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THE LONELY MAN OF THE OCEAN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ THE DEMON sHIP.” 

The following ‘story, founded on fact, we 
abridge from an amusing publication, enti- 
tled, “ The Story Teller.” 
A grand party was given on board the 

« Invincible,” an English man-of-war in the 
“Tagus, to some of the residents at Lisbon. The 
ship was illuminated and there was much fes- 
tivity. Inthe midst of mirth Christian Loeffler 

“and Ernestine Fredeberg, two of the guests, 
were melancholy. They had been married but 
seven days. and Loefller was now to leave his 
bride in the ¢ Invincible” for the Brazils. 
On the following morning the ship sailed, 
end on the day after that, one of the erew died, 
apparently from a fall, but the corpse, immedi- 
ately after death, exhibited strange appear- 
ances, Several of the crew died suddenly. It 
was suspected that the viands consumed at the 
feast had been poisoned. The number of the 
eick awfully increased. Loeffler assisted them 
with generous care, but at length he was assail- 
ed himself. Strange torture afflicted his body 
and maddening thoughts ran through his mind. 
He suspected something more than the poison 
suppesed to be administered caused the evil. 
The thought often banished returned on Chris- 
tian’s mind ; and a fearful test by which he 
might prove its reality suddenly occurred to 
im. He wes lying near one of the ship-lights. 
He dragged himself towards it ; he opened the 
breast of his skirt. All was decided. Three 
ot four purple spots were clustered at his heart. 
Loeffler saw himself lost. Again he cast a lan- 
guid and fevered glance towards the sullen wa- 
ters which rolled enward to the Portuguese 
shore, and once more murmured, * Farewell | — 
farewell! we meet not till the morning which 
wakes us to eternal doom.” He next earnest- 
ly called for the surgeon.—With difficulty that 
half worn out functiorary was summoned to 
the prostrate German. * Know you,” said 
Toefller, as soon as he saw him, “know you 
what fearful foe now stalks in this doomed 
wessel > He opened his breast, and said so- 
lemnly, ¢ The Plague is amongst us'— warn 
your captain” The professional man stooped 
towards his pestilential patient, and whispered 
sofuly, © We know all—have known all from 
the beginning. Think you that all this fumi- 
gation—this smoking of pipes—this separation, 
as far as might be, of the whole from the sick, 
were remedies to arrest the spread of mortali- 
ty from poisoned viands? But breathe not, for 
heaven's sake, your suspicions to this hapless 
crow. Fear is, in these cases, destruction.” I 
have still hopes that the surgeon’s words were 
wasted on air.—His patient’s senses, roused on- 
ly for an instant, had again wandered into the 
regions of delirious fancy, and the torture of 
his swollen members rendered the delirium al- 
most frantic. The bonevolent surgeon admin- 
istered a nostrum, looked with compassion ona 
fallowbeing whom he considered doomed to 
destruction, ard secure (despite his superior’s 
fate),in what he had ever deemed professional 
exemption from infection, prepared to descend 
to the second deck. He never reached it. A 
shivering fit was succeeded by deathly sickness. 
All the powers of nature seemed to be totally 
and instantaneously broken up ; the poison had 
reached the vitals, as in a moment—and the 
Jast hope of the fast-sickening crew was no 
more! Those on deck rushed in overpowering 
consternation to the cabin of the captain. Death 
had been there, too! He was extended, not 
only lifeless, but in a state of actusl putre- 
scence ! 
The scenes which followed are of a nature 

almost too apalling, and even revolting, for des- 
cription. Let the reader coneeive (if he can 
without having witaessed such a spectacle) the 

« condition of a set of wretched beings, pent with- 
in & scorched prison house, without comman- 
der, without medical assistance; daily falling 
faster and faster, until they were not whole 
enough to tend the sick, nor living enough to 
bury the dead ; while the malady became every 
hour more banefal and virulent from the ‘in- 
creasing heat of the atmosphere, the number of 
living without attendance, and dead without a 
grave. 

1t was about five days after the portentous 
deaths of the surgeon and commander, that 
Loeffler awoke from a deep and lengthened, 
and, as all might well have deemed, a last 
slumber, which had succeeded the wild delirium 
of fever. He awoke like one returning to. the 
world which he had for some time quitted. It 
was many minutes ere he could recollect his 
situation. He found himself above deck, pla- 
ced on a mattress, aad in a hammoek. A por- 
tion of a cordial was near him. He drank it 
with the avidity, yet difficulty, of exhaustion, 
and slightly partook of a seamess, which, from 
its appearance, might have been laid on his 
couch some days previous to the sleeper’s 
aweking. 
The sun was blazing inthe midst of heaven, 

and seemed to be sending its noon-tide ardour 
on an atmosphere loaded with pestilentizl va- 
pour. With returned ‘strength Loefiler called 
aloud ; but no voice answered him. He began 
to listen with breathless attention; not a sound 
either of feet or voices met hisear. A thought 
of herror, that for a moment half stilled the pnl- 
sation at his heart, rushed on Loefflsr’s mind. 
He lay for a moment to recover himself, and 
collecting those powers of mind aud body, 
over which a certain moral firmness of charae- 
ter, already noticed: (joined, be it observed, 
with the better strength of good principles), 
had given him a master’s command—he quitted 
his couch, and stood 01 deck. God ef mercy! 
what a sight met Loefller’s eye! The whole 
deck was strewed with lifeless and festilential 

carpues, presenting every variety of hue which 
could mark the greater or less progress of the 
hand of putrefection, and every conceivable at- 
titude which might indicate either the state of 
frantic anguish, or utter and hopeless exhausti- 
en, in which the sufferers had expired. The 
hand, fast stifening in its fixed clasp on the hair, 
the set teeth and starting eye-balls shewed were 
death had come as the reliever of those insup- 
porteble torments which attend the plague, 
when it bears down its victim by the accumu- 
lated mass of its indurated ard baleful ulcera- 
tions. Others, who had succembed to its mil- 
der, more insidious, yet still more fatal (be- 
cause more sudden and utterly hopeless) at 
tack, lay in the helpless and composed attitude 
which might have passed for sleep.—The 
¢ Invincible,” once the proudest and most gal- 
lant vessel which ever rode out a storm, or de- 
fied an enemy, now floated like a vast pest 
house on the waters; while the sun of that 
surniag zone poured its mercies and unbroken 
beams on the still and pestiferous atmosphere. 
Christian sickened ; he turned rcund with a 
feeling of despair, and burying his face in the 
couch he had just quitted, sought a moment's 
refuge from the scene of horror. That mo- 
ment was one of prayer; the next was that of 
stern resolution. He forced down his throat 
a potation, to strengthen him for the task he 
contemplated. This tesk was twefold and tre- 
mendous.— First, he determined to descend to 
the lower decks, and see whether any conval- 
scent, or even expiring, victim yet survived to 
whom he could tender his assistance ; and, se- 
condly, if all had fallen, he would essay the re- 
volting, perhaps the impracticable, office of per- 
forming their watery sepulture. 

Loefller made several attempts to descend 
into those close and corrupted regions ere he 
could summon strength of heart or nerve to en- 
ter them. A profound stillness reigned there. 
He passed through long rows of hammocks, 
either the receptacle of decaying humanity, or, 
as was more often the case, dispossessed of 
their former occupiers, who had chosen rather 
to breathe their last above deck. But a 
veil shall be drawn over this fearful scene. It 
is enough to say that not one Living being was 
found. Leoffler was ArLonE in the ship! His 
task was decided. He could only consign his 
former companions to their wide and common 
grave. He essayed to lift a corpse ; but—sick, 
gasping, and completely overcome—sank upon 
his very burden! Itwas evident he must wait 
until his strength was further restored; but to 
wait amid those heaps of decaying bodies 
seemed impossible, He, however, soon resum- 
ed his labour, and on the evening of the follow- 
ing day but one human form tenanted that de- 

*serted ship. Ashe saw the last of her gallant 
crew sink beneath the waves, Christian fell on 
his knees, and—well acquainted with the mo- 
ther-tongue of his departed companions—he 
took the sacred ritual of their church in his 
hand. The sun was setting, and by its part. 
ing beams Loeffler, with steady abd solemn 
voice—as if there were those might hear the 
imposing service—read aloud the burial rights 
of the Church of Eagland. Scarcely had he 
pronounced the concluding blessing ere the 
sun sank, and the instantaneous darkness, of a 
tropical night succeeded. Loefiler cast a fare- 
well glance on the dun waves. and then sighed, 
“ Rest—rest, brave companions! until a voice 
shall sound stronger than your deep slumber— 
until the sea give up its dead, and you rise to 
meet your Judge *. The noise of the sharks 
dashing from the waters, to see if yet more 
victims waited their insatiable jaw, was the 
only response to the obsequies of that gallant 
crew. 

Christian sank down, as he concluded his 
dismal office, overwhelmed by physies! exerti- 
ons and the intensity of his hitherto stifled feel- 
ings. But there was no hand to wipe the dew 
from his pale forehead; no voice to speak 8 
word of encouragement or spmpathy. 

And where was it all to ead? Leoffler was 
no seaman ; and, therefore, even if one hand 
could have steered the moble vessel, kis was 

notthat hand. —Doubtless, the plague had bro- 
ken outin Portugal ; and consequently the  Ip- 
vineible,” who had so recently sailed from her 
capital, would (as in all similar cases) be avoi- 
ded by her sisters of the ocean. 
Week after week passed away, and still the 

solitary Man of the Sea was the lone oscupant 
of the crewless and now partially dismantled 
« Invincible.” She had been the sport of ma- 
ny a varying wind, at whose caprice she had 
performed more than one short and us+less vay- 
age round the fatal spot where she had been so 
long hecalmed ; but a tropical equinox was 
drawing near, though the lose seaman was not 
aware of its approach. He listened with 2a 
ear-half fearful, haif hopeful, to the risings of 
the blast. At first it began to whistle chrilly 
through the shronds and rigging; the whistle 
deepened into a thundering roar, and the idle 
rocking of the ship was changed into the beis- 
terous motion of a storm-beaten vessel. Loef 
fler, however, threw himself as ussal on deck 
for his night's repose ; and, wrapped ig his sea 
cloak, was rocked to slumber even by the stor- 
my lullaby of the elements. 
Towards midnight the voice of the tempest 

began to deepen to a tone of ominons, and ap- 
parently, concentrating force, which might 
have startled the most reckless slamberer 
Sheets of lightening—playing from one extre- 
mity of the sky to the other—showed the dense 
masses of rent and scattered clouds which 
blackened the face of heaven; which the peal 
of thunder that followed, seemed to pour its 
full tide of fury immediate over the fated ship. 
The blast, when contrasted with the still atmos 
phere and oppressive heat which had preceded 
it, appeared to Loeffler piercing, and even win- 
try cold: while the fierce and unintermittent 
motion of the vesse] rendered it almost difficult 
for him to preserve a-footing on deek. By 
every flash of lizhtaing, he could see wide 

spread and increasing sheets of surge running 

towards the ship with a fury that half suggested 

the idea of malevolent volition on their part; 

while they dashed against the sides with a vio- 

lence which seemed to drive ia her timbers, 

and swamped the deck with foam and bil- 

lows. 4 

The storm subsided, and the moon, rising 

over dense masses of cloud—which, diepersed 

from the mid-heaven,now cumbered the horizon 

—saw our young German lying, in the sleep of 

confidence and exhaustion, on the still humid 

deck. He slumbered on, unconscious tha the 

maindeck was now almost le vel with the waves 

unconscious of the dark gulf preparing to re- 

ceive him! The very steadiness which the wa- 

ters, accumulating within her, had given to 
the ship, protracted the fatal repose of the 
sleeper. He woke not until his senses were 
restored too late, by the gushing of the waters 
over the deck. 
Down, down, a thousand fathom deep, goes 

the gallant and ill-fated vessel; and with her 
—drawn into her dark vortex—sinks her lone 
and unpitied inhabitant! 

It was in less than a month after this event 
that Loeffler awoke in a spacious and beautiful 
apartment, the windows of which opened intoa 
garden of orange and lime trees, whose sweet 
scent filled the air, and whose bright verdure 
and golden fruit showed gay and cheerful in the 
sunshine. Christian believed that his awaken- 
ing was in paradise ; nor was the thoughts less 
easily harboured thatthe object he best loved 
in life stood by his couch, while his head rested 
on his arm. “ And thou, too,” he said con- 
fusedly—*¢ thou, too, hast reached the fair land 
of peace, the golden garden of God!”—* His 
senses are returning—he speaks—he knows 
me!” exclaimed Ernestine, clasping her hands 
in gratitude to Heaven, 
She had just received her husband from 

the hands of the stout captain of a Dutch galliot, 
whose crew had discovered and rescued the 

flaating and senseless body of Christian on the 
verv morning suceceding the catastrophe we 

have described. The humble galliot had a spee- 
dier and safer passage than the moble man-of- 
war; and, in an unusually short time, she 

made the harbour of Lisbon, to which port she 
was bound. It is needless to add that the 
German recovered both his health'and intellects 
and lived to increase the tender devotion of 
kis bride by a recital of the dangers and horrors 
of his solitary voyage. 

JOAN, THE SHEPHERD'S CHILD. 

The beautiful fountain near Demremi, believed | 
to be haunted by fairies, was a favorite resort 
of Jeanne D’Are in her childhood- Ihave | 
somewhere seen a picture of her in which 
she is represented sitting beside the fountain | 
twining a wreath of dowers. 

¢¢ then the Shepherds child, 
Joan, the lonely dreamer of the wild.” 

WHAT isthat Teee?" 
A lonely fountain, fringed with moss aed flow- | 

ers, 
A shadowy beechen tree— 

Through which the sunlight falls in mellow 
showers, 

A peasant-girl beside the clear, cool fountain 
sitling, } 

A crov n of purple hyacinths and shining laurels 
Kuitting. 

As ancient legend tells 
How that old fount was peopled erst by fairies; | 

That the spirit of their spells, 
And flowery rites, yet on its margin tarries— 
And that upon a summer eve, in the silent air 

still lingers 
The wild, sweet music of a band of fairy sing- 

ers. 

But this bright mortal face, 
With such spirit-eyes, and radiant ferehead, 

Such pure, majestic grace 
Stamped on each limb, as scolptor should have 

borrow’d 
A model for his art! A peasant’s daughter 
Is she who leaneth o'er this silvery singing 

water? 

How stately is her mien— 
How high the expresion of each noble feature, 

? Albeit she hath but seen 
The spring-time bloom, —that strangely glori- 

ous creature, 

Yet on the firm, sweet lip, me thinks a tinge 
of sadness 

Faintly o’ershadoweth its otherwise calm glad- 
ness. 

Childlike she bendeth there, 
With skillful fingers her rich chaplet twining;— 

Nor dreameth these blossoms are 
Emblems of Glory, Fame, and Grief combining. 
Around that fountain’s brim, springs many a 

fairer flower, 
Yet as by prescience hast thou chosen thy be. 

ing’s power! 

Yes, on that girlish head 
Shall rest a crown, a glittering crown of glory; 

And after years shall wed 
Thy lofty deeds to fame, in song and story ; The Seiptera art thy form to statue-life shall 

axen: 

Joan, is thy young heart by such wild dreams 
row shaken 1 

Methinks I see thee now 
Imaged as in the famed cathedral standing— 

The gold helm on thy brow, 
The leader of the warriors round thee banding! 
Thy snowy banner o’er the crowaed monarch 

sireamiag, 

{ alone kept all the Whigs at ea 

Thy inspired eyes with love and holy # 
beaming: 

But even now deth fall 
On memory’s dial plate a darker vision; 

Prieon, and judgment-hall— 
The mob—the fiery stake—the fierce d 
Swiflly before me pass! Joan! O 

childhood : 
Shadow such fate beside that fountain 

wild wood? 
ELIZABETH J. 

From Blackweod’s Magasis® 

BRITISH STATESMEN OF THE! 
CENTURY. / 

Trere and then groups were to be met¥ 
in all directions, composed by the mos Fo 
brated men of the day—when England 
sed celebrated men—busily conversing! 
proceedings of Parliament the night be 
which were to take place before anothe 
had passed away. From the close of 
rican war, those groups were chiefly cot 
of the opposition; for the unrivalled 
darcy of the greatest minister that Engle 
ever seen, gave the Whigs the leisure i 
conferences whieh the occupations bei 
life generally denied to the Tories, oF 
liance on their great leader rendered R80 
sary. There were to be met, from UES 
of two to four, the elite of the Foxites, FC 
oecasionally with a few of the leading fy 
and country gentlemen, who formed the © 
neutrality of Parliament ; there sto ox : 
his ponderous figure, good-humor 1 
heavy step ; Grey, grim from his cradlsy 
pendicular and repulsive ; Sheridan, he f 
purpled o’er with claret—the stamp 0! #0 op 
tual excesses—a stooping form and blackes 
dress, but with an eye among the Pi 
largest, and most beaming that ever and ¥ 
the head of man; Tierney, grave, olf Shh? 
a look of inveterate subtlety, that Ieee 
have established him as the most crafty 
even before he had uttnred one of he ros 
syllables ; Whitbread, short, strong, i prev? 
shouldered, the complete model of 1 5 o 
that he was, even to his pepper- man of 
but with a countenance of singular mp Shoe and indicative of the John Bullism of fares : 
ter; Wyndham, with the graceful gent 
step, and handsome countenance that ilk 
made for courts—if the oddity, fantashs 
fortune of his career had not left his ith 
of osciliation between the Whigs 880 with 

and, like other pendulums, left him 5 fd 
while the hands in front were gaining gto gat 
every move ; Dundas, who feared 1% “eogfioh 
had a lively word for all, sometime? ij bl 
with the circle—for a moment throws ay 

iy 

v ¢ iy 
easy jest, and easily bearing its Te'% 
less ety by the sense that he wes pia 
sessor of power, while they were nso" 5 
at the hook. There, too, was Jed wit 
the profound brow that seemed oo ¢ 
the secrets of an empire ; silent, 
and returning their salutations 88 =< 2 gh 
if a bow were a betrayal. ere Ce 
huge legs, was the Duke of Norfolk. jor #7 
coat and black cape. The great we ie oe 

jeet of universal assault; the P ver of 
of Fox, the sullen though feebler Er ol 
Greys, Courtneys, Wyndhams, arkli 
second ranks of opposition ; the P 
of Sheridan, as pungent as th 
and the light arrows of ple 
from the hundred hands of i he 

pr 
fl 

party—all fell on him and ell na 
wore that armour which nothing J wo 
trate; and, when he retaliated, 

| of such a temper * that neither 

might resist its edge.” 

New Worke: 
ae ak 

[We take the following, extract fri 
mer's new work, entitle p 

autheress is a Garman la & 

literary fae The YER 

ry Howilt J 

AS debs HISTORY: pil
e fies 

Have you ever been conscious
, of 8 960 gut ; 

ing to a beautiful piece of musi® Fgudifs 

cessity, an indescribable lon
ging: ih 

own life a harmony like that have 

ceived in the tome? If 80 Tease 

idea ofthe suffering and the & the fi 

I was yet a little child when, (0 0) with 

I was seized upon by this lon 

that time comprehending 1t- 

concert in the house of my P# 

piano, horn, and clarionettt, ot 

four distinguished artists. pe in 

symphony the instruments u ody 18
 

cribably sweet and joyou
s me aad 

ing of which my childish e
ck 

by a strong delight, and at
 the 0 

deep melancholy. It seeme 

I had then an understandi
ng § 

burst into tears. Ab! Be fink 

have learned since then. Hoogings 

ny far more painful, tear
s ot 3 

upon the dark web of my 
I "56 p 

To what shall I compare 3 

youthful years? All that 14 {5 uncle 

such family pictures exhibit
 resem 

nite—in one word, blot od. fests I wT 

autumn sky, withits grays? Tons urd w
it 0 

ling cloud-masses; full © Ca0ing LX ; 

cision, of contour without 0
 pare 

without depth, of light Wit 2 work of BEWE 

80 essentially distinguls 

from that of a true ma
ster: 

My family belonged uo? 

and we whee Lp ny fw 
live wey 

to this noble class; 3 states Veli” 

<Loghe, had ne rank in 9
 ses 

ourselves, not without 
ed a ee 80 

people of rank. We exhib 

cr 
2
 

2
 F
E
S
S
 

pif 
[rt 

7 E
52

3 
e
r
 

Zz,
 

27
8K

, 
Fe

 
£
 

3
 

F
E
E
S
 

£
 

rr
er
re
 

FE
CE
S,
 F
EE
EF

EL
FE

SE
, 

2 5
2
7
 

=
 

n
r
 


