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Don't Mention Her Hame to Me. 

BY ALL1E OAKWOOD. 

Don’t mention her name to me! 
No, darling, never—never! 

It wakens painful memory, 
I wish would sleep fotever ! 

That name could once unto my heart, 
A thrill of pleasure send— 

I’.ut now I'd curse, yet cannot hate, 
Where once I claimed a friend. 

In times that are forever past, 
Ilow dear it was to me:— 

Then if you love me, darling, 
Don't breathe her name to me. 

Don't mention her name to me! 
No, darling, never —never ! 

I'd have it banished from my mind, 
Forever and forever! 

• 
If 1 could teach my heart to hate, 

It would not suffer so ; 
But never in this wretched life, 

Will I forget my this wo. 

Oppress’d with bitterness of thought, 
I fear 'twill ever be ; 

Then if you love tne darling. 
Don’t breathe her name to mp. 

(From N V Mirrut) 

SEVASTOPOL. 
Out from the icy North, 
Wild tumults thunder forth; 
And where the echoes roll, 
Shrieks many a warrior’s soul, 

Sevastopol! 

Sevastopol ! Afar, 
A dread, portentious star! 
O star, what seest tlinu there, 

Down through the murky air ?— 
Death, doom, despair! 

Vesuvius of wrath! 
Fierce Moloch's blast'd path! 
Yea star, thou sayest well — 

Thou seest where Satan fell !— 
Thou seest Hell! 

O Bard of Britain's isle, 
Pipe the loud lay the while; 
But no heroic state, 
Shall bring the great and brave, 

Back from the grave! 

Alas! Balaklavac ! 

Weep mountain, vale, and sea ! 
U»ss, Albion taiwl (haul, 
One mighty dirge for all; — 

Sevastopol! 

A Fragment 
And may the wicked who refuse 

To pay the printer's bill, 
Be forced to travel without sheer, 

Right up a flinty hill! 

And never may they turn about. 
Or sit down on a rail, 

Until the money they shell out 

tv And send it on by mail. 

Irlrrtfii. 
iFioru he LffuJou Court Jpura.ii 1 

MY DEAR LAV INI A. 

‘Take care of your head below, Mr 
Horncastle.’ 

‘Yea, take care of your head, indeed, 
and high time, too, when the stones come 

rattling about one as though the old 
Rhenish castle Were tumbling to pieces.’ 

‘I say, Stephen, mind what you’re at; 
just come down there’s good fellow, and 
give us a lift out of this precious place.— 
1 can t get up again. 

The echo of my own voice was the on* 

ly response, and the laughter of my com- 

panions sounded hollow and mocking in 
the distance, as they followed our guide 
to the distant parts of this old ruin, on 

the lop of a rock, upon the banks of the 
Rhine, in the autumn of 1846, on a very 
warm day indeed. Perhaps, however, 
1 had better relate to the reader of this 
narrative that we were party of six, fresh, 
very fresh, from London ; that I was then 
a gentleman of forty-four, was in compa- 
ny with dear Lavinia, (to whom 1 was 

engaged,) dear Livinia's mamma and 
pipa, her cousin Stephen, and a friend of 
her cousin, Mr. Valentine St. George. 

To return to myself, 1 had every rea- 
son to believa id the sincerity of my own 
attachment for dear Lavinia, and that it 
was perfectly reciprocal; although in- 
deed some kind friends had hinted that 
Livima was a divinity, and that 1 was 
too round is the figure, loo bright and 
shiny on the top of the bead, and rubi- 
cund in the face, to lay claim to any such 
title as that which I gloried in; and that 
we were, moreover, to different in our 

tastes to assimilate well, for while I dip- 
ped with avidity into antiquarian lore, 
she was all poetry and sentiment; the 
only thig therefore that could unite us. 

was my money. Base insinuations all 
it which I was deeply indignant. Bui 
I forgot, 1 have, as I said before, beer 
left in the year 1846, in the autumn, in a 

hot day, in an awkward predicament, in 
the old castle on the Rhine ; for, reader; 
with my rotund and jolly figure I was urn 
able to climb up the sides of the rubbish 
that had accumulated from the broken 
walls during many years, without ) help- 
ing hand, although I had descended with 
marvellous rapidity and ease. 

While 1 was in this situation my corn- 
pan ions, who were visiting the rooms 
above with dearLavinia, anu had fancied 
that my stay here was voluntary, were 
either amusing themselves hy chucking 
little pieces of loose cement and rubbish 
down upon me, or it had loosed of ilsell 
while in contact with their feet. I am, I 
must add, naturally nervous and timid 
and this made me feel the full unpleas- 
antness of my position, as may be gath- 
ered front my earnest appeal to the par- 
ty lend me a hand to extricate myself. 

But now farther and farther away 
went the voices, and 1 could hear those 
ol dear Lavinia and the handsome friend 
of cousin Stephen, Mr Valentine St 
George, in high and mirthful chorus. At 
this sound for the first time in my life, 1 
felt a strange sensation uuder the left 
side of my waiscoat. It made me feel 
faint and angry, and in an instant 1 be- 
came aware that 1—1, Mr David Morn- 
castle—was. yes, jealous of dear Lnvinia 
and my suspicions were immediately 
strengthened by the recollection of innu- 
merable little acts of attention, pointed 
and particular, which had been gracious- 
ly accepted by her. 

A >-1 _i.i_i.. wi_ _ 

dear rosy, dimpled face, with the float- 
ing ringlets, and laughing blue eyes, be- 
long to one that was false—blue eyes 
false, loo—it was against my own con- 
science, and every written authority, 
poetical and romantic, to believe it ! 

“No,’ thought I, ‘Mr David Horncasl- 
le, you will here pntiont|y await their re- 
turn; do not fear the slim figure, glossy 
black hair and moustache, of Mr Valen- 
tine St George, and you can, in the mean 

time, seat yourself at the edge of this 
ruin, here, where a hole has been broken 
in the wall, and where the bright and 
glorious sun that ripens the Klienish 
grape, and gladdens the hearts of the 
poor travellers trom Cockaign, can shine 
upon you ; and you have moreover, an 
excellent view of the old eastle, and can 

gratify your antiquarian propensity by 
studying the motley style ol architecture 
and the curious arratiginenl of the old 
battlements.' 

Said and done ; anil Mr David Horn- 
castle’s legs are dangling through the 
hole at the exterior of the loin, 
over the thick and bushy foliage. 

It was a glorious sight,—these old 
walls. There was a rude attempt at ar- 

chitecture, which sufficiently showed, ev- 
en at the early and barbarous age when 
the castle was constructed, that the Ger- 
manic people were iftbued with a taste 
for art which, with cultivation, had grown 
into that rare excellenco in, ana high 
feeling lor, artistic works which so gteat- 
ly distinguishes them in the present day. 

I had sat some quarter of an hour, 
lost in such like agreeable antiquarian 
thoughts, the which 1 was treasuring 
carefully up in my mind, so that I might 
be abie to give them to our club when l 
once more returned to the great metrop- 
olis. 

It was warm, even sultry, and the 
weather began to exercise a somniferous 
influence over me, and for fear 1 should 
drop off to sleep in this dangerous posi- 
tion, I was about to abandon my seat, 
when my eye caught sight of a small red 
figure in a niche in the corner of the 
building, which I had not observed be- 
fore. It was a singular little object, but 

upon the opposite and corresponding por- 
tion of the building, where there was a 

like niche I supposed that there must 
have been a similar figure there in for- 
mer times; it was a droll little customer 
about four feet high. Upon my word, 1 
thought, it’s very like Bagshot, of the 
Dunniebrown Militia—ha! ha! what a 

whimsical idea. Egad I'll make a draw- 
ing of it, and produce it at the club— 
won’t there be a roar! Why, the little 
wretcli has got a cocked hat and a littla 
skewer ofa sword. Out came paper and 
pencil, and 1 went to work forthwith. 
My little gentleman advanced rapidly. 
Now for that comical note, it shades the 
Ilgill ui IIIC aw—11W, UVH.VI •• a 

on the other side—poah, it's turning up. 
The face is grinning, winking, squinting 
laughing—it's pointing at me, takes off 
its cocked- hat and makes a polite bow 
Off Ms David llorncastle, while you are 

a sound man ia mind and limb. No; I 
cannot stir—a clean seat, nothing stick- 
ing, eh?*- still 1 can't budge a alep—he 
fascinates me, the ltttle,herrid red mons- 

ter’ with the glaring, squinting, stsrinng 
eyes. ‘1 hope I see you well, Herr Dav- 
id Horooipe'1 

‘llorncastle, sir if, you please"—! 
could not resist the answej. I am part- 
icular about my name; my family was 

connected with the Horncastles who. 
came over at the time of William the 
Conqueror. 

“Oh! excuse me, M. David llorncastle, 
said my little gentleman, in a soil tone 
with a funny inerry laugh, that made me 

less afraid of him, ‘I have taken a fancy 
to you, air; you are an antiquary, and I 
see you have a little teeling for those 
good old times which 1 lived in, a long 
lime ago,’ and he gave a sigh so dee p 
and hollow that lie brought down a con- 

siderable portion of loose cement, and / 
was afraid he would toppl e over into the 

abyss below, with the excitement of his 
feelings. 

"Oh, don’t be alarmed about me,’said 
the little red man, seeing my anxiety "I 
am above such accidents and triAes as 
that ; I’ll convince you of that, for I'll 
just come round to you." 

And in the twinkling of an eye, before 
1 could say "don't* he was by my side,he 
sat down by me at ouce, and held out 
his hand to shake hands—1 was too 
much afraid to decline the proffered 
stony gripe; but his friendly feeling did 
not stop here, for he placed his other 
arm lovingly round my shoulder in true 
German fashion. 

"This is jolly,’ said he, after a mom- 

ent, "to sit beside a chap like vou ; one 
who knows pretty nearly all about us. 
Aint this a fine view? Rare stuff grows 
in (hat corner under the castle, many’s 
the glass that has warmed my heartily 
days gone by,' and he made a clucking, 
gurgling noise with his throat, as though 
he was taking a quart thereof at least. 

“Ah!" said he with a sigh, 'it does 
me good to think of those times. Do you 
see the place I mean, old boy?’ 

‘Yes Herr Knight,'said 1 diffidently, 
although rather offended at his familiar- 

I ity and want of respect. 
"Nonsense, David,' said lie with a 

wink of his eye, I wasn’t a knight ; for, 
like a good many other fellows who wear 

swords, eocked hats, and uniforms, I was 
no soldier. No, Horncsstle, my boy, I 
was the tool of the castle ; give me your 
hand again, brother—1 lived along with 
the Graf von Feurspuckenberger and his 
■amity lor lortj long years, mi one nignt 
the Graf and I were going over the 
draw-bridge tliut separates one side ot 
the castle, over the ravine, from the other; 

11 think we had taken about twenty bot- 
tles of the best Fe rspu''.enuergershei- 
mer of the good year of me comet 1211, 
and 1 was ve, y funny, but was walking 
on, and as steady as 1 am now, when 
somehow 1 forgot my usual caution, and 
that the draw-bridge was up, and taking 
a step in advance of my lord, 1 went 
souse to the botlom of the ravine. 1 
needn't tell you, David, that flesh and 
blood couldn't stand that, and my breath 
was knocked for ever clean out of iny 
b- Iv. Graf Fetnsouckenberger was in- 

.olab>e, and iiuu me fished up, and 
sent to Cologne for a grjat sculptor, who 
was ordered lo make a statue of me, 
which was forthwith stuck up in one of 
the niches, and I hate, from this spot, 
beheld all the chances which have occur 

ted to the good old castle and its inhabi- 
tants, and have never failed lo give them 
a hint and warning when any danger 
was likely to happen lo 'them, and a: 

last 1 was well known to the family as 

(he spectre of the little red man. 

lie ceased, and was quite overcome 

for some time by bis feelings, and was so 

long quiet that 1 thought he had turned 
to stone again, and was just on the point 
of going away arid leaving him, when he 
looked up with a wicked leer, and said, 
"llorncastle, uy boy, I ask you ten thou- 
sand pardons for boring yon with this 
melancholy history. It wasn’t for this I 
came to you, but I knew you would like 
to see something of tliis castle, and I have 
a miad lo oblige you. Would you—?" 

“Certainly.” 
“There, then, take that,” and saying 

which in a trice he divested himsetf of 
his cap, cloak and sword, with which he 
attired me, and he had no sooner buck- 
eted on the belt of the last named article, 
than I became instantly aware that 1 was 

endowed with the powers of my com- 

panion. My eyes grew dim ; the present 
scene closed from before me, and when 1 
again became corscious of possessing the 
power of vision, the aspect of the whole 

country was changed, and such a: it had 
exhibited in days long since passed, even 

at a period anterior to the famous year 
of the comet, twelve hundred and eleven 
of which my companion had recently 
discoursed. 

The old Rhine was there rushing along 
as it had recently done, hut no stately 
steamers and craft innumerable and of 
all descriptions studded its fair surface. 
The sides of the rocks were barren and 
uncultivated, and looked black and 
frowning, while the whole of the other 
part of the country presented one huge- 
imus of thick and dark foliage forest 
that descended to the very edge of the 
water, and overhung the stream, casting 
its dark shadows upon its surface. The 
old ruin where 1 had but recently been 
seated was the only habitation visible; 
twi wuii m wviiucriui tins siau 

undergone. It wee e monstrous build- 
ing, Jerk, massive, frowning, and sol- 
emn, with no sign of life about It, save 
on the walls of the last turret, where I 
discovered four rough looking troopers, 
who had ateel caps on and wore bucklers 
of the lame metal on their broad shoul- 
ders, carrying crossbows on their arms, 

and pacing slowly backwards and for- 
wards, occasionally looking over upon 
the atceaaiw or casting a glance at a dis- 
tant tower ia the forest, which was in 
like manner occupied by men who were 

keeping watch on the interior of the 
country. It was a dreary wild looking, 
building, and smacked greatly of the olo 
iVuJal times which I had oncce so much 
delighted in, but seamed scarcely, upon 
this nearer acquaintance, so attractive p» 

I bad depicted to myself. 
"Hans Peter,” as id my companion 

who, perhaps suspected my wandering 
ideas, “you mutt go to Graf Ruprecht; 
he has been wailing for you.” 

“Nonseuse,” I replied looking at him 
somewhat angrily. But what was my 
astonishment to perceive that, with the 

: change of costume, we had clutnged out- 

ward forms ; he was no lower the little 
red man but looked like David Horn- 
castle ; and I, I now observed had a long 
red beard, and nearly as loaf and red a 

nose. 
“Oh!” I screamed, "yoa devil.” 
‘Nonsense, David, ther#a the only 

way you can see life and fashion of the 
middle ages for a short lime. You wont 
mind playing the fool, will yeu? It won’t 
come so hard, you know, Hans Peter. 

‘Hans Peter be hanged.' 
■Nonsense,’ said my companion, who 

really, even though he had assumed my 
own respectable shape,, I roust confess, 
looked a little, round, impertinent, bald- 
headed cockney; ‘it’s only for a short 
time, David, and fur your good. Come 
look out here/ and he unlocked the 
door of the prison-like loooking place in 
which we were confined. There was a 

long, low gallery belore me; it was curi- 
ous and interesting to me as an antiqua- 
rian, and I felt that I should like much 
to study it; but belore I could make up 
my mind as to whether 1 would proceed 
nr go back into the cell, a very rough 
application of my companion’s foot from 
behind propelled me into tie passage, 
and he immediately closed and locked 
the door after me with a loud laugh that 

rang through the passage. I urued round 
in a rage and endeavored to force opeu 
the door, for I would have itfliclcd sum- 

mary punishment on him, bat all my ef- 
forts were unavailing, auiL mv repeated 
entreaties and loud cries Tor help were 
unanswered by a single woid. 

A blow on the head, which l thought 
had knocked my brains out, awoke me 
to a sense of my novel and lrightful po- 
sition. 

'Ilans, you impudent fool,’said a braw- 
ny man-at arms, in cosiparison with 
whom I seemed to be but a nute ol a 

mortal; what art thou tap|>ing at the room 
of tiratchcn for? did'st not hear the horn 
of the Graf? Come, there will be rare 

sport.’ And he gave me a push that sent 
me reeling along the passage. 1 turned 
upon the savage red-haired monster— 

yes, he, too, was red-haired, like the man 
I had seen on the lowers—and I would 
willingly have drawn my sword; but he 
wa9 seized with such a In of laughter at 
the idea, that I felt I was only making 
myself ridiculous in his eyes, or had in- 
voluntarily done something funny. 

‘Well, man, if thou will’sl fight for 
my maiden, let it be after the meat, and 
then our gracious lord and master will 
hm-e snm» cp..rt vvljcll he SCeS U1C Spit 
thee up like a lark.’ 

I was in for misfortune, and cursing 
the horrid little inan in red w ho had be- 
trayed me into misery, after wheeling 
himself into mv good graces. I resigned 
myself to my fate, and strode on as rap- 
idly as my now diminished proportions 
and powers would permit. At any rale, 
l shall see the customs of those times 1 
have so much admired. Tae way was 

dark, and I could not see whither 1 was 

directing my steps, though .hey seemed 
to guide me as if the body were, at least, 
conversant with the route, and independ- 
ent of the will of David Horncastle, Esq. 
alias Hans Peter, its present master. (V 
a sudden the passage grew lighter, I heaid 
the buzz and hum of many vjiees, uliuli, 
grew louder and more boisttrous, until, 
unconscious of a flight of stairs being be- 
fore me, I made a false step, and, burst- 
ing open a door which was ajar, rolled 
into a capacious hall that was tilled with 
men in armour. My sudden and comi- 
cal entrance w-a9 received with a halloo, 
of delight. It was evident I had done 
something funny again in spite of my- 
self. Before I could recover, or had left 
off blushing, which gave a redder hue to 

iny nose and physiognomy, if possible, 
than before, a voice was raised above tire 
din, which pronounced my pseudonym. 
‘Ilans Peter, thou drunken varlet, where 
hast thou been that thou hast lot come 
to greet us alter our long absence? Speak 
man; or thou shall never have i slots of 
wine more to redden thy nose, or a 
trencher whereon thou mayest fatten thy 
squenkiug little carcass.’ 

The voice was gruff, gutleral, gastron- 
omic, and guttling, and 1 looked up in 
terror, at my lord, from whom it proceed- 
ed, and who was sealed at the head of 
the board, alongoiUc of which sat the 
men-at-arms. 

‘Herr Graf,’ said the soldier who had 
followed me, ‘alter looking all over the 
castle, 1 found him beseigingjthe door of 
uratcnen, woo naa evidently been oblig- 
ed lo fasten herself in to escape from the 
little monstor.' 

Another rear saluted iny imaginary 
exploit, and this gave me time and confi- 
dence to look abaci me, It was a vast 
hall, the only light which was admitted 
being from the loop-holes at the side, and 
from three or four holes in the ceiling, 
which also served the double purpose of 
letting out the smoke and letting in the 
wet, as was evinced from the various 
pools ol dirty water which were formed 
about the floor, and which it seemed to 
be nobody's business ever to remove, such 
an idea of comfort being too effeminate 
for the age. Upon the side were hung 
bowa, cross-bows, helmets, bucklers, and 
other impliments of war; the only articles 
of furniture in the place were three or 
four rough forms, and the longjabie at 
which all the retainers of the Graf were 

seated; aud now, for the first time, that I 
dared inspect the physiognomies of these 
men, 1 observed ttat they bad every one 
of them red beards, and nosea of the aame 
rubicund hue. with beards and whiskers 
of formidable size. They were remarka- 
bly like each other, and auv difference 
was only traceable to the copra .with 
k'liich they were disfigured. I now turn 

ed mjr attention to the Graf, who sat ai 
the head of the table, surrounded by 
stone jugs, and before whom a large leg 
of what appeared to be a wild boar, was 

smoking. On each siJe ol him were 

squatted two ferocious looking half inqs- 
tiff, half hull dog kind of dogs. He had 
the same red face, somewhat longer, and 
the same stalwart figure, somewhat more 
stalwart than the rest of Ins numerous 
retainers. 1 advanced slowly to him; 1 
was Hans Peter now, there was no mis- 
take about it, and Hans Peter I must be, 
and 1 began to feel somewhat of Hans 
Peter’s propensities, but at the same time 
corrected and softened by the morality of 
David'Horncastle. Therefore, following 
the impulse of the first-named character, 
I leaped upon the stalwart shoulders of 
one of the aforesaid stalwart retainers, 
and from thence into the middle of the 
table, and turning to the Graf, while the 
men were latlghing at my dexterity, with 
as composed an air as I could, while the 
wretches were tickling the calves of my 
iegs with the points of their knives in 
barbaric fun, 1 raised my arm in the Ro- 
man attitude, which was called number 
five by our disputing society at the club. 
1 thought the effect must be fine and tell 
well upon the barbarous herd; but they 
laughed outright. 

‘Believe me, noble lord and master 
mine I was truly and deeply interested in 
the result of your receilt warlike visit to 

neighbor Stcinkopf, and should, but for 
the charms of dear (Iran-hen. have been 
here to pul the classic question, What 
luck, governor?’ And, having delivered 
myself of this, F stepped up to the table, 
while the men were playlully chopping 
at my feet with their large knives as I 
went along. Oiil what a life was this! 
what times! if ever the spell which— hut 
no matter. My master took hold of me 

by the collar, and roughly seated me on 
a high stool at his side,, which was appa- 
rently reserved for tay especial use, and 
then handing me a huge llagou of nine, 
1, with a natural instinct of Flans Peter, 
buried my nose in its interior lot a con- 

siderable lime, till I began to feel the jui- 
cy tide flowing through every vein and 
warming every corner of my frame.— 
Glorious this, at least, and some recom- 

pense for the barbarous treatment and 
the society in which I found myself. 

But now, while seated by the side ol 

my new master, who was occupying him- 
self deeply with the swinish dish before 
him, the men were impatiently awaiting 
tlietr own turn, and rapping tbeir kuives 
on the board in sign of their mental anx- 

iety; at length a door at the side yyas 

flung open, and six men entered, hear- 
ing smoking pieces of wild hoar on wood- 
en trenchers, which, being placed along 
the table, yvere attacked by all with the 
greatest avidity, and without any cere- 

mony. The meal lasted as long as any 
particle of the hoar itself lasted, and th- 

strong and long potations with which 
they accompanied it worked sensibly up- 
on their not loo sensible minds and qui- 
et dispositions. Th« uproar at length 
awoke the Gral from the semi-dormant 
state in which the discussion of Ins own 
meal and strong wines, had left him, and 
seizing the wooden platter before him 
and discharging it at the head of the 
uoisest of the group, from which it re- 
bounded as from a piece of stone, he 
roared out fur silence, with an oath so 

long and terrible that it made tnu shud- 
der. When this hod been obtained, out 
of respect to a repetition, cl the summary 
process, lie exclaimed* ‘Steiukupf, bring 
forth the prisoners.’ 

A roar of approbation followed from 
the riotous, red-bearded ruffians. Dur- 
ing this proceeding I had sat in breath- 
less suspense, and, when the Graf turn- 
ed round, pretended to be fast asleep, 
not even waking up at the hearty kick 
which he bestowed upon me. The jail- 
er soon returned, followed by two assis- 
tants, one leading, not as 1 expected, 
some bold and powerful young knight* 
who was yvorthy oFlhe Grafs valour, hat 
a tottering old man, whose white hair 
streamed over shoulders that were inca- 

fable ol hearing the weight of armour.— 

inmedialely alter him came a young and 
beautilnl girl, tvlio advanced quickly to 
her father's side, and clasping Ins hands 
seemed to seek tils protection. 

‘Baron Iledrvig,’ said my master, af- 
ter eyeing the pair for an instant, ‘you 
were foolish enough to set me at defiance 
and fancied that you could protect your 
daughter against iny power. You ha.e 
fallen into mv hand. and. indeed, wlmi 
burou that owns a castle on the Rhine 
shall dare to thwart my power? i conde- 
scend once more, though right and might 
are in my hands, to ask your daughter; 
if not, 1 can take her by liirce.’ 

‘1 tell you again, Graf Ruprecht, mm. 
of bloody deeds,' said the old man, in 
faltering accents, ‘1 spurn your olltr; my 
child shall never be yours, though you 
should kill us both on the spot.’ 

The Graf grew more purple with rage 
at this reply, aud, without deigning an 

answer, waved his hand fiercely, while, 
amidst the screams of his daughter, the 
old man was borneaway front the hal! as 

if his retainers at once understood the in- 
tentions of their bloody mister, and h id 
been schooled to them by witnessing 
such scenes befure. A boll was with- 
drawn, and a shutter taken down, which 
gave a view of the exterior of the buil- 
ding, and in an instant after,'we saw the 
old man flung, shrieking, off the top of a 
tower into the ravine below, while his 
daughter, the witnese of hie fate, was 
borne off to some distant abode, to await 
the pleasure uf this horrid old red-beard. 

Viire these,' thought 1 to myself, while 
tnj teeth chattered in my'head, ’the good 

old times oi romance and chivalry o 

; which J have thought so much, and havi 
loved to connect with my antiquuiiai 
studies. Oh, that I were safe on in; 
own score.’ My last thought had beei 
prophetic of the fate that awaited me. 

The Graf was in a right merry mood; 
blood and rapine had always a most hila 
rious effect upon him. He turned round 
to me, seizing me by the back of iny 
nether garments, and hoisting me on it 
the table in front of him; with a grin and 
a ferocious squint he exclaimed, ‘Now 
llaus Peter, wc will arrange your affair. 
When I returned to the casile instead of 
being at your place to receive me, you 
were absent and as I hear, employed in 
some precious peccadillo of your own. 1 
must, once for all, settle you down in life: 
you are too vqjatile, therefore, in favor- 
ing your views upon Gratchen. 1 shall 
prevent your contaminating the morals of 
my troopers, and I am sure that I shall 
be uniting you to one who will be care- 
ful of you, and correct your roving pro- 
pensities, for I know the character ol 
that fair-haired damsel; let her be, called 
at once,’ said he, raising his voice, ‘and 
bring Father Grausaek with her.’ I ap- 
pealed and entreated, but the jovial Graf 
of these good old times, the more 1 show- 
ed iny aversion to be thus summarily dis- 
posed of, was the more delighted at the 
whim that had seized him: and Gratchen 
entered shortly after at one door, while 
the drunken Iriar arrived by the oth- 
er. 

The beauty of Gratchen was of the 
masculine kind; she was more than six 
feet high, large, broad, sturdy, and wild, 
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like the mane of a young coll; she had a 

Ierocious obliqueness ol vision, and was 
led forward with a mock ceremony; but 
not curing to feign even maiden coyness, 
was rejoicing in frightful cnchinnaiions 
of mirth while the ceremony was being 
proceeded with, and at its termination, 
received from lirufa full stoop of^winu, 
ii streamed at one gulp down her capa- 
cious throat. At a sign from her mas- 
ter she shouldered her prize—myself— 
and bore me off in triumph out of the 
hall and along the passage through which 
I had arrived. The door of the cell from 
w hence I had issued into this devilish 
abode of the middle ages, was wide open 
and, struggling hard with the vixen, I 
released myself from her grasp jest he 
fore we reached it, and sprang ihron d 
it, closing it against her with a hang that 
seemed to shake the walls—all was pro. 
foundly dark and perfectly quiet again 
as 1 sank panting into a corner; but in 
an instant after, 1 heard a low laugh from 
the opposite side, and a voice addressed 
mr, which 1 soon recognized to be that 
of the little man in red who had broughi 
me into all my misery, 

•I hope, Mr. David Ilorncastle, the 
slight insight 1 have been the means ol 
giving you into the life and fashion o- 
the Rhine in the middle ages, lias been 
perfectly agreeable, and accortls with 
your antiquarian propensities and syaipa 
tines. You have just passed through ar 

episode of my own life, whereby I becaim 
possessed of a lovely young wife, hu 
was not rid of her so soon as you. Take 
warning, David, and do not he too ready 
to leap into matrimony.’ 

During this speech the litter monster 
advanced from Ins corner, and in a trice 
had dispossessed me ol the mantle and 
other parts of his wardrobe with which I 
had been clad, arid which had workei 
the unseemly change in my way of life. 
1 felt myself once more David ilorncr.S' 
lie, Esquire. 

‘Is there anything mure that 1 can d< 
for you?’ 

•Nothing begone!’ 
'Oh, don’t he .Tumptuous, David.’ 
‘1 say. leave me; have you not suffic 

iently tormented me?’ 
‘i have given you a lecture on nntiqui 

lies; let me tell you something of Lavi 
nia 

‘Monster, breathe that name once mort 
and 1 will annihilate yon,’ said /, grorvr 

I furious, for I saw him, now that my eyes 
had once more become accustomed l< 
the light, grinning at me in the corner. 

•No bad words, David. At parting, 
tell you, you are old and stomachy; rub) 
faced and anti-inacasrnr-hcadeil. Dea 
Lavinia is forced to have you for you 
money by her sordid parents, and refusi 
the man she really loves.’ 

I heard no more. 1 had been the nrc 
of this little grinning demon lor an incal 
culable time, and now, when upon tin 
point of being released from thraldom, hi 
seemed bent upon renewing his tor 
mcuis. 1 could hear it no longer; I flev 
nlhnn, but he laughed loudly and hearti 
!y as I attcinptod 10 move him, and grap 

I pled his cold, stony body; the more I 
lugged, tile more ho laughed. 

Of a sudden, an angry frown assumec 
the plase of the grin, and he said,, ‘Oh, 

I this is really trying mv solidity too mucl 
[ —there, take that; an I accompanying tin 
words with a powerful pedal aclioi 
which was applied to my figure, he pro 
jeeied me completely through the wall of 
the castle; and 1 fell, and kept ou .ailing 
through immeasurable space, till, with ; 

crash, 1 allighled on the ground beueai! 
me, and 1—good gracious, could it In 
possible—I had tumbled from the place 
where I had incautiously fallen asleep 
and during which period theabove dream 
must have passed through my highly ex. 
cited and imaginative antiquarian brain 
tor there stood, in its niche op one side 
of the building, the little figure which 

■had been the cause of ray somnorifk 
woes. 

The height 1 had fallen was about ten 
! feet, but the jerk had been broken by the 

f thick and prickly brushwood upon whose 
sharp points I was now reclining; it 

1 might have been much worse had 1 gone 
a little to the eight, and-the day* of the 
incautious and dreamy David Horncas- 
tle, Esq., cut short in an instant. I was 

preparing to rise from my seat and go in 
search of my companions and dear Lavi- 
nia, who had thus strungely deserted me, 
when I thought 1 heard voices close by 
in low converse. 1 listened; 1 could 
hear the tones were those ol my countiy- 
people, which instinctively suggested that 
the thetne might he one ol interest to 
ine. 

‘It is only a peasant pissing through, 
(he wood, 1 do not hear him now,' said 
a male voice, and none other than (bat of 
Mr. St. Georg*. 

‘Let me entreat you once more to lis- 
ten to me, now that the opportunity off- 
ers.—Surely you cannot, will not cast 
yourself away upon one in every respect- 
so utisuiled to you, aud unworthy «f 
you.’ 

Why did my heart beat like a Nas- 
myth’s hammer? 1 strained every nerve 
to catch the sound ol the voice that 
should utter the reply. 

1 heard a soft buzz, but it was too 

light to reach my ear. I crept slowly 
and noiselessly towards the part fn m 
whence the sound proceeded, till 1 saw a 

blue ribbon floating in the wind. 
‘ludeM, he is the best of men; you 

misiake Mr. Horncastie.' 
Ah! it was dear Laviaia, and my quick 

perception immediately caught at the 
sense and subject of the ir discourse. It 
must be myself, and Mr. St. George was 
nreafiinor lir-r to rlisr.anl me while she u-hs 

undertaking my defense aga i'—t him. 
1 listened again. 
‘He has been so kind to my parents, 

to our whole family, and i esteem him 
for his goodness of heart. 

Ah, I thought so, dear Lavinia! in 
another instant I should have jumped 
over the blush-wood which separated us, 
and have embraced her on the spot. 

1 lent, if possible, a moreuuentive ear 
to catch what should follow. 

‘My cousih has to thank him for It’s 
situation under government, ami my 
brother George, too, how can 1 fly 
against the express wishes of my parents, 
even if 1 feel I can never love for there 
i< too much difference beweeu our ages 
and onr tastes? Mr. St. George, under 
other circumstances, I will confess I 
could have given you hope, but at pfes- 
e:it ycu will see lliatl am bound in iinn- 
our and gratitude, if not in luveaml sym- 
pathy.’ 

The voices were hushed. Laima’s 
was firm and resolute, admitting of no 

reply, and when she had ceased speaking 
they walked away, 1 suppose, to rejoin 
the rest of the party. 1 did not stir from 
my position for many minulei, as I was 
too much overcome and thunderstruck by 

I this sudden discovery. This shock was 
a severe one, even more so than that froin 
my fall from the ruin, aud I felt the 
tears flow down from my cheeks for flie 
first time for many years. Yes, it was. 
true 1 was old, I was not handsome*, "CL 
a gay companion such as should marc 
with her, and yet poor Lavinia, that light, 
hearted rosehud, would, at the bidding 
ol her parents, and for the happiness of 
her family, sacrifice herself to me.— 
Could I accept, knowing .all, and yet 
feeling for her, perhaps, more true aflec- 
tion than a lounger and gayer suitor?—. 
lloiv could I muster up the resolution to 
make the sacrifice? 1 walked qhietly 
round the building, occupied with these 
thoughts, until I overtook our party, to 
whom 1 briefly explained that I had been 
occupied in sketching a portion of the 
castle, thus accounting for my absent* 
during the last three hoars. The inert 
menl of our party was, however, obvious- 
ly gone, and although our cousin and the 
old lady and gentleman tried their best 
to rally us, there was a cloud banging 
over our spirits. We returned to our 
hotel, but there was no hilarity amongst 
the company, and I dare say the Kell- 
ners thought we were a curious iot of 
splenetic tourists of true British breed. 

The whole of that night I lay rumin- 
ating over my future actions, and it was 

long ere I could bring myself to decide ; 
hut 1 loved dear Lavinia, and „ou!d not, 
therefore, even for sell-gratification, have 
been the cause of her unhappiness ; 1 re- 

] solved to watch and act accordingly.— 
| Three days after, Mr St George left us 

j suddenly, giving as a pretext the receipt 
i of a pressing letter from his family and 

1 that day dispatched a letter to an oici 
friend upon whom I ouiu' rely, to obtain 
the iii.vst minute information about om 
late companion, while I during our jour- 
ney, was anxiously watching Lavinia.— 
As regured her affection to myself, nil, 
too plainly telliny mo, what 1 u^ver vas 
able previously to discover, the trreatsac- 
rifices slic tvus making for her parents 
and family in accepting my unworthy 
self. Suffice it to say that I recited an 

answer Ironi England, stating that Mr 
St George was an honorable young man 
of good lamiiy, but with slender pros- 
pects ftw the present. Upon this infor- 
mation I acted, though it cost i..« many 
a share pang. 

One evening, wheo we had jnet turn- 
ed at Strasbourg, 1 took the nppnntuuay 
of walking out alone with Larhiia. -aud 
after a few leading questions, 1 acluwth 
informed tier of the conversation i bad 
overheard when we visited the raws on ; 

(he Rhine. She hang down her head 
and wns silent; she neither sought to 

equivocate concerning the fact, nor to 
extenuate her conduct, but the tear* 
chased each other down her cheeks- 


