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g‘anggll to the few—though we never may meet
Tn this planet again, it is soothing and sweet
2 l?altlhmk that, whenever my song or my name
“mcrﬁ t:; atl;]e:zr_‘ ear they’ll recall me the same,
ST DOW, young, un
Ere hope had deceiv'd me ﬁr sof;ow :ihc;‘rlgt:lt Haitoe ok
But, Donglas | while thus I recall i
lThe elect of the land we shall soonl?ﬂ::{ glelhni(:lul
can read in the weather-wige glance of thine e.e
As it fO"D\'I:’S the rack flitting over the sky, >
That the faint coming breeze will be fair for our
lﬂ):;d shall steal us away, ere the falling of night.
W‘J] lioug]_as! thou knowest, with thee by my side
L i t_‘y friendship to soothe me, thy courage to gtiidc,
v;wre 1s not a bleak isle in those summerless seas
ks here the day comes in darkness, or shines but to freeze,
Tg;talu;i]kldo; :Jl:e l."-;le’ not a barbarous shore, p
0 with patience, with pleasur,
?thl‘l ! t:mk then how gladly 1 follow tlflee nofvfxpiore
s (;J:acgpe smooths the billowy path of gur prow,
i Prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind
- me nearer the home where my heart js enshrin’d
ere the smile of a father shall meet me agai ;
And the tears of a mother ¢ o

: I umn bliss into pain 3
XVnh;:re the !:m{l voice of sisters shall steal ]:o’r];l;( heart,
ask it in sighs, how we ever could part f—

But see | —the bent top.-sa;
op-sails are ready to swell—
To the boat, I am with thee—~Columbia, farewell |

flight,
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THE DEATH OF LITTLE NELL.
Crances Dicgrng,
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Opening her eyes at last, from a very quiet sleep, she begged that
they would kiss her once again. That done, she turned to the old
man with a lovely smile upon her face—such, they said, as they had
never seen, and never could forget—and clung with both her arms
gbout his neck. They did not know that she was dead, at first.

She had spoken very often of the two sisters, who, she said, were
like dear friends to her. She wished they could be told how much
she thought about them, and how sbe had watched them as they
walked together, by the river side at night. She would like to see
poor Kit, she had often said of late. She wished there was some-
body to take her love to Kit.  And, even then, she never thought or
spoke about him, but with something of her old, elear, merry laugh.

For the rest, she never murmured or complained; but, with a
quiet mind, and manner quite unaltered—save that she every day
became more earnest and more grateful to them—faded like the light
UpON @ SUMMEr's evening.

The child who had been her little friend came the v, almost as
soon as it was day, with an offering of dried flowers which he begged
them to lay on her breast. 1t was he who had come to the window
over night and spoken to the sexton, and they saw in the snow traces
of small feet, where he had been lingering near the room in which
she lay, before he went to bed. He had a fancy, it seemed, that
they had left her there alone; and could not bear the thought.

He told them of his dream again, and that it was of her being
restored to them, just as she used to be. He begged hard to see
her, saying that he would be very quiet, and that they need not feir
of his being alarmed, for he had sat alune by his young brother all
day long when he was dead, and had felt glad to be so near him.
They let him have his wish; and indced he kept his word, and was,
in his childish way, & lesson to them all,

Up to this time, the old man had not spoken once—except to
her—or stirred from her bedside. But, when he saw her little
favourite, he was moved as they had not seen him yet, and made as
though he would have him come nearer. Then, pointing to the
bed, he burst into tears for the first time, and they who stood by,
knowing that the sight of this child had done him good, left them
alone together,

Soothing him with his artless talk of her, the child persuaded him
to take some rest, to walk abroad, and to do almost as he desired
bim. And when the day came on, which must remove her in her
zarthly shape from earthly eyes for ever, he led him away; that he
might not know when she was taken from him.

They were to gather fresh leaves and berries for ber bed. Tt waa

funday——a bright, clear, wintry afternoon—and as they traversed tha

sillage street, those who were walking in their path, drew back &

make way for them, and gave them a softened giceting, Some

shook the old man kindly by the hand, and some uncovered while

e ‘ouele.d by, and many cried “ E.iud bless him,” as he pus‘scd along
. »
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And anon the bell—the bell she had so often heard, by night
and day, und listened to with solemn pleasure almost as a living
voict—rang its remorseless toll, for her, so young, so beautiful, so
goacd.  Decrepit age, and vigorous life, and blooming youth, and
biclpless infancy, poured forth—on crutches, im the pride of strength
ind health, in the full blush of promise, in the mere dawn of life—
to gather round hér tomb. Old men were there, whose eyes were
fim and senses failing—grandmothers, who might have died ten
yeurs ago, and still been old—the deaf, the blind, the lame, the
palsied, the living dead in many shapes and forms, to see the closing
of that early grave. What was the death it would shut in, to that
which still could erawl and creep whove it !

Along the crowded path they bore her now; pure a3 the newly
fallen snow that covered it ; whose day on earth had been as flecting.
Under the porch, where she had sat when Heaven in its mer
brought her to that peaceful spot, she passed again ; and the old church
received her in its quiet shade,

They carried her to one old nook, where she had many and many
a time sat musing, and laid their burden softly on the pavement,
The light streamed on through the coloured window—a window,
where the boughs of trees were ever rustling n the summer, und where
the birds sang sweetly all day long. With every breath of air that
stirred among those branches in the sunshine, some trembling,
changing light, would fall upon her grave.

Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust! Manya young hand
dropped in its little wreath, many a stifled sob was heard, Some,
and they were not & few, knelt down. ~ All were sincere and truthful
in their sorrow,

The service done, the mourners stood apart, and the villagers
closed round to look into the grave before the pavement-stone should

be replaced.  One, called to mind how he had seen her sitting or
that very spot, and how her book hail fallen on her lap, and she was
gazing with a pensive face upon the sky. Another, told how he hatd
wondered much that one so delicate as she, should be so bold ; how
she had never feared to enter the church alone at night, but haq
loved to linger there when all was quiet, and even to climb the towes
stair, with no more light than that of the moon-rays stealing through
the loopholes in the thick old wall, A whisper went about among
the cldest, that she had seen und talked with angels ; and when they
called to mind how she had looked and spoken, and her early death,
some thought it might be 50, indeed. Thus, coming to the grave
mn little knots, and glancing down, and giving place to others, and
falling off in whispering groups of three or four, the church was
cleared in time, of all but the sexton and the mouming friends,
They saw the vault covered, and the stone fixed down, Ther .
when the dusk of evening had come on, and not a sound disturbed
the sacred stillness of the place—when the bright moon poured her
light on tomb and monument, on pillar, well, and arch, and most
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w all (it scemed to them) upon her quiet j:,u\'c,—in_‘(hal mh.'n ::‘n;
when outward things and inward thoughts twem mlhia_csm;‘n i
mmortality, and worldly hopes and fears are _humhlrt ':j; t :u;ncrl
before them—then, with tranquil and submissive hearts they
and left the child with God. ‘
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teach, -but let no man reject it, for it is onle):h:;: w:_r:ﬁustdiw nm(rh;
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ith distracted looks to the room in
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i uring by every little ar
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away the time, and wandered h j SOMe-

: ; ere and there i

thing, and had no comfort. ok,
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h.:‘l\t;::;:g:ﬁ (t)}:)c{.&);m(t o}:ze day, that he had risen early, and, with
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what he thought, or where he went, He v Aemiit Sgh
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They laid him by the side of her
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gered hand in hand, the child and the old man slept together

(By permission of Messrs, Chapman and Hail,)
—_——— .

CARDINAL WOLSEY ON HIS FALL,
[Wiriiam Suaxsezare, Born 1564 ; died 1616.)
Farewews, a long farewell, to all
. ¥ ” m
This is the state of man : 'I"o-day hc};Etrs&:':)‘:ﬁs.

The tender leaves of ho
I | hope, to-morrow hlossoms
And bears his blushing honours thick uponulr'ﬂ;,u

Cardinal Wolsey on his Fall,

The third day comes a fiost, a killing frost,
And—when he thinks, good easy man, full surcly
His greatness is a-ripening—nips his root,
And then he falls—as I do. 1 have ventured,
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders,
Thesc many sammers in a sea of glory ;
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride
At length broke under me; and now has left me,
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me.
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye!
{ feel my heart new opened.  Oh, how wretched
Is that poor man that hangs on princes” favours |
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to,
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin,
More pangs and fears than wars or women have j
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,
Never to hope again.—
Cromwell, 1 did not think to shed a tear
In all my miseries; but thou hast forced me,
Qut of thy honest truth, to play the woman.
Let’s dry our eyes; and thus far hear me, Cromwell:
And—when [ am forgotten, as I shall be,
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me must more be heard of—say, I taught thee;
Say, Wolsey—that once trod the ways of glory,
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour--
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in;
A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it.
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me.
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition §
By that sin fell the angels; how can man, then,
The image of his Maker, hope to win by’t?
Love thyself last; cherish’those hearts that hate thee ;
Corruption wins not more than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not;
Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s,
Thy God's, and truth’s; then, if thou fall’'st, O Cr mwel,
Thou fall’st a blessed martyr! Serve the king,
And—prythee, lead me in:
There, take an inventory of all 1 have,
To the last penny; *tis the king's : my robe,
And my integrity to Heaven, is all
1 dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromweli,
Had I but served my God with half the zeal
1 served my king, He would not in mine age
Have left me naked to mine enemies |
D3
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THE SPANISH BULL FIGHT.
Lorn Byron,

[Author of “Childe Harold,” “Don Juan,” &c.
telebrated poet of his time. Born 17885 died 1824.]

Tue lists are oped, the spacious area clear’d,
Thousands on thousands piled are seated round ;
Long ere the first loud trumpet’s note is heard,
No vacant seat for lated wight is found.

Hush'd is the din of tongues—on gallant steeds,
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light-poised
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds,

And lowly bending to the lists advance;

The most

lance,

The crowd’s loud shout their prize, and ladies’ lovely glance,

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak array’d,

But all afoot; the light-limb’d Matadore

Stands in the centre, eager to'invade

The lord of lowing herds; but not before

The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed o'er,

Lest aughit unseen should lurk to thwart his speed

His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more

Can man achieve without his friendly steed-—
Alas! too oft condemn’d for him to bear and bleed

Thrice sounds the clarion; lo! the signal falls,
The den expands, and expectation mute
Gapes round the silent circle’s peoplec walls,
Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute,
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot,
‘The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe:
Here, there, he points his threatening frovit, to suit
His first attack, wide waving, to and fro

His angry tail ;—red rolls his eye’s dilated glow.

Sudden he stops; his eye is fixed: away,

Away, thou heedless boy ! prepare the spears
Now is thy time, to perish, or display

The skill that yet may check his mad cireer,
With well-timed croupe the nimble coursers veer;
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes;
Streams from his flank the crimson torrent clear;

s

The Dead Ass.

Though man and man’s avenging arms assai.,

Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force.

One gallant steed is stretch’d a mangled corse

Another, hideous sight! unseam’d appears,

His gory chest unyeils life panting source;

Though death-struck, still his feeble frame he rears;
Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unharm’d he bews,

Foil'd; bleeding, bredthless, furious to the last,
Full in the centre stands the bull at bay,
Mid wounds; and clinging darts, and lances brast.
And foes disabled in the brutal fray:
And now the Matadores around him play,
Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand:
Once more through all he bursts his thundering way-=
Vain rage! the mantle quits the canning hand,
Wiaps his fierce eye—'tis past—he sinks upon the sand |

Where his vast neck just mingles with the spine,

Sheath’d in his form the deadly weapon lies.

He stops—he starts—disdaining to declines

Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries,

Without a groan, without a struggle dies.

The decorated car appears—on high

The corse is piled—sweet sight for vulgar eyes|

Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swift as shy,
Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing by.

Such the ungentle sport that oft invites

The Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish swain.
Nurtared in blood betimes, his heart delights

In vengeance, gloating on another’s pain.

What private feuds the troubled village stain |
Though now one phalanx’d host should meet the foe,
Enough, alas| in humbler homes remain,

To meditate ‘gainst friends the secret blow,

For some slight cause of wrath, whence life’s warm stream must

flow.
+

THE DEAD ASS

Lavrence Sterwe.

[Author of ** The Sentimental Journey,” a prose work nnrivalled
for its pathos. Born 17135 died 1768.]

Havive setrled all my little matters, I' got into my post-chaise
with more ease than ever I got into a post-chaise in my life; and
La Fleur having got one large jack-boot on the far side of a little

He flies, he wheels, distracted with his throes;
Dart follows dart; lance, lance; loud bellowings speak his woss,

Again he comes ; nor lance nor darts avail,
Nor the wild plunging of the tortured horse;
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#idet,® and another on .his (for I count nothing of his legs), he
wantered away before me as happy and as perpendicular as a prince.
But what is happiness? what is grandeur, in this painted scene of
hfe? A dead ass, before we had got a leugue, put & sudden Stop 1t
La Fleur's career : his didet woull pot pass by it, a contention arose
"etwist them, and the poor fellow was kicked out of his Jjack-boots
e very Rt Rick: 5 o 5 v o a

“And this,” said he, putting the remains of a crust into his
aallet ;—* and this should have been thy portion,” said be, * hadst
thou been alive to have shared it with me” 1 thought by the
accent, it had been an apostrophe to his child ; but "twas to his ass,
and to the very ass we had seen dead in the road, which had occa.
sioned La Fleur's misadventure. The man seemed to lament it
much ; and it instantly brought into my mind Sanche’s lamentation
for his; but he did it with more true touches of nature. The
mourner was sitting upon a stone bench at the door, with an ass’s
pannel and its bridle on one side, which he took up from time to
time, then laid them down, looked at them, and shook his head.
He then took his crust of bread out of his wallet again, as if to eat
it, beld it some time in his hand, then laid it upon the bit of hi
uss's bricle, looked wistfully at the little arrangement he had made,
and then gave a sigh. The simplicity of his grief drew numbers
thout him, and La Fleur among the rest, whit: the horses were
getting ready : as 1 continued sitting in the post-chaise, T could see
and hear over their heads.

He said he had come last from Spa.n, where he had been from
the furthest borders of Franconia; and had got so far on his return
home when his ass died. Every onc seemed desirous to know what
husiness could have taken so old and poor a man so far a journey
from his own home, It had pleased Heaven, he said, to bless him
with three sons, the finest lads in all Germany ; but having in one
week lost two of the eldest of them by the small-pox, ‘and the
youngest falling ill of the same distemper, he was afraid of being
bereft of them all, and made a vow, if Heaven would not take him
from him also, he would go, in gratitude, to St, lago in Spain.
When the mourner got thus far on his story, he stopped to pay
nature his tribute, and wept bitterly. He said, Heaven had accepted
the conditions, and that he had set out from his cottage with this
poor creature, who had been a patient partner of his journey; that
it had ate the same bread with him all the way, and was unto him
as a friend.

Everybody who stood about heard the poor fellow with concern;
La Fleur offered him money. The mourner said he did not want
it; it was not the value of the ass, but the loss of him. The ass, he
said, he was assured loved him; and upon this, he told them a long
story of a mischance upon their passage over the Pyrenear moup.

* Post-horee,

The Western Emigrant. 9

@ins, winch had separuted them from each other three days: dum}lg
which time the ass had sought him as much as hu‘h;-u_l sought l.lc
ass; and that they had scarce either ate or drank till they met.
“Thou hast one comfort, at least,” said I, “in the loss n,i, t‘lflay ]k)(')‘l,'
besst ; P'm sure thon hast been & merciful master to him.” *Alas!

gid the mourner, * | thought so when he was alive; but now tha
he is dead I think otherwise; 1 fear the weight of myself and
my afflictions together have been too much for hma; they have
shortened the poor creature’s days, and I fear | h“‘,c tt;e:n 1o
answer for” ““Shame on the world!” said I to mys’clf. Did
we but love each other as this poor soul loved his ass, "twould be

something.”
& g
THE WESTERN EMIGRANT.

Mgs. SIGOURNEY.

[A celebrated American authoress. Born 1791 ; died 1865.]

Anw axe ran sharply “mid those forest shades
Which from creation toward the skies had tower'd
In unshorn beauty. There, with s'igurpns arm,
Wrought a bold emigrant, and by his side
His little son, with question and response,

Reguiled the toil.

“Boy thou hast never seen
Such glorious trees, Hark, when their giant trunks
Fall, how the firm earth grouns. Rememberest thou
The mighty river on whose brmst‘ we sail'd,
So many days, on toward the setting gun?
Our own Connecticut, compared to that,
‘Was but a creeping stream.”

¢ Father, the brook

That by our door went singing, where I launch’d
My tiny boat, with my young playmates round,
When school was o'er, is dearer far to me
Than all these bold, broad waters, To my eye
They are as strangers,  And those little trees
My mother nurtured in the garden bound
Of our first home, from whenoe r.l‘m fragrant peach
Hung in its ripening gold, were faircr, sure,
Than this dark forest, shutting out the day.

% What ho | my little girl,” and with light step
A fuiry creature hasted toward her sire, .
And, sctting down the basket that contain'd
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His noon’s repast, look’d upward to his fag
With sweet confiding smile,

“ See, dearest, s,
That bright-wingd Paroquet, and hear the song
Of yon gay red-bird, echoing through the trees
Making rich music. Didst thou ever hiear,
In far New England, such 2 mellow tone

“I had a robin that did take the crumbs

Each night and morning, and his chirping voio:
Still made me joyful, as T went to tend

My snow-drops. " I was always laughing thep,
In that first home, 1 should be happier now,
Methinks, if I could find among these dells
The same fresh violets,”

Slow night drew on,
And round the rude hut of the emigrant

The wrathful spirit of the rising storm

Spake bitter things, His weary chtildren slept,
And he, with head declined, sat listening
To the swoln waters of the Illinois
Dashing against their shores,

long

Starting, he spake=e
“ Wife ! did I see thee brush awdy a tear ?

"Twas even so. Thy heart was with the halls
Of thy nativity. Their sparkling lights,
Carpets, and sofis, and admiring guests,

Befit thee better than these rugged walls

Of shapeless logs, and this lotte, hermit home”

“No, no. All was so still around, methoughs
Upon mine ear that echoed hymn did steal,

Which, *mid the church, where erst we
So tuneful peal'd, But tenderly thy voice
Dissolved the illusion,”

And the gentle smile
Lighting her brow, the fond caress titat sooth”s
Hler waking infant, reassured his soul
That wheresoe’er our best affections dwell,
And strike a healthfial root, is happiness,
Content and placid, to his rest he sank ;
But dreams, those wild magicians, that do play
$uch pranks when reason slumbers, tireless wrought
Their will with him,

Up rose the thronging mar
Of his own native city—roof and spire;

paid our yyes,

The Death of Nelson.

All glittermg bright, in fancy’s fmst-v:ifrk r;le.l'd.
The steed his boyhood 1zlrlr1ulre-'1 proud {lllfff?t. §
The favoutite dog came frisking rqqnud s e
With shrill and joyous bark : .1amx‘l|ar (10[1'3 b
Flew open ; grecting hands with his werc1 jll;atc

In friendship’s grasp 3 he heard the keen t_t‘[ .
From congregated haunts, where mind wit : nmmj
Doth blend and brighten—and, till moming,

*Mid the loved scenery of his native land.

e e

THE DEATH OF NELSON.
RoperT SOUTHEY.

d round &s
ith his face upon the deck, Hardy turne
H'-TE:L ::'ﬁ:z raising him, * They have done for mekfx;rl.alsﬁ;
ZOTGE k) i he, Soon after he had been carried to the cock-| i
s "Smtl";cévcred to be mortal ; he felt this himself, and insis ;“
woundw@ . on should leave him, to attend those whom_he I'n]lg
that _tl'u: Sl]z;g.e £ in great pain, and intensely anxious to kq(:w' lc;:v
1% Sh.\ei v é:“m“‘ Will no one bring Hardy to me?” he askc—d 2 me
s gt ek"‘ileni-' he is surely dead ! At length Hardy came, anc a:i
must be dl.. C;h.oo'k hands in silence.  Afeer a pu'l}sc:‘tl:c dym;l:l .mw“
fy men -' .d, “ Well, Hardy, how goes the day 2 * Very wel g
taslnti._v .ll‘llﬁkr:ad S Finding that all was well, “-“dut]l:ﬂ na
ﬁhl-P-hJad_\l# X h;d )v':eldcd, he turned to speak of hnnse.lt—Y' ; mn 2
ke , “il}-l- dy! Tamgoing fast. Ttwill soon be aiiowi‘rvut 1 1l-ntt: .m
watl;ziléijc; rth)u£ there was Sret a chance of E)emvcr}; - ﬁs [tl::e :0 8
G 5 ing rising in my breast that tells me so.
impossible. 1 feel :_aome.mm:zg n_mng“ e
s Hard}ﬁ’shgv!ﬁg 1;:?:;13.&?\"}112 could :,mt tell, in the cunf\.'xsf:o'n;
o st ber 3;' allies that had surrendered ; i?ut there \l'\"t‘.u': a
i nu_rr}m the other ships had followed their Sdmlr.i.lh ‘1'111;)
1¢a§t ﬁﬁtfm {( the enemy’s line and engaging closely to L;rw;? 5
e .Im lngllam style as the Ficlory and Sov)e:rezgn. ! 6.\}‘};!
.l sa!‘r‘l?l‘gaat is well, but 1 bargained for twenty.” And his wf;sl
unswcred,h tic; he had not miscalculated the superiority of 215 r.(;. ‘
ol w.-c.\pt cent, actually surrendered. Having ordered thc‘ ]eelm
lowct‘.\,hw va:’;n spoke of himself. “Don’t throw me o;er“x&.x "
anchor, ;-]:r% " Hardy knelt down, and obeyed in sﬂerlu(:i. 4 cm;
E&lss m?isﬁed -yl thank God 1 have done my duty. : 'Hu; fvin:&ﬁr
hﬁ:ln::ajn, re’ceived his blessing, and then took leave of h
o
m';"he most triumphant death is thut of the {namr ;th;!:uﬂ;_n:s;:
iot 3 the most splendid, _
;w ml;nl 'r.l;; Ll)lfotll:’co;n vail:t{;rt;l;s;a;:il ?ttr “the chariot agd the horses of fire
eI
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had been vouchsafed for Nelson’s translation, he could scarcely have
departed in a brighter blaze of glory. e has left us, not indeed his
maitle of Inspimtion, but a name and un example, which are at
this lm}lr inspiring thousands of ‘the youth of England: a name
which is our pride, and an example which will continue to be our
shicld and cui stiength, ,

———

THE DYING CHIEF.
Witttam Sawves,

[.‘\'L!l'l!..lr ot “Ten Miles from Town," a volume of poems of grear
ment, Mr Sawyer is a well-known contributor to several of the
#ading periodicals. ]

Tue struggle over, we, yet in the grime

And reek of fight, sought out where lay oug Chief,
Prone on a leopard skin, beneath an ok
Widespreading, With a mortl wound he lay,
His stern fuce bloodless, and upon his breast
Gash interlacing gash, and in the midst
A'spwr-thrus: guping. By his side his Page,

His bright hair blood be-dabbled, knelt: his scarf,
Qr.c rent in crimson strips for bands ; the rest J
Fetch'd cooling leaves, or in their caps of steel
Came bearing water, Rueful all, and sad ;

!‘h_:rful and wan, and pitving each face,

Till from the camp, heaped with the dying. now
A Priest came, stealing sofdly as a ghost, *

And reach’d his side, and knelt, and whisper'd hope.
P!ur as he whisper'd, he who heard was sull

For death was in his heart: his part in hope

And life was done—he knew it and wus still,

But when the sceret Priest whisper'd of pain—
The scorntul wrinkles pucker'd round his mouth ;
And when of victory won—he heeded not ;

And when of ress~but then his furrow’d brow
Flush'd scarlet,

“Rest ! form’d on the thin blge lip,
And died in gasping, “ Rest!” he cried, andl then
The fire of scorn flash’d thro' him, Rest! To me
Action is rest, and what men call Tepose
ks but the torturcus fretting-out of life,
,I,hc cagle is not hooded into rest:
It lion chufes to madness in his cage:
And mine is not the slavish soul to I?«-,

Countira, the spots upon this leopasd-hide,

The Dying Chief.

Dreaming the hours out like the boy who weaves
Verses in love-time.  Peace und rest for me !

Not so is cool'd the fire thut in these veins

Burns into action. [ am as & brand

Snatch’d from the watch-fire in the night, that toss’d
From hand to hand, or swiftly borne along,

Aguinst the darkness, blazes redly out,

Eut thrown to earth smoulders its life to dust,

Whar part have 1 in aught of rest or peace?

Pesce is to me disease—inaction, death,

For me there is no life, but in the fierce

Encounter of the field: no music like

The sharp exultant blast that breaks the truce,

‘That slips the leash, and lets the bloodhounds go,
And in its signal frees a league of swords
Outringing with a flash! Dearer to me

Than years of silken ease, one little hour

Snatch'd in the battle’s fore-front, when the foes,
Meeting in silence, eye to eye, brows knit,

Teeth clench'd, kness set, and hand and weapon one,
Forget death, danger, glory, only feel
Strength—sinewy strength—and with it the fierce thirst
That prompts to carnage! With the sense of blood
Men madden into demons. Tiger-fierce

Their eyes : their cries the cries of beasts: their hears
As cruel and as pitiless. T know

The spur of violence, and the thirst for life,

1 know the moment—life’s supremest—when

The fight is fought, the stricken curse, the weak

Go down, the craven fly, and yet the tide

Of human life and passion, spraying blood,

Rages and eddies round the soldier’s arm,

As still he breasts the waves, still carves a path
Through dead and dying on—and at the last,

Or falls a hero among heroes slain,

Or fights, till on a sudden yields the foe,

And breaking ranks commingling, onward pou

A torrent thundering in its gathering foroe—

And from the mystic sacrament of blood

Valour emerges—glory I

‘On the lips
Died the faint accents : died from brow and cheed
The crimson flush, and with a groan the Chiet
Fell on his face, The Priest bent over him
The little Page wept glistening tears—the rest
Looked on bareheaded.  Silence fdl on all

(By permission of the Author.)
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THE SPANISH CHAMPION.
BERNARDO DEL Canein,
Mgs. Hemans,

Tue wartior bow’d his crested head,
And tamed his heart of fire,

And sued the haughty king to free
His long-imprison’d sire;

“1 bring thee here my fortress keys,
I bring my captive triin,

I pledge thee faith, my liege, my lord fee
O break my father’s chain ”

“Rise, rise | even now thy father comes,
A ransom’d man this day;
Maunt thy good horse, and thou and |
Will meet him on his way,”
Then lightly rose that loyal son,
And bounded on his Steed,
And urged, as if with Jance in rest,
His charger's foaming speed,
And lo! from far, as on they press’d
There came a glittering band,
With one that *mid them stately rode,
As a leader in the land ;
“ Now haste, Bernardo, haste! for there,
In very truth, is he,
The father whom thy faithful hearg
Hath yearn'd so long to see.”

3

His dark eye flash’d, his proud breast heaved,
His cheek’s hue came and went ;

He reach’d that grey-hair'd chieftain’s side,
And there, dismounting, bent;

A lowly knee to earth he bent,
His father’s hand he took,—

What was there in its touch that al)
His fiery spirit shook

That hand was cold—a frozen thinge
It dropp'd from his like jead —

He look'd up to the face tboye—
T'he face was of the dead |

A plume waved o’er thar noble biowre
The brow was fix'd and white

He met at last his father’s eye—
But in them wus no sight]

The Spanish Champion,

Up from the ground he sprung ?nd gazed §
But who can paint that gaze ? !
It hush’d their very hearts, who saw
Its horror and amaze; e
They might have chain’d him, as before
- v ’
That stony form he stood, .
For the power was stricken 1ru‘m his arm,
And from his lip the blood ]

“ Futher !” at length he murmur'd low,
And wept like childhood tht:x.:;

Talk not of grief till thou l'.:ll.\L secn
The tears of warlike men 1— :
He thought on all his glonous hopes-—

On all his high renown,—
He flung the falchion from: his side,
And in the dust sat down.

And covering with his stecl-gloved hand
His darkly mournful hmw:‘ j

“ No more, there is no more,” he said,
“To lift the sword fr now. 3

My king is false, my hope betray'd,

. My father—oh ! the worth,

The glory, and the loveliness .
Are pass'd away from carth!

*] thought to stand where banners waved,
My sire, beside thee yet : -

1 would that there mll ihpl":::( free so

indred blood had gl

l‘h?::'\w'::::l(l'\t have known my spirit then,
For thee my fhelds were Won 3

But thou hast perish’d in tl’z‘_v chuins,
As if thou hadst no son.

Then starting from the g{uuh_d once mon,
He seiz'd the mnnarch.x‘ rein,

Amid the pale and wilder'd looks
Of all the courtier train; ‘

4nd with a fierce o'ermastering grasp,
The rearing war-horse led,

And sternly set them face to fac:—
The king before the dead |

“Came I not here upon thy pledge,
My father’s hand to kiss 2—
Be still, and gaze thou on, false King

And tell me what is this
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The look, the voice, the heart I soughit—
& (I':'wc answer, where are they ?
thou would’st clear thy perjured so
Put life in this cold clz:yp'.—J »

“Into these glassy eyes put light,—
‘Be still, keep down thine ire,—

Bid these cold lips a blessing speak om
This exrth is not my sire |

Give: me back him for whom 1 strove,
For whom my blood was shed f—

Thou canst net, and, O King! his dust
Be mounzins on thy head 1

He loosed the rein; his slack hand fell |
Upon the silent face

He cast one long, deep, troubled look, =
‘Then tura’d from that sad place!

His hope was crush’d, his after-fate
Untold in martial strain,—

His banner led the spears no more
Among the hills of Spain!

——

AN ENGLISHMAN’S PRIVI LEGES.

S :iN Er;gla_nd, a man may Eonklamund him, and say, with truth
:":’ cx‘u.raunn, I am lodged in a house that affords me conves
::::E::rc:nd rcrrn'lt:(:rrs, whxch.even a king could not command some
o ago. here are ships crossing the seas in every direction
0 ‘m'ng what is useful to me from all parts of the earth, In China'
ir::mcgtrtc ga;hcnng the tea-leaf for me; in America, they are plum:
sugar a!:? or r‘n?r; r-:s_thc West India Islands, they are preparing my
s my colfee; in Italy, they are feeding silk-worms for me;
™ Saxony, they are shearing sheep, to make me clothing; at home,
po'wk:_frful steam-engines are spinning and weaving for’ me, anri
:Sldt {:r:i:;tlcr{ fuf me, and pumping the mines, that mineral.; uses
s n.mninay dr procured. My patrimony was small, yet T have rail.
o % day and night, on various Imm, to carry my correspon.
wnee. Lean send my messages, with lightning speed, on the telo-
g(;_lraphlc wites; thus taming, for my use, “the fiery bird, of heaven |”
ﬁe::auiged; ot; miles through the land, and through the sea, I can
v Y friends, and hear from them again, in a few minutes,
: das 18 wonderful, very wonderful, but it is true! I have road
:.n canals, and bridges, to bear the coal for my winter fire; nay, ql’
nave protecting fleets and armies around my happy count 'lu
secure my enjoyments and repes.  Then [ have editors and pri[nyt.m

I wouldn' t—Would you 2" A7

who daily send me an account of what is going on throughout the
world, amongst all these people who serve me; and in a corner of
my house 1have books ! the miracle of all my possessions, more wen-
derful than the wishing cap of the Arabian Tales; for they transport
me instantly, not only to all places, but to all times. By my books,
I can conjure up before me to vivid existence, all the great and good
men of old ; and, for my own private satisfaction, [ can make them
act over again the most renowned of all their exploits,  In a word,
from the equator to the pole, and from the beginming of time until
now, by my books, I can be where I please,”

This picture is not overcharged, and might be much extended;
such' being the miracle of God's goodness and providence, that
each individual of the civilized millions that cover the earth,
may have nearly the same enjoyments as if he were the single
lord of all,

e

“] WOULDN'I—WOULD YOU
Anonymous.

Wien a lady is seen at a party or ball,—
Her eyes vainly turn’d in her fits of conceit,
As she peers at the gentlemen, fancying all
Are enchain’d by her charms and would kneel at her fet,
With each partner coquetting,—to nobody true ;—
1 wouldn’t give much for her chances /—would you?

When an upstart is seen on the flags strutting ott,
With his hat cock’d aslant, and a glass in his eye;
And thick clouds of foul smoke he stands puffing about,
As he inwardly says, ““What a noble am [,”—
While he twists his moustache for the ladies to view j—
I wouldn't give much for his senses :—would you?

When a wife runs about at her neighbours to pry,
Leaving children at home, unprotected to play ;

Till she starts back in haste at the sound of their cry,
And finds they've been fighting while mother's away,

Sugar eaten—panes broken—thie wind blowing through ;

I wouldn’t give much for her comfort /—would you ?

When a hushand is idle, neglecting his work,
In the public-house snarling with quarrelsome knaves;
When he gambles with simpletons, drinks like a Turk,
While his good wife at home for the poor children slaveng
And that home is quite destitute——painful to view ;—
¥ wouldn’t give much for his morals i—would you?
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When a boy at his school, lounging over his seat,
Sits rubbing his head, and neglecting his book,
While he fambles his pockets for something to eat,
Yet pretendeth to read when his master may look,
Though he boasts to his parents how much he can doj
I wouldn’t give much for his progress —would you?

When a man who is driving a horse on the road,

Reins and whips the poor brate with unmerciful hand,
Whilst it willingly strives to haste on with its load,

Till with sufi’ring and working it scarcely can stand;
‘Though he may be a man,—and a wealthy one too,
I wouldn't give much for his feelings :—would you?

When a master who lives by his labourers® skill,

Hoards his gold up in thousands, still craving for mcie,
Though poor are his toilers he grindeth them still,

Or unfeelingly turns them away from his door 3
Though he banketh his millions with claims nota few;
I wouldn’t give much for his conscience :—would you?

When a tradesman his neighbour’s fair terms will decry,
And keeps puffing his goods at a wonderful rate ;—
Fen at pices at which no fair trader can buy;—
Though customers flock to him early and late;
When a few months have fled, and large bills become due,
I wouldn't give much for his credit :—would you?

When in murderous deeds a man’s hands are imbrued,
Tho® revenge is his plea, and the crime is conceal'd,

Thie severe stings of conscience will quickly intrude,
And the mind, self-accnsing, can never be heal’d ;—

Whien the strong arm of justice sets out ta pursue,

I wouldn’t give much for his freedom —would you?

When a husband and wife keep their secrets apart,

Not a word to my spouse about this, or on that}
When a trifle may banish the pledge of their heart,

And he naggles—she snaggles;—both contradict flut 3
The' unequall’d their love when its first blossoms blew ;
! wouldn’t give much tor their guiel :—would yon?

When a man who has lived here for nohe but himself,
Feels laid on his strong frame the cold hand of death,
When all fade away,—wife, home, pleasures, and pelf,

And he yields back to God both his soul and his breathj

As up to the judgment that naked soul Aew,—
wouldn’t give much for his Heaven /—would you?

19

THE COUNTRYMA4N'S REPLY TO THE INVITATION

OF A RECRUITING SERGEANT.
ANONYMOUS.

“ 3o ye want to catch me, do ye?
Nal I don’t much think ye wool,
"I'hough your scarlet coat and feathers
Look so bright and beaatiful ;
Though ye tell such famous stories,

Of the fortunes to be won,
Fightin® in the distant Ingies,
Underneath the burning sun.

*’8oose I be a tight young feller,
Sound in limb and all that ere,
¥ can’t see that that’s a reason
Why the scarlet I should wear.
Fustian coat and corded trousers
Seem to suit me quite as well 3
Think I doan’t look badly in "em,
Ax my Meary, she cin telll

# Sartinly I'd rather keep "em,
These same limbs you talk abour,
Covered up in cord and fustian,
Than I'd try to do without,
There’s Bill Muggins left our village,
Just as sound a man as I,
Now he goes about on crutches,
With a single arm and eye.

%o be sure he’s got a medal
And some twenty pounds a year,
For his health, and strength, snd sarvics,
Government can't cail that dear;
Not to reckon one leg shattered,
Two ribs broken, one eye lost,
"Fore J went in such a venture,
I should stop and count the cost.

“ Lots o’ glory? lots o’ gammon]
Ax Bill Muggins about that,
He will tell ye tain’t by no means
Sort o stufi’ to make ye fat;
I it was, the private soger
Gets o it but precious little,
Why, it's jest like bees a ketchen,
With the sound of a brass kitthe.
E
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® Lots o' gold, and quick promotion?

Pshaw! just look at William Green,
He's been fourteen years a fightin',

As they call it, for the Queen;
Now he comes home invalided,

With 2 sergeant’s rank and pay,
But that he’s been made a captain,

Or is rich, I ain’t heerd say,

# Lots o' fun and pleasant quarters,
And a soger’s merry life;
All the tradesmen’s—fiarmers” daughters,
Wantin’ to become your wife?
Well, 1 think I'll take the shillin’,
Put the ribbins in my hat.
Stop! I'm but a country bumpkin,
Yet not guite so green as that.

*“Fun? a knockin” fellow-creatures
Down like ninepins, and that ere,
Srickin’ bagnets through and through "em,
Burnin’, slayin’, everywhere!
Pleusant quarters >—werry pleasant,
Sleepin’ on the field o battle,
Or in hospital, or barracks,
Crammed together just like cattle,

 Sirut away, then, master sergeant,
Tell your lies as on ye go,

Make your drummers rattle louder,
And your pipers harder blow ;

1 shan't be a son o’ glory,
But an honest working man;

With the strength that God has gave ine
Doin' all the good 1 can”

e

MARY, THE MAID OF THE INN,
Rosewr ScuThEY,

Wno is yonder poor maniac, whose wildly-fixed eyes
Seem a heart overcharged to express ?

She weeps not, yet often and deeply she sighs:

Bhie never complains, but hier silence implies
‘The composure of sertled distress,

Mary, the Maid of the Inn.

No aid, no compassion the maniac will seek ;
Cold and hunger awake not her care,

Through her rags do the winds of the winter blow bleak

On her poor wither'd bosom half bare, and her cheek
Has the deathly-pale hue of despair.

Yet cheesful and happy, nor distant the day,

Poor Mary the maniac has been,
The traveller remembers, who journeyed this way,
No damsel so lovely, no damsel so gay,

As Mary, the maid of the inn.

Her cheerful address fill'd her guests with delight
As she welcomed them in with a smile,

Her heart was a stranger to childish affright,

And Mary would walk by the abbey ar night,
When the wind whistled down the dark aisle.

She loved ; and young Richard had settled the day,
And she hoped to be happy for life :

But Richard was idle and worthless, and they

Who knew him would pity poor Mary, and say
That she was too good for his wife.

*T'was in autumn, and stormy and dark was the night,
And fast were the windows and door;
Two guests sat enjoying the fire that burnt bright,
And smoking in silence with tranquil delight
They listen’d to hear the wind roar,

“’Tis pleasant,” cried one, “seated by the fireside,
To hear the wind whistle without.”

*“ A fine night for the Abbey !I” his comrade replied,

* Methinks 2 man’s courage would now be well tried
Who should wander the ruins about.

“ 1 myself, like a school-boy, would remble to heay
The hoarse ivy shake over my head :
And could fancy 1 saw, half persuaded by fear,
Some ugly old nbbot’s white spirit appear,—
For this wind might awaken the dead |”

“PIl wager a dinner,” the other one cried,

“That Mary would venture there now.”
*Then wager, and lose!” with a sneer he rephied;
* Fll warrant she’d fancy a ghost by her side,

And faint if she saw @ white co= "

k2
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« Will Mary this charge on her courage uilow ¥

His companion exclaimed with a smile;
#] shall win,—for I know she will venture there nov,
And earn a new bonnet by bringing a bough

From the elder that grows in the aisle.”

With fearless good humour did Mary comply,
And her way to the Abbey she bent,

The night it was dark, and the wind it was high,

And as hollowly howling it swept through the sky
She shiver'd with cold as she weat.

O'er the path so well known still proceeded the maidy
Whre the Abbey rose dim on the sight,

Through the gateway she enter'd, she felt not afraid j

Yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their shade
Seemed to deepen the gloom of the night.

Al around her was silent, save when the rude blast
How!'d dismally round the old pile;
Over weed-coverd fragments still fearless she past,
And arrived at the innermost ruin at last,
Where the elder-tree grew in the aisle,

Well-pleased did she reach it, and quickly drew near

And hastily gather'd the bough;
When the sound of a voice seemed to rise on her ear:
She paused, and she listen'd, all eager to hear,

And her heart panted fearfully now.

The wind blew, the hoarse vy shook over her head,
She listen’d,—naught else could she hear,

The wind ceased; her heart sunk in her bosom with dread,

For she heard in the ruins distinetly the tread
Of footsteps approaching her near.

Behind a wide column, half breathless with fear

She crept to conceal herself there:
That instant the moon o’er a dark cloud shone clens
And she saw in the moonlight two ruffians appear

The Battle of * Bothwell Brig." 53

# Curse the hat I” he exclaimed; * Nay, come on here and hide
The dead body,” his comrade replied.,

She beholds them in safety pass on by her side,

She seizes the hat, fear her courage supplied,
And fast through the abbey she flies.

She ran with wild speed, she rush’d in at the door,
She gazed horribly eager around,
“Then her limbs could support their faint burden no more,
And exhausted and breathless she sunk on the floor,
Unable to utter a sound.

Ere yet her pale lips could the story impart,
For a moment the hat met her view;—

Her eyes from that object convulsively start,

Frr—O God! what cold horror then thrill'd through her heart
When the name of her Richard she knew !

Where the old Abbey stands on the common hard by,
His gibbet is now to be seen;

His irons you still from the road may espy,

The traveller beholds them, and thinks, with a sigh,
Of poor Mary, the maid of the inn.

—

THE BATTLE OF “BOTHWELL BRIG.”

A LAY 'OF THE COVENANTERS.
Arcax Curk.

[Mr. Curr is well known as an Independent minister, and is @

popular lecturer at our principal literary institutions.]

"'was on'a Sabbath morning in the sunny month of June,
Oh! waefu’ Sabbath morning, when Scotland’s sun gaed doon ;

And bright that Sabbath morning broke—to close so dark and drear
For Scotland’s hour of woe had come, and Scot'and’s doom was near.

And between them a corpse did they bear, The sun was on the rippling Clyde, that sparkled clear and bright,
On either side the armies lay, and marshalled forth their might;

Then Mary could feel her heart-blood curdled coldl | Loud rose the shouts of arméd men—loud rang the cries of war,
Again the rough wind hurried by,— And highland host and lowlanid’s boast were gathered from afar,
It blew off the hat of the one, and behold e, g ]
Even close to the feet of poor Mary it roll’d— | Ten thousand sounds were mmglu_lg then with music of the drum,
She felt, and expected 1o die Fen thousand swords were glancing bright, and told the foe had
come ;
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There rode the faithless Livingstone—there rode the bloady Grahame,
And fierce Dalziel, and Monmouth there, to work their country’s
shame.

With fife and drum, and banner red, and war-pipes shiill and clear,

Thhe foe are marching to the bridge—their horsemen in the rear;

Loud rose the shout, “ God save the King!” and answer back we
sent,

*"The Lord of Hosts! The Lord of Hosts! and Kirk and Covenant!”

Right facing them our army lay, the river roll’d between,

And Burley bold, and Morton brave, on Bothwell Brig were seen
Behind them, spreading on the moor, our scatter'd army lay,
With none to lead them to the fight, and win that bloody day.

Loud murmurs swell'd along our ranks,—~by factions weak and
blind

Yur camp was tost, like forest leaves, blown by the autumn wind ;

Loud rose the sounds of angry strife,~loud rag'd the fierce debate,

Axad raitor words were spoken whilst the foe were at the gate,

Where is the spirit that of old defied th’ invader’s might—
Where is a hero like of old to put the foe to flight ?

Oh! for an hour of Cromwell’s sword to change the fate of war,
Oh! for the arm that led them on at Marston and Dunbar.

Had we the blade of Wallace true, or Bruce to lead the van,
Qur foes would flee before our face as their forefathers ran,
Had we one arm to guide us on—the battle-tide to turn,
Our song would be of victory, and Bothwell—Bannockburn!

On Bothwell Briga dauntless few, stood forth in stern array,

Right gallantly they kept the bridge upon that fatal day;

With pike and gun, and sword and spear, and hearts sae leal and
true,

Long stood they there in glory’s place to guard our banner blue,

Thrice rush’d the foe the bridge to gain, and thrice our blades drank
biood,

Some fell beneath the broad claymore—some threw we in the flood,

Again the shout, “ God save the King!” and answer back we sent—

“The Lord of Hosts! The Lord of Hosts! and Kirk and Covenant!”

"Gainst fearful odds they kept the Bridge till one by one they fel!,
And deeds of glory had been done no minstrel tongue can tell ;
*The Bridge is lost!” God help us now, for yonder come the for,
And horsemen with their nodding plumes, now cross the ford belw
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Then out spoke Grahame of Cliverhouse,—4 bloody man wes he,

“Now charge them with the sword and lance,—your Lattle-cry
Dundee!”

Then spoke out sturdy Cameron—u brave old man was he,

“1n God we trust, our cause is just, we fear not thine nor thee,

“ Curse on thee, bloody Clavers, now, curse on thee evermore,

Curse on thy trattor hand that dy’d old Scotland’s streams with
gore;

Long as tI‘*se hills of Scotland stand shall hated be thy name,

And each true Scottish tongue for aye shall curse the bloody
Grazhame.”

Bu, see! the foe have passed the bridge, their must’ring ranks ard
TiCar, :

Their swords are glancing in the sun,—their horsemen in the rear,

Again the shout, “God save the King!” and answer back we sent,

%"The Lord of Hosts | The Lord of Hosts ! and Kirk and Covenant!”

In vain, in vain, ye dauntless few, with Burley keep the van,

In vain around our banner blue, die fighting man to man;
“The day is lost1” our stricken bost like traitors turn and flee;
God help me ever from the shame such other sight to see!

Oh! weep for Scotland, weep ! for God hath her amir.:led 018,

Weep—weep bloody tears for Scotland—her freedom is no more;;

Oh! bright that Sabbath morning broke,—the sun skone on the
flowd, ;

But ere that Sabbath day had clos’!—Her sun went down in blood.

(Capyright—Contributed.)

———

ONE NICHE THE HIGHEST.

Evnu BugriTr.

[Born in America (U.S.) 1811, Known a3 the “learnad
blacksmith,” from his having acquired the mastery of many languages.
A popular lecturer and journalist ; still living.]

Tyue scene opens with a view of the great Natural Bridge in
Virginia. There are three or four lads standing in the channel
below, looking up with awe to that vast arch of unhewn rocks,
which the Almighty bridged over those everlasting butments,
 when the morning stars sang together.”  The little piece of sky
spanning those measurcless piets is full of stars, although it is mid-
day. It s almost five hundred feet from where they stand, up
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those perpendicular bulwarks of limestone to the key =* that vast
aich, which appears to them only of the size of 2 maw’s hand.
The silence of death is rendered more impressive by the little
stream that falls from rock to rock down the channel. The sun is
darkened, and the boys have uncovered their heads, as if standing in
the presence-chamber of the Majesty of the whole earth, At last
this fecling begins. to wear away ; they look around them ; and find
that others have been there before them. They see the names of
hundreds cut in the limestone butmients, A new feeling comes
over their young hearts, and their knives are in -their hands in an
instant, “ What man has done, man can do,” is their watchword,
while they draw themselves up, and carve their name a foot abow
those of & hundred full-grown men who have been there befor
them.

They are all satisfied with this feat of physical exertion except
one, whose example illustrates perfectly the forgotten truth, that
there is “no royal road to learning.” This ambitious youth sees
a name just above his reach—a name which will be green in
the memory of the world when those of Alexander, Cesar, and
Bonaparte shall rot in oblivion. It was the name of Washington.
Before he marched with Braddock to that fatal field, he had been
there and left his name, a foot above any of his predecessors. It
was a glorious thought to write his name side by side with that
great father of his country. He grasps his knife with a firmer
hand, and clinging to a little jutting crag, he cuts again into the
limestone, about a foot above where he stands ; he then reaches up
and cuts another for his hands, *Tis a dangerous adventure; but
as he puts his feet and hands into those gains, and draws himself
up carefally to his full length, he finds himself a foot above every
name chronicled in that mighty wall. While his companions are
regarding him with concern and admiration, he cuts his name in
wide capitals, large and deep into that flinty album. His knife is
still in his hand, and strength in his sinews, and a new created
aspiration in his heart. Again he cuts another niche, and again he
carves his name in larger capitals, This is not enough; heedless
of the entreaties of his companions, he cuts and climbs again. The
gradations of his ascending scale grow wider apart, He measures
his length at every gain he cuts, The voices of his friends wax
weaker and weaker, till their words are finally lost on his ear, He
now for the first time casts a look beneath him. Had that glance
lasted a moment, that moment would have been his last. He
¢lings with a convulsive shudder to his little niche in the rock,
An awful abyss awaits his almost certain fall. He is faint with
severe exertion, and trembling from the sudden view of the dreadful
destruction to which he is exposed. His knife is worn half-way to
the haft. He can hear the voices, but not the words, of his terror-
stricken companions below, What 2 moment! what a meagre
chance to escape destruction! there is no retracing his steps, It is
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mapossible to put his hands into the same niche with his feet, and
retain his slender hold a moment. His companions instantly per-
teive this new and fearful dilemma, and await his fall with emotions
that “ freeze their young blood.” He is too high to ask for his
father and mother, his brothers aud sisters, to come and witness or
avert his destruction. But one of his companions anticipates his
Jesire, Swift a5 the wind, he bounds down the channel, and the
situation of the fated boy is told upon his father's hearthstone.

Minutes of almost eternal length roll on, and there are hundreds
standing in that rocky channel, and hundreds on the bridge above,
all holding their breath, and awaiting the fearful catastrophe. The
poor boy hears the hum of new and numerous voices both above
and below, He can just distinguish the tones of his father, who is
shouting with all the energy of despair,—* William! William !
Dou't look down! Your Mother, and Henry, and Harriet, are all
here praying for you! Don’t look down! Keep your eye towards
the top ! The boy didn’t look down. His eye is fixed like a
flint towards Heaven, and his young heart on Him who reigns
there, He grasps again his knife. He cuts another niche, and
another foot is added to the hundreds that remove him from the
reach of humin help from below. How carefully he ‘uses his
wasting blade? How anxiously he selccts the softest places in that
vast pier | How he avoids every flinty grain! How he economises
his physical powers, resting a moment at cach gain he cuts.. How
every motion is watched from below! There stand his father,
mother, brother, and sister, on the very spot, where if he falls, he
will not fall alone.

The sun is half-way down in the west. The lad has made fifty
additional niches in that mighty wall, and now finds himself directiy
under the middle of that vast arch of rock, earth, and trees. He
must cut his way in a new direction, to get from this overhanging
mountain, The inspiration of hope is in his bosom ; its vital hest
is fed by the increasing shouts of hundreds perched upon cliffs, trees,
and others who stand with ropes in their hands upon the bridge
above, or with ladders below. Fifty more gains must be cut before
the longest rope can reach him, His wasting blade strikes again
into the limestone. The boy is emerging painfully foot by foot,
from under that lofty arch. Spliced ropes are in the hands of those
who are leaning over the outer edge of the bridge. Two minutes
more, and all will be over. That blade is worn to the last halt
inch, The boy’s hiead reels ; his eyes are starting from their sockets.
Mis last hope is dying in his heart, his life must hang upon the
next gain he cuts,  That niche is his last. At the last flint gash
he makes, his knife—his faithful knife—falls from his little nerves
less hand, and ringing along the precipice, falls at his mother’s fect,
An involuntary groan of despair runs like a death-knell through the
channel below, and all is still as the grave, At the height of nearly
three hundre’ feet, the devoted boy ufts his Ropeless heart and
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closing eyes to commend his sous to God. Tis but a moment—
there! one foot swings offl—he is reeling—trembling—toppling
over into eternity—Hark I—a shout falls on his ears from abovel
“The man who is lying with half his length over the bridge, has
mught a glimpse of the boy’s head and shoulders, Quick a3
thought, the noosed rope is within reach of the sinking youth, No
one breathes, With a faint convulsive effort, the swooning bo
drops his arm into the noose. Darkness comes over him, and with
the words “ God I” and * mother I whispered on his lips just loud
cnonugh o be heard in heaven—the tightening rope lifts him out of
his last shallow niche. Nota lip moves while he is dangling over
that fearful abyss; but when a sturdy Virginian reaches down and
draws up the lad, and helds him up in his arms before the tearful,
breathless multitude—such shouting ! and such leaping and weeping

for joy never greeted a human being so recovered from the yawning
gulf of eternity.

]

A PERIL BY SEA.
Tue Rev, Du. Groree AsPiNALL.

Tue coast-guard men who were under me
Gazed idly out on the sun-lit sea;

No smuggling lugzer, no skulking boat
Within the range of view did float.

A distant ship, with her white wings spread,
Was the only eraft to be seen aheud

And the pilots put out with practised oar,
And to hail and pilot her to the shore,

In an open shallop, at stroke of noon,

My wife had left for the town of Stroon,
With my three young sons—a town that lay
Facing the bend of the deep, broad bay.

Two were to reef, and the third was to steer,
The waves were crisp and the sky was clear;
And 1 watch’d them off from the jetty stair
With no thought of fear, for the wind was fair.

The time wore on, and 1dined at two,
Alone, with the froth-fringed waves in view;
And the years came back of my early life,
When I woo’d and married my absent wife,

A Peril by Sea.

Then I saw to the guard, but as night drew nigh
1 noted a frown on the brow of the sky ;

And a wrathful change was taking place,

Like passions at work on the human face.

Anon, and clouds of a dun-red hue

Had blotted and blurd the morning’s bluey
And wild and swirling gusts swept by,
With rushing roar, and with sullen sighl

I minded the boat, and my heart misgave

LF its summer build could the tempest brave; 5
For I knew that by now “twould be midseas c’er,
On the homeward tack, from the other shore.

The wind increased, to a gale it spread,

The lights were lit on the lighthouse head, .
And they flash’d and flamed on the waters of stpfc,
On which rock’d the boat with my sons and wife.

Like an egg-shell we could see it tost

By the glare of the lamps, and we deem’d it _Iost;
One moment, and then like a bird ‘twould rise,
While borne on the blast came a woman’s cries!

Up to this T had ne’er been a praying one,

1 had never pray’d as I should have du’?ci r
But now, right up through the storm-hl'l d air,
To the ocean’s God I breathed my pray'rl

For | thought of the vessel on the lake,
And of those within whose faith did shake,
And who cried to Jesus, sore afraid—

“ Lord, save ; we perish | Master, aid "™

And I thought on Him, who by His w:lll,
Bade straight the winds and waves be still,
Who King-like caused the storm to cease,
And lull’d the troubled sea to peace.

And on Him I call'd who could yet command,
(Who holds the waters in His hand) ;

Yea, | pray’d as I ne'er had pray’d before,
"That the Lord would bring them safe to shore,

Nor did He the strength of His succour hide, ‘
For when midnight chimed came the turn of tide;
And there fell a sudden calm on the sea,

And my wife and bairns came back to me!

(Copyrighe—Contributed,)




