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It wat on a dark and storiay Nevember even-
ing in the year 1832, that in a small cottage
situated under a high cliff, near Folkestone, 1n
Kent, the family of Jacob Horton, an" industri-
ous old fisherman, were collected round a blaz-
ing fire of mingled coal and driftwood, awaiting
the hour of supper. The cottage consisted on-
ly of three rooms, which were floored with
bick ; but there was an air of neatness and
comfort about the whole aspect of the place,
which made it cheerful in spite of the poverty of
i3 inmates.

Jacob Horton was e hale and hearty veteran,
who had braved the winds and waves during
the best portion of a century, and struggled
manfully with want and temptation threughout
the same peried. Atthe age of thirty he had
married the daughter of a neighbor, more re-
markable for her modest demeanor and careful
housewifery, than for either beauty or that spe-
cies of coquetish village wit which is apt to
captivate men of less prudent and steady princi-
pies. Hehad beenrewarded for his good sense
by the uatiring and uncomplaining #dustry of
his wife, who, far from being weak enough to
repine at the hardships to which they were both
occasionally subjected, only became more fertile
in expedients, and more energetic in exertion,
whenever a season of trial overteok them. The
approval and affection of her husband were re-
compease sufficient to the good dame, what-
ever might be her deprivations ; and they were
ungrudgingly and cordially expressed, for Jacob
cordially appreciated the cheerfulness of spirit
and alacrity of will with which every conces-
sion was met by the honest hearted helpmate;
and whenever he returned thanks to Providence
for the prudence and industry of the mother of
his children, he did not fail to do so equally
for the unselfish and willing nature with which
they were coupled. Nothing enhances the
virtue of doing your duty, hke the doiag it
in every circumstance as if it were its own re-
ward.

For many years the worthy couple were
childless ; and both Jacoband Sarah were weak
enough to repine at this dispensation, and to
believe that they should be both happier and
more comfortable had they a family ; forgetting
that if it required a struggle to support themsel-
ves during the winter months, when the bitter
weather rendered the avecations of Jacob at
once snore dangerous and less profitable, while
it neeessarily exacted a greater outlay for their
narrow housekeeping, every addition to their
little circle must only tend to increase their dif-
ficulties ‘The fisherman dwelt on the delight
which it would be to him to have a son, whom
from his earliest infancy he would train to the
adventurous pursuit that he himself followed ;
who, even as a boy, could accompany him in
his now lonely fishings under the brightsummer
moonlight ; and who, when grown to mznhood
might be at ance his friend, his comrade and
his hope. The mother, with all a woman’s un-

§elﬁsh and outgushing tenderness, fingered over
tae picture of a smiling infant nestling on her
bosom, or springing inall the gleefulness of in-
fancy in her arms, or crawling over the well
sanded floor, within reach of her watchful eye,
while she plied her needle on her wheel. This
was her first pictute ofregret ; and then, true to
the timid instinet of her sex, she willingly skipt
over the next few years of peril and of toil, in
order to image to herselfthe child who had been
the plaything of her womanhood, grown up to
man’s estate, and become the prop and solace
of her age. Alas! hew frequently does the sel-
fishness of human nature lead parents to over-
look the fact, that Heaven often denies in mer-
cy the yearning desire which reanders them
impatient under its wise and bereficent de~
cree.

At length joy wvisited their humble home, for
Sarah became the mother of a boy, whose ex-
treme beauty soon grew into the proverb of the
hamlet. A proud man was Jacob then, when
he spread hissail, and threw back a parting
glance at 8arah and his child, as they stood
upon the shingley beach to see him start; and
a proud woman was his wife when, on her
homeward way, she was stopped by some
warm hearted neighbour, anxious to steal a kiss
from the laughing crowing infant whom she
carried in her arms. No matter ‘what fatigue
the fisherman might have encountered during

the day, he wasnever tco weary to spert with
the gamesome child when he returned to his
we at night 5 and the boy was scarcely four
years old, ere, on a calm summer’s noon, he
wouid row him out to sea, and flinging him from
the boat, and then springing after him, encou-
rage him to make companionship with an ele.
ment upon which so much of his future life
dastined to be passed. This vigorous mode
of traming was fer some time strongly depreca-

ted by the mother ; but as it was pursued day
after day withoutany evil result, she suflered
herself to be laughed out of her fears; and

this the more readily, asshe knew 1!

of Jaceb for his boy; and was he
more in a sitnation calculated to divert her ana
xieties in some degree from her first bor

Another son completed the happiness
Horten, and an unusually profitable season le
him to declare that the infant had broug
blessing with it. f_{"ﬂe remark waes prophetic
But having now given our readers an insight
iato the fi 1's pastcareer, we will at once
revert to the narrow bearth beside which we
first bronght him under notice.

On the evening already mentioned, it was
surronnded by five individuals. The warmes
settle was occupied by Jacod himself, whos
loose trowsers and short jacket of coarse blu
cioth, wete surmounted by a veusrable and be-
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hair, as white and as glittering as moorlight,
fell in masses so profuse, asto indicate, that to
him years had brought mo decrease of strength.
He was busied inrepairing a herring net, and at
hrs feet, pursuing the same tesk, sat a fice
young man cof abouttwenty, whose lasge deep
blue eyes, chesnat hair, and manly courtenance
were the very types of frank and good humored
bappiness. In form he was robust snd well
proportioned ;and his laugh, which on ordina-
ry occasions was frequent, revealed teeth so
dazzlingly white, that they gave ap air of joy-
ousness to his whole appearance. The mother
who was a goodly specimen of comely old age,
was far more attractive with her silver locks
smoothly banded beneath her snow white cep,
herdecent dress of linsey woolsey, and her
clean coarse apron, than would have been ma-
ny a decayed beauty, who iz loosing her per-
sonal charms, had also lost that proper self pride
which prevents the faded coquette from degen-
erating into a slattern. Sarsh Horten had un-
consciously achieved that most difficult feat for
awoman—she had grown old grace

g y; and
now as she plied her wheel in the full blaze of
the cheerful fire, had there not hung a deej
shadow of care upen her brow, she might have
served as a mo€el of calm and contented age.
Near her, and also facing the fire, sat a young
and pretty women of eighteen or nineteen, be-
fore whom stood a similar indestry; but the
monotonous hum of the matron’s steadily re-
volving wheel was not echoed by that of thefair
creature at her side. It is true that the thread
of flax was between her slender fingers; and
that a foot, whose beautiful proportions were
only too apparent in the faded finery of a hel-
less slipper, originally far too delicate and cos-
tly for the conditien of its wearer, rested upon
the treadie ; but neither foot nor finger were in
motion. The girl sat bending forward, with
her uncombed ringlets falling in a cloud over
ber face ; and her cap, which had long 1 its
purity of tint, and which was profusely tricked
out with a gaudy colored ribbon, pushed care-
lessly backward ; while her naturally beautift
figure was marred and rendered even uasightly
by the unwomanly want of decency percepti-
ble in the arrangemeats of her clothes. Itwas
easy tosee that her gown, her apron, and even
the shawl that she had flung about her shoul-
ders, had all once been ofthe most showy des-
cription; but that, their first freshness faded,
she had made no effort to replace by neatness
the gaycty of their original appearance.

It was a melancholy sight : for where a yousg
and lovely woman, whatever be her station in
life, however high or however humble, loses
her seif value, and yieldsto an habitual indo-
lence which prompts her not only to disregard
her natural advantages, but evea to sully them
by a want of neatness end commeon order, there
must be something hollow or cankered at her
heart ; something perverted or unworthy in her
nature ; or a carelessness of consequences, and
2 recklessness of tne future, calculated to pro-
duce the most unhappy and dangerous re-
salts.

Her eyes were fixed upon the fifith indi
of the group, who occupied a setile oppo
that of the old man. It was the child
ers and tears—the first born of the
louely infant had advanced from a la
handsome boy, into a2 man of
beauty, that, had the soul withi
the shape in which 1
would scarcely hays
but young as he wa
bered five and twenty
unholy dispositions had given
ferocity to his countenance
all its attractien. His fi
almost met above his nos
scow| wiich lowered upor
was a savage and sneering rigidity
mouth, that in his moment
led alike sympathy and {
were times when these foul signs of
nature were for a while effaced; and during
those brief end infrequent intervals there vy
a baughty power about the beanty of the youth
which fearful as it was, belier &
high born noble- thaa to the sono
erman, failed not in its effzcto
he came into contget. It wa
mastee spirit, for good cr for e
had not chosen ** the better part.
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At the moment in which we have introduced
him to the reader, he was engaged in sharpen-
ing the blade of a large clasp kmife, which he
was industriousiy grinding on both edges, and
forming it into a peint. Between his knees he
held the stone necessarv to the operation; angd
occasionally a gesture of impatience escaped
him, as some temporary impediment occurred.
At his feet lay curled up a2 wiry, crop eared
terrier, blind of an eye ; one of those suspicions
looking brutes whom an henest maa would
shrink from claiming, although it might be va-
lnable bosh for its courage and attachment. [t
ter may be
:.he bold

s the do.

h; bat
d to set the )
for such-a trifle
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the old man, whose eyeg, as he
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nevolent countenamee, abcut which his long
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working on the

i that kaife look fitter to commit murder with,
| than te serve as a tool for an honest man.”

|t Maybe you would,” was the sullen reply ;
{ “ but Ileave needles and spinning wheels to the
{ women. They don’tsul

’t suit me.”

““ And how do you expect touse such a knife
asthat will be, if you go en grinding it for avo-
ther half hour ¥ asked his father, 1n the same
subdued voice in'v had first spoken.

¢ I thought yousaid just now that it would
do for murder,” answered the young man, with-
out looking up, or desisting for an instant frem
his occupation.

¢ Nay, nay,.my dear Richard,” interposcd
the meek old women ; ‘“ don’t talk so to your
father. He only spoke out of his love for
you,”

“ Why you are so savage, Dick 1"’ acked the
young woman, in & sharp wiry voice ; *“ no ene
will take you for either a boy or a woman.”

 Hold your tongue, Mary,” was the answer,
asthe young man looked up, and glanced fierce-
ly at her. *“ If I'm obliged to be baited by my
father, I won't sit here to be twitted by my
wife.”

“ Nonsense, my dear lad,”
ihe anxious mother ; * the poor
harm.”

¢« She'd better be minding her wheel than

o iygterposed
thing meant no

preaching to me,” raid Horton; * but if ghe
can do nothing e'se, she can  hold her

1

tongue ; 1 suppose
idieness.”’

“Itbecomes you to blame me, don’t 1t ?”
laughed the gizl bitterly ; ¢° you, who promised

e, when I married you, that though, maybe,
your parents were poor, I should have a house
of my own, and the best of clothes ard food!
And what have you done forme? Here Iam
your father's hovel, wearing the rage of the
rs I was married | 1d upon stale bread
and fish! I, whe could have had Geoffrey
Maston the r, and ate the best of meat
every day in the week, if I saw fit. Avnd you
reproach me idleness Didn’t you tell me
I should never put my hand to work? And
didn't you entice me away from a comfortable
home, only t6 make me a beggar?”

Richard Horton sprang to his feet with
clenched hands, suffering both the knife and
the stone to fall to the floor; while the terrier,
barely escaping a wound from the one or the
other, bousded into the ceatre of the room with
2 quick short bark, and then stood motion-
less, with'the poor remain of eas that he pos.
sessed fiercely cocked, aud kis solitary eye tur-
ned like a ball of fire upon his master, as if
waiting until ke should indicate a victim. The
quailing mother hud sunk back ia her chair;
but the fair young creature who had provoked
the storm, rendered desperate by disappoint.
ment, did not even alier her position: while
ere another word could be spoken, or a blow
struck, the old man stoed ercet, and stretching
out his nervous arm :

‘* Peace !” he shouted with the voice of a
stentor ; * the first who offers violence to his
own blood heside this hearth shall earn my
curse !
ta this ?
weak gir
sworn to cherish and protect.
peet for the gray heirs of

wout interfere with her

al
How now, Richard Horton; is it come
Pity, rather than punish, the poor
you have taken to your bosom, and

Have more ree-
your mother, than to
ke a blow under her very eyes, Have more
respect for yourself, than to raise your hand
egainst 8 woman. For shame, for 'zv}mme, my

son! Let usrather sit down in fellow ship and
I“wc. ud edvize together how we may mend
the e he complains of, than brawl and fight,

as 1t we were drunkards in a beer shop.”

¢ It was quiet enough till 1 was baited like
§!)u;1:" violentlyreplied the yourg man. “ Am
I to blame that everytking [ have put my hand
to has gone wrong isnce the black day of my
marriage with a slutternly girl? Isitmy fult
that I can’t drees her like the squire’s wife, and
":“d her as farmer Thomson crams his turkeys?
Have notl braved storms, and darkness, and &
juil, and a felon’s death, over and over again,
:
t

atisfy her selfish vanity ? and must | be
ied out of my life because I've failed 1 No,
¥, 00 !‘ Let herlook toit; for when my
day of luck comes, it shall be a heavy day for

her.” .
¢ Richard "eaid the old man, solemnly, as
he pressed bim back to his seat ; let us have
ao more of this. Mary was wrqng, very
and did’nt think ef

wrong; but she’s young,
She only spoke in

ng ;
woat she was eaying
idleness.” ;
5 I'll be sworn she did, as che does every-
‘limg c;‘.is»," said young Horton, with bitternegs.
: Ltl.'o:\ at her now, and show me, if you can
in thal uatidy slattish woman sitting by )'mu:
firesice, what's left of the smart active gul I
lost my liberty to. Isn't it enough to make a
man desperate—to ture himinto a savaga 1
*“My son,” interposed the old fisherman
¢¢ there was one thing wa
good wife, and that
her 'rom 2 stat

g to make
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t was example. You taok
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“ Richatd,” exclaimed the old man in a i

of anguish, *“you're a madman, and )()u‘A!
bring vourself to the gallows ”
Kknows but I mey, if 1 live long
> was the flippant answer ; * but at ab
events, I chall have many e good spree firs's
and show the stufl that I'm made of, mstead of
pulling through life like a coward or a fool.”

“ Peace, 1 say once more,” eried his father
angrily ; I will have no such prison talk 1l
der au honest roof ; £o0 throw eside this wicke
norsensé, and tell me like a reasonable beifg:
if you can, what course of life you’re detel®

y mined on ; for if you intend to fellow up the

trade you've commenced, you shan’t bring S
picion and disgraee on your father'’s housés
poor as it may be.”

¢ I can’tgo on starving,”’said the youngmak
sullenly, *¢ and what’s more, I won't. Theres
plenty of gold in the country, and he that €82
win it, ought to wear it. Why should o ms#
sit down quietly, and let the great folke pu
their heel upon his head, and crugh him 3 o
ight aud day to pamper the pride ol &
arts, who will grind out his youth and
his strensih, while he toils to earn a few pepees,
whieh must be wrong from the niggards at Jast,
when he can put 2 bold heart upen the mati€h
and geia gold vy hisown courage 7"

“ Because pence that are honestly €ar*’
ed will bring a blessing with them ; en the
gold that’s got by stealth, with an uneasy 60"
science, snd a Constant fear of, punishmesh
can only bring sorrow,” gaid old Horron. Don
talk to me of courage, and g bold heart; ks
courage doesu’t sneak about in the darknfs“:‘
frightened at every sound, and ready every me
ment to make sure of its own safety by V!
lence, and even murder. Let me tell );,":E
Richard, tnat the boy sitting here at m¥ ’e
has shown twice the courage that you bml;is
He has withstood temptation, and doné
duty, while you’ve been running your “e,‘; y
danger, and grievihg your parent’s hearls. d

“ Ay, he’s a brave one,” said mchﬂru’
glancing at his brother with a contemp’
leer; and he turns a pretty penny by b
deeds ; doesn’t he? Why, I suppose
make a matter of five shiliings a-wees,
he sets himself atit 7 1ad,

“And he’ makes them like an henest -
Dick,” said the old map. * Ned has 1@ nc
to shirk when he sees a blue cout on the P&

. thai,
as he runs the boat ashore. Take c;;?ncd i
poor as his earnings may be, he isa’t 0948
keep your wife out of them.” mes,

«ghe’ll be kept well when that um® Camut."
I shouldn’t wonder,” laughed the yaun;l‘:evu,
gler. “ Iwish 'em both joy of it. K€ e M6
we’ll talk about that to-morrow : 80 gl‘,vi{hou‘
my supper, mother, or I must be off ¥
it.%

Mrs. Horton ebeyed withou
with a heavy heart ; and the
not yet over when a ghrill whistl
without, and Richard started to
the dog, hastily bolting & moreel

. . : (
his master had just flung to him, rus)t“n‘t
ratch @8I, o

nt
t comment :h.-
rruaﬂ‘ med n
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the kitchen, and began o s¢ . s
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cape into the free amr. ol
) .t stay
 Richard, my son ! my eon !at - hi

. . : s from
home to-night,” cried Jacob, ",‘-“:5“. betwee?

seat at the table, and placing B € Ja, pity 40
the young man and the doorway: u ] don’t
my gray hairs, listen to me for ont.?-oor igno*
know, why, Richard—for I am but8.p a wrong
ant old man, and I'm afraid to eg‘”u i fee!
name to the terror that’s upon me— ¢ woll
.\1.-=' I should get over all my SOITowS i1

only stay ut home to-night.” 74 and‘

“ ] can't father: we expecta g?eé}  gho¥
must help to run it. 1shan’tbe 8 aJdn't 817
my face agaia if I shirtk; and 1 ‘r,od,; qake U
twopence for my life if orce e ‘?1(‘ ey A“'{
into their heads that I mean 10 pcm y 10 get
o saying, young Horton strove ge go e

d not

pulsed.

¢ Listen 1
“ you were the first-born of
would you break them SOWHKM g
you, even on my lnees, do
gﬂaﬁt." And Hsy he uvttered these ‘(vh(‘; wport
solemnity which even smote uD"”ﬁd
spirit of him to whom they Were e #
old man sank on the floor at fhe : :
happy son, and clung wildly &0, “ehile o
Young Horton turned away his Ay wh‘cd
endeavored to loosen the Btrong ‘n”":;pc(,nzin“" :
he was held ; and with RV”"",’_ "(’1 father oY i
his attempt to argue his ﬂn”:m'eready resolve
an opposition which he had &
should bes useless.

 Get up, get up,
“ this is no moment
e it's of no use mak

his father aside ; but Jacob woul
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