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PREFACE.

Tae Fifth Annual Volume of “ Frrenpsare's
OrrERING” has to prefer its claims to public en-
couragement, amidst a more extended competition,
and a more formidable rivalry, than it has ever
before experienced ; and although it does not ven-
ture to assume any invidious superiority over its:
younger sisters, still, compared not only with the
preceding portions of the Series, but with any other
of the same class of publications, it is confidently
anticipated that the Volume for 1828 will be found
deserving its full share of public patronage. - The
Proprietors have, indeed, had many disadvantages to
contend with, from the very short space of time al-
lotted to its preparation; whilst the Editor had to
succeed, at an advanced period of the year, to the
duties which had previously been performed by a
gentleman of acknowledged taste and ability. He
must haye shrunk from the task, had he not confi«
dently reckoned upon the contributions of many
personal friends, whose productions would do honour
to any publication ; and the readiness with which
they committed to him some of the most spirited and :






PREFACE. vii

Work in no respect inferior to its contemporaries.
Tt was their desire to select subjects of general in-
terest ; beautiful, as works of art, but possessing also
the charms of familiarity and truth: while it was
equally their object toadopt what appeared excellent,
wherever to be found. Of some of the Painters
who have obligingly lent their aid, the works are now
for the first time engraved; and happy will the
Proprietors feel, should they, in any degree, be in-
strumental in diffusing a knowledge of that excel-
lence which is so rapidly advancing to distinction.
To all the Artists whose productions adorn these
pages, they feel sincerely grateful for their obliging
permission tor engrave their works, or their zealous
exertions to complete the subjects suggested: whilst
to the very able Engravers, who have produced some
of their happiest efforts ina space of time so unu-
sually and unavoidably limited, they have also to
express their warmest acknowledgments.

It having been universally considered a defect in
works which have claims to afford lasting amusement,
that their construction should be of a nature so ex-
tremely slight, the Proprietors, regardless of expense,
determined to adopt such a mode of binding as
would unite beauty with durability, in a way‘never
before attempted: the Casket is even still very un-
worthy of the Jewels which it enshrines, but it is at
least more likely to preserve them in security.

It remains only to add, that the Proprietors are &
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AUGUSTE DE VALCOUR.

@ Storp of the ol Wegime in JFrance.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ¢« GILBERT EARLE."

PART I.

¢ M gerver—He leaves me."
Notos to Childe Harold.

Ir we were called upon to define the sensation the
most painful to the human soul,—should we not say
it is the feeling of isolation 2 Does not that feeling
enter more or less into every sorrow ? Is it not a sor-
TO0W, a severe sorrow, in itself? Sympathy, in its
strict sense,—fellow-feeling namely,—is the strongest
seed implanted in our nature. It is the pabuium,
without which the moral being will wither, as the
physical without natural food. ¢ Thereis no one
here who cares for me :—among thismass of fellow-
creatures, no one joys for my joy, or grieves for my
sorrow.”—Can any one have thus communed with
himself, even from causes merely temporary and
local, without acceding to'the justice of the proposi-
tion I have laid down, that isolation is one of the
most bitter ills that suffering humanity is heir to 2
M2
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~ him as long as he was distinguishable through the
trees ; and, when he was indeed gone, she sank back
upon her seat, in an agony of irrepressible tears. The
feeling of dereliction,lexpressed in the epigraph I
have placed at the head of the page, struck upon her
heart with all its cold and numbing weight— He
isgone !” she exclaimed, and the exclamation sound-
ed as the knell of all happiness and hope !

Most of those who have loved must be able to re-
call to their mind some spot consecrated by the feel-
ings of affection, of which it has witnessed the ex-
pression,—some place of tryst which is so much dear-
er to them than all the earth beside, that it seems
almost as though it had a separate existence, as though
it belonged to another world ! At such dear place of
wonted meeting had Albertine and her lover now
parted. It was beneath an old oak, at the skirt of a
wood, hollow from age, and decayed in some of its
branches, but too striking, from its position, size, and
shape, not to be a known and remarked object. Not
far from its base, there rose a welling spring, over
which, in distant times, it seemed there had been
some work of masonry ; for the grey stones, covered
with moss, and overgrown with underwood, still
formed a sort of rude irregular cairn upon its brink.
An old legend attached to this spot. The tree bore
the name of the Lover’s Oak, and the spring—of the
Lover’s Well : and the story ran, that, at this tree, a
young Troubadour had been wont to breathe his















132 AUGUSTE DE VALCOUR:

the fears which they repel soindignantly, as ground-
less, nearly always are verified at last ? It is because
men, in their transactions with women, are fickle,
selfish, and self-indulgent.—It is because a brief
time, and a short distance, are sufficient to eclipse,
at least, the feelings of years ; and that the gratifica-
tion of their greedy vanity, and the excitement of
their morbid passions, lead them to sacrifice faith,
and love, and loyalty, on the shrine of slight tempo-
rary enjoyment, and of fantasy which speedily fades.

To do Auguste justice, however, he spoke the
truth, as far as regarded present intention, when he
breathed the most passionate vows of lasting constan-
cy and love. He had never felt the temptations, and
knew not their attractions. His heart bore burden to
the expressions of his lips. His heart was then pure
and true. But Albertine could not be comforted.
‘When she ceased to express her fears for his faith, her
lamentations for his departure were redoubled.  You
are going,” she said, “and the world will excite, and
oceupy, and interest you.—But for me !—1I shall
have no resource, but my own sad heart,—no one
to confide in, but this dear tree, and this well. Alas!
the old motto might be said to me—¢ Qu’elle chante
maintenant I’ Ah, Auguste! my heart will be too
heavy to sing,—I shall brood over. the dear days we
have known here; and I shall sigh for them to be
renewed !—Shall we, shall we, ever meet here again,
indeed ? If T thought we should not, I should die,
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172 THE MAID OF NORMANDY.

temper during the siege, and she was left the heiress
_ of immense riches, which availed her not. Already
! the fair orphan had accustomed herself to exist upon
the smallest portion of the coarsest viands whereon it
was possible Lo support life. With the generous feel-
ing of youth, Eloise had, serupulously, obeyed the
command of the government, and contributed all the
private stores, collected by her parents, in aid of the
common stock. Previous to this consignment, she
had lived temperately, yet with some degree of com-
fort : the famishing mother and her hungry infants
never departed unrelieved from her door, and she
fully shared her slender meal with those less fortu-
nately circumstanced ; but, now, shewas compelled
towitness suffering which she could not alleviate, and
to experience, herself, the craving pangs produced
by the gaunt fiend who presided over the city ; and
each privation was rendered keener by the conyic-
tion, that she had been tricked into the sacrifice of
the provisions so industriously secured by her father,
for the furtherance of an artful attempt of her bit-
terest enemy. Nosuccours arrived. Death, in oneof
its most. hideous shapes, stared Eloise in the face;
but, though shrinking from the prospect of lingering
through all the stages of famine, she, sometimes,
anticipated a fate even more horrible than that of
stealing to some remote corner of her splertdid man-
sion, to breathe her last in solitude. Her kinsman,
Alain Blanchart, had threatened to dispute her in-
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heritance, unless she would consent to become his
wife. This man was all-powerful in Rouen : every
thing was to be apprehended from his avarice and
brutality ; and Eloise, though determined never to
consent to the terms which could alone preserve her
life and fortune, trembled and shuddered, when the
means, which, in all probability, would be used to
subdue her resolution, flashed upon her mind ; she
turned from the contemplation of the miserable
wretches, who were fainting and dying in the streets,
and sought an upper window, which looked out over
the dark walls of the city to the country beyond.
There lay the camp of the cruel king of England ;
the lions on its bright banmers gleaming in the sun,
and the gaudy pavilions of the chieftains spreading
their pomp and pride in purple and crimson: and,
stretching far behind, the sparkling waters of the
Seine shot their arrowy flight through green plains
and fertile meadows. Alas! for the days, when, free
as the Zephyrs which played among the flowers, the
joyous maidens of Rouen wandered, delightedly,
upon the banks of that fair river !

Eloise sighed: she wished for the wings of a
dove, that she might flee away and be at rest. The
flocks browsed upon the distant hills ; the cattle
were thick in the fields below ; the wild woods, and
the broad heaths, were stocked with green ; all the
landscape smiled, while haggard want had struck its
iron fingers into her soul. She sickened at the view

Q2
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Agincourt, she raised her imploring eyes to the war- .
rior, who paced proudly, on hisnoble steed, through
the street. Neyer had they rested upon a more ma-
jestic form, a more interesting countenance, than
that of Sir Lionel Mowbray-.

While thus intensely, yet timidly, gazing on the
man who seemed to hold her destiny in his haifds,
(for, with the capitulation or the deliverance of
Rouen, the persuasions of Alain Blanchart must
cease,) the sudden fall of a shield, which'had been
carelessly poised upon the spike of a balcony, close
to the feet of the cavalcade, frightened the horse of
an English esquire: he started from the ranks, and,
after plunging in a violent manner, veared upon his
hind legs and threw his rider. Obeying the first
compassionate impulse, Eloise knelt down by the
prostrate soldier, and, with her delicate fingers,
swiftly unlaced hishelm, The knight, who had pre-
viously surveyed the fair passenger with looks of
admiration, now dismounted, to offer his services -
and thanks for the kindness accorded to his follower.
A few words of courtesy passed between Sir Lionel
and the lady, as both engaged earnestly in the same
gentle office 5 but, with the arrival of fresh assist-
ance, the knight lost his fair companion, who mo-
destly retired when her presence became no longer
necessary. She hurried to the church, and prayed,
long and devoutly, for the success of the warrior’s
mission; though, sometimes, her aspirations were
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checked by a remorseful feeling, and she paused, to
accuse her throbbing heart of selfishness, in prefer-
ring its own private interests to the welfave of
France, now menaced witht servitude under a foreign
" yoke. Butit wasallin vain; thehorrors of a union
with Alain Blanchart, and the fearful consequences
of Her refusal, were too strongly painted, by imagina-
tion, to be effaced ; every loyal, every patriotic feel-
ing was swallowed up in the dread of becoming the
vietim of an unprincipled ruffian’s machinations.
Eloise reached home before the Council broke up.
Despite of the exertions of the guard, who had re-
ceived orders not to permit the starving population
of the city to exhibit their lank visages in the eyes
of the English deputation, groupes of gaunt wretches
were congregated together, and were speculating,
with clamorous joy, upon the prospect which Henry’s
embassy presented, of a speedy termination to their
agonies. Unconscious of the secret pleasure with
which she had before contemplated the English
knight, Eloise approached the lattice, attributing this
anxiety to obtain another glance of the handsome
soldier, to her eager desire of learning the nature of
his reception by the authorities. Meanwhile, the
crowd of yagrants had increased, and a murmur ran
amongst them, that Alain Blanchart had successfully
opposed the party at the Council board, who were
inclined to capitulate upon very honourable terms,
offered by the King of England. In an instant, all
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was confusion and ferment ; wild cries arose from the
famishing multitude, who now thronged, in dense
numbers, to the spot; curses and execrations were
‘poured upon the heads of those who were deaf to the
prayers of their starving townsmen, and loud threats
of vengeance denounced upon the traitorous Blan-:
chart. But, while the uproar was at its height, a
partisan of this imperious burgess’s patron ingeni-
ously contrived to turn the tide of public indignation
from his patron, by declaring, that Henry of Lancas-
ter had mocked the distressed city, by a pretended
negociation ; and that the king had sworn, whenever
it opened its gates, to put all the inhabitants to the
sword. :

The rage of the populace now took another direc-
tion ; and, at this juncture, Sir Lionel and his follow-
ers, having received an answer from the Governor,
attempted to repass fo the English camp. At once,
the furious mob, eager for a victim, trampled the flag
of truce in the dust, dragged the Englishmen from
their proud steeds, dispersed the city-guard, and
would have torn Sir Lionel to pieces, but, dexterous-
ly springing from the grasp of those who had forced
him from his horse, the active knight (recovered
from his surprise at this gross violation of the law of
nations) placed his back against the wall, and held
his foes at bay, brandishing a heavy mace, with such
strength and velocity, that, for a time, none dared
approach within veach of the murderous weapon.
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quit the side of the gentle being to whom he was so
deeply indebted, was yet eager to sally forth to suc-
cour or revenge his comrades. TFatigued, but un-
hurt, the spells of beauty could not detain him when
danger called for action, and he had just resumed
his armour and his mace, at the arrival of a strong
guard, which prevented the possibility of further
outrage ; and assuring Eloise, that, whatsoever should
be the fate of Rouen, her abode should be sacred, he
pressed his lips upon her hand, mounted his courser,
and vanished from her sight.

The incident of the morning furnished the lovely
orphan with food for contemplation. She marvelled
at the ]ivel)‘r interest which she had taken in the
welfare of one of the invaders of France, the soldiers
of that inhuman conqueror who had driven the
citizens of Rouen to a frightful alternative, that of
surrendering disgracefully while a prospect of relief
remained ; or of seeing their fellow creatures droop-
ing and dying, by hundreds, around them. Soon,
however, the wandering thoughts of Eloise were
concentrated in one feeling; the hour of Alain
Blanchart’s customary visit was at hand. Weak,
from long abstinence, and sunk to the lowest state of
dejection, the forlorn girl entertained more ' than
usual dread of the approaching interview. Whatif
her resolution should fail, and, for the sake of tem-
porary security, and for the luxuries with which he
tempted the appetite, ravenous for food, she should
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consefit to wed her sister’s murderer ? Eloise raised
her eyes to a picture which represented the once
beautiful form of Gabrielle, the martyred wife of a
cruel tyrant, now a saint in heaven, and she regained
firmness. The recollection of the long series of
cruelty which had reduced the sweetest and gentlest
of her sex to an untimely grave ; of the unhallowed
nature of the union which would bind her to a man
with whom marriage was forbidden by the canon
law 5 and the too great probability, that, instead of
fulfilling his promise of obtaining the sanction of the
church to their horrid nuptials, he would cast her off
to infamy and scorn; re-nerved her soul and de-
termined her to undergo all the persecutions which
* inventive malice could frame, to avoid the dishonour
of those base proposals which, in the plenitude of
power, the chief magistrate of Rouen had dared to
offer. Alain Blanchart claimed the wealth of the
deceased Pierre de Torey as the heir of the eldest
daughter, Gabrielle, attached to the party of the
Duke of Burgundy. He had induced the citizens
to espouse the cause of that factious prince, against
the Dauphin ; and, ruling all things according to his
will, in a place which, at his persuasion, had cast off
its allegiance to the crown of France, he experienced
little difficulty in obtaining an iniquitous decrée in
favour of his pretensions to the inheritance of Eloise:

At the accustomed hour, the orphan’s unwelcome
suitor appeared: a grim smile pressed across his
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hard features, as he announced the decision of the
Council, and his consequent right of possession in
that house, where he was now an undesired guest.
At his command, a pair of folding-doors, leading to
the adjoining apartment, flew open, and disclosed a
banquet, which, in this season of privation and
scarcity, seemed fit for the festal board of kings.
Eloise pressed her thin hands over her eyes, that she
might not see the tempting viands ; and listened, with
a fainting heart, to the disclosure of his barbarous
purpose, his offers of securing her property-by an
hateful marriage, and his threats of immediate ex-
pulsion, should she persevere in' her refusal. The
prospect of becoming an outcast and a wanderer ;—of
being forcibly driven from the door of that house
wherein she had first seen the light, and which she
had been so long taught to consider as her own, by
the most undoubted right ;—the horrors which she
must encounter in the few days which would inter-
vene hetween her banishment from the house of her
fathérs, and the grave ;—these subdued the spirit of
Eloise, which had hitherto towered above her misfor-
tunes.  Sinking on the earth before him, she, with
tears, implored her pitiless kinsman to allow her to die
in some. remote corner of the mansion, of which she
had been so long the mistress, and to delay his
entrance until sorrow and hardship had performed
their final work, and she had found rest in ‘another
world.  Alain Blanchart was inexorable. A fawning
R
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priest, whose plump rotundity of figure plainly
evinced that, however frugally the rest of his fra-
ternity had existed, he had not been obliged to par-
ticipate in the general fast, stepped from the adjoin-
ing chamber, and, opening a missal, offered to: com-
mence the holy service, which would give the
trembling suppliant to the man she loathed. ~Eloise
looked round in wild amazement : no help was near ;
the crisis of her fate approached ; but one glance at
the picture of the meek Gabrielle gave her strength
and courage to repel the author of her sister’s
miseries ; and, again pausing to take a last look of
that dear and familiar scene, she rushed despairingly
from the apartment, and from the house, now filled
with the minions of its new lord.

A church gave the wretched orphan shelter for
the night ; and, on the following morning, she com-
menced a painful pilgrimage through the city, in
the faint hope of receiving succour from those whom,
in the days of her prosperity, she had ealled her
friends. She knocked at the gate of a convent,
which owed half its wealth to the pious donations of
her ancestors. A pale attenuated form appeared at
her summons ; but charity had grown cold within
the inhospitable walls, and the prayers of the pe-
titioner were rejected. The abbess, with pretended
zeal for the welfare of the sisterhood, refused, for
their sake, to admit another claimant on the scanty
store which its magazines contained ; and, disap-
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pointed in her fivst effort, Eloise turned her trem-
bling foot-steps to other portals. They wereall closed.
Hunger had:barred every heart, and frozen its sym-
pathies for one who had only to accede to Alain
Blanchart’s proposals, to obtain an ample supply of
food. The wrongs which she had suffered, the in-
justice which had driven her into the streets, ex-
cited little compassions; her honorable scruples were
deemed too fastidious for encouragement in. times
of such keen distress ; and those who did not insult
her by their reproaches, were deaf to her solicita-
tions, and left her to perish.

Eloise repaired again to the church, trusting
that, within its holy walls, she.should find a
tomb ; but even this last refuge was denied to the
persecuted wanderer. The chief citizens of Rouen
had received a distant hope of relief from the
Duke of Burgundy, and, as their only chance of
being able to hold out until succour should ar-
rive, they determined. to expel all those poverty-
stricken persons who were compelled to subsist upon
public charity. Strict orders were forthwith is-
sued, to clear the churches and highways of the
ghastly objects who infested them, and to thrust
them without the walls. Eloise was included in
this proscriptioix., Blanchart no longer desired to
marry her, for love never had any share in his pro-
posals; he wished to avoid the odium of a harsher
measure. But, since she had not found a single
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phan wandered from group to group, amidst the
-pale and livid companions of her misery, she still
felt the principie of life strong within her, and trust-
ing that some random arrow (for the English, with
a mockery of mercy, directed their death-winged
shafts over the heads of the fainting suppliants)
would secure her from the dreary, wasting, harrow-
ing tortures of famine, she advanced towards the
enemies’ rampart. Aroused, by hunger’s keenest
anguish, from the dull torpor which had hitherto be-
numbed gher faculties, she staggered forward with
quick, but uncertain, steps 3 her long black veil, now
stained and tattered, and her fair locks, despoiled
of all their silken gloss, were lifted by the breeze,
and floated, wildly, round her haggard form. She
raised her beseeching hands and eyes to heaven, and,
in that upturned look, encountered the gaze of Sir
Lionel Mowbray, who stood, leaning on his sword,
on the parapet above : her lips parted, as if to give
utterance to a prayer, buta fearful cry alone escaped
them, ad her trembling limbs suddenly refusing
their support, she sank upon the cold earth. Eloise,
though too weak to rise, still retained her senses, and
was awake to the keenness of her distress. As hour
after hour passed heavily away, she clung eagerly
to the hope, that the English knight, who owed his
life to her exertions, would send assistance in her
present extremity. The shades of evening mantled
around, without bringing theexpected relief ; and, at
B2
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Thus childhood passed, but ere her ‘young ‘cheek
shone
With the first blush of womanhood—ere yet,
Encircled in the Queen of Beauty’s zone,
The perfect graces of her form had met,—
Ere her young heart had love’s first rapture known,
Or love's first sorrow made her eyelids wet,
"From her enchanted cell the witch went forth,
And left the fruitful vineyards of the North.

‘What drew her from her solitude, and why,

Quitting that mountain paradise, she came
To shiver in our frosty Southern sky ?

And whether on the tempest’s wings of flame,
Or on a broomstick, she thought fit to fly,

No record now informs us ; but the dame,
Beyond all doubt, in after years, was tound,
Playing her wicked pranks on English ground. |

*

Beneath the shadow of a castled steep,
In which the ashes of ancestral kings,
Rocked by the roll of ages, soundly sleep,—
Hard by a forest, where, in moon-lit rings,
The fairies still those gamesome revels keep,
Hallowed by Shakspeare’s sweet imaginings,
The witch her dwelling fixed, and with strange
power
Raised, and adorned, a bright enchanted bower ;'
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‘Wherein, with potent cabalistic scrolls,
And spells contriv’d by necromantic lore,
And charm’d elixirs, mix’d in magic bowls, .
Of power to penetrate the inmost core
Of human hearts, and €’en in rudest souls
Love's quenchless flame to kindle or restore—
Framing strong lures to tempt and to betray,
The wizard-maiden dwelt for many a day.

The deep recesses of her inmost cell

Were garnish’d with quaint treasures: lovers’

sighs

Fill'd many a magical receptacle,

And tears were there, distill'd from rival eyes,
In crystal phials, seal’d and labell'd well ;

And, mixt with these, lay quips and phantasies,
*And dark enigmas brought from Faéry-land,

‘Which none but bards and witches understand.
L]

And daily did the witch, by her sweet wiles,
Increase these treasw’d hoards; pale youths
would come,
Laden with vows and raptures, miles and miles,
To do her wayward bidding ; friends and home
Poets would barter for her thrilling smiles ;
And studious sages burnt full many a tome
Of the old crabbed love, that from her eye
They might imbibe love’s sweet philosophy.
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Her soul’s deep eyesgvere open’d ; in that hour
All day-light’s dull realities weve laid
Asleep, and in her flight was given her power
To view the phantoms of the night, which stray’d
Through human haunts; on many a young girl’s
bower s 4
She gazed, still haunted by her lover’s shade ;
Gay dreams she saw, and fancies, bright and fair,
Couch’d on young eyes which had not look’d on care.

She saw the lean and dull-eyed Night-mare feed
On the crown’d tyrant’s breath ; a demon foul,
The fearful rider of that shadowy steed,
From its black wings cast terror on his soul ;
‘While, one by one, full many a ruthless deed,
From the dark cav,érns of his conscience stole,
Making sleep hideous :—in his prison cell,
Meanwhile, the fetter’d patriot slumber’d well.
And oft she saw the thirsty Vampyre drain «
The life-blood from the heart that lov’d him best,
And the pale Goule, with terror and with pain,
Gorge his foul meal, Death’s lone and loathly
guest. )
But there were gentler phantoms; love’s strong
reign
The grave dissolves not ; from their buried rest
Maidens, in bridal white, and wives arose,
To lighten many a broken heart’s repose.
§ 2
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Which, when these swift and subtle sprites had
caught
In their strong toils, straight to the witeh’s hiome
(As bees their gleanings to their queen) they brought
The nectarous freight, which to a honey-comb
Of labyrinthine fancies others wrought;
And all was treasured in a magic tome,—
Some favour’d spirit’s present :—but the history
Of this same present still remains a mystery.

Howe'er, ’tis certain that each page was fill'd
With sweet and witching rhymes, while, day by
day,
Immortal ink the poet-genii spill'd,
To swell the precious store, and many a lay
Was weekly added, whose rich music thrill’d
All gentle hearts, and bore men’s thoughts away
To a dream-paradise :—such wondrous skill
These Genii had to work the witch’s will.

Yet, ere such fiery spirits could be tamed

Down to complete subjection, charms were used,
Too dreadful (save by witches) to be named, -

And many a potent. herb was cull’d and bruised,
And many a philtre mix’d and fetter framed,

And many a mystic page full oft perused ;
For, of all sprites that roam beneath the sky,
The wildest are the sprites of poesy.






THE WITCH OF THE NORTII. 201

But he was sadly changed ;—his once proud wings,
Which used to bear him, swift as Dian’s sphere,*
Through thought’s vast realms, in rapturous wan-
derings,
Hung weak and plumeless now ; his leaf was sere,
Though he had seen but four-au'd‘twentyl springs;
And, on his lip, a cold habitual sneer
Had quell'd thought’s outward workings:—you
might trace
Anticipated years upon his face.

He look’d on beauty (though it pleas’d him well)
With a most calm and unimpassion’d eye,

Asif he knew some antidote to quell

" The poison of Love's darts :—none heard him sigh,

Or any tale of amorous passion tell 5
But he would prate, with careless courtesy,

To woman, or to witch, as might befall,—

View their enchantments—and despise them all.

"Twas rumour’d of him, that, in former years,

A crush’d and tortured victim he had been
Of that relentless power, whose anger sears

E’en super-human hearts : some anguish keen
Had dried the inward fountain of his tears,

And lent strange coldness to his heart and mien ;
And *twas this coldness taught him to defy,
As he long did, the witch’s sorcery.—

# 1 do wander every where
Swifter than the moone's sphere.
Midsummer Night's Dieant.
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0 thou, whose wild, and oh ! most potent verse
Did, from the Tuscan Muse, such favour win,

As taught thee the dread frenzy to rehearse
Of Charlemagne’s most famous paladin,—

1f my deep reverence for thy strains could nurse,
In me, a power and tenderness akin

To thine, I might deseribe, in fitting strain,

The pranks that spoke this sprite’s distracted brain ;

And how, at night, from his perturbed slumber
He oft would start, and, with wild gestures, ery
That Northern imps and goblins, without number,
Were tearing him piece-meal remorselessly ;
And that strange fetters did his limbs encumber,
And that strange visions danc’d before his eye :—
And how, ere daylight broke, he used to wander
* Into lone woods, to poetise and ponder.

Sometimes, in moody and abstracted fit,

He sat for hours, and then would start, and swear
The North produced all genius and all wit,—

All that was bright, and wonderful, and fair ;
And that no poesy was ever writ

Which with the Northern could at all compare ;
And that —— but he discover’d, in a word,

That all his former notions were absurd.

T
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And then he swore, by those love-beaming eyes,
It was a grievance, not to be endur’d,

That some vain, shallow, witless imp should rise,
And of the witch’s favour reign assur'd,—

Nay—haply make her very heart his prize,—
While /e, a spirit to her tasks inured,

And gifted with high power to work her will,

‘Was thus cast off,—despised,—rejected still !

This could not last :—One day, the Magic Book
Fell in his way, (by chance or by design,)

And tempted thus, these artful means he took
T'o end his grief:—in many a mystic line

He traced (although his hand with terror shook)

. His soul's most secret workings, in such fine

And subtle phrase involv’d, that none but she,

For whom ’twasmeant, could solve the mystery.

And he petition’d (this presumptuous elf !)
That, if his lady’s heart was yet unwon,

He might adventure for the prize himself,
And do whate’er by prowess could be done,

To throw all rival suitors on the shelf,—
Adding, with grave audacity, that none

(Save only He) were competent to prize,

According to their worth, those soul-lit eyes,—
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were natural, the hedge-rows were natural, the peos
ple were natural.. We could ramble along the sands
all the morning, without being stared down by the
 drivers of barouches, or the driven in donkey-carts;
we could sit in the balmy eyening air, and listen to
the solemn roll of the eager surf, or gaze upon the »
tranquil course of the haryest-moon, or awake our
own heartfelt melodies, without being elbowed by a
mob of coquettes and coxcombs. But why do T
linger upon these recollections? Is it that those
days were days of happiness, and that the samesun.
which gilds the smiling plain behind me, lights not
the dreary hill which I have yet to climb? It may;
be so. :

Tt was at the period I mention, that our party had ¢
wandered, one sunny afternoon, to an inland yillage.
There was amongst us all the joyousness of young
hearts ; and we laughed, and sang, under an uncloud-
ed sky, “as if the worldwould never grow old.” The
evening surprised us at our merriment; and, fb@f;
night suddenly came on, cloudily, and foreboding &
distant storm. We mistook our way :—and, after
an hour’s wandering through narrow and dimly-
lighted lanes, found ourselves on the shingly beach.
"The tide was beginning to flow ; but alarge breadth
of shore encouraged us to proceed without appre-
hension, as we now felt satisfied of the direction of
our home. The ladies of our party, however, began
to weary ;—and we were all well nigh exhausted,
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when we reached a little enclosure upon the margin
of the sea, where the road passed round a single
cottage. There was a strong light within. I ad-
vanced alone, whilst my friends rested upon the
paling of the garden. T looked, unobserved, through
the rose-covered window. A delicate and graceful
young woman was assiduously spinning; an infant
lay cradled by her side ; and an elderly man, in the
garb of a fisherman, whose beautiful grey locks
flowed upbn his sturdy shoulders, was gazing with a
face of benevolent happiness upon the sleeping child.
I paused an instant, to look upon this tranquil scene.
Every thing spoke of content and innocence. Clean-
liness and comfort, almost approaching to taste, pre-
sided over the happy dwelling. T was just about to
knock, when my purpose was arrested by the young
and beautiful mother, (for so I judged was the fe-
male before me,) singing a ballad, with a sweet voice
and a most touching expression. I well recollect
the words, for she afterwards repeated the song at
my request:— i

SONG OF THE FISHER’S WIFE.

Rest, rest, thou gentle Sea,
‘Like a giant laid to sleep,—
Rest, rest, when day shall flee,
And the stars their bright watch keep;
For his boat is on thy wave,
And he still must toil and roam,
Till the flowing tide shall lave
Our dear and happy home.
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chimney corner ;—he took care of the boats and
tackle, and George was a bold and lucky fellow, and
did not want an old man’s seamanship. It wasa
happy day when Mary married him,—and God bless
them and their dear child!—It was impossible for
any feeling heart not to unite in this prayer. We
offered a present for our refreshment ; but this was
steadily refused. The honest old man put us into
the nearest path; and we closed a day of pleasure-
as such days ought to be closed,—happy in our-
selves, and with a kindly feeling to all our fellow-
beings.

During my short residence at the village I have
described, T made several visits to the Fisherman’s
cottage. It was always the same abode of health,
_ and cheerfulness, and smiling industry. Once or

twice, I saw the husband of Mary. He was an ex-
tremely fine young man, possessing all the frankness
and decision that belong to a life of adventure, with
a love of domestic occupations, and an unvarying
gentleness, that secemed to have grown in a higher
“station. But ease, and independence, and luxurious
refinement, are not absolutely essential to humanize
the heart. George had received a better education -
than a Tife of early toil usuallyallows. He had been
captivated, when very young, by the innocent graces
of his Mary. He wasnow a father. All these cir-
cumstances had formed him for a tranquil course
of dutyand affection. His snatches of leisure were
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passed in his little garden, or with his smiling in-
fant. His wife’s whole being appeared wrapped up
in his happiness. She loved him with a deep and
confiding love; and if her hour of anxiety were
not unfrequent, there were moments of ecstacy in
their blameless existence, whiclt made all peril and
fear as a dim and forgotten dream.

Seven years had passed over me, with all its vari-
ous changes. One of thelight-hearted and innocent
beings who rejoiced with me in the happiness of
the Fisherman’s Nest, as we were wont to call the
smiling' cottage, was no more. I had felt my own
sorrows and anxieties,—as who has not? and I was
in many respects a saddened man. I was tempted,
once again, to my favourite watering-place. Tts
beauty was gone. I was impatient of its feverish
noise and causeless hurry;—and I was anxious to
pass to quieter scenes. A recollection of deep plea-
sure was, however, associated with the neighbour-
hood ;—and T seized the first opportunity to visit
the hospitable cottage.

As T approached the green lane which led to the
little cove, T felt a slight degree of that agitation
which generally attends the renewal of a long sus-
pended intercourse. I pictured Mary, and several
happy and healthy children ;—her husband, more
grave and careful in his deportment, embrowned, if
not wrinkled, by constant toil ;—the old man, per-
chance, gone to rest with the thousands of happy and
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thing which rested against the side of the house met
her eye. It was a plough-coulter, which one of the
thieves had brought with him. She caught it up;
and it was well she did, for the men returned, and a
very short but violent scuffle ensued. The un-
daunted woman successfully opposed their entering
the house, hitting right and left, with the formidable
bar of iron. 'I'hey were desperate fellows, who would
not have stopped at murder; but assistance came
just as Hannah dropped the weapon she had wielded
so stoutly. Her arm was broken, but her master’s
property, and probably his life, was saved.

But Tmust turn from these records of a sternness
enough to make any one tremble before a House-
keeper. I fear that poor Hannah, though a useful
housekeeper when the house was to be kept from
thieves, must have been a little too fierce, alittle too
savage, in times of peace! We will turn to softer
themes, to a tale of domestic happiness and love.

There were two heavy, middle-agéd merchants ;
they were either Dutch or German, I know not
which, but their name was Vanderclump. Most de-
cided old bachelors they were, with large, leathern,
hanging cheeks, sleepy grey eyes, and round shoul-
ders. They were men not given fo much speech,
but great feeders; and, when waited upon, would
point clumsily to what they wanted, and make a sort

x
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of low growl, rather than be at the trouble to speak.
These Messts. Vanderclump were served by two
tall, smooth-faced dawdles: I never could discover
which held the superior station in the ménage. Each
has been seen trotting home from market, with a
basket on her arm ; each mighf be observed to shake
a duster out of the upper windows; each would, oc-
casionally, carry @ huge bunch of keys, or wait at
table during dinner ; and, in the summer eyenings,
when it was not post-day, both of them would appear,
dressed alike, sitting at work at the lower counting-
house window, with the blinds thrown wide open.
Both, I suppose, were Housekeepers.

It happened, one cold, foggy Spring, that the young-
er brother, Mr. Peter Vanderclump, left London to
transact some business of importance with a corre-
spondent at Hamburgh, leaving his brother Anthony
to the loneliness of their gloomy house in St. Mary
Axe. Week after week passed away, and Mr. Peter
was still detained at Hlamburgh. Who would have
supposed that his society could have been missed?
that the parlour could have seemed more dismally
dull by the absence of one of those from whom it
chiefly derived its character of dulness? Mr. An-
thony took up his largest merchaum; and enveloped
himself in its smoke by the hour ; but the volumes
of smoke cleared away, and no Peter ‘Vanderclump
appeared emerging from the mist. Mr. Anthony
‘brought some of his heavy folios from below ; and; in
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their pages of interest, (no common, but often com-
pound, interest,) lost, for a while, the dreary sense of
loneliness. But, a question was to be asked ! Peter’s
solemn ‘yah’ or ‘nein,’ was waited for in vain.
Forgetful, and almost im{mtieut, Anthony looked up
—the chair was unoceupied which his brother had
constantly filled.

Mr. Anthony began to sigh—he got into a habit of
sighing. Betty and Molly (they were soft-hearted
baggages) felt for their master,—pitied their poor
master ! Betty was placing the supper on the table
one evening, when her master sighed very heavily.
Betuy sighed also, and the corners of her mouth fell
—their eyes met—something like a blush crimsoned
Betty’s sleek, shining cheek, when, on raising her
eyes again, her master wasstill staring at her. Betty
simpered, and, in her very soft, very demure voice,
ventured to say * Was there any thing she coulddo?”
Mr. Vanderclump rose up from his chair. Betty,
for the first time, felt awed by his approach.
<« Batee!” he said, * My poor Batee! Hah! you are
a goot girl!” He chucked her under the chin, with
his large hand.—Betty looked meek, and blushed, and
simpered again. There was a pause—Mr. Vander-
clumpwas the first to disturbit. ¢“Hah! Hah!" he
exclaimed, gruffly, as if suddenly recollecting him-
self; and, thrusting both hands into his' capacious
breeches pockets, he sat down to supper, and took no
farther notice of Betty that night.
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The next morning, the sun seemed to have made
a successful struggle with the dense London atmos-
phere, and shone full in Mr. Vanderclump’s face
while he was at breakfast, and set a piping bullfinch
singing a tune, which his master loved rather for the
sake of old associations, than from any delight in
music. Then Lloyd’s List was full of arrivals, and
the Price Current had that morning some unusual
charm about it, which I cannot even guess at. M
Vanderclump looked upon the bright and blazing
fire ; his eye rested, with a calm and musing satis-
faction, on the light volumes of steam rising from the
spout of the tea-kettle, as it stood, rather murmuring
drowsily, than hissing, upon the hob. There was,
he might have felt, a sympathy between them.
They were both placidly puffing out the warm and
wreathing smoke.

He laid down his pipe, and took half a well-but-
tered muffin into his capacious mouth at a bite; he
washed the mouthful down with a large dish of tea,
and he felt in better spirits. That morning, he en-
tered the counting-house rubbing his hands.

Within an hour, a crowd of huge, dusky clouds
shut out the merry sunshine, and the Hamburgh mail
brought no tidings whatever of Mr. Peter. Mr. An.
thony worked himself up into a thorough ill-humour
again, and swore at his clerks, because they asked him
questions. When he entered his apartment, that
evening, he felt more desolate than ever. Betty
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through the splendid apartments, at the very elbow
of the Housekeeper, (if the Housekeeper of the family
indulge us with a lecture on the paintings ;) I hang
upon her words, and follow, with obedient gaze, her
upraised wand.

She knows not that she herself is an object of in-
terest to me ; that her importance, her language, her
very dress, are my delight. It is cruel to disturb
that harmless importance; and ah! that language,
that happy. volubility of words! many of her own
coinage, passed as if, with her, forgery were no
crime.  The air of perfect nonchalance with
which she stops before a splendid Titian, and bids
you mark its beauties and defects, her own eyes
scarcely glancing on the picture, as if she had its glo-
ries all by heart, and hardly cared to descend to
aught beyond their bare recital, for the edification
of our lower intellects.

And then her dress—so entirely free from the pre-
tension to finery and fashion, which one meets with
in dressy servant maidens: mo servile imitation of
the style of her mistress ; and yet, differing so en-
tirely from that of an inferior domestic—perchance a
bandana kerchief, forming a fillet for her head, and
slippers of a sad-coloured stuff’ upon her tender feet.

The finest specimen of a Housekeeper I ever met
with is Anne Worthington, or, to speak with defe-
rence, Mrs. Worthington, or, being, that she has
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it hath no guilt about it.” She was always fond of
books ; and her lot, like that of Bridget Elia, was
to be “ tumbled early into a spacious closet of good
old English reading, without much selection or pro-
hibition.”” She read through Clarendon's History
of the Rebellion, and the old Folio Translation of

" Josephus, in the hours she stole from sleep, when,

awing to the delicate state of her mistress’s health,
her bed was placed in the dressingroom. Fearful of
fire, she used to place her book near the rushlight on
the hearth, and there, stretched upon the floor, and
supporting her head upon her hands, she leaned her
face over the large prolix pages, till it was often too
late, or ather too early, for her to get into bed, and
the cold, pale light of dawn supplied the place of the
expiring rush-light.

How well T can recall the awe-struck feeling with
which T regarded her, if she came across me in some
stolen visits to the servauts’ hall, or to the kitchen ;
or if she caught me just peeping among the tempt-
ing, but guarded treasures of her store-room, when,
by some rare chance, she had allowed herself to be
called away, leaving the door ajar. In my grand-
mother’s dressing room she was formidable, for they
seemed in league together, whenever I was brought
up to answer for certain offences committed in the
garden or orchard. My dear grandmother, though
possessing a heart which overflowed with affection,
and all sweet and kindly sympathies, was a rare hand
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ata trimining ; she would fix the steady searching
glance of her bright eye full on' one’s face, till the
simple dislike of being stared at sent-up blushes,
which were deemed to be the sure proofs of guilt.

I remember trembling with fear, silly urchin ‘that
T was! when she held up, in terrorem, a bunch of
peacock’s feathers, which she named a rod, and call-
ed her only left fearful colleague, Anne Worthing-
ton, to bear witness to her threats, that, if T commit-
ted the offence again, I should most certainly be
scourged with that same vod. T almost fanecy that,
in her grasp, the light and painted plumes underwent
some strange metamorphosis, for, in my own hands,
such feathers seemed soft and beautiful playthings,
as they do to all children.

There was one room in which Anne Worthington
wasnot feared by the children of the family ; there,
her unwearied good temper and kindness were per-
fectly captivating. T remember the room as it was
then furnished, with a few old drawing-room chairs,
once all gilding and damasked satin, then sadly tar-
nished and faded; the window-seat covered with
seedling flowers, in large garden-pots, with a very
little green watering-pot en attendance. On the walls
were pictures, some of them of birds, (marvellously
beautiful they seemed tome,) the blackbird, the jay,
and many others, their plumage all of real feathers.
There were also bas-relief heads; en: profile, of our
good king George the Third, and Queen Charlotte;
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and two pictures from Cotes, of the Duchess of
Argyle, and the Countess of Coventry, those match-
less beauties of their day. - The two latter pictures
were neither prints nor paintings, but, apparently, a
sort of engraving in coloured glass. T know not how
to describe them ; but I dare say, from what I have
said, my reader will know what T mean.

' This apartment was Mrs. Worthington's own
sitting room. Here I, and my brothers and sisters
and cousins, were always welcome. Here seated,
some on the same large chair, some on high stools,
some on low, and all surrounding the blazing turf-
fire, (she always burned turf from the broad heaths
near the house,)—here have we sat, during the long
winter evenings, listening to her charming stories.
Tales she could tell, of foreign land, and fairy land,
and every land; and we couldnever exhausther stock.
Then she could go back to the days of our great-
great-grandmother, Bryan, and far beyond, for family
anecdotes. How that two great aunts, ladies of high
rank in Scotland, had been beheaded for their devot-
ed attachment to the Stuart family; and how that
the elder branch of my grandmother’s family had lost
all their estates because they were true to their faith
and to their king ; while the younger branch abjured
their religion, and paid their court to those in power,
and 5o bought back the lands and houses for an old
song. And she would draw us nearer to her, as she
described the beauty and modesty of my own dear

55



242 ON HOUSEKEEPERS.

mother and her sisters when they were young (mo-
dest and lovely they indeed were ;) and how charm-
ingly the elegant dress of their youthful days be-
came them, the jacket and petticoat of fine India
muslin, with just a shade ‘of brown powder in the
hair : white powder had a mean look ! for her part,
she could not bear it for young persons. She has
never ceased, however, to wear itin her own hair.
T could never remember Mrs. Worthington looking
otherwise than as she now does. Though, of course,
she is in years, not now a young woman, she is as
strait and erect asever, in her person ; her shoulders
have the' same youthful fall, and her head is thrown
slightly back, with the air of one who would bridle at
the mention of her beauty. Fler appearance is at
times peculiarly striking, asmuch from thestyle of her
dress,as from the perfect ease and propriety, I might
almost say dignity, of her manners, They have a
good old fashion at the Grange. On birth-days, and
wedding-days, and many other days of rejoicing, an
invitationis sent, by one of the grand-children of the
Squire, to request the presence of Mrs. Worthing-
ton at the dessert. In she comes, with the quiet and
smiling self-possession of one who is conferring,
rather than accepting, a -compliment; ay, and
conferring it kindly, and graciously, and nobly. In
she ‘comes, moving along with light but stately
‘step, in the full array of stiff and rustling silks, and
starched muslin, and créped and powdered hair. -
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I remember an amusing mistake, when a friend of”
mine, then in the neighbourhood of the Grange, rode
over one summer evening, to join our young and
happy party- I believe we were going to dance that
evening. I introduced him to those of my family
whom he had not seen before. 1 had forgotten to
present him to one person ; till, with that courteous
reverence, so charming in a young man towards old
age, he stopped before an elderly lady, and, turning to
me, his look said very plainly, “You have surely
forgotten one of the elders of your family ; do I not
seem very rude? Do not you mean to introduce
me ?”— Ah 1’ T exclaimed, instantly ; T must in-
troduce Mr. Harcourt to you, Mrs. Worthington.”
But, ere T had spoken, our dear Mrs. ‘Worthington
lhad felt his silent attention, and stood up to acknow-
ledge it. On my speaking, she curtseyed to the very
ground. He still thought, (till T afterwards ex-
plained to him who the stately old lady was,) that I
had introduced him to one of my great aunts.
 When her beloved mistress was dying, Anne
Worthington made a solemn promise that she would
never leave her aged master ; and that promise she
has kept, with a devotion quite extraordinary in these
selfish days. He is now eighty-one, and she still
thinks him the finest gentleman of his time. Nothing,
in her opinion, can be too good for him, and she feels
—nay, fires up at the slightest neglect, where he is
concerned. She knows no fault in him, but that, in
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also, imbibed his hatred to me.  He was a Neapoli-
tan, named Pilato, and he had a rem&t@ble habit of
casting sidelong glances; whenever he: \ttas displeased,
when his eyes seemed to flash with a pale and malig-
nant light. ~As it had been several times observed
that some accident followed this practice, Giorgione's
other pupils gave him the name of Il Basilisco,
and the Evil-eyed.”

“Qut on the villain!” said Messer Ercole, “he
ought to have been denounced to the Ten, and burn-
ed for a Wizard.”

« Lasso! amico mio,” veplied Titian, we did not
then know that he possessed in so great a degree the
fatal gift, so common to his countrymen, of the Jet-
tatura, o casting of destructive glances which ter-
minate in evil !

“Well, but Signor Vecellio,” returned the Carver,
“you were soon taken out of the sphere of that
scoundrel Deyil's-kin.”

“ Yes,” said Titian; “the death of Giorgione left
me almost without a rival, and the splendid and im-
perial Charles the Fifth, for whose death T have s0
long mourned, soon raised me aboye my most san-
guine hopes: but even in those moments, when I
have been most honoured by the favour of Kings
and Pontiffs, T have felt most keenly the power of
Pilato’s glances. Youwell know,—andif perchance
the biographers of a future time should ever write
of Tiziano, they will record how hisimperial patron
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succeeded by the spires and swelling dome of the
Tempio del Santissimo Redentore, the capo d’opera

- of Palladio appearing, as the barque turned the point
of the Isola della Zuecca ; whilst, at intervals, a fort
ora Lazzerétto seemed to start on its little island
out of the waters. On one of these watery soli-
tudes, a pest-house reared its high and gloomy walls,
which looked still more melancholy from the
almost unbroken silence which reigned around;
since the few gondolas to be seen on that part of the
Adriatic, though illuminated according to the Vene-
tian custom, were gliding about like floating stars,
ar fire-flies upon the surface of the lakes of Virginia.
The only sounds were the occasional cries of the
gondolieri, as a boat glided near the vessel, and the
plaintive and shrieking tone of Tobbia, who was
chanting a portion of Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso ;
which preceded the verses of Tasso, as the Canle
alla Barcaricola, or Songs of the Boatmen. The part
he had selected was that passage in the eleventh
Canto, where Orlando discovers Olympia chained
to a rock in the Island of Ebuda, waiting for the
monster which is to devour her ; and as the gondola
approached the lonely isoletta, he was singing the
57th stanza, wherein Olympia declares that death
rather than deliverance will best alleviate her sor-
rows. They, who are acquainted with the original,
know that it commences :—

ws «To v'ho da ringraziar, ch’una maniera

Di morir mi schivaste troppa enorme:”
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him ; therefore, make what speed you can back, and
land us at the Campo Gesuiti: compose yourself,
caro amico,” he continued to Titian, in a lower
voice, “this may not be true;” and administering
such consolation as he might, he returned to the
dwelling of the prince of painters.

Without disclosing this adventure to his family,
Titian’s fivst care was to send for the Canon Piom-
bino, and to provide for the relief of Donna Elena,
who, however, was soon after more effectually aided
by death. When that Eeclesiastic ‘came to Venice,
the Painter desired him to be conducted alone to his
studio, where he was employed upon his painting of
St. Sebastian, which he felt convinced was never to
be perfected. As Piombino drew near the apartment,
he was struck with the splendid and impressive
appearance which his father presented; as he view-
ed him at a distance through an open door. He
was standing by his easel, his pallet and pencilsrest-
ing behind him; and he was habited in that rich
dress, in which he so often painted the nobility of
Venice, and which, from its BEastern character, s
such an appropriate costume for the wise, the vene-
rable, or the illustrious. His attitude was one of
motionless contemplation, with one hand resting in
his girdle ; and he was decorated with some of those
golden marks of honour, with which he had been in-
vested by the gratitude of so many sovereigns. The
room was partially shaded by a rich curtain, and in
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played with easy vivacity ; her figure, if not bewitch-
ing, was feminine, and her face, if not fatal, was ex-
pressive. In short, she became a public favourite.
All that was graceful in the loves and sorrows of the
drama was her peculiar province ; the sighsand smiles
of youthful passion could be pictured by no other skill;
the anguish of the rejected child, the love of the in-
nocent wife, the fond frenzy, and the tender despair,
were her’s without a rival. Wealth flowed in upon
her; and last, and most hazardous of her triumphs,
—lovers came in merciless profusion.

There is a vast deal of the tender passion perpe-
tually wandering through the world; but routs and
drawing-rooms, with all their morning practises, and
midnight quadrilles,—and even with the masquerade
and waltz, are the frigid zone to the temperature of
the green-room. A perpetual fire of billets-doux
pours in upon the idol; and if a conflagration could
be kindled within her bosom by embossed paper and
perfumed wax, a handsome actress would be burned
to the ground within the first week of the season.

At length, one lover came,—fashionable, fond, and
devoted heyond all the language of devotedness.
Matilda still spurned the chain : ‘but who can for ever
resist time, importunity, and a handsome man Cof
five-and-twenty, who swears that he will drown him-
self. She yet resisted long; and, with the dexterity
of woman, detected all the little arts by which the
lover sought to have an opportunity of flinging him--
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self at her fairy feet in the presence of the wonder-
ing worlds

She detected him behind her coach,in partner-

ship with her footman, and dismissed them both,
without a character. She saw him through the
beard of a rabbi, who persecuted her with the cheap-
est shawls and attar earth. She declined inju-
ring the revenue by dealing in Brussels’ lace, which
the most elegant of smugglers offered her at fifty
per cent. under prime cost. She lost the patronage
of a match-making peeress in her own right, by re-
fusing to shine at a blue-stocking party, in which
the faithful and ill-used Sir Charles was to display in
the deepest azure. She affronted a veteran baro-
ness, by refusing to take a seat in her box, to receive
a lecture on the subject ; and, during the week before
her benefit, when Plutus himself marches with his
hands in both his pockets, to have the honour of
paying at once for his box, and the sight of the fair
object of popular adoration, she shut herself up from
human eyes; and, in bitterness, worthy of a chancel-
lor of the exchequer in the fall of stocks, lamented
the hour when this enemy of her peace and purse
first cast his glance upon her captivations.

But if her persecution in private was severe, it was
inveterate, indefatigable, and intolerable in public.
From the moment when, blooming from the hands
of the tirewoman, and exhilarated by a full view of
her attractions in the pier-glass of the green-room,
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(a glass which, if gazing could wear it out, would not
last a year in any theatre in England,) she tripped
upon the stage; to the moment when, loaded with
applause she withdrew, and, as the curtain fell, hore
all hearts with her, one eternal opera-glass was
pointed towards the scene:—she saw this optic-ord-
nance, with its crystal muzzle levelled point-blank,
upon her figure; mow covering her countenance,
now sending its full discharge into her fair and agi-
tated bosom, now leisurely ranging over her form,
to revert with exhaustless attack, to a face blushing
through all the rouge, that was to blush through the
five endless acts of a modern comedy.

‘What was to be done ?—To repel the assailant was
impossible, except by ordering his assassinations to
love him might be difficult; but to marry him was
easy. She made up her mind, and then, as is the
way of women, applied for advice. Her confidant
and privy-councillor was a pretty actress, in her
own style, her frequent double, when she was better
engaged than in theatres and seized with a sudden
and violent, indisposition—to make her appearance.

“There,” said Matilda, pointing to a pile of MSS
“there is my task for the week to come; who could
endure such drudgery !

¢ Horrible !’ said Sophonisba.

“Those managers are absolutely barbarous,” said
Matilda. ¢ Can they imagine that minds, niemories,
or spirits, can hold out under this eternal study #”
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unhappy profession ; chained like a galley-slave to
the oar!”

«Qr like a wretch condemned to the mines, work-
ing for the profit of others, of tyrants, till he dies!”
exclaimed Matilda.

« Or like a recruit in a marching regiment, be-
guiled in 2 moment of inexperience, into his dread-
ful trade; and, from that hour,not daring to call his
soul his own, till hardships break up his constitution
for the hospital, or the field consigns him to the
grave!” still louder exclaimed her friend.

“Then, dear Sophy, the morning rehearsal; the
march through hail, rain, and snow, fo shiver ona
stage, dreary as a dungeon, with no more light than
serves to show the faces of the condemned drudges
to each other.”

“Then, the evening performance, whether out of
spirits or in; the frightful necessity of looking de-
lighted, when you are miserable, and of smiling and
singing, when you would give the world for leave to
yawn and go to bed,” said her friend, with a face of
despair.

«Then the misery of failure; the chance of being
hissed by some drunken wretch, privileged by the
lalfprice of the shilling gallery. The certainty of
being attacked by the horrid criticisms of the public
prints, ill-treated every day in the week, and tmce‘

worse on a Sunday.”

“ Yes; to be the habitual pis-aller of the newspi-
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papers, when there is no parliamentary nonsense
or suburb squabble to fill their columns;—when
ministers are gone tosleep, and the Old Bailey hangs
no more”

«Melancholy fate! Then the chance of illness, that
may, in an hour, destroy the features of the beauty,
orleave the singer without anote; and the certainty,
that every year of a profession, which, like ours,
wears out life, will be leaving room for horrid com-
parisons, even with ourselves,” murmured Matilda,
casting an inyoluntary glance at the mirror.

“Then the being excluded from all society, by the
perpetual labour of the stage; or being asked to the
party of some supercilious woman of fashion, to be
lionesses. Let me die first!” murmured Sophonisba.

“Yes; to stand upon a pedestaland play candela-
bra, for the henourand glory of her drawing-room ;
to be shewn, like the laughing hyeena, for the mere
oddity of the creature; or perched like a parrot, or
akangaroo upon its hind legs, for the tricks and tea-
zingof all the grown childrenof the ¢ exclusive world.’
It is what T have endured with my soul wringing,
but never will endure again ! exclaimed the agoni-
zed Matilda.

“Then, my Matilda, to return with an aching head
at twoin the morning, and find a peremptory note

_from the theatre, with a packet of stuff that you
" must force into that aching head before rehearsal on
that very day ; a business which, of course, compels
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mingham company for us both; scorn me, and we die together.
“Adieu, Charlotte!
‘Yours, till seven o'clock this evening, pistol in hand,
“WERTER.?

“ Frightful, but too true, Matilda. A popular ac-
tress ought, always to insure her life at the com-
mencement of the season. There’s cunning Fanny
Tickle fired at as regularly as a partridge in Sep-
tember; and poor Angela Love’s exquisite skin has
heen riddled in the most merciless manner. Yes;
we are a perfect pigeon-match; with only this differ-
ence, that they fire at ws in our cage.”

“And then, my kind Sophy, the horrid equi-
vocal, or uneduivocal, attentions of coxcombs, every
word on whose tongue is the most impudent conde-
scension. To be hunted, from party to party, by
Cornet this, of the Lancers,and General that, of the
Guards ; tobe given over as the peculiar property of
Colonel Jilt, that plague of the green-room ; and be
declared to be ready to drop into the mouth of my
Lord Piper, that plague of every other room, if' he
would but take the trouble to swallow us.”

« All undeniable, and all abominable ; but what is
to be done, but fly the stage and the world together,”
sighed Sophonisha.

«Nothing, but to die,—or marry. The alterna-
tive is painful ; yet, my dear, if there were a being
devoted to one for one’s self-alone !”” sighed Matilda.

“QOh, that is all a tale of other days. Man is, of
all animals, the most selfish, and the actors are—

2¢2
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« Heavens ! you don’t think that I would marry
any human being that ever had any thing to do with
the stage. In one word, I wanted your opinion about
Sir Charles,” said Matilda, covered with a rosy blush,
¢love's proper hue.”

«The man of all men that T would have chosen
for my inestimable friend. But you must not quit
the stage yet. What am I to do, deprived of my
model, my guide, my inspirer ?”’—

T have asked your advice; and, upon it, will de-
pend my acceptance or rejection of Sir Charles. Say
—no, and T dismiss him at once, and am an actress
for life,” firmly pronounced Matilda.

“That will I never say,” and Sophonisba’s zeal
for matrimony flowed back full tide: ¢ my dearest
love, you must consult you own happiness: perish
the stage ! perish all inferior ties! and let your beau-
ty and your talents shine in the circle for which
they were formed. Now, take this pen, and write an
answer to a lover who will make you the envy of
one sex, as you are already the admiration of the
other ; —write instantly.”

“And yet T have some lingering doubtings, some
childish fondness for the stage ;”” and Matilda’s cheek
grew pale.

“Impossible ! —For the stage, for weariness, ex-
posure, caprice!  No, my love, your decision must
be fixed ; and here is the note that I have this mo-
ment written to Sir Charles, in your name.” Sopho-
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nisba’s cheek glowed with anticipated triumph, as she
handed the note to the reluctant bride.

The deed was done: Sir Charles flew to the feet
of the young actress, on the wings of romance. A
week of delightful hurry vanished away in bridal
preparation.  Of that week, not a moment found Sir
Charles without a speech, a present, or a project for
making the path of life a path of rose-buds. Matilda
had no time to think of the past, or the future. She
married, was called your *“ladyship,” was on board
the French packet,—was in Paris,—before her head
could cease to whirl, or her day to be a dream of
white dresses, showy liveries, and the handsomest
chariot-and-four that ever glittered over the chaus-
sée from St. James’s Church to the Tuilleries.

The dream continued, though its objects were
changed ; and in it, the fair Matilda was swept, with
English rapidity, over the Alps, through luxuriant
Tombardy, to regal Milan ; was enraptured in the
marble halls of Florence; was more enraptured in
the antique majesty of Rome; was still more enrap-
tured among the picturesque delights of Naples;
till, saturated with banquets, concerts, and the Tea-
tro de San Carlo; having seen the royal boat-races,
the museums, the old king, the young king, Pompeii
and Vesuvius, till loyalty and curiosity sank under
the burden ; she left them all, and flew through the
gay Bolognese, to queenly Venice, already half de-
voured by the Sea,and altogether devoured by the
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Austrians ; to the Milanese Lakes, with their wooden
TIslands, and their palazzi of plaster ; to the Simplon,
disgraced by the panegyric of so many coach-loads of
tourists—every fool of them labouring to write some-
thing more foolish than the fool who wrote before ;—
and closed her weary wings in a Ferme ornée; wrapt
in the thickest of all autumnal vineyards on the
Lake of Geneva. A month of ripe grapes, Ferney,
Mont Blane, poetic moonlight, and boating on the
blue waters, exhausted the glories of Swisserland.
She returned to England, entered her mansion in
Portman Square, and—the dream was done.

There are two worlds even here ;—the real and
the imaginary ; the world of man, and the world of
woman ;—Sir Charles had returned into his, at the
moment when Matilda’s vision was done. He was
honorable, liberal, and loving. But his horses and
his tenantry, his club and St. Stephen’s, shared the
soul that love had exclusively filled during the: first
year. He had gone through the regular stages of
the tender passion, and was now in that temperature
which makes an excellent husband !

Matilda was fonder of him than in their earliest
union. Yet she pined. Her colour fled ;—in the
midst of all the means of enjoyment, she was uncon-
sciously discontented. One evening, as she was sit-
ting in an apartment, filled with luxury, and open-
ing out ona garden breathing exotic fragrance, her
involuntary sigh attracted the attention of Eugenit,
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« You surprise me:—it may have had its amuse-
ments; but the labour, the actual toil”’—

«YWas absolutely nothing,” was thereply. “Or,
if it were something, habit gives ease. One part
is so like another—originality is mot the vice of
modern authorship—that a single play generally
lets one into the secret of every other during the
season. 1 have known one French Melo-drame
figure in the fourfold shape of Tragedy, Comedy,
Opera, and Farce, for a year together.”

« But the horror of appearing before an audience:
1 should absolutely die of the first fright,” said Eu-
genia, with a shudder.

“Women are sometimes very courageous ani-
mals,” said the mourner, with a rising smile.  Half
our fashionable acquaintance exhibit an intrepidity
which T never dreamed of equalling. Have you ever
observed Lady Maria dx:iving the reluctant Duke
into the matrimonial net, in the face of the whole
laughing world ; or the vigour of my Lord Apathy,
under the hottest fire of all kinds of scandal? No:
the Actress is too much absorbed in her part, to think
of any thing else after the first five minutes, and
after all, what is there to terrify her in applause?”

% But failure ;—the miseries of having to bear the
sins of some dull writer, and be answerable for the
innumerable sottises of the stupid of this stupid
world.”
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rassing, and the admirers may be now and then very
odd people. But, entre nous, ma chére, no woman
ever dies of excessive admiration. Some of those
attentions were elegant, and from the elegant;—
the simplest pleasure of knowing that the world
thinks well of one’s appearance is a pleasure; but
the delight of being the object of high-bred admira-
tion, of receiving the unequivocal homage, that, paid
to an actress, can be paid only to her beauty and her
genius, is absolutely the most intoxicating draught
that can steal away the understanding of woman.”
She stood arranging her fine hair before the mirror.

“ T acknowledge your ladyship’s victory,” said
Eugenia, “ and will leave you but for a moment, to
dress for the Countess’s Soirée. In the mean time,

- here isthe evening paper, just arrived, and full of
foreign wonders, fashions, the opera, and the arrival
of the French ambassador, covered with ribbons, and
leaving all the belles of Paris in despair. Lisex
done.”

On her return, she found Matilda sitting at the
table, with her eyes fixed on the paper, her colour
gone, and tears stealing down her cheek. Astonished
and alarmed, she gleamed over the paper to discover
the fatal news :—it was neither battle nor shipwreck,
but a paragraph in almost invisible print, in an
almost invisible corner :

“ Last night, the, favourite Drama from the French, ‘Julit,
or The Recovered Daughter,’ was performed. The lovely So-
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enjoyment, could not refill the deserted course.”
et no actress,” said she, “ever dream of happi-
ness, but in adhering to the profession of her heart,
her habits, and her genius I

Matilda withered like an autumnal flower; free,
but foggy, England threatened her with consump-
sion. Travel was prescribed, and the Swiss and Ita-
lian atmosphere kept the flower on its stalk,—and no
‘more. Within six months, letters from home in-
formed her that Sir Charles had died, like a patriotic
Englishman, of a victory at a contested election in
. the height of summer. She gave many a tear fo
the memory of this honest, loving, and by no means
brilliant husband. She loved him ; and, if she could
have conceived it possible to make his figure suc-
ceed on the stage, she would have certainly not
loved him less ; but now the world was before her.
Sophonisba was still playing /er ¢ Julia,” drawing
tears from half the world, and receiving proposals
from the other half, which she was too cunning to
accept. Matilda ordered a post-chaise and four,
drove through Fondi, with a speed that knocked up
her escort of chasseurs, and distanced Il Gran Dia~
volo, who was on the look-out for her equipage, with
a full levy of his smartest-drest thieves; rushed
through Lombardy, to the astonishment of even the
English ; and scarcely slept, ate, or existed, till she
stopped at the St. James’s Hotel.

Her family affairs were despatched with the swift-
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most interesting kind, and suggested a continued
chain of agreeable sensations and reflections.

An arm of the sea originally separated the islands
of Bombay and Salsette; they are now united bya
raised road, completed in 1805. The entry into the
Tsland of Salsette is agreeable, from the fine moun-
tain scenery which some of ifs openings present;
and the road, on advancing, becomes still more
beautiful, being bordered on each side with large
and spreading trees, including the mango, the
tamarind, and the banian. Beneath the shade of
these, we continued to ride for three or four
miles, passing, occasionally, humble villages of palm-
leaved huts, and still humbler altars of Indian wor-
ship, where a stone painted with red, and placed at
the foot of their favourite tree, was sufficient to call
forth the devotion of the idolatrvous poor, who
brought flowers and simple offerings, and approached
these humble altars with all the reverence of devotees
advancing towards a splendid temple.

The particular object of our excursion, was 0
examine the Basaltic columns at Dharavee, which
forms the north-western extremity of the island.
We arrived there on the morning of the second day,
having experienced great hospitality from the
English authorities, and universal civility from the
natives.

On the extreme northern point of Dharavee, isa
small fort, mounting six pieces of cannon, and gar-
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risoned by invalided seapoys, to defend the entrance ;
and close to this, on the eastern side of the Heights,
are the Basaltic columns, lately discovered here.
The side of the hill, on which these pillars are
found, faces the little bay to the eastward of the
fort, the slopes of the hill inclining southerly and
westerly, and its height being about four hundred
feet. There are five or six distinet clusters of
these columns, all of them near the sea, with a
beach of fine dark sand at their feet, and wild ver-
dure growing about their sides and summits, so as
to conceal many parts of them from the view.
The height of the most perfect pillars, in the princi-
palmass, we found to be about fifty feet; the general
diameter of their shafts being from fifteen to twenty
inches, and their forms being chiefly five and six
sided ; although there were among them several hep-
tagons cpmplete, and one apparent octagon, whose
top could not be seen, to enable us to decide on its
being a perfect one.

Above the measured height of this principal mass
we observed six or eight stages of other columns,
retiring backwards from the front of the range, and
ascending at the same, in irregular steps of from
ten to twenty feet high, like the pipes of an organ
on a large scale. The general inclination of the,
columns was seen to be towards the centre of the
hill, that is, both southerly and westerly, in different
angles of from 10° to 20°: some few were, however,
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grain, and darker colour, than observed in the seve-
ral masses higher up on the hill.

The appearance of all these Basaltic columns was
that of rusty iron on the surface; but, in some
freshly broken fragments, we found the interior to
be of a slate-blue colour, so that the dull red brown
of the outer part arose, probably, from the decom-
posing powers of the atmosphere. The closeness of
lateral union between these pillars was astonishing ;
yet, in some places, trees and roots had so forced
their way through them, as to burst asunder the
largest and most central of the mass, and contributed
to the destruction of the shafts themselves, large
fragments of which lay scattered on the ground.

" Wereturned, delighted with the contemplation of -
these remarkable productions of volcanic origin, to
our friends at Ghora Bunder. The beautiful
scenery of the Narrows, or dividing arms of the sea,
between this place and Jannah, had been spoken® of
by all who had seen it, with such praise and admira-
tion, that we proposed desceudmg by the stream.

Aswe advanced in our course, the scenery of the
Straits grew bolder and more enchanting. Not far
beyond the site of a vnllage, which had been a Por-
tuguese settlement of some importance, the dividing
* channel contracts itself into less than a quarter of a

milein breadth. At this spot, we remarked the cor-
responding appearance of the opposite shores to be
“such as to leave no doubt of their having been rent
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asunder at no very remote period, by some conyulsive
operation of nature. At present, it bears the cha-
racter of a pass, or breach made through a chain of
hills, by the efforts of human labour, leaving a steep
and lofty wall of rock on either side.

Continuing to glide rapidly along before the wind
and tide, through this narrow channel, we were al-
ternately charmed with the beauty of its winding
turns, forming tongue-like points and swelling bays,
contracting or expanding the stream at every change
of view. On one of the Mahratta hills, which ap-
proached the edge of the coast, appearances of ba-
saltic columns were elearly discernible ; and, even on
the shores of Salsette, were several indications of
the same kind, but less positively defined s on both,
however, were seen the most beautiful beds of ver-
dure, valleys of perpetual green, and sloping woods
of tall bamboos, whose pliant canes, bending to every
sudden breeze that swept along the hills, displayed,
in their waving foliage, the most charming varieties
of shade and motion, and opposed an interesting con-
trast to the darker and wilder majesty of themoun-
tain scenery which it relieved. The odours which
these tustling woods gave forth when agitated by
the wind, was astonishingly powerful, and seemed

" to us to diffuse a balmy softness over the evening air.
On the banks, were grey alligators, scarcely distin-
guishable in colour from the mud on which they lay,
which fled precipitately into the stream, on the Jeast
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portions of the Universe presented to her view in
embodied beauty their immaterial existences s and,
taught by the secrets of the cabala, she bowed the
elements of earth and the stars of heaven to minister
to her bidding.

Such were the studies of Be’lmce when Leoni de-
termined to return to Venice. After an absence of
fifteen years, he crossed the blue waters of the Adri-
atic, and re-enteved the palace of his fathers, grey
and wrinkled with sorrow, and fatigue, and nightly
watching,—his health broken i)y the sultry climates
of the East, and his body worn and wasted by the
unslaked longings, the teeming and restless energy,
of his ardent mind. Strange sayings had gone forth
as to the forbidden studies he pursued, and the
wealth which his magic had enabled him to amass;
and he was consequently shunned by most of his
ancient companions, and looked on with suspicion by
them all. But there had spread, together with these
reports, the fame of Beatrice’s beauty, which acted
in another way on younger men. She was indeed
a being lovely enough to have set the world in arms.
Her tall and graceful figure appeared intended by
Nature to be seen under that attitude in which she
was at, the moment placed. Her polished forehead
seemed a casket formed for pure thoughts and deli-
cate fantasies; while her dark eyes, gleaming with
the concentrated radiance of her ‘soul, like the
fire worshipped by the 'Persians in shadowy caves,
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but the deep and melancholy strokes from the neigh-
bouring clock of San Marco. Such foils and watch-
ings gradually destroyed his remains of health, and,
when he had passed about a year in Venice, he was
manifestly fast sinking to an inevitable grave. At
length, after the greater part of anight had been
spent in the sepulchre of his family, he returned be-
fore the dawn to his study, and went into a balcony
which looked over the expanse of the dark Adriatic,
and whence he could contemplate the azure depths
of an Ttalian sky glittering with innumerable stars.
He marked the aspects of various heavenly bodies,
and after gazing, with the intense devotion of a dying
worshipper, on that sea through which he had swam
s0 often in boyhood, and those myriad orbs which
had been to him as the friends of his heart, and
would shine for ever the masters of his destiny,
he noted on a scroll of parchment the observations
he had made, added to them various mystical cha-
racters and hieroglyphic symbols, and wrote, till the
sun was about to rise over the waters, in a cypher
which he had discovered among the inscriptions of
fallen Babylon. He then sought the chamber of his
sleeping daughter ; wept over her while he Lissed
her forehead and her cheek, and regained his balcony
when the first rose-tints of morning began to trem-
ble over the billows. He bent his eager gaze upon
the growing light, and while the last natural tears of
parental love were trickling into the waves, here-
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‘habits, and the first effort of her reviving energy
was to examine the scroll which engaged the dying
moments of Leoni. By degreesshe discovered the
meaning of the obscure symbols, and read the cypher
in which her father had clothed his last commands.
In this, she found that the calculations which occu-
pied his latest attention were employed in the dis-
covery of her destiny, and had given rise to minute
direction as to the studies she was to pursue, and the
ends to which they were to be applied. Attached to
the parchment was a massive ring of gold, with a
brilliant ruby in the midst of it, and round the stone
were inscribed characters, into whose meaning she
was forbidden to search. She applied herself, accord-
ing to his advice, to the sedulous observation of the
stars, and watched for the powerful conjunction
which would lay open to her view the secrets of her
future fate. Night after night, she marked the
heayenly orbs rising from the sea, and gazed unwea-
riedly on their aspects, till morning chased them into
darkness. At length an evening came, soft, and
dewy, and cloudless, when the stars looked down
upon the dark blue waters, with more than ordinary
brilliancy,—no moon in heaven to outshine their
radiance, and no mist on earth to shroud it from the
eyes of the watcher. She contemplated the skies
through a casement, whose richly-coloured panes
were thrown open for her view, and admitted the
evening breeze to fan her cheek and stir her flow-
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and mellowed radiance the riches of its walls, its ¢
Tastern furniture, and strange decorations, and a
massive table of polished and sculptured marble,
covered by a silken cloth which had been woven
and embroidered in the looms of Agra. The va-
Fous instruments of mathematics and astrology,
beautifully worked in chased silver, were ranged
upon the table before a chair of ivory, over which
were flung more than one of the precious shawls of
Qashmere. Sigils and talismans were scattered among
them, ebony caskets filled with drugs of mysterious
virtue, and, with other manuscripts, the scroll of
TLeoni was open to the view. Beside the table stood
a high bronze tripod, in which the woods of eastern
forests perpetually burned, In this fantastic, but .
gorgeous temple, Beatrice appeared the only and
presiding goddess: She sate on a pile of cushions
before the open casement, clothed in those: dark
robes of which the lapse of many monthshad not di-
vested her ; but to these European garments was ad-
ded the Moorish barracan, whose silken foldsof white
confined a little the flowing of her long hair, and
descended round her figure in graceful undulations.
She looked with fixed intensity of gaze ‘on the
orbs which successively emerged from the dimness
of twilight, till the last gleam of day had vanished
from the waters. She clapped her hands,—twb Arab
hoys entered at the call, and hastened to do her
bidding. They hore the bronze trapod into’ the



BEATRICE. 343

. centre of the rooui, removed its cover, and extin-
guished the lamp. that hung from the ceiling, so.as
to leave no light in the chamber but the faint and
odorous gleamings of the burning wood. They then
drew aside a curtain from the wall opposite its light,
and retired at the sign of the lady, who had looked
in silence on their movements. She gazed again at
the sky, where, orb by orb, the constellations she had
watched for, began to tremble into view, and sung, in
sweet and melancholy tones, an invocation to the
rising stars.

When the last of the sisterhood was sparkling in

the heavens, she cast upon the dim and fitful flame a
portion of the most precious gums of Arabia,and at
the same time distant music, sounding as it were
from a choir of heavenly voices, was heard to answer
her over the waters. The gum flared up into abright
and lofty blaze, and shone upon a mirror which
covered, from the ceiling to the floor,a broad space in
the wall of the chamber. The flame sunk,as quickly

as it had risen, into a low flickering glimmer, that
scarcely mounted above the wood which fed it; but

it seemed to have transferred a portion of its bright-
ness to the glass, whose surface continued to glitter
with a dazzling and restless Justre. The light ho'w-
ever soon ceased to fluctuate, and themirror remain-
ed a sheet of calm and equable splendour.  Lines and
colours were gradually traced upon its surface, and
they arranged themselves, after the lapse of a few
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On it bright a ruby shines,

Dug from Asia’s deepest miness
And the characters of eld,
That no living eye hath spell'd,
Mark the seal a wizard won
Trom the tomb of Selomon.

As the last notes of their song were heard, the
picture began to fade from the mirror, and had soon
altogether vanished. = Beatrice immediately com-
manded the entrance of her Arab attendants, and fur-
nished them with materials for making the talisman
she had been directed to frame. Her caskets sup-
plied her with various gems brought from the sepul-
chres of Ethiopian monarchs. and gold inscribed with
necromantic characters, which had been found among
Assyrian ruins. She then instructed them to per-
form their task, and watched them while they raised
anew the fire of the tripod and melted the metal in
an earthen-ware crucible. When it was reduced to
a glowing liquid, she pronounced over it her charm,
and ordered the plate of gold to be engraved with
the winged Egyptian globe, among other symbols,
and studded with the glittering jewels of Africa.
Before midnight the talisman was completed ;—she
hung it round her neck by a chain of its own metal,
placed upon her finger the ruby ring which had ac-
companied the seroll left her by Leoni, and entered
the balcony before her window. There were tears
upon her eyes while she gazed bick into the dint
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her, agitating the motionless atmosphere, and sweep-
ing far away into the darkness. The very winds,
which had fanned her in her upward flight, were left
to roam in the darkness below.

Gradually she approached the stars which long
had shone over her head, and, as the rapidity of her
progress bore her nearer and nearer, they dilated in-
to worlds of glory. Swelling, and still swelling, a
mighty orb before her spread into magnificence, till,
as she glided past its surface, beings whose look was
power,—spirits of a nobler order than the race of
man,—were seen to move amid the radiance. An-
other and another orb succeeded, and they stretched
on all sides into the distance with gradual diminu-
tion and fainter brightness. Now she advanced to-
wards a sphere, in which the shrieks of demons rose
upon the blasts thatswept around its barren surface,
and ghastly forms were seen to writhe in the conti-
nuous flashes of its lightnings. Anon, she passed a
world of rock, ribbed in icy mountains,—thunder
pealing round their crags, and a gigantic form of
cloud broeding over the ‘desolation of his solitary
realm. Another, redolent of delicate odours, ap-
peared all trembling and animated with the soul of

. 45a
. melody, and peopled by happy beings who wandered

amid groves of light, or reclined in rainbow-palaces.

. Her soul was lost in the contemplation of the vast-

néss and the gloty that surrounded her. She felt as

‘if* placed'at the centre of the Universe, where all
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the'various orders of created beings were arrayed in
succession before her eyes. Kindling in an ecstacy
of rapture, she feasted her expanding spirit with
the magnificence of the boundless prospect ; till she
found herself hurried beyond the region of the stars,
and rapidly descending towards her native planet.
By degrees she discerned, in the opening light of
dawmi, the plains of India stretched beneath her. -
The land was marked by dusky groves of the palm-
tree and the banian ; pagodas, mosques, and palaces
towered through the morning mist, and the dim un-
bounded ocean spread far away, and glimmered un-
der the brightening horizon. The sun had risen
when she descended on the rocky shore, and flung
to her feet, over the billows, a broad pathway of ra-
diance. - Rising in the light, a grey and wave-worn
tower showed far at sea, lifting its pinnacle over the
waters. Beatrice stooped to trace upon the sand
around her various symbolic characters, and, filling
the hollow of her palm with the foam that rippled
to her feet, (itselfnot whiter than the hand that held
it,) she pronounced over it a few rapid words, and
flung it along the waves, while it flew wide upon
the morning breeze. She then stept upon the glit-
tering track which extended towards her from the
sun, and appeared designed as a path for the spirits
of the blessed to veach his orb. The billows, listen-
ing to her sway, yielded not to the foot that trod
them, and she walked, unfearing, to the tower whose
2R
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fly, had once inhabited their native element. The
sun shone clearly through the green sea, and filled
the place with a soft light, perpetually shifting and
glancing over the pillars and the floors from the
rapid succession of the waves above. By its as-
sistance, Beatrice walked round the colonnade till she
reached a gateway opposite to the tower, by which
she had descended. The building was strong and
lofty, surmounted by turrets, and adorned with
statues ; but the hinges had mouldered fromits gates,
and the weapons of its warders were wasted by the
rush of centuries. She passed its unguarded portals,
and entered a large quadrangle, to which succeeded
gallery on gallery, and again court on court. Some
were surrounded by vast and gloomy temples, silent
and without a worshipper. The fire of their altars
had been quenched for ages, and the idols were en-
crusted by shells, and hung with sea-weed, The
vessel of a shipwrecked merchant lay in one; the
gaping planks had emptied on the sand their load of
tarnished silver and embroidered stuffs. ~ The
skeleton of their owner lay among them, and the
nerveless bones of his hand still seemed to clasp a
casket of jewels. A long corridor Jed her to the
hidden repository of treasure, which contained a
mighty hoard of useless wealth, for ages unvisited
byman. The secret doors of steel had rusted from
their recesses, and unvalued heaps of gold and pearl
Were scattered through the open chambers. After
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wandering for many hours through. the death-like
and oppressive silence of such scenes as these,
she reached what seemed to be the inmost square of
the vast building: It was wholly built of marble,
that still preserved its polish and its whiteness.
The magnificent architecture was strengthened by
pillars as tall and graceful as the palm; and the in-
numerable niches were filled with colossal statues of
kings, and heroes, and deities. The gate opposite to
which she entered was surmounted by an enormous
figure, sculptured in dark green stone, of a monarch
armed and crowned, riding on an Elephant, and ap-
pearing, in the pride of his power, to overlook all
who might approach the royal chambers.

She passed beneath the portico that upheld this
gigantic image, and found herself in the hall with
which the picture on her mirror had made her
familiar. She recognized at once the long: vistas
of porphyry columns, with capitals sculptured in
imitation of the swelling lotus, the lofty and richly-
fretted walls, and the azure ceiling which seemed to
rival the firmament in vastness, and was thickly
studded with golden constellations. Seats, carved of
the rarest and most beautiful marbles, were ranged
between the pillars ; but her foot trod, more than
once, upon the bones: of the revellers who had filled
them. Her heart beat quicker, and a flush hurried
over her check, while she passed along the hall
and approached an elevated couch, which occupied
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‘When Beatrice recovered her consciousness, she
found herself reclining in a bark that was moving
swiftly on the main. The sea was scarcely trem-
bling under a gentle breeze, and the quiet stars
were shining over her head in cloudless brilliancy. -
Beside her sate the youthful king, gazing into her
eyes, for the return of life, with fond and timorous
solicitude. In their moment of surprise and terror
they had been carried through the opening deep,
and placed within the light and fairy bark which
now bore them over the ocean. The sea gleamed
as clearly through the sides as if nothing had been
interposed between them and its waters; the mast

* appeared a thin and glittering moonbeam, and the
sail was woven of the gossamer. They glided rapid-
ly, however, on their way, their course directed by
10 helm, and scarce dependent, asit seemed, on the
softly-breaking gale, at whose wantonings the wa-
ters appeared to relax with gentle pressure, as an
old man smiles at the playfulness of an infant.

They were soon far distant from the spot where
many successive generations had wondered at the
remains of the ocean-city. But they left no ves-
tige of its existence behind them. The fishermen,
who had seen it from afar in the morning, could not,
on the succeeding day, discover its wave-worn pin-
nacle; and boats, which had been secured at sunset
on the distant shore, were broken from their anchors
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at the rising of the stars, by the sudden swell and
agitation which accompanied its fall.

Beatrice and her lover were borne onward through
the night, ignorant of their destination, but solacing
their anxiety by all the rapturous dreams that young
and sympathizing minds delight to rear in common.
When, at length, the stars began to fade from off
the sky, a cloudy spot became visible in the direc-
tion they were pursuing. As they approached near-
er, lofty trees were easily distinguishable, and, in a
few moments, the rapidity of their progress brought
them to the sandy shore of a green and beautiful
island. They stept upon the strand, and their airy
pinnace sunk beneath the sea, or melted into twi-
light. Coral caves and grottoes extended their fan-
tastic architecture along the coast; and, beyond
them, fair and fruiful groves were mingled with sun-
ny slopes and freshly-watered valleys. The war.
blings of many-coloured birds made melody through
the isle, and hailed with fearless notes the arrival of
its mew inhabitants. Unaccustomed as the song-
sters were to the sight of human beings, they did
not dread their presence, but fluttered with cheer-
ful carols over the head of Beatrice ; while the timid
antelope started from its covert, and tripped along
the sod, to meet the caresses of her gentle hand.

Years and generations passed away, and the acti-
vity of European research brought voyagers from &
distant country to the shore of that sequestered and
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T have scarcely ever seen a Panorama since that
day. Iknew that I could never taste such joy and
such surprise again. I think T saw the Panorama
of Florence. It was brilliantly painted ;—but I
could trace the Picture. Tt had no illusions for me;
it wasa clever representation—but the wreality was
not there.

The Diorama has, once or twice, brought back my
old feelings, That view of Roslyn Chapel, where
the sunshine" plays about the long vista, and lights
up the green ivy and the grey cloister with a flick-
ering: lustre, is something more than Painting.—
And then the “ Ruins in a Fog,” which is now exhi-
biting! You sit in almost perfect darkness, looking,
as it were, out of some silent wood, upon the moul-
dering column and the broken arch,in the last
stage of destruction. The mist lies above, and be-
low, and around them, as if it would completely
veil their perishing glories. You feel a chill creep
over you ;—you fancy the hand of Time is laying its
icy touch upon the hopes and feelings of animated
existence. You cannot think that there is a busy
world about you ;—that the sun is'shining upon the
palaces of yesterday, which look as brilliant and as
proud as if the Parthenon were not a ruin. Surely,
while you are gazing into the dull and frosty scene
before you, that cloud has caught a brighter tint !—
Oh, no—it is still the same dark and heavy cloud
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that the sun of this morning will neyer dissipate.
Stay !—it does look lighter ;—and see, there is
something like a valley beneath theruin ;—and, sure-
1y, a distant hill appears to come out;—and the hoar-
frost, that we can almost touch, appears as if it had
caught a whiteness from a sun-tipped mountain ;—
there is mow a fir-grove beyond that low porch;—
look carefully, and we shall behold the very leaves .
unveiled. The whole scene is changed, but the pro-
gress of change is never visible. The imitatior of
Nature is perfect.

And thus Art makes its gradual strides, from
rudeness to excellence,—from an Albert Durer to
a Raphael,—from the Solomon’s Temple” of the
Showman, to the Diorama. The progress to per-
fection is the most encouraging characteristic of the
human intellect. Tt gives confidence to the spe-
cies,—it gives hope to the individual.

Behold the ingenious boy, who constructs a Cof-
tuge Diorama. A box; of a foot square,—and a single
Jens of an old telescope, bestowed upon him by his
friend the travelling Jew,—comprise his whole ma-
chinery. He is the best penman of the parish-
school, and he has attained to the dignity of possess-
ing a « Christmas Piece;”—but he has a stronger
taste for the Arts, and he copies its rude engraving
to make a show of ¢ The Great City of London.” He
is defermined to paint it as fine as the real city.
The dome of St. Paul’s glitters with yellow-ochre

21
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gold, and Westminster Abbey shines in vermilion-
red ;—the river glides along in all the freshness of
the deepest green, and the bridges look as blue as
the hills of heather. The work is complete.
Twelve o’clock play, and the hour of exhibition,
arrive together. The sun shines most propitious-
ly through the open casement ;—the company, con-
sisting of two small connoisseurs, is delighted,—
the artist is delighted,—the perfection of earthly
happiness is attained;—there are no fears of rivalry,

" or of criticism, to blight these triumphs ;—his art is
at once his joy and his reward.

The best artists have, sometimes, commenced their
vocation with the use of the material with which
Pascal drew his diagrams on the floor. Opie scrawl-
ed his rough portraits upon the ale-house door;—
the séhool-boy caricatures of Wilkie have begun to
be treasured in his native hamlet. T haveno wish that
the alveady prétty numerous race of painters should
be multiplied,—unless their patrons multiply also ;
but it is consolatory to know that the embryo ge-
nius in velveteen trowsers, whose talentslead him to
the mysterious delineations of birds such as never
flew, and ships such as never swam, has now some
tolerably decent models for his cultivation. The
race of superb paintings, where Lord Nelson dies in’
the arms of a Victory, clothed in a crimson shawl
and bearing a purple nose,—the older generation of
¢ Courtship” and ¢ Marriage” with which every
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I've ta’en an oath,and I shall keep—that, ere the
sun go down,

My own good sword, Coldda, shall win the blade
Tizén !

What though our host be small,’twill crumble to
the dust

The recreant slaves who can alone upon their num-
bers trust:

The day of vengeance is arriv'd, so long delay’d in
vain—

Shout for Revenge and Liberty !—Ye valiant men
of Spain !

" Think of the wrongs y'have suffer’d—the injuries
endured !

Behold your comrades massacred—or worse—in
chains immured !—

Your wives and daughters brought to »shnme, and,
o’er the Cross Divine,

The symbol of their tyral;uy——the haughty Crescent,
shine !

Look down upon your soil, which only freemen
should have trod,

And hear a voice, from out the grave, for vengeance
call aloud !—

It is your father’s voice‘ye hear ! Oh hear it not in
vain !—

Down with the Moorish Crescent! Ho, to the
combat, Spain ! Y

DN






THE THREE ADVICES.

An Fvish Moval Tale.
BY T. CROFTON CROKER, ESQ. F.S.A.

The stories current among the Irish peasantry are not very re-
markable for the inculcation of any moral lesson, although num-
berless are the legends related of pious and *“good people”—the
Saints and Fairies. The following tale of the Three Advices is the
only one of a moral character which I remember to have heard.
1t was told tome by a professional story-teller, whose diction I have
endeavoured to preserve, although his soubriguet of ¢ Paddreen
Trelagh,” or Paddy the Vagabond, from his wandering life, was
not a particularly appropriate title for a moralist.  The tale is cer-
tainly very ancient, and has probably found its way into Ireland
from Wales; as it appears to be an amplification of a Bardic
““Triad of Wisdom.”

In Lhuyd’s ““ Archeologia Britannica,” p. 251, it is given both in
Cornish and Welsh, and consists of 46 verses, the first of which will,
no doubt, be a sufficient specimen, to satisfy the reader’s curiosity
on the subject.

€1, In termen ez passier Qera trifaz, en St. Levan, den ha ben-
nen en teller kreiez Tshei an hor.”

1 Yr oed gynt yn trigo ym mhlty Lan Lavan, dn bennyn yn
v le a eluir Ty Hurdh.”

Which may be freely rendered:

4 Once in Lianlavan's parish dwelta man,
(Bvans by name,) and with him dwelt his wife.
Th'immediate title of their dwelling ran
So sweet, that I .can’t sound it for my life ;
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I write it, therefore, down for those who can—
There *tis—Ty Hwrdh—I'll agitate no strife,
With that famed institute, the Cymrodorion ;
But I must say, such names are Hyperborean.” ,

An English prose translation appeared in Blackwood's Magazine,
for May, 1818, (vol. iii. p. 169) under the title of ‘¢ The Tale of
Ivan,” which was communicated to that publication by Mr. Johnes,
of Hafod, the ingenious translator of Froissart. He speaks of it
as one of the Mabinogi, or tales for the instruction of youth, and,
the only one which he is aware of, as being extant in the Cornish
language. The Three Advices, or ““Points of Doctrine,” glven in *
the Cornish tale, are—

< Take care not to leave the old road, for the sake of a new’
road.”

¢¢ Take care not to lodge where a young woman is married to an
old man.”—And,

< Suffer thyself to be struck twice, before thou strikest once, for
that is the most prudent quality of all.”

The common adage of *“ Honesty is the best policy,” was suhstx—
tuted for the last by the Irish narrator, doubtless aware that the
original adyice inculcated a piece of for which his country-
men would not readily subscribe to.

.

THERE once came, what of late happened so often in
TIreland, a hard year. When the crops failed, there
was beggary and misfortune from one end of the
Tsland to the other. At that time, a great many
poor people had to quit the country from want of
employment, and through the high price of provi-
sions. Among others, John Carson was under the
necessity of going over to England, to try if he could
get work ; and of leaving his wife and family behind
him, begging for a bite and a sup up and down, and
trusting to the charity of good Christians.
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John was a smart young fellow, handy at any
work, from the hay-field to the stable, and willing to
earn the bread he ate ;—and he was soon engaged by
a gentleman. The English are mighty strict upon
Irish servants: he was to have twelve guineas a
year wages, but the money was not to be paid until
the end of the year, and he was to forfeit the entire
twelve guineas in the lump, if he misconducted him-
self in any way, within the twelve months. John
Carson was to be sure upon his best behaviour, and
conducted himself in every particular so well for the
whole time, there was no faulting him late or early,
and the wages were fairly his.

The term of his agreement being expired, he de-
termined on returning home ; notwithstanding his
master, who had a great regard for him, pressed him
to remain, and asked him if he had any reason to
be dissatisfied with his treatment.

«No reason in life, sir;” said John ;— you've been

‘a good master, and a kind master to me; the Lord
spare you over your family : but T left a wife with two
small childven of my own at home, after me in Ire-
land, and your honour would never wish to keep me
from them entirely.—The wife and ‘the children !

“Well, John,” said the gentleman, “you have
earned your twelye guineas, and you have been, in
every respect, so good a servant, that, if you are
agreeable, T intend giving you what is worth the
twelve guineas ten times over, in place of your
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wages.—But you shall have your choice,—will you 1
take what T offer, on my word #” '

John saw no reason fo think that his master was
jesting with him, or was insincere in making the
offer; and therefore, after slight consideration, told
him, that he agreed to take, as his wages, whatever
he would advise, whether it was the twelve guineas
or not.

«Then listen attentively to my words,” said the
gentleman.

«First, I would teach you this—¢Never to take
a bye road, when you have the highway.’

¢ Secondly,—¢ Take heed not to lodge in the house
where an old man is married to a young woman.”

¢ And thirdly,—¢ Remember, that honesty is the
best policy.’

¢« There are the Three Advices I would pay you
with; and they are, in value, far beyond any gold;
however, here is a guinea for your travelling charges,
and two cakes, one of which you must give to your
wife, and the other you must not eat yourself, until
you have done so, and I charge you to be careful of
them.” ’

It was not without some reluctance on the part of
John Carson, that he was brought to-accept mere
words for wages, or could be persuaded that they
were more precious than golden guineas.—His faith
in his master was however so strong, that he at
length became satisfied.
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John set out for Treland the next morning eaxly ;
but he had not proceeded far, before he overtook two
pedlars, who were travelling the same way. Heen-
tered into conversation with them, and found them
a pair of merry fellows, who proved excellent com-
pany on the road. Now it happened, towards the end
of their day’s journey, when they were all tived with

" walking, that they came to a wood, through which
there wa$ a path that shortened the distance to
the town they were going towards, by two miles.
The pedlars advised John to go with them through

_the wood; but he refused to leave the highway,
telling them, at the same time, he would meet them
again ata certain house in the town, where travellers
put up. John was willing to try the worth of the
advice which his master had given him, and he ar-
rived in safety, and took up his quarters at; the ap-
pointed place. While he was eating his supper, an
old man came hobbling into the kitchen, and gave
orders about different matters there, and then went
out again.—John would have taken no particular
notice of this; but, immediately after, a young
woman, young enough to be the old man’s daughter,
came in, and gave orders exactly the contrary of
what the old man had given, calling him, at the same
time, a great many hard names, such as old fool, and
old dotard, and so on.

When she was gone, John inquired who the old
man was.—¢ He is the landlord,” said the servant;
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< and, Heaven help him ! a dog’s life he has led since
he married his last wife.”

% What,” said John, with surprise— is that young
woman the landlord’s wife P—T see, T must not re-
main in this house to-night ;” and, tired as he was, he
got up toleave it, but yent no farther than the door,
before he met the two pedlars,all cut and bleeding,
coming in, for they had been robbed and almost
murdered in the wood. John was very sorry to see
them in that condition, and advised them not tolodge
in the house, telling them, with a significant nod,
that all was not right there; but the poor pedlars
were so weary and so bruised, that they would stop
where they were, and disregarded the advice.

Rather than remain in the house, John retired to
the stable and laid himself down upon a bundle of
straw, where he slept soundly for some time.
About the middle of the night, he heard two persons
_come into the stable, and, on listening to their con-
versation, discovered that it was the landlady and a
man, laying a plan how to murder her husband. In
the morning, John renewed his journey ; but at the
next town he came to, he was told that the landlord
in the town he had left had been murdered, and
that two pedlars, whose clothes were found all co-
vered with blood, had been taken hp for the crime,
and were going to be hanged. John, without men-
tioning what he had overheard to any person, deter-
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mined to save the pedlars, if possible; and so re-
turned, toattend their trial.

On going into the court, he saw the two men at
the bar ; and the young woman and the man, whose
voice he had heard in the stable, swearing their in-
nocent lives away.—But the Judge allowed him to
give his evidence, and he' told every particular of
what had occurred. The man and the young wo-
man instantly confessed their guilt ; the poor ped-
lars were at once acquitted ; and the judge ordered
a large reward to be paid to John Carson, as through
his means the real murderers were brought to justice.

John now proceeded towards home, fully convin-
ced of the value of two of the advices which his mas-
ter had given him. On arriving at his cabin, he
found his wife and children rejoicing over a purse
full of gold which the eldest boy had picked up on
the road that morning. Whilst he was away, they
had endured all the miseries which the wretched fa-
milies of those who go over to seek workin England
are exposed to. With precarious food, without a
bed to lie down on, or a roof to shelter them, they
had wandered through the country, seeking food
from door to door of a starving population:—and
when a single potatoe was PBestowed, showering down
Elessings and thanks on the giver, not in the set
phrases of the mendicant, butina burst of eloquence

_too fervid mot to gush direct from the heart.
Those only who have seen a family of such beggars
2 K
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as I describe, can fancy the joy with which the poor
woman welcomed her husband back, and told him of
the purse full of gold.

¢ And where did Mick—ma bohiZ*—find it 2 in-
quired John Carson. i

« Tt was the young squire, for certain, who drop-
ped it,” said his wife ; “for he rode down the road
this morning, and was leaping his horse in the very
gap where Micky picked it up—but sure, John, he
has money enough besides, and never the half-
penny have I to buy my poor childer a bit to eat
this blessed night.”

“Never mind that,” said John ; ¢ doas I bid you,
and take up the purse at once to the big house, and
ask for the young squire. I have two cakes which I
brought every step of the way with me from Eng-
land, and they will do for the children’s supper. I
ought surely to remember, as good right I have,
what my master told me for my twelve months wa-
ges, seeing T never, as yet, found what he said to be
wrong.”

¢ And what did he say 2" inquired his wife.

¢ That honesty is the best policy,” answered John.

¢ °Tis very well, and tis mighty easy for them to
say so that have never béen sore tempted, by distress
and famine, to say otherwme but your blddmg is

4 enough for me, John.™

* My boy.
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Straightways she went to the big house, and' in-
quired for the young squire ; butshewas denied the
liberty to speak to him.

¢ You must tell me your business, honest woman,”
said a servant, with a head all powdered and frizzled
like a cauliflower, and who had on a coat covered
with gold and silver lace and buttons, and every
thing in the world.

“If you knew but all,” said she, “ T am an honest
woman, for I've brdught a purse full of gold to the
young master, that my little boy picked up by the
road side; for suvely it is his, as nobody else could
have so much money.”

¢ Let me see it,” said the servant.—* Aye, it'sall
right—T'll take care of it—you need not trouble
yourself any more about the matter;” and so say-
ing, he slapped the door in her face. When she
returned, her hushand produced the two cakes which
his master gave him on parting; and breaking one
to divide between his children, how was he astonish-
ed at finding six golden guineas in it; and when he
took the other and broke it, he found as many more-.
He then remembered the words of his generous
master, who desired him to give one of the cakes to
his wife, and not to eat the other himself until that
time ; and this was the way his master took to con-
ceal his wages, lest he should have been robbed, or
have lost.the money on the road.

" The following day, as John was standing near his
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cabin-door, and turning over in his own mind what he
should do with his money, ‘the young squire came
riding down the road. John pulled off his hat, for he
had not forgot his manners through the means of his
travelling to foreign parts, and then made so bold as
to inquire if his honour had got the purse he lost.

. % Why, it is true enough, my good fellow,” said
the squire, ¢ I did lose my purse yesterday, and I
hope you were lucky enough to find it; for, if that
is your cabin, you seem to be very poor, and
shall keep it as a reward for your honesty.”

“Then the servant up at the big house never
gave it to your honour last night, after taking it
from Nance—she’s my wife, your honour—and
telling her it was all right ?”

 Oh, I must look into this business,” said the
squire.

¢ Did you say your wife, my poor man, gave my
purse to a servant—to what servant 7

“T can’t tell his name, rightly,” said John, *“be-
cause I don’t know it ; but never trust Nance’s eyes
again, if she can’t point him out to your honour, if
S0 your honour is desirous of knowing.”

“Then do you and Nance, as you call her, come
up to the hall this evening, and I’ll inquire into the
matter, I promise you.” So saying, the squire rode off:

John and his wife went up accordingly. in the
evening, and he gave a small rap with the big knocker
at the great.door. The door was opened by a grand
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servant, who, without hearing what the poor people
had to say, exclaimed—¢ Oh, go !—go —what busi-
ness can you have here ?* and shut the door.

John’s wife burst out erying— There,” said she,
sobbing, as if her heart would break, I knew that
would be the end of it.” :

But John had not been in merry England merely
to get his twelve guineas packed in two cakes.—
% No,” said he firmly, ¢ right is right; and T'll see
the end of it.”—So he sat himself down on the step of
the door, determined not to go until he saw the
young squire; and, as it happened, it was not long
before he came out.

«T have been expecting you some time, John,”
said he ; ¢ come in and bring your wife in;”? and he
made them go before him into the house. Im-
mediately, he directed all the servants to come up
stairs ; and such an army of them as there was! It
was a real sight to see them.

< Which of you,” said the young squire, without
making further words,—* which of you all did this
honest woman give my purse to?’—but there was
no answer.—< Well, I suppose she must be mis-
taken, unless she can tell herself.” ¢

John’s wife at once pointed her finger towards the
head footman ; «There he is,” said she, «ifall the
world were to the fore—elargyman—magistrate—
judge—jury and all—there he is, and I’'m ready to
take my bible-oath to him ;—there heis who toldme
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it was all right when he took the purse, and slammed
the door in my face, without as much as thank ye
for it.”

The conscious footman tumed pale.

“What is this I hear 2’ said his master. < Ifthis
woman gave you my purse, William, why did you
not give it to me ?”

The servant stammered out a denial; but his
master insisted on his being searched, and the purse
was found in his pocket.

¢ John,” said the gentleman, turning round,  you
shall be no loser by this affair.—Here are ten
guineas for you,—go home now, but I will not
forget your wife’s honesty.”

Within a month, John Carson was settled in a
nice new-slated house, which the squirehad furnish-
ed, and made ready for him.— What with his wages—
the reward he got from the judge,—and the ten
guineas for returning the purse, he was well to doin
the world, and was soon able to stock a small farm,
where he lived respected all his days. On his death-
bed, he gave his children the very Th;ree Advices
which his master had given him on parting.—

Never to take a bye-road, when they could follow
the highway. .

Never to lodge in the house, where an old man was,
married to a young woman.

And, above all, to rememher, that Honesty is the
best policy.
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They died, the gaoler and the slave,—
They died with the self-same pain,—

They were equal then, for no ery could save
Those who bound, or who wore, the chain ;

And the robber-white found a common grave
‘With him of the negro-stain.

The Pest-ship slept on her ocean-bed,
As still as any wreck,
Till they all, save one old man, were dead,
In her hold, or on her deck.—
. That man, as life around him fled,
Bow’d not his sturdy neck.

He arose,—the chain was on his hands,
But he climb’d from that dismal place;

And he saw the men who forg’d his bands
Lie each upon his face ;—

There on the deck that old man stands,
The lord of all the space.

He sat him down, and he watch’d a cloud
Just cross the setting sun,

And he heard the light breeze heave the shroud,
Ere that sultry day was done;

When the night came on, the gale was loud.
And the clouds rose thick and dun. -
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And still the negro boldly walk’d
That lone and silent ship ;—

With a step of vengeful pride he stalk’d,
And a sneer was on his lip,—

For he laugh’d to think, how Death had baulk’d
The fetters and the y whip.

At last he slept ;—but the lightning flash
Play’d round the creaking mast,

And the sails were wet with the ocean’s plash,
But the ship was anchor’d fast,

Till, at length, with a loud and fearful crash,
From her cable’s strain she past.

Away she swept, as with instinct rife,
Oer her broad and dangerous path,

And the midnight tempest’s sudden strife
Had gathering sounds of wrath ;

But on board that ship was no sound of life,
Save the song of that captive swarth.

He sang of his Afric’s distant sands,
As the slippery deck he trod ;

He fear’d to die in other lands
’Neath a tyrant master’s rod ;

And he lifted his hard and fetter’d hands
In a prayer to the Negro’s God.
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