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From the Illustrated London News.
MABEL MARCHMONT.
BY THOMAS MILLER.
Concluded.

Tuae old woman halted not until she had
reached the outside of the churchyard wall,
where her further progress was interrupted by a
long line of gypsies, who, with their donkey
carts, dogs, horses, children, and baggage, were
journeying onward to a fresh summer encamp-
ment. The old woman waited until figure af-
ter figure glided by—an almost endless succes-
sion—the children swinging and singing in the
panniers, while their black-haired and olive-
complexioned mothers joined in cherus, and
their swarthy fathers occasionally chimed in
with a blow or an oath, to hasten the lagging
pace of their jaded and over.driven animals.
Kettles and camp-poles rattled ageainst each
other, and on trudged women in men’s coats.
and children wholly buried beneath their father's
garments, the buttons of huge velvet breeches
knocking against their little brown ancles ; some
bare-headed, and others with their dark curly
locks buried in large old hats—such as might
once have covered aching heads—but they knew
ne pain but that eof hunger—so onward they
went, laughing and singing, untroubled by the
thoughts of either rents or taxes.

That aged woran never once raised her eyes
ag the long train passed by, but stood motion-
less, gazing on the ground, while the tall stran-
ger—partially idden by a turning of the wall—
stood with his armsfolded on his breast, watch-
ing her narrowly. . The last cart rolled by ; then
came a group of loiterers on foot, and amongst
these was & young woman, who, halting sud-
denly, pointed to the old lady, and said to an
aged woman behind her, *She is here; we
shall not have to call at the old Manor House
now-’!

They exchanged a few cant terms with each
other, then beckoned to a tall athletic young
man, with hair dark as midnight, and a coun-
tenance bronzed by sun and wind, who eprung
forward with giant strides, and in a few minutes
returned, leading a white poay, on which a little
boy was seated, his bare lege rough as rasps,
and the soles of his feet hard as horn.  Alfred
and Mabel stood silert spectators of the scene.

“This is the child,” said the elder gypsey,
beckoning Amy’s fatker to approach; * and
there staunds the old lady I had the money from
This old-fashioned silver pouncet-box 1snatched
from her maatel piece on the very night 1 took
away the child. Here is one of the biils she had
printed the next day, offering a reward for the
trinket. 1 have carefully kept them both, as
she would allow me nothing but an old blanket
to wrap the infant ia, lest it should some day
or other be produced as a proof of its birth.”

Half unconscions of everything around her
saving the lost box, the old woman made cue
desperate spring, and seized 1t in her trembling
hands, exclaiming, It was my mother’s, and
was stolen on the night 4

¢ Carried off the baby from the Manor honse,””
shouted the old gypsey ia ber ear
forgot how the wind blew, and the rain fell, and
how I covered ihe infant with my old cloak,
lest the horiible lightning might affect its little
eyes; and how in my heart I eursed you for
your cruelty, although my poverty eompelled
me to take your twenty pieces of gold, which
you seemed to begrudge as much as if they had
beea drops of biood from yoar heart. There he
sits—look at him—the bleak air of the heath,

and the stark-naked sunshine that walked forth *

in the early summer morning, and sat upon his
brow, neither disgrace nature, nor ths old gypsey
nurse, who washed him in the forest brook, and
let him run to dry himself where the morsing
bieezes blew—kinder compavions than such
stony-hearted wretches as consigned him to my
care. Heaven bless him;” and the old gypsey
woman kissed the sun-bronzed brow of her
foster child.

‘“ Let me go, you old granny,” exclaimed the
young vagaboud, striking the sides of his sha
pory with his hard horned heels. < I don’t lil
you to kiss me so well as I do Zillah ;” aud tha
hopeful young scion of Boswell's gang jerked
the corner of the rough halter from the gypsey
whio held it, and with his bare brown legs glanc-
ing iu the sunset, shot off to join the ragged
cavalcade.

¢ A promising young heir,” exclaimed Amy’s
father unconsciously. * And this is the reward
of ambition! Justice has decided aright

““ A stracge son to preseat you with,” said
Alfred, looking at Meabell.

“ A wild daisy to transplant,” sighed Mabel
* Wonld to God this were the worst »

¢ Heaven bless his little heart,” said his old
toster mother, moving the yellow handkerchief
a little from her brow, that she might have a
better view. *Itis just like him. He is worthy
of being the King of our race. My husband
loves the lzd, and taught him to smolke almost
as soon as he conld walk. Lord bless you, sir,
he can drink like a man ; as to riding, he would
gallop a sunbeam to death, if he could but once
get hia little legs fairly aeross it.”

 Excellent qualities in a gamekeeper ” mut-
tered the tall grandfather to himeeli; “but I
dread his first appearance in my wife’s drawing
room. And asto school, after such ar educa—
tion——Paoor, dear, much-injured Amy ! asd
be hid his face in his hand —being for omce in
hia life, and very properly, ashamed of himself

“T know not what his mother might feel,
were she here now,” said Alfred ;  bat after”—

¢ Stop,” eaid Mabel ; “ I pray you stop. She
would feel like & woman—Ilike a mother—like
yeur wife. She would feel what only a mother
can feel.”

There spoke the wom=n ; there gushed forth

‘* Have yon |

pity, which, for its very unselfishness, is worthy
of the angels themselves. Oh, how superior
did Mabef at that moment look, as she stood,
side by zide, with her lover!  How open, how
eincere the expression of her conntenance! No
man couid ever look as she then Jooked. The
very softness of our sterner sex seems like a
shadow throwa upon the wall, unless mirrored
in the sweet comntemance of woman When
with her, the softness of his voice is no longer
assumed ; his smile, if the offspring of love, is
sincere ; his Kindness ceases to be affected ; for
by him stands earth’s only divinity, the idol
which his own heart bids him worship. Imagine
this world without her presemce ; fancy the
globe untenanted by woman— motherless, wife-
lesss sisterless, and daughterless ; what a savage
desolation would then hang about our homes ;
what an aching void would then want filling wp
in the heart! Love dead! beanty vanished ! all
household virtues extinguished ! the light of life
darkened! and the wide earth one savage sound-
ing eolitude ! What an abode of fiends would
this beautiful world then be !

Love and Friendship are iwo different beings:
the one is of earthly, the other of heavenly
origi: Love adores, worships, dies; has no
existerce of its own—for that is emerged into
the life of the object beloved—for love cannot
love itself ; it is a heaveniy gift, given to ano-
the{-—the goul leaving its old abode, and taking
up 1s existence in a purer shrine. Friendship
is warm, passionate, sincere; can sympathize
with sorrow, and mirgle its tears with trouble

VILA ¢ v rouvie ;
give its smile to pleasure, and send its sigh
across the grave; it is Charity with a warm
heart—Pity at her own hearth—Sincerity with

her slippers on, easy, and at home. Leve has
no uiterance for its sorrow ; it is Grief with a
broken heart, Joy beside iiself—Misery laid
senseless—Hope looking into Heaven— Happi-
ness delirious with delight—or Despair, darker
or more desolate than the grave. For Love it
changeth not—
*“ But Love is Love for evermore.”

And Alfred foved Mabel fer her saperior vir-
tues, for there was an unassumed dignity about
her which he felt belonged not to himself Un-
conacious of her power, she had made him feel
like a man. Approach her whenever he might,
she was still the same, for her se!f poseession
was inberent. Narsed in comparative solitnde,
and left at an early age aa orphan, she had
communed mnch * with her own heart,” whiie
her mind had beeome tinged with the same so-
lemn tone of thonght which much reading had
readered almost naiural to her grandfather
The Bible was her chief book, then came the
elder dramatists, followed by Spenser, Shar-
speare, aad Milton. She knew ** Comus” by
beart, and wnderstood itsfine moral beanty—

|
|

the otterance of ¢ fewd and pure beart—that

alas! how very tew young ladies are acquainted
with that foultless production. Tha words that
Mabel uttered roused Alired Ethrington, and he
strode up boldly to where the stoed,
putting but ene brief and husky interrozation to
him, as he said, “ I know you, Sir; that child
you have g0 long 2ought is my son, Where is
Amy 1’

*“ Dead, dead ! muttered that miserable man
“The wide ocezn was her grave. 1 will teil
you ali eome other time My whole estate is
now your gon’s. Would that she were alive,
or that I were dead!”

“ 1 would that che were,” enid Mabel March-
mont, now spproaching ; *“*but that wish ean
never be fuifilled. Give up the ehild to me.
Task but for twelve moath’s trial—God will
assist me—and, if by that time he owneth not
me as a mother, and obeyeth me not like a du~
tiful ehild, then will I"——bmt tears came to
hsr relief.  She had loved bot once, and her
heart wastoo full te finish the sentence. She
would have fa had not Amy’s step-father
caught her ia his arms, a8 he suid, “1see it all.
Woman,” added be, addressing the old gypsey,
“ bring hither the boy ”

After a time the boy was bronght, reluctantly
enongh en his part.  “ Will yon go with me,”
said Mabel, having by this time recovered.
I willbe kind to you,—I will love you like a
mother.”

“ Bat will you lsve my pony,” ssid the child.
1 will not go witheut him. I conld love yeu,
if you loved him. Yoa look so kind—eo ia he
You shall be my mother, insiead of Zillah. If
I may have my pouy [ will try ta love you ”

“Come then,” said Mabel, “ and I will love
him for your s held out her arms,
and the child & towsrds her, and she clasp-
ed him to her bosom, ex aming, *“ On that |
were iadeed thy mother !”

A short coaverseiion tock place between the
old gypeey womaa and Amy’s father, which
ended by the latier putting several gold pisces
into her hand, after which she took her depar
ture, first kissing both the pomy and the boy
As for the old Lady of the Manor House, she
begea to argue inher usual manaer, and said ali
was for the best.  “ The child has had good air
and good exercise,” contisued she ; * and what
if his manaers are a litile bit rude, his health is
excellent. He might have been kept up in a
confined room, nursed, and spoilt, and fondled
to death, until he had been &t for nothing. It's
all for the best, depend upoa i, and wiil prove
50 in the end.”

* Cheat pot youn
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thus, wicked old wo-
men,” exclaimed Amy’s father; * the hour of
reckoniug i3 fast approaching, whea these ex-
cuses will be of no avail. Yon have deceived
me ; but remembar there is One you can never
deceive. Your old age protects you fiom any
vengeance of mine. As for myself, I have stiil
ny own conscience for a tormentor. The past

this child, and then I will decide what is to be
done with him. To your care, young lady, I
shall resign him for the present, confident that I
eonld not place him in better hands than your’s
and your venerable grandfather’s, for he and I
are not altogether strangers.”

It was a beautiful picture to see the meek
Mabel l¢ading that lostchild by the hand through
the long green lane that led to her grandfatber’s
eottage, while the last rays of sunset atreamed
through eome opening in the hedge gilding her
own sweel countenance, and turning te dark
gold the bronzed cheek of her little companion,
while it fell in a full flood of light upon the
white pony. But far more beantiful was the
mind of that matchless girl, for tender thoughts
beamed in her eyes; and as she loocked down
wpon the little outcast that trudged along bare
footed by her side, a painter might have taken
the expression of her countenance, and drawn
the Holy Mother, bending with fond and anxious
looks over her God-born child. Could the pale
faces of the dead look again upon those they
have left behind and loved, the spirit of Amy
would have hovered in the departing rays of
that calm sunset, and smiled upon the kind
protector of her child. There wasa wild beauty
about the look of that boy—something in his
very ga't that outstripped the drilled walk of a
home-nursed child. And as ke ran to and fro to
gather the wild flowers, and gromiced Mabel
that he would on the morrow pull as many as
wonld make a bed for her tent, she felt that she
had still affection to build upon, and doubted
not but that time would rightly model the miud
when she had once won fully the heart.

A pretty hfe did that wild bny lead old Miles
Marchmont and his davghrer Mabel for the first
three menths. Sometimes he was abaent for
hours in the wood, for only hunger or night
would drive him home; and more than euce
they hiad found him asleep in the moonlight at
the foot of a tree. But when he fourd that his
abeence gave such pain to Mabel, he gradually
abawdoned this out-of-deor life—he was, as the
old women in the village said, “es wild as a
Mareh hare ” By degrees he tock to learning
his letters, being at first, hike Alfred of old, allu-
red by the pictures, although he cared but listle
for them waless they were colored,and he would
often ask Mabel why 'he trees and the geass
were not green, and the ¢ky blue ; he could not
understand why dark tiots only were ueed 1n
engravings.

Ard what bafel poor Amy ? Reader, as thou
goest geaward from Lowrdon thick of her fate!
Bruken-hearted and wncorssious to all around
her, she sat on the deck of a vesel and was
borne along down the mejestic Thomes, past
the stecp coast of Shepopey, with its huge,
barree banks, onward to where the Reeulvers
seem fo rise out of the ocean, for a change of
air was recommended by the physician, and she
was horried off to Margate eren before her baby
was tnroed a moaih old, for thay had wld ker it
was dead. The day was fine; she sat and
watched the slow measured and stately march
of the waves, as they rose and fell, eash follow-
ing the foot mark of the other es if thay sirnde
onward and onward (0 some. far distant coast
or grave—sonse steep dark cavern iato which
they rolled and were no more. She saw the
y streteh on either hand like a vast and bound
sert, and when the dim coast again fove
sht, she felt like ene von. Patches
of green, and red, and white, g by her Like
a paiated canvass that uecoited for rsiles and
miles, still striped with she s lfsame colois.
She was sick and weary ol Life.  Sull cuward
sirode the sea, here rolling throush purple,
there through a domain of silver, which far
and wide away stretched into a of gotd ;
and ehe saw the white sea gulls fhipping over
her head like spirits, now poised in the air as
iflooking fixedly vpon her, then wailing awey
as if to te]l of what they hed eeen to their spow
breasted companions that floated over the dis-
tant and purple ether. She was ill and faint,
and her attendant left her for a few momeata to
procure sor ing toallay her thirst, and while
she waa absent, Amy rose from her seat. She
walked along ths deck of the vessel, scarcely
knowing where she was—one of the ging ways
stood open (through which two men had been
emptying the ashee out of the engine room into
the sca)—and at the moment she was passing

larch, and as she put ont

o

it the vessel gave a
her hand to save herself from falling, she fell
head foremost, and never rose agein. The deep
sea clozed over all her troubles.  After the sun
went down. a storm heaved up, and all night
long the wind sesmed to moan and sob over her
cruel children, the waves, as if claiming back
poor Amy. But the waves rolled along, and
lzshed, and tore at the cliffy coast, seeking
more vietims, uatil they went growling further
out into the sea as if they were an hungered for
f(l”’.].,

Ko Amy died !—There is no stone to mark
her resting place, nothing but the Two Sisters,
(23 the Reculvers are cajled), which stand
ghoreward, oppo to where she perished. If
you try to fix your eyes on the (ancied epot, the
waves com= aid go and roll apon each other,
and when yon loock again towards the coast you
find yourself far beyond it.

s Full fathom five, poor Amy lies,

Of her bones are corals made ;

Those are pearle, thut were har eyes,

Nothing of her that doth fade

Sea Nymphs hourly niug her knell »

Reader, if vou are at all fanciful, * this mu-
sic will creep by you upon the waters, for it
isno mortal basiness, nor so esound the earth
The sea towerds Margate is haunted

we cannever undo:—the dead is beyond our

recal-—but ther the living to look to,and |
the future to repent in. My pooer fallen vietim,”
added he, look in pity or the Idiot, ** goes
with me. Aud now we,” said he, addressing
Alfred, “ wili accompany you and this young
lady to her grandiather's. We will sce what
efiecet time produces in altering the mauners of

The johsbitants say that on o windy
night, Amy walks the long pier at Herne Bay,
and ehrieks into the broad sea as if calling for
her child, aad that the waves make answer 13

pier is an awful place to walk zlone on, in ** an
unruly night,”” that to seaward, down 1te slimy
and seaweed-strangled steps, ‘“is a nawghfy

moustains high. The dark angel ef death, shey
allow, seems alome to stend sentry on these
gloomy steps on & windy night. To us who
knew Amy well, these old sea kings, the white
cliffs, have now a gelemn look, noer could our
Mabel, after her marriage with Alfred, ever
gaze on them withent a shudder. Il thou
would’st visit * fair Margate aright,” ge in
winter, and hear how the winds sing 1o the
waves ell night long, as if eke tried in vain to
quieten her stormy children. Listen, but for a
week, to the billows, which seem as if they
would overleap “ the pale faced shore,” whiek
now looks affrighted at the angry sea, as he
comes raving with hunger from his darkest ea-
verns, asif * seeking whom he may devour '
Visit the grim old sea-king when he has awa-
kened from his summer’ssleep—when neither
the bee nor the butierfly dare venture a yard
from the yawning cliffs, to show their shedowa
on his beating bosom—over which ozly the
death black muscles dare to crawl.

Then hear the natural language in which the
gruff stormy old fellow only speaks, as if to tell
you that he is awake—when he neithror * saeih
vigions, nor dreameth dreams,” then he wiil
[uniees thou art a child of the vcean], make
thee acknowledge his power,

So Enps our TaLe.

For it will add but little interest to it to tell
how the old lady of the Manor House was
found dead in her bed, her drawers broken open,
and her plate and money taken away, and how
narrow an escape two of her servants had from
being found guilty of both robbery and murder ;
how Amy’s step -father sunk to his grave, *‘a
sadder and a wiser man” before his death than
he aver was in the palmy days of his ambitions
villainy. As to the poor Idiot, he still lives;
aad Mabel has taken care shat ¢ the Gates of

Jetblem” shall never clese upon him. He still

exists, and so do the accursed model prisons,
which we hope to God the first thunder boit
launched from Heaven will bury “ deeper than
ever plummet sounded ”

As for Mabsl, alihough yet a young wife, she
became a mother to the bold gypsey boy. That
sweetness and obediencs which were so naturel
to her che instilled ino nim ; ard never did old
Miles Marehmont seein so happy sinee he lost
his own son »s he was while instrueting or wan-
dering with that beauntiful boy. When of aga
he will become the owner of a wealthy estate ;
and there is no doubt but that the gypsies will
fud comfartable summer encampments within
the neighhourhood.  As for Mabel, she 18 Al-
fred’s faithful wife—

Aand he as rich, in having such a jewel,
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl,
The water veetar, and the rocks pure gold.
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From Blackwood’s Magazine.
W SOUI'TH WALES.

[We gelect'the following from am artiele enti-
tied *“ An Exiled Contributor® who is at pre-
sont residing in Now South Wales, It wall
give cur ronders some idea of this remote
part of the world.]

s . e I am unable to give you am
accurate notion of the general appearanee of
ihe country. Speeking in broad terms it is
wooded, but not so denesly as on the Sydnay
side, Yun Dicman’s Land, or New Zealand.

Thae pecoliar and beantiful feature of this couns

try is the epen plain wénch iy fonnd at every

ten or twelve miles, spreading itself over a

enrface not Jeas than three miles in length, and

half that distanee in breadth. It is as smooth

a5 a lawn. A magnifieent tree rears itself 1o a

groat height here aud there upen th» sward, en

either side of which appears n natarel park,
the finest that waste conld fashion or art eould
execute. Nature hes doue in faet what no art
could accomplish. Gaze upon these grounds,
and for a moment imagine :hat the enormous
bullecks before you, with their fearful horns,
are a gigantic herd of deer, and you have a
sight that England, famous for her parks, shall
in vain attempt to rival.  But against this roy-
al scene—set off a melancholy drawback, one
which I fear may never be made good éven by
the ingennity and indomitable energy of man

The land has an awful want of spring water.

There are a few small holes, ealled lagoone,

the remains of ancient rivers, met with now and

then ; and strange to eay, while one of these
holes will be found to contaiu ealt water, ano-
ther, within a vary- few yards of it, has water
quite fresh, or nearly so. In the former ere
found large sea fish, euch es cod, mullet, sea-
carp, and a fish similar to our perch. I am
speaking of holes discovered at a distance of

a hundred and twenty miles from the sea, snd

having ne visible commuuication with it In

several distriets there are large rivers, bat their
course is uncertain, and it is impossible to say,
that any one river empties itself into the sen.

Goalburn je a fino river, and ninety miles from

this, on the baoks of that river, are found very

large lobsters, and other ghell fish. To stand
on an eminence, and (0 cast your eye dp"l

ivto the valley beyond and beneath you, i# 1

have an enjoyment which the ardent Jover of

nature alone ean eppreciate. Far as the eye
can look, there is uninterrupted harmony.

Splendid plains covered with the fleecy tribe,

2ud here and there [alas ! only here and there]

4 epeek of water, enough to vindicate natare

frem the charge of utter neglect —and no more.

A glance thrown in enother direction brings

wollow and sepulchral and pitiful moans. This
the old satlore laugh at, and avow it ig but the
white spray, washiog above tho tottering and
sea shaken piles.  Yet they confecs that the old

i

S

to your view an endless tract of country de
prived even of these solitary specks, where the
grass grows as high as your knee, and where

20 meu dare take h'e focks and herds for lack

place toswim in,” when the waves are rolling"
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