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bhave it go pe sprang acress the three- | 
ing the darkness, followed by the terrier, cab fj; the second son staried to his feet, 

® door had closed behind the elder : 
in hud raised -his miserable parent ten. 
A his arms, and led him back, with the 

bo S Elowly tekling down his furrowed 
kop hie $etile by the fireside, whither 
Boe ed him. 

take on so, father,” he said, with an 
TLL mpl at consolation ; Dick's a wild 

of Ways contrives to keep himself 
Vai Wwheever may get caught Why 
i od fray where Jack Smith and Ned 
Youse, took, though you never knew.it; | 

“f1& managed to get off clear. So, 
OP because Dick's been a bit rougher 

oo JONight. He's a good fellow at 
iy iy 1 warrant he'll be the first to be 

a» "0at he’s done. when he comes back 
Ay» 
wh echoed Jacob, as if unconsciously, 

Comes back 
id be dozen of them down Dover-way 

Tela ave him; beloved though undeser- 
lag, bo 2 Bad not deprived of his self-pos- 

dls from the floor, and seizing a 
8tood near him, was preparing 
tage, when the movement at- big Aliention of the old man, who, rais- hag ge 3 ; 0, 0p op,1 403 perceiving the intention of 

“ 

Bive 

J 

ied hurrigdly, ** Stir not a step, 
YOu shail carry my curse along 
Amite lose both my beys in the 
| Stand fast, Ned, stand fast I say. 
p “im, and you may perl your life 

Je think I would sit here, old 
ld save him one chance of ill § 
by dren, let us pray ; there is mo 

the wbove” Ang while he was yet 
ton Old man sank upon his kneee in 

id egy 10% about him silently fol. 

Wen Strange that, as this was by no 
lity opr: "™€ that Richard Horton had 

io Ollission with the preventive force 
il; the family should have been so 
He Muet be remembered that a 

ther, oil had settled upow the spirit 
ban moreover, the sounds of the 
2 Ver before approached so near 

even the old fisherman. The next 
tlmoss CCUPied a8 it was in prayer, 

Dig Were g; iNterminable to those whose 
i red from their earnestness 

00 at Jo; Signals of violence from with- 
oh. all wus still; and after a 

Jie 1g voiceless and agonizod devo- 
¥ y, 190 rose from his knees, and 

ang ahmed his seat. One by one 
ling 0d iy also placed themselves 

ye "DeClyy; 0, without a word of com- 
ean 10ey all awaited, in mute 

france of the young smug- 
{img 

) Yach; hag Paseed away ia this melan- 
i th 1 hea suddenly the tramp of 
Wee oft of voices once more came r 

{the night ; o they ght; and now there 
ugg, °F iterva] of stillness, for each 

t0ose without were elowly 
cottage; and ere 

stock of a pistol 
the cessation of the steps, 
Strangers, be they whom 
8dmittapee. 

y Bid Jacob, in a voice 
i 0 4nd almost extinet ; draw 

cater, for the last time, un- 
mag ather,» 

* why Hg forward, and did as 
0, as the door fell back, 
d ve Const-guard was seen 
te 5 IM Sorry to disturb 
‘ &t night, Master Horton,” 
nodded to the old fisher- 

» With clenched hends 
we Very embodiment of 
§ t we've had a skirmish 

to 2 under the turn of the 
lg" what we have caught. 
i A fl You, young man, and 

to —— T° And tek- 
h ward Horton the lac- tohastily placed their soli 
wt be yiog man, and 
teved 18 face. * As soon as he 

Perpleyin. © 1998 whistle of asto- 
Xi, continued gazing 

fe untenance for several 
ag bi ay ne the group 

oo Ststll, Jacob; sit he Fring 19ed with rough kind. 
EY ingly ang the fisherman had risen A, for - Pproaching the door ; ly Mag Pig * 0 heave ahead t § hY ors Ca thig chap, there's ee 

In Ned hope S00 28°C help at ihe Fe ¢ will bear a hand with 

Aching the low wi 8 

» nd th 

hysterical vio. 
mes his first 

: Now| gee am oid, but you can- ve him, and go—ge. 
18 on you! a I, am, I am hig ¢ 

To A bis father. ¥, he cannot break the 
¢ Mid the oe thay ;., "© Prigeipel of ¢ . 398 Gon ti more than 1 Cs ree ; 

ght in yo y, therore’s the ? ty. em . Bere Te San end to hs smug. thy 1% shicae outright ;) and if = - forthcoming if it rs tie gn Son {care if 
ang Jo ered huskily ; leave 3 Yooh 0fe our door upon a pve done your duty, * DUE go, for it kills me 

! 

* Poor soul! it’s natural enough,” ssid the 
rough sailor, as he turned 10 depart; * well, 
good night t’ye Jacob, snd better Juck for the 
future” And without the interchange of eno- 
ther word, the father of the slain was parted 
from his eleyers, whose steps had ceased to be : 
heard ere he approached the dead body of his 
son, which had been lifted across the threshold 
by two of the blockade guard. 

While this short dialogue was going forward 
the wretched mother stood in the centre of the 
floor, speechless and motionless; her dilated 
eyes rivetted on the livid and upturned counte- 
nance of her son, her lips parted with a voice- 
less agony; and her form as rigid es that of a 
elatue. The miserable wife had been uncon- 
scieus from the first moment in which her eyes 
had fallen vpon the body of her husbamd ; and 
she lay back upon ker chair, with her long hair 
which had escaped from under her eap, strezm- 
ing to the ground, and her arms hanging help- 
lessly beside her. Perhaps. the individual of 
the group who at that time suffered the most in- 
tengely, was the brother ; for there was a so- 
lemuity in the old man’s grief which bore him 
up. 
The other actors in this humble tragedy did 

not, however, long continue in the partial pas- 
siveness of feeling in which their first anguish 
had found a temporary mitigation. Ere long, 
shriek after shriek rang through the cottage ; 
and the distracted wife, awakening from her 
trance, flung herself franti€illy upon the dead 
body of her husband; mingling with her wail 
for him the most bitter reproaches upon herself; 
while the broken hearted mother, less demon- 
etrative, but even more affzcting in her despair, 
seated herself upon the floor, and having lifted 
the head of her lost son upon her lap, beat 
over it until it was hidden from the gaze of 
those around her. The sterner grief of the old 
man was tearlces; but es he etood leaning over 
his wife, a thousand thoughts of the past were 
called up by the dark realities of the resent ; 
and hefelt rebuked by the very vices of the son 
over whom he mourned. 
Helay there who had been reluctantly grant. 

ed to his impatient beseechings, when he wea- 
ried Heaven with prayers for that which it 
withheld in mercy; and thus drew down a 
malediction and a punishment, in what he 
deemed in his blindness, must be a blessing. 
How was his pride humbled now! How was 
his presumption humbled with the dust! Like 
the first man when he hung over the corpse of 
Abel, he felt that for him indeed death bad 
come. into the world! There lay the scofier 
against the Jaw, stricken down by the very law 
he had epurred. He whose proud spirit had 
revolted against Jubor, and who had Jeft his wife 
a pauper upon the compassion of the brothes 
whom be had effected to despise—the disobe- 
dient son who had been the awful instrument 
of retribution and rebuke to his own parents— 
the man who had repaid good with evil, love 
with scorn; and who had taught a great and 
fearful moral to his fellow men, by proving, in 
his short and dark career, how much of misery, 
of anguish, and of shame may be brought upon 
a whole family, and not unfrequently upon a 
wide circle, by the errors and vices of an indi- 
viduel. It were vain to dwell upon the misery § 
of the Horton family. Suffice it, that 
not even the devoted and dutiful affeciion of 
the surviving son could blot out from the me- 
mory of Jacob and his wife the disgrace which 
bad been brought upon them by the errcrs of 
their fost one; while the widow, who was 
thrown upon their pity became a sadder and a 
wiser woman, zarnest to repair, by her activity 
and gratitude, the indolence and thenklegsness 
of her married life. The good character which 
the old people had borne lor more thea haif a 
century, stood their friend in this season of trial 
—and not a fiager was raised in scorn of them 
or theirs ; and it was well that it was so for grief 
already ley so heavy at their hearts, that it 
was bowing them rapidly to the grave. 

HYMN TO THE FLOWERS. 
Day stars! that ope your cyes with man to 

twinkle 3 x 
From rainbow galaxies of earih’s creation, 

And dew drops of her lonely altars spriokle 
As a libation ! 

Ye matin-worshippers ! who beading lowly 
Before the uprisen son, God's licless eye, 

Throw from your chalices a swees and holy 
Incense on high ! 

*Neath cloistered boughs, each floral bell that 
swingeth, : : 

And tolis its petfume on the passing air, ; 

Makes Sabbath in the fields, and ever riogeth 
A call to prayer. 

There as in solitude and shade 1 wander 

Through the green aisles or stretched upon 
the sod, » 

Awed by the silence, reverently ponder 

The ways of God 

Your voiceless lips, O flowers! are living 
preachers— : 

Eeach cup » pulpit, and each leaf a book, 

Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers 
From loneliest nook. 

F ti lendour 
Floral apostles, that in dewy splendour 
* Weep without woe, and blash without a | 

crime ;"” es 
Oh ! may I deeply learn and ne'er surrender 

Witl: which thou painted Nature's wide 
epread hall, 

What a delightful lesson thou impartest 
Of love to all. 5 

Not veeless sre ye, flowers! though made for 
pleasure ; 

Blooming o'er field and wave, by day and 
night, 

From every source your sanction bids me trea- 
sure 

Harmless delight. 

Were 5, oh God! in charmless lands remain- 

ing, 
Far from ail voice of teachers and divines, 

My soul would find in flowers of thy ofdainiog 
Priests, sermons, shrines ! 

New Works. 

The Attache ; or Sam ; Slick in England. By 
the Author of the Clockmeker: 2 Vols. Lon- 
don. Bentley, 1543. 

HOW SAM SPENT A WET MORNING. 
A wei day is considerably tiresome, any 

witere or any way you can fix it; but i's wus 
in an English country kouse than agy where 
else,’ cause you are among strangers, formal, 
cold, nallus polite, and as thick in the head peice 
asa puncheon. You hante nothin’ to do your- 
self, and they never have nothin’ to do; they 
don’t know nothin’ about America, and don’t 
want to. Your talk don’t interest them, and 
they can talk to interest nobody but themsel- 
ves; and all you've got to do is, te pull out yonr 
watch and see how time goes, how much of ihe 
day is left, acd then go to the winder and see 
how the sky looks, and whether there is any 
chance of holdin’ up or no. 

SAM IN A “Wx.” 
Come, #ais 1, now for a walk down the aven- 

ne, and a comfortable smoke, and if the man at 
the gate is up and stirrin, I will just pop in and 
breakfast with him and his wife. There is 
some natur there, but here it’s all cussed rooks 
and chimbly swallers, and heavy men and fat 
women, and lazy helps, and Sunday every day 
in the week. So I fillsmy ecigar-case and outs 
into the passage. But here was a fix! One of 
the doors opened into the great staircase, and 
which wasit 1 Ay, sais I, which is it, do you 
know? Upon my soul, I don’t know, sais I; 
but try, it’s no use to be caged up here like a 
painter, and cut I will, that’s a fact. So I stops 
and studier, that’s it, sais I, and I opensa door; 
it was a bedrom—it wag the likely chamber 
maid's, Sofily Sir, sais che, a puttin’ of her 
fioger on her lip, don’t ake no noise: Missud 
will hear you. Yes, aid I, I won't make no 
noise ; and I outs and shuts the deortoo arter 
me gently. What next? sais I ; why you fool, 
yov, sais I, why dida’t you ax the sarvant maid, 
which door it wes? Why I was so conflastri- 
gated, sais I, I didn’t think of it. Try that 
door, well I opened another, it belonged to one 

0’ the borrid handzum stranger galls that dined 
at table yesterday. When she seed me, she 
gave a scream, put her head onder the. clothes 
like a terrapin, and vanished —well I vanished 
too. Ain't this 100 bad ?eais I; I wish I could 
open a man's door, I'd lick him out of spire ; 
I'bope I rasy be shot if I don’t, and I doubled 
up my fist, for I didn'tlike it a spec, and open- 
ed another door—it was the house heeper's. 
Come, sais I, I won't be balked no more. She 
sot up end fixed her cap. A woman never for- 
gets the becomins. Anything I ean do for you, 
Sir, suis she ; and she raely did look pretty ; ll 
good n=tur'd people, it appears to me, do look 
fo Will you be go good as to tell me, whish 
door leads to the staircase, Marm 1eais [. . Oh, 
is that all ? sais she, (I suppose she thort I wan- 
ted her to get up and get my breakfast for me), 
it's the first on the right, and she fixed her cap 
arin’ and laid down, snd I took the first on the 
right and off like a blowed out candle. There 
was tne staircase. I walked down, took my 
hat, onbolted the outer door, snd what a beau- 
tiful day was there, 

THE ENGLISH CLIMATE. 
Nothin in nator, unlest it is an Ingin, is so 

treecherons as the climate here. It jist clears 
up on purpose I do believe to tempt you with. 
out your umbrella, and jist ns sure as you trust 
it and leave it at home, it cloud right up, and 
garves you cut for it—it does indeed. What a 
sight of new elothes I've gpilte here, for the rain 
basa sort of dye in it. It stains so, it alters the 
colour of the cloth, for the smoke is filled with 
gas and all sortsof chemicals. 

FASHIONABLE BREAKFASTING. 

By this time breakfast is ready ; but the En- 
glish don’t do nothin’ like other folks; 1 don’t 
kaow whether it’s affectation, or bein’ wrong 
in the bead—a little of both I guess Now 
where do you suppose the solid partof breakfast 
is, squire 1 Why, it’s on the side board—1I hope 
i may be shot if it rin't<while the tea end 
coffee are on the wbjie, to make it #8 convent. 
ent as possible. Says 1 to the lady of the house 
as 1 got up to kelp myself, for I was hungry 
enough to make beef ache I know; Auaty, says 
I you'll excuse me, but whydon’t you put the 
eatahles on the rable, or else put the tea on 
the side board 1 They're like man and wife, 
they don’tought to be separated, them two. 
She looked at me, oh what a lock of pity it 
was, as much as to sey. Where hove you 
been all your born days, not to know better nor 

our love sublime ! 
1 

“ Than wert pot, Solomon !in all thy glory, 

Arrayed,” the lilies cry, “in robes like j 

ours; 3 : 

Jlow vain your graadeur ! aki, how transitory 
Are human flowers I 

4 the sweet-scent>d pictures, heavn'ly Artist! 

that 1—but I guess you don’tknow better in the 
States—how could you know anything there? 
But she only said it wae the custom here, for 
she was a very purlite old woman, was Aunt 
Well sense 18 sense, let itSgrow where it will ; 
and 1 guess we raise about the best kind, which 
is common sense, aad I warn't to be put down 
with short metre, arter that fashion. So I tried 
he old man; sais I, Uncle, sais], if vou will di- 

vorse the estables from the drinkables that way, why notlet theservants come and tend, Irs 
monstrous and onconvenient and ridikilous to 
be a jumpin’ up for everlastingly that way , you 
can’tsit still one blesses minit. We think i: 
pleasant, said he, sometimes to dispenze with 
their attendance. Exactly, sais I, then dispense 
with servunts at dinner ; for when the wine is in, the wit is out, (I said that to compliment, 
him, for the critter had no wit in at no time,) 
and they hear all the talk, But at Breakfast 
every one is only halfawake, (especially when 
you rise so airly as you do in this country, sae 
I; but the old critter could'nt see a joke, even 
if he feltit, and he didn’t know I was a funnin.) 
Folks are considerable sharp set at breakfast, 
sais I, and not very talkative. That's the right 
time to have sarvantsto tendon you. What an 
idea! said he, and he puckered up his pictur, 
ed the way he stared was a caution to an 
owl. 

THE GIRLS IN THE DRAWING ROOM. 
T'goes to look arter the two pretty galls In the 

drawin’ room ; and there was the ladies a chat- terin’ away like anything. The morient I came in it was as dumb as a quakers’ meetin’. 
They all hauled up at once, like a stage coach to an inn door, from a hand gallop to a stock still stand, I sedd men warn’t wanted there, it warn’t the custom eo airly ; 801 polled out o that creek, starn first, They don’t like men in the mornin’ in England, do the ladies; they think *em in the way. ‘What on airthshall I do? 
sais I, it's nothin’ but rain, rain—here in this 
awful dismal country, Nobody smokes, nobo- 
dy talks, nobody plays cards, nobody fires at a 
mark, and nobody trades ; only let me go thro’ 
this juicy day, and I am done: let me get out of 
this scrape, and if I am caught again, I'll give 
yoy leave to tellme of it in meetin. I'll put on 
my ile skin, tak an ambrellar, and go talk to the 
stable helps ; for] feel aslonely as a catamount, 
and as dull as a bachelor beaver. So Itrampous- 
828 off to the stable, and sais I to the head man, 
A smart little horse that, sais I, you are a clean- ig) of : he lookslike a first chop article that. 
X'mae, sais he, ‘Hullo ! sais I, what in nator’ isthis? Isit him that can’t speak English, or me that can’t onderstand 7 for one on us is a fool that'ssartin. Ill try him again. So eais to 
kim, He looks, sais I, asif he'd trot a consider- 
able good stick, that horse, sais I, ’d guess he 
18a goer. Y mae, ye un tporter da, sais he. 
Creation! eais 1 if this don’t beatgineral trainin. 
It's no use to stand talkin’ to this critter. Good 
bye, ais I. Now what do you think he eaid 1 
Why, yon would euppose he’d say good bye 
too, wouldn't you? "Well, he didn’t, nor noth- 
in, Lke it, but he jist ups, and sais, Forwel- 
loauge, Lie did upon my soul. 1 never {Blt so 
stumpt afore in‘all my life. Sais], Friend here 
1s halla dollar for yon. Itarn’t often I’m bro’t 
to a dead stare, and when I am, I'm willing to pay for it. - 

THE UNIVERSAL LANGUAGES. 
There's twe languages, Squire, that’s univer- 

szl; the langnage of love, and the langnage of 
money; the galls understand the one, and the 
men understand the other, all the wide world 
over, from Canton to Niagara. 

DINING OUT, 
Folks are up to the notch here when dinner 

is the question, that's a fact, fat, gouty, broken 
winded, and foundered as they be. It’s rap, 
rap, rap, for twenty minutes at the door, and in 
they come, one arter the other, as fast as the 
servants can cerry up their names. Cues them 
servants ! It takes seven or eight of ’em 10 
carry a man's name up stairs, they are awful 
lazy, and so shockin’ full of porter.” If a feller 
was €0 lame he had to be carried vp himself 
I don’t believe on my soul, the whole gang of 
them, from the Butler that dresses in the same 
clothes as his master, to Boots that aint dressed 
at all, could make out to bowse him wp staire, 
upon my soul Idon’t! Well, yon go in along 
with your name, walk up to old aunty, and 
make a scrope ; and the same to old uncle, and 
then fall back. This is doke as_sgolemn as if a 
father's name was called out to take his place 
in a funeral ; that and the mistakes is the fun of 
it. Arter you are in marchin’ order, you move 
in through two rows of servants in uniform. J 
used to think that they were placed there for 
show, butit’s to keep the air off of folks agoir’ 
through the entry; and it aint a bad thought, 
nether. Lord, the first time I went to one of 
these grand let offs, I felt kinder skoery ; and as 
nobody was allocated tome to take in, I goes 
in elone, not knowin’ where T wos to settle 
down as a squatter, and kinder lagged behind : 
when the butler comes and rams a napkin ia my 
hand, and gives me ashove, and eais he, go 
and stand behind your master, sir, sais he. © 
Solomon, how that waked me up! How I 
curled inwarnly when he did that! You've 
mistaken the child, sais I, mildly, and I held 
out the napkin ; and just as he went to teke 11, 
I gave him a sly poke in the bread basket, that 
made him bend forward and say «eugh” 
Wake Snakes, Lod walk your chalks, eays 1, 
will you 7 and down I pops on the fuet emply 
chair, Lotd, how white he looked about the 
gills arterwards ; I thought I should aeplit when 
1 first looked at him. . Guess he'll know sn 
attache whoa he sees him next time. 

ENGLISH DRINKS. 
The drinks aint good here: they hante no 

variety in them nether; no white nose, apple- 
Jack, stone wall, chain lightning, rail road, hail 
storms, ginsling talabogus, swirchel flip, gum- 
ticklers, phlem cutters, julep, skate iron, cast- 
steel, cock-tail, or nothin, but that heavy stupid 
blagk fat porter 

FASHIONABLE COOKERY. 
Veal, to be good, must look like anything 

elee but veal : you mustn’t know it when you 
see, or it's vulgar; mutton must be incog too; 


