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LOOK UP! LOOK UP!
BY SHELDON CHADWICK.

Wiar, if black Envy brand thy name,
It cannoiquench Truth’s soaring flame ;
‘What thou canst do does not depend
On what is said by foe orfriend,
There’s but a mood ’tween smile and frown,
A step between the cross and crown.

Look up ! Look up !

The winter's snow makes summer gay ;

The gods come down in cloudsalway ;

The soft wing of ambrosial gales

Unfold the spirit’s drooping sails.

Mount through the clouds—thy sunward

aim

Shall change them to a crown of flame.

Look up! Look up !

Regardless who may list its tone,

The skylark carols high and lone;

The lowly daisy need not pine

To were the rose’s crimson shine ;

To leave the world a name is nought

To deeds of love and glorious thought.
Look up ! Look up !

Fame’s garland roses cluster free
Upon the thorns of agony ;

From many a rocky source of wrong
Bubbles the nectar stream of song ;
And when Detractions heel hath trod,
Genius blossoms up to God.

Look up! Look up!

Oh ! there are bay-wreaths to be won,

Plucked from the forehead of the sun.

Climb to ambition’s starry cope,

In God’s light crown thy topmest hope ;

Follow thy spirit voices still—

No power can thwart the kingly will.
Look up ! Look up !

Spiteof the world’s babtismal fire,
To Merit’s summit aye aspire ;
No flattering lip, no*downeast eyes,
‘When Truth demands the sacrifice.
Despair can only crush the base ;
The vuliant ever win the race.

Look up! Look up ?

From Colburn’s Magazine for July.
A HUSBAND’S REVENGE.

In the Magdalene Church at Girgenti (a town
of Sicily, in the Valdi Mazzara, on the site of
the ancient, Agrsgenum, the magnificent ruins
of which are still tobe seen) preparations had
been made for a grand festival. It was adorn-
ed, as usual on such occasions, with

red tapestry aud flowers, The hour of noon |
had struck, the workmen had left the church, | ¢ Could
and there reigned sround that deep, solemn
stiiluess which, in Catholic places of worship, is | visit is not t

80 appropriate and so impressing.

Two gentiemen, who conversed in a low tone
of voice, were pacing up and down the long
aisle that runs along the northern side of the
building, and seemed to be enjoying the shade
and coolness of the church, a3 if it had been a
public promenade. The elder was a man of
about thirty years of age, stout, broad-shoulder-
ed, and strongly built, with a grave counte-
nance, in which no trace of passion was visible ;
this was Don-Antonio Carracciolic, Marquis d’-
Arena. The other, who seemed a mere youth,
had a slender, graceful figure, an animated,
handsome face, and dark eyes, soft. almost as
those of a wonan—whieh wandered from side
to side with approving glances, as if he had some
peculiar interest in the mterior of the sacred
edifice.  And such he ertainly had, for he was
the architect who had planned the church and
superintended its erection,
iic Balzetti, and had only lately returned from

Yome. Sudéenly they stopped.

‘I shall entrust vou witha secret, which I
think will amuse you, Signor Marquis, said
the younger man, in the easy, intimate tones in
which one speaks to a friend at w_hose house
one is a daily visitor—* a secret with which, I
believe, no one is acquainted but myself, Yoy
see the effects of acousties sometimes play us
builders sirange tricks where we least expect
or wish them. Chance, a mere accident, has
revealed to me that when one stands here —
here nmpon this white marble slab—one can

Gusumetly overhear every syllable even of the
lowest whisper uttered far from this. yonder,
where you may ohserve the second last confes-
sional: while,in a straight line between this
point and that, you would not be sensible of
sound were you even much tearer the
place, 1Fyou will remain standing here [ will
20 yonder to the confessional in question, and
vou will be astowished at this miracle of na-
iure,’ :

He went accordingly, but scarcely had he
maved the distance of a couple of steps when
the marquis distinctly heard o whisper, the
subjeet of which seemed to make g steong im-
pression upon him. He stood as rigid and
marble-white as if suddenly turned to stone by
snm2 magician's wand ; while the painfuliy any.-
ious attention with which he listened, ang
which was expressed in his otherwise stony fea-
tures, gave evidence that he was h(‘ﬁrmg.s')me_
thing of excessive importance. He did not

any

move a muscle—he scarcely breathed—he was
like one who is standing on the extreme verge
of an abyss, into which he is afraid of faling,
and his rolling eyes and beating heart only
gave signs of his vielent agitation.

In a very few minutes the young architect
came back smiling,aud called out from a little
distance, ¢ 1 could not manage to make the ex-
periment, for scme one was in the confessional,
from the glimpse I got, alady closely veiled—
but, heavens! what is the maiter with
you ?’

The only answer which the marquis gave the
Italian was to place his finger on his mouth,
and he continued to stand motionless, After
a moment or two he drew a deep sigh. The
statue passed out of its speechless magic trance
and returned again to life.

¢ It is nothing, dear Giulic!” said he ina
friendly tone. ¢ Do not think that I am super-
stitious, but Iassure you this mysterious and
wonderful natural phenomenon has taken me
so much by surprise that it has had a strange
effect on me. * Come, let us go! Ishall re-
cover myself in the fresh air,” he added, as he
took Balzetti’s arm, and led him to the pro-
menade on the outside of the town. The two
gentlemen walked up and down there for about
an hour, when the marquis bade the young
man adieu, saying at the same time—

¢ To-morrow, after the festival is over, will
you come out as usual to our viila

At a very carly hour the next morning the
marquis entered his wife’s private suit of apart-
ments. The waiting-maid, who-just at that
moment was coming into the ante-room by an-
other docr, started, and looked quited astound-
ed. ‘
¢Did your Lady ring ¥ asked the marquis,
¢No, your excellency,” replied the woman,
courtseying low and colouring yiolently,
¢ Then wait till you are called,’ said the mar-
quis, as he opened the door of the dressing
room which separated the sleeping -xoom from
the ante-chamber.

As he crossed the threshhold he was met by
his lovely young wife, attired in a morning
gown, so light and flowing that it looked as if
it must have been the one in which she had
risen from her couch. ‘The marquis stopped
and stood still, as if struck with his wite’s ex-
treme beauty.  He did not appear to observe
the nneasiness, the inward tempest of feelings
that, chasing all the blood from her cheeks, had |
sent 't to her heart, and caused its beating to
be too plainly visible under the robe of slight
fabric which was thrown around her,

‘ You are up early this morning Antonio !
said the young marchioness, in a scarcely au-
dible tone of voice, with a deepening blush and
a forced smile. « What do you want here?’

He was called Giu- |

¢Could you be surprised, my Lauregta !
light of my eyes! said the marquis, in the |
blandest and most insinuating of accents.— |
you be surprised if I came both . early
and late?  And yet, dearest, this morning my
o you alene.  You know to-day is
the feast of the Holy Magdalene, and a great
festival in the church. I have taken it tnto
my head to usher in ‘this day by paying my
tribute ofadmiration to the glorious Magdalene
of Titian, which you had piaced in your own
sleeping apartment.  Wiil you permit me ?’ he
asked, very politely, as with slow steps, but in|
a determined manuer, he walked towards the
door.

¢ Everything is really in such sad disorder
there,’ said his young wife, with a rapid glance
through the hal-apen door; ‘but . , . goin
since you will. I shall begin making my $oi-
let here in the meantime.’

And he went in.

¢ How charming " he cried, in a peculiar tone
of voice—* how charming is not ail this disor-
der! This graceful robe thrown carelessly
dawn—these fairy slippers! There is some-
thing that awakens the fancy—something de-
licious in the very air of this room! All this is
absolutely poetry.’ i

His searching look fastened itself upon the
snow-white couch, the silken coverlet of which
was drawn up and spread out, but could not
entirely conceal the outline of a human figure,
lying as flat as possible, evidently in the endea-
vour to escape observation.

¢ I willsit down awhile,’ said the marquis, in
the cheerful tone of a person who has 1o un-
pleasant thought in his mind, * and contemplate !
this master-work.’ |

As he said this he took up a pillow, its white
covering trimmed with white lace, and laid it
on the spot where he thought the face of the
concealed persan must be, and placed himself

.ed in a jocular tone, ¢ our worthy priests are

ferowded streets the foot-passengers turned

the happy talent of an improvisatore. In
place therefore, of poetising, 1 will tell you
something that happened yesterday. Our lit-
friend Giulic Balzetti took me round the Mag-
dalene Church, and whilst we were wandering
about he pointed out a particular spot to me,
and bid me stand quite still there, telling me
that there might be overheard what might be
said .at another spot at some distance in the
church.  And he was right. At that o
place stood the confessional No. 6. [ hag
hardly placed myself on the marble flag indj-
ceted to me than I heard a charming voice —-
God knows who it was speaking—but she wag
confessing the sorrows of heart and her little
sins to the holy father. She had a husband,
she said, whom she loved—yes, she loved him
and he loved her; he was very kind to her
and left her much at liberty ; in short, she gave
the husband credit for all sorts of good quali-
ties, but, nnfortunately, she had fallen in love
with another man! She did not mention his
name, I should liked to have hearn it. He
must be one of our handsome young cavaliers
about town. And this other loved her too—
she could not help it, poor thing—and so she
found room for him in Eer heart as well as for
the husband.  This other one was so hand-
some, s0 pleasing, so fascinating! . . . Well
. . . if her husband did not know what was
going on he could not be vexed, and . , , .
it would do him no harm. So she had promsed
to admit the lover this morning. Do you
hear ? This is what the French dames call
¢ passer ses caprices.” At last she begged the
good priest to give her absolution be%orehand.
and he did so : he gave the absolution! What
do you think of all this, my love ?’ said the
marquis, as he rose from the couch, where all
was now as still as death. ¢ Well,’ he continu-

almost too compiaisant and indulgent—at least,
most of them. Our old Father Gregorio, how-
ever, would have taken you to task after a dif-
ferent fashion, if you . . .” Hebroke off ah-
ruptly, while he quietly laid the pillow in its
own place and deliberately turned down the
embroidered coverlet. It was the architect
Giulio Balzette whom the marquis beheld : he
had ceased to breathe,

ther l

That the confessional No. 6 was removed
will be easily believed,

The marquis never alluded to these events
before his wife, When they appeared in public
together, as aiso in society at his own home, he
treated her with respect, often with attention.
But he never again spoke to her in private, nor
did he ever agein enter thoge apartments
which had once been the scene of 5o dreadful
tragedy.

|DISCOVERIES IN JERUSALEDI.

THE following notes on ancient quarries in Je-
rusalem hove been placed at the service of
our readers through a friend. 'They were
made by a Scotch gertleman, My Douglas.

“ During a visit to Jerusalem in the spring
of 1855, 1 became acquainted with @ very in.
telligent. Hebrew, who informed me that there
were cxtensive quarries beneath the city, and
that there was undoubted evidence that from
these quarries the stones employed in thg
building and rebuilding of  the Temple wey .
obtained. He told ‘me that these excavarions
were accessible through a small opening under
the north wall of the' city,—thar he had de-
scended some time before with two English
gentlemen, and had spent with them several
hours in exploring the excavations, which were
sufficiently extensive to have furnished stones
enough, not only for the construction ot thie
Temple, but for the whole of Jerusalem, the
walls included. He expressed his readiness to
accompany me, but proposed to go after dark,
as he feared the T'urkish gu

on or maltreat us, if they d As my
party comprised two ladies a sons, il
equally desirous with mysel 1ese exca-

vations,~—as the gates of the city were closed
at sunset,—and as there were no houses out-
side the walls,—I would not listen to the pro-
posal to spend the night in the open air, unless
upon trial, I found we could do no better.—
We accordingly went to examine the situation
and size of the opening. We found it about
150 yards to the eastward of the Damascus
Gate. It seemed like the burrow of some wild
animal ; there was no rubbish above the open-
ing, but some tall grass and weeds. Persons

‘ Haye you been to confession lately, my |
Laura ?* asked the marquis. There was no ans- |
wer,

¢ Is it long since you have been to confes-
sion ?’ he asked, in a louder and sterner|
voice,

¢ No,’ replied the young woman, in the low-
est possible tone.

¢ Apropos,’ said the marquis, as he covered
the fngln.fullf' distorted and blue face of the
corpse with the coverlet, ¢ shall we not go to
the grand festival at the church to-day. The
procession begins exactly at 12 o'clock. 1|
shall order the cartiage—we really must not
miss it.’

He returned to the dressing-room. The
marchioness was sitting in a large cushioned
lounging-chair, the thick tresses of her dark
hair hanging vegligently down, her lips and
cheeks as pale as death, and her hands resting
listlessly on her lap.

¢ What is the matter, my dear child ? asked
the marquis, inwardly triumphing at her dis-
tress, but with fair and friendly words upon bis
lips. ¢ You have risen too early, my little Lau-
ra; and you nave also fatigued yourself in
trying to dress yourself without  assistance.
Where is Pipetta ? I shall ring for her now.
e pulled the bell-rope—approached his wite
— shightly kissed her brow-and then left her
apartments.

At mid-day, when all the bells of the chur-
ches were pealing, the marquis’s splendid state
carringe, with four horses adorned with gilded
trappings, stood before the gate of his palace,
and a crowd of richly d.r(_essed pages, footmen
and grooms, were in waiting there, Presently
the marquis appeared in  the brilliant court cos-
tume, with glittering starson his breast, his
hat inone hand, whilst with the other he led
bis yourg and beautiful but deadly pale wife.
With the utmost attention he handed her down
the marble steps, and while her countenance
locked as cold and sttﬁiy as that of a statue,
his eyes flashed with a¥re that was unusual to
them. The servants hurripgd forwards, the car-
riage-door was opened, thgnoble pair entered
it, and it drove off towards the town. In the

round to gaze at it,and exclaimed to eachother,
¢ There go a happy couple !’ : 4
The architect had disappeared- = No, one sus-

upon it with ail the weight of his somewhat
butky figure, whilst he placed his right hand np- |
ou the chest of the recling form, and pressed |
on it with all his force,

Without .'ﬂeeding the involuntary, frightful,i
and convulsive heavings—the death-throes of
his wretched victim, the marquis exclaimed, ia |
a calm, firm voice :— :

¢ How beautifully that picture is finished t
how noble and chaste does not the lovely peni- |
tent lvok. allsinner as she was, with her rich|
golden locks waving over that neck and those !
shoulders whiter than alabaster, while these|
graceful hands are clasped, and these contrite |
tearful eyes seem gazing up yonder, whence |
alone mercy and pardon can be obtained !
would almost become a poet in gazing on 5o |

splendid a work of art.  But,ah ! 1 never had !

AAl

pecied that on the day of the grand festival he
lay dend—a olue and terrible looking corpse—

entering might be observed by the guards ; bu:
this dig not seem very likely, as the soldiers
generally remained within the gate, and only
very rarely one sauntered outside, We, ac-
cordingly, decided to make the attempt by day-
light, fully satisfied that, even it observed, we
should be only rudely driven away. The next
morning, therefore, we left the city as soon as
the gates were opened. One of the party got
into the hole, but returned saying that it wou!d
be necessary to get in feet. foremost, as there
was a perpendicular descent of six or seven fe
at the Inner opening. He went back again
with thelights ; I followed. The ladies were
got through with considerable difficulty. When
fairly inside, we found ourselves in an immensa
vault, and standing upon the top of a pile
which was very evidently formed by the accu-
mulation of the minute particles from the fina!
dressing of the block of stone. Od descending
this pile, we entered, through a large urch, into
another vault, equally vast and separated from:
the first by enormous pillars, This vault or
quarry, led, by a gradual descent, into another
aud auother each separated from the other by
massive stone partitions, which had hegn left
to give additional strength to the vaulted roofs,
In which had been quarried out lay partly dress-
ed ; in some the blocks were still attached (o
tothe rock ; in some the workmen had just
commenced chisseling ; and m some the arcki-
tect’s Ime was distinct on_the smooth face of
the quarry. The mode in which the blocks
were got out was similiar to that used by the
ancient Egyptians, as seen in the standstone
quarries at Hagar Tilsilis and in the granite
quarries at Syene. The architect first drew
the outline of the biocks on the face of the
quarry ; the workmen then chisseled them ou:
in-their whole thickness, separating them en-
tirely fror each other, and leaving them attuch-
ed by their backs only to the solid wall. They
were then detached by cutting a passaze be-
hind thew, which whiist, it separted the blocks,
left them roughly dressed, and lefi the wali
prepared for further operations. We remarked
the similarity between the stones chisseled out
in these quarries and the few blocks of stone
built in the south-east corner of the wall of Je-
rusalem, Which are so remarkable for their size
their weather-worn appearance, and the pecu-
liar ornamenczations of their edges. We spens
between two and three hours in these guarries

Our examinations were, however, chiefly on the

el

amidst boots and shoes, at the bottom 6f a no-

ing night, without shroud or coffin, hiS\;ho'i}‘
was secretly transported by the lady's fai
servants to a neighbonuring mountain, and thers |
thrown into a deep cave. But the lady paid a|
large sum to the convent of the Magdalenes |
for the sake of his soul's repose. [

The monk Gregorio—the accomodating
favourite confessor of the fashionable world— |
was also soon after missing.  But he was not |
dead—he lingored for some yearsina suhtey- |
ranean prison belonging to & monastery of one |

and |

he had been condemned through the infivence |
) o |
of the Marquis d’Arenc.

thful !

| whic

side towards the Valley of Jehoshaphat, Our

[ guide stated, that more to the westward was a
ble young dame’s wardrobe ; or that, the follow |

quarry of the peculiar reddish marble go cam-
monly used as pavenent in the streets 6f Jeru-
salem.  From the place where we entercd the
descent was gradual; between some of the quar-
ries, however their were broad flights of steps,
cut-gut of the solid rock. I had no means of
judging of the distance between the roos of the
vaults and the streets of the city, except that
from the descent thy thickness must be enor-
mous. The size and extent of the exsavations
fully bore out the opinion that they had yield-
eddnot enly the Temple buy the whole of Jara-

One | of the strictest orders ; & punishment {o which | salem.

# The sitnation of these quarries, the mode by
b thestenes were fully prepared and Sress-




