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,'Wlt hy fatigne—erushed
wpes blasted by defear, the
8 discovered conceunled in a
‘a long, long day, and a weary

t drink, the unhappy fugitive had
vainly hoped to evade the search of his pursuers,

Hither, then, came Jeffreys, tainting the air as with a
pestilence, and cansing great terror and dismay, partico-
larly among the peasantry. no one knowing who might
prove the victim ot the tyrant’s insatiate thirst for blood.

He was now, however, in hot pursuit of two men—one

man was taken prisoner,
hy disappeintiment-—bj
ill-fated son of Charl
diteh, where all throu
night, without food or

Richard Nelihrope,an ontlaw, who had made himseli oh-
noxious by being coneerned in the Rye House plot.—
These meun, it is needless w say, Jeflreys wus resoived to
pursue to deatls, X

In a fine old mansion.encompassed by a closely wooded
' park of a century’s growth, dwelt the Lady Alce Lisle.
She was the widow of John Lisle, who had held a com-
mission under Cromwell, and had also sat in the Long
Parliiinent.  He had been created a Lord by Cromwell,
and the title of the Lady was still eeurteously assigned to
his widow, for she was one greatly beloved by all persons
| and parties, both Whig and Tory, for her many excellent
; qualities, and was also nearly allied 10 many neble fawilies

[t was pear the close of a beautiful autumnal day, that
the Lady Alice, clad in deep mourning weeds, might be
scen passing slowly beneath the dark felage of these
venerahle trees, stretehiing in such primeval grandeur far
on eitherside her demain, The chastened radiance of
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CHRISTMAS IS NOT WHAT IT oUGH'T TO BFE.

Nobody burns the vule log,

\ll the old customs are banished !
Where 18 the scavenger’s dog !

The regular dustman hasjvanished.
A thoreugh legitimate play

Ior the season Genrge Barnwell was thonght to be;
That kiad of thing’s ail done away

Christmas 1s net what 1t ought to be.

T S owiiutatiion Do | tionless leaves with geld, or stealing athwart the mossy
Arpears om the stage in white trousers ;
Hss diicle would raise but a roar
Of mirth if they murder’d him now, sirs
Fone \VSCIES yEICeksIYe ronorsn t whom the kind Lady Alice had taken under her protec- |
Ihe Gall’ry wonld order cut short to be ;
With laughter the house would be hoarse ' of his benefactress, skipped and gamboled before her in |
' wild and happy recklessness—now springing like a fawn |
L into the path tefore her from behind some lofty screen,%
- where for a moment he had laid concealed, or striving to |
attract attention by his childish prattle as he bounded |
playfully at her side. i

As heedless to the deepening twilight as she seemed to |

Christmas is not what it ought to be

Pantomime’s quite on the wane,
Though vainly they trv to ennch it,

;:' o .Umg agﬂin Hn(l n:';:V\'

The stealing of poultry by clown

a Nonconlormist divine,named Hicks ; the other a lawyer, |

the setting sun here and there burnished the alinost nio- |

tion, and who now, far from partakiog in the serionsness'

Not so the Lady Alice. T'rue,those men had » ot revealed
their names, neitlicr had she sought to di=cover who thew
were, or for what crime they were driven to their present
strait—yet that they fled the wrath of the cruel-mindeda
Jeffreys she felt persuaded, and fearful that with his my: -
widons he might be clos¢ on the track of these unhappy
men, she, too, sat watehing all the night, or pacing with
light tootfall the long galleries, ever and anon stepping out
upon tha baleony and listening to every sonnd, her fears
magnifying the whispers of the wind stealing throngh the
| branches of the ofd trees, into the suppressed murmurs of
Lan armed torce.  Ally however, remained quiet.  Just as
the day began te dawnghe threw herself upon her couch
—not meaning 1o sleep.  Bur, evercome with the fatigoe
ot her lonely night-wateh, and lulled perhaps by the secu-
rity which almost always comes to the watcher with the
dawn of day, she soon nnconsciously sunk into a deep
sleep, from which, alas! she was but too rudely arounged ;
for even in that brief hall hour when tired natnre elaimed
its own, the wily Jeffreys had surrounded the house with
his no less brutal solaiers.

“Come, come, madam, bestir yourself, yan are wanted,”
cried the leader, seizing the Lady Alice by the sheulder,
and rndely shaking her; “ methinks you sleep well this
morning—long watehing makes zound slombers, eh/—
' Come, vp with you, weman, and tell us in what corner of’
' this rebel’s nest you huve stowed away the Presbyierian

knave and his werthy friend 7
. In amement the lady was fally awake, and compre-
“hended at once her perilous situation. But her self’ pos-

' session did not forsake herand breathing an inward prayer
tor the safety of the two u.happy men so closely pursued,

trunks, and over the deep green sward, mildly illumined | she said, us she drew herself proudly up,
| the forest aisles, seeming thereby as pathe angels might

love to tread. The ounly companion of the lady was a | unhand me, or your audacity shall be punished as it de-
.y - . {
child—a beautiful boy of perhaps six years old—an orphan | serves !”

“ What means this unmanuerly intrusion? Off] sir!

“ Ho-ho, my brave wench, words are cheap! you will
find prenfs nat so easy! Know, mistress, yourself and
your servants are my prisoners,” said Jeffreys.

“Your prisoners!” cried the lady, with cutting cen-
tempt ; * and who are you, and by whese authoiity do you
dare to lay hands en me or any beneath my root ?”

“\Who 2in 12 That you shall soon know to your cest,”
said Jeflreys, with a horrible oath. © George Jeflreys has
a peculiar way of making himself known, my mistress,—

|

|

t'or “ Hot Codlins™ and * Tippetywitchet” {
|

Has ceased irresistible sport to be, :
|

1

[{he swallowed a turkey it wouldn't ro down

Christmas is not what it onght te be.

™

i he butcher, the baker, the sweap,
Fmploying the men as their proxies,
No louger a harvest can reap,

By a cool application for boxes,

Such impudent claims on the purse

By many are aoometl gct at nought to be;

And here we our burden reverse,

Singing, ¢ Christiias i3 quite what it ought to be,”

Though wholesome the downfall may be
C{ customs whose end is extortion,

At Christmas the haad should be {ree,
Not numbed by the coldnces of caution

Of beef, of plum pudding. of beer,
Permit not the ncediest short to be

'I's all here’s a happy New Year,

Whsse Chrirtmas has been what it onght to be,

{ From Grabam's Magazine, for Jaruary ]
ALICE RLASLE.
A SKETCIH FROM ENGLISH IISTORY.
BY MRS, CAROLINE H. BUTLER.

Turre is perhaps no data in the annals of English
Histary marked with a more biloody significance of the
eartul extent to which tha evil passions of mankind will
reach, when not held in check by religious or civil disci-
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minden Jelreys, m.l“‘u-u rea by a vitgrictive ,:.nf arintrary
maonarch, stalked lil
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strode onward —=behind him he left hor
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prpses awinging i tha wind at the corners of the cross-
roads—gibbets stuck up in every market-place—-and black-
ening heads and limbs impaled, even before the windows

e holv house of Godl !

=~uch was the more than brutal ferocity with which this |
tiend in human shape, George Jefireys, Chiet Justice of

the Courtofthe King’s Bench, progecuted his commission.
Through all those districts where the inhabitants had

ull vlse aronnd her, the Lady Alice had proceeded further | Now deliver up these two arch rebels—the canting, whi-

into the deptas of the wood than was her usual eustom, | ning priest, and the traitor Neltherpe, into our hands, and

when she was suddenly aroused to the lateness of the | mayhap I'll not press my further acquaintance uponm your

hour by a scream from little Edwin, who, burying his | ladyship, except to taste the quality of your wine, for I'li
face n the folds of her mantle, cried, warrant you, my men, (turging to his followers) these old

: - At H ¢ ) g8 = e d 4 = 2 |
line, than that characterized as the * Bloody Assizes,” in |
e reigl of James the I1—1765—which, even from out!
» lnpse of two centuries, still stands forth in {oathsome
When the savage and hioody- |
ke a demon through the land, tracing |
1

}‘u\s
Or-

lasting, soul-harrowing preofs of his erueliy—- |

“ O run, dear lady,run—bad men—auh, they will kill us!” | cellars are not dry.”

| “ What are you talking of, Edwin ?” she answered, tak-

e

there,” pointing as he spoke, to a clump of low oaks,

turning to retrace her steps.

and stood in her path. Well might that lady tremble, alone
nied unprotected in the deep, dark wood, vet in tones well

ledd by the hand.

one of the men, ifting his eoatskin cap wid stepping aride,
o 2o anlr
we feexk

we have lain concealed within these weeods, not daring to

L ing bis hand—“ who will kill us? We shall soon be at| the Lady Alice, firmly ; “ and what reason have yvou te
1 » . ! » &d 2 - o
the Hail ; fie, boy, are you afraid because the sun has set, | suppose they are within :ny house 77

wiol the old woods grewn dark? A, is this my little hero!” !

“ Bt dadyv, Dgse mgn—Dbad, wicked men ; there, lady, | ¢ They are known to have lam hid within your neighbor-

z ) [hood Jand we know they have been geereted by you; and
| " toolish boy, it s only an owl!” said the laay, nmvi

“ 1 know no such persons as those you seek,” replied
“ We know it, and that is enough,” replied Jeffreys.—

now, by G—d, madam, unless you lead us to their kenuel,

your body shall writhe in flainies, or be hacked in pieces
At that moment two men sprung from out the thicket } by my soldiers !”

)

. . : .

{ “ Infainous, cowardly wreteh,” replied Alice Lisle, un-
l

daunted, *think you your threats would induce me to

s belieing her fears,she untalteringly bade them stand aside, | betray, more especially into your bloed-thirsty bands, any
and give passage to hersclf and the pale, timid child she |

unhappy individual who had sought my protection!—

} ' Know Alice Lisle better.”
“ We mean not to harm or frighten you, madam,” said |

at your hands shelter and tood. For three days | cried the ferocious Jeffrevs.

“ Ho-no, are we so brave! here, my men, take this
boasting mistress, and give her a dance upen hot coals!™

At that moment little Edwin, still in his night dress,

venture {orth even to satisty the cravings of hunger. YWe ! opened the door of his little bed-room, and ran terrified

|

are neither thieves nor murderers—slight offences mav be | toward the Lady Alice ; but he was not permitted to reach
i these signal times of despotism and injustice—but men | her ; a soldier rudely seized the poor boy by the shoulder,

Chunted down Like wild beusts in the cause of eivil and | and notwithstanding his shrieks, held him with such a

L religious
| Yeu, for our lives—that we may be spared to trample
{ the sonus of Belinl under our feet, and smite, and slay and
"‘. dest 0y
?
| the chosen vessel of the Lord to shield his servants {rom
L the man ol blood against that dreadful day of retribution.”
“12:k not to know why yon arve thus threwn within
cperil of your lives,” answered the Lady Alice, it is enough
Jfor me that yon are fellow beings in distress, and as such
st eiaim my sympathy, and the shelter of my roof —
God forbid the doors of Alice Lisle sho’d be closed against
| nuslortune,  Follow me, then, friends, and suck food as
iy house affords, and such security as its walls can give
| tmasy the Lord bless unto you.”
\ Coufident in the attachment and fidelity of her domes-
i ties, the Lady Alice, in a few words, made known to them
(that the lives of these unfortunate men were in jeopardy,
Land that they sought from her kindness, safety and con-
| cenlment, and sharing in the benevelence of their iistress,
each oue of that well-tried household regarded the fugi-
| tives with generous sympathy.
' An excellent supper, such as their famishing natures
| required, and a bottle of old wine, was soon placed befere

the arch tools of oppression!” interripted the |
other, with violent gesticulations ; “ and thou, woman, art | draw your dagger across his pretty white throat, unless

)

freedom. It is for our lives we implore your aid.” | grip as left the primt of his fingers npon the tender flesh.
| “ Rnffian, unhand the child 7 exclaimed the lady, at-
|

)

tempting to rize,but held back by the iren hand of Jeffreys.
“ Ha! a pretty hostage, truiy!” he said. “ Here, Ratclifle,

this stubborn woman yields up our prey—do you hLear
that 7” turning to the Lady Alice.

“ O save me—save me! don’t let them kill me!” scree-
ched the poor little fellow, striving to break away ; then
turning kis beantiful eyes npon the hard, stern features of
the man who held him, he clung piteonsly around his
knees, repeating %is cry for merey, his face uphfted, and
his soft, golden curls falling over his white sheulders, from
which the loose night-dress had siipped away.

Tears, which neither her own danger, or the insults
heaped upon her could draw forth, now streamed down
the pallid cheek of the Ludy Alice.

sither taken up arms in the Moanmouth Rebellion against | the weary men. They were then conducted by the Lady
the king, or who had been known five years before to | Alice herself to a roem on the ground floor. ;
have received the unfortunate duke with favour and hom-! % Observe,” said she, “this oaken panel—- press your
age, waen assuming the rank ofa rightful prince he passed | finger thus ; a door opens, leading into a secret pass'age,
with almost regal trivmph throogh the land, did Jeffreys | connected with the vaults of the old chapel, where, in
and his well-picked myrmidons pursue their murderous | case of emergency, yeu will be perfectly secure from
track, sparing veither sex nor age-—the death-blow des-| search. Sleep, then, my friends, in peace, one of my most

cending aitke upon the silver head of tottering age, or
lisping, helpless infagey. “Aund)” suys Maculay, “his
spirits rose higher and higher as the work went on. e
laughed, shouted, joked, and swore in such a way that
many thought him drunk from merning to night, but in
him it was not easy to distinguigh the madness produced
by avil passions, from the madness produced by brandy.”

In such a framo of mind he entered Southampton and
proceeded toward Winchester, which although not the
scene wf any warlike encounter with reliel and royalists,
had nevertheless heen resorted to by many of the former
as a place of safety, among whom was their unhappy
leader, the infatuated Monmouth himsell. [t was here,
wear the borders of the New Forest that the un'ortumate

i fuithful servants will this night keep watch, and upon the
least alarm, you will be notified in time to avail yourselves
of the way of escape I have pointed out.

As she bade them good-night, one ot the men, seizing
the hem of her mantle, carried it to his lips with a grace
not unfitting the presence of a queen, while in the canting
oratory ot the day, his companion devoutly prayed the
Most Higk to bless the wonan through whose assistance
vengeance was yet to be heaped on the head of the scorner
and these who now sat in high places to be brought lew.

And thus fortified and enceuraged by the assurances of
their noble beuefactress, the fuyitives took heart, and

‘throwing themselves upon the bed, were soon soundly
sleeping,

“ Are you men ?” she cried, turning to the rude soldiers,
“are you men, and can you stard by and see that inne-
cent,helpless lamb inhumanly murdered before your eyes?

“Ah!” cried Jeffreys, with a hideous leer, “ we are
used to butchering lambs, madam ; bless vou, we do it
o easy the poor things don’t have time 1o bleat! Swrike,
Ratcliffe !”

A scream—a wild scream of agony burst from the heart
of Alice Lisle ; then dashing off the arm of Jeffreys, in the
strength of her despoir, as hut a feather’s weight, she
sprung to the boy, and threw her arms around him.

There was heard at the moment a loud shout from the
court-yard, coupled with eaths and impreeatipus, and one
of the troups burst in, waving his eap.

“ [lurrah, your hononr ! they’re canght, your worship .
we’ve got the rascals—hurrah! hurrah”

“Now God help them ” murmured Alice.

“ Your Iife shall answer tor this, vile traiwress !” mut-
tered Jeffreys, i a voice hoarse with rage, and shaking
his fist at the unshrinking heroine. * But where found
you the knaves ?” he added, turning to the hearer of suck
fiendish joy.

“ Ha, ha, vour worship—but I ean’t help laughing : we
found his reverence, chin-deep, in a1 malt-tub—ha, ha, ha'
and the other rogue we hauled from the kitchen chimney,
as black as his master, the devil!” /

“ And to his master he shall soon be sent with a crack

Lin his windpipe,” said Jeffreys.
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