
THE GLEANER. 
Rema iia — 

and baton taken from him. The prince mpt- 
tered a few words in the ear of a gentleman 
in waiting, when the agents of police were 
instantly dismissed, and the prisoners led in- 
toa room. - * Fear notliing * said the priace to 
Philippe, as he left him alone, and entered a 
soloon. At last a footman in the royal livery 
opened the door of the room where Philippe 
sat, and said, ¢ Come, the king wishes to see 
you.” Philippe’s limbs shook beneath him, as 
he was introduced into a magnificent saloon, 
where the old monarch was seated beside a 
little table, and the prince Julien, without his 
mask, stood before him, There was no other 
person in the room. The king ap to 
contemplate the youth for some time with 
secret pleasure. At last he said, with a smile, 
« Recount to me particularly, all that thou 
hast dona to-night.’ Philippe took courage 
from the affability of the king’s manner, and 
confessed, without retaining a circumstance, 
all that passed. His Majesty barst into loud 

"fits of laugiter at some parts of the recital, 
and, asking the young night watchman seve- 
ral questions respecting his family, he took 
several pieces of gold from the table, and, pre- 
senting them to him, said. * Go my son, and 
keep yourself tranquil. No evil shall befal 
you; but see that you say not a word of this 
toanyone. Go.” Philippe respectfully thank- 

i ed the king, and, when he rose from his 
1 knees to go, Julien detained him. ‘I crave 

grace, from your majesty,” said he, * to acquit 
myself towards the yours man lor the service 
he has rendered me. You merit punishment, 
niy son, for your pretended amendment to me,” 
said the king, in a severe tone. ‘The youth 
has taught your highness the dignity of virtue, 
and the power—the more than reyal power— 
of justice. He glorified your mask—you de- 
based his.” The Prince bent his head, and a 
blush overspread his cheeks at this rebuke. 
¢ Listen, Philippe,’ said he at last, raising his 
head, and looking calmly at the young garden- 
er; * | thank you, and I acknowledge to you 
the justice of my father’s rebuke. hat you 
have said in my name to the chamberlain, 
countess, marshal, minister of finance, duke 
and colonel, T shall confirm most willingly. 

watchman, however, for having quitted your 
post. T'o morrow you shall be destitute, but 
I name you my chiet gardener, and 1 make a 
prasent of the five hundred florins which yon 
received from the marshal ss a portion to 
your bride. Adieu, serve me as faithfuily,and 
conduct yourself always as wisely as you have 
done to night.” pia 

Where was the man eo happy ae Fhilippe, 
1 when, on New Year’s morning he bounded in- 
1 to the house of widow Ruttner, and threw a 

: purse fll of gold upon the table? ¢ Behold 
thy wedding dowry, Rose,” cried he, ‘and | 
have still five hundred florins more. To-mor- 
row we shall go to live at the castle of Prince 
Julien, whose chief gardener T now am. My 
father and mother shall go with us, and I shall 
take care of you all. May God give to every 
one as happy a new year as [ have.” 

Widow Ruttner could neither believe her 
eyes nor her ears; and Philippe was constrain. 
ed 10 repeat his adventure twenty times to the 
wondering dame. Rose could only weep and 
laugh, and lvok at the purse and then at Pai< 
lippe, and then weep and laugh again ; and 
then she set off to weep and laugh afresh with 
old Gottlieb and Margaret. They spent a 
heppy new year’s day together : and & fortnight 
after Rose became the wife of Philippe. 

It is aid that the prince was henceforth 
cored of his follies, and that the minister of fi- 
nance alone had to deplore the * Night of Saint 
Sylvesire” Virtue is the crown of true glory. 
Folly demeans a king. 

A WISE FOOL. 

When the Earl of Bradford was brought be- 
fore Lord Loughborough, to be examined upon 

{ an application for a statute of lunacy against 
) : him, the Chancellor asked him: * How many 

: legs has a sheep?— * Dres your Lordship 
mean,’ answered Bradford, * a live sheep or 
a dead one? ¢ Is it not the same thing 7’ said 
the chancellor. ¢ No, my Lord,” said Lord 
Bradford, * there is much difterence; a ivesheep 
has four, a dead one but two—there are 
but two legs of mutton, the others are shoul 
ders.” 

Yrom the Hull Packet. 

1 AN ORIGINAL COOK. 
A few days ego, au instance of raral gim- 

plieity ccecurred at this town, which was no’ 
a little amusing. A eervant girl was ordered 
by her master 10 boil some asparagus for dmaer, 
The asparagus, it appears, was lying on the 

a table, close te a mariner’s compass, which, of 
course was in a glass case; and instead of puts 
ting the vegetables into the pan, the silly lass 
put ia the compass, intending to let it boil till 
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r- it wae ready for dinner. Fortunately the pan 
at was aot large enough to admit of the compass 
A being put down so as to be thoroughly immeras- 
7 ‘ed in the water, and the circumstance was 
" immediately discovered before it had become 
at cumpletely destroyed. 

re + 
1 THE DRIPPING CAVE. 

1 On the shore of Fearn Bay, on the estate 
nd of Applecross, is one of the most magnificent 
09 caves in the Highlands. It extends {ar into 
At the rock, is rather lofty, and ws smooth es if 
8s hewn with the finest chisel, The rock appears 

composed of the finest sandstone, and although 
ve there 18 not even the appearance of damp in 
ts ite vicinity, yet in the inte‘ior there is a conti- 
e- nual and heavy shower oi chalybeate mineral 
Are water, which has feller so long that the rock 

18 deeply indented wil its marks. 

You have merited to loose your place of | 

THE PAST. 

VERSES TO A FRIEND, 

No, no, 1 cannot bear it,—speuk not thus! 

In thoughts like these my spirit has no part. 

Let not the shadow of the world o’er us 

A deadly influence shed! Strengthen my 
heart d : 

With boly aspirations, words of power, : 

Such as have soolbed me many a painful hour: 

Wildly my brain is throbbing with a sense 
Of the disquietude of life ; my soul 

Tremblingly feels 1t» native impotence, 

And ronnd me here the world’s loud tumult® 

Trouble and joy, in strange misunion blent: * 

: Soothe thou my thoughts, revive my etreagth 

o’er-spent ! 

Mine ear is thirsting for an earnest tone, 
A voice from some deep heart. Oh, speak 

to me 

: Of deathless things ; let me not sze alone 
Life’s frothy surface ; let me soar with thee 

To something stronger, calmer, holier far 

Than this pale joy and trivial gladness are! 

Yea, like the semmer rain upon the sea ; 
Like the deep rest tha: follows weary toil; 

Like the cool shadow of en ancient tree 
Fluog far, at eve, across the parched soil; 

Like the low whisper of a reedy stream 

Heard through the visions of a fever dream ; 

So on my soa! shall fall thy words. Call back, 

Spite of the stir and turmoil of the crowd, 

Some of the ealm that bleet our early track: 

Let us net be as those whose hearts have 

bowed 

From the high purpose of their youth ; but still 

Tread we osr path with firm, unshaken will. 

Oh; but for one, one hour of that old time! 
Oh, for the gnarled oaks iu their leafy pride! 

Oh, for the whispers of the blossomed lime, 

The roses shining o’er the fair hill side! 
Oh, for the singing of the evening breeze 
In the dark beauty of our old pine trees! 

Oh, for the grassy paths among the fern, 
Winding away to silent forest glades, 

Where the wild cry of solitary hern 

Ringeth at times adown the startled shades! 

Oh ! but beneath the stars, to stand once more, 

Where the sweet night-birds sang eo loud of 

yore! 

Oh, once again beside the forest-pool, 
Where pearly blossoms on the water sleep, 

Aud, ’neath the beechen boughs, when day 

grows cool, 

The herds of antlered deer in gladness leap, 
To build up visions in the sunny air, : 
Less bright than all that really blest us there! 

Thank God ! these longings ere not all in vain; 
We can return in spirit there, and feel, 

Across the weary heart and heated brain, 

Beauty, and peace, and joy, and comfort steal. 

Back to those haunts let our huehed epiriis 

glide 3 

The Past is still our own, whate’er betide. 

Then to these altered scenes we turn at last, 

Refreshed and cheered ; nor shall the sir of 

life 

Have power to drown that musiz of the Past 
To which our hearts keep time : the wildest 

strife 

Of the world’s troublous ocean shall not quell 
The faith and hope that in our bosoms dwell. 

And, looking upward to the far-off sky 
« That bendeth over all,” our souls shell cling 

To the bright promise of futurity ; 
And, mounting ever with unflagging wing, 

Pause not, till sweetly o’er the strife below, 

Sounds the eternal river’s changeless flow. 

From the Albany Argus. 

A MAN FRCM CALIFORNIA. 

Dan Marble was in Boston the other day, and 
girolling along the wharves, when he met with 
a tall, gaunt looking figure, whose sun burnt 
countenance and tattered parti-colored gar- 
mente, originally of the most outlandish fash- 
jon, had that picturesqueness about them, de- 
rived only from long continued exposure to the 
atmosphere which fancy sketchers delight to 
present on canvass. ; 
Dan, who never permits the lack of an in- 

troduction to interfere when he desires to form 
an acquaintance, hailed the s'ranger— 

“Hullo, my friend, where are you from ? 
¢ Jes’ from Calerforny, stranger.” 
¢ Ah, indeed! and you can tell us then whe- 

ther 1s all true about that gold? somewhat 
anxiously interrogated Dan in reply. 

* Trew as you live, and a darned sight more 
—for no man out of Calerforay raaly does live.” 
“Then why did you come back 7’ 3 
« Back * why, to get my family. Fact ig, 

stranger, & man gets so powerful rich that he 
becomes eoveious of himself, and if he amt 
very kearful, will cat his own throat to rod 
himseli. The root all evil, you know-- 

. ther was then in the last stage of mortal decay, 

"not till the death of the Eal of Auckland, at 

while, partly on that account.” 
“Oh! youdid, eh? fg odds 
‘Yes; and between you and me, that’s the. 

only way a mer can die in that bleesed land.” 
* Healthy climate, I suppose ? 
“Healthy ! it eint anything else, Why, 

stranger, yuu choose there any climate you like, 
hot or cold, and that without travellin’> more 
than fifteen minutes. Jes’ think o’ that the next 
cold mornin’ when you get ont o’ bed. There's 
2 mountain there—the Sawyer Navaday they 
call it—with a valley on each side of it, the 
one hoi, and the Cother cold. Well, get on the 
top of that mountain with a doublesbarrelled 
gun, and you can, without mevin’, kill either 
summer or winter game, just as you will.” 

* What ! have you ever tried it ¥ I 
¢ Tried it? olten; and should have don 

pretty well but for ove thing.’ 
¢ Well, what was that ¥ bo ver 
‘1 wanted a dog that would stand both clj- 

mates. The last dog I had frcze off bis tail 
while pintin’ on the summer side. He didn’t 
get entirely out of the winter side, you see, 
Trew as you live I’ 

Marble sloped. 

there’s a leetle too much of it, and 1 left for a 

From Hogg’s Instructor, 

PARLIAMENTARY SKETCHES. 
THE MINISTERIAL BEXRCH. 

Continued, 

The only member of the cabinet in the Jower 
house remaining to be noticed is the new First 
Lord of the Admiralty, Sir Francis Thorahill 
Baring. This gentleman is descended from one 
cf the merchant princes of England, and is, in 
fact, the head of the family of Baring, of which 
Lord A-hburton is only a younger branch. The 
rige of the family may be adverted to here, not 
only as interesting in itself, but as illustrating 
the admirable constitution of this country, 
where the highest position is not inaccessible to 
the humblest citizen The grandfather of the 
present representatives of the house was the 
first to establish the business, embarking large- 
ly in the American trade. His fortune accu- 
mulated so rapidly that his eldest son was e¢na- 
bled to retire from the firm altogether to his 
estate in Hampshire, and to assume the position 
of a couatry gentleman. The business was then 
conducted by the second son, the late Alexane 
der Baring, who, by his skill, industry, and en- 
terprise, carried the fortunes of the mercantile | 
house to an extent which his father, fortunate 
as he had been, never dreamed of ; and he, in 
his turn, retired with a fortune larger than his 
elder brother and a superior position in society, 
having gained for himself a peerage (that of 
Lord Ashburton), as well as a landed estate. 
These two brothers are now dead. The peer 
was succeeded in his title by his son. The 
subject of the present sketoh is descended from 
the eldest eon; and now a eecond son of the 
elder branch, Mr Thomas Baring, M. P. for 
Huntingdon, has succeeded to the business of 
the old mercantile firm, and is likely to pre- 
serve 1t as exfensive and as enterprising as any 
of his predecessors—Mr Baring taking rank as 

he first, if not the very first merchant 

Sir Francis Baring ie probably upwards of 50 
years of age, about the middle size, inclined to 
corpnlency, with a broad and sagacious head, 
somewhat inclined to heaviness, He takes 
comparatively little interest in the busigess of 
the honse ; and it is probable that his want of 
personal ambition has disqualified him from ta« 
king that position which his talents fit him for. 
He was Chancellor of the Exchequer under 
Lord Melbourne’s ministry for the last two years 
of its existence ; and it was of him Sir Robert 
Peel veed the witlicism, rare for the honorable 
baronet, of a Chancellor of the Exchequer sit- 
ting on the bank of a stream fishing for a bud- 
get; but though his budget of 1840, when he 
was new to office, was e failure, yet in 1841 he 
proposed the celebrated fixed duty on corn, 
wirich was lost through the opposition of the 
Protectioniste, Siace then Sir Francis has tas 
ken little part in politics. He refused to resume 
his old office of Chancellor in 1846, as his ra- 

and died a few months afterwards; and it wes 

the beginning of this year, that he again re- 
turned to the Whig Cabinet as First Lord of 
the Admiralty 
There is much in Sir Francis Baring’s phy- 

siognomy that reminds one of the pictures of 
Charles James Fox ; and in some respects the 
qualities of their minds ere alike, We have 
already adverted to his ample and maseive 
head, broad almost to heaviness, which is the 
peculiar Fox characteristic. In his epeeking, 
too, he resembles the traditionary reminiscen- 
ces of Fox, in so far that he begins his addres- 
ses with great awkwardness ang much painful 
effort, Sir Francis commences with an idea, 
which he tugs and tugs at repeatedly, till he 
finds that all attempts to develop it in that mode 
are hopeless, He then gives it up, tries it ano- 
ther way, and sometimes with no better sue- 
cess; but all the time the attentive suditor is 
convinced that the hesitation arises from the 
abundance and the largeness of the thought 
rather than its poverty, and accordingly, when 
its does come, the listeners are richly reward- 
ed. This, however, is only at the beginning ; 
os he warms on his subject he proceeds with 
more fluency, and flings out on every hand 
thoughts of great weight and breadth, so that, 
with the single exception, perhaps, of Sir James 
Graham. there is not a more impressive speak - 
er in the house, using that epithet as distinzt 
from mere eloquence. But ihe fiery vehe- 
mence which formed so predominant a feature 
in the mind ot Fox is here altogether wanting. 
Sir Francis is never fervid, though he isalways 
earnesi—he never ascends into the lofiy regions 

of vehement denunciation—his style ie quite 
and level, and owes all its weight to the gravity 
of ithe thoughts of which it is the vehicle,re~ 
‘minding one in thie respect of some of our old 
and grave divines. How he will comport him- 
eelf in hie new office remains yet to be proved ; 
‘but when ont of official rammels, though ne 
one doubted the steadiness of hie attachment to 
‘his Whig (riende, yet the honesty and the cana 
dor of his nature often led him to warn them 
of the consequences, when he thought them 
‘pursuing a dangerous course. Thus, when, ig 
1848, the government proposed to increase the 
income tax, there was no speech which had 
more effect 1n giving consistency to the oppos 
sition, and in deterring the government from 

{ pursuing their intentione, than that which was 
‘delivered by their friend and ally. Sir Francis 
Baring. The gain to Lord John Russell’s ce- 
‘binet from his accession to office must be coo 
siderable ; abounding, as we believe it does, 
‘with honest and well-meaning men, there is no 
man among them at once more honest end 
mere sagacious than Sir Francis Thornhill Bae 

LAWYER AND WITNESS. 
There is a noted criminal lawyer—and by 

thie term we mean a lawyer in a criminal court 
—who, in almost every case which comes ux- 
der his charge, puts the following questions to 
wimesses at the, closing of his cross examina« 
tion: — 

* Hem—Witness, were you ever in the State 
Prison ¥ 
Of course the almost invariable reply, amidst 

the astomshment of the embarrassed witness, 
is ¢ No, sir.’ 
* You can step down,’ continues the lawyer, 

without a syllable in explanation, and the jurye 
men stare at the witness as he moves away, 
while the counsel pauses, and uiters an expres. 
sive ‘ahem I’ as much es to say, ‘gentlemen 
of the jury, you can judge of this fellow’s 
character for veracity ; I say nothing—I dow’t 
—I couldn’t prove it readily ; you may believe 
ag much as you like I 

Occasionslly, however, the learned counsel 
alluded to meets with his match. Not long 
ago, he ran foul of a * knotty cus'omer,” whom 
he sifted thoronghly to the end of his final stew 
reotype question—‘ Ahem! were you ever in 
the State Prison 7” when, to the Attorney’s evi 
deat surprise, the witness replied in @ subdued 
one— 

¢ Yes, sir? . 
“Ah! T thought 0,” continued the counsel, 

“I thought so. Gentlemen, will you please 
give your artention to the witness. You have 
been in the S'ate Prison, then 7’ ss 4 

‘ Yes, sir,’ replied the other, meekly. 
¢ And how long since 7° ; 
¢ About two years ago, sir, 
“Two years ago. Gentlemen, you will please 

bear in mind, this witaess, by his own volunig- 
ry confession, admits that he was in the Siute 
Prison.’ 

“Yes, sir." 
* His memory, as [ have already taken pains 

te Impress upon your minds, genilemen, is most 
extrornery ; a8 you think proper in a man’s 
testimony who has been an inmate of the Siate 
Prison.’ ‘ 
‘How long were you there, witaess 
¢ About an hour, sir. ; . 
*Eh!—Ahem !—How long ? : 
“1 was there, sir, about an hour, on a viei! of 

curiosity, to examine the prison, and I very 
well remember seeing you there, ai the time, 
and took you to be a convict !”° 

* Ahem | —you can step down, sir ” suid the 
discomfited Attorney, and though the above 
uncourteous reply might almost have been cos - 
strued into a contempt of court, yet, in this 
case, a smile pervaded the faces ef Judge and 
Jury, and the witness ¢ respectiully retired. 

From Payton’s Highlands and Islands of the 
Adriatic. 

PERILOUS ROAD. 

* ¥ * We now began the ascent of the 
celebrated ladder to Cattaro, to which the led- 
der of Tyre is but a joke, being the most re 
murkeable road I ever ascended. The Velen 
bitch is a curious road for carriages ; but 10 asa 
cend a face of rock four thousand feet high, 
and very little out of the perpendicular, was 
certainly a trial ito the nerves. There could 
not be less than fifty zigzage, one over the othe 
er, and, teen from above, the road looks lke 
a coil of ropes. Ae we pass one tower of the 
fortress] after another, the whole region of 
Cattaro was seen as from a baloon ; the sbips 
were visible only by their decks ; and I do net 
overstain description when 1 say that, arrived 
at the top, although we were very little out of 
the perpendicular above Catiaro, the human 
figures on the bright yellow gravelled quay 
were such faint black specks that the naked 
eye could scarce perceive them; go that the in- 
dependence ot Montenegro ceases to be a rid- 
dle to whomsoever ascends this road. When 
standing on the quay of Cattaro, how high and 
glooom engendering seem those mountains on 
the other side of the gulf, as teen from be- 
low. 1 now look down upon their creets, and 
dilate sight and sense by casting my eyes be- 
yond them upon the wide blue shee of the 
Adriatic, the ‘height of the line where sky 
meets sea showing how loftily I am placed. 
My hired nag wes ncne of the best, and I 
complained of not being able to keep up wita 
the officer ; but the dirty savage with the long 
locks, who walked by my side, told me in a 
brutal, sarcastic sort of way, that ‘as I hed 
paid the zwvanzigers, [ had only to hew them 
out of the horse again ;’ and, suiting the acii« 
on to the worn, with an inharmonious wheez. 

ing laugh, he gave the nug such a jog with his 
rifle that 1 caet a nervous glance over the pa- 
rapet to the roofs of Cataro. Happily there 


