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BOATARAL,

[Original]
TO AN AUTUMN WILD FLOWER.
1 cull thee, bright flower in the woodland dell,
While round thee the autumn winds blow ;
While the sisters of May, have faded nway,
Thy fragrance continues to flow.

Uc!i!'ﬂ them, unchunged *mid sunshine and shade,
hewaiong alone and the last;

Forseken I thee, may I never be,
Exzpoescd (o mistortune’s cold blast.

I é&;t[ﬁr thee i fronw' the tempest withont; o
[ purse thee as nursing a friend ;

And if thou shouldst fade, still I should be paid,
With the pleasure of seeing thy end. )

Like thee may the friends of my youth ever prove,
' Unchanging, though fortune should frown ;
And 1 to them be what they are to me, -
Till to rest in the grave we lie down.
i e - | M. P
Chester Mills, Oct. 1843.

TAWLBE S
" COUNT RODOLPH’S HEIR.

| CONTINUED.

Time passed heavily with Rodolph. Invol-.
untarily he tormented himself with conjectures
as to what had been the fate of Leona ; invol-
untarily he contrasted the cold and gentle man-
ner, the reserved and timid disposition of his
wife, with those which had charmed his youth.—
She feared him ; she feared all things ; she un-
derstood him not ; she had not the power to
amuse him ; and of her affection it might rather
be said that she loved no other, than that she
was passionately attached to him. Her very.
beauty was that'.of the snow—fair, cold, ‘and
dazzling. The glow of life that animated his
lost Leona was wanting.

The chase now became R.odo]ph’s principal
delight ; and a shade " of fierceness, such as
comes to those who love only savage, pleasures,
altered his once frank and even temper. He:
grew, (00, less social ; the feast and the wine-
cup brought no-smile to his lip ; he was an al-
Meanwhile the Lady Adelaide wne

tered man.

atives, as well as his own, losked forward to
the birth of an heir with deep anxiety. As the
eventful period approached, Lady Adelaide’s ter-

| ror increased ; and though, in vbedience to her

husband’s command, she spoke not her thoughts,
yet the Garland of Death was cver present to
her mind, and she marvelled whether the strange
summons was meant for her, or the little unborn,

Rodolph’s absences from home were short-
ened, and all he could do to cheer her sinking

.spirits was done ; but in vain.

It was exactly a year from the day when Leo-
na had disappeared, that Count Rodolph happen-
ed to ride home by the same path which he had
pursued on that eventful evening. Ashe came
to the torrent, he checked his horse, and -looked
sadly round. The evening was still and clear,

3 and the glow of sunlight wax e iﬂihi.e chang-
1 ing foliage . of the trees.
iting thoughts, Rodolph dismounted from his |

Oppressed by " dispir-

horse, and flung himself on the brown turf, where
he remained idly dreaming of the past, and yet
more idly planning for the future. Long 'years
passed in review before him, and he recalled the
sensations with which he used to listen for the
sound of Leona’s ivory hunting-horn, He took
off his belt and gazed upon it ; he perused and
reperused the embroidered words, * Thy voice
is ever welcome !” and a stilled sigh escaped

-him. % How she worshipped me !” was his

thonght. ashe lifted the bugle listlessly, and ap-
plied it to his lips. Three slow, mournful blasts
he blew, and, flinging hlmsell with his face to
the earth he wept.

Why starts Count Rodolph from his resting-
place ? Why does his eye glare wildly with a
mixture of living hope and superstitious fear?
He hears the answering siénal float across the
hill, mournful replying to his own. Without a
moment’s pause, ‘he threw himself on his horse,
and gallopped towards the ruin of the hill.
saw her—he saw his own Leona! She was
seated on the edge of the inner wall of the dried
up moat, habited in a black velvet hunting-dress,
such as she’ was wont to wear when she accom-
| panied him to the chase ; her eyes were turned

towards the distant castle of Lindensberg ; they

were dim and sunken, and her hair was tangled
and had_lost its " glossy blackness, apparently
by exposure 'to the elements.
ported her head, and the other rested on the
lvory bugle whwb lay by her side. * Leona was
e

ey “".L' . ol o b Bl o

quickly towards him with a wild smile.

He

“struggled to understand.
‘she mused, and then she apswered, ina tone of

-s0 farewell, and God speed thee.’

One hand sup-’

not seem to perceive him as he crept towards,
her ; and when, at length, kneeling beside her

“he took her hand, and faltered out her name, she

gazed around, as if bewildered, and uncertain
from ‘whence the sound proceeded.. Again he
spoke, pressing that cold hand within his own,
and sobbing in the agony of his emotion. She

_turned—she gazed on him; and that glance

was present to hlm till his dying day, for he per-,
ceived that she knew him not. Yet was her

‘gaze kind and sorrowful ; and, parting his dark.

hair on his forhead, she murmured,
* Thou weepest! Hast thou been forsaken .
* Leona! O beloved Leona! I am Rodolph,,
thy unhappy and penitent Rodolph! Where hast
thou been that I have never beheld thee .
" ¢I've been to Italy,” answered she in a calm,

collected vonce—‘ Dve, % been to Itu)y. to see my
poor mother’s grive.” *

The heart of the inconstant lover beat thhm
him, as the even tones fell on his ear.” ¢ She
recovers ; she will know me now,” thought he.

* And why lingerest thou in this mournful spot?’

¢ Knowest thou not? she answered, turning
¢ 1 wait’
—and she put her lips close to his ear—¢ 1 wait
for Count Rodolph’s heir.?

He shrank away, and rose from her snde.——'

Then gazing at her with bitter sadness, he said,

¢ Collect thy thoughts, Leona, and strive to com-

prehend me. 1 am Rodolph ; I grieve for thee;

rise, and let me conduct thee to the house of one

of my vassals, where thou shalt be attended and

cared for as though thou wert indeed the lady of
Lindeosberg.  And I will come and see thee,
Leona,” continuned he, passionétely ;1 will

c¢heer thee, and love thee still.  God knows, I
love none better ¥’ '

~There was u pained and perplexed expression
on Leona’s brow while he spoke, as though she
Fora few moments

quiet courtesy.
* It is impossible for me, noble stranger, to ac-
conmpany thee even so far on thy way, or to do

‘thee this service, because I expect Count Ro-

dolph, who returns, even now, from the chase;
And she rose
and bowed gracefully to her stupefied con;pan-
ion, - .
tOLif I could but leave thee in safety P ex-
claimed he aloud, as he passiaontely . gazed on
And then the mithod so

her tpazsive fare,
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often resorted to, of humoring partial madness,
occured to him, and he said, ¢ The way is long,
and the path is steep, which Count Rodolph hath
to tread ; he cannot be home so soon.
with me but a little wéy.’

¢ Nay, nay,’ said Leona, shaking her head
and smiling, ¢ he is nearer than thou thinkest ; be
is within sight of Lindensberg ; I have heard the
signal, and answered it.” And she held on
high the ivory bugle. *I will watch from the
western gallery.’ So saying, she turned and
-ran swiftly towards the ruin, and commenced as-
cending the broken staircase, which led to what
had been the principal apartment of the castle ;
but between the ruins of the staircase (which
were of a great height) and the solid building,
wherein a dark arch showed the entrance of the
ruined hall, there was a space which no mortal
could traverse; and as Leona still ascended,
and at length neared the summit of the broken
steps, Rodolph shaded his eyes, that he might
not see her dashed into the distdnt court below.
He tried to call, but his voice was hoarse and
whispering with fear. He waited, but the sus-
pense was too terrible; he uncovered his eyes,
and looked iip; and there, gliding slowly, but
securely across the abyss, he beheld Leona!
She disappeared beneath the arch ; and, rushing

up the ruined stair crumbling the loose stones |,

downwards as he went, he followed. * There mus?
be some frail support, some connection between
- the steps and the building, which my eye cannot
: percowe from below,’ thought he, as he struggled
on; but when he stood on the fast of that bro-
ken flight of steps as on a pinnacle, there was
nothing to nfford a chance of reaching the arch,
- and his head grew dizzy as he looked below.—

- A%am supdrspuous thoughts c(nssed his -mind,

‘and one of the songs Leona used to sing to him
after hlS huntmg excursions, seemed to ring in
his ear. He turned, and slowly descended
while the gathermg shades "of evening warned
him to lose no time in reaching Lmdenqber" —
As he at length approached the castle he per-}
ceived a confused group waiting to receive him.
Caspar, his favorite follower, advanced.

¢ My lord count,’ said he, *I am the bearer of

evil news. Thy lady liveth, but she hath been

sorely terrified ; there huth been born an heir to
Lindensberg, but already he is no more I’

* What terrified the Lady Adelaide? asked
Rodolph, with forced calmness.

"¢ My lord, you mnay rpmemhei', on the wedding-
day, when the attendants of the Lady Adelaide
were sent to the gallery of tne chapel to search
for the Garland of Death,—they found it not,
nor hath it ever been explained how if was con-
veyed away, since none in the castle laid hands
onit. "But, on that day, my lord, andat the
time of their search, three faint blasts of a hunt-
ing-bugle were blown, and—’

“ Enough,’ sternly shouted Rodolph; ¢ what
hath this to do with to-day’s misfortune

¢ My lord, the Lady Adelaide was in grievous
pain, and fearing to die before your return, when
we heard the welcome sound of your returning
signal.  But scarcely had a smile passed over
her lips at a few congratulating and comforting
words spoken by her women, when we heard
three blasts, as on that day in the chapel gallery ;
the -women shneked and the Lady Adelaide

Come.

spoke not. Only when the evening closed in,
and-still you appeared not, she bowed her head
and murmured, *It is for him, then ; for my good
and noble Rodolph, that the signal of death is
sent! O rather for my little one, dearashe is!—
rather, far rather, for me!” And as he spoke,
the infant gave a wailing cry, and died 1’

¢ Fool! loitering fool, not to come home, in-
stead of seeking the ruined tower,’ thought Ro-
dolph, as he slowly sought the chamber of his
wife. And though.in his own secret soul a ling-
ering superstition mlght be found, he resolved to
cheer the Lady Adelaide by telling her the truth,
and soliciting hexforgiveness.

* This girl, whom I once loved,”  said he, aftur

he had explained his early history to the shrink- ]

ing Adeloide, ¢ was in the habit of answering
my hunting signal. It was she who, in her
jealousy and anger flung down the garland thou

-hast deemed of such evxl omen ; and doubtless
after we had left the chapel, she reclaimed the

gift and departed, soundmg the bugle from the
distant hill, in order to excite regret and pity in
rﬁy mind. She is a wayward thing—nay, I fear,
-crazed by her misery; and T have thought it

better to _tell thee this, becanse that bugle-horn.

may sound. again; and 1 would not that thou
.shouldst be a slave to such terrors.’

Adelaide pressed her . husbdnd’s hand, and
sighed deeply. . Rudolph spoke again—

* Sigh not for thy little one, but look forward
w1th hope to the futare ; nor deem the death of

S0 weak a blossom the result of supernalurdly

agency.’

+I sigh not for my chlld ' said Adelaide ; and
she drew her faint hand away, and muaned as

ough with prin. )
th gh 1}:'.?\"\1& T K 2

Perbaps. of all inhubited the ‘castle,
fCount Rodolph himself was the most wretched
after this explanation.
‘words, that *she was woailing for the heir;’ he
‘shuddered &s he remembered her gliding form
‘between the ruined stair and the hall; and it
istruck him as strange and ominous, that she nev-
ier answered his signal except when he sounded
‘the horn from that one spot by the torrent’s side.
At other timeés he felt that she was indeed his

who

lunhappy Leona ,' and a feverish desire to dis-
cover how far this one ray of recollection illum-

ined that bemghted mind, oppressed and tortur-
edhim. Atlength a plan suggested itself, which
he resolved to adopt. He observed the time
which his ride from the torrent to the ruin gener-
ally oceupied, and desired Caspar to remain by
the torrent for that period, and then to sound the
hunting- bug,!e three times, while he himseIfrode
to the hill, and watched the effect on Leona.—
But the experiment was only attended with
fresh bitterness. For a few moments, indeed,
the deserted girl seemed to recover her memory

| and reason ; she started up on hearing the sig-

‘nal, and exclaiming, in a tone of joyful tender-
ness, *Rodolph! dear Rodolph! returned the
expected answer; and smiled to hear the echo
float over the hill. But then her countenance
fell ;
she moaned and wept, repeating at intervals the
single sentence,* Why hast thou forsaken me,
beloved?’ In vain Rodolph addressed her; she
answered him indeed,but it was as a stranger ; and

o

He recalled Leona’s-

tears gathered in her large black eyes, and

he relinquished the painful experiment, satisfying
himself with ordering his tenantry in the nearest
village to supply the crazed being with all the
necessaries’ and comforts of life, and never, on
any pretext, to approach the castle—a command
which the superstitious .fears of the ignorant
peasantry rendered superfluous,

Again the Lady Adelside made Rodolph a
father. The babe was strong and beautiful ;
and, as she watched its growth, the mother of
the heir of Lindensberg smiled, at her own past’
fears. The count, too, hecame passionately
fond of his infant son, and the misery of Leona’s
situation. preyed less constantly on his spirits
than heretofore.

The fatal day came, nevertheless, which was
to deprive them of this object of mutual tender-
ness. The German nurse returned not with her
charge at the usual hour ; and after days of ag-
onizing suspense and search, the body of the

"woman was found drowned in the pool beneath

the torrent, into which she must bave fallen. No
trace of the infant could be discovered, 'except,
the silken mantle which it had worn ; and! the
‘dark whirlpool was unsearchable and unfathoma-
ble. »

It would be vain to attempt describing the effect -
of this blow on the mother of the lost child, She
sank under it, gradually indeed, but securely
and all the superstition of fear returned to her
mind. She would not at first believe that it was
dead ; continually insisting upon seeing the body
and starting at every unusual sound, as though
she deemed it the herald of intelligence respect-
ing the fate of her beloved mfam At léngth a
low nervous fever reduced her ta a e.tate of weak-

'ness. bolh of body and mind, whick mwns pam-

ful to see ; and Rodolph ‘availed b‘maelfof this
’opportumty. when she could not leave her cham-
ber, to pretend that the body of the young heir
had been found, and interred in the 'chapel.k A

marble monument was placed there ; and, on
the recovery of the unhappy Adelaide, :she was
led to weep over the empty tomb.

But for Rodolph there was not even the mel-
ancholy satisfution of believing his little son in-
terred, where he might from time to time visit’
him, and indulge his grief. To him was ever
present the struggle of the helpless woman,and
the whelming waters which had closed alike over
her and his child: to him was ever present’ the
haunting doubt of Leona’s double existence.

Three years rolled away, and Rodolph had
never joined his compzinions in the chase, nor
ever sounded the bugle whose eternal answer
wrung his heart. Caspar brought, from time to
time, the intelligence that Leona came at regu-
lar intervals to the scattered village nearest the
Hill of the Ruined Tower, for fruit, meal, chest-
nuts, and other necessaries—that she accepted
silently what was offered her, and seemed great-
ly pleased at a present of two goats, which one
of the peasants gave her, and Wwhich she had
since kept in the grass-grown court of the old
castle. If questinned, she became restless and
suspicious in mapner, and sometimes answered
with a fierce haughtiness ; but for the most part,
she departed when spoken to, and ran swiftly
towards the hill. looking back, from time to time,
as if fearful of being pursued. :

"Meanwhile a new misfortune visited Count
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Rodolph ; the Lady Adelade died, a prey to re-

gret and nervous depression. He mourned for
her with sincerity ; nor was his sorrow untinged
by remorse, when he reflected on the strange
circumstances which had shortened her exist-
ence. The Lord Ulric of Lindensherg, his un-
cle, vehemently reproached him for having sufl-
ered ¢ that Italian witch’ to remain on the territo-
1y, lamented the untimely decease of the rich
Lady Adelaide, and tormented himself and his
nephew with calculations to bring about a sec-
ond union for Rodolph, with Gertrude Von Ring-
hen, her cousin, who would now inherit. But
far other where the schemes of Count Rodolph.
To quit Lindensberg, and carry the distracted
Leona to ber native land, and there, by the most
soothing attentions, and the advice of skilful
physicians, to restore herto health and to reas-
on; to visit old scenes with her,and endeavor to
Tenew the broken links of memory ;—these were
the plaus which now formed the day dreams of
the widower.

For this purpose he went daily to the ruined
tower and watched and called, but in vain.—
Leona appearcd not. Burning with anxiety, he
at length resolved toawait her at one of the huts,
the out=kirts of the hamlet, where she was wont
1o come for food 3 but the moment she perceiv-
ed him approaching her, she fled precipitately,.—
He purseed and overtock her; when she paus-
«d and turning her pale face full upon him she
said wmournfully, * What wouldst thou with me,
4lark  stranger? And wherefore in Rodolph’s
absence dost thou steal upon me thus P’

*Rudc?ph 'is here, and loves thee, and is free;

beloved Leena !’ murmured the unhappy man, |-

Y

C2u 2% again woved opwards, . Leona made _po
reply ; und side by side they toiled (ooelhbr up
the steep ascent which led immediately to the
castle ; the slant beams of evening streamed
through the broken arches, and gave a vivid and
superpatural light and shadow te the mouldering
building. ¢ It is the hour he should return,’ said

“Leona; *bhut 1 hLear not the hern.’ This hint
was not lost on Rodolph; and at the same
hour on the succeeding evening, having station-
ed Caspar on the fatal spot which he himself
had never revisited, he snught the retreat of Leo-
na. She was tending the two solitary goats in
the inner court of the castle and having fastened
them to the root of alarch tree which had crept
through a fissure in the wall, she sat down ona
block of stone, apparently fuint and fatigued,
when the blast of the hunter’s horn pealed aver
the echoing hills. Instantly she started up; a
wild expression of pleasure and tenderness ov.r-
spread i.er attenuated features ; and lifting" the
ivory bugle to her lips, she exclaimed,*1 hear
thee Rodolph ! I bless thee ! I welcome thee ¥

Alas! he that was so beloved, even in mad-
ness, stood by, unblest, unwelcomed, chilled and
agonized. cursing his fate and hers!

_He attempted not to converse with her; he
attempted not to detain her, as she passed him
up the ruined staircase ; he gazed not after her,

- Utterly broken, and bowed in spirit, he hid his
face in his hands, and wept. The tears of a
man are painful. Rodolph conquered the weak-
ness, and leaning his head back on the broken
step above him, aud lifting bis gaze to the seoft
evening sky, he indulged in a reverie, as to the

\

possibility of bringing from Rome a physician
who had been acquainted with Leona {rom her

childhood, and who, from his knowledge of her’

constitution, might yet, perh'lps restore her to
reason,

So deep was Count Rodnlph’s reverie, that he
perceived not its object stealing down the broken
flight of steps, till she had approached the one
above that on which his head rested. She
stooped ; she gazed into his startled eyes ; and
O! the thrill of hope and expectation that swell-
ed the heart and quickened the pulse of the in-
constant lover, when she murmured close to- his
ear, ¢ Rodolph! it is late, and thou art weary !’

*She knows me at'length,’ thought he ; ¢ we
shall yet be happy !’ Then turning to her, and
taking her uuresisting hand, he murmured, * I
am indeed weary—sing to me, Leona P—And
she sang. Her haunting voice rang in his ear
as it had done long years ago ; and when, op-
pressed by the recollection, his bosom heaved,
and his breath came gaspingly, she seemed to

think he slumhered, and lowered the modulated "

tones to a gentle, murmuring harmony. Her
arm stole beneath his head ;- he dared not open

-his heavy eyes, lest the illusion should be brok-

en ; but he felt her breath warm on his cheek,
and he knew that she bent over him, and watch-
ed him, asin by-gone days.” Dimly from be-
neath his own quivering lashes, he perceived her
dark, loving eyes fixed upon him; and his heart
ached with excess of hope.

Suddenly she rose ; she grasped his arm with
unnatural strength. ¢ Of what wert thou dream-
ing,’ said she, in a tone of passionate jealousy.

*I dreamed not; I slept not.. Beloved, hear

me !’ * Thou didst—thy drﬂyy'w & of ‘Adelaide
von nghen"gshouted the- un?mppy girl.—

Then, kneeling, mlh her head on his knees, she

" murmured,

‘Forsake me not' Rodolph forsake te not I’
With bitter agony he strove to make her com-
prehend him, but in vaio ; the ray was quenched,
and when he attémpted 10 detain her she looked

-wildly on him, and dlseng.urmg,her hands, with

a shrill scream she flew up the staircase, and in
the dim uncertain light appeared, after a mo-
ment’s panse, to flit across the empty space into
the ar:h beyond.

Count Rodolph cejarted. He sought the
southern sky of Italy; he wandered 1n scenes
amiliar to him in youth ; a heavy sickuess fell
on him, and nontks passed away ere he was
sufficiently _kstrong to resume his journey. The
physician on whese skill he had depended to
cuce the disease under which his once-loved
Leona suffered, was in Spain, attending a case
of much difficulty, an:d in some respects similar,
since the patient was afflicted with aberration of
intellect caused bv a sudden shock. A messen-
ger was despatched to Spain, and brought for
answer, t at a year, at least, must expire before
the doftore .could leave his present’ patient.—
That year and part of the next were .passed
by Count Rodolph in wandering from place to
place, without any aim except.a restless . desire
of change. Atlength he received the welcome
intimation, that he might meet the dottore -at
Rome, and thence proceed on their journey to-
gether. He was informed of the successful ter-

mination of the case which had been the cause’

of the delay, and once more hope entered lnto
his heart and abode there. '

On his urrival at Lindensberg, the faithful
Caspar gave but a melancholy account of the
poor crazed being in whom he was so deeply in-
terested. He described her as more distracted
than ever; coming frequently to the hamlet,
and desiring velvets of light and rich colors to
be sent for, which was complied with ; and yet
she never appeared in any other costume than
the black hunting-dress. She had also latterly
‘become most sad and dispirited ; weeping bit-
terly, and believing herself to be in ‘attendance
on some sick or dying person, for whem she or-
‘dered medicines, and chose the most tempting
fruit, all which was procured and executed for
her in compliance’ with the count’s parting or-
ders. Rodolph’s heart sank ; but the physician
bade k. m to be of good cheer, for that this new
delirium showed the disorder tc be comingto a
crisis. It was agreed between them, that the
doltore should weet the poor” maniac in the

‘hamlet, and endeavor to make her tomprehiend

who he was, and his desire to be of service to

the sick person she attented ; and that Rodolph

should await them at the ruined tower. Con-

trary to all expectation, Leona no sooner saw
the physician, than she iecognized him ; and

falling at his feet, she kissed his hands repeat-

edly, weeping, and inquiring into the circum-

stances of her mother’s death, and alluding to’
scenes and people natually familiar to both.’

“¢There is hope,’ said the dotlore to himself, as
he soothed and answered her. Then, sudden!y
changing her manner, she eagerly asked his ad-
vice respecting the sick person she was in im-
aomary attendance upon, saying he had a fever
“and was weakly, add’ she ‘féared he would sink
under it. She hesitated, and appeared restless
when heoffered to visit the invalid ; but at length
she nodded her head in token of assent. .

Rodolph sate by the broken stajrcase await-
ing their arrival in an agony of auxiety. He de-
sired ardently to behold the effect of the signal,
after the lapse of time during which he had been
absent, and tnat the doftore should witness the
-on'y symptom of recollection which had hither-
to been given by the unhappy Leona. '

To this end he had ordered Caspar to remain
by the torrent, und when a messenger from the
hamlet should give himn notice of Leona’s return
homewards, to blow three blasts, as usual, on
the hunting-bugle. :

When Leona perceived Rodolph, a famtsmlle
of puzzled recognition stole over her wan feat-
ures. ~ She paused and hesitated ; at'length she
said, ¢ It is iong siuce we have met noble stran-
ger, and I cun bardly now give you welcome, for
Rodolph is still absent, and I am much troubled
because of the sickness of one I love; never-
theless——But come on, dear friend ; ‘why loi-
ter we 1’ said she to the physician, with a sudden
change of tone ; ‘perhaps even now he dies !’

So saying, she swifily ascended the flight of )
steps.  When she reached the summit, she knelt:
down, and lifting up a stone, drew from beneath
ita coil of rope; this she wound patiently round,
till a shattered plank which hung unperceived
under the arch opposite, gray as the walls, and
like ‘them moss- -growa  and mouldermg, ‘was
suﬂiclently rdlsed to enable her, by a smal .

P
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exertion of strength, to lift the end and rest it on .

the last step. g
- ¢ Great {Heaven I saxd Rodolph, shuddering,
is she about to cross on that plank :
) “Hush ¥ said the physician.
¢ This is my drawbridge,’ said Leona. smllmg
with a sort of triumph at the dottore, and without

noticing the question of Rodolph. Then, laying |

her hand on his arm, she added earnestly, “ Once
it cracked beneath me — once when I was
carryinfr In‘m across. But T never brought him
out again.”

w He who is now sick 1 said the physnclan, in
the voice of a person who humors a child in some

folly. , . B
. “Yes” answered Leona s:ghm “he is very.
sick.” Then, stooping towards the dollore, she

added, in a tone of great importance, * He is
the hen' to Lindensberg.”

It was with a cold, shuddering regret that Ro-
dolph heard this explanation of the illusion that
possessed her. “The heir to Lindensberg: is
dead, Leona,” said he, mournfully. The maniac
shook her head.

“ The woman died,” answered she ; * she fled
’ []

and fell into the dark waters ; I toek him, but
could uot kill him, although I know he is my ene-
my 1

It was well for Rodolph that the dizzy stupe-
“faction which came over him at these words, pre-
vented all evidence of emotion on his part. .

* Well, Leona, I cannot cure him unless I see
hlm,’? said the physician, in a composed tone;
and, as le spoke, he laid his hand heavily on
Rodolph’s shoulder. Leona crossed the narrow
quivering plank, and dxsappeared beneath the
archway.

¢ Think you this is true? O God! think you'

it is true ?”” murmured Rodolph.

w It may be," said his friend; ¢ or the poor wo-
man may have heard broken snatches of the
story from the peasantry who supply her with food
and so have grown to imagine herself an actor
in the event she has heard related. This is not
an uncommon symptom of madness ; but, true
or vnalouary, a word from you is fatal,
not, move not ; ; and perhaps you may-regain at
at oncé Leona und your son

Rodolph groaned, and hid his face.
was along pause.

. She mocks us, or she hdlh turﬂonen,” sald
the un‘lappy man at length, raising his haggard
eyes to his friend’s countenance. The doliore
motioned for silence.

‘f Leona, sald he, in a loud, clear tone, *1
have other patients to visit ; is the boy there 2

“I do but adjust his mantle,” was the reply ;
nnd suddenly there appeared in the archway, as
jn'a framed picture, two living figures ; Leona,
and a child of six or seven years of age, tall,
pale, and megre, with long, silky, brown hair,
curling down to his waist ; and large, blue eyes,
that seemed painfully dazzled even by the mel-
low light of the evening. His excessive pale-
ness was rendered yet more apparent by the va-
ried brilliancy of the colors which composed his
dress, a scarlet velvet mantle being fastened on
a suit of glowing purple, trimmed with white
miniver, and a small cap of emerald green, em.

broidered with pearls, set on his head. Hxs
cheeks "were hollow, and hls lips looked as
though they had never learned to smile, so wan,

There

‘and stiffy and feverish, did they appear.
‘| leaned against his companion for support, and
‘one thin little white hand clung to the folds of

Speak

He

her drapery. At the unusual sound of a strange
voice he started, and his unaccustomed eyes
sought to' distinguish ebjects, and beheld the
count and his friend, a faint shriek: of tenor es-
caped him. . e '

¢ Hush,” said Leona, soothmgly s **he not
terrified, and thou shalt soon see Rodolph;” and
the child’s wan lips moved, and he repeated with

/| the exactitude of tone, and the. faint sadneas of

an echo, * Rodolph !” :

She lifted him in her arms, and’ smlhng sadly
at the physician, she said, *¢ Shall I bring hlm to
thee, or will the cold air hurt him ?”

+ ¢ Bring him,” calimly replied the physncmn, as’

he now measured with his eye  the : strength

of the plank, and the additional - weight which-

it would sustain in the passage of the attenuated
and frail little being, so miraculously preserved.
Lightly and steadily Leona advanced, while Ro-
dolph’s outstreached arms seemed already nearly
to clutch his long lost child. She had reached
the centre, when suddenly .Casper blew the
three blasts on the signal-horn. Leona paused ;
the blood rushed to her colorless cheek, the light
to her sunken eye., ‘

I hear thee, Rodolph !” exclalmed she ; and
pressing the pale child closely to her heart, she
raised the ivory bugle to her faded lips.

- There was a crash—a wild ery— and all was
over.

. Rodolph and the physncl.m gazed on the arch-.
way. Where was the maniac, and the pale child
with its | silken bair? Where was the frail plank
which stoad bctwea&&them and that living tomb,
wherein his little wou "had so long ‘been buried ?
What had gone down into that dark abyss?

Rodolph and the physician descended the
broken stairs slowly, quietly, stupidly ; to what
purpose should they hurry their pace? A dock
grew on the last step but one; the physician
switched it with his cane: it was a rank weed,
unsightly, and the impulse was to destroyit: he
h1d not observed it as he ascended.
to the end of the brokea flight of steps, and
stood in the court below. Something lay close
to the doltore’s feet: he luoked down; it was a
little, pale corpse, iri'a gaudy dress. :
 “nafall from a very great height,”” said he
speaking very slowjy. and glancing upwards,
‘* the subject generally dies of suffocation before
the ground is touched ; it is not therefore, com-
monly a death of pain.”

Count Rodolph greoaned and pressed the hand
of his friend.. A little beyond lay the maniac
Leona. She still breathed; and as Rodolph
approached, she opened her large, dark eyes, as
i instinctively aware of his presence.

“ Rodolph, beloved,” said she, * I have been
dreaming a dreadful dream. Even now, me-
thinks, I suffer pain—I cannot rise ; the cold has
struck my limbs with a numbing pain; thou
shouldst not have allowed me to slumber in the
open air.. I dreamed (alas! what torturing pain
I suffer!) that thou didst forsake me for anoth-
¢ —that thou wert wedded—that there was an
heirto Lindensberg. O, rather than so dream

.again, I would wish to die now, on thy bosom.”

And she flung her arms around his neck, and
moaned, and a slight shivering ran through her

They came’

limbs. - Her eyes, which had been gazing in
his face, closed suddenly.—She was dead.
, I * * * »*

“ We are apt,” said the old physician, when
returning with Count Rodolph from one of bis
annual visits to Léona’s tomb,—* we are apt to
pity people for dying, and for the manner of their
death, as though it were the crowning agony of

‘nature ; yet there may have been hours of unen-

durable misery in a man’s life, to which his death
may seem like a pleasant dream. Which, think
you, was the bitterer hour to her who now rests

.| in peace—that in which, bruised and dying, but

with her arms twined round thy neck, she imag-
ined herself waking from a slumber in the cold
autumn wind, or that in which she first answered
the blast of thy hunting-bugle, after thy confes-
sion of intended separation?”

\
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CABOTVILLE, OCT. 14, 1843.

We have several communications on hand which we
were obliged to exclude from this number of the Olive
Leaf, in consequence of a press of matter, and the same
cause must be our apology for not furnishing our usnal
quantity, of Poetry, as well as for appearing before our
readers with so meagre an editorial column. But the
conclusion of several interesting articles in this number,
being a matter of absolute necessity, we hope they will
furnish sufficient interest to our readers to compensate
for our silence, we having been actually crowded out
of the Paper. We feel very jealous of our rights,and
have hardly sufficient philosophy to bear it with patience
when our editorial limits are encroached upon, and in.
future shall endeavor to make room for our humble self.

. — 1
THE PLANET SATURN. ‘q

This planet is the. fartherest from *1he§i§ﬁ‘~“i’)_‘f
any that are known as belonging to the solar sys-
tem except Uranus. It is 900,000,000 of miles

‘from the sun and moves around it in 293 of our

years. - It does not move in its orbit only about
one third as fast as our earth. Tt turns swiftly
on its ‘axis, performing this revolution in 10 hours
and 16 minutes. Objects at the equator are con-
sequently carried more than 23,000 miles an
hour. A day on that planet is not quite half so
long ason the earth. The diameter of this bo-
dy is 79,060 miles, so that it is more than 900
times the bulk of the globe on which we live. Tt
is much flattened at the poles, the distance from
one to the other being rising 6,000 miles less
than the equatorial diameter. Dark spots and
belts are seen on its surface, which give it a stri-
king appearance when seen through a telescope.
But what distinguishes this body from all others
is a bright Juminous double ring, which was dis-
covered first by Galileo in 1609. The ring is
carried along with it in'its revolution about the
sun, but it no where touches the budy, being 30,
000 miles distant from any part of it. - The rings
are detached from each other. Theirappearance
is beautiful, but very wonderful to the beholder.
What these are no one of course can determine.
Some have supposed that they are composed of
clouds ; others that they are made up of a vast
assemblage of planets ; and Dr. Hershell, whose
opinion is always valuable, thinks that the rings
are solid bodies of equal density with the planet.
Saturn has seven moons, some of which are
about as large as our earth. Five of these were
discovered in the 17th century by Huygens and
Cassini, and the two others by Hershell, in 17895
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soon after his forty feet reflecting telescope was
constructed. The various aspect of these moons
to the intelligent beings of that planet, (as it is
probably there may -be such beings there) must
be truly mavmﬁc_ent While one is rising, ano-
ther will be setting, another will be in %n eclipse,
and another emerging from it. Farther, one will
be new moon, another at the first quarter, anc-
ther full, and another at the last quarter; and fi-
nally, sometimes all of them will be seen shining
in one vast assemblage in the same hemisphere
at once. The works of Jehovah are truly wor-
thy of Him who spake them into being by the
word of his power. '
investigated to the extent of human ability and
comprehension. A knowledge of themn expands
the mind, inspires the heart.with reverence and
gratitude, and fills the soul with enlarged concep-

tions of the Creator.
s

ALEXANDRIAN LIBRARY.

This was the most celebrated in the world.
It was founded by Ptolemy Soter, in the new
city of Alexandria, who assumed the sover-
eignty of Egypt on the death of Alexander, and
augmented by his successors till it contained se-

ven hundred thousand volumes.—When Alexan-’

dria was besieged by Julius Cemsar, one part of
it, with four thousand volumes, was burned to
ashes. Cleopatra added to the remainder two
hundred thousand volumes from the Pergamean
library given her by Mark Antony, and subse-
“quent addmom madn it mere numerous than be-
fifra During

/ 'Roman émpirn it was often plundered and
,{m.\ e p’e‘ .mu; with hoaks.

_tea Aloxnudrn: was taken by the Moham-
medam \rvmu, their comm'mder, found there
one Philoponus, a learne! man; and as Amrou
was a lover of letters, the conversations of Phi-
loponus highly delighted him. On a certain day
when they were together, Philoponus said to Am--
rou,—-yvou have visited all the repositories
or public ware-houses in Alexandria, and you
have sealed up things of every sort that are to
be found in them. As to those things that may
be useful to you, I presume to say nothing—but
a3 to things of s:rvice to vou, some of them
perhaps, may be more suituble to me.

And what is that you want? said Amrou.—
The philosophical books, replied Philoponus,
preserved in the royal hbraries. This said Am.
rou is a question which I tannot decide. You
desire a thing whereon 1 dare’ issue no orders,
till T have leate from Omar, the commander
of the faithful.

Letters were im-nediately written to Omar by
Amrou, informing him of what Philoponus had
requested, and an answer was returned by Owar
to the following purport: * As to the baoks of
which you made mention, if there be in them
what accords with the book of God,” meaning
the Kor:n, * there is without them in the book
of God all that is sufficient. But if there be
any thing repugnant to that book, we in no re-
spect want them. I command you therefore to
order them all to be destroyed.”

s+

. Amrou, upon this, ordered them to be disper-

sed through the baths of Alexandria, and to be
there burnt' in making the baths. warm. By
this meaps, in the space of six months they
were all consumed.

They are warthy of being |

ze revolutions in the decline of.

SONG.

I've no gold in my coffers, nor steeds in my stall,

Nor kine in my pasture my own 1 may call;

No ships on the ocean, no corn in the lea;

But the dark eye of Eva looks kindly on me. ...
Kindly on me.

The rich ones may scoff me, the proud vnes despise,

Their kindness—their scorn, 1 equally prize : .

I care not for them, I'm hoth happy and free,

While the dark eye of Eva looks kindly on me.
Kmdly on me,

The miser ma.y smile as he thmks on his gain,, —
The sailor may pride in the dark azure main:
How worthless is glitter—its wreck oft we see,—
But the dark eye of Eva looks kindly on me;
Kindly on me.

THE YOUNG REFORMER,
OR THE DAYS OF QUEEN Mary.
[Concluded. 1

The hours p'xs~ed slowly away. . At length
the great bell of the old cathedral began to toll—
it was the signal for the sacrifice : and the I”l‘l_Sh'-‘
ing multitude pouring forth, pres.~ed ‘to the spot
where the victims of cruelty and superstition were,
to meet their doom. It was not within the city
they were to die,but in a sweet spot, meet for
the gay sports of childhood ; and there amid the
quiet beauties of nature, in the bright glowing.
sunshine, with many a green hill, and flowery
field stretching away in the distance before them,
there rose the piles that were to light their souls
to Heaven. . Each stood on his death-pyre;
there was the old and weary, whose race was
nearly run, youth, with life just opening bright
and fresh before him, woman, weak in frame, but
firm in spirit, and the strong man, in 3}1 prime
and vigor of manhood, all wearing the same ex-
pression of high resolve, with the same holy faith
shining in each calm unquailing eye. Dark
robed priests were among them, striving even at
the last moment, with the skill of men versed in
the mysteries of the human heurt, to tempt them
back to life. One, a Spaniurd, who came over
to. England in the train of King Philip, and de-
tested by the people, for the cruelty and intoler-
ance with which he pursued the reformers, drew
near Walter Pembroke. ,

* My son,” said he in soft winning tones that
coutrasted strangely with his harsh repulsive fea-

turés, “my son, there is stll hope—renounce:

the false doctrines, the heretical opinions with
which your youth has been misled, and ever yet

the church will gather you as an erring but pem-.

tent child to her bosom. Louk abroad on the
sunny earth! have the bright dreams youth ever
luves to weave, faded thus early {rom your henrt,
that in the bloom and freshuess of Im-, you w ould
pass trom it forever?

«The earth is fair,” was Walter's answer,
*and life is dear to me, but I tell thee cruel priest,
I will not sully my pure conscience,~I will not
sell my birthright of eternal hopes, for the few
remorseful years which thou canst give me. Go
to the man, whe after pining long years' in the
darkness of a damp lone dungeon, stands again
beneath the broad sky, in the flashing sunshine!
sooner with sofl words, could you woo him again
to that dreary prison house, than win me back to
the dark false faith I have quitted Yo may con-
sume the hody, the frail casket is in your power,
but the bright gem enshrined within it, is immor-

ter thought.

tal! over thut ye have na control :
presence w ill it glisten forever. .
A red augry spot glowed on the priest’s dark
cheek, he made a quick impatient gesture, and
the torch was applicd: a moment more and the '
dry faggots were in a fiery blaze. Nota feamre.
blanched, as he felt its hot consuming breath up-
on him, but clasping his hands, he prayed for
sirength to.endure the agony of thathour. Then
a clear, loud exulting strain of music burst from
his lips. Soft and sweet rose those notes of_
praise amid the crackling flames, as if he was
sitting in some pleasant spot, with those he loved
around himn. ‘At length the sounds died away.‘

in God’s own

a strong ruddy glare fell upon the vplified coun- .

tenance, nnd those that looked with hushed hearts -
upon it, deemed that the music of the better world
was sounding in his ear,—that the gates of Para-
dise were opesing before his gaze ; so bright,
so glorious, and so radiant, was its expression,
Higher yet mounted the fierce, red flames ; they
reached his vitals. A few moments more, and
his spirit was in Heaven. ‘
When Amy Wentworth reached her home af-’
er her interview in the prison, she rushed to.her
room—her mother sought her there, but she beg-
ged so earnestly to be ulone, that she left her, -
She sat down by the window, the branches of a
running rose were trained across it, forming a :
leafy screen, and the air was rich with the per-.:
fume of the pale white roses, that gleamed amid .
the green glossy fuliage. She rested her cheek
heavily on her hand, and sank into deep and bit- :
She had long since turned from the .
superstitions of Rome, but there was peril in -
avowing the truth, the love of life was strong

V’wuthm her, and she_hid its light in her soul, A .
few weeks since, had she been accused of bemg

a reformer; with white quivering lips, she would
have denied the charge. But now death seemed

shorn of its terrors ; she no lunger clung to life, .

and she felt, 1or that faith which she had borne so
tremblingly within her, ~he would now endure
the keen pangs of the stake itself.  She knelt
down and prayed long and fervently, and rose
with a strengthened heart,  Suddenly a. deep
heavy toned bell boomed on the still air, it was
the death bell 1 and then thoughts of Walter, and
bis fearful doom swept over her, till her brain:
seemed on fire. She pressed her hand to her.
burning temples, *“how my head throbs,” she '
murmini: d, it I could but shed vne tear,” and -
throwing herself wearily on her low bed, strange
forms and faucies seemed gathered round her. -
_ Her mother was starthed by strange cries, and -
a low wailing svund, and rusbing to her chamber~
found her clild, her eyes glassy in their unnatu-:
ral light, her cheek purple in bue, with hot
scorching fever upon her, and raving in wild de-.
lirium. Her words were all of Walter. %[
should bave been by his side.in the dark prison,
beside him at the stake, but no: I was unworthy. .
1 feared to die.  See there,” she exclaimed start.
ing up wildly, *how madly the red flames leap
about himn, bow they hiss and reach out their long
fiery tongues, and oh look—there, see his heart,.
how it writhies and quivers in.its. last-agony,”” and
with foaming mouth, and distended eyes, she
sank back exhausted on her pillow. For long,;_
long days, disease preyed. upon her. At length
the fever and delirium left her, and she opened
her eyes, ca]m and collected but wuh hfe fast
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ebbing away. ¢ Poor Walter,” she murmured,
{*he said we should meet again, but he thought
not it would be sv soon. But I rejoice that it is
so, for what have I to do with life.—Put your
arm under my head, mother, I know by the bright
tinting of yonder clouds, that the sun s rising, 1
would see it once more.” A bright golden rim,
peered above the top of a greeun hill, it enlarged,
and soon the sun burst forth i1 full-orbed splen-
dor. A low sigh fell on the mother's ear, she
turned her head, Amy lay with her long bright
sunny hair, sweeping over the white pillow, with
the same sweet smile she ever wore still on her
features, but there was no light in the blue eyes,
life had departed forever. EvLizAaBETH.

Newark. N. J.

[Original ]

‘ AUTUMN.

T'o a real lover of nature, there is no season
of the year that has the charms of autumn.

To him it is truly sublime. Uunlike many,
who see beauties only in the rose and cowslip,
or admire except when the violet decks the dis-
tant meadow, he finds subjects, on which to
dwell with delight that cannot be found in any
other part of the year. Some talk of the rap-
tures of a mornin spring, and seem enchanted
with the first notes of the red-breast echoing in
the distant vale. -

This is truly delighting ; but for one give me
an autumn eve, with its winds for music. The
tones are deep; they strike upon the ear, and
echo in the soul; they produce sensations evi-
dently different from those produced when amid
the flowers of spring, or gorgeous tint, of sum-
mer. Their effoct is also different. Who can
gather around the fire-side, and listen to the hol-
low breeze, without feelings of the most sublime
nature ; especially: one who is far from home
and friends! It is then, if at no other timne, that
the mind is carried back to scenes of deeper in-
terest ; and, reflecting on the past. is lost to ob-
jects.near.

Instead of the mellow notes of the birds of

spring, give me its farewell song, amid the fdllmg _

leaves at day’s decline, before the morning
comes, to take their flight toward a milder clime.
It tells: of scenes long passed ; when was heard
the last farewell of thuse who were, and still are
deurer than all earthly treasures. The tempest,
bursting over the cottage speaks of, and reminds
each of a long home in the grave ; and awakens
sensations not producéd by any other object.
We are apt .to lock upon autumnn with an un-
favorable feeling, and callit gloomy. This is
because we do not appreciate its charms or see
its beauties, It is true, it makes a diflerent im-
pression on the mind than spring or summer;
but are not the sensations produced by it, of as
sublime a nature as can be? No one can dis-
pute it, who is in any degree nature’s admirer.

+'To conclude, we would say, give me autumn
with its charms, and you may love spring for its
flowers, ELLEN.

¢ Ware Village, Sept. 1843, '

" A beggar asked a bishop for a penny : he re-
fused it. He then asked for his blessing. The
bishop assented to accord it, when the beggar
refused to acceptit; *for’’ said he **if it was
worth a penny, you would not give it to ie.”

A PARAPHRASE OF ISAIAH,

CHAPTER LXI. VErsks, 1,2
, To —
"Tis God himself, within me, that I feel—
He prompts my lips his purpose to reveal!
I come—the Lord’s anointed—here to speak,
-And preach his word—-glad tidings to the meek :
To heal the broken-hear. :d captive’s pain ;
Forevcr to dissolve oPPRESSION’S CHAIN: —
From prison to release the wretched thrall,
While, from his limbs the galling fetters fall.
Hark ! hapless mourner ! lend thy anguish’d ear,
Hark ! 1 proclaim the Loid’s accepted year.
The day of vengeance of ‘our God unroll ;
And herald comfort to the mourner’s soul.
Jonn Quincy ADanms.
——— .

THE MIND.

The improvement of the mind is of the first
importance. If left uncultivated, it becomes like
a garden overgrown with weeds, I have felt the
truth of this more forcibly since I became an
operative in the Factory, where all are compelled
to labor almost incessantly from daylight until
dark. There svems to be but little time for
mental cultire ; and I have sometimes thought
the mind like a caged bird, unable to expand be-
yond the prison wull, of the T I‘actory ; but upon
farther reflection I find this is erroneous. 1
believe. there may be highly cultivated minds
even in a circle of factory girls, and I know of
no better way to secure this than observation
ane reflection, together with the perusal of use-
ful books. Watts on the mind says much upon
this subject, which if attended to, I think might
be beneficial, it is a work which I believe every
young lady might peruse with pleasure and prof-
it. . There are many 1 think about us in whose
hearts {hgre is-a desire to become enhghtened

b

.and useful ; of moving in the walks of respecta-

bility, and becoming blessings to those around
them, Shall they be told to extinguish the ris-
ing desire ; that the depths of  degradation into
which they are cast will admit of no remedy !

No, I hope not 5 but rather tell themn that there
is no obstacle - that may not be overcome ; that
patience and perseverance can obtain almost any
summit. HuLpamn.

— S
C foriGINAL.] - o
T DlSINTERhSTED BENEVOLENCE

The ﬁrst principle developed.in the life of an
mdmdual, is selfishness, which confines the
thoughts to the little world within; imagining
that all things were designed for his, or her par-
ticular enjoyment.

Disinterested benevolence is directly the oppo-
site of selfishness ; it leaves those narrow limits,
and, expanding with generous growth, diffuses its
heavenly influence to all around; seeks oppor-
tunities to relieve the sufferings of others, to
comfort the dejected, and by every act of kind-
ness contribute to the happiness of the whole
human family.

Some have exercised this heavenly prmclple
to such a degree, that they have become distin-

.guished philanthropists, and are justly esteemed

“ the friends of man.” But the brightest ex-
ample is found in the person and character of
Chirist ; who so loved the world that he left the
bosom of his Father, and purchased our re-
demption, even at the expense of his precious
life. His example should be imitated by every
one, especially by those who have professed to
be his followers,

The more a christian becomes assimilated to
Christ, the stronger will be this principle within ;
and the more he exercises this grace, the nearer
will he approximate to Christ. Were it the mark
to which every christian was urging his way with
an ardor p?opomondte to its importance, many
might receive the blessing of such as are now
teady to perish; while the widow’s heart would
sing for joy, the captive rejoice in a perpetual
jubilee, ang all nations hail with gratitude the
news of salvation through a crucified Redeemer.
Each in his neighbor would see a brother and a
friend ; “heaven would commence below, and the
transition from this to an eternal world, would
be little else than an advancement -{from glory to
glory. MEeLona.

Cabotville.

——s
THE GRAVE.

What is the grave > A pillow of repose,
Where all'must rest, and never more awake
To the world’s toil.. Sinner and saint,
Esnp'ror and slave ; king, peasant, lord, vassal ;
Pomp, poverty, humility and pride ;
Aumbition that disdains to tread the earth,
And mounts among the stars, lo here it lies !
Ewpty distinction !—honors, titles, power,
Unite with meanness, beggary and shame;
The grave alike receives them, while it mocks
At the survivor's grief, who in his turn,
Awaits the mandate which he now deplores.
Others shall weep for him ; and in their fall
They shall be wept by others. Thus the work
Moves onward in its melancholy march,
One vast extended funeral, fraught with tears.
+ None cease to mourn but those who cease to feel,
In the kind refuge of the grave’s embrace.
And yet we shun it—shudder at our friend ;
Cling to the flitting phantoms that deluds uvs ;
Build on the winds, confide upon tiic. waves; .
Nor see the tempests that shall wreck our hopes; .
Nor dream of changing tides, or hidden shoals
That lié beneath the smiling treachery
Of ocean’s glossy surface. Others sink ;
We wonder ; yet we fear not; though the storm
That blasts their hopes, increases in its rage,
And thunders against ours. Let it rage on;
Each, self-secure beholds its ravages,
Now here—now there—on every side of himn,
And rnshes thoughtless, heedless on his fate.
Omniscient Heaven! this, alas! is man!
Thy creatnre man ; thy miniature ; a ray
Of thy bright effluence ; an immortal soul ;
Blest with perceptions, faculties and sense,
Reason, reflection, consciousness and will
Inferior but to angels! sovereign here ;
Plac'd o’er thy other and less favored works;
Bound to thee, indebted to thy love,
For all he ever has been or shall be;
And this is the 1equital—the return
Rendered to thee, Perfection of all good.

, —
A TALE OF TICONDEROGA.

It was on a bright and beautiful morning in
the year 1758, that the army of General Aber-
crombie embarked on their ill-fated expedition to
Ticonderoga : one thousand and thirty-five boats
received as gallant an army as ever marshalled
in the colonies. As fur as the eye could reach,
'Lake George was covercd with boats, from eacl
of which floated the crimson folds of the ens'g
of Britian, and the thrilling tones of the bugle:
swept over the surface luke, awakening nobl:
aspirations in the bosoms of the soldiers, and
giving life and animation to this magnificert
sight. It wastruly a splendid spectacle. Hard y
a breath of wird dis urbed the diamond like ‘sur-
face of tte luke, while the gentle Wavi‘ng of
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plumes and the flash of steel, gave an appear-
ance of magic to the scene. There were many
brave spirits engaged in this expedition, who in
the buoyance of youth shouted with joy as they
rose from their seats and took a view of the im-
mense flotilla in their rear, as it shot now one
way and then another, while the uniforms of the
soldiery glittered in the rays of an unclouded
sun. The army of Abercrombie was composed
of nearly 16,000 men, 9,000 of whom were
provincii I+, and to this formidable force was ad-
ded a fine park of artillery, with all the accoutre-
ments of war; never did an army set out under
better auspices, or with greater advantages.
- The object of this expedition was to reduce the
for ress of Ticonderoga built by the French in
1756, and situated about 200 feet above the wa-
ters of Champlain in a commanding position,
and garrisoned by an army of five thousand
Frenchmen, who, aware of the importance of
this fortress as a key to the whole of Canada,
had made it almost impregnable. ,
But to return. The first boat of this immense
fleet contained General Abercrombie and suite,
the flower of the English army. He listened
smilingly to the various remarks of his young
officers, who with their golden epaulets and scar-
let dresses, almost concealed him from view.
But there was one among their number to whom
he paid marked attention. It was the young but
brave Lord Howe, who for the first time had en-
tered the arena of military fame ; and who early
“fell in the cause which he so nobly espoused.
The Heet arrived at a point about three miles
sguth of Ticondernga near sun-down; and the
%!{-:1."-; but distant roar of artillery from the for-
oclaimed | that the French were réady to
The tents
were soon’ pntched. sentinels placed, and the
whole army ; wearied with the labor of the past
twelve hours, sunk into a state of sound repose.
The officers generally had retired early, rejoic-
ing, no doubt, at this short cessation from the
turmoil of the day But in the tent of the com-
mander-in-chief none were asleep. At the head
of the table upon which a naked sabre and a
pair of highly finished pistols lay, sat Abercom-

6 Licie ~ﬁ'€'ﬁum a1 warm reception.

~ bie—his features betrayed the inward workings’
of his spirit, and his brow wrinlked by a thou-

sind cares. His principal officers were around
him in full uniform, while the brilliant light of a
lamp shone upon their rich dresses with singular
effect. There was something awful in the still-
ness of the hour, interrupted only by the boom-
ing, heavy sound that ever and unon came from
the direction of Ticonderoga. Anxiety was
depicted on the countenances of all the officers
who surrounded the veteran commander; and
the doubtful issue of the expedition upen which
they had embarked, tended to increase their per-
plexity. Abercrombie for some time remained

silent with his face buried in his hands as if in’

deep anguish. Then looking around on the
chivalrous band of officers who. with erect forms
and stern coutenances, stood like marble statues,

he spoke, * Lord Howe, I have need of your
" services—are they at my command?’ The
young nolleman bowed assent, *¢Let the re-
mainder keep strict watch in my absence’—and
without further ceremony the two officers pushed
their way through the astonished band and took
the direction of Ticonderoga. Sentinel after

‘man could invent.

sentinel was passed; .and the rattling of their
muskets gave sure token of their knowledge of
the presence of their superiors as ttey rendered
the customary mark of respect.

The night was extremely beautifa]—the moon
poured a flood of light upon the calm, placid
waters of the lake, while the snow-white canvass
of soldiers’ tents, with .the loud *all’s well’ of
the sentinels echoing from hill to vulley, added
a charm to a scene peculiarly beautiful in itself.
The two officers hurried along with great rapid-
ity, unmindful either of the charms of the eve-
ning, or the roar of the falls produced by the
creek which connects the waters of Lake George
with those of Champlain. They soon reached
a level plain in the rear of the fortress, and here
prudence compelled them to pause. Before
them was that celebrated fortress whose frown-
ing battlements seemed to bid defiance to human
assault, defended as 1t was in {ront by a shelving
precipice, the base of which was washed by the
waters of Lake Champlain ; and ﬁ)rhﬁed in the
rear by every thing that the skill or ingenuity of
The French guards paced
along its massive walls, their polished arms glit-
tering in the moon beams, while to pass away
the lonely hours they either hummed some
mourntul ditty, or gazed upon a beautiful sheet of
water almost immediately under their feet. Lord
Howe started, when one, as if warned of dan-
ger, turned his attention to the spot where Aber-
crombie and ‘himself had taken their position,
but he gazed only for an instant, and with shoul-
dering arms resumed his measured tread as if
satisfied with the result of his investigation.

While the two officers were exanining the
weakest part of this stupendous fortress in order

that they might accomplish its oVefthrow "with’

ease, an Indian sprung from the shade of atall
sycamore directly in front of the British officers.
Abercrombie laid his hand upon the hilt of his
sword, but Howe immediately recognised the
Indian as a Huron chief whose tribe was at that
period in close allinnce with the English. +¢Is
my brother a fool,” said the Huron, with that bit-
ter sarcasm which is so peculiar to the Indian,
*¢ that he skulks under the walls of Ticonderoga
like an owl1”—Abercrombie similed and was
about to reply, when he felt the hand of the In-
dian chief’ grasp his arm, and raised it towards
the extreme part of the fortress. The eyes of
Howe followed its direction ; and suddenly the
sally port gate was thrown open and u French
regiment swept with full speed toward the camp
of the English. Howe returned to the camp
with hasty steps, but the Huron waved him back
with his hand. *Is my brother a deer, that he
can equal the Frenchmen in a race? My peo-
ple  are in the valley below ; let me send forth
the cry of revenge.” He put his_hand to his
mouth, and the “shrill war-hocp rose on the mid-
night air, and received a loud response from an
hundred voices in the valley below, The artill-
ery of Ticonderoga sent forth a sheet flame to.
ward the spot where Abercrombie, spell bound,
rested upon the hilt of his sword: another vol-
ley would have been fatal, had not the Huron
said, pointing at the same time to the French
regiment almost invisible in the distince, ¢ Let
the footsteps of my brother be quick, or the
bones of his men will bleach in the valley.”

The Indian instantly plunged into a deep

ravine, followed closely by the English officers,
who were compelled to exert their utmost powers
to keep near him, so rapid were his movements.
They soon reached the camp; it was one wild
scene of confusion almost beggaring description.
Some were under arms and ready for defsnce—
others entirely defenceless, were shot down by
tae incessant rolling fire of a large number of
the French: and the dark forms of the Huron
warriors flitted about, while the cracking of their
rifles told that t he midnizh! war-whoop of their
chief had not been in vair. Abercrombie and
Howe threw themselves in front of the terrified
troops, and their pesence and command soon
restored order. * Stand firm, brave Grenadiers,
45th ready, charge.” The rushing of the Gren-
adiers against the French line soon decided the
contest,—steel rung against steel-battalion, com-
pletely overwhelmed, fled in dire confusion. The
Hurons finished the victory by scalping their
dead enemies, and driving the routed foe hack
to the fortress. which, as if conscious of the de-
feat, still vomited forth flames and smoke agamst

an unseen foe. S

Taken as the English had been by surpnse,
discipline supplied their waat of preparation, and
saved them from total ruin. Ahercromble and
Howe entered the tent with their uniforms sonled .
with powder and spattered with blood, ¢ A
warm skirmish,” said the young gentleman as he
threw himself upoh .a couch. Abercromble,
our moonlight view of Ticonderoga was near
being fatal—but where is the Huron, he deserves
a_reward—a nobler fellow never stepped on
earth.” The Indian rose from the extreme part
of the tent as Howe showered these compllments
upon him, and spoke. My brother “is a brave,
““and"the tomahawk of the Huron is red with
the blood of his enemies.” So aayln,_ , he threw
his mantle from his shoulders, exposing to view
the dripping scalps of a dozen Frenchmen.
Abercrombie shuddered at the sight. But the
Huron waved his polished hatchet, shouted with
demoniac fierceness,  the French are women—
their hones shall bleach on the sand—and
the wolves shali devour their 'Ieeh—-dnd the Hu-
ron will dance over them in their ngom(s » He
ceased speaking and left the tent.

Day-light snon broke, dlsnl(.smgh ,scené‘ of
confusion.  The cries of the wounded came
from all parts of the camp, where théy were ly-
ing helpless; but by the unremitling attention of
the officers, gnod order and comfort to the great-
est possible degree, were restored. For two
days did Abercrombie hesitate to commence a
regular siege, and batter down the walls of Ti-
conderoga, or take it by assault.  He decided in
favor of the lutter, and asked the opinion of his
officers.. Howe was in favor of a regular siege
—the nephew of the Earl of Huntington for an
assault.  While they were vehemently dlsputmg,
the Huron chief entered the tent. They asked
his advice, and with a dignified grace he exten-
ded his arms towards them as. if in the act of
supplication, and said in a low thrilling voice.
“My brother is a great chief—but wisdom has
depurted from his counuls--—the sun of my broth-
er is behind a’cloud.”

“ Come, Huron, speal\ out,” said Howe “no
fables.”

The Indian ‘gazed proudly upon blm, and
laughed scornfully—* my brother is rash—had



112

OLIVE LEFA AND N. E.

"OPERATIVE.

it not been for the war-cry of my people, the
beasts of prey would have fattened upon his
bones.” ’ : ’

« You are right, you are right,” said the gene-
rous hearted young nobleman. * Forgive me,
Huron, I am over-hasty.” The Indian chief
bowed his head and put his hand upon his breast,
asif in forgiveness of the jnsult.

None slept that night in the tent of Abercrom-
bie—for all the native eloquence of the Huron,
and all the entreaties of Lord Howe,.could not
alter his determination to take Ticonderoga by
assault, He was immoveable, and the Indian
chief, followed by his warriors, moved mourn-
fully away, chanting the death ‘song, as if in an-
ticipation of his final end. For three days the
English moved not from their camp. The mor-
ning of the fourth dawned with unusual splendor
the troops were marshalled for the assult—the
continued roll of the drum called them to arms
and the aid-de-camp rode furiously to different
parts of the line. The whale troop moved with
admirable precision and regularity. In front
rode Abecrombie, Howe and the other chief offi-
cers. On their left wing was the Huron band of
500 choice warriors ornamented and painted in
their own peculiar fashion. The step of the Hu-
ron was slow and solemn ; and as the fortress of
Ticonderoga broke upon the view of the army, a
shout of exultation made the welkin ring—but
the Huron shouted not—he only gave utterance
to the death chant. Abercrombie rode slowly in
front of his Indian allies,and spoke in a low
voice, “ Is the Huren a coward, that he chants
his ditties before the whole army!”” Fire shot
from the eyes of the chief, as without deigning a
reply, he turned to his warriors and gave his final
command, *Forward!” They all. sprang
against the very battlements of the fortress. A-
bercrombie galloped to another part of the line
where Howe had dismounted and was. marshal-
ling his troops. * Howe,” said he, * I fear the
result. Look at the desperation of the Hurons.”
«I warned your excellency of the consequences,”
said the gallant young nobleman,  but you would
not hear.” Then turning to his troops, with ani-
mation he exclaimed, ¢ Forward, the whole line.”
Under a destructive fire of grape and cannister
shot, the troops rushed to the assault with trailed
arms. The shrill war-whoop of the suvages rose
above the din of the combat, proving that they at
least ‘were worthy the trust -reposed in them.
Never did the English troops behave better—but
it was absolutely fully to attack a ﬁ)rtress.'(gar-
risoned by 5000 men) without even the aid of ar-
tillery. In vain did Howe rally his men, The
rolling fire of the French soldiery swept down
whole regiments—and while that galiant young
officer had gained the battlements, and was fight-
ing hand to hand with the French artilleri-ts, he
received two balls in his head, aud fell dead in
the arms of his men, who discouraged by his
death, sprang from the ramparts. In vain did
Abercrombie, maddened by defeat, implore his
troops to stay. Nothing could withstand the
blaze of. fire that issued from the battlements'of
Ticonderoga ; discipline was at an end, and Ab-
ercrombie was obliged to consult his own safety
in flight. ~ As he retreated, with as much order
as possible, a French regiment rushing from the

gates of the fortress, poured in a destructive fire;

and he would undoubtedly have been massacred,
had not the survivors of the Hurons thrown them-
selves directly before him, and thus made a di-
version in his favor : although in the attempt the
Huron chief fell covered with wounds—his blood
flying over the soiled uniform of Abercrombie,
as he exclaimed in his death agonies, *Is my fa-
ther wise, and is the Huron a coward ?”  No re-
proach could have been keener. Abercrombie
felt and remembered it in after years. Rushing
in front of the lines, he gave the order to retreat
—and the retreat became a pérfect route, with the
loss of two thousand men wantonly and foolishly
sacrificed. Near the fortress of Ticonderoga the
b}»dy of the Huron chief was buried by his few
surviving followers. No marble marks the spot,
no gaudy mausoleum covers his remains, but the
sycamore and the pine wave their branches over
his lowly tomb. Had his advice been taken, Ab-
ercrombie would bave preserved a gallant army
from destruction, and a brave and gallant young
nobleman from an untimely death—the hanner of
his country was disgraced, and her glory sullied
byan ignoble defeat. ’

, .

[Original.]

DEATH.

STRAY LEAVES FROM MY OLD PORTFOLIO.

Who is secure from death? who can resist his
strength, or oppose his power? *We may dread
the gloom and darkness of the grave, but who
may shun it? we may shrink at the thought of
death, but who may disobey his summons?
Seeking new victims, he is ever present, the tra-
ces of his fuotstéps are in every climate, Through
the hot and arid plains of the Torrid regions, and
over the ice nud snows of the Frigid Zones, in
the still secluded spnt chosen for retirement, and
’mid the noise and hum of the city ; over regions
of greenness and fertility, and through the wastes
and sands of the desert. Rank, age, sex, are
disregarded, earth has no ties too strong for it to

,sever, no affections too ardent for it to withstand.

His hand is stretched forth upon the king, in his
royal array, surrounded by all the pride and mag-
nificence of power, but pride and magnificence
avail him nothing ; like others he passes away,
and gorgeous funeral obsequies, and a splendid
monument, are all that remain for one who but
yesterday ruled the fate of a kingdom, and sway-
ed the destinies of a nation. He enters the cas-
tle, and the proud noble is laid low ; he noisless-
ly passes the threshold of the cottage, and the
sturdy peasant, like some giant oak, is prostrated
in his strength.  Age with its whitened locks, and
furrowed countenance, youth, with all the green-
ness of its affections, and the wirmth of its feel-
ing ; childhood, with its happy heart and enga-
ging sweetness ; infancy in its beauty and help-
lessness, all, are equally exposed to death, alike
fall victims to his power. It steals on the man
of science, whose restless energies have gone

forth into the world, and endeavered to account |

for its wonders, whose mind has sought to solve
the mysteries of the universe, and whose com-
manding intellect has grasped subjects that ap-
pear to defy the power of man to elucidate. It
steals upon him, and what now avails the knowl-
edge he has ‘acquired, the treasures of science he
has accumulated ? nothing ! and the darkness of
the grave soon conceals him from our view.

I dnce gazed upon the face of a young school-
mate, the beatings of whose pulse, and the throb-
bings of whose heart had ceased forever. She
was a be_au’tit'ul girl ; modest and retiring in man-
ner: there was yet, an expression in her pale
sweet countenance, that excited an nterestin the
heart. For weeks, she was absent from her ac-
customed places ; disease wasracking her feeble
frame, consumption with its cold, chilling touch
was preying upon her heart, and her mother was
compelled to see her beautiful flower withering
beneath its blighting influence, and passing slow-
ly and gradually, from her sight. She died, and
on a bright sunny day in spring, we were invited
to attend the ‘uneral of our dcceased companion.
After listening to the solemn and impressive ad-
dress o7 our pastor, we passed out of the church,
and there upon the green before the door, was the
coffin, and at its head stood the mourning father,
the subbing mother, aud weeping brother ; ga-
zing on that pale dead face, with all the intensity -
of grief.  We, the living, in the bloom of health,
gazed likewise; and many a usually thoughtless
licart tremnbled with emotion ; many a gay coun-
tenance saddened, and many a bright eye dimmed
as we gazed. Death had not robbed her of her
beauty, though clad in the habiliments of the
gave, its traces still lingered in her countenance.
Thit countenance I shall never forget; so calm,
S0 ‘plilcid in its expression, with its marble fea-"
tures, its fair hair parted on the low broad brow,
its drooping eyelids, and lashes, so gently'pr'és-
sing the colorless cheek ; while everand anon, u
rich stream of sunlight, beamed through some
opening in the dense crowd—and flashing upon
that pale, cold face, as if in moékery ; and then
as suddenly vanished. Togethe; we gaz: "™ long
and earnestly, the living upon thic dead ; and
many a warm fear fell from eyes that seldom
wept—and a solemnity gathered round “many a
heart, that in other moments cast aside reflec-
tion. The pastor breathed forth the aspirations
of- his heart to God, the benediction was pro-
nounced, and while preperations were made for
conveying the body to its last home, musing up-
on the mysteries of death, slowly and sadly we

parted. EvrLizABETH.
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