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ERICK'S GRAVE. 

¢ Hereby,’ says St.. John, ¢ perceive we the 
love of God, because he laid down his life for 
us; and we ought also to lay down our lives for 

- the brethren.’—That is we ought to be ready to 
lay them down: we ought to deny ourselves 
what we should like to have, yes.and what we 
realy need, for the sake of others; and, in do- 
ing this, all of us, even the youngest, will show 
forth a triumph of the cross. And thére have 
not been wanting those in whom the ‘grace of 
God has been so marvellously shown, that they 
have literally fulfilled St. John’s exhortation, 
and proved by experience the truth of what 
St. Paul teaches, that “ peradventure for a 

man some would even dare to die.’ 
It was on a stormy evening, in the month of 

November, that a Russian nobleman, called 
baron Jaroslav, his wife, their little daughter 
Helena, and their faithful servant Erick, in a 
heavy travelling chariot-and-four, driven by 
postilions, drew up at the only inn of the little 
town of Kobrin, on the borders of Russia and 
Poland. They were returning from their tra- 
vels in Europe; and, as the baron had already 
everstayed the time he had intended to be ab- 
sent from home, and the weather every day 
grew worse and worse, he wus anxious to press 
torward with ali the speed possible. The fur 
caps'of the postilions, the long manes and tails 
of their horses, and even the rough leather 
portmanteaux, which were strapped on to the 
roof of the carriage, were white and crisp with 
frost: clouds of steam rose from the weary 
beasts as they were unharnessed, and made 
halos round the lantern which the ostler held 
in his hand and the landlord, coming up 0 
the door of the chariot, observed, that of course 
his honour would not think of proceeding fur- 
ther. 1 

¢ Not if I were at liberty to follow any own 
mclinations,’ said the baron; but, as it is, lL am 
pressed for time, and we must get on another 
stage to night.’ 

“It is a long one, sir,” said ths landlord, 
¢ thirty versts at the very least; and you have 
the forest of Rotosv to pass. ‘There the road 
is:bad; aad I dare say the snow is deep; and 
the wolves, these long nights, are getting hun- 

“0, I am not afraid of wolves, cried the ba- 
ron; ¢ they would not dare to attack the carri- 
age go early inthe year as thisis. Letus have 
four good horses, landlord, and we may be ia 
by wine; for it {3 not now more than half-past 
Six. 

¢ Well, sir; a wi'fal man must have his own 
way: I only hope that you may not repent your 
determination. Horses on, directly, Nicholas. 
But may be, your honour, and your honor’s la- 

dy, will take something hot, for you will need 
it before you get to Bolisov.” ~~ 
So a cup of spied wine was brought for the 

travellers; and Erick had a double portion. 
He sat, «wrapped up in a huge fur coat, on a 
low kind of box in front; for the baron’s carri- 
age, thongh old fashioned, had been built in 
England. In a few moments the fresh horses 
were harnessed, the postillions cracked their 
whips, anid, amidst the thanks and good nights 
of the landlord, the carriages rolled on. 

€ It is bitterly cold,’ suid the baronness, as 
she pulled her cloak more completely round 
her, and tool the little Helena on her lap: « it 
is bitterly cold, and, a fearfal night to travel in,” 
(“If the moar could but break throogh the 

clouds, as sha is trying to do, we ehall have a 
pleasant ride yet,” replied her husband. ¢ What 
Catharine, a Russian, and” offaid of a line 
snow.” 

« Well; Tam glad that wa came on, 100,’ 
#aid his wife: <1t is pleasant to think that eve 
‘ry mile is bringing us nearer to home, and my 
own dear little Nicholas und Frederica,’ 
They were, now passing over a wild moor: 

the wind whistled mournfully round the earri- 
' age, driving and chosing the snow before it, 
for it was snowing heavily: the flare of the 
lamps cast a kind of ghastly haze on the inme- 
diate neighbourhood of the carriage, and seem- 
od to make the dark distance still darker. 

¢Oy mamma,’ cried Helena, © lot me come 
closer to you: it makes me quite afraid to look 
out of the window.’ 

< Why, what shonld 
love 2’, 
“One is always afeaid in tha dark, you know 

mamma; and, then, just listen to the wind, how 
itshowls.’ : 

* My dear child, theres One to’ whom the 
‘darkness 13 ne-dariness; and who maketh the 
winds his ministers. We are as safe in hig 

otaction here, as if we were in our own dear 
oma, with 8 warm rool over our head, and a 

bright fire roaring up the chimney. See tha 
_ moon is coming out: we shall not have to 

journey in the dark.) 

Then, amidst occasional questions and ap- 
sewers, the carriaga roiled on for some wiles. 
‘Tho clouds passed off; the moon was walking 

“in briglitnéss; the wheels rolled noisetossly along 
over tha snow; and ss fur as eye could see was 
one glistening sex of white. And now the moor 
“Wes almost passed; stragling trees, the van- 
guard of the great forest of Bostov, began to 
appear onchoth sides; thoy betame thisker and 
thicker; and the earth swelled up into bunks, 
and sink into valleys, whore there were prim- 
roses in the early spring, apd daistes and cow- 
lips as summer came on. But even the hol- 
Jows conld szirdely be traced, for the snow 
had drifted mach: right and left thousands of 
pines, which would make a twilight evea ia 

you be afeaid of, my 

the summer moon, were now almost shrouded 
in darkness, except where an occasional gap 
or crevice in the branches made the white | 
ground yellow with moongold. Here aud there 
a larch spread out its white, feathery arms; 
and occasionally a leafless oak might be seen, 
sturdy in its winter nakedness, and moaning 
dismally to the wind. On passed the carringe 
‘and still the pines clustered thicker, and (ex- 
cept in the very road) the shades grew deeper; 
and there was that solemn sound which is 
made by the clashing and roaring of a hundred 
‘thousand branches. 

¢ What is Erick looking at ?” asked the baro- 
ness; for the box was so low that its occupier 
might be seen from the front windows of the 
carriage. 

¢ I cannot tell,” replied her husband; ¢ but he 
re have good eyes if he can make out any- 

ing.’ 
Pp Trask: what was that 2” cried his wife, as 

along, low melancholy howl, different from the 
wind, and yet like it, was heard for a moment, 
and then died away. 

< Jt is ‘thegvolves,” answered the baron; * this 
cold weather makes them restless.’ 

. There it is again. Tt is certainly nearer.” 
¢ Erick,’ said his master, letting down the 

front Window, * tell the boys to drive on: we 
must keep ‘out of the way of the wolves.” 

¢ On with you, my men?’ shouted Erick; and 
then in a lower voice he said, ¢ 1 doubt whe- 
ther we can altogether keep out of their way, 
sir.? 

¢ How is that 2” asked the baron alarmed. 
“There is a large pack of them, sir; and 

they are in scent of us, I fear: at least they are 
much nearer than when I first heard them, ten 
minutes ago.—There they are again. They 
cannot be half a mile off.” 

¢« What are we to do?’ asked the baron: <I 
know you are a Courland man,” are more used | 
to these things than I am.’ 

¢ Why, sir,’ replied the servant, ¢ if they | 
come to us, we will take no notice of thenw 
except they attack us: may be, as they are ti- 
mid creatures, the'glare of the lamps and the 
sight of us will keep them off, and in an hour 
we shall be in. But I would advise you, sir, 
to draw the ballets from your lige pistols, and 
load with swan shot; it is more to the purpose 
to wound a good many than to kill one or two.” 

¢ 0, papa,’ cried Helena, as the baron took 
~his pistols from the top of the carriage, what | 
shall we do?’ J | 

¢ We shall do what we can, my dear child, 
for ourselves: and God will do the rest for us. 
There is no great danger in these wolves ex- 
cept in the very depth of winter: and, if there | 
were, He who d ered David from the paws 
of the lion, und the paws of the besr, end Be- | 
naish from a lion, as this is, in the time cf 
snow, and David fiom the seven hungry lions, 
can deliver us also.’ 

¢ Now,’ said her mother, © now, my love, is 

the time to see, whether wa have fiith in God, 
or not. It ia easv enough ‘to put our trust in 
Him when everything seems safe and.confort- 
able arocnd us; but, when we feel our weak- 
ness, then is the time to believe in his power.’ 

¢ They are coming, sir,” said Erick. 
The baron lookeds and, about a hundred 

yards back, to the right, ia the wood, he could | 
jusi make out a grey mass, moving through the | 

and leaping out into the carriage track. : 

1] 

| 

id not howl, but bayed fearfully; and, 
7 trotted swiftly along, you. might hear 
filing and rustling of the snow under- 

faet. “Fhey moved steadily, and 
her: but were ghixing evidently on the 
The post-boys plied both whip and 

spurs and the horses themselves, iii an agony 
of fear, brute out into a canter, in spite of the 
heavy suow. 

¢ Do you think thera is any danger, my dear 
husband 2” as'ed tha baronness. * 

¢ I cannot tell,’ replied her husband. ¢ They 
do not disposed te ottack us vet; Lut they 
are cert: It is for the horses we 
have to fi 

: they gaining on us ?® 
© A little: but they are not putting out their 

speed, they could be up with us in a moment if 
they liked.” 

"Thus the carriage flew along, for about five 
minutes: Erick never took his eyes off the 

and the baron, thrusting himself out 

the 1: and window, watched them ps 

“Ara ten loaded, sir 2” asked Erick. 
¢ All—with swan shot.” \ 

¢ 1 have two loaded with ball, and two with 
shot; so we shall do.” 

The pack was now not more than ten yards 
from the carrisge: there might be about two 
hundred init.  Onthey came: ears pricked up, 
eyes glaring and Dbiood-shot, tails stretched, 

straight out tongues, hanging down. At their 
head ranan old, strong, grey wolf, the leader 
of the pack. They all came nearer, nearer, 
nearer still: at last, with a ferocious howl, the 
leader sprang on one of the wheel horses, and 
atthe same time received a bullet through his 
head from Erick, who was prepared for him. 

¢ Now, sir,” said he, “if vou will Tet me 
have a piece of stiing, we nay be able fo make 
something of it.” Fhe 

« A piece of string!’ cried his master: ¢ bereit is; but what end will it servers | 
¢ Why, sir, you see wolves, like eowardly 

creatures 0s they are, are always suspecting a 
trap; so I will just tie a stink to this string, and 
let it drag behind the carriage. It will keep 
them off. dare say ten minntes.’ 

Erick was right: the stisk wag dagesd along 
at the distance of about ten vards, and fof some 
tima- the paekkept baWild iF, ©. wore plainly 

A ~ 
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afraid of i.—Atdast thoy began to grow “bol- der, séemcd to eve discovered the trisk, pas- | 

: Erick. 

sed it, and were again making up to the carri- 
age. 

¢ They willbe upon us in a moment,’ cried 
Erick; ¢ when 1 cry, Now, sir, be ready to fire 
on them from one side, and so will I from the 
other.’ 

¢ Very well,” replied the baron. Helena sat 
with her hand in her mother’s, looking up to 
her face, and seeming to gain comfort from that. 
Her mother’s face was sad, but very calm: she 
was evidently praying, and thinking miore of 
her child than herself, and yet still more than 
either of the mercy and power of God. 

¢ Now, sir,” cried Erick. 
Master and servant fired at the same mo- 

ment: there was a savage yell from the fore- 
most in the pack; and three or fourfell. 

¢ Load again, sir,’ cried Erick: ¢if this lasts, 
you will want all your pistols soon.’ 

After they had fired once or twice, the wol- 
ves were no longer frightened by the report and 
‘flash; and they bégan to surround the coach on 
all sides. 

«There is but one thing left,” said Erick: 
¢we must cut the traces of one of the leaders, 
and turn him off; that will divert them for a 
little while.’—And, turning .to the foremost 
post-boy, he ordered him to cut the traces of 
his off-horse. = The man obeyed: the terrified 
animal started off to the right, into the forest; 
and, with a loud yell, the whole pack rushed 
afler him, 

¢ Thank God for that,” replied the baroness. 
«Then we may be saved after all.’ 

¢ Aye, madam, if He pleases,” replied the 
servant: ¢ but this relief will not last long; and 
they will soon be upon us again.’ 

« How far do you imagine that we aré from 
the post-house, now ?” inquired the baron. 

« Some half-hour,” answered Erick: ¢ but they 
will chase us up to the very doors. I never 
knew them more fierce. Hark! they have got 

i him.’ 
As he spoke, there came a scream, or rather 

. shriek, as of a person in agony, far from the 
right; a shriek so horrible in its sound, that once 
heard, it could never be forgotten. Helena and 
her mother both exclaimed, ¢ what can that be 2° 

¢It is the poor horse,” replied the baron: 
¢ they are tearing him to pieces. A horse’s 
shriek is the most horrible of horrible things.’ 

¢ Drive on my men, for your lives,” shouted 
“They will be back presently.’ 

But the snow became deeper, and the road 
| worse; and the three horses, worn out with fa- 
tigue, ill supplied the place of four fresh ones. 
On the right hand the wood thinned a little, 

: opening into a kind of glade, in the centre of 
which was a frozen pond. As the travellers 
passed it, the pack of wolves appeared dashing 
up the valley, baying as they had done at first; 
ouly now the jaws and heads of many were 
steeped with blood. 

¢ We must let another go,’ cried Erick, or 
they will be too much for us; but we must take 
care what we are about. You and ¥, sir, will 
fire at once; and then do you, Peter,” hd added, 

addressing the foremost post-boy, cut the tra- 
ces of your horse, jump down, and leap up 
here by me.’ 
This was done, and the pack were again 

drawn off. The remaining pair of horses strain- 
ed their utmost, and all the travellers listened 
intently for any sign of the “re-appearance of 
their enemies. The baron spoke once or twice 
to Frick, but received no answer; he appeared 

quite taken up by his own thoughts. At length 
the carriage reached the top of a hill; and at 
the distance of apparently two miles before it, 
a clear steady light was to be seen. 

¢ Thank God! there is Polisov!” cried Erick; 

As he spoke, the pack again was heard in the 
distance: and thongh the post-light grew larger 
and brighter every moment, every moment the 
wolves gained on them, and in a few moments 
surrounded them.’ 

¢ It most come at last, my dear master,’ suid 
Frick. *1T have served you and your futher 
these twenty years, and I never did better ser- 
vise than I now intend to do. If we all remain 
together, we shall be all torn to pieces: I will 
get down, and with my pistols, I shall, 1 trust, 
beable to keep then ut bay a few minutes. 
You presson with all speed: loave we here. 
T know you will take care of my wife and 
child.” 

¢ No, Erick! suid the baroness: “we will not 
allow this. We will all be saved, or all perish 
together. I could not bear to escape at the 
price of your blood.’ 

¢ No, indeed, Erick,’ said Helena, 
The baron looked at his wife and child, and 

said nothing, 3 
¢ Besidesy I will try to climb a tree,” suid 

Erick; ** may be they will give me time. Rut 
if I delay a moment longer, we shall all be lost i 
together.’ 

* God bless yon, Fiiek,' cried his master; 
God bless vou, and He will bless you, 
perish, T will look on your wife asa sister, und 
bring up your child as one of my own,” 
¢Than’ you sir’ said Brick firinly, «Now 

God be with you all. © Fire, sir, two pistols ot 
once!’ —And, whi'e the baron fied, Frisk leap- 
ed to the gronnd. On dashed the horses: (he 
pack terrified for a. moment, stood sti] ) 
bayed. . Almost immediate y the 

heard the report of pistol: in 11 

I. and 
travellers 

mt a minute 

Ifyou | 
- noodle: 

| lent nood'e and the sev pret and cada?® 

[former is in general lean, 

{ rons: he is nig lean inhody as 1! 

tols were discovered next , morning, where he. 
hud been left; three discharged, and one still 
loaded. It is supposed that he had not time to 
fire it, before he was pulled down. 1 need not 
tell you how nobly the baron fulfilled his pro-: 
mise to his wife and child. r 
On this same spot now stands a cross, bear- 

ing on one side of its pedestal the name a 
story of Erick; on the other the legend— 
‘GREATER LOVE HATH NO MAN THAN 
THIS; THAT A MAN LAY DOWN HIS LIVE 
FOR HIS FRIENDS. Lr 
And now, what are you to learn from this 

story ? - What but this? If there have been. 
found those who were willing, for their friends’ 
sake, to give up the dearest things they had, 
even their life, will you not be ashamed aLIO p 
selfishness in being unwilling to give up the 
smallest trifle for those you love? It is all 
very well to read of the trivmhps of the cross; 
but when will you show them! Not while you 
seek your own pleasures, not while you do your 
own will, not while self is uppermost in every 
thing you take in hand. Thus, if you con 
you will show your remembrance of greater 
love than that of Erick; the one erdured even to 
death for benefactors and friends, the other fof = 
offenders and enemies. 

From Hogg's Instructor. 

NOODLES. ; 
Notwithstanding the <march of. intellects 

and the great exertions now made for the diffa= 
sion of useful knowledge, there are still 10 bay; 
found in every sphere of life not a few who 
may be denominated Noodles. We have mek 
of late years with many worthy persons, 
imagined that when once the ‘schoolmaster. 
was fairly abroad, the noodles, like the rest 6% 
the community, would be benefitted” by his 
labours. "They thought it impossible that a 
would remain stationary when every bod 
was ‘going a-head.’ The showers of now- a 
ledge which were descending in all dir pi 
from the press could not fuil, they argued, % . 
penetrate into the hardest and thickest heads 
among them. Nay, some of the more ip pos 

astic renovators of society hinted that they BC : 
no doubt but that their friend the ¢ school £5 
would put: an eflectual extinguisher om she 
whole cluss. The hopes of these worthy, meh 
have, however, been rather disappoin 

"They are still in a flourishing condition: S21 = 
us this is no matter of marvel. They forms 

truth, an element in the great soci 8 preg? 

Like the poor, they wi'l never cease’ from : 
land. There were noodles at the beginnites 
and there will be noodles to the end. 

of the class, it is needful that we: shot 
a general geographical sketch of the K i 
of Noodledom, in order that the unIBIME 

may have some distinct idea as to 18, Joe "be 

and houndaries. Society may be said 4 

made up of two classes, the sane and the n. 
sane. Between these, however, there ark 

third class, dwelling in a'sort of debagable Isnt 
bounded on one side by the territory of those W'S 
are sane and sensible, and on the other by Tis 
of those whoare “mad ¢ pitant® 

Jefore we proceed to mention a feviapecitiy ¥- 
Id g 

1s March hares. 
in this neutral ground, where the nha 

are neither altogether sound in their roe 

nor thoroughly erack-brained, that our re 

have their place of habitation. There pr 
rious degrees of noodleism, Some are High” 
surably dull and stupid ; others, agin AS ae 

ty and haie-brained. It is not at all 

I in order to constitute him a noodle. / 

I 

after, of two, close together, by! they heard no | 
more. 
And now they are within a 

Arion log-built inn the 
ind them ; the past-boy crapke ha tafe hh 

artis Bee. (M8 v7hiof di fe Sty 4 
earrings dash 
fresh blaze 

an Tred yards of 

“Ss Up to th door, it opens, und a 
of light ix poured: into the read, 

ack unre close be. ! 

@ party shout and us the | 

‘The wolves fara; and the baron and: his fami- | 
ly are in safety, 
Of Erick no trace was ever found His pis- 

- : i is, it is perfectly possible for him to 
¢ now then, sir, I believe that you are safe.’ | JB 8 par Fp 

that a man should be to a certain extent wold 

be 1 

The 

wo. 
full possession of all the kculties he was € 0 
blessed with, aud yet still be a n le or 5 

thinz but a noodle. Indeed a man rele. B 

certain portion of intellect to be u I pare!) ge 
may be very small, a mere glimmering hie 

sufficient to create a sort of omg sles 
wind, bat he conld not do without M+ 3 
he possesed a small modicvm of intellects 
would be a simple fool; hut having W de of 

to keep him sowewhar on the sundy Hl “ther®® 
nity, he takes rank as a noodle. He * he 
tore a superior person to a fool. < 
at times talks and nets somewhat HE y 1b 
but there is always a spice of rationd y distin” 
what he says and does, which clea Sy 8 hs- 
guishes him from one. He is frequentd by 
ram searam half witted being, who, in b® 
no means 4 Solon, hus at east 1WO 
brain. ‘They may not be ve brights 
benr each other company, and pre 
dle’s mind from hide an absolute vash) 
in this mingling of a small modicum gol, : 

with a pretty considerable amount Stitated. 
absurdity, and silliness, wh poprar 
enuine thorough paced noodie: ry 2 

. We cannot dere 0 describe ey jt 
riety of the noodle sperios. Nock 4 of te 

gion. We may, however, Te Ps Ih 
more prominent of the class. a 

, and Typ 
) mise v wi 

is young, ha is pale and parched- 
00 i 

glosk smooth hairy green spectac 
- : 

times a drop at the tip of his 7 wp 

ting up in years, or ears { r 

goaraely be s dd to have ara 

diseration), he is generally 
©@ 4 

or sports a wig which can 
never yf) 

cumstances be mistaken 
for pop © 

has a very staid look, reminding 
Holes 

in an ivy bush, and he sits 
80 ed fot 

ch ir tht onn wonld 
almost take 

of utr, whieh to a 
certain exten 

who belong 18 this class very 
we 

mouths, If they are not as wise 
Re 

tn Monks, they tre 
certainly poss oo re 

Misa Mitford wonld 89 Ys 
Shay 

Le gift of silence.’ Onsome 
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