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soolinr over on her side ot times when the breeze | who should approach his lair in the dense, jungle of | were growing worse; the long-suffering patience of
freshened, while the spray flashed up joyously and | pines and tangled thickets which stood up like | a much-enduring people was well nigh exhausted,
gparicied in the sun, leaving a bubbling eurrent of | a bristling mane on the ridge behind. and a thoughiless nobility were hurrying forward
Fonu in her wake ; which, before it had been entirely “ha achooner was now but a short half mile | those days of violence and disorder which were so

lost in the regular waves of the sea, the corvette's | ahead of us, her deck alive with men, and manifestly | soon to sweep death and desolation like a deluge
sharp bows would plnge info, and again make it | rendy for some desperate attempt. On her after | over France, There was not much for a poor man
flash high up to her fore-yard, and then go seething | rail, too, stood that man, tall and erect, his feet | to rejoice in that there was another mouth to foed
and hissing and kissing her black sides until it rip- steadied by the cavil of the main-boom, a spy-glass | and another body to clothe ; but the old tailor was
pled around her rudder; and was lost again in the | to his eye, and looking at the rouky lion now close | light - hearted, and charmed with his danghter's
wake astern. aboard him. Still with a cigar i his meuth, and | child. Had he any prescience of what immortal

< And all the time that man sat with a cigar in | we fhought we could even see the thin puffs of | fame should be won by his little grandson? that he
his mouth on the pirate’s taffrail; while Commodore | smoke curling around his fage. Suddenly a0, we | who was rocked to sleep by the “bye-bye” of his
Cleveland there stood with o spy-glass to his eye on | saw the spy-glass whirled avound his hemf, and at pretty Bonne, should presently sing songs thatb
the poop of the Scourge. the instant the vessel fell dend off bafore the wind, should play on human beart-strings, and eall forth

“You may imagine, gentlemen,” continued | the great mainsail flew over with & stunming crash | sweetest melody so long as there is music in man?
Hardy, as he again knocked the ashes off his cigar, and clatter of blooks and sheets as.the wind coughb | Of course not. He knew nothing except that “a
“hat going to sea is attended with some few dis- | it on the other quarter, making the long switch of a child in o house is a well-spring of pleasure, a
comforts, such as battening down the hatches in a | mast to spring like a bow, whilethe wenther shrouds | massenger of joy and hope.” 5o the tailor stitched
sirocco in the Mediterranean off Tripoli; & simoom | slacked up fora moment in bights and then came | away, and the child grew up a sturdy little urchin,
in the China seas; a bitter north-west gale off | back tant with a twang you might haye heard a with a revolutionary turn of mind; and when all
Barnegat, with the rigging and sails frozen as hard | mile! We could now ses, as the spage openedibe- [ Paris was astir in the great and terrible commotion
as an iceberg ; but if 2 man can catch forty winks: hind the rock, another frightful jacwed ledge on of 'S0, he tvamped off with the women to the
of sleep once in a while—whether in a hammock or | which the rollers were heaving in liguid masses Bastilfe, andl added his small voice to the shouts
on an oak carronade slide with the breech of agun | ngh upa precipitous reck, and where the channel | which hailed the unfurlinﬁ of the white flag. How
for a pillow—he may manage fo weather through it. | wasnot a cable’s length wids, leading into a foam- he loved the roll of the drum ! it made his bright
But from the moment we frst saw that pivate till | ing gloomy inlet where not even the benms of $ho | eyes flash, and his cheeks flush ; but the roll of
we saw the Jast of him, neither the first lieutenant | moon conld enetrate! I heard the captain say, in | heavy fumbrils was less pleasant music, and the

of the Scourge nor the commander of the sehooner | ‘his old decided way— wild vengeance of the Reign of Terror was that to
hce closed their eyes, unless—mwell, 1 won't an- | ““¢Now for it, Clovaland ! You fakethe battery, | which he must have grown familiar, had he re-
ticipate.” and P11 leak out for the ship !’ ‘mained in Paris. Happily for him, he was removed
__ Piron reached over his hand.and shook that of his | “Mhen, gentlemen,” said Haxdy, with unusnal | from these scenes, and in a small inn at Peronne
friend Cleveland conyulsively. | :animation, as he waved his viglth arm aloft with an | helped to serve the guests with what they might
“Vera weel, mon | vera weel!” ¢He's the man ‘4m 'n_auy\;autlass-swinging over his head, ““ came the | require—gnests who were true to the principles of

4]

to do it !” said Stewartand Burnsto Stingo, ped- | & Pire!” the ‘ Republie,” and ready to drink prosperity to
ding backwards at the commodore. : | % ¥es, the entire starboard broadside, round shot, | Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, or Death !
““Gentlemen,” resumed Hardy, ashe shook the | grape, and cannister, all jpointed toward a centre, At fourteen years of age, the litile ta ster was
ashes level in his wine-glass, as if he wished fio pre- | were telivered with one simultaneous shock — the | bound ’prentice toa printer, and was soon earned in
serve them to clean his teeth with after amoking, | hurricane a mere cat's-paw in c(:mpa._r_iaou—.which ‘all the mysteries of thatart. But what attracted him
T will not detain you much longer. Both vessels | shook the corvette as if she had.struck o vock, while | most of all was cop; —the manuseript pub into his
were making great speed, and long before sunset we | the smoke and sheets of flame spouted ont of the | hands awakened within him a desire to emulate its
had been keeping a bright look-out forthe land. | cannon, half hiding the black torrent which gushed | author. Why should he ahwaysbe “setting up ” the
‘At last ibwas reported, trending all around both | forth from so many hoarse throats ; and asthevoar | thoughts of other men? had he not thoughts of his
bows, low and with a trembling mirage of pines and | of the concussion was taken up in terrible echees | own, brilliant as any he had ever seen onpaper! Why
mangroves looming up, and a multifuds of rocky | from the lon on the reck, a peppering volley of uotla.yasidethecompoaing-stickandassumethgpsn?
quays dead ahead, 2 wers %ﬂhﬁﬁtiy for | musket-balle from the marines on the poop and | Certainly it was worth the trinl. He had acquired o
Tas Mulatas Islands, a cluster then litble lmown fo | forneastle made a harking tenor to the musie. good deal of informationab the Institute Patriotigue,
any navigators save, perbaps, the buccangers-of the “ Meanwhile the helm of the Scourge was hove'| where he had attended. He resolved to be a phi-
Gulf of Columbus, and, perhaps, tea, with the in- | havd dowm, and as she just swirled, by a miracle, insapher —great as Plato—a dramatist, with the
tention of running us just snoh another dance as our .clear of the ladge under our lee, and came up 4o the | spitit.of Aristophanes—a poet, outrivalling Horace
pilot had a night or fivo before. However, we were | wind with the sails slapaming and banging hard | —so he entered boldly on the profession of an
again all prepared to explorethe unknown reefs, and | enough to send the canvas ont of the bolk ropes, | anthor, ‘and looked about for o Macenas. Af seven-
moreover, we gob the starbaard ancheroff the bow | #he.courses were clewed up, everything aloft came | teen hegas in Paris, enthusiastic in the cause of the
and bent the cables to that and ithe spare anchors | down by the run; anohorattar anchor went plunging | Republie, devotedly atfached to the interest of
amidships, so as to be all ready to moar ship in | tofhe bostom, and befove the cables fairly begunto | the gresfman who was his beaw ideal of a soldier
case our pilot required us to do so. ﬁuﬁl-!lihgm;i?;' fiy out .of the hawse-holes with theiv jar and ratble, | and a lking. But where was the patron to be

the cutters were hanzing clear from the. | hizh above the sounds of flapping sails, snapping | found, wheta fhe fmpressario who would acceph his
same boats which had once before pa compli- | blocks, running chains, and whet not, cams another | play—the Fﬂblh!hﬂr who would print his epic? Not
_mentary visit to some of his friends: oging he | clear ardar, “Fire !! | in me, said Payis, full of gold and woe;” and thus
svould like to entertain us in person. “Then pealed out the port brpadside at a help- | it came o pass ‘#hat he grew weary with want of

¢ The sun went down again in o flery blage, and | lass, dismasted hull within two hundred yards of | suceess, hawas hard pinched by poverty, and thought
with its last ray there slowly rose to #he aain truck | our beam, rolling like & worm-eaten log on the tep | the best thing to be done would be to shoulder a
of the pirate a swallow-tailed black flag, with awhite | of a ruffiled broad roller, going fo break, in ten | musket—orat all events go to Egypt, then in the
skull and cross-bones in the dark field. Tt flutterad | seconds, on the ledgf, whese pointed rocks etood up | | ossession of the French. From this course he was
for a moment out straizht and clear, and then | like black-toothed fangs to prind its prey foatoms! issuaded his friends, and induqed to strupgle
twisted itself avound the thin mast never more &o But before thef closed upon it ourown toeth | on—a hard hattle for bread—and with little pros-
be released bg hands or halliards! That was the | gave itia shake; an as the breath of ourbull-dogs | pect of the bay wreath he had hoped to wear. Tired
Jast glimpse those piratesever caught of the murder- | was sweph aft. by the fresh breeze, we could seethe | of fallacions hopes, versifying without aim and
ous symbol they had so offen fought and sailed | sluggish mass almost rise bodily out of the water as | without encouragement, he conceived the idea of
under ; and it was the last sun thab a good many | it was torn and split by the round iron wadges, the. inelosing all his crude poems to M. Lucien Bona-
aching oyes ever looked upon who were sailing | fr nts fiying up in dark, rag S_EHYE and rto, who was already celebrated for his love of
there in that half-league of blue water. The moon, | splinters with squirming ropes around them, ooking | literature and the arts. “My letter,” he says,
however, was riding bright and beaming, as clearas | in the moonlight like skeletons of gibhated pirates | accompanying them was worthy of a young ultra-
2 bell, overhead, and that was all the lizht we cared | tossed gallows and chains into the air, and then | republican brain. How well I remember it !—ib
for. The sehooner, no doubt, would have preferred | coming down in dips and splashes into the unfor- | bore impress of pride wounded by the necessity of
no moon &b all, with o cloudy sky and a bit of & rain | giving water. having recourse to a protector. Poor, unknown, so
squall, to pursue the intricate navigation before t & minute later, all that was left of the shattered | often disappointed, I conld scarcely count upon the
her: but Heaven arranged the atmospheric scenery | hull fell broadside into the open fangs of the ledge, | success of step which nobody seconded.” The
otherwise. which gronnd it with its merciless jaws into tooth- | experiment, however, was successful. Mmeenas

¢ By the deep eizht!’ sung out the leadsman in | picks. But in all that lively music and destruetion appeared. ~ Lucien Bonaparte sent for the post,
the port chains. ‘The mark five!’ came from the | going on around us—which takes longer to tell than | encouraged, advised, and substantially assisted him.
opposite side. € Anothar cast, lads, quick !’ ‘And | fo act—we heard no human voice save one, and that Shortly after this interview the young author

a hatf four!” *Six fathoms, sir!’ came in a lond, terrified yell amidst the crunching | obtained em loyment as assistant editor of the
s« \W.a must have stirred np the sand, Cleveland,” | roar of the ledge— Annales dw R[ wsde, and  in 1809 he obtained the
said the-captain ; bus even as he spoke’ the man in ¢ () Madre | Madre Dolorosa ! post of copying clerk in the office;of the seeretary
the starboard chains cried, ©Three fathoms, sir!’ ¢eThis, gentlemen, was the last sound thab came of the University, with a salary of 1,200 francs. In
and while each instant we expected theship fo bring | from the piratical schooner.” 1813 ‘he became a member of the Caveau, & spoiety
up all standing and the masts to go by the board, (To be continued.) which’ obliged him to pay his initiatory fee in verse,

the other leadsman sang out, joyfully, ¢ No bottom and this determined his vecation. o,
with the line, sir!” He. was o song writer—drama and. epic; history
s \Well, we were safely through that bed of coral, BERANGER. and philosophy, were thrown into the tlames ;
doing, no doubt, some trifling damage to the tender poet began to sing, and the first notes of his song
shoots and branches as we flew through o narow | ON an August day, eighty years ago, in Paris, ab a | were hailed with enthusiasm thronghant Paris—
channel, with the waves breaking and mogaping on tailor's house, Rue Montargueil, No. 50, there throughont France. He published his first collee-
the. sandy shore over the.quays, out into deep water | was a cnild born, aud the poor stiteher of doublets | tion of songs in 1815, and. they were soon known
again. ‘ 1aid by his fhread and needles, and mbbed his | and appreciated by the public. His songs, uttered
“ Honr or five miles beyond stood ont a bluff rock, | lean hands, and chuckled over his little grandson. | from the depths of his warm, frue leart, awoke re-
lopking in the moonlight like a dozing lion with his | There was not, to be suve, a very brigh prospect sponsive echoes in the hearts.of athers—of -children
paws crassed before him, ready.to bound uponany | for a poor man’s child in those days; bad times | and old men, of all ages and -conditions, His
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minse drew her inspiration from everything that was | sing in'a cage, the poot, from behind the hars of | And what songsare his! Songs of love and WaT,
national or natural, and cheered the soldier on his | L Foree, pointed new epigrams against the Govern- | of hope and faith, of joy and sorrow, of life and
march by a strain of heraic melody, telling of well- | ment and monrned for the days that were gone. death, the cradle and the grave ; songs of his own
fought fields, of victor nobly achieved and defeat 1330 saw another revolution in Paris. The poet, | childhood—touching, truth 1, and particular; songs
nobly borne, of glory that gilded the sepulelire and | who had assisted as much as any one in winning the | of friendship, beauty, and devotion, stiring the
embalmed the namés of those who perished, and | battle, refused to shave the spoil. He would take | heart mors #han a trumpet, with ‘old, warlike
that crowned with laurel the brave men whe sur- | neither titles nor wealth. He good-humouredly con- } melodies and soft, touching memories of the great

vived. Tt told of that mighty man—over whose rise | tinued his old voeation of song-writer, and for Emperor, whose imperial purple the poet lived long

and fall the poet had rejoiced and wept—the * great | cighteen years lived on beloved, 1ot only by those | enough to see worn by another of that name which

man,” Pempereur pap ercellence, never alluded to | who were his intimates, but by the people af larce. | he never menticned in his song.

by name, but always present in the song of glory. At the end of those eishiteen years there was a third The poet lived to a ripe old age—free from care,
When a second collection of songs appeared‘in | revolution. It resulted in the establishment of a | surrounded by friends, in the enjoyment of health

1821, the enthusiastic devotion displayed to the | Republic. The general esteem in which the poet | and the affections of his countrymen. When he

cause of the Empire cost the poor poet his place | was held led to his being elected by anoverwhelming | passed away in 1857, the highest tributes which the

and three months’ imprisonment. In 1828, when his ‘ majority to a seat_in the National Assembly, He | people and ‘the Stats conld pay were offered to his
third collection was published, he suffersd nine | appeared in his place but once, withdrawing again [ memory, A public funeral, a monument at Phre la
months’ imprisonment, and was finad 10,000 franes, | into the privacy of private life—content to ba the Chaise, a portrait at Versailles, and the calling of
The I&berags paid the fing, and as song birds will | song-writer of France, the street wherein he died by his name, were

.
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among the honours which France offered to Lier song-
Writer.

So lived and died Pierre Jean de Beranger, the
bard of Napoleon—the poet of France—the S0~
writer of the people. His example is enconrag-
ing to those who have to make their own way in
the world.  Without the gifts of fortune, he raised
himself to a position of independence and! popu-
larity, and maintained, in good and evil days, the
simpliciby ot character, sincerity of purpose, and,
goodness of heart which had endeared him to his
countrymen and the world,

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN HEIRESS;
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BY THE AUTHOR OF “ FRENCH HAY,” ETC.
—— p

‘CHAPTER LVIII.

But I! my youth was rash and vain,

And blood and rage my manhood siain

And must I raise the bloody veil,

That hides my dark and fatal tale?

I must—I will—pale phantom, cease!

Leave me one little hour in peace! * %= =+

Fixzed is my purpose to atoug,

Far-as I may, the evil done,

And fix'd it rests —RoOKEBY.

Hearts are not steel, but steel is bent -

Hearts are not fiint, but flint is rent.—Intp,
As may be sufpnsacl, the joy of both at this unex-
pected and delightful meeting was extreme, al-
though the expression was speedily interrupted hy
the arrival of the mournful eavaleade, so that Bessie
had searcely time to tell me that she and Georee
were the new tenants of this very farm, where we
had appointed to lunch, before her old master was
ungler her roof, a elaimant for all the care and com-
passion she could and did bestow.

Fortunately, by the time Mr. Cunningham was
safely deposited in the guest chamber, surgical aid
arvived, for a lad belonging to the house had met
with an accident the day before, and the medical

ISABEL AND MAJOR"SOMERSET VISIT PAUL IN YORK GAOL.

mau in attendance happened to come up at this
critical moment, and proceedsd at once to examine
his new 'patient. Those only who have ever, with
heavy and sinking hearts, waifed and watched for the
surgeon’s appearance from the room where o dear
one lies, to llea,rn whether orno the precious life will
be spaved, can imagine the fearful anxiety I en-
dured during this weary examination. Conscious-
ness had returned, as we knew too well by the
piercing groans which every now and then wrung

onr hearts; and noiselessly pacing the voom through .

which the medical man mist pass on leaving Mr,
Cunningham, I strove to calm my mind by mental

prayer—prayer for him whom a certain shuddering -

nstinet warned me would so soon ' be summoned,
impenitent and burdened with sins, to his last ac-
count; for my poor mother and Fulke, upon whom
the blow would fall the more heavily, for the un-
friendliness and disunion which had so long existed
between themselves and the sufferer; and for'my-
self, that I might be enabled to act wisely, tenderly,
and forgivingly, fo one who, looking on my face,
would see in it the last familiar features his eyes
would probably rest upon in life.

And, oh ! how inexpressibly dear to me, in that
terrible hour, was the presence of my dear, dear old
nurse. Listening to the loving, petting words of
comfort which, every time she could be spared to
coms to me, she uttered with the kindness, voiee,
and manner of old, I almost forgot I was a chil
no longer, and hung upon her sentences as eagerly

and believingly as ever I had done at Shirley ; while !

she, unutterably moved by my loyalty and devotion,
returned my caresses and love with redoubled
warmth, bidding me, as she had =0 often done of
yore, remember and trust in Gop.

“For, indeed,” she said, it is an awfal end to

such alife, and none but GOD can comfort you under | me.

the affiiction, or bring good out of it : but rest in
Hax, dear child, and be patient, if you can, I know
that after all you have suffered from him, it must he
dreadful to be the only one of his family with him
now, at his last hoor; bui fear not that HE who
brought you here, will desert you.”

At this moment the surgeon appeared, and affer

some preamble, informed me that his patient wasina
most precarious state, that the internal heemorrlaige
had been excessive, and if no change for the better
(which he hardly considered to be pessible), took
place, all must goon be over,

¢ If, therefore,” he continued, ““the gentleman
has any other friends orvelatives within reach, T
should recommend them to e instantly summoned,
as well as that a clergyman should be sent for.. 1
shiall &mss the rectory on my way home, and will, if
you please, request Mr., Ryland to come down.”
£0h ! noyno!” I cried, eagerly, “do not go; do-
notleave Mr, Cunningham ; let some one else be sent
for the clergyman, but do not you go, My mother
and brother are too far away to be reached under
niany, many hours ; but let me be able to console
them under this terrible affiction, by telling them
that everything has been done.”

“Youmay do so with fruth,. Human skill and
science can do no more than I have already done;
still, if it would really be of any comfort to you that
I should stay, I will do go. I fear, though, that 1
must bid you prepare yourself for the worst.,”

‘s he sensible ! - Does he know his danger2”

€ Yag < i

¢ How does he bear it?" :

‘“No strong and hale man likes to be struck down
suddenly in t%e rime of life. I should likea clergy-
man to be here,” he answered, evasively.

1 have sent off a boy on your horse, sir,” said
Bessie, who had vanished upon the first mention of
Mr. Byland, and now returned to catch the surgeon’s
! last words; ‘“he’s a safe rider, or I wouldn't have
taken the liberty ; but I knew there wasno time to
be lost, and so I ventured to start him.”

“Quite right ; T will now retwrn to the patient.
Do you particularly wish togo in?” he continued to

“No; not unless T can be of use, or Mr, Cunning-
ham asks for me."” J

“ Very well, then, I will beg you to remain here
until T summon you. I think vour presence would do
no good, and rﬂiy hit do harm?”? !

¢ Likely enough,” murmured Bessie, involuntarily,
‘ynless his memory is gone."”





