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their heads lfnnwin1r. an v- - ' .,-- 1

Vi&e anil loiiiieh, however, were ueurly ail
housed by half-pa- eiijlit o'clock. A few
stragglers Wcro abroad, on the parade, but
even these were now mostly ninkiug for homo;
for there are uo tom-fo- night haunts in"

Brnadstairs.
The evening had begun to draw in very fast,

and before 1 had taken many turns up and
down the quaiat old pier, the last gleams of
day had faded from the sky. The moon,
however, rose early and was nearly lull, so
that there was no lack of light.

1 thought over my partner's letters. Many
of our chief transactions had lieoa very profit-
able; the trains which I bad laid beforo I left
town had, as far as they had time to explode,
done well; and 1 thought I wan very happy in
my marriage holiday, yet 1 was somen hat
eager to be back again 4 the exciting game of
buainesK.

After I had walked for a short time, I saw
another person coming up the pier; and at I
did not wish to be disturbed, I turned, and snt
down nu the little jetty which has been thrown
from the pier-hea-

At first 1 foared that he would join me,
even here, aud prepared to acknowledge as
surlily as I could, that it was a fine night, if
he spoke to me. But he did not do so. I
heard his footfall stop about the middle of the,

itnr.' I then heard him descend the rude stairrfhere, aud soon after a sound at of stepping a
mast in a sail-bo- reached my ears. Satisfied
tbnt he was not going to disturb my solitude,
I leaned my head on my hand, and followed
out the various thoughts which arose in my
busv braiu.

Among the many people with whom I had
come iuto contact in the world was Alfred
Waters. We had once been fellow-clerk- s,

and there had been something abont him which
from the first drew me to him, and made mo
like him better than any other of my compan-
ions.

It was not hit person; that was rude enough.
It was no credit to be seen walking with him,
as far as appearance went. He wanted "love's
majesty,' as much at Richard did; was, iu
fiitt, hideously ugly. The dress in which na-

ture had clothed hit mind wot altogether un-

like that mind. It wat shocking and repul-
sive; his mind was, I often thought, very ad-

mirable.
1 had, I say, drawn much to Aff red WaUua;

and acquaintanceship had ripened into esteem
and fricudship. I cared little that his person
was uncouth, hit head too big for his big body;
hit featurei coarse, hit hair red, hit eyes small
aud ferret-lik- hit character, as far as I could
read it, was straightforward; his tastes were
like my own, and his mind was deeply stored
with those precious things which literature
loves to give its votaries.

But a blank had suddenly and quite lately
fallen on our friendship. I bad crossed his
path. It appeared that he had loved Lucy
liutchiiiion long before 1 knew her loved
her deeply, too.. She had never iu any way
encouraged his attachment, and he certainly
never poke of it to her. But I heard that he
had been set on winning her that he had ful-
ly expected to succeed in time, until my inter-
ference, at he considered it, scattered his hopes
and chancet to the winds.

And whether 1 had shown anything like tri-
umph iu my bearing to him, (1 naver made
any boast of my success in words, of that I am
confident,) or whether some mutual friend had
kindly stimulated hit exasperation, he had
suddenly became very cool toward me. His

was, doubtless, sorely wounded,
and perhaps I should not have alluded to the
subject. But I did. 1 sought an explanation
of his coldness. Ho refused to give any, and
from that time he avoided me as much at pos-
sible.

This would not, perhaps, have mattered
much, if he had jtomied there. In the whirl
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to my feet. I sprang forward,
stumbled over the tent, stood up, sprang for-
ward again, tripped against the next scat; fell
forward fell over it, and was in the next
moment up again. I caught hold of him; he
was cold aud stiff: 1 tried to d;b him away
from the tiller; he was immovable. I tore at
him to gut him nwav: tho dreadful fceliutrn of
doailness which met my hands at every touch
did not deter mo nothing deterred me; what
stiould? ' Was it not for file? 1 renewed my
exertions, whon suddenly, to my terror, I felt
myself seized; he cLung to we, grasped me to
himself, while he exclaimed wilh u tremen- -

ilons voice, thBt scorned to echo through my
heart.

"Now, thrn, James, supper I ready !

With a convulsive start, I was immediately
awake. Henry Frazer had me in his arms,
while Lurv and his two sisters, stood, laugn- -

lug by, 1 bad tallen asleep, as l sat ana
thought, upon the jetty, and they had come to
look for me.

Anything further would bo superfluous.
Allrc'd Waters is still hostile, and next session
our differences will carry us both into the
Coflrt of Common l'lcas.

j THE TEAH-DEO- P.

I never nass an evening in the green-roo-

of a theatre without bringing away something
worthy of being treasured. No matter what
character wo act upon the stage, here at least
we lay down the role, aud appear in our own
proper characters. It seems as if there were
some necessity imposed upon us, when behind
the scenes, to throw off nil disguise, and ex-

hibit the true lights and shades of what we
are end have been. Not loug ago I heard a
a little storv in the green-roo- m of a theatre in
Paris, which may possess some interest for
readers beyond the circle who knew and ap-

preciated the narrator.
The conversation shared by authors, actors

and editors, had taken a metnphyiscal turn, and
someone was trying to prove that our charac
ter and destiny were controlled entirely uy
our original constitution, nnd that it was
therefore impossible for ut to change.

''No man, taid he, "can ever be cured of
hit tices or his evil passions. Whoever heard
oi a miter moae generous r

i have, ' taia a deep voice at my side, -- a
am S vUiima t.n the vu&Utv ..ol a, nhanirM
ydtVfetfve pronouuceif impoatible Iwos once
a miter I

We all turned towards tho tneaker : I recog
nized him at once as one of the most success
ful dramatic writers of the day, and one
whose liberality was the theme of every
tonguo.

"And who performed this miracle?" inquir-
ed the first sneaker.

"Who! A tear shed by a child!" Here
our attention increased, and we simultaneous
ly drew around the speaker,

"it was in 1834," said he; "I had just given
to the theatre "of La Porto saint Martin, a
drama, which thus far has brought me the
most money, and (,wny snouia i not say ni)
ine most iama as a uramatic writer, a re
ceired bv the same nost two letters from Mar
seilles. One wat from the manager of the
theatre of that city, saying, that to secure the
better performance, and consequent success, of
my now piece, he desired my personal aid at
,i.. .i..,....io Ti .;,;. f k.
trv left the snm to be allowed for my counsel
time and expenses, to be named by myself, but
I must certainty go, and immediately. The
other letter was in these wordt:

'? IhB widow and child ot your late brother
are in siclcneM and nearly dvmg ot want. A
few hundred fraucs would save their lives, and
your presence here w ould reetoi e them back to
health. .

(Signed) ' icTOn Lambert. .M. D
"1 said to von at first, and I do not shrink

froui repeating it, (for 1 can now make the
avowal without suumc.l mat waa ine miuy
heart ol tne demon oi avarice, i ne pny.i-cian- 't

letter put mo in a rage, and 1 crushed
and tore it in pieces but the proposal from
the manager reqmreu an imuieuiuie .mwtr,

,,,! I eim:tHil the very next dav for Marseilles.
Mv ionrncv was ouo long sum in addition. 1

noted down to a centime my oxdcuacs 1 esti
mated the value of every hour of my tiino I
fixed upon the sum to be asked for my advice

each Word was wciu;iieu uu iiau il jirieu,
aud nothing was omitted by which I conld
swell up the amount of my demands. My
poor sister-iu-la- 1 thought ot as little as
possible, aud whon her image, in tickuess and
novertv. did lorce uscii noon uiy uiouiurv, a

qnicKlv nnmsncu it. " : n ,

it was' infamous, for 1 had long ago inten
tionally mv noor Kinswoman.

"Years before the period in qnestlon, I had
letter from niv only brothor. (a

snilor. now. alas ! buried ill the
ocean.) iufonuing ma that he was deeply in
love with, aud about to marrv, the daughter
of a fisherman, wno wouia nrinR nun a vaiua-bl- e

dowry, made up of an cxeellaut heart,
. . ...1' .1 L t

a lino person, eyes oi mi nieairai ""'',
and an entire nbsceuce of ready money. To
this letter I had replied as follows:
"TP Yon are in love, it appears, aud yon would

marry a foolish girl who has tho rare merit of
being poorer than yourself . Bo happy with
your mermaid, if yon can, but between our-
selves you are going to do a very foolish
thing if not too late, areax it oil. Auien l

"This letter was short but not sweet.

"Mv tinty-r- . wat a native of Norman
dy, which implies, as we all know, that she
was extremely prouu; wu uo ae ucsiucb,
virtuous, resolute, aud especially, headstrong.
She aever forgot this unfeeling letter, and at
heart she nourished n deep-seate- d contempt
for the writer. When, therefore, her husband
perished at sea, when without support, without
hope for the future, she found herself reduced
to penury, and iu sickness, she determined to
sutler everything, even death itBelf, rather
than seek my aidand she might have died
without writing to me without pardoning me

which certainly wouiu naveoeen very aeaa-ttron- g,

not particularly wise, and not at all in
Christain-l&- e spirit but she was not alone

in her destittitron she had a child, a lovely
little girl, who lay en the miserable bed with
her dying mother, daily wasting away, and
enduring tbe pangs of hunger with the resig-
nation of an angel. Notwithstanding all fier
obstinacy, my sister-in-la- w loved her child
with a mother's dotinsi fondness, and she soon T

saw that if she would save its life, an effort J
must be made to soften tha heart of the cruel
brother. She made tha avowal to her phyvi-- 5
cian, a aud charitable man, who
had already ascertained that poverty waa tha t
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longer reasoned, Ifelt, and giving way to the
happiness of being guided by the heart alone,
1 placed my hauii upon the child's head, and
in a fervid and solemn tone, exclaimed, "I call
Heaven to witness, that here, iu thy mother's
presence, I do swear to be to thee as a lather!
and never daughter was more tenderly loved,
than I will love thee, my child?" Ah! I could
" Bill yon had seen the mother wheu she heard
these words. Her eyes appeared to gleam
with light, her features were radiant with joy,
her breast heaved convulsively, and she tried
to speak, bnt there was no sound, not a word
could she ntter. The physician was alarmed,
and we feared she would actually die of joy.
But joy seldom kills she soon breathed more
freely," and tears came to her aid. "Brother.'
taid she "I have wronged you," she added
much more which I would not hear. I believe
(Heaven pardon mo.) she would have asked
forgiveness for my brutality towards her it
would have overwhelmed me with remorse.
I interrupted her thanks by saying that in her
feeble state, she ought to avoid the exertion of
talking. The physician, who was of my opin-
ion, enjoined silence and quiet, and after giv.
uig some directions, was about to take leave
df his patient, when I called him aside, and
bunding him my purse, desired mm to take
the necessary measures for her immediate

knew no person iu Marseilles, and
the worthy man took upon himself the task of
finding a suitable residence. 'Though,' said
he, 'I fear she will not need it loug.' 'If
but for a day,' said I, 'it will be one day
snatched from years of misery,' That very
evening everything was accomplished, and tho
next day found us in the occupancy of a small
nousc, ucautuuuy situated in ine miuBi oi
trees and flowers, and near the
" There, during three minths. 1 clung to tbe

hope thatiny sister-in-la- might regain her
health, and for a time 1 had good reason to in.
dulgc iu the expectation. She was ever calm
and tranquil; she would smile sweetly as I
would forget my fifty years, my grey hairs,
and become a child again, to please the being I
had sworn to love aud cherish; but alas! my
hope was not to be realired her struggle with
poverty and disease had been of too long dura-
tion; the sources of life were exhausted, and
medical science, with) the tenderest care, could
uot avail. She well knew that her life was
drawing to its close, and she contemplated the
melancholy certainty with Moiy resignation.
ii sue rarely ptte, ci net approacsusus vr J
was to spare our wars. ' - ,"

"The fatal tour arrived bnt too soon. It
was one of those moonlight nights, so beautiful
in that climate, w hen the mild sea air,

"That cools the twilight ol" the sultry air,"
came gently iuto the room. Seated between
her dear child and myself, she seemed to ea-- j

iy the freshness of the breeze, wheu her baud
convulsively grasped miue, nnd I turned
quickly towards her. Her face was white as
marble. Looking tint at the child aud then
at me, with caliri serenity in her counte-
nance, she said, 'Your kindness, dear brother,
has made the close of my life happy. 1 die
without pang, for you will love my child.'
She ceased sneaking." and soon was uo more.
Shall I avow it? Her death to me had noth-
ing of the terrible of the appalling? In her
last words, in her calm serenity, in the ray
of hope brightening her features as she passed
away, there was a mysterious, an unseen
power, which seemed to say, I go to a better
tmrld, it was not the eternal sleep succeed,
ing life's fitful ferer, but the dawning of a
joyful day.

Vfrom" that honr my brother's child has
been mine, our joys and sorrows are inter-
mingled, and to her happiness I have devoted
inylife. Her beauty anil loveliness have in- -'

creased from year to year. Tho joyous smile
and tho words of sweet welcome which ever
await my return to my once lonely dwelling,
are now more dear to me than all the world
beside.

"Like tho dew-dro- p which falls npon the
bud and expands the flower, that precious
tear has opened my heart to claims of kin-dre-

nnd of man upon his fellow-ma- and
the flinty-hearte- d and grasping miser of for-
mer dnvs" is no longer the degraded being who
would liavo bartered his very soul for a bag
of gold.'; t

A Happy' Retort. An instance of Irish
readiues at repartee occurred the other day at
the Capitol, which is too good to be lost.

Certain members of Congress, finding the
debates rather dry in the House, stepped out
to refresh their th'irsty spirits at Casansh's re-

fectory, which is conveniently contiguous. As
thev liassodout. thev saw some eight or nine
laborers, harnessed to a sled, hauling a stone
about heavy enough for one horse, while one
acting as driver, leisurely walked along side.

(All tho laborers are on a ner diem allow.
Slice, as well as the members.)

Pausing to witness this operation which
teemed to present a parallel to their own ar-

duous labors iu the public service one of the
members addressing "the driver," said

"Well, friends, you arc making yourselves
horses, I sec!"

"Yes." was tbe nronint rejoinder, and bv
the powers its a mighty sight better than mak-
ing asses ol onrselvee, as some of yon are do
ing up there."

The prevailing report is, that the conversa
tion abruptly closed, and every man of that '

party patronized Casparis to the extent of two
juleps instead of one. Southern Press.

A zealous divine out south, who had no.
ticcd with pain the continual absence from,,
church of a gentleman, for many rears a eon- -
stant worshipper, met his negro servant, and
inquired why his master no longer attended
aivine service.

"He fac is, massa's been very bad, sah, andIje fraid he's gitin' wus."
"Is it possible?" said the minister in alarm,

"can it be possible he has thrown aside the
light of Christianity, and become a flounderer
ia the dark, cheerless bogs of socialism?"

"No, sah, wns an' dat," replied the black,
with a mournful shake of the bead.

"I was ever afraid," said the venerated gen-
tleman, sadly, "his classic lore would too de-

votedly incline him to heathen mvthology; ha
may, perchance, hare become afflicted with
the mental delnsion of pantheism." k

"Waster still," muttered the black, dog-
gedly. i.

"Alas," groaned the preacher, "then he has
become lost in tha dark abyss of atheism)"

"No, sah, athyism isn't a circumstance he'a
got de rheumalIsm" -

.e i.
Edvi Forrest, Msq. the tragedian, was - ,

alted to the degree of Royal-Arc- h Mason last "
week, in Metropolitaa Chapter. No. 140, of '
New York.
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THE WORLD'S CHANGES.

The Solemn Shadow that heart in his hands
The conquering Scythe and the (lias of Sands,
Paused once on hi. (light when the sunrise ihnnt
On a warlike city's tower, of .tone;
And he aaked of a panoplied soldier near
"How limn has thi. fbrtressed city heen here?"
And the man looked up, Man's pride on hi. brow

The city .tandt here from the aires of old;

And as it was then, and it is now,
So it will endure till the funeral knell

Of the world lie knolled, '

At Eternity's annals .hall tell,
And after a thousand years were o'er,
The Shadow paused o'er the spot once more.

And vestige was none ot a city there,
But lakes lay blue, and plains lay bare, '

And the marshaled com stood high and pale.
And a Shepherd piped of love in a Tale.

"Howl" spoke the Shadow, "can temple and tower
Thus fleet, like mist, from the morning hourt"
But the shepherd shook the locks from his brow

"The world is filled with sheep and corn;
Thus was it of old, thus is it nowi

Thus, too, it will he while noon and tun '

Rule night aud morn,
For nature and life are one,"

And after a thousand Tears were o'er,
The Shadow paused o'er the spst once mora.

And lol Irsjlhe room of the meadow-bod- .

A sea foamrM far over saffron sands.
And flashed in the noontide bright and dark,
AbiI tiH lubm his nt from a bark:

Howl" marvelled the Shadow, "Where then it the
plain

Ann whftra be the acres of golden grail""
But the fisher dashed off the salt spray from his brow

"The waters begirdle the earth aiway.
The sea ever rolled as it rolleth now;

What babblest thou about grain nd fieluV
By night and day i

Man looks for what Ocean yields."
And after a thousand years were o er,
The shadow paused over the spot one more.

And the rnddy rayt of the eventide V
Were gilding the skirts of a forest wide; '

The mos. on the tree, looked old, so oldl ,
And valley and hill, the ancient mould " .
Was robed in sward, an evergreen cloak;
And a woodman sung as he felled an oak, '

Him asked the Shadow "Rememberest thou -
Any trace ol a sea where wave those trees'".

But the woodman laughed: Said he, "I trow,
It oaks and pine, do flourish and lull, f

It i. not amid seas;
The earth is ons forest all." .

And after a thousand years were o'er.
The Shadow paused over the .pot once more.

And whit saw the Shadow? A city again.
But peopled with pale mechanical men, t
With workhouse, filled, and prisons, and marts,
And faces that spake exarainate hearts.
Strange picture and sadl was the Shadow's thoughts
And, turning to one ot the Ghastly, he sought
For a clue in words to the When and the Ifow

Of the ominous change he now beheld;
Hut th man unliftnd his n brow

"Chancel What was Life ever but Couflitt and
Change?

From the nges of old
Hath affliction been widening its range."

"Enonrhl" said the Shadow, and passed from the spot:
At last it le vanished, the beautiful youtn

Of the earth, to return with no
All changes have chequered Mortality's lot;

But this is the darkest tor Knowledge nnd Truth
Are but golden gates to the Temple ot Sorrow!

LAST NIGHT 07 JAMES WATSON'S
HONEYMOON. ;

The helmsman steered the ship moved on.
jAt4mi Vina.

It was the evening of Thursday, the 11th of
September, 1861. ilj dear Lucy and I had
been spending the last week of our honeymoon
at Broadstairs, where we had been lodging atm i ii j ii - iuuftuuin a inco: ouu ua una, uur last evening,
the two Miss Frozen, old school-friend- s of
lucy t, wno happened to be stopping at Broad -
svairs iw, uruppou in to tea.

i was not curious men, nor am 1 euriout
now, about my wife's little confidences and
secrets. Females will irossin amnnir them
selves and have secrete men hare I Thyself
1. TL .. . 1. . i r ijiBvo. luuowa uibuj miua wail's a no not
tell Lucy; and I can quite cheerfully allow it
to be the same wim nor. i despise the bin-ban-

who try to graft th Paul Pry upon the
Borneo. It shows pitiful ambition, I think,
for any human being to endevor to become the
depository of another' secrets, whether he
calls himself priest or lover; and far worsa to
endeavor to become rulor, or guardian, or
keener of another's mind. Every one hat a
separate and independent existence; and should
keep it so. Individuality never ceases; and
whoever strives to persuade another to confess
to him is, I consider, an impostor, and should
be treated accord ingly . Our wives do not be-

come one and indivisible with us in spirit, be.
cause we are tied together in the body. We
shall be in units aftor death, however we may
be united here.

I thought, therefore, that Luc; might like
to have a little private chat with her old
tehoo) fellows, and said to. She laughed and
did not deny it. Accordingly. I resolved to
take a stroll after tea; and at about half want
eight o'clock, I left the house, and .walked
down toward the pier, .'

I had, however, another motive. This, at
above, waa the last night of our marriage trip.
1 was about to return to town aud
wished to think over a few matters relative to
the world of business to which 1 belonged. - ,

It had been a fine but rather boisterous day;
mw,A thnmrh thwind had now somewhat fallen.
the sea still ran high. The sun had set among

xlmul. and th Wftat h.f-wi- and tha i

weather-unwis- e amateurs both taking their
sue from the boatmen ol the piaee taoos

fin--t dieAee to be, vmud, aud to this end he
hnd contributed his small, but insuffieicii
aid, for be was nearly as poor as his patient
j ne pnysieiaus oi mo poor possces every ta.
icui out mac ui geiuug pnia lor men' servi
ees.

' It was this excellent man nlio took upon
niniscu me tam oi willing to me; nnu, on
my arrival at .Marseilles he was waiting for nic
iu the eoach-otfic- o yard. As 1 had not re
plied to his letter, be hnd nrotmmcd. in the
simplicity of his heart, that I would of course
come, (rcncrous hearts are always thus in
fliiciiccit ; they judge from themselves and
bclievo iu goodness. Ho hastened to meet
me, saving:

" ' You have lost no time, mv dear sir : vou
foresaw that delay would bn equivalent toa
sentence oi aeaui. uou win reward you ior
the good act.' '

"This unmerited praise was bitter, but 1 had
not tho magnanimity to say it wos undeserved

and what man ever refused to be fluttered?
What ass but would pass for a lion?

"My first vitit, which I had determined
should bo to tbe manager of the theatre, was
made to my bistcr-in-la- I found her in the
miserable garret of a dilapidated house, situ-
ated in a narrow street, w ith not even a ray of
sunshine to cheer her lonely hours. Near
the bed, with its scanty covering, was a little
girl ehohttd large and lustrous-eyes- , arched
eyebrows already finely formed; her hair, pro.
fuse and in careless ringlets, so beautiful in
childhood, encircled regular features, full of
intelligence, and stamped with that serious re-

signation which early suffering gives to the
countenance. Oh! how sweet was that child
even then, and how eloquently her thin, pale
cheek, plead for hcrl I gazed npon her silence

I began to feel that there is iu childhood an
irresistible attraction, a fascination, which wc
feel and acknowledge, although our hearts may
have been for a e closed to every bene-
volent or tender emotion. I longed to clasp
the dear child iu my arms, but sordid avarice
whispered, ifijmuffr your heart to be touch-
ed with pity von are tost 1 felt that I should
incur obligations which during mv whole life
I had studied to avoid. 1 should be compell
ed to relieve effectually the accusing misery
which surrounded me. Like one who sees an
abyss at his feet, I recoiled at tho thought.
The bcuovolent physician could not compre-
hend my detestable selfishness, and he

mv demeanor the effect of
pity. The'oold hesitation of a miser atf the
sight of suffering he would avoid, would fly
from, he supposed the emotion of a softened
heart. A melancholy smile irradiated his
features. Approaching me more closely, he
pressed my hands in his with warmth, and
said:

"The sight of so much miscrv, I tee, affects
you deeply. In our profession, if we would do
our duty, we mutt become bnt too familiar
with tuch scenes; you, however, are the only
physician wantcdhere let ns go nearer."

"We went closer to the bedside. I was in a
cold sweat, for shame was at work at my heart,
aud my mean and sordid subterfuges tortnr
ed me.

"When my sister-in-la- saw me so neat
her bedside, sue arose with uilticuliv and i

un iu the bed. leaning upon the physician
arm. Thero was visible in her countenance
both pride and resignation; she would have
commanded nut sue aiu not oare to command
aud it was a painful task to ask aid and pro
tectiou from the only person in the whole world
sno nan aespisea. one uiu not, tnereiors,
descend to solicitation, but trembling with
emotion, she pointed with her attenuated fin-

ger to her child, saying, in heart-breaki-

tones, "My poor child will soon be mother-less!- "
' This simple but powerful apppeal to

my compassion uiu not conquer my stuooorn
heart. J carefully avoided looking at tne cbiid,
for fear of relenting, and said, as coolly as 1

could, "Why do you forbode such melancholy
torebodingsr Ion are sun young, ana in tne
care of a skillful physician we ought never to
despair. Any otuer numan neingwouia nave
said, lour brotuer is ncre; ne nas come to
wipe awav your tears, and to make you forget
nu xornier iinworcumess: reiv unuii nun.
for ho will be a father to your child but I
said no such thing I had but one wish, to
0V. Oh! worship of the goldeu calf, how
tlinty-heartc- how infamous it makes us:
Whilo thus undecided in what manner to effect
the shameful retreat I meditated, the sweet
child, who had steadily fixed her eyes upon
mv iron countenance ami appeared more sur- -

Ensed thau abashed, coming close to me, took
mv hand, pointed to the foot of her

mother s oca, ana, in tne most toucning ac
cent, said:

Sit down there, vou are so tall I can't
kiss you, if you don't take me in your lap."

"1 sat down, aud she climbed up to a scat
nnon mv knees. The mother scoiug this.
clasped her hands and raised bcr eyes to Heav-
en as if iu prayer. I'or myself I felt that the
decisive moment nau arrived, and i cased my
heart ia triple steel, "What is this woman
and what it this ehild to me?" thought i 'I
am under no promise to support them they
have no legal claim upon me they cannot
obligo me to feed thcin my riches, so loug
and so patiently toiled for, are mine, yes, mine
alone---th- e future ia dark aud uncertain; to
give away a part even, would be foolish aud
imprudent." In short, I gave myself all the
excellant reasons which tha love of hoarding
can bring so triumphantly into the field ot
argumeut. My resolution once taken, I re-

solved to bo firm, and calling to my aid a sa-

vage scowl, I looked steadfastly in the face of
thechild. She, too, looked in my face steadi
ly aud boldly, and appeared considering iu
what way she could break through the icy
rampart behind whicb. I waa entnacuea. At
length, throwing her little arnu aroung my
neck, the said in her childish manner.

i '"Will yon be my papa? Uhl 1 will love
on so. You look just kke my dear papa, some- -

met he looked cross too; nut ne was to good;
he did look cross I wasn't afraid are yon

good, too?"
"I cannot describe to yon the touching ef.

feet of this artless appeal; yet I faltered not,
bnt making a strong effort to retain my stern
and unyielding aspect, I rudely unclasped her
little arms from around my neck, and w ithont

word in reply, placed ner on ner feet beside
me. in an instant she turned deadly, fright.
fully pale, then a single tear rolled slowly
aown ner msrvio cneen, ana ieu, yet not, npon
my trembling hand. A change, sndden and
entire, cameoverme-T-m- y greedy avarice, my
brutal conduct appeared Wore me in their re,,
Tolting deformity I felt degraded in the
dueU-- -I no longer tried to straggle against tha
principle of gooduess implanted in ns all; I no

on; the wind iile a hti-uu- and ever fresher, at
we got further from the shore; and now the
short waves gradually changed, into that
longer and mure rolling swell, which sets
after stormy weather, botween the Tore- -
lands. j

And still the darkucus was about us: dark
ness and silence too, save for the rushing of
the vessel through the waves. I hail t'reqiienU
ly Bpoken, bnt tho wind drowned my voice, or
my companion wouiu not rcpiy.

A sense of mystery was over me socinrd to
gather dimly round me; and the motion of the
boat, as it plunged and sprang onward, and
the darkness brooding round us, joined with
the strange silence of the helmsman, to rouse
a kind of vague terror in my heart! Who
could ho bo?

Among the people at tho little watering
place, wore several acquaintances. The Miss
Viazert' brother was there a wild, holtor-tkolt- er

fellow. It might be Henry l'raer.
"What are yon so confoundedly s'ilent for?"

I cried out. "Henry, do you think I don't
know von?"

Still there was no reply.
"Not such a good niirht for a sail as von

thought," 1 shouted, determined that he should
-- BcTr. "It would have been mnch better if we

had not lost sight of the moon."
No answer.
"How long were your tisters to stay with

Lucy?"
St ill no answer.
"I wish you had brought them out too," I

pursued, speak in gat tbe full pitchof my voice;
"we should have had tome talking' then.
Why don't you speak, man."

Not a word.
I strniued my eyes to see him. In vain.

The great cloud still hurried across the skv
It had, however, lifted a little from the hori-
zon, aud a few stars were to be seen beneath,
but no light reached us. I could not even
make out where my companion was sitting;
whether in the stern or close beside me. I
did not know what tackle he had for steering;
he might be at my side.

I strniued my eyes to tee the lights ashore;
they were dim, aud very distant uowl Tbe
North Foreland Light itself was a lone wav
off. and one of tho Goodwin beacons teemed
very near; and the wind rose ever stronger
aaj thabottt sUllilc. qyqx the seat; and null
no sound., were to be hearil bnt tho of 'the
wavet as they bust agains; the prow.

"Confound it!" I cried out at last, "this
passes a joke, llenrv. You arc going out too
tar. I must got bacx to Lucy

Tha words had scarcely left my lipt ere a
sudden tempest of wind swept dowu upon the
boat. With quick dexterity he steered her
rounu into me leein oi me
salvation!---bn- t the boat shook and trembled
all over with the shock, and falling off, sprang
forward again at a frightful speed..

The clond was broken up broken and whirl-
ed away from the face of the sky. In an in-

stant the whole firmament seemed to open be-
fore our eyes in tho. sudden light.- .Not a
vestige of cloud retnained:but the solemn moon
looked down from among the start on the
wild waves, as they fought' and struggled
with tho wind.

1 turned and looked in mv companion's
face. It wat that of Alfred Waters.

Instantly that he saw he was known, he
sprang np, his hideous-- face working with pas.
sion, and while he still held the tiller of the
ruddor firmly with one hand, he noiuted with
the other to the sandswhieb. were so fast
uboiiuk.

It seemed as though ho wished to speak, and
conld not. My tongue, too, appeared to be
tied down in my jaws. I strove, but strove
vainly to any a word. But I also sprang up
from my seat, and made as though I would
advance to mm.

What I intended to do. I did not know; ner.
haps to wrest the tiller from hiin, to turn the
boat right round, .and once more make for
shore. But before I could reach him, some

what, I know not he could not haveSowerit, at least I thodght so struck me down
upon ono of the seats, where 1 remained, as
though fastened to it as though insensible,
uuable to stir a limb for a long time how
long I never knew.

But when I came to luysoll again, and
looked up at him, I saw that lie was onco more
in the stern-sheet- s of tho boat, and seated as
at first. The moon still shone brightly down
upon us the gale still blew; it was a fearful
wiud, and the boat was strained, and leaking
in manv narU. and- the- sea was constantly
.dashing over us. Still ho sat steadily there,
and steered her on toward the Goodwin sands.

Steadily? he sat too steadily there! At
first, when I glanced at his face, and taw its
repulsive features by tho moonlight, and its

Wide open eyes, I thought there was a laugh
nKn it; but it was not so; the shifting of tho
lights and shades, by the motion of the boat,
made this appearance, tie wat not laugning.

I looked again; tha eyes seemed resolutely
fixed on me they appeared to glare from un-

der their shaggy brows; but there was a rigid-
ity about their stare which appalled me. It
never altered it nevor varied. It rises np
before my mind's eyes now I see it still.

And the thought came upon mo like the
lightning flash quick, startling, frightful
that he was deadl And at every glance I gave
toward him, still there seemed the same hor-
ror written in the motionless face and in the
glassy eyes Dead!

I dared notstir;my blood seomed all curlded
in mv veins: and still tha boat rushed on.
The moon was shining high in heaveu, aud
the tempest of wind still raged below. The
ea, lashed into higher and higher waves, rose

in masses under eur very teet; and wocn we
nvemeu w ij noom yj S1UK 1UVO ma Kicyib
smooth trough, we were suddenly raised on
Alga again raised into the full blast, to sink
once more, and raise and sink again.

Bnt suddenly . as wa reached the summit of
a great wave, I looked out seaward, and taw
uo woodwia beacon-lig- close by. The mil
horror of my situation rashed upan me.' It
was his revenge the dead was fulfilling the
last with of the disappointed man. We should a
at all events- - perish together, and if Lncy wai
to live happily, it was not to be any more with
me.'1

" 6till we swept onward, ever onward, and
the calm moon looked upon ns while we rushed
toward destruction. was there
no means of escape left; then? Must I die?
Must all these fair s, all be swal-
lowed bp, and iu a few short moments, too, by
the great monster, Death! Was thcra no way
of escape? ,

Yesl With wild scream I threw off tha

i

it.

of London life, wa do not feel the want of
frioudship. It u, indeed, sometimes in the
way; we have not time to attond to it. 's

statement, "that if a man have not a
friend, he may as well quit the stage," does
not apply in modern Babylon. An acquaint-
ance u quite as useful often more so quite
as amusing, and more easily parted with; far
more if there is any chance of
a reinrn.

My intercourse with Alfred Watert had
been pleasant, and for a time I regretted that
it was broken off. But. aftor all. I could do
very well without him; and when I fouud that
nis caimncm naa merged into Hostility, my
feelings changed altogether.

l'roui a paragraph in one of my partner's
letters, it seemed that my late friend had taken
an of fonsive attitude in regard to some train- -
actions between our respective houses.

Now I am not easily angered, but I am not
to bejtrifled with. Twill bear a good deal
patiently; but once excited, 1 am not easily
Pacified. This conduct of Alfred Waters had
been much on mv miud. and now. as 1 recon
sidered maters, tlio double sittinir of it seemed
more bitter than beforo, and I resolved to re
sent it.

I was thinking mv thonrhta at full irallnn
on this as well as other thinirt. us 1 ant on h
jetty, when tuddenly, as I thought, a boat

ft"u"s ""i"" pier, aim i was hailed
from it in a voice which was familiar, but
whose it waa I could not recollect.

"James Watson, it callod,- - .''are you name
It's iust the tim fnr . .oYl

gloriout breoie and a bright moon I Come
Will YOU?" Aud tha boat u,u linn ... i

,uu, uu mo uui uiomeni was betide
Alio. r , ....

At first I Was anirrval beinnrli.turhn4. Vtv- .- : i .. r. ; ''" looimg itjimieiu a moment. It wat still
blowiuiT very fresh: thero seemed a mrt r
romance aoout me invitation and the scheme
altogother; above all, it wat d in
the sailor to think of me. Yielding, there-for- e,

to these, or other impulses rather acting
as if in voluntary I rose,' stepped down, and
naa aouaruiite lltueerait. '

I tat down whore I could: bnl mv nmniMnlnn
had to get the boat into the wind once more,
ana as tnesau baa snuted it nearly swept me
iram joy Km, lr nen a recovered iron, the
sudden shock, the little vessel waa senddina
away before the wind, the crisp waves wera
foamiug and fretting against it at it flew
along; every thing around seemed fall of life
aud joyous. , .

1. turned to look at my companion, but
large heavy cloud had suddenly risen up to
the heavens, and floated across the moon, and
shut her light away. I could sea nothing but
the white sail above rat, and the lights on
shore, and a few dim stars in the distant sky,

an cite waa suaueniy aars arouna
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