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Mimoyreur!  The brazen ¢ladg of the great
bell of 8:. Paul’siclled heavily, out; and the
chimes from a hundred steples repeated—Mid-
night! The solemn, yet not unbroken, silence
which for & brief perjod in:the twenty four
hours reigns over London, was spreading
abroad. The noise and coufusion of the early
night wag dying away, and the rattle of vehi-
cled through émpty sireets came upon the exr
not as forming drops of the gredt tide of sound,
but each distinct in” its isolation. " The ' day
population of London had well' nigh disappeur-
ed. Here and there hurried homewards groups
of belated stragglers, convereing joyously of the
theatre or the brilliant'party thesihid Just feft.
But, with such exceptions, these-afoot and astir
in the greay .thordughfatesi were menand wo-
men, seldom seen but_at night—creatures to
whom the face of sunshine scems unaatural-—
who flit by, sometimes mufil=d up and silealy
or clothed in glaring gatinzuts of silk and satia
and gaudy ornaments, scréamin gay sorgs with -
a miserable affcctition of guity, and reekiog
from the  loud, ‘vibald" orgtes“of a might ta.
vernf s, it 8 4

It was'aeold, diimp, clamiy! cheerless nisht
~the'pavements were'daok and sloppy. Men
harried by, thinking of the'wari blaze which
awaited them on ‘their owh hexrihs'and beings
who had no homes or hiearths to'go“to, shrauk
up in sheltered corners, huddling tie limbs
dlose for warnmith. and praying, praying for the
end of the long, shivering night. A moaning’
casterly wind swept tarough the streets; damp
ard deadening to feel, and bringiog with it a
heavy, greyish fog froa the Issex Marshes
the jamps shone dimly, encireled each  one
with & misty halle; #nd the above  was- of
black, hopeless, darkness. . Now and then a
woaking. drizzle fell—not dosvaright honesc rain
but something more penetrating and meling
stilly and taen a fierce. howling gust would
cateh it up in misty wr-a'hs, deving it against
the crouching, slirtnking forms who stooped
down to avoid its viol and wished 10 God
that they were <svg and warin at home

On the every bl ¢ was tenfold more dismal
etill. Thefog careered in long heavy wreaths
dark troubled alonz ‘the . slream—the
wind howled ptost drearily aong wasts and
rigging, and dashed “the ‘black muddy “water
agamst the piers’ of bridges and slimy hnding
places with a chill monotonous splash' No trafiic
was stirrieg-on - the river, It flowed blackly
and sullenly, roaring * under anchored barges,
ard hustling the rank grassupon fat moud
banks. It was a dreary sight to ook upon—
calling up indistinet visions of blue swoilenr
corpses and men batling madly for life in the
cold inky fluid.

There is a bridge in Venice
 Bridge of Sighs ”” Painteis have depicted it |
—poets have ging of it Rumance writers
have woven fearful narrativés of the hopless:
ness of those,  who crossed''it; “and ‘there"is !
hardly ‘@ young heart in Envland—a dreaming;
enthusiastic, ‘tender ‘hear.—~which ~has’ net
brooded over that ¢ Bridge of Sighs”’—imagia-
ed tales of neroic determination” and gentle
broken-heartedness—all woful; tear!sl,” ¢ling=
ing round its antiquestructare, and giving deep
ciaim to human sympathy to the carved stoues
which ‘compose  it. " And  in doing ‘so—~in
roaming abroad for matter for-ouc ‘sympathies

e

called the |

and affection—we’ o bat follow our ‘foolish |
national predilestion. © 'Why cannoet there be |
poetry; romance, at' home—on the* Thames

#3 weil as the Rialto—on Waterloo Bridge us
well as that of Sighs? Certain we are that if
agsociations of iuman suffering—tales of bro-
ken hearts and blicht«d hopes—of long ‘endur-
ing, piuiog isery—there rescuing i'seif
once from earthly thrall, and r
befare its God—can give a fahric of 's
stone and lime power of stirring’ 'up -=mdtic
terror, sorrow~-Waterloo Bridge 'is eutwined
with thiese associations, a8 pleuteodsly as
Bridge of Sighs, and the nobie river of Edg=
land as really 'a romuntic object as any muddy
eanslof Venice!

Midnight!” & woman'is pacing the pave-
mert of Waterioo Bridgs.  §heis you
wag once fxir dnf gentle,  And fair she 1g'et]
No sorrow, no ‘barit of furions passion, ¢an
destroy the chisellitg “of those 'featureg—ihi
noble height of brow and the'monlded oval of
the cheeke * But passion-~the p
ness and despair—is running riot “in" that face.
‘The eye is wildly bloodshot and swollen—t
teeth’ are clenched and ground together—the
hand twisted with'a convnlsive grasp 1a the
long dishevelléd locks falling dowa en eithey
cheek. She staggers'forward mechanivally.
And now the paroxysm seems fur the moment
past; a heart sickness comes'on hier; she leans
npon a balustrade, presses her for=head upon
the damip, cold granite; and seems to woo the
embrace of the chill night wind. "She is dress-
ed in gaudy finery, without warmth or'comfort
A wreath of " flowers encircles “her "head—a
ghastly mockery of (he-wan, dictorted feztures
which they frame. - The handkerchief gareless-
ly placed overher shoulders has been all but
blown away, but she makes no effort to replace

it

Midnight! The elang cf the bell ‘was loud
apon that gust of ‘wind " She sfarts up—Ileaps
vpon the seut of one of the recesses of the
bridge—wipés harriedly away the clammy
eweat standing on her forchead, she gizes

calmly and lovg upon the river below.  How
black—how pitchy black! A ‘gurgling, eddy- {
1ngsound moans upwards from' the gull.” The

thought, until half formed, rices’in her breast

1 ¢éame and was gone ; but she who witnessed it

She sqaéezss her brow in her hands, aud then
thiaks again, and calmly-—quite cdlmly.

* I rernember that once 1 thought suicide a
thirg almost ampessible ; I .could. not: realise
it how people would wlilingly quisa soug, hap-
by world, and go inio darkpess, routenagss!
Oh, I said to myself, they ate mad poor creaz-
turei, quite mad ; none but a _madman weuld
do =0 ; aad as I laoked upon black pools,” and
heard bow people had pluazed in, I turned
away shivertng, blessing'God that { had ‘my
reason now, but I do not think asT one='did;
many have died by their own hands—aoh, T re-
member hundreds. In a:moment it will be
over—what, matters it if one be added to the
list 2 “Whatshould L live for? .Ihave no-hope
no friend, nobody .will mourn me, or care
whether to morrow I be ‘walking the
cold wretched. sueets or floaiiag An the ri-
ver. No;I will do it—my mind 13 made up
—God forgive —mother, T'come to you!”

She nerved herself for the spring, when the
noise of voices and ‘footsteps ‘interripted her
‘¢ Let them pass, let them pass,” she murmar
ed; and, slippiog down from the balustrzde,;
she crouched in a corper of the Tecess.
¢ A man’ and a woman. passed.  They were
both young and havpy. .Sie.was. mufiled  up
in & dark, warm dress, and clung closely to the
arm_of her companicn e beat down in
gpeaking to her, and ker face was turned up—
oh; 50 hopefully, so lovisely to his. The light
of the lamp made 2l this for'a moment visible
Their word were not heard;but'she saw them
go by, knew, felt, what ‘they were - Had 'not
that uptured, confiding look'teld “ali most elo:
quently 7. Yes; they 'thought of the brighi fu-
wre they saw before them—of holy. domsstic
love—of heapts mutually trusting snd trusted —
young and pure, and teeming with unutterable
love! It wasbut the vision of 8 momeat; it

writhed in anguish at " the sight—a thrilling
ehord was touchsd—she bent down in  her
sore afiliction, and'sorely’rocked lier 'body to
and fro; ** Oh, God! oh, G&d! sb it ' was' oncé
with us—so I once spolte to him-<80 ‘he’once
listeped  to -me—aed. now—""7 Her hands,
which had beeu clasped, eo that the nais al-
most. entered the flesh, relaxed, and she fell
nsemsible wpon ihe stone beuch.

The body ucither felt nor'knew aught, but
the subtle mind was active; it soared away,
away from the dismal 1iver, out of the dismal
night ; avthe entranced'girl saw a vision'y it
was of a comntry cotiase émbasomed in trees—
a smilliog, happy place, fer from'dirty bastling
towns and cities, delicioussn itsryrdl freshness,
Lofty trees grew around 1t aud trailing shrubs
clasped the walls with: their fond tendris, and
their blossoms peeped slyly intothe oprn case-
meut  She kpew ihe  place- -1t wis. Home.
She was there once agaip; a heavy  wei
dimly remembered sorrow had been
ber heart ; shé was hippy,.and the

vas strange.’ Frim everything arqund
soul'drank in peace, butirom o
quafied exceeding’joy. Who w
side—who epake so softly i

se

her
to héredr—<whose
band clasped hers,so lovmgly yielded to ity
There were long pauses in the whispered . dia- |

logue. but.something more gweet - than: honey:
ed words filled wp, the gap; and this lasied,
as it were, fer hours—she knew that hours had
passed, alibongh .they seemed  but. minates
Why,eveniag begin to fall; a dim greyness
spread all aroun The silencé becama wiore
iniense. - Birds ceased to'sing and twiter' a-=
mongst the ivy. * The peace of "the 'summer
evenlng was'aholy thisg, "Wad the voice of the!
lovers did not break hLarshly: upoa: its &ill<
pess,

¢t Say again you love me.””; It was he who
gpoke,

“ You krnosw it, do you ot 1

¢ Puticiz g0 sweet 1o hear the words.”

LA38 B

o™
e you!

was a long sweet silence ; thea the
g tones were renewed,
ot bear to'leave you —to' part with
you even Tor ‘@ day, dearsst; but my family—
s in partieulac—would not hear at this
f my marrizge ”
:mit'y—your father!” was the {righ-
% Do they 'nor know alll—how
—~how we—we loved 12
have been maduess, dearest, to
seeret, In am insfant I
from you., Oh, you do

be done, what? Oh, 1
\is 3wy foolish heart ‘never
Oh, I know mnot what to
My miother Y=

lvywow our secret. 1 was: the

%5
L)

e13 from my,  mother. . Baj

°s you lcok 80 You would

v mother that I'eared not—

i—now, would you?”

rest; sarely not; ‘but®
are eoufizced ; ok, telt ‘me all! —what

1swrong ¥ Have I'not a right to know 2

¢ Dearest, you Have: ' T will izell” you the
truth ' 1 love yon—love you as passionately
as man ever loved womas. - Buty situatedas ‘1
am, I dare notbreathe a word, of this to ught
but you; but for you.I will risk all—every
prospect—every hope. - Come, dearest; allis
prepared; fly with me . Once in Lordon, we
can defy pursuit; and the instant that we ar-
rive ‘home the “ceremony “shall take  place
which makes you miné for ever »

she listened, stanned—stupified.

He continued—* You give me no answer—
no sign of hope. Oh, dearest, is it possibie
you distrust. me

¢ No, no-—notdisrrnst—not digtrust!”—

¢ Then why not fly at once? You have
gaid, you have swaorn, that you loved—adored
me; prove it now. Show me what you wiil
do for him who has won your heart.”

s Y"-‘

' She sat at the window,

i out of the water-butt.

¢ But, oh! to leave my poor old mother,

who lives bat in me—but for me! [ cannot,
indecd—inieed I cannot™ 015

“Theén | atn to understend, love, that fam
only second in your affections—that, fin' short,
you spurn the heart and hand 1. lay at your
feet?? 3

¢ Oh! for Heaven’s sake do nct gpeak such
crue) .words—Il—ch, what shall 1 .do ?—what
shall I say 1"

¢ Choose bsrween love and micealled duty.
I caninot ghare  heart; it must. Le milie—all
mioe »

“¢'This is cruel~crvel.” g 4

“Itis ‘a kind “érvelty, “dear one. - When
once we are matried, your mother shall know
all Itis bat twoodays? trouble; to be repaidby
a life of happiness: Come with me-—~come—
Lsees I feel youl are yielding.”

. Dearest, 1.may, be. doing wrong, 1 biy
heart tells.me [ am, aad may God forgive wme
—but you—you I cannat resist  No—I .can-
not siruggle egainst it . I will go with 'you,
dearest, (o the very world's'end.”

There was a very lons- pause, and gie wept
upen her lover’s bresst, T

He murmured— My ‘own brave girl

The whole scene became indistinct and cons
fused. - The mind conjured up & thonsend wa-
vering,  fantastic, shdpeless images—amid
which it wandered, stambling and bewildered,
Gradually a dim, light sireamed, in, and the
still fainting gitl beheld herself in a small and
poor rcom with'esmoky, dusty walls, and breath-
0z a hot, murky, steaming air. o g
« It ‘was a veiy different place frem  hor'é.
Her eyés were Téd
with ‘erying, aad swdllen o' that she could
hardly'see.  She was very pale—she kaewit;
and her fiogers played mechanically with thie
long, disarranged locks whieh fell over her
shoulders. A heap of  peedlework. lay . un-
heeded on her lap, and she looked with a va-
cant,.wandering eye through the dimcracked
panes before her. It .was a different view
from thet ‘which she had. 'so often gezed upon

with a' metry face and a'trenquil “heart at

home.” I{ér eyél fell’ upon masees of'dingy
brick walls, crowned ‘with'labyrintas of irfegu
lar-tiledireofs and chininey-stacks.. | There they
stretehed away ra an endless confrsionof onr-
ling——eome (roofs broken by gravejed -garret
windews, and others patched up and varipgated
by extempore erections of crazy boards:r Lines,
om:which swung yellow, emoke-dried clothes,
ran from house to house. Squalid, bare armed
wonien. le
ed shrilly to children in the street ' below
The smoke poured continuously from the yel-
low eang, whirling in eddies ‘amid the masses
of brick and ule.. Uponwone linl=: flat space,
hetween twwo ascending planes of roof; sat a
man in his shirt sleeves;with a lopg pipe in his
mouth, a pot of porter before him, and anews-
paper in his hand. . A whirling iron can was
pouring out volames of smoke behind him—
pevertheless, he ealled ing there * enjoying
the air.” ' A char-looking sort of a woman was
hanging 'dripping clothes vwpon a ro‘ten railing
beside him, and occasionally ‘sereaming out at
the full pitch of her voice to a aeighbor, accu-
piediin“a conrt below in filllng a teakettle
It was a true London
roof scene, in a low neighborhood.

The girllooked long at it, as though che 8a
it not. A step sounded upon:ihe etair—she
clasped her hands and started to her fect.  The
door opened. . He entered, and threw himself
sullenly upon a chair, with: his back towards
her. - She approeched him timidly.

et I

“ Well, what do you want now ? "You al-
ways want something.”

She wrung her hands, and thea covered her
face with the lutle apron she wore,

There wasa long silence-—oh! how diflerent
from that in the cottage garden!

¢ L want to make some srrangement;”’ he
said abruptly.  She looked eagetly up

“ Oh do, do, dearest—be yourself again—
apeak to me—iook on me as yon used to do—
I’ will not think of what has pissed, never, ne.
ver, npbraid you—but oh, do, do marry me!”’

“Marry you,” he repeated mechanically.

“You know, love? she coatinued,, trying

¢ yon know. you

s
to ~sttnie through her ‘le'ars‘
said thet whenever we came to Loadon, we
should-be married, then youput it off - I-was
very unhappy, but, did rot say so=I trusted
in yon yet 1’ .
Aud she laid her hand timidly en. his shoul-
df{-‘}r. He turped, round abrupily, and shook i1t
¢

There wag another silence

1 lefi my homes my mother,” her voice
fpltersd, my. fiiends, all, ‘sll for you, God
knows hiow T loved you, how T trusted ia you.
I fvediayour veice, in ‘your 'lock, ¥ would
give up the wofld for you. ~ oh! you'have de-
¢eived me? 8peak, speak, or f'shall go mad!”

She ¢lasped his hand iahersand sunk on her
Knees before hun.,

¢ For the love of God (alfil your promise,
your cath and marry mg!”

¢ And be ranspoeried for bigamy!”

She fell upon the floor like a dead thing—as
insensible as at that moment when her cold
cheek’ was lying agatnst the eolder pranite.
All'was blank, darkness, the wanderings 'of the
mind were for the moment over. A dull sense
ol reawakeéning  paia came into her limbs,
and sie half felt something laid upon her shoul
der.

. What’s the matter 1 ¢ome, speak.”

“ Marry—bigamy—bigamy,” ehe  fillered
forth.

¢ Oh, bah, let that drucken woman alone,
she’ll sleep herself sober where she is—there’s
no fear of her ?

*“ Yes I think she is drunk,” said the first
voice.

¢ As gin can make her,”] rejoiacd the se-
cond. * Come, we're late.”

at idly out of windows, and sereant. |

And she was left alone.

“ A drunken womin!” she murmured ; “*bet-
ter be dianken vow than eober.”

She sat partially eveet’ on a stone seat, #nd
flang Her arms about wildly. | Mer eye spark-
jed with’ & mad glare; and ¢he langhed hysten-
cﬂ.ﬂy. E

« Diunken,” she muttered, half noconsciovs

Iy, ¢ drunken, 2nd who: made .me_drunken,
who drove me to it? Yes, [ am. a drunker
womau, 1 kiow it.  Drink is my beet friend.
Bow—it waras me and makes me forget. Yes
give me that and I'can sheut and Jaogh—but
such a lanshter-=never: mind—gin is & gocd
friend; it'always doés its work, i. never leaves
' us sober,”
She gave a long,Joud, vacent laugh, and re-
: lagsed .into insensibility, Presently- ghe re-
vived ; and quite calry, and with all her senses
about her, she pressed her hands against her
forehéad, ‘and looked wridly about,

The' &baking rain was gill dfiven by the
wind." ‘The “river still Toared,” and gushed,
and gurpled benenth: 1t was more pitchy dark
than ever.

She roze, and ¢tood upon the stone seat; the
fixed despair of her countenance was awful to
seg. 1 have had a horrid dream,” the mur~
mured ; “but'l am ‘going where'there’ are no
dreams.”

She ‘looked long and intenly down:the
abyss, - ** Hopeless, defiled, and an: onteast 4

(|!'_____ . 5 { .

Suddenly she tossed her arms .over her
head. A change came over her face; her
eye glowed, aud she gzzéd upon the black ve-
cancy. ) {1

¢ Mothen! mothex! 1 see you=I ece you.
Hush! wait for a moment, aad i will be with
you-—a epirit like yourself!” )

There was a bound—a rush through the &ir
< flutter of silk aud a_heavy spiash. It was
all oyer! X 3 L

A cty'vwas taited, *“a woman has thrown
herself into the'water A solitary passengef
(ad just’ dpproached tier’ nedr envogh to cateh,
4 glitnpde of! the' disappeating’ Toroy.' "Hoarse
yoices echoed: the exelamation, and presently
boats were put off, drags throwu, ‘and lighwe
gleamed on the dark rushisg river.

“10s of mouse,” eaid & Waigrman; *the
tide's ronping kg a mill-¢tream ; she may be
4t Lopdon bridge, by this time.” ‘Aud he re:
turned to tiie publi¢ house irom whence he had |
been sumthoned. ™ “ 17 ; o
| Tu a'ddy"tr t%0'a pitagraph'appeared’in the
daily paptis, sratiig tHat' thé body of & svoman,
fashiona®ly byt tinly diessed, idd been‘found
in-the pools ' Jtilagia e idead hause of &
water side charch tor gome daysy but' no ons
exmeito claimy it
thep held,; No evidence, was produiced as!i®
the identiyy of 11he,deceased. | There wad &
verdict of ¢ Found Drowned,” and, the . pess
day a 'parish funeral,

(From an article in the same perodical by Mrs
Postens, eatitled ** Z sologieal Gardens, orab
home aad.abroad,” we mike the [ollowing
selections ]

THOUGH IS IN'AZOOLOGICAL GARDEN:
* & - Tae fust friends, I mer with

were the ostriches, whow [ last eeemed 10

have leftat’ Caire, bt a shoiinime since, whia

ther'they had been braught from Arabia, at ths
ouddulg of ‘Clot'Bey, the ‘phydician  of ‘the Pa-
cha o tlere the had o bright green sward be-
peathothieir fee t==there; e hard- sandy ‘ gours
yard ; but ihey seem’h:ppy envugh asithey are’
aud to like the Swies coltagesy nearly as well
asthe tpmbs of the Sultaus,, They have los
the wide desert ‘with 1335 wondrous canppy 0
brilliant light and exchanged the s picturesqoe
crowds_of the Easiern eity, with ita domes,
minarets, Wombs, dancing giils, and priests, it8
tountoins gnd Wsstory tellcrs, its necromancer®
aud 1ts Pashus for the fair open scenes in E0g-
land, the curiosity'of ‘her ‘smilling; ‘the bright

eyed’ citildien, and the iaterest ‘of those 19

whom the ast 13 8/1llas & land’«f promise; bul

thecreature yot putiforth itsdong neck, &0

greeted oue with a boldiesswhich showed that

10 a land of.mercy the ostrich: even did: w0t

be hils oppresor ; and.yet was_ he wrong, thet
sily bird, for 4s ini the E st, g0 with us,. they
who are solitary and weusk in friends, interest
aud purse; are lable to be hannted downy BY
the'stroag 1n-dll, even'ss ‘the poor ostrich 98
the désert plains’of far' Aribia.

The next odd bird that caught my view was
a particularly old friend,uud Fivourite ¢omps:
nionr ol miok, the spoanbill, as he iy ealled, of
Cuteh j and Ifelta warth interest for the wel”
fu € of the creature, notwiihstanding his. jonf
leg:y unity of colowr, and apaihetic' countes
uance, when I remembered how often I 28
sat at my tent door, when heat prevented ao)
occupation of my time#, whd watrjod the spo@B”
bill’ paadliog on the peol, shiided by a thic
Banian tree, in‘teurch of food, and how T have
heard of bis niakig a vare and ¢xeelient curffr
but never allowing him (o be déstroyed, 99
ezuse fie sremed svicalni ond placid, and fife
80 pleasant to’ him, pas-iagit, however, in 90°
litude, but: for the Brahmin, whao -came dow®
to bathe and pray, by the edge, . of the P’"’l
under bis sucred treg, vetr disturbed noud
about it that had life, and but for the travelle™
who filled his'goard, bathed his awelled fe€%
{ and calmly went on his way, ~ The spood i

makes a good item in'the Tndian landscsP®
too, “and should, for thisesedn) if for nod®
rother, be sparedby the sportsman; for in
' noontide heaty whenthe huffaloes are plungt
| into the ‘rivers, the camels resting trom thel!
toil at the oil .mills; the wvillagers sleeping °c
their cots, and the birds silent in the trees, th
i £poonbills paddie about the pools, and .give
i agreeable idea of life to the lendscape, thet
white figures throwisg a bright reflection

A: Coroner’s  ingirst wes'!

seeik 1o hide his head, lest the strongest shovld *

?




