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From the London Literary Gazette.

PETER BENSON, THE MISER.
A TALE.

Prrer Benson was the son of a miser
who died in the possession of immense
wealth, amassed by a life of toil and
privation. His son was endowed by
nature with great energies and a firm-
ness of purpose, which sbowed itsell
while yet a child; for he became the
terror of ‘his playmates, and the tyrant
of all about him. His education was
neglected for his father would bave
shuddered to spend money on it. His
example pointed out to his son, that to
get riches was the sole aimof life; his
precept wag, to guard them at the risk
of all but life; and to habituate his
heir early to follow his example, he
forced him to earn even the pitiance of
his pocket money. Peter was an apt
seholar; at an early age he had actually
put his savings oat to interest; and his
father was so delighted at this trait that
he doubled the amount to confirm him
in the habit. That same night the
miser died! Was it this solitary instance
of liberality that did violence to his na-
ture, and desiroyed him?

During a severe illness, some years
before, old Benson had been advised to
make khis will; and he had even consent~
ed fo send for a lawyer, who, having
gene through the wusual preamble, waited
for the client’s instructions; but, after
a long pause, ventured to ask the sick
man te whom he wished te bequeath his
property.  The sufferer started up
wildly in his bed, exclaiming,

* Wish to bequeath?—1 wish to be-
queath my property ?—never man, never!
What! give my hfe’s blood, my soul’s
recompense!—and,’ added he
struck by the danger of having adm:tted
to = stranger his possession of wealth)
—¢ what have I, a hard working man,
to bequeath!”

And so he died without a will, and
Peter Benson found himsell heir; and
as he thought, without any one to inters
fere with his administration of this
wealth. But he was one morning sur.
prised by the receipt of a letter (rom
his mother, whom he had been led to
suppese died during his infancy, and of
whom his father had mever made men-«
tion. Interest being the reigning: prin-
ciple of this youth's heart, it was upon
this that he reflected ere he allowed him.
self to grieve or rejoice at this unex-
pected news. His mother’s existence
might be of incalculable value to  him;
for, as a minor he could mot take out
letters of administration, and kLe dreaded
having a goardian appointed by the
law. His mother’s being alive, he uns
derstood, might render such a step un-
necessary. But then, it was said, she
would have a right to a share in his
preperty, Of this fact, he hoped to keep
her ignorant, but as he could not de-
ceive her as to the amount of wealth,
would she not expect to be indulged in
an expenditure suitable to it? And he
groaned as be thought how this would
diminish the profits of the concern. His
father had vegetated (and even that
sparingly); he had never dared to
live.

Peter was puzzled how he should
reply to his mother's letier without
committing himself or his property. At
length he thought it would be best to go
to her; if she came to town, he
might be expected to fetch her—so ke
expente must be incurred and by get-
ting it over at once, he would be able
to judge better of her dispositien,
and capabilities to render her an eligible
guardian as far as the name went, to
his interests during his minority—the
real contrcl of them he intended should
remain in his own hands—and he felt
the coach fare to be an excusable exs
pence, as he reflected on the advantages
te which his journey might lead. His
mother was a poor sickly loeking wo-
man, whose epirit had been so crushed
by oppression aad tyranny that she
hardly dare speak to her own child.
His persomal resemblance to his father
made her tremble; and it was not long
before she perceived the resemblance
was not merely personal. He uttered
mo grief for fhe new found parent,—mo-
ney, gain, saving. were all he could talk
upon,—and when, on bidding her good
night he said,—

¢ Mother , I shall never die happy uas

less I become twice as rich as my fa- |

ther," she felt that the life of toil end
mortification she had endured with the
father was about to recommence under
the yoke of ber offspring: and for six
years meekly bere with all the privations
her childs parsimony forced onher.
During these years he had never once
ofercd his mother a pleasure, a2 m  e-

(as 1l }

ment, or a single comfort, that could
have drawn a guinea from his purse.
His main study was on how little could
she manage to keep a home for him; and
when, on attaining twenty one, he took
the concern nominally (as it bad all along
been virtually) into his own hands, she
hagarded a request to retire into the
country to end her daysin quiet, free
from the feverish excitement of trade; he
remarked,—

* As you please, mother; only I eannot
allow you as much as my father did. I
mean to increase my business, and every
farthing will be wanted: besides you had
money by you when my father died,
and therefore must have been able to
save out of the provision he made.’

The poor mother submitted in silence;
he had long known that policy and in-
terest bad alone kept her son on terms
with her and now her allowance curtail-
ed to the very lowest pittance, he per-
mitted her to depart; and from that hour
her quarterly payments were, for many
years, the only evidence of her son’s
existence, while he was straining every
nerve to realize and amass riches—to
spend them, to give them, to circulate
them would have been ageny.

He thought of marrying, but then his
choice must be dictated by the same un-
varing rule—his interest. A gentleraan,
with whom he bad formed extensive re-
lations, tnvited him te his country house.
He bad one daughter and only child,
and Peter Benson became enamoured
with not her beauty, nor her sweet and
gentle manners—but her expectations.
He made propesals to the father who
could not but view with pleasurs such a
prospect for his child. Peter Benson
the young millionaire, whose word could
make or mar thousands whose existence
depended on his ned for employ,—this
collossus of wealth a suitor to his child—
it was a match very far beyond his
hoves; and the wortby merchant’s sight
became dazzled and blinded to the real
character of the man who sought his
gentle Marian; and she timed and sub.
missive, yielded to her father’s wishes,
and gave her consent to wed Peter Ben-
S0,

Every day after this engagenient was
formed inflicted some new trial on the
miser’s soie feeling. Marian had in the
village a school supported entirely at
her expence. ¢ What werthless expenx
diture!’ thought he; ¢ but it will cease—
in Londean we shall have no wvillage
schoels to think of.> As they walked
through the village, helistened with ters
ror to the grateful thasks of many of the
poorer classes, for money and clothing,
bestowed by the gentle beinz whose
arm rested on his. Poverty he knew
was not confined to the country, and the
continuance of such folly was not to be
thought of. Had he spent his best years
in incessant toil, in restless drudgery,
to get riches to give them away?—the
thought was horror; and he actually
looked at this innocent girl as though
she had already been drawing histreasure
from his sacred hold.

He had passed a restless night, half
spent in repenting of the bold measure
wbich had placed him in perilous posi-
tion, when, on entering the breakfast
room he found Marian busily perusing &
ietter with severalenclosures. She look-
ed up, and smiling her welcome, said,
“ 1 have been waiting for you, Mr. Ben-
fon to assist my judgement as to the best
and most effective manner of relieving a
poor f{amly, whose distress is realy
heart rending. My [(ather’s and my own
denation of £5 each may be of momen-
tary use; and,’ added she, ¢I have ven-
tured to mark a similar sum against
your name: but this is not all'—*¢ Not
all?’ gasped Peter. ¢ No,said she, (too
engrossed by her own benevolent thoughts
to remark kis manner); ¢itis but a small
part of what 1 should wish to do. We
must find employment for the boys, who
are old enough to exert themselves for
the benefit of the others. Will you un«-
dertake this part of the business, Mr.
Benson? you must have many facilities
for obtaining situatioss for the poor and
destitute.” None [ assure you, Marian;
situations now-a-days are worth what
they will fetch. No one gives them
away—that is, o one who is not a fool
or arogae to himsell; Lesides, I make
1t a rule never (o pay attention {o beg-
ging letters; and | have at last found the
value of my resolution not to open any—
for now I am never pestered with them.
Allow me to settle this matter with you.
He took the papers from her and vlaced
: themn a blank cover, and on the bell
: being answered, desired that, that let-
ter might he given to the person wait-
ing.’

| “And mow, Marian,’ said he, ‘ permit
' meto reqaest that on all futore occasions
yeu will meet such applications 1n.a
similar manner.” Manan

remained *

silent. She was too hurt and astonished
to trust herself to speak: and fearing he
had offended her,(the vision of her £50,«
000 stood before him,) he endeavored to
make some excuse by saying all whe
listen to such 1dle stories are sure to be
deceived. ¢ For my part, I could not
bear the feeling of being made a dupe—
as the vulgar call it, being out witted.’
But surely,’ interrupted Marrian, ¢ bes
cause there may be some imposture in
the world, we are not to set all down
as rogues: and if you return every ap-
peal made to your chanty, without ex-
amining into it, how often may yon not
have sent away some deserving object,
who, bad you krown the trath, "you
would have been delighted to befriend!
Delighted to befriend! Peter Benson
delight in befriending the poor and
needy! little did Marian know the pang,
the convulsive shiver, occasioned by. the
mere supposition of such weakness. The
arrival of visitors put an end to the
discussion: but the thoughts of both par-
ties dwelt on this scene  She was sorry
her father had not been present,—he,
who never turned from the poor ti!l he
had ascertained whether their poverty
arose from guilt or misfortune—he who
bad taught her that it would be far more
conductive to her own peace of mind to
relieve two who might not be deserving,
then to send one innocent victim away,
perhaps to perish for want of that aid
she could afford to give. Her father
had told her to search out the truth as
well as circumstances might permit,
but never to suspect (without examina-
tion) guilt where virtue seemed possible,
Habitually she was charitable in mind,
and liberal in her bounty towards others:
and her father’s advice only made by a
wiser dispenser of the gifts placed in
her power without checking the rich
siream from whenee they flowed.

On leaving the breakfast table the
following morning, Marian was desired
by ber father to come to his study in
half an hour. There was an unusual
air of anxiety in. his manner whea bhe
made this request; and Marian feared
it might be to make some arrangement
respecting the time of her marriage,
and consequent separation from him,
Latterly she could not think of the for.
mer event without dread; and the al-
ternative had become proportionably
fearful to her 1magination.

When she entered the study, her
father took her by the hand, and placing
her on the sofa by him, said, * My dear
Marian, I have never found yoa wants
ing in candor; tell me in one word what
caused vou fo send back the letter we
had been perusing together without
even a word of kindness to the poor
afflicted people we had (as I thought)
decided on relieving?’

Marian burst into tears, saying, * Oh,
papa, do not look so sternly at me; it
was Mr Benson, who insisted on its
being returned: indeed, it was he who
directed and gave it back.’

¢ Bless you, my ehild! I thougt it never
could be your act.” Your poor old father |
knew you better; and so 1 told your |
amiable young curate, who came to me !
this morning quite broken hearied about
it. Indeed, [ never saw any one more
deeply pained than Mr Villiers ap-

eared to be at this occurrence.’

Marian’s face was suffused with crim-
son as she inquired how Mr Villiers be«
came acquainted with it.

¢ He told me,” replied her father,”
that the poor widow (who, it appears
was hersell the bearer of the packet,)
called co him,— and on his proposing to
give her a letter to me, she related
the heartless rebuff she had just met
with.’

¢ Dear papa, do undeceive Mr Villiers
(and she blashed yet more deeply,) it |
would distress me that he should think it
my act.’

‘He does not, my child! he did you
the justice to believe you must have
been dictated to by another,—but it is
of thisother we must now speak. Deal
with me frankly, Marian alter which has
passed, what are your feelings towards
Mr Benson!

Thus ealled upon, Marian acknow.
ledged that ber acceptance of him had
been in obedence to what she sups
posed her father's positive wish,—but |
that nothing in his character since their |
engacement had made any favourable |
impression on her,—she had sometimes |
perceived it to be selfish,—and this last |
act, with hs reasoning upon it (which
she now repeated,) appeared to stamp
him as so thoroughly heartless, that she
coald not now think of their wunion but
with horror.

¢ Nor. shall yeu think any longer;
this very day he shall receive his dis-
missal. The man wbo could thus act,

and thus srgue, never eould deserve
you,” und tenderly embracing her, the

! steps, buat

fond father continued, ‘ who ever will
deserve you, Marian?

In time to hear the close of this in-
quired, M¢ Villiers entered the study,—
and had either fatber or daughter
loaked at him, they would have seen
one whose dearest hopes had been fixed
on being at some future day considered
80, and whose altered looks and fup-
pressed sighs showed how these hopes
bad been blighted by hearing of her
engagement to another.

Peter Benson’s rage at the receipt of
a letter, which plainly gave hind to un-
derstand bis harshness of his opinion and
and want of liberality had caused his
affianced bride to reject him, was un-
bounded,—~nor was his dissapointment
lessened by hearing,within a few weeks,
that she had been unexpectedly left a
legacy to a large amount and had thus
become one of the richest heiresses of
the day. He had hardly recovered from
this shock, when news was brought him
of a severe conflagration which bad des-
troyed his extensive wharehouses in Lon-
don. No one doubted that a man of his
caution would be amply insured: they
were not aware of the extent of his
parsimony. Though frequently promps
ted to take this precaution, he could not
persuade himself to pay money for that
which by possibility migut never make
him any return.

Loss after loss closely followed on
each other: and in every instance this
bardhearted unsympathising man could
trace their origin to some act of brutali<
ty, or some niggardly eonduct of his
own. His health became impaired: and
he was nearly driven mad by the clerks
in the countiug house sending for a doc-
tor, whom he refused to pay. He be~
came unequal to the daily call of busi«
ness; and having always been the
active superintendent of Lis own cons
cerns, things became worse and worse,—
all his underlings hated bim, and were
but too prompt to take advantage of his
imbecile state. The nervous fear that
he was robbed, aggravated the desease
under which bhe laboured,—and he was
hardly to be recognised when he set out,
for the second time, in search of his
mother, His appeal could not be reject-
ed by that mother’s heart. His obdurate
nature, his uncharitable mind, were
known to her,—but he was her son, and
she allowed him to share the scanty
pittance he had, in the pride of wealth
and power, almost grudged her,

The village doctor advised a warm
climate,—and by the sale of her furniture
and other effects, his mother procure
the means and accompanied him abroad-
Every day increased his fretful, discon=
tented temper—every day, too, his bodi-
ly weakness augmented; and ere they
had been a month at Nice, where suffer~
ing had obliged them te halt, it was evi-
dent his end was fast approaching, and
his mother became anxious thas he shou!d
see a clergyman, who might, even at that
late hour, bring his mind to reflect on
those truths of which he never would
permit her (o speak.

Full of this thought, she one evening
stole from his sick couch to make in-
quiries ahout the resident minister,—but
bad the dissppointment to find he wa¢
absent from Nice. Worn out with the
faticue she had undergone, both ef body
and mind, she was retracing her feeble
tears flowing fast as she
reflected how terrible would be her son’s
Jast moments, deprived of the only hope
she had dared te look for to render
them peaceful by prayer and repents

‘ ance, when sbe found “bersell accosted

by an Englishmen, who had observe
her dejected appearance, asked if be
could be of any service in her distress:
On hearing her errand and its disap*
pointment, Villiers (for it was he, who
was traveiling with his bride, his lonZ

loved Marian, and her father) told hef

he was a Protestant clergyman a0
would accompany her home. Arrive
at the sick man’s chamber, he gentdf
approached the bed with an expressio®
ol sympathy and pity. He did not reco2®
nize the emaciated dying form before bi®
as the man he had once slightly know*
and whose character he had cordially
despised, but Benson's memory W3¢
rendered faithful by hatred and fanct®
wrong, and starting up in bed with the
sudden ssrength of frenzy, he ﬁxclalf!led,'
with a dreadful oath, ¢ Out of my S‘Q?;
thou sycophant! was it not enough %
rob me of the girl’s money. but y°
come here to gloat your eyes on ™
wretchedness, and watch my dyirs
moments?’

¢ Poer soul, how he raves{’ said the
terrified mother.

¢ Raves!” cried the dying man, 8¢ ::
shook his fist with convulsive energy:
you think I know him not? g
mother, it 1s Villiers—it jsthe fiend "b,
has crossed my path to wealth, and W
has come to leok on his vicitms:’ 8%
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