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sin soon joined us, begging, as he separated 
us, and drew an arm of each within his own, 
to be allowed to insert himself between those 
he admired most and loved best. I took a 
turn or two with them, and then excused my- 
self, as I had to return to my guests, who 
soon after separated for the night. The next 
week Annie returned home, Miss Feather- 
stonough went back to the city, my cousin 
left, and I was alone again. 

CHAPTER V, 

So beautiful thou wert in life? 
‘Thou art lovely even now, 

With thy pale sweet face. and shining hair 
Smooth parted on thy brow.—M. E. T. 

A year has gone by since * the party) my 
reader, a whole year, with its moral and at- 
mospherical changes. Summer is again 
abroad upon the earth, with jts cloudless 
skies, its sparkling streams, green waving 
fields, and magnificent forests ; beautiful, glo- 
rious summer! My home is here unchanged; 
but where are the young footsteps that echo- 
ed, a twelvemonth ago, through its silent 

apartments! Some will never bound there 

again} The gay, the admired, the queenly 
Florence Featherstonaugh has gone down to 
the grave. In the springtime, when her friends 
were preparing a juyous reception, she was 

borne back to her southern home in her coffin. 

“I'he proud, stately old mother bowed down 

over the still white features of her dead child, 

subdued—crushed. Ah! the great, great le. 

veller, Death ! I have just received the sad 

intelligence: hold the letter, with its black 

geal, in my band. It is from Florence's teach. | 

er, It speaks of a gay winter, of balls and 

parties, of admirers, of their dresses, of colds, 

sickness, and death, The old story, and the 

old result. With her, * life’s fitful fever’ was 

soon over. She sleeps well! Bat the mother 

—the poor old broken hearted mother ! Ah! 
Fanny, my oldest, earliest friend ! and was it 
for this thou hadst waited and hoped, watched 

and yearned with a mother's impatience and 
a mother’s tenderness? How shall I write to 

thee? What shall I say to thee in thy bereave- 
meat? How can [ point upward while the 
sky lowers above, from which the sun of thy 

existence has gone down forever? God help | 

thee ! 
1 must wipe my specs ; they are not damp, 

reader, only dusty. Ihave yet another letter | 

by this morning's mail. It is sealed with red : 

wax, and stamped with my cousin s nis | 

tials. Yes, it is from my cousin. Let us 

5. since the suns and showers of April, 

my cousin, I have been endeavoring to ess 

cape from my numerous and absorbing duties, 

{o the quiet and repose of your peacelul home. 

I hope to succeed, in the course of Stel 

week ; and now, that the time is so near, 

can scarcely wait; my impatient feet are al- 

most willing to wend their way back of 
emselves. 

pt: | + heen very busy and very fortunate 
since I last saw you; fortunate beyond my 

most sanguine expectations; and I now feel 

for the first time, alter years of toil and strug: 

ole, that I am secure in my elevation. 

®'I have thought of the events of last sum- 

mers visit often, oftener than I can tell 
you. 

1 sometimes take pleasure, when alone 
in my 

room at night, in imagining me gr 

opposite a kind, benevolent old lady “si 1 

smooth grey hair and spectacles, who or 

industriously, ever and anon lilting her mil 

eyes to my face with such a serenc, te 

pant expression, that I am proud fo 
call her 

my cousin, : 

‘[ am a social, companionable mortal, 

Cousin Debbie, and I confess to you that 

the peace and comfort prevailing your home 

penetrated to my heart, and made it long for 

a similar atmosphere. You will not won 

der, then, when [ tell you that I have built 

for mysell a house in 4) one after 

your own plan, my cousin; anc I am sur 

rounding it with a garden after yourown heart 

which 1 hope to see you enjoy often. Alto- 

getner, it will be a beautiful cage for a stray 

bird, Cousin Debbie, especially for such 4 

one as | have in view. ‘ Where! ° ask. 

It may be singing now, for ought = now, 

away up among your own pleasant bowers, 

where 1 first heard its tuneful voice. know 

this much, my cousin, that the little énchant- 

sess will come with me to the home I have 

prepared early in autumn. I have a 

secure wy beautiful captive, and she wi 

goon fold her white wings and nestle close to 

my heart. Yes, dear cousia, 1 hope ° have 

the pleasure of presenting to you, has 

Jeaving your village, as my bride, an ki 

cousin, the gentle, excellent, and beloved 

Annie Logie. 

Annie Logan? Only think of it ! Well 

done, Annie ; well done, my darling thou 

bast won a high heart, and a noble babe; 

one that is ringing from the Atlantic to the 

Pacific; and a heart whose sublime emanatis 

ons will go sounding down the* tide of time, 

ill time is lost in eternity. 

From Mr Jerdan's Autobiography, 

EVIL OP DEBTS. 

Dent is the greatest curse which can beset 

the course of a human being, It cools his 

friends and heats his enemies; jt throws ob. 

“gtacles in the way of his every advance tow- 

ards independence; it degrades him in his 
own estimation, and exposes him to humilia- 

sion from others, however beneath him in 

station and character ; it marks him for injus- 
tico and gpoil ; it weakens his moral percep- 
tions and benumbs his intellectual faculties; 
it is a burden not to be borne consistently with 

worldly and eternal sense. ‘But I shall have 
much to say en the snbject in the future pages 
of this biography, though 1 cannot omit the 
opportunity afforded by my earliest taste of tne 
bitter fruit which poisons every pulse of exis- 
tence, earnestly to exhort my youthful read. 
ers to deny themselves every expense which 
they cannot harmlessly afford, and 1evel 
on bread and water and a lowly couch, in 
humility and patience, rather than incur the 
obligation of a single sixpence beyoad their 
actual means. 

ASSASSINATION OF MR PERCE- 

VAL. . 
One of the most remarkable occurrences of 

that period was his witnessing the assassina= 
tion of the prime minister, Perceval, in May 
1812. He bad saluted the premier, as he was 
passing into the lobby of the House of Com-~ 
mons, and nad held back the spring doer to 
allow him precedence in entering, when in- 
stantly there was a noise within. ‘1 sawa 
small curling wreath of swioke rise_above his 
head, as if the breath of a cigar; Isaw him 
reel back against the ledge on the inside of the 
door ; I heard him exclaim: © O God Yor‘ O 
my God I" and nothing more or longer (as re- 
ported by several witnesses), for even that 
exclamation was faint; and then, making an 
impulsive rush, as it were, to reach the en: 
trance to the House on the opposite side for 
safety, I saw him totter forwaid, not hall way, 
and drop dead between the four pillars which 
stood there in the centre of the space, with a 
slight trace ol blood issuing trom his lips. 

¢ All this teok place ere, with moderate 
speed, you could count five! Great confu: 
sion, and almost as immediately great alarm, 
ensued. Loud cries were uttered, and rapidly 

conflicting orders and remarks on every hand 
made a perfect Babel of the scene ; for there 
were above a score of people tn the lobby, and 
or the instant no one seemed to know what 
had been done or by whom. The corpse of 
Mr Perceval was lifted up dy Mr William 
Smith, the member for Norwich, assisted by 
Lord Francis Osborue, a Mr Phillips, and ses 
veral others, and borne into the office of the 
Speaker's secretary, by the small passage on 
the left hand, beyond and near the fireplace. 
Pallid and deadly, close by the murderer, it 
must have been; for in a moment after, Mr 
Eastaff, one of the clerks of the Vote Office at 
the last door on that side, pointed him out, 
and ~alled : * That is the murderer? Bel: 
lingham moved slowly to a bench on the 
hither side of the fireplace, near at hand, and 
sat down. [had in the first instance run for- 
ward to render assistance to Mr Perceval, but 
only witnessed the lifting of his body, follow 
ed the direction of Mr Eastaf’s hand, and sei- 
zed the assassin by the collar, but without 
violence on one side, or resistence on the 
other. Comparatively speaking, a crowd now 
came up, and among the earliest Mr Vincent 
Dowling. Mr John Norris, Sir Charles Long, 
Sir Charles Burrell, Mr Henry Burgess, and, 
in a minute or two, General Gascoigne from 
a committee room up stair and Mr Hume, Mr 
Whitbread, Mr Pole, and twelve or fifteen 
members from the House. Meanwhile, Bel- 

lingham's neckeloth had been stripped cf, his 
vest unbuttoned, and his chest laid bare. The 

discharged pistol was found beside him, and 

its companion was taken, loaded and primed, 
from his pocket. An upera glass, papers, and 
other articles, were almost piled forth, prin- 
cipally by Mr Dowling, who was on his left, 

whilst I stood on his right hand ; and except 

for his [rightful agitation, he was as passive as 

a child, Little was said to him. General 
(Gascoigne on coming up, and getting a glance 

through the surrounding spectators, observed 

that he knew him at Liverpooland asked if hig 

name was Bellingham, to which he returne 

no answer; but the papers rendered further 

question on this point unnecessary. Mr Lynn, 

a surgeon in Great George Street, adjacent, 
bad been hastily sent for, and found life quite 
extinct, the ball having entered in a slanting 

direction from the hand of the tall assassin, 

and passed into the victim’s heart. Some 
one came out of the room with this inteili- 

gence, and said to Bellingham : * Mr Perceval 

isdead ! Villian! how could you destroy so 
good a man, and make a family of twelve 

children orphans ? To which he almost 
mournfully replied: ‘I am sorry for it. 

Other observations and questions were ad- 

dressed to him by bystanders; in answer to 
which he spoke incoherently, mentioning the 
wrongs be had suffered from government, and 

justifying his revenge on grounds similar to 

those he used, at length, in his pefence at the 
Old Bailey. 

1 have alluded to Bellingham's * frightful 
agitation’ as he sat on the bench, and all this 

dreadful work was going on; and I'return to 

it, to describe it as far as words can convey an 

idea of the shocking spectacle. I could only 

imagine something like it in the overwrougt 

printing of a powerful romance writer, but 

never before could conceive the physical sul, 

fering of a strong muscular man, der the 

tortures of a distracted mind. Whilst this 
Janguage was coul, the agonies which shook 

his frame wereactually terrible. His counte: 
nance wore the hue of the grave, blue and 

cadaverous; huge drops of sweat ran down 
from his forehead, like rain en the window 

panein a heavy storm, and, conrsing his pal- 

lid cheeks, fell upon his person. where their 

moisture was distinetly vissible ; and from 

the bottom of his chest to his gorge, rose and 

receded, with almost every breath, a spas- 
modic action, as if a doy, as large or larger 
than a billiard ball, were choking him. The 
miserable wretch repeatedly struck his chest 

fair hopes of fortune, or that peace of mind 

wiich parol all voderstanding, both ia a 

with the palm of his hand to abate this sensa. 
tion, but i’ refused to be repressed. 

iia SP — 

From Godey’s Ladies’ Book. 

PAUSE NOT. 

Pavse not! thou'lt 1each the goal at last ; 
Thy scenes of toil and sorrow past 

Will seem like dreams to thee; 
And when thou’st gained the daring prize— 
When vision’s hopes shall reach the skies— 
I hrice happy then thouw't be. 

Pause not! whate'er the case may be, 
Faint heart neer yet won fair ladye, 

For despair sheds a chill 
That leaves a dark'ning course behind, 
And conquers all the powers of mind, 
How strong so’er thy will, 

Pause not! the feeble arm is strong 
When first is felt the hand of wrong ; 
Only vengeance can repay 

The debt—but pass these by— 
For fairer clouds will fill the sky, 
4nd cause a brighter day. 

Pause not ! but battle earnestly ; 
Thy watchwoud e’er be * Liberty,’ 
And God will aid the Right ; 

For joyful hours will still be thine, 
When hope and happiness combine, 

nd day suc:eeds the night. 

From the London Working Man's Friend 
THINGS WONDERFUL AND TRUE 

With a very near approach to truth, the hu- 
man family inhabiting the earth has been 
estimated at 700,000,000; the annual loss by 
death 18,000,000. Now the weight of the 
animal matter of this immense body cast into 
the grave is no less than 624,300 tons, and b 
its decomposition produces 9,900,000,000;- 
000 cubic feet of gaseous master. The vege- 
table production of the earth clear away from 
atmosphere the gases thus generated, decom- 
posing and assimilating them for their own 
increase, This eyele of changes has been 
going on ever sinee man became an occupier 
of the earth. He feeds on the lower animals 
and on the seeds of plants, which in due time 
become a part of himself. The loweranimals 
feed upon the herbs and grasses which, in 
their torn, become the animal ; then, by its 
death, again pass into the atmosphere, and 
are ready once more to be assimilated by 
plants, the earthy or bony substance alone re- 
maining, where it is deposited, and not even 
these unless sufficiently deep in the soil to be 
out of the insorbent reach of the roots and 
plants and trees. Nothing appears so canni- 
balising as to see a flock of sheep grazing in a 
country chnrchyard, knowing it to be an un- 
deniable fact that the grass they eat has been 
manured by the gaseous emanations from our 
immediate predecessors; then following up 
she fact that this said grass is actually assim- 
ilated by the animal, and becomes mutton, 
whereof, perhaps, we may dine next week. 
It is notat all difficult to prove that the ele- 
ments of which the living bodies of the pre- 
gent generation arc composed have passed 
through millions or mutations, and formed 
parts of all kinds of animals and vegetable 
bodies, in accordance with the unerring law 
of nature ; and consequently we may say with 
truth that (ractions of the elements of our an- 
cestors form portions of ourselves. Some of 
the particles of Cicero's or (Iisop’s body, per- 
adventure, wield this pen. Why may not ima- 
gination trace the noble dust of Alexander 
till we find it stopping a bung hole ? 

¢ Imperial Cwmsar, dead, and turned to clay. 
Might stop a hole to kaep the wind away ! 
Oh, that that earth which kept the world in 

awe : 
Should patch a wall t” expel the winter's flaw I’ 

From Chambers’ Edinburgh Journal. 

ADMIRAL BLAKE. 

A good biographyvis ever welcome ; and if 
it be the biography of a good and afereat man, 
the cordiality of the bienvenu is doubled. Mr 
Prescott remarks, that there is. no kind of 
writing, having truth and instruction for its 
main object, which, on the whole, is so in- 
teresting and popular as biography : its sus 
periority, in this point of view, 10 histo- 
ry, consisting in the fact, that!the latter 
has to deal with masses—with nations, which, 
like corporate societies, seem to have no soul, 
and whose chequered vicissitudes may be 
contemplated rather with curiosity for the 
lessons they convey, than with personal symm 
pathy, Among contemporary biographers, Mr 
Hepworth Dixon has already established for 
himself a name of some distinction by his 
popular lives of William Penn and John How- 
ard : nor will his credit suffer a decline in 
the instance of the memoir, now before us 
~that of the gallant and single minded patri- 
ot, Robert Blake. Of this fine ald English 
worthy, republican as he was, the Tory Hume 
freely affirms, that never man, so zealous for 
a faction, was so much respected and even es- 
teemed by his opponents, *Disinterested, 
generous, liberal ; ambitious only of true 
glory, dreadful only to his avowed enemies; 
he forms one of the most perfect characters of 
the age, and the least stained with those er 
rois and vices which were then so predomi- 
nant. Yet hitherto the records of this remark. 
able man have been scanty in matter, and 
scattered in form—the most notable being Dr. 
Johnson's sketch in the Gentleman's Maga. 
zine, and another in the Encyclopzdia Brie 
tannica. Mr Dixon has consulted several 
searce works, of genuine though obsolete au- 
thority, and a large mass of original docu= 
ments and family papers, in preparing the 
present able and attractive memoir ; not omits 
ting a careful examiuation of the equibs, 

satires, and broadsides of that time, in his- 
endeavour to trace, in forgotten nooks and : 
corners, the anecdotes and details requisite, 
as he says, to complete a character thus far 
chiefly known by a few heroic outlines, We 
propose taking a brief survey of his life hiss . 
toiy of the great admiral and general at sea— 
the“ Puritan Sea King,’ as Mr Dixon more characteristically than accurately calls his. 
ero. A sea king he was, every inch of him; but to'dub him Puritan, is like giving up toa 

party what was meant for British mankind. 
0 many, the term suggests primarily a ha 

bit of speaking through the nose ; and Blake 
had thundered commands through too many a piping gale and battle blast for that. 

Robert Blake was born at Bridgewater, in 
August 1599. His father, Humphrey Blake, . 
was a merchant trading with Spain—a man 
whose temper seams to have been too san-- 
guine and adventuious for the ordinary action. 
of trade, finally involving him in difficulties 
which clouded his latter days, and left his. 
family in straitened circumstances : his name, however, was held in general respect ; and we- find that he lived in one of the best houses in 
Bridgewater, and twice filled the chair of its. chief magistrate. The perils to which mer. cantile enterprise was then liable. ~the chance. escapes and valorous deeds which the success ful adventurer had to tell his friends and chil- dren on the dark winter nights—doubtless formed a part of the food on which the imagi- nation of young Blake, ¢ silent and thought- ful from bis childhood,” was fed in the * old house at home. At the Bridgewater gram. mar school, Robert received his early educa. tion, making tolerable acquaintance with Latin and Greek, and acquiring a strong bias 
towards a literary life. This penchant was confirmed by his subsequent career at Oxford, where he matriculated at sixteen, and where 
he strove hard but fruitlessly for scholarships 
and fellowships at different colleges, His failure to obtain a Merton fellowship has been attributed toa crotchet of the warden’s, Sir 
Henry Savile, in favour of tall men: ¢ The 
young Somersetshire student, thick set, fair 
complexioned, and only five feet six, [ell below his standard of manly beauty; and thus the 
Cavalier warden, in denying this aspirant the 
means of cultivating literature on a little uni- versity oatmeal, was turning back on the 
world one who was fated to become a répub- 
lican power of the age. This shining light, Instead of comfortably and obscurely merging Ina petty constellation of Alma Mater, was 
to become a bright particular star, and dwell apart. ‘The avowed liberalism of Robert may, however, have done more in reality to shock Sir Henry, than his inability to add a cubit to his stature. It is pleasant to know, that the ‘admiral and general at sea, never oulgrew a 
tenderness for literature—his first love, des- pite the rebuff of his advances. Even in the busiest tarmoil of a life teeming with acei- dents by flood and field, he made it a point of pride not to forget his favourite classics. Nor was it till alter nine years’ experience of college life, and when his father was no long. 
er able to manage his res angusta vite, that st alts abandoned his long cherished plans, and retired with a sich and it from the banks of the Isis, I Jas, Ken. 
When he returned to Bridgewater, in time to_close his father’s eyes, and superintend the arrangements of the family, le was already remarkable * for that iron will, that grave de. meanour, that free and dauntless spirit,’ which so distinguished his after course. His tastes 

were simple, his manners somewhat blunty 
austere ; a refined dignity of countenance, and 
a picturesque vigour of conversation, invested 
him with a social interest, to Which his indig- 
nant invectives against court corruptions gave distinctive character. To the short 
Parliament he was sent 2s member for his 
native town ; and in 1645, was returned b 
Taunton to the Long Parliament. At the 
dissolution of the former, which he regarded asa signal for action, he began to prepare 
arms against the king; his being one ot the 
first troops in the field, and engaged in almost 
every action of importance in the western 
connties, His superiority to the men sbout 
him lay in the ‘ marvellous fertility, energy, 
and comprehensiveness of his military genius.’ 
Prince Rupert alone, in the Royalist camp, 
could rival him as a * partisan soldier,’ His 
first distinguished exploit was his defence of 
Priot’s Hill fort, at the siege of Bristol--which contrasts so remarkably with the pusillanim= 
ity of his chief, Colonel Fiennes, Next comes his yet more brilliant delence of Lyme 
—then a litile fishing town, with some 900 
inhabitants, of which the defences were a dry 
ditch, a few hastily formed earth works, and 
three small batteries, but which the Cavalier 
host of Prince Maurice, trving storm, strata. 
gem. blockade, day after day, and week after 
week, failed to reduce or dishearten, © Ag 
Oxford, where Charles then was, the affair 
was an inexplicable marvel and mystery - 
every hour the court expected to hear that the 
¢ little vile fishing town,’ as Clarendon con- 
temptuously calls it, had 4allen, and that Mau- 
rice had marched away to enterprises of 
greater moment ; but every post brought word 
to the wondering council, that Colonel Blake 
still held out, and that his spirited defence 
was rousing and rallying the dispersed adhe. 
rents of Parliament in those parts” After the 
seige was raised, the Royalists found that more men of gentle blood had fallen under 
Blake's fire at Lyme, thun in all the other sie- 
ges and skirmishes in the western counties 
since the opening of the war. The details of 
the siege are given with graphic effect by Mr 
Dixon, and are only surpassed in interest by 
those connected with Blake's subsequent and 
yet more celebrated defence ot Taunton, to 
which the third chapter of this biography is 
devoted, eo 


