighbourhood. The troops surround-
ed and searched it, but all in vain; not
a single human being was to be found in
it. Certain, however, that the objects of
their search were actually within the pre-
cincts of the chateau, they closed the gates, .
set their watch, and allowed no one to
enter, excepta peasant, whom they em-
ployed to show them the hiding-places.
This watch they -kept three days, till
wearied by the non-appearance of the
parties, and the bellowing of the catle,
which were confined without water and
on short allowance, they were on the
point of quitting the spot ; one of the offi~
cers, however, thought previous to doing
so, he would go over the chateau once
more—the peasant followed close at his
heels, suddenly the officer turned towards
him, ¢ Give me a pinch of snuff, friend,
said he. X
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< ¢I have ‘none,’ replied the man, “ I
do not take it.!

« ¢Then who is there in this chateau
that does ¥’

¢ ¢ No one that I know of —thereis no
one in the chateau, as you see.’

¢ ¢ Then whence comesthe/snuff'which
I see ‘here?’. said .the officer, pointing
with his foot to some which was scat~
tered on the ground.

“lThe mun turned pale, and made no
reply.

}‘,‘ ¥1h9~oﬁcer looked round again, exa-
‘mined the earth more -closely, stamped
with:his foot, and at: last thought he felt a
vibratien, as if the ground below was hol-
low : he scrutinized every inch, and at
length saw something like a loose board ;

. he raised it up, and then, alas! he be-
held Catbilinean, in' front of his three
companions, with his pistols in his hand
ready to fire. The officer had not a mo-
ment to deliberate,~—he fired,— Cithili-
nean fell dead, and his companions were
seized. This story was told us by the
keeper of the music, and ‘afterwards con-
firmed by an officer who was one of the
party employed.”

8T. DAVID'S DAY.

Ode for March 1, 1838, as. sung at the 119th.- An-
niversary of the Welch Charity 8chool, held at
Freemasons' Tavern,—written by Mr. Parry.
Air, * The Exile of Cambria,”

BOYS.AND GIRLS.

‘We hail with delight the retarn of this day,

‘That calls us together, our tribute to pay!

-To you, our protectorsand guardians, we owe

Devotion far greater than we can bestow.

GIRLS. - .
Religion and virtue we’ll e’er keep in view,
And walk in their paths, as directed by you ;
O may we hereafter your wishes fulfil,

-And speed by the precepts you kindiy iastil.

BOYS.
From the eye of distress yon have wiped the sad
tear—
Tho’ humble our thanks, oh, believe them si .
To shield us from want, ant to gladden our

Wearts,
‘Our Mounarch, God bless him! bis houaty imparts.
ALL.
Fair Clmlbrl;, eoraptured, your deeds will ap-
aun
*And Edgpfund,’ldmlrlng. your actious will laud ;
.While we, your blest children, our voices wiil
raise,
In strains of sweet g

THE LAST OF THE BURNINGS. .
Continued from page 22.

ada h

and praise.

THE sentiments Dangerfleld had con-
ceived for Lucy Howard, were the off-
spring of avarice rather than of affection.

*He knew she would inherit to him a hand-
some fortune, and he resolved to secare
it. Yet it was but natural that, being
oonstantly in her society, he should after-
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wards imbibe a regard for her. Bat the
transient feeling evaporated .aftgr this
fatal visit ; and his Jurking love of pre-
eminence now awakened. the desire of
possessing @ iirl who .was, unquestion-
ably, the Jovelieat he bad ever seen, and
he determinedy at all . hazards,. to gain
Cecilia. ‘As a first step, he redoubled
his endeavours to lead .Inderling into
those courses which had been his own
ruin—boping thereby to inspire Cecilia
with an aversion towards her lover. By
ill fortune be partially succeeded, inas-
much that Mark freqnently absented
himself, fox days together, from the scenes
that had hitherto been o dear to him,; and
his neglect preyed deeply on the mind of
his intended bride. Paul, nevertheless,
had no trifling difficulty togermount : un-
der various pretences, he had made se-
veral visita to Cecilia, - -and --he quickly
perceived that there existed not the most
distant likelihood of -exciting in, her bo-
som any-favourable sentiments for him-
self. On the contrary, her deportment
towards him was chilling 1n the extreme,
for she regarded him as the aathor al.
most of Mark’s defection. To carry her
off, therefore, was Dangerfield's only re-
maining plan; bat this weuld require
accomplices more to be relied upon than
any of his associates, and he pondered to
discover those likely to suit his purpose.
He at length recollected that a knot of
smugglers (who had witnessed his great
prowess in various trials of strength, and
were attracted by the daring hardihood
of his character,) had some time before
requested him to become one of their
number ; and his only reason for refusal
was, because he could nat be received as
their leader. This was now a thing of
minor importance ; and he determined to
join them on any terms, provided they
would give him help.

The smugglers received Dangerfield
with open arms, and readily promised
him assistance on the following evening ;
but in the interim Paol was to assist them
in running a very valuable cargo ashore.
The night came, and every thing wore a
favourable aspect, until suddenly a body
of custom-house officers made their ap-
pearance, and a sharp conflict ensued,
which ended in a seizure of the contra-
band goods. - .

When the smugglers, after their re-
treat, had in some wmeasure recovered
themselves, they seized Dangerfield, and
with bitter imprecations, accused him of
having betrayed them. For some time it
was in vain that he denied the charge;
butat length they listened with patience,
and then declared that the only way to
prove the truth of his assertions, and
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escape their vengeance, was (o provarea
sum—no matter how—sufficient to de-
fray the loss they had sustained, other-
wise his death should be the consequence.
Although hopeless of succeeding, Paul
gladly acceded to their ,conditions  for
granting him his life, and 'he’' 'was there-
upon permitted to depart.

Paul hastened instantly into the town,
with a determination of doing something
decisive at once, although umncertain
what plan he had best follow. Impulse,
or perhaps a vague hope, guided his foot-
steps to the inn kept by Mrs. Howard.
Atthe moment of reaching it, he saw a
horse stop near the gateway, on which
were mounted Lucy and the head ostler.
This did not surprise Paul, who knew
well that she was in the habit of visiting
her relations for two or three days to-
gether, on which occasions the man he
saw was generally sent to bring her
safely home.

“ [ hopes you arn’ttired, Miss," said the
ostler, ag he assisted Lucy to dismount.

“ Not in the least, I thank you, James,"’
she replied ; and, after bidding him to
put the animal into its stable, Lucy was
preparing to enter her home, when the
well-known image of Paul stepped before
her. He arrested her arm with a quiver-
ing grasp—he passed the other hand
across his eyes, as if to wipe away a tear,
although tearless—he bent his head, as
if he was not worthy to look up before
her, and, in an earnest but low tone,
conjured ber to grant him a single mi-
nate’s converse. Lucy’s confusion at his
sudden appearance was 8o great, that
she was for some moments deprived of
power either to stir or speak ; and Dan-
gerfleld, construing her silence into con-
sent, once more pleaded her to cast a fa-
vourable eye upon him, and snatch him
from the gulph of despair.

“ [ cannot, Paul Dangerfleld—I will
not!” ghe replied, in a voice whose trem-
bling intonation too plainly told how
dear the reprobate still was to the maiden.
—¢I have solemnly promised never
to be yours,—my mother has charged
me to observe the vow, and my disobe-
dience would stab her to the heart.”

¢ But suppose she consented to revoke
the promise ; would you not, then, bless
me, Lucy 3 asked Paul—with difficulty
suppressing his agitation.

“‘How could I, Dangerfield? Know-
ing what you have been.and what yeu
are, the sacrifice would fall little short of
murdering my own peace for ever!’

¢ And will you not, Lucy, for the sake
of restoring me to what I first was—for
the sake of my repose hereafter—consent
o that murder 1"
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“ .consent—" here an-approaching
footstep interrupted Lucy, and she shrunk
close to Paol. - The intruder -proved to
be a man named Anderson, and well
known to Dangerfield, from bavisg fre=
quently _employed the laiter in various
branches'of the sail-making trade; he had
been smoking his evening pipe at the .
inn, and was retorning howneward.

‘“ A black night, Master Anderson,”
observed Paul as he passed.

¢ Ay !—'tis one which makes a white
conscience comfortable. Good night,
boy,” returned Anderson, pursuing his
way.

¢ And now, my girl, conclude your
kind sentence, and I will then unfold all
my designs for the fotnre,” said Danger-
field. pressing Lucy to his bosom. .

“You seéem to have mistaken me, .
Paul,” retorned Lucy. ‘1 was about to
declare that [ consent (o nothing without
my mother's approbation ; and, till you
agein raise yourself in her estimation, 1
must see you no more.” With these
words, she extricated herself from his
arms and flew to her home.

But when Lucy -sought the sapport of
her pillow, a feeling of regret and com-
punction stole over her; she reflected
that her lover had been condemned with-
out a hearing, and that, too, by herself.
¢ 1 might,"” thought she, ‘* have listened
to his plans : perhaps he had arranged
to adopt some honourable calling, which
my cruelty may counteract; and if,
through me, he commit further crime, 1
may have the destruction of a human soul
to answer for!" Shuddering at the ima-
ginary precipice on which she stood,
Lucy encountered but little difficalty in
persuading herself that there would be
no harm in meeting him once again, to
afford him an opportunity of reforming;
and having thus silenced all scruples of
conscience, she, in the morning, wrote a
letter to Paul, which she contrived to for-
ward by Inderling, who well knew where
to find him. The epistle ran as fol-
lows : —~ :

“ Dear Paul, for you are still'dear to me

—When all our people have retired to
rest, and the lights are out, throw a peb=
ble against my window. My heart can=
not consent to deprive you of all hope ;
I am therefore induced, though with much
reluctance, to grant one more interview,
to convince you that I am not unwilling
to assist in the designs at which you hint-
ed last night.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha !" shouted Paul, on read-
ing these lines. ¢ The dove flies half
way to meet the falcon! Little need now
of tampering longer with her affections
for her portion’s sake. The house is
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thrown open for me to help myself, and
the widow’s hoards shall be my plon~
der.” His schemes were speedily arran-
ged. The smugglers were to be in readi-
ness with a boat, and the weak-minded
Inderling was to accompany him to the
inn.
rob the place; and, as all cats are grey
in the dark, leave Mark to be secured as
the thief, whilst I hasten to bear off his
¢ own dear Cecilia """ All being thus
settled, he quitted the smugglers, and
once more departed for the town,
Traversing with hurried steps the sea-
shore, Paul came unawares in sight of his
humble cottage, and was about to strike
into another path, when his mother stood
before him. ¢ Paul,”” said she, mourn=
fully, ‘“ why would you avoid your home #
,Wh!y have you been so long absent from
me ”

“Because I have other means of em-
ploying my time ; so good night, mother
—I have no leisore for parleying.”

¢ Paul, my son!" faltered the aged
woman, “lam in sore need of help.
Food this day has not passed my lips, and
I amsinking from want. Do not, then—
abandoned as you are—pass by without
sparing a little pittance outof what you
will, no doubt, shortly squander in waste-
fylness.”

“ Woman, let me pass!” cried Paul,
with a crimsoned brow, ‘‘ I am rife with
evil, and may, par hazard, cause you to
feelits effects !”

¢« Ungrateful boy!" said his astonished
‘Earent, grasping his arm. ¢ Reflect, but
for a moment, how often [ have given thee
nourishment — consider who it is that
asks, and then refuse thy famished mo-
ther’s appeal if thou can'st.”

< Ishall be belated ! shouted Paul,
struggling to release himself; and, to
disengage himself, he struck his decrepid
parent with his clenched fist. ¢ My
curses on you—let me go, or —"

¢¢ Enough, enough !” shrieked his mo-
ther, recoiling in horror. ¢ I will detain
you no longer ; but may heaven so pros-
per this night’s work, as my prayer has
prospered with thee.” Ulttering these
words, she retired into the cottage, whilst
Paul, after a struggle with his conscience,
unconcernedly pursued his way. In a
few days afterwards the wretched woman
was found in her cot, cold and dead,~—the
victim of filial ingratitude and want of
sustenance. :

The unsuspicions Mark met Paul at the
appointed place ; and they proceeded to-
gether to the inn, where. after reconnoi-
tring for some time, and ascertaining that
all was quiet, Dangerfield gave the de-
gired signal. On being admitted by

¢ That done,”/thought be, ¢ (I will]
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Lucy, he contrived to extinguish her
light ; and, whilst she was procuring
another, Mark slipped in and concealed
himself."

¢ Now, Paul,” said Lucy, on her re-
tarn, “‘ let us not waste the few moments
which my disobedience has procured you;
but tell me withoat delay how I can serve
you, and what are your futare inten-
tions

‘‘ What they are, matters not.” replied
Paul,in a tone of bitterness. ¢ Stung by
your unkindness last night, I have ruined
my every good prospect, and enlisted as
a soldier.”

¢ Ob, heavens!” exclaimed Lucy.
¢ But may we not yet be enabled to pro-
cure your discharge 1”

¢¢ Iinpossible !** said Paul, gloomily.

¢ Impossible 1"

¢ Utterly ! Our regiment is ordered for
immediate service, and unless, indeed,
1 could raise fifty pounds for a substitate,
I must take my departure with it.”

¢ And cannot that sum be borrowed 1"
asked Lucy, hopefully.

% Who do you suppose would lend to a
bankrupt, already deep in debt?” said
Paul, in a tone of blended derision and
despair.

¢¢ And is there no method of averting
this calamity 3" cried Lacy, in an agony
of tears.

¢ There certainly are means,” said
Paul, ¢“but, before | name them, let me
ask if [ am still secure in your affections,
should I re-establish myself as ap honour-
able man ¥

¢ Oh, yes, yes! Be whatl wish you—
be what nature designed you, and my
love shall remain unalterable, let what
will betide.'’

¢ Then, Lucy,” said Paul, in atremu-
lous whisper, ‘‘ such I have an opportu-
nity of becoming if I can gain my dis-
charge; and, to effect so desirable a con-
summation, suppose, I say, that we bor-
row the necessary sum from your mother’s
cash-box !

‘¢ Dangerfield! Do I hear you aright 1"
faltered Lucy.

¢ Listen, my girl—my own bonny
bride!" cried Paul, eagerly. “ Mrs. How-
ard has saved a bag of gold for your

rtion on marriage. Not one but myself
1s entitled to your hand ; what great harm
then, can there be in employing a part
before the ceremony, when there is so
niuch at stake 1’

¢ Villain ! tempt me no further !"’ ex-
claimed Lucy. ‘“Dare but to harbour
another evil thought against. my mother,
and you shall die like a dog!”’ y

¢ Credit me, the dog will bark as he
dies,”’ muttered Paul, Then catching her
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hand, he added, ‘“ Lucy, remember our
early loves, remember your former vows ;
you swore to be mine through good and
ill—through security and danger. You
have just affirmed that your affection re-
mains unchanged, and that you would
save me, if possible, from my impending
fate. I now point out the \means—I ‘now
declare that my very salvation hangs
upon you—and it now rests with you to
establish me as an honest upright man for
life, or to be answerable for the shorten-
ing ofit! Reflect, and bespeedy in your
decision.’*

Lucy was terrified by this violent lan-
guage ; she knew not what to do ; her
senses became bewildered, and her con-
fusion, combined with a dread of incur-
ring some dreadful responsibility should
she refuse to yield, caused such a total
prostration of her mental energies, that
she suffered a fatal assent to escape her.
The keys of thie chest containing Mrs.
Howard’s little hoard were always care-
fully placed ander her pillow at night for
security, and Paul now ascended towards
her chamber to gain possession of them.

Now he was engaged in a new species
ofcrime. His hair stiffened, his hand
shook as he grasped the bannister for
support, and his foot trembled while
mounting the stairs, which creaked be-
neath his weight. What whisper was
that? Should he go back? No, no!
"Twas the sighing of the night wind, and
he went on. All was dark and still in
the chamber which he entered, and, with
noiseless step, he approached the bed,
and groped beneath the pillow. It hap-
pened that the keys were folded in one of
Mrs. Howard’s pockets; but this was
securely tied to its fellow, on which her
head rather fheavily ; and, as
Dangerfleld feared to wake her by the
jingling sound, should he take them out,
he opened his knife to cut the string, 8o
great, however, was his trepidation, that
he shook the bed, and aroused its occu-
pant. ¢ Paul Dangerfleld! is that you ¥’
cried the poor woman with astonishment,
as a sudden ray of moonlight revealed the
villain’s form to her opening eyes.

‘“Yes! Paul Dangerfleld; but you
shall not live to babble of his being
here ! exclaimed the ruffian in a smoth-
ered tone, more alarmed than his victim,
and, at the same time, with a mixture of
despair, rage, and disappointment, plung-
ed his knife into her throat,

The blow was sure ; the steel cut deep
and formed a fearful gash, which, to
Paul’s excited imagination, seemed like
the lips of a fiend writhed into a horrible
smile; & stream of blood gushed in a
orimgon tide upon the hapless woman'’s

45

bosom, and, with a stifled groan, she ex-:
pired. At that moment, Lucy, who, ap-
prehensive of evil, had followed Paul,
rushed into the room, and witnessing this
confirmation of her forebodings, she
threw open the casement, and loudly
lcmmed‘,* ‘‘ Murder, murder!” In the
phrenzy (of terror she sprang from the
window to the ground, on which she fell
insensible, Meanwhile, the servants
awoke in alarm, a hue and cry was raised,
and before Dangerfield could recover
from the stupor into which he had fallen,
he was seized with the instrument of
death yet dripping with gore in his hand.
¢ Ha !™ he exclaimed, in the sudden and
fatile hope of saving himself, ¢ secure
Lucy Howard ; I charge Aer with this
deed. Secure her, 1 say.” That unhappy
girl, was, however, already in custody,
together with Mark Inderling, and the
wretched party were removed, without
loss of time, into close confinement.

To describe the state of Lucy's feelings
during the remainder ofthe night, would
be a work of complete supererogation.
To be accused of murdering one she so
loved, and by one whom she so loved,
without any foundation, ‘plunged her into
inconceivable affliction, far worse to en-
dure then the bruises which she received
in jumping out of the window. In the
morning she was summoned 'before the
magistrates for examination, where Paul
told a tale deeply implicating her ; and
the result of the hearing was a committal’
ofall the prisoners to take their trial at
the assizes then being held at Norwich,
and they were instantly placed in a cart:
to be conveyed thither.

At this town many of Lucy’s relations’
resided, and, during the sunshine of her
childhood, she had paid them frequent
visits, on which occasions she deemed’
the road from Lynn the pleasantest in the
world, Now, (how sad the contrast!)’
instead of permitting imagination, as
formerly, to outstrip the vehicle in which
she rode, her mind shrank with horror
ata retrospect of the late awful eveuts,
until madness well nigh overpowered her
reason. Not a word was spoken by the

risoners during the forty-four miles they
Ead to travel. Inderling was terror-
struck and melancholy ; - Lucy, like a
lily weeping with the morning dew ; and
Paul was stern and hardened. In this
state they reached the city of Norwich,
and at length arrived at Bigod’s Tower,
an ancient and inassive Norman structure;:
then nsed as a prison, and crossing the
stone bridge, they entered the frowning:
edifice. Horror-struck, Lucy laid her-
self that night upon a straw pallet. Earth
and all its pleasures seemed shutout from:
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her for ever, and a dreadfal sensation
threatened to burst her heart. ‘¢Surely,”
she mournfully exclaimed, “‘ surely all
this is some frightful dream; no reality
can be bhalf so terrible; But my mother
murdered—murdered, and by my means ! "’
The gustr of sudden recollection was too
powerfal- for, her  framie ;- she ~drew one
deep and convulsivesob, and sank insen-
sible uponher ceach. . :

Next day the prisoners were bronghtto
the bar for trial. There was little altera-~
tion in their-appearance, save in Paul ;
he had vainly hoped, by accusing Lacy,
to escape’ himself, and bis countenance
bore strong marks of disappointment. To
recapitulate briefly the evidence affecting
the men,—Paul had been discovered near
the murdered body of Mrs. Howard with
a blood-stained knife in his hand, and
Mark was fount concealed near the room.

Against Luey the testimony was equal -
ly conclusive.- In the first place, several
witnesses de to her known attach-
ment to Dangerfield,- and to her having
frequently aflirmed she would forego all
the world for him. Stephen Anderson,
tackle'and sail-maker, of Lynn, another
witness, gave- eviden¢e of baving heard
Lucy Howard, on the night previous to
the murder, exclaim, in an under-tome to
Paul, asif fearful of being overheard,
“Stab my mother to the heart.”” * The
wind being- very- high,” continued An-.
derson, ** I was prevented from catching
the succeeding sentence; but, immedia-
tely after,; Dangerfield said, © Will you,
Jor my sake, consent tothe murder ’’ and
she distinctly replied, ¢ I consent.’ ”

‘“ Almighty Creator! what a perver-
sion of my meaning!" interrupted Lucy
wildly. :“Paul, Paul! you can,if you-
will, explain this ;” but Paul remained
silent, and the trial continued.

The letter -written by Lucy, appointing
Dangerfield (0 meet her when the family
was at rest,. and assuring him that she
was not unwilling to assist him in the
designs at. which he hinted, was next
produced. - ot ' .

Lastly, two men, who had been found
skulking near the inn on the night of the
murder, deposed to having been employed
by Dangerfleld to convey a young wo-
man and ;himself in safety from the
kingdom. These men were the smug-
glers to whom Paul had entrusted his
scheme, but without saying who the fe-
njale would be by whom he was to be
accompanied.: - .

The case closed—the Judge proceed-
ed to sum up. He strangly commented
upon the fpparently vile conduet of
Lucy. *¢ With that incautiousness which
mostly accompanies guilt,” he said,
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“ghe is heard to prompt her profligate
lover to this deed, and explicity con-
sents to its performance; not yet, how-
ever, satisfied, she also writes to re-
mind him of his work, and instigates
bim o prepare the means of flight. It
remains, gentlemen, for you to weigh
well these matters.” The Jury retired.
All sounds were bhushed, and the prison-
ers becane objects of intense interest, bat
none more 80 than Lucy. Her languid
eye wandered fitfully round the place,
and her, parched lips quivered in agony.
After some woments, her recollection
seemted to return. At this instant the
Jury entered ; every ear was bent to catch
the verdict.

“ How say ye, gentlemen of the Jury,”
interrogated the Clerk ‘of Arraigns, * is
the prisoner, Paul Dangérfield, gailty or
not guilty of the murder of Margaret
Howard 1"

“ Quilty I” was the solemn reply.

¢ s Mark Inderling guilty or not guilty
of aiding and abetting in the same 1"

“ Guilty I”

‘“And how say ye, is Lucy Howard
guilty or not guilty of petty treason in
conspiring with the other prisoners to
execute the said murder 1"’

Lucy, with a convulsive effort, threw
herself forward. One hand was pressed
against her temple and .the other to her
heart, whilst her lips seemed to entreat
rather than hope a favourable verdict,

The foreman sternly replied  Guilty"

‘¢ Mother, mother! your daughter is
also murdered !" shrieked Lucy, sinking
inlo a seat which had been humanely
provided for her.

The customary formalities were now
gone through. The Judge put on his
black cap :. and, after touching upon the
most signal circumstances of the case,
proceeded to pass sentence of death upon
all the prisoners. Dangerfield and In-
derling were adjudged to be hanged.
 But from yon, Lucy Howard,”" said the
Judge, in contineation — ¢ from you—
who have exerted those fascinations to in-
duce a fellow creature to destroy your
own mother, which Nature gave you for
other and for better purposes—the law
requires a more terrible atonement ; and
its sentence is, that you be taken from
hence to the place from whence you came,
and from thence be removed upon a
hurdle to the place of execution, and
there, being first tied to a stake, be burn-
ed until your sinful body be consumed ;
and may the Almighty Disposer of events
in His infinite goodness, vouchsafe to
have mercy upon your soul!™ These
words fell with the monotonous sound of
afuperal kuell upon the ears of : the con-
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demned, but their import acted like a
startling roll of thunder, and Lucy wildly
flang herself upon her knees, —¢ My lord,
my lord judge !> she exclaimed, ““I am
innocent—indeed 1 am ! Recal, for mer-
cy's sake, your words! I never~-no,
pever—harboured the slightest| ill:will
towards'my mother, and God knows the
bitter agony of my heart at her death!—
Paul Dangerfield will be my witness ! —
Speak, Paul, and declare my innocence!"

Paul listened to this frenzied exhor-
tation with the same indifference that is
displayed by a theatrical supernumerary
wlign a scene of' distress is acting on the
stage, When she had finished, all the
demon rose within him, and he muttered
in her ear, ¢“Said [ ‘hot.that the dog would
dark as he died? Why, then, tempt him
to whine instead 1 and he passed on to
the condemned cell..

To be concluded in our mext.

FROM METASTATIO.

If every man’s internal care
Were written on his hrow,
How many would our pity share

Who raise our envy now!

The fatal secret once confest
Of every aching breast,

‘Would prove that oniy while conceal’d
Their fate appear'd the best,

Table Talk.

Jewism TrADITIONS. — When Moses
was still a child, Pharaoh played with
him. Moses took hold of Pharaoh’s beard,
and drew out the jewels with which it
was covered. Pharaoh said to Jethro,
Balaam, and Job, who were viziers at the
time, ** I am afraid that that Jew boy will
one day overturn my empire. What is to
be done with him1” Balaam advised
Pharaoh to kill Moses. Jethro said,
“No, but try whether he has understand-
ing, by putting before him gold and fire;
if he take hold of the gold, then kill him ;
but if he touch the fire, then it is a proof
that he will not be clever.” Job was si-
lent, but Jethro’s advice was followed.
Moses wanted to take hold of the gold,
but the angel of the Lord turned his band
towards the fire, which he put to his ton-
gue; on which account Moses bad dif-
ficulty of speech. “* I am slow of speech,
and slow of tongue.” Job, on account ef
baving followed the systein of expediency,
was punished as described in the book of
Job. Balaam was killed. This story is
current among the Jews of Meshid,

Morning Watch.

Tae DangeEr oF TgA-DRINKING.—
The South Carolinians are famous for
their fervid eloquence ; the Tariff, com-
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bined with the heat of the climate, is the
source of much inspiration. General
Hanmilton, at a late meeting at Charles-
ton, made a speech which was received
with rapturous applause. Among other
things, he said, *“ He had bimself made
an importation, having made a shipment
of rice to the Havanna, and ordereda re-
turn cargo of sugar. He would allow
his importation to go intd the Custom-
house stores, and wait events. He would
not produce unnecessary collision ; but,
if odr hopes of a satisfactory adjustment
of the question were disappointed, he
knew that his fellow-citizens would go
even to the death with him for his su-
gar.”—(He was interrupted by an un-
animous burst of accord.) “Go to the
death for sugar!” In the beginning of
the Revolation, the quarrel with Eng-
land was about tea. The Bostonians
went even to the death for tea! It isnow
a tax on sugar thatis to produce a fur-
ther split in this great continent. It is
curious to think, that that great country
should always be going to loggerheads
abont a cup of tea. Tea mustbe a very
combustible material. We have had some
ill-temper shown on the subject at home,
and have put it under a Board of Con-
trol. In the shape of slavery, it has kept
this country, and its tea, in hot water
for thirty years. Pope speaks of a lady
who never took a dish of tea without a
stratagem ; and it seems she was in the
right, for it appears a very dangerous
thing. America has fought and bled for
its cup of tea first, and is now likely to
do the same for sugar to put into it;
while the ill-blood that has been made
here, and the black blood that has been
spilt in the colonies, altogether proves &
cup of tea to be a beverage brimmming with
strife and disunion. Its effects may be
observed on old maids ; tea and scandal
are always coupled together ; but when
nations get to their cups the consequences
are more serions. The Bostonians threw
some hundreds of chests into the sea, and
after having made that enormous cup of
tea in the bay with salt water, peace was
unknown for many years. Now we shall
have a series of combats among hogs-
heads of sugar, more inflammatory than
barrels of gunpowder.  New Montaly.

LOSING A MISTRESS AND KEERPING A

MASTER.
‘Tom grieves of late so very much,
He sure has saffer'd from some sad disaster;
His peaces, [ fear, hatb got a touch,
Beyond the cure of Patlence’s best plaster.
You say he's lost his mistress, Sue,—~
I think there's losses which | would call vaster;
For bad he kept ber, faith, all knew,.
He had not been his own master!
Epigrammatist's Annual.
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Varieties.

SENSE OF DiscIPLINE.—An anecdote
related by one of Baird’s companions will
serve to illustrate his early sense of dis-
cipline. At Mr. Locie’'s academy at
Chelsea, as is'now! the/case at Sandhurst,
the Puan' were subjected to all the rou-
tine of military service. One evening,
when gonng Baird was onduty as sentry,
one of his companions, considerably his
senior, wished to get out, in order to fulfil
some engagement he had made in London,
and tried to persuade Baird, over whom
he was conscious he had great influence,
to ]permit him to pass. “ No,” said the
gallant boy, *“ that I cannot do, but if
you please you may knock me down and
walk out over my body.”’—Another in-
stance of a similar determination to let
nothing interfere with duty, occurred
soon after he joined his regiment at Gib-
raltar. One evening, when he wason
guard, having dined with some "of his
brother officers, they resolved to detain
him with them, and locked the door of the
room to prevent him visiting his sentries
at the usual time. Baird found remon-
strance in vain; but fixed in his resolu-
tion, he sprung to the window which
overhung the rampart, and with an agility
and dexterity for which he was always
remarkable) threw himself out, escaped
unhurt, and was at his post the very mi-
nute appointed. Lifeof Sér D. Baird.

FgATs or M. CBABERT EXPLAINED.—
The feats sometimes performed by quacks
and mountebanks, in exposing their bo-
dies to fierce temperatares may be easily
explained on the principles here laid
down. When a man goes into an oven
raised to a very high temperature, he
takes care to have under his feet a thick
mat of straw, wool, or other non-conduct-
ing substance, upon which he may stand
with impunity at the proposed tempera-
ture. His body is surrounded with air,
raised, it is true, to a high temperature ;
but the extreme tenuity of this fluid
causes all that portion of it in contact
with the body at any given time to pro-
duce but a slight effect in communicating
heat. The exhibitor always takes care
to be out of contact with any good con-
ducting substance; and when he exhi-
bits the effect produced by the oven in
which he is enclosed, upon other ob-
jects, he takes equal care to place them
in a condition very different from that
in which he is himself placed, he exposes
them to the effect of metal or other good
conductors. Meat has been exhibited,
dressed in the apartment with the exhi-
. bitor ; a metal surface is in such a case
provided, and, probably, heated to a
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much higher temperature than the atmos-
phere that surrounds the exhibitor.
Lardne- on Heat.

Lapies N THE East Inpies.—In
one of the Calcutta newspapers, the fol-
Jowing advertisement appeared,~‘‘ Be
it known that six fair pretty young la-
dies, with two sweet and engaging young
children, lately imported from Europe,
having the roses of health blooming on
their cheeks, and joy sparkling in their
eyes, possessing amiable manners, and
highly accomplished, are to be rnaed for
next door to the British Gallery. Scheme,
twelve tickets at twelve rupees each.”—
How shamefully they treat young la-
dies in Calcutta. — World of Fashion.

TaLe-Bearers.—A tale-bearer is a
physical curiosity. His corporeal organi-
zation, not less than his mental struc-
ture, must be different from Zeno's pupil,
who had two ears and but one mouth,
He is an avimated sieve —a walking
funnel—a canal of communication ; buat,
unlike that sometimes useful mediam, he
is never either sloggish or stagnant. But,
like water which occasionally is so, he
generates miasma, and propagates dis-
ease. He is as pestiferous as a fen in the
dog days, or a tallow-melter‘s on a Mon-
day. If simplicity enter him, it comes
out a compound ; if purity, a drog or a
puddle. He is an echo which hears—
and doubles,—and & whispering gallery ;
for if you address him in secret, in the
market-place he will tell that you did so.

The Chameleon.

A TesT.—A woman may be better as-
sured of her beauty by experiencing the
envy of her sex, than Elooking into her
own mirror; and of the superiority of
of her wind by the misconstructions put
upon those actions where that is exhibit-
ed, than from the compliments of the ad-
mirers either of these secure her. ib.

ORIGINAL CONUNDRUMS.

Why is a passenger who travels by
the lalest night coach like an old man ?
—Because he is in the last stage.

Why is a crooked stick like a certain
bird 1 — Because its a Cane-a-wry.
(Canary.)

Why is a door, when it is half closed,
like a stone pitcher 1—Becaase itis a-jar.

Why is the Archbishop of Canterbury
like the dragon on Bow Church steeple?
— Because he is at the fop of the church.

Why is a person pulling the cat’s tail
like bis teapot when it is full 1 —Because
his tea’sin it.

Why is a Baronet’s coat as good as
himself }—Because he’s a sir, and his
coat’s a sir too (sur-tout).

y is an enlivening tune like a
quarter of the world? —Because it is a
merry key, (America.)
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FLORETTA;
OR, THE PIRST LOVE OF HENRY IV.*

Tue historical incident, on which the
following tale is founded, is related in
the Chrenicles of Nerac : —

At Nerac, a neat litile town in the pro-
vince of- Gascony, a great festival was
being celebrated, in honour of the visit
which Charles 1X., kingof France, at-,
tended by his whole court, was then pay-
ng to the court of Navarre.

Amongst the number of those who ac-
companied the king was young Henry,
prince of Bearne, and son of the Queen
of Navarre, who had hitherto received
his education at the ceurt of Paris. Al-
though only fifteen years of age, he was
astall @s most youths at eighteen. He
had as yet scarcely a sign of down on
his chin, but his heart was as stout as
the sword he carried, and his hands
hard and strong, through the laborious
vork to which he had always accusiomed
himself. He was rath®c a wild youth;
rode, hunted, fenced, and danced, equal

* The Meotropoliten.

Yo XI.

See page 51

to any at court, and climbed amongst
the mountains and rocks like a kid. It
was, however, impossible not to like the
young prince—he was so amiable, so
fively, and so good-natured ; and when
sometimes a little more extravagant in
his behaviour than at others, it required
but few words to remind him of his duty,
and he became again as quiet asa lamb,
whichin a youth, heir to & throne, was
scarcely to be expected.

The people of Nerac, therefore, took
more delight in gazing on the beautiful
and innocent Henry than on all the pomp
of majesty ; their regards were fixed on
him who was deserving of the highest
honours, rather than on him to whom
they were paid. The king went about
gravely and mejestically, seldlom con-
descending to return any of the saluta-
tions with which he was greeted, whilst
Henry acknowledged them, right and left,
with a smile ; and then in bis smile there
was 80 much grace and loveliness, at
least such was the unaminous opinion of
the maids of Nerac, who were, no doubt,
very competent judges in the matter.

It is true that in the retinue of .the
king there were sevecal braye and hand-
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some young men, and amonget others the
Duke de Guise, about three years older
than the Prince of Bearn. But he was
regarded in a friendly menner, merely
because he behaved: so to others., The
young duke was well aware of this,
which mostprobably added to the dislike
he alreadybore to the Queen of Navarre's
son. Althosgh they had both beenm
brought up together at Paris' as playfel-
lowsand companions in youth, they had
still mever been able to agree for any
length of time, which the King of France
perceiving, and having almost constant
employment in settling their little dis-
putes, at length determined they should
separate, and that Henry should go to
reside with his mother.

Amongst the other amusements on this
occasion, shooting with the cross-bow
was one, at which the King himself was
unhappily very expert. It is well known
Row, six years sflerwards, at the infam-
ous massacre of St. Bartholomew, he shot
at the Hug“n“’t'h:h own subjects. ?l
Neraey however, the game was certainly
a little more harmless—an orange, placed
ata roper distance, having been chosen
for the mark,

OLIO:

Whenever kings or princes value them-
selves upon excelling in a particular
art, there are few persons so presumptu-
ous as to be able to surpass them. Not
a courtier dared to hit the golden fruit
with the arrow, in order not to deprive
the king of the glory, or rather the vain
notion of being the best shooter with the
cross-bow in the kingdom. The Duke
de Guise was also an excellent marks-
man, but at the same time an excellent

«courtier, His arrow flew, of course, far
from the mark. There were many spec-
tators, both from the palace and the town,
who really believed that the king excell-
ed all his courtiers, as his arrow had
flown the nearest, and almost grazed the
orange. They were, however, as yet
ignorant of the manner of shooting, as
practised at courts.

Suddenly there was a cry of “° Now
for the Prince of Bearn !"* Young Henry
stepped forward with his cross-bow, and
taking aim, at one shot split the golden
mark elnctly in the middla.e A murmur
of applause rose among the spectators;
the ladies, smiling, whispered something
into each other’s ear ; the King looked,
however, black, and wes Httle pleased
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with the skill young Henmry bhad dis-
played. )

According to the rules of the game, the
Prince of Bearn wanted to begin again,
and have the firstaim at the fresh orange,
that had been stuck up as the mack, This
wag opposed by Charles, who determin-
ing niot to to be deprived of his assumed
prerogative, exclaimed, ‘¢ We must go
onin the usual order.” ¢ Certainly,”
said Henry, ¢ according to the rules of
the game.” Kings, however, when an-
gry, seldom deign tv accustom themselves
tosny rale. As Henry, notwithstanding,
again stepped forward to take pimy he
was radely pushed back by the king ;
the young prince, naturally impetuous,
sterted back & fow paces, and bending the
string of hisbow, took aim with hisarrow
al Charles.

Bis majesty, dreadfully alarmed, ran
away, sheltered bimselj behind one
of the atoutest of His coartiers, who fancy-
ing the arrow already in his body, cried
oot ““ medrtre I at the same time placing
his broad hands before his stomach, as
iltokeep off the deadly weapon. Henry,
sithongh very much enraged, burst out
into a loud laugh at the sight of the little
sout man standing before the king im
sich‘a trembling attitude. The maids
sud women of Nerac, seeing the young
prince langh so lustily, began also to tit-
ler ; and their example was soon follow«
edbyall except the courtiers, who scatce~

kuew what sort of a face to make up
onthe oceasion. Bat the King, who was
wlitle inclined to laugh as his broad-

acked courtler, cried ont from behind
bis refoge-place, in an angry tore,

‘Bring away the Prince of Bearn.

Luckily, however, Lagaacherie, Henry's

preceplor, was at hand, who led him

iy by the arnt to the palace.
, Thi¢ litle quarrel between Charles
. tud the yountg prince led, of caurse, to
Do terions consequenices. Henry, who
¥asathonghtless young fellow, was ob~
lo crave pardon of the King, and’
e matter was settled.

On the morrow the samve company as-
enbled again, to shoot with the cross-
atthe sarse kind of mark as on the
ng day. All the nraids, Iadies,
men of Nerac were presett, and the

of spectators was much greater

before, i the Bopes of again having
mething to laugh at, The King, how-
¢r, did not attend this day, but remain-
tnder some pretext or other, at the

This time all the shooters took much

im thany on the ing day;
good of Nerac could not at all
ive how they hud beceme so ex-

n one night, The wark was re-
t’:o':ed farther, neverthédess all the
oranges were soon hit off. The young
Duke de Guise in perticolur distinguish»
ed himself by his skill ; the last orange
that was left baving been Ilaeed up at
the mark, he took aim, and split it in
halves.

Henry wes very much disappointed at

o1l the oranges being gone, as he had |

had such a particular wish to have a trial
in skill with his young rival. He looked
right and left, to try to discover sone«
thing that wonld serve as a mark to his
arrow, but in vain. At last he descried
amongst the spectators a young girl of
about the same age as himself, a perfect
model of beauty. She stood there looks
ing on the festive scene in simple attire,
with her lovely innocent face helf-sha-
dowed by her bonnet. Henry hastily
went up to the little beauty of Nerac, not
that it was her that he wanted as a mark
for his arrow, hut the rose which she
wore at her bosom. Henry asked her
for the flower, and blushingly she gave
him the image of hersell. He hastened
with it to the target, and sticking it up
as a mark, rnnriack to the shodting-
house.

“Now, duke,'" exclaimed the prince,
panting, “you are the wirner, thereé's
another mark for you, and ’tis yours to
havethe first aim ;" at the same time
sucking blood from his wounded fittger,
which he had scratched with'a thorn of
therose.

The duke took aim, let fly. and mis¢ed.
Henry, stepping forward, took aim, and
casting a glance ever his arm to the gide
where stood the little beauty, and then
atother on the rose, let 8y, and the ar-
row pierced the heart of the flower.

“ Won,’ cried Guise. But the young
pritice, wishitg to be convinced of hig
success, ran up tothe target, and drawirg
the arrow out of the wood, found the
pierced rose clinging rourd it, as to &
salk, He hastened with it to the Iovely
girl from whom he had stolen the flower,
dnd with a gentle bow offered her the
rose and the victoriousdrrow together.

“Your present hag proved very lucky
to me,’’* gaid the prince.

“ But your luck has been the ruin of
my Koor rose,’’ replied the girl, trying
at the same time (0 loosen the flower
from the arrow.

“ For that | will willingly leave you
the guilty dart.” .

¢ 1 have no occasion for it," returned

1, .
“"l?hnt I beligve,” replied Henry:
 yoa wound with sharper darts,”” atthe

same time steadfastly regarding the bean- '
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tiful innocent who stood before him.. He
blushed as well as she, and held bhis
hand involuntarily to his breast, as if to
preserve it from some disaster. Unable
to utter another word, he bowed, and
went back to bis companions,

The gameé\was already(over; the. cour-
tiers returned to the palace, which was
situate on the sloping plain on the banks
of the Blaize, and the spectators and
common people soon after dispersed.
The young fair one also went away with
the rose at the tip of the arrow, along
with her companions, who seemed (o be
envious of her. She walked, however,
quite sorrowfully and silently along, re-
garding nothing but the pierced rose,
pnd looked as if the heart within her had
shared a similar fate, .
¢ Henry having arrived at the palace
with the rest of the shooters, turned
round once more to look at the crowd,
which was now dispersing in all direc-
tions, but without discovering the object
of his search.

‘¢ And who, pray,is that pretty little
girl whom I took the rose from just
pow ¥ said Henry to one of the noble-
men of the queen, his mother.

¢ She is the daughter of the gardener
of the palace,” replied the .other, ‘‘and
does equal credit to her father as to her-
self.” ’

¢ What's her name, then 1

“ At present Floretta, but when she’s
older, Flora.”

¢ Floretta!™ exclaimed Henry, scarce-

ly knowing what he was saying, and
gave another look round, although con-
scious there was nothing there for him
to see.
. Often had Henry in his lifetime heard
the word “love,” and how could he well
belp hearing itat such a court as that of
Paris? Baut hitherto he had but little
understood its meaning; at present,
however, he found not much difficulty in
understanding it, and in his after life
became more experienced in it than was
creditable to his glory. The battles and
‘Victories, by which he afterwards gained
the thrope of France, were not half so
difficult"to enumerate as his amours.
Even at the present day the villagers
sing of the beautiful Gabrielle d’Estree,
of the charming Henriette d Entragues,
of Jacqueline de Beuil, and of others
who twined roses round the thorny life
of Henry of France ; and yet among all
those whom he had ever loved, there
was no' one like Floretta of Nerac,—
not one so beautiful or so lovely, .if the
degree of loveliness is at all raised by
being more worthy of being loved, on
account of a true return.

‘
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Such was Floretta ; together with the
rose, her heart had been pierced, and
when Henry gave her the dart, her dark
and fiery.eye cast another into his un-
guarded breast,

Such was the beginning of the misfor-
tunes of these two children. Neither of
them knew what had happened to them.
Floretta was buried the live-long day in
dreams of the moment when the young
prince stood before her with the arrow,
and her nights were sleepless. As scon
as Henry could get away from the palace
he ran round the garden, viewing all the
flowers, with the greatest attention, in
order to ascertain, by their beauty,
whether they had been planted, or even
watered by Floretta. To see him there
with hisarms folded, standing so thought-
fully by the side of the flower-beds, one
would have supposed he was about to
turn botanist. At another time, when
immersed in’thought, and wandering up
and down between the beds with bis
eyes fixed on the ground, he might have
been taken for some adept searching
after the philosopher’s stone. Henry,
however, was only trying to discover in
the gravel-paths the footsteps of his beau-
tiful Floretta.

When arrived at the end of the: gar-
den, near the spring of La Garenne, a
trembling ran through his body as he
discerned footsteps which could be no
other than hers. It is true, he had as
yet not even seen Floretta’s feet, much |
less measured them ; but then he was |
possessed of the truest eye and the finest
powers of calculation, as he in afier life
proved on many a batile field. Follow- .
ing the trace, he at last arrived at asmall
wooden-bridge thrown o er the brook
of Blaize. On the other side of the
streanlet stood a mneat little cottage,
which bhe approached, wishing to know
who lived in it, but could find no one
there to inform him. At last he disco-
vered in one corner of the window his
own arrow, with the rose still clinging
round it. He started back at the sight,
and with a panting heart hastened again
into the garden,

In the evening he visited the spot
again; it was already nearly dark, but
Henry’s eyesight was keen. At a dis-
tance he discovered a girl at the spring
of La Gareonne, whom {rom her size, he
took to be no other than Floretia. She
drew up a bucket of water, and lifting it
on her head, went through the thicket
over the little bridge to the cottage.

That evening there was a ballgiven at
the palace, at which the princesses and
the ?adies of the court were all present ;
butin the eyes of the young prince there,
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was not one that stepped =o prettily as
the little gardener-girl, with the bucket
on her head. Afterwards, when he aronse
to dance himself, his looks rested less
on his fair partner than at the door
where the spectators were standing.

The next morning Henvy was upf with
the lark, and went out with the spade
on his shoulder to the spring, which, in
his opinion, had too wild and neglected
an appearance round about, probably
because no one ever went there unless to
fetch water, as it was so far from the pa-
lace. He set about digging a large circle
in the green turfaround it, and continued
at it the whole morning, until the per-
spiration actually ran from his forehead.
Atlast, when tired and thirsty, he went
to the spring, and thought no wine ever
half sodelicious. He then hastened back
to the palace, and went.up melancholy
into his room,

Had he remained there only a quarter
of an hour longer, he would have been
discovered by Floretta, who came as
usual with her bucket. Seeing the circle
that had been made round the spring,
she said to herself, ““Father must have
been up very early this morning, or 1
wonder whether he ordered the men to
do this.”

When she came home, she mentioned
what she had seen to old Lucas, her fa-
ther, who seemed very much surprised at
his having heard nothing about it. He
went himself to the spot, and seeing what
had been done, exclaimed angrily, ¢ My
men have been doing this now without
my orders.” He had them all brought
before himn. but each stoatly denied know-
ing any thing about the matter. Old Lu-
cas shook his head, and as he could not
at all conceive who had presumed to
meddle with his office of gardener to the
court, determined to be on the look-out
himself ; he watched, therefore, the whole
day, but all his watching turned out in
vain. )

The following morning the young prince
went to the spring again at the same time,
and began digging and raking the new
beds even ; then taking flower-roots from
several parts of the garden, where they
were 100 thick, he set them in a circle
round the spring. He saw nobody all
the time he was at work, and what was
worse, no one saw him, at least not the
person by whom he wished to be seen;
he therefore resolved to make the best of
his way back to the palace ; the nearest
road, however, happened to be a by-way
that led past 8 certain neat little cottage.
He cast a glance up at the window, and
there discovered the lovely girl. The
window was open, and Florelta standing

»

atit,binding the long tresses of her, raven-
hair round her head. Flowers lay scat-
tered on the window before her, which
she had most probably intended for a
place in her bonnet, or at her bosom.—
Henry greeted her at the window, and she
returned|the salutation; then mounting
on a little bench that was before the
house, he was nearly as high as Floretta,
before whom he now stood quite close to
the window.

A beautiful crimson, like a reflection
from the morning clouds, instantly spread
over her face and alabaster neck.  Shall
I assist you in dressing?" said Henry.
“ What, are you up so early, my young
lord ¥** returned Floretta. Henry did not
consider it at all early, and she did not
consider she needed any of his assistance.
In his opinion, she.required no other
ornament to set her off than her own
charins ; and in her opinion he was only
laughing at her, which was not at all be-
coming in him. Henry afirmed he had
never spoken more truly in his life, and
had never been able to forget her since
she gave him the rose, which he regretted
ever having returned, as he should have
preferred keeping it as a token from her;
and she regretted that the flowers then
lying before her on the window were bad,
but she would readily give him all if he
had any wish for them. Henry asserted,
whilst putting some of them in his breast,
that the worst flowers received their
worth from the giver; and she, on the
other hand, began to think the flowers
looked very pretty, now that he had
placed them in his bosom. Thus were
these two thinking, and- asserting, and
regretting a great many more things,
when old Lucas ‘called Floretta ‘into the
adjoining room. Bowing with a sweet
smile to the young prince, she disappeared.
Henry returned to the palace, but with
steps so light, thut he seemed scarcely to
feel the ground under his feet. '

When old Lacas went home at mid«
day from the garden to dinner, he ex<
claimed, ‘[ should like to know who it
can be that is playing me these tricks ;
that unknown gardener has been theré
again this morning, and parted and raked
the beds, and actually begun to set some
of them with flowers.” I went out very
early this morning on purpose. but the
work was already done, and no one to be
seen, Ihave been waiting there again
the whole morning, but to no purpose. [
don’t know what to make of the matter ;
it may be, though, that he works at night
by moon-light.”

" When Floretta went, as usual, in the
evening to fetch water from the spring, it
first occurred to her that the unknown

oLlO.
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gardeper might be no other than the young

ince, #s it was from that direction she
g;d seen him come ¢o her in the' morning
W the window.

In the evening, after sunset. when the
eourt bad returned fram some of the many
feativities that. were then daily taking
place, Henry'hasteried into- the garden 'to
the spring, where he found. Floretta’s
bouuet lying on the ground ; he took it
up, and, pressing it to his lips, kissed it.
He then plucked in the twilight the most
beautiful fowers he could find, and fetch
img from the palace a handsome sky-blue

ribbon, twined the Sowers in a sort of

wreath round her bonnet. He went to
old Lucas’s cottage, but inding that the;
were all in bed, and the windows olond’,
he hong it ogtside on the shutter.

. The next morning Floretta roge much
earlier than usual, being deterinined to
find out this midnight gardener, and dis~
cover him to her father. There might,
however, have been a little curiosity, as
well as a little of something else, mixed
up with this wish, but which, of course,
she mentioned to no one. Having dressed
herself as quietly as possible, she opened
the window, when she discovered her
bopnet hanging outside, with the wreath
around it. Now it first occurred to her
that she had left it the previous evening
at the spring. She smiled at seeing the
flowers and the ribbon, but then all at

once makin‘g a sorrowful face, ¢ Ah,”
sighed she, ‘“Ae¢ must have been up ear-

lier than I was this morning, as he hag
been here already.”

Who it wasthat she meant by “he,”
she did not say. She looked at the flow-
ers again, and taking them off, placed
them in a jug of clean, water ; then
rolling up the ribbom," put it by along
with her other simple finery; then going
to the window, she got out on the little
bench that was outside, and jumped to
the ground. There wasa proper house-
door to the cottage, but she was afraid to
open that, on account of the possibility
onwakening her father,

Having passed the little bridge over the
stream, she stopped all at once, hesita-
ting whether to proceed or turn back.—
“lam certainly too late,” thought she
to herself, ‘‘father says he works only
by moon-iight; now the wnoon is gone
down, and the sun is on the point of ris-
ing. Butif he should really happen to
be there, what would he think of my
coming out so early? he'd suppose that
it was on his account, and [ should not
like him to do that. No, I'll go back for
wy bucket, and pretend as if going for
some water, and then he’ll not suspect
what lxulfy came for.,” Such were the
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tho that then oecupied FloreMta,
when she made up her wind to turn
back ; her resolution, however, was but
weak, as she still kept going onwards 10
the spring. She was already so near,
that she heard the splashing of the wa-
ter, and saw through the thicket the beds
that hed been so recently dug. With a
tremulous joy she also saw a spade stick-
ing in the earth close by.

“So he himself can't be far off,”
thought Floretta, ‘‘as he has left his
things there. Perhaps he’s only gone
to set some flower roots. I'll hide myself,
and watch him.” She then went softly
behind a coppice of elm, from which she
could see unperceived every body that ap-
proached to the spring.

Whilst she was standing there con-
cealed, her timorous heart begen to beat
terribly, as at every rustling of the leaves
she fancied she saw some one coming.—
Her terror, however, was needless, as
no one as yet appeared.

To be continued in our next,

INTERESTING DESCRIPTION OF
CHIN

CHINON, by the river, is grand and
picturesque, It is on the right bank of
the Vienne, and is sheltered between
craggy hills, on the top of the loftiest of
which are the remains of the once for-
midable castle, which for a thousand
years held the syrrounding country in
awe. It was the favourite residence of
Henry the Second of England, and the
scene of his last moments in 1189, when,
brokenechearted by the undutifal coun-
duct of his children, he left the world
with a malediction on them upon his
lips. And here, ten years afterwards, his
son, the lion-hearted Richard, closed his
valiant career, and his giant-like ambi-
tion, in the narrow precincts of the
grave, This castle was the chosen abode
of Charles the Seventh. The apartments
he inhabited are still in tolerable preser-
vation, as is also the room in which Joan
of Arc was introduced into his presence,
and, selecting him, in his assumed dis-
guise, from the nobles by whom he was
surrounded, declared to him her divine
mission. Here likewise' it was that his
unnatural son, Louis the Eleventh,
whilst yet dauphin, dared to propose the
assassination of his parent, to the
Comte de Chabannes, the favourite mi-
nister, who had virtue enough to shrink
from the horrible crime, and revealed
the intention to his royai master. The
dismal ¢oubliettes’ may still he traced
close behind the fire-place, in the princi-
pal sitting room; so that the haughty
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prince might be stretching his legs over
the fire, with the ntmost nonchalance, at
the moment that the -unfortunate weetch
who had offended him might be precipi-
tated, at his very side, into this horrid
grave. Alas! that history should have
recorded this to have actually been the
case with that mirror\/of! | chivélrous
honour, Francis the First, in company
with one of bis mistresses; but having
seen such ipcontrovertible proof of the
monstrous cruelty of the ages of despo-
tism, I can now believe almost any
thing that is told of ihem ; and amongst
the rest, the account of a French writer,
which, before I thought only adapted for
pages of romance. *The chamber which
this monarch occupied,’ says be, speak-
ing of Louis the Eleventh, at the chateaa
des Loches, ¢ was exactly over the fright-
ful dungeons in which the unfortunates,
castin by his orders languished. What
reflections could a King make, thus tak-
ing up his abode above the horrid vaults
from which the last sighs of his expiring
viclims were breathed. What hope of
pardon for these despairing wretches,
when he, who alpne Ead the power of
granting it, sould thus unfeelingly re-
pose immediately over the spot where
they were suffering. A considerable
time after the death of Louis the Eleventh,
a captain of the name of Pontbriant, go-
vernor of the chateau, discovered an iron
door, which he caused to be opened, and
traced, by the light of flambeaux, the
subterranean passages, the entrance to
which its purport was to close. After
advancing a little way, he perceived a
second iron door which was opened, as
the first—he then penetrated into a vast
dungeon, at the .extremity of which he
bebeld, emactly underthe apartments of
Louis the Eleventh, a man sitting on a
stone bench, leaning his head on bis
bands. No doubt the nnhappy wretch
had died in this position, of famine and
despair! There was nothing near him,
excepting some linen in a small trunk.
Pontbriant approached and touched him ;
bat only a hideous skeleton, -of large pro~
portions, remained beneath his hand, at
the pressure of which, slight as it must
have been, the flesh and garinents had
instantly fallen to the earth, a heap of
dust!’ It is natural enpugh that tyrants
sbould be cowards ; the castle of Chinon,
like most of the same period. has several
subterranean passages,.to favour escape
in case of any sudden attack. One, in
the corper of the king's dormitory, ran
ngt only to the river, but under the bed
of it, to the chateau on the other side,
within sight of the castle; and thence to
epother, it is said, at twelve miles dis-
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tance, What & pictare might the imagi«
nation draw of a blood-stained, come
scienve-stricken monarch, thos flying by
torch-light through the very bowels of the
ewrth ; his glittering robe and trembling
diedem impeding his coward flight ; fear
leading the way—hate pursuing him !=
whilst above, in the blessed sunshine,
and pure breegzes of heaven, the sheps
he:;l throws himself on the enamelled
torf,
¢ With all his Iittle dock at feed before him,’

ignorant alike of the troubles and crimes
of the great ! —But enongh of horrors.

The interior of the quadrangle is laid
out ingarden grounds watered by a well
two hundred and forty-eight feet deep.—
This well was, eight years ago, the scene
ofa most calamitous accident ; themouth
of it was, by most unpardonable negli.
gence, left open, with only a temporar:
covering of straw over it; so muc
worse than nothing, as it hid the appear-
ance of danger. Hanging over the aper-
tare was an almond tree, which, luxue
riant in blossoms, caught the attention of
a young lady, the boast of La Touraine
for her beauty, and the .only child o
wealthy parents, who, with their daugh
ter and a few friends, had come, from
some distance, on an excursion of plea-
sure, to explore the remainsof the castle
—her eyes fixed on the fragrant flower
above her head, she thought not of the
cavity beneath ; she sprang forward, in
youthful hilarity, to catch the branch—
her foot touched the straw—in an instant
she disappeared, and was no more !—

. Thus, withaut a moment's warning of her

fate, realising, in days of peace and re-
finement, the barbarous death of the
¢ oubliettes, in the darkest ages of
crue]ty, Six Wecks on the Loire, §c.

MUNDEN AT ‘FAULT.
yon TaE ocv0.

¢ An, my dear Joe! how are yoa 1—
Come to hear e preach, yeh 1”—** Pre-
cisely so—Humph.” This was thefriendly
salutation and laconic reply of the vicar
of T—n and the once gay comedian.
Bat, to cut it short, the narrator would be
tempted into dramatic action, if not dra-
matic effect, if he were to dilate on the
congratulations and supervenings elicited
at this unexpected and glad interview,
Munden was on his way to Exeter. This
was Sunday. He was devotional. His
old friend the Doctor lived here—preached
here—and was everybody here. The
consequence was, that Joe Anderson my
Joe must abide here for a week at least,
and no denial. ‘The doctortook his arm,




not bis pulse, as doctors do generally—
sent word to the ‘inn not to expect their
visitor as yet; and after a couple of bottles
passed “ over and against” the table after
dinner, it was pledged in a bumper, that
friend Munden should stay for a round
robin week, and each day’s amusement
was chalked out/for/ him, Here, then,
Master Aatolycus must steal time as well
as purses. and Munden was nailed.

The Monday was spent in fishing,—
what of the engegement?! Tuesday in
coursing—what of the stage course 1—
Wednesday in hunting,—what of hunting
after players? Thursday in shooting at’
the (arget,—what of the Duel'? Friday in
trying for the silver arrow,—what of
H-arrow on the Hill? Saturday in badger-
baiting,—what of the badgering of the
stage-manager, who by this time had
sent an express; and Munden promised
faithfully, on the word of a man and
the credit of an actor, to appear the se-
cond night in the ensuing week ; ad-
vising the wmanager, with which he
readily complied, to save his house from
condemnation, by this circular :—

¢ Mr. Munden from London.—¢ The
Deuce is in him,"—but ¢ Crack’ will be
found at the * Finger Post,’ not five miles
off, the following evening, without fail.”

Munden arrived and played ; but the
people, who, on the first night of the per-
formiance, resented their disappointment,
could no longer resist the delay, and be-
came good-humoured on the rising of the
curtain, when he offered an apology on
account of peculiar pious compunctious
visitings and extreme indisposition, and
every thing succeeded to the utmost of his

wishes,

TO AN INCONSTANT.

¥ Love thee notas once T did! -
Thy bloom of beauty is not gone §
The same soft languor droops the lid
Of eyes too sweet 1o look upon 3
The pearly light, that loved to play
Amtd the darkness of thine hair,
Still loves with lustrons change to stray .
And sparkle radiantly there ;—
And yet, my love is lessen’d so,
1 love thee not as [ could do!

There is not less of angel grace
Tn every aspect of thy form;
The smiliog sunshine {a thy face
Might still make wintry deserts warm;
‘Thy honied words,—no music lives
Issweet enough thy voice to wed,—
The eager ear its sound receives,
And loves the tone, whate'er is sald;—
And yet, my love is lessen’d so,
1 love thee not as I could do!?

And must 1 tell the reason why,

And shade the brow where shines my day ?
Thy heart is mine while.I am by,
Ansther's, If an bour away!
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Thy heauty 's constant, but thy mind,

Oh nothing is.50 prone to change ;—

The eagle’s wing—the wandering wind

Have wot so wide and wild a range!—
This—this my love has lessened so,
That 1 love not as | could do! C.W.

AN ACTOR'S SUIT, rersus THE SIL-
VER TANKARD;
OR, WOMAN’S WIT TRIUMPHANT.
For the Olio.

Actors of our day possess their own
wardrobes, and ¢‘ strut and fret their
hours in their unborrowed plumes. But
this was not the case when Smock Alley
Playhouse was in vogue. It was a custom
at that time for persons of the first rank
and distinction to give their birth-day
suits to the most favoured actors. A Mr.
Tharmond, a reputable actor, was ho-
noured by General Ingoldsby with his;
but Mr. T.’s finances being at the last
ebb of tide, the rich suit was put in
buckle (then a cant word for forty in the
hundred interest.) One night notice was
given that the general would bte present
with the government (in Ireland) at the
play, and all the performers on the stage
were preparing to dress out in the suits
presented. The spouse of Johnny (as he
was generally called) tried all her arts to
persuade Mr. Holdfast, the pawnbroker,
to let go the clothes for that evening, to
be returned when the play was over ; but
all arguments were fruitless—nothing but
the ready, or a pledge of full equal value.
Such people would have despised a De-
mosthenes, or a Cicero, with all their
rhetorical flourishes, if their oratorian

.gowns had been in pledge. Well! what

must be done?! The whole family in con-
fusion, and all at their wit’s end. Dis-
grace, with her glaring eyes and extended
mouth, ready to devour. Fatal appear-
ance! At last Winifrede, the wife, put
on a composed countenance, but, alas!
with a troubled heart, stepped to a neigh-
bouring tavern, and bespoke a very hot
negus to comfort Johnny in the great part
he was to perform that night, begging to
have the silver tankard with the lid, be-
cause, as shé said, a covering, and' the
vehicle silver, wonld retain heat longer

' than any other metal. The request. was

complied with, the negus carried to the
theatre, piping hot—popped inte a com-
mon earthen mug—the tankard l’argent
travelled incog., under Winny's apron
(like the Persian ladies, veiled)—put inté
the pawnbroker’s hands in exchange for
the suit—put on and played its part, with
the rest of the wardrobe; when its duty
was over, carried back, to remain in its
old depository—the tankard returned the
rightroad ; and, when the tide flowed with
its lonar infiuvence, the stranded suit was
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wafled into safe harbour again, after pay~
ing a little for dry docking, which was all
the damage received. Mr. Thurmond died
in London, when he was one of the com-
pany in Drury Lane Theatre, a merry,
good-natured companion to the last.

Thus woman's wit, though some account it-evil,
With art{ul wiles, can overcome the d——1I,

P.Z.P.
Intimations of Neto Books.
Summer Flowers. Charles Feist.

Whittaker and Co.

Mr. Charles Feist, whose poetic writ-
ing we have admired in various periodi-
cals, has produced by his industry, a
very rich bouquet of ¢ Summer Flowers,’
in subjects interesting and useful. Here
are selections from esteemed authors, on
religion  geography, astronomy, na-
tural history, moral and sacred poetry,
with many other practical themes, par-
ticularly suitable for the consideration
of young persons.

A Dictionary of the English Language.
By G. Fulton, and G. Knight. idem.
Independently of valuable accentua-

tion and' pronunciation, the supplement

contains Latin, scriptural and mythologi=~
cal terms, highly useful to students in
the classics and public writers.

The Etymological Spelling Book and
Ezxpositor. By Henry Butter.

In the previous notice. we were sure
this excellent work would find its way
into the school-room, and its merit be ap-
preciated in proportion to its publicity.
As it has, therefore, reached the eighth
edition, we are happy to add another tri-
bute of approval; and are, further con-
vinced, a more complete arrangement of
knowledge cannot he found for the ap-
plication of tyros, in both sexes.

Petit Tableaw Literaire de la France.
Par P. F. Merlet.

This little selection, like the other
publications of M.ons. Merlet, is written
In a popular and amusing style, and
equally calculated to give instruction,
while it facilitates the acquisition of the
French language.

Cambrian Superstitions. By W.
Howells, Longman and Co.

_Whether belonging to the principa-
lity, or not, our readers will find much
to be recreated with in the perusal of this
publication of many strange and uncom-
mon practices known in Wales, suffici-
ently striking as to produce excitefnent ;
and wrought in so forcible a manner, ‘as
1o be repaid by a full development of the
Sperstitions in Cambria.

.

o1

The Natural History of Selborne. By
the ‘Rev. Gilbert White. Whiuaker
and Co.

This work is written in a perspicuous
and pleasing tone of feeling and expres-
sion. Much instruction is to be derived
by following Mr. White through a pleas-
ing variety of matter cornected with the
natural history of Selborne, and non-.
residents will be informed without in-
curring tedious labour.

Historical and Descriptive Account of
the Coast of Sussex. By J. D. Parry,
M. A. Wright and Son, Brignton.
Longman and Co. London. -

Independently of all the usefal infor-
mation which such a book is expected to
contain respecting watering places and
¢ a' that,’ a very interesting portion is
occupied by many allusions to subjects
identiffied with English history. Not
only coasters and health-divers will be
gratified in reading this closely printed
account, but readers of sterner stuff amply
repaid for an examination of the Boscobel
documents, and other lore not generally
current in ordinary libraries.

Practical Notes made during a Tour in
€anada, and a Portion of the United
States, in 1831. By A. Ferguson.

We have not met with so clever, amus-
ing, and terse a book as this on the sub-
jects treated. The “ notes™ are, indeed,
practical ; and the “ Tour™ gives us re-
gret that our sgace will not admit the ex«
perienced author to travel through our
columns.

PASSAGES FR CM THE DIARY
OF A JOKE-HUNTER.

Sap head-ache—about eleven ounces
heavier than yesterday. Recollected no-
thing of last night's doings, but a vision
of oysters, much punch, and egregious
lavghter—what at, it wes out of my
power to define, except that, by the bye,
S. K. the dramatist, if 1 don't mistake,
told me, about the second bowl, an anec-
dote of R., the tall and talented tragedian
(whose acquaintance I just had the plea-
sure of making), to the following effect:—
While playing the principal business at
Norwich, he called upon the low comedy
man of the company one morning, and
wondered how the deuce the latter con-
trived to master his parts with such velo-
city, ¢ Here,” said he, ‘‘the manager
twits me with your getting perfect in-
forty lengths long before I can manage
ten ; mow tell us, will you, how you ma-
nage it ¥ Where is the secret I’ “Oh!”
said the other, *‘I stroll down to the




8 THE OLIO.

willow. walk of a morning, andgo through
my part for an hour or 80 before break-
fast.,” ““Oh! that's the game, is it?
Then, egad, I'll try it with Sir Giles
shall you be there to-morrow 1>« By no
means! I've been perfect in Justice
Greedy these two days.” ‘‘Oh, you
have, have you },, Very; well,at rehear-
sal, my boy, you shall find how I'll as-
tonish you.” The next day, about ten
o’clock, the low comedy gentleman had
an unexpected vision of R., wet as a
drowned rat. ¢ Why, confound your
intelleets ! quoth the latter, ¢ I'll be
dashed if you arn’t a pretty fellow !"
¢ Here now, what’s the matter ¥** ** Mat-
. ter, sir a great deal’s the matter! & boax
is the wmatter, as you ghall hear! Xere
have I, pursvant to your advice, been
toddling to and fro in the willow-walk,
for two hours before breakfast, but in-
stead of getting perfett in Sir Giles,
egad, I'vegot perfectly well wet through!™
Last night | supped with Mr M. ; the
consequence is that | have guthered flesh.
Must mind what 1 am at or shall be in
danger of getting corpulent. My tailor,
Walker, of Southampton-street, sent me
a waistcoat from my measure taken last
week. Horrorstrack at finding it didn't
fit me, he threatened to immolate himself.
Offered him christian consolation, and
explained circamstances—M.'s last tum-
bler of toddy too bad ; but ate voraciously
for breakfast :—four eggs boiled as hard
as ballets, Sicilian salt, fresh butter, and
Turkey coffee ‘untainted with sugar or
milk. Tried to recollect some of the face-
" tious doctor’s jokes; but all had evanes-
ced save one. It was this—and M. said
he knew it to be a fact—as good and dona
Jide a bull as ever had beex mede. W.
the great binder, during the rush to get
out Annuals a year or 80 back, hired a
pro temp. lrish porter, baving already a
permanent specimen of the same species
on his establishment. The latter was
oonfidential, and W., taking bim, aside,
sternly inhibited his talking emerald with
young Pro Temp. About an hour after,
the gentle pair met by accident behind a
stack ofthe Keepsake, and W.
aggravating their voices. The confiden-
tial was instantly summoned, and the
following co y occurred: “Soh!
ou couldn’t refrain!” ‘‘E’ then, sir,
’ll make bould to say, I've acted like a
person of principle in this transaggshun,’’
¢ Nonsense ! I expressly told you that [
would have no time wasted by your
practising your native tongue together.”
“ Nor will you, sir, unless I'm mightily
mistaken, — thanks to the measures |
tuck. Acting up (o the epirit of your

orders, meeself put a stop to the thing.

intirely before it began. This is what
happened: says he to me, awhile ago
there by the Keepsake, says be, ¢ How
do you like the place you've got here,
and what sortof a man is yoor masther !’
spaking in Irish, you'll remark. ‘Pec-
fecly well, friend,® says |; ¢ and the
masther’s a genteman inside and out,’
answering his question in English thoogh
you'll observe, so that he mightn’t
know I knew Irish!”

Having yesterday dined demurely at
chambers on nothing but a grilled fowl
and preserved apricot tart, I rose this
morning, much heavierand more clear-
headed. Answered several old cases;
and settled exceptions in the f.xchequer.
Got over to theSBurrey Zodlogical Gar-
dens. Fourd H. there, sketching geese.
Told me he had been in ireland since I
last saw him ; inquired if he had import-
ed any good bulls., Discovered that he
had to a small extent; and with a view
to get one of them by the horns, related
M.’s anecdote of the bookbinder’s porter.
The bait took ; for it lugged eut .this
from “memory’s stream :"*— Luke M‘Geo-
ghan being at confession, owned, among
other things, that he had stolen a pig
from Tim Carrol. The priest told him
be wmust make restitution. Luke couldn’t:
how could he, when he’d eaten it long
ago! Then he must give Tim one ofhis
own. No:—Luke didn’t like that—it
wouldn’t satisfy his conscience — it
wouldn’t be the downright identical pig
he stole. Well, the priest said, if he
wouldn’t, he'd rue it; for that the corpue
delictum, Tin’s pig, would be brought
forward againt him at his final reckon-
ing. *‘ You don’t mane that, father ¥’ In-
deed but the father did.  And maybe,
Tim himself will be there too I Most
certainly. * Och then, why bother about
the thrifle this side the grave? If Tim’s
there, and the pig's there, sure 1 can
make restitation to him then, you know.”

Supped with W., and fished from bim
the following: — A young artist, who
had nothing but a brush to depend upon,
ran up a score of seventeen shilli
and some odd pence, with a very fat,
coarse. vulgar-looking lady, who, being
left alone woman, with twosweet girls
(twins,) the image of each other, and
miniatures of herself, condescended to
keep together ber late husband's con-
nexions in the green-grocery, until she
could do better. With a twin in either
band, she dunned the young artist daily.
Circumstances debarred him from the feli-
¢city of bolting, and he was compelled to
make termas with her. She raised the
siege on these conditions; namely —
that he, the said artist, should paint a
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proper porirsit of her, the said green-
r's widow, from head to foot, with

alf lengths, on the same canvas, of her
dear twins, so as to make a comfortable,
substantial family picture ; in retarn
for which she, the said fat ocontracting

ty, was to give the other @& [full and-(

ree release. The painter speedily ac-
complished his task, but not altogether
to the satisfaction of the lady, who, be-
fore she gave the desired dischacge, in-
sisted on each of her twins pointing to
her, and being made to say, by means
ofaloop issuing fromn their lips, after the
manner of caricatures, “ This here's my
mamma !

In the course of the night another fine
arts anecdote was turned np.—A gentle-
wan of some reputation as an artist, had
the extraordinary good luck to obtain
credit at a cheesemonger’s. His teeth,
bowever, completely distanced his pa-
lette; for, by the time he bad earned
five pounds, he bad eaten upwards of
twenty., Being a man of singular ho-
pesty, considering—as soon as he

received the fruit of his labours, he deter- -

mined on devoting a portion of it to the
discharge of his liabilities. He there-
fore deputed a literary friend to offer, in
retarn for the butter, eggs, bacon, ham,
brawn, pork (pickled and fresh,) Glou-
cester, Cheshire, Chedder, and Stilton,
be bad had, one-and-ninepence in the
f'oo . “Oh! my customer is an artist,

he 7 exclaimed the cheesemonger to
the man of letters. “‘I wish he had men-
tioned that afore—eh, Jem 1" winking at
bis shopman, ‘¢ We knows an artist or
two—don’t we 1"—another wink. ‘¢ And
80 now, arter getting a matter o’ twenty
pound in my debt here, he sends and
offers sich & compysition as this—What
do you say, Jem 1" “Oh, I say,” re-
plied Jem, ¢ take the money, master.
One-and-ninepence in the pound is un-
common liberal for an artist—specially
the odd threepence.”

Heard a joke as |1 was standing under a
gateway. The Hertfordshire peasants
are notorious for their want of urbanity,
ludeed . as regards all that relates to the
bienseances ds societe, t are as great
brates as any gentlemen alive. A lady,
while on a visit to a friend residing
in the county, had, during her rides on
horse-back in the neighbourhood, become
perfectly aware of the boorishness of the
peasantry. One day, whean riding un-
sttended, she came to a bye gate of her
bost’s park, which had not a lodge. A
chubby boy was swinging to and-fro nr-
on it. She ventured to beg that he would
hold it open while she passed. To her
uitey amagement, he did so! Delighted

with his complacency, she gave dim a
shilling, observing, “It is quite clesr,
my led, from your civility, that you are
not a native of Hertfordshire.” The reply
was this—‘ Thee'rt a liar—I be !’
MontMy Meg.

THE LAST OF THE BURNINGS.
Concluded from page 47.

Lucy was reconveyed {0 prison more
dead than alive. Awakened from her
torpor, the dreadful reality of her situa~
tion burst upon her mind. She was a
cipher—a nonentity amongst her fellow
creatures, The violet had lost its pere
furme ; and the flower of promise, now &
being charged with crime, was doomed to
wither ere it had scarcely lived. As a
last resource, Lucy implored to be al-
lowed one more interview with Danger-
fleld ; and, in compliance with the re-
gnest, he was ushered into her cell. She
was seated before a prayer-book when he
entered, and reading aloud this verse of
the twenty-fifth Psalm—¢‘ Turn thee
unfo me, and have mercy upom me;

Jor I am desolate and in misery.”

Paul heard the words; and, crooking
bis lip with scorn, burst into a bitter
laogh.

¢ Oh, do not langh!” cried Lucy, *“ or
I shall think my "wildered fancy has con-
jured up some fiend to lure me onwards
to destruction!—Oh, Paul, Paul! save
me !

s Life's a jest, and sll thingsshow it

I thought so once—but now I kaow it I' ®
replied Paul, sarcastically, at this ine
stance of attachment to life in one who
had so little w0 live for.

“ For wercy’s sake, forbear! and, if
you have one spark of pity in your breast
save me from destruction. Oh, Paul!”
continued Lucy, throwing herself apon
her knees in agony, “ as you would
that God should be merciful unto you, so
be merciful to me! | know I deserve
death for my disobedience, and my sine
ful consent to your robbing my widowed
parent ; yetnot so dreadful a death as
the one to which I am doomed, You
know, Paul - you know I am guiltless of
murder. It is hard for one so young as I
am to die with resignation. Save me—
save me, then, and my future life shall
be spent in prayer for your felicity. Do
pot abandon my name to posterity with
the foul accompaniment of matricide. Re=-
member how 1suffered myself to be per-
suaded to your entreaties, and w
some little lenity towards mine, or I shall
expire at your feet!”

Paul remained unmoved. That ambi-~
tious feeling which bad prompted him to
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excel as a good son, an expert wrestler,
and a daring offender of the laws, now
fired him with the desire of proving him-
self the greatest of all villains, by per-
mitting an innocent person to die, when
a word from him mightsave her. He
therefore calmly drew, his |clothes from
Lucy’s convalsive grasp, and malignantly
repeating, ‘“Dogs bark as they die!”™
slowly left the cell.

The morning arrived for the execution.
Two gibbets had been erected side by
side; and in front a stake had been
driven into the ground, surrounded by
faggots. Scarcely an inbabitant of either
Lynn or Norwich was absent, on account
of the culprits beiug so well known, and
the crowd extended far and wide. [t
had been settled that Lacy was first to
suffer, and in the presence of ** her con-
federates.”

As Paul passed, loud execrations
marked the indignation of the multitude ;
but when Lucy wasled forth, thepeople
were silent, from commiseration excited
by her youth, and a partial belief in her
innocence in spite oiPthe strong circum-
stantial evidence against her.—* Alas!"
she exclaimed internally, ‘““had I the
treasures of the world I would give all
to be the meanest individual amongst
yonder throng,and at liberty.”” A but-
terfly flew past her as she spoke, and she
burst into tears.—* The insect of a day
fs an object of my envy!” .

Having repeated the last prayer, she
advanced to the stake, more like an in-
genious piece of mechanism than an ani-
mated creature, and extended her arm to
the executioner, when there arose a con-
fused murmur amongst the assembled
spectafors. She raised her eyes, and
saw, at some distance from the eminence
on which she stood, a man on horse-back,
seouring the outward plain in full gal-
lop. On he came, like an eagle in rapid
flight ; and, as he approached, the words
A reprieve! —stop the execution—a
reprieve!" burst from his lips. The cry
was caught by the maltitude ; the air was
rent with acclamations; and “a re-
prieve! — a reprieve ! resounded on
every side. “ Great God of justice, I
am saved!” cried Lucy, clasping her
hands with delight, “my innocence is
known, and I am saved!” Meanwhile
the horseman advanced — the crowd made
way with cheers—he reached the scaf-
fold—and, leaping upon the platform,
he breathlessly exclaimed—*¢ The King
has granted a free pardon to Mark In-
derling—he is free!”

It was now made apparent that In-
derling had been totally unconscious
of Dangerfield’s real intentions, and

.
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that he was merely to give hi., assist-
ance in eloping with Lucy : and, aware
of Mrs. Howard’s objections to the
match. he naturally believed the tale.
The real circumstances becoming known
to CeciliaBentley, she flew, on the wings
of hope, to the Mayor of Norwich, and
laid the matter before him. The Mayor,
a worthy, humane man, immediately
visited Mark, to ascertain if his state-
ment corresponded with Cecilia’s; and
satisfying himself, he dispatched a trusty
messenger with an account to London.
‘We have seen the result. In another
moment Mark found himself clasped in
Cecilia's arms.

“] know not,” he falteringly said,
¢ to whom my thanks are due for.this ;
but may eternal happiness be theirs in
return—although, 1 fear me, 1 shall
never again be so fit to die !”

*¢ Ever indulge that fear,” cried his
Cecilia, “ and none will be wore ready
to meet the final doom.”

Mark was restored to liberty, and
Lucy once more led to the stake. This
sudden destruction of her just hope be-
numbed her remaining facnlties, and
she could only muarmur—* God grant
that some sign of my innocence may
appear!” At this moment, Inderling,
who had not quitted the stage, stepped
tremblingly towards her, and, bending
upon his knee, pressed her hand to his
lips, whilst he sadly said— Poor cropt
flower ! —would that it had been your
innocence revealed instead of inine. I
fear that I have been an unknowing
assistant in bringing you here, and I
shall never rest in my bed withiout
hearing the words of pardon from your
mouth.”

Lucy, for an instant, seemed restored
to recollection. She smiled, with the
ineffable expression of an angel, upon
Mark, and said, in a low yet melodious
veoice, ¢ Peace be unto thee. God bless
thee ! These were her last mournful
yet consolatory words.

Meanwhile the executioner proceeded
in his revolting duty. A dark smile
gathered upon the livid and swarthy
features of Dangerfield as he viewed
the tender shrinking limbs of Lucy
fastened to the stake, and the fatal pile
ignited. His eyes; so rémarkable for
the wild ferocity of their expression,
and his elevated brows, gave bim an ap-
pearance scarcely human. Meantime the
fire gradually approachied the person of
Lucy; and a shriek, that pierced the
hearts of all, save the anmoved cause of
her untimely fate, marked her first emo-
tion of pain. A thick smoke then for a
few seconds shrouded her from view.
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Suddenly the faggots crackled, end the
flames burst brightly forth, and men’s
hearts quailed as the extremity of cor-
poral anguish extorted frightful and un-
earthly streams from the victim; then
were heard low plaintive wailings, tillat
length all was hushed, /and deep silence
announced that the soul of Lucy was se-
parated from her tortured body, to wing
its way toa Judge, whose judgments are
just. ‘Thusdid this poor hapless victim
add one more practical illustration of the
importance to be attached to the com-
mandments of God; for, had she Ao«
noured and obeyed .her parent,”’. her
days might have been ¢ long in the land.”

‘When she was no more, the noose was
placed round Dangerfield’s neck ; but,
previously to the cap being drawn over
his face, he said to the attendant clergy-
man, and a sneer of malicious triamph
sat upon his countenance while he spoke
—=¢] believe, sir, that the request of a
dying man is usually complied with.”

¢ Always,” replied the divine, drawing
near the criminal. .

¢¢Then, reverend sir,” returned Paul,
¢ I desire that a letter; which you will
find in my pocket, may not be opened
until this day month.” The chaplain
promised to observe his directions, npon
which Dangerfield kicked off his shoes,
and exclaimed—¢‘¢ That’s to prove my
old mother aliar, as she always foretold
that 1 should die with my shoes on!”
Then, leapingfrom the scaffold, helaunch-
ed himselfinto eternity,—in this manner
dying, ashe had lived, a hardened and
consummate ruffian. The letter alladed
to contained a full confession of the pre-
ceding particulars, and setthe ill-fated
Lucy’s innocence in the strongest light ;
by which piece of demoniacal treachery
he attained, with his last breath, that al-
titude which he had spent a life to ac-
quire—a mastership in crime ! The con-
tents of the letteraroused the popular in-
dignation so much that Paul’s bedy was
exbumed, although it had lain the stipu-
lated month, and it was then again buried
ina cross-road, with a stake driven
through it.

To conclude. Past follies had taught
Mark Inderling wisdom ; he married Ce-
cilia, and once more became a useful
member of society. Shortly afterwards
the punishment of death by fire was abo-
lished, consequently no more executions
of that description took place at Norwich;
and, whenever Inderling had occasion to
visit the city, he never failed dropping a
tear .to the memory of her who was the
victim of THE LAST OF THE BURNINGS.

Just as the sense is tickled by the touch—
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LIBERALITY OF PAGANINL

—

Tue reputation which preceded Paga-
nini to England, and which was increased
after his arrival, induced many persons
to offer him more than the usual civili-
ties.! Among the number no one stood
more conspicuous than Signor Lablache,
the celebrated bass-singer, then engaged
at the Opera-house, On the arrival of
the modern Orpheus in London, he was
waited upon and welcomed by this open-
hearted and generous Italian, who in the
kindest manner “oft invited him to his
house ;' in fact, desired him to consider
it his home until he could with conve-
nience settle himself comfortably else-
where. The great violinist was not
slow in his movement ; he availed him-
self of the invitation, and remained for
several days the guest of this worthy
though thorough bassman. Having at
last announced his-determination “to
be off,” he requested to know from his
hospitable entertainer, “how much he
was his debtor for the sundry dinners,
cum multis aliis, the good things, of
which he had so liberally partaken in
his house.” Imagine the surprise of the
worthy host on being asked so startling
a question. He remonstrated in the
kindest manner. ¢ My dear Paganini, [
hope you will believe that l invited you to
my table asa friend, and I shall feel proud
in having the satisfaction of knowing that
1oy endeavours (o make you comfortable
have been attended with success; unless
you wish to offend me, you will make
no further mention of remuneration.”—
¢ Me feel greatly oblige by your var po-
lite attention,” replied Paganini, ¢ but
me do no vish to put myself under no ob-
ligation to no man,”’—*Believe me,” re-
joined Lablache, ¢ that any attention
you may have received from me, is no
more than | consider due to you as a
friend and stranger in this country, and
as a mark of my high respect for your
transcendant and unrivalled talent.”—
¢ Dat all var well, Signor, but me no be
under compliment to yon.” With this
highly spirited determination Paganini
drew his purse from his pocket, and
counted his silver several times over ; at
last he again broke silence. ‘‘Me dine
here so many times—let e see—ay, ay,
so many dinner, at 8o much, is exact six=
teen shillings ® This amount he placed
upon the table, and was in the act of
pushing it towards his friend—Lablache
rose from the table, and, with feelings
better imagined than described, thus ad-
dressed him —“ My good friend, vnless
you intend to insult me, I desire you will

Some laugh at little, others frown at much. ».z, put that money in your pocket again.”—
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* No, no, me slueys dime ix my own
country var well for dat,” was the thrifty
reply ; and placing the money nearer to
his entertainer, Paganini was about to
continue his remarks, when Lablache in-
dignantly exclaiming, ¢ Thisis too bad—
shameful ! rang the bell, and, on, the
entrance of the servant, desired-him ‘to
take the silver from the table, as Signor
Paganini wished him to accept it for his
attention to him. The servant, no way
loath, soon pocketed the affront, and
bowing' to the generous guest, left the
room. ‘“Me no mean dat at all,” ex-
claimed our astonished hero ; ¢ me mean
to pay for me var good dinners. Bars!
staves ! and clefts! this too bad.”’—* Too
bad, indeed,” retorted the host; ‘I see
it is your intention to offend me ;" so say-
ing, be left the room, and Paganini pre-
sently departed, in no very enviable mood,
to brood over the frustration of his liberal
and gentlemanly design. :

Fine Artd.

BRITISH INSTITUTION..
Last Notfee.

A little while and this bright intercourse
Wilkend, Seme will be taken, and command
A pizes with otber sitent menitors,
And beautify a portion of the spot
To lordly wealth devoted, Some will grace
‘The quiet nransfon: others be returned,
To catch the eye of fancy’s purse-proud child,
Or bear the summer flies—-contomely. All
Have destinies—but which we cannot trace.

How agreeably our duties would be
performed, could we give our unqualified
approval of the collection of pictures
Eamted and exhibited here this season ;

ut though, im a spirit of mildness, we re-
frain from pointing out several very in-
ferior efforts, we cannot but condemn
those of the committee of management in
their want of taste in their selection; or
the artists who expose their names and
want of talent by sending the very worst
specimens of the art, which, as' we have
heard it whispered, are hung in the most
unfavourable situations, to remain as foils
to set off and get their superiors orna-
mented by the comprehensive word sold.
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