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mani gathered, at last, from their incoherent 
exclamations, the misfortune that had befallen 
her husband, she burst into a storm of grief, 
flinging herself upon the floer, accusing herself 
as the cause of the ealamity, and excliming 
that she had lived too long. Then, asa suG- 
den idea darted through her mind, she sprang 
up, crying out : 

* 1 owe him more than useless tears. Why 
do Iwaste precious moments in lamentirg him, 
while I still have duties to perform for him ° 
Quick !—prepare the boat I'—let me go- 
hence I’ Bd gt Lig 2a og 

She was promptly obeyed ; and instantly re- 
pairing to be Brosks palace, she mounted his 
horse, and rode rapidly to the main guard, fol 
lowed by a body of martial rahpoots. Amid 
the light of the torches, and arrayed still in her 
white robe and ker chaplet of mougrees, she 
sat erect on the war-horse, and addressed the 
troops in an animating speech, exuorting them 
by their religion, ‘royalty, and the ancient 
and unsullied rsjpoot honor, to rescue or avenge 
their Ranah. Bla 

(To be continued). 

From Three Months in India. 

ON entering the dining room, one is struc 
with the fond ot ‘'viands which crowds the table, 
over which a huge punka (a fan attached to the 
ceiling) noiselessly waves toand fro. Until the 
family approach, its motion is scarcely percepti- 
ble, but no sooner is any one within its influence 
than itis pulled in a more energetic manner ; 
and an immense relief is felt after the fatigue of 
walking from another apartment, and being for 
a few moments without this important requisite, 
Behind each chair;stood a whiskered, mousta- 
ched, and turbaned domestic, with his arms 
closely folded across his bosom, or opened only 
to adjust the chair most conveniently as his mas- 
teror mistress becomes seated, ‘and to arrange 
a napkin; which he’ then places in the hands or 
upon the knee. A footstool is before each 
chair, and is an indispensible comfort to an An- 
glo-Indian. The lamp or candle shades are all 
vrovided with perforated covers to protect them 
trom. the effects of the punkah; and over each 
wine-glass or tumbler (of which there are gene- 
rally several to each person) are silver covers as 
a caution against’ flies and insects. 1 have seen 
a table covered with little brown grasshoppers, 
or, perhaps, with what mere closely resembled 
crickets, to such an extent that, being unaccus- 
tomed to the sight, it was difficult to touch any- 
thing, as the plate was immediately invaded by 
them, and their motions were far too quick to 
be calculated ‘upon: Occasionally the fire-fly 
will cause some alarm to the stranger, when its 
bright glow is discovered amidst the folds of a 
delicate white muslin garment; but at the sea.’ 
son when the white ants take wing, and areat- |; 
tracted by the lights, ‘nothing can” be more an- | 
noying than'their intrusion. The flying bugs; 
too, are objects of abhorrence, both within doors’ 
and in the open air; their odoyr is most noxi- 
ous. In driving, theyare very apt to settle in 
the air, than which few things can be more in- 
tolerable, The English lady is surprised to see 
so much beer consumed by females in India; 
but I have been told that such is more common- 
ly the case up the country than in Caloutta; 
and some residents in the latter place remark 
that a  Mufussilite’ is known by a partiality for 
this beverage. However this may be, it is quite 
allowable and usual! for a gentleman to request 
she * pleasure of taking beer or wine with a lady, 
which would have a droll effect in England, 
have heard of ‘a lady, in Calcutta, who used to 
restrict herself to a dozen bottles of Allsop’s or 
Bass’s ale a day ; but I cannot vouch for the ac- 
curacy §f this sinapedh being holly #990; 
uainted with the person in question, y 
a very tor Catibe to see four, five, 
or six glasses ot light, but exhilarating cham- 

ne, disposed of, in addition to other wines, 
: ern ladies at dinners or ball suppers; and 

1 fear it is too true, that many of them seek, by 
such means, to remove the extreme depression 
of spirits and lassitude which are su 
by the climate. : 

THE PERAMBULATOR. 

Wrex Pharoah wished to thin the numbers 
of the fast-multiplying Israelites, he summarily 
commanded that all male children should be 
slain as soor as horn. Popular proces and 
the, usages of modern society scarcely admit the 
introduction, now-a days, of so simple and effi- 
cient method of avoiding the dangers of over. 
popuiation predicted by Malthus: But various 
ingenious substitutes have been devised in place 
of Pharoah's midwives. Thus, the milk and 
bread that constitute the chief nourishment of 
ctiildren are so diluted and adulterated as to 
ilsupply their craving wants, or toactually en. 
gender disease. Syrup of poppies are benef | 
cially supplied to ease their exit from a world | 
which is to them one long wail of tears. In. 
gewious toys, of explosive tendency, are artful 
ly devised to delude them into danger. .Sweet- 
meucs and playthings are coloured with poison. 
ous pigments for their unsuspecting palates. — 
Tender little children are exposed to the bit- 
“crest weather with their legs bared ie & man- 
ner that would inevitably injure the health of 
strong adults. And lastly, the spirit of Herod 
prompted some ingsnious lisonephist te invent 
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may venerate the name of theke machines, we 
seriously doubt whither the health of children 

! whose 
nastical 

of 
his * Country's recreations, and, with a pen so- 
‘bered by experience, drew so true a contrast 
between the * anxious sighs and untimely tears’ 
of courts, and the silent groves, downs, meads, 
and gliding fountains, which he tenderly apos- 
‘tropnizes? Did recollections of innacent youth 
come back upon him when, in his after vears of 
sorrow, he said ;— 5 

that ¢ wheel blessing to mothers, yelept a pe- 
rambulator, Greatly as mothers and nurses 

fis powers are, thus as it were, gym- 
ly 

Children are far too fre- 

ise from the Court Circular) in peram- 
ulators on cold; windy, or gloomy days ; when 

their inactive and unprotected position renders 
them peculiarly liable to suffer from the effects 
of exposure. Every one must have observed 
such unfortunate little victims being diiven 
along our streets, lolling their heads in hopeless 
resignation, after the mauner of calves in a but- 
cher’s cart, whilst their blue cheeks, and watery 
eyes, and pinched faces give presage of theim- |} 4 
peading catarrh, bronceitis. or pneumonia, the |; 
true cause of which the hastily summored doc- 
tor will scarcely fail to comprehend when he no- 
tices the perambulator in the hail. Moreover, 
these conveyances are often unnecessarity used 
for children fully able to walk, and wha should 

be taugh ught thusto exerciss their limbs. It is, 
owever, less trouble to the nurse to propel a 

great chubby two-year,old child in ita go-cart, 
than to guide and assist its early attempts at 
independant toddling.— Lancet 

BIRTHPLACE OF SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH. 

TURNING off by a lane, near the church, aho- 
ther mile brings you to Hays Barton, Raliegh’ 
birthplace. It is a solitary farm-house—built 
in the picturesque style of four hundred years 
ago, with gable r { 
roof, small mullioned windows, and a heavy 
oaken door thickly studded with iron nails stun- 
ding at the end of a garden, partly concealed by 
a few old treés that rise from among the heros 
and flowers. At one side of the Barton, in front 
is a modern brick 
three sheds and stables buiit of cob on the other 
side, which keep up the olden character, The 
whole scene, shutin by low swelling hills and 
Jlines of tall hedges, is eminently rural; and how 
much more so in Raleigh's day! Just the place 
for ‘a happy childhood. I knocked at the door. 
It was opened by a - 
‘who, to my enquiry whether it was true, as [ had 
read, that strangers were permitted to see the 

wings and ‘portico, thatched 

barn; but there are two or 

-humoured damsel; 

nterior of the house, answered, ¢ No, it isn’t. — 
‘We used to show it, but had to give it up—peo- 
ple hindered our time so; and now they fad 
and look at it as long as they like, and then go 
away again.’ "This was said with a smile, as if 
not meant seriously ; and as she stood still at 
the half opened door, seeming in no hurry to 
retire, we had a chat of some twenty minutes, 
I might sit under the porch for an hour, if I 
pleased, and look at the bee-hives and old trees, 
and at the upper window on the left—the win- 
dow of the room. "There Raliegh was born.— 
Did the gallact adventurer ever think of the 
quiet homestead in the days of his courtly pros- 
perity ? He could not have helped reverting tn 
the hours of boyhood, when adversity overtook 
him —when he 
coast of Guina, or during his long 

y stricken with fever on the 
and weary 

Was he thinking mprisonment in the Tower, 
the woods around Hays Barton when he wrote 

“Give me my scallop shell of quiet ; 
My staff of faith to walk upon; 

My scrip of joy, immortal diet ; 
My bottle of salvation ; 

My gown of glory, hope’s true $ 
And thus I'll take my pilgrittage.” 

To me, musing under the rustling leaves, while 
the scent of hay filled the dir, there wasa touch- 
ing moral in the great man's history. Here the 
glad beginning ; and far away, within the sha- 
dow of the court, ita heroic ending. Whatever 
his faults, he deserved better than to lose his 
head by the “executioner's axe, at the behest, 
t00, of a king 
tearing a leaf 
he could d 
rights and liberties. 

foolish enough to imagine that by 
from the journal of the oo ry 
ive the nation he misruled of their 

THE HOME PERIL. 

It may seem a paradox, but it is true, that 
‘the greatest enem 
to fear is trade. 
power, it promotes material civilization, and. to 
A extent, befriends liberty. Thgiae, com- 
mercial people ever obey 
arch, and feudal lordship fell before the burgh 
and the guild. On the other hand, the in 

y which a trading nation has 
It bri riches, it confers n; 

ed an absolute ron. 

crease of its weelth {s apt to outstrip the march 

weaned, is not frequently impaired by’ 
the too general and injudicious use of infant 
perambulators. It ‘is undoubtedly far more 
convenient for the mother or nurse, to propel a 
helpless child before her (when no one can ace 
cuse her of not looking after her charge), than 
to toil with it in arms, during the daily 
walk, or subdue her pace to accord with its fee- 
ble steps. But the change cannot always be 
pleasant to the infant, nor beneficial to its health. 
There is lost that sustained warmth of the mo- 
ther’s body, for which no artificial heat is an 
efficient substitute, 
quently taken out ‘airing’ {we borrow the ele nt ples 

| 

of refinement , and set vulgarity in High places. The luxury i Yulgarity gh places 
t diffuses, and the wants it multi: 

plies, impair popular resources, and, enlarge 
destitution, Ijy its tendency to accumulate riches in comparatively few hands, concentrate 
labor in limited spaces, trade creates that over- 
whelming power of eapital which threatens to be 
the tyrant of modern times, and worse than | 
all, its dregs can work their way. into the cha- 
racter of a people, bringing their hopes, their 
estimates and their aspirations to the level of 
the market, enti : 

THE DEAL BOATMEN. | 

AND yet there exists, on the shores of Deal, 
a breed of amphibious human beings, whose, pe- 
culiar profession is to rush to the, assistance of 
every vessel in distress. In moments of calm 
and sunshine, they stand 
stagnant and dormant, like the’ ocean. before 
them ; but when every shopkeeper, closes his | 
door, when the old woman, with her umbrella 
turned inside out, feels that she wust either loge it or 80 with it to keaven ; when the reins of the maj) coachman are nearly blown from his 
hand, and his leaders have starcely blood ox 
breeding enough to face the storm ; when the! 

tilting across the fields, is seeking for a edgerow against which it may sparkle and ‘rest 
In peace ; when whole families of the wealthy 
suddenly stop in their discourse to listen to the 
wind rumbling in their chimneys; when the 
sailor's wife, at her tea, hugs her infant to her 
arms, and loojing at its father, silently thanks 
‘Heaven that he is on shore ; THEN has the mo- 
ment arrived for the Deal boatmen to contend, 
one against another, to see whose . boat shall 
first be launched into the tremendous surf. As the declivity of the beach is very steep, and 
the greased rollers over which the keel descen are all placed ready for the attempt, they only 
Wail 8 moment for what they cail ‘a-lully and then cutting the rope, the barque, as gallantly as themselves, rushes to its native element, — The difficulty : en int 
water would amount sometimes almost to an 
impossibility, but that word has been blotted 

boats fail 
hoard, are goon seen stretching across to that 
Very point in creation which one would think 
the seafaring man would most fearfully avoid— 
the Goodwin Sands. To be even in. the neigh- 
bourhoud of such a spot in the stoutest vessel, 
and with the ablest crew that ever sailed, js a 
fate which Nelson himself would have striven to 

Snow, d 

avoid ; but that ‘these poor nameless heroes] 
should not only be willing but eager to go there 
in a hurricane in an open boat, shows very 
clealy that, with all his follies and with all his 
foibles, man really is, or rather can be, the lord 
of the creation, and that within hisslight frame 
there beats a heart capable of doing what every. 
other animal in creation would shudder to per- 
form, The lion is savage, and the tiger is fero- 
cious, but where would their long tails be, if 
they were to find themselves afloat with English 
boatmen ? : 

NEWGATE PAIR. 
At Newgate Fair they have adopted a more 

efficacious device for bindiug the victim, and we 
dort run any risk of being horrified to excess 
by the spectacle of a half choked wretch, wri- 
thing and tossing his form like a fish'on a hook. 
The whole affair is, nevertheless, rudely simple; | 
and if there be any old forms and ceremonies | 
remaining to the extreme act of the law, they 
are got through at the private performance in- 
side the prion. Only three £gures appéar. on 
the scaffold. First. comes the ordinary, in his 
surplice, reading the burial service ; after him 
comes the criminal, followed by the executioner 
—a fat little man, with a round face, rather ex- | 
pressive of mildness and indecision, = His plan of 
disguise is at once the simplest and the most | 
perfect 1 ever saw. He wears a kind of travel- 
ing cap, made of dark fur, with Appets fastened 
together beneath the chin ; and this cap, cover- 
ing his forehead nearly to the eyebrows, entire- 
ly changes the character of the head. The cul- 
prit takes bis place, fronting Snow-hill, and not, 
as one would have anticipated, the more open. 
space at the top of the Old Bailey.” The ordi- 
nary faces him, and continues read 8 ing." Juck 
Ketch quickly os a white cotton cap over his 
vietim’s head, fastens the rope to the beam. by 
means of a hook and chain, adjusts the noose, 
ties the legs together, and finally bids farewell 
leaving the ordinary still reading the burial ser- 
vice to that melancholy object before him. You 
give Jack Ketch time to go below and draw the 
bolt, and just as you are beginning to feel the 
delay more painful than you can bear, without 
shricking aloud, there is a rattling fall, and a 
dull, heavy shock, that you hear, as it seems, 
with your heart; the body trembles with a 
frightful spasm, and then turns slowly. round ;, 
‘the shouldere are raised, and the head drops to 
the right the hands try to meet, and soon hang’ 
motionless, and change colour by visible grada- 

tions. - The reverend gentleman’ had walked 
away directly after the drop fell... There is no- 
thing moze to lookat, 

The play is played out, aud the spectators 
have Ea sn You meet them amid the 
city's bustling’ busy life, and you read the ac- 
‘count of the execution in their faces, almost as 
plainly a9 you redaitin the late editions of the 
papers. The majority are costermongers and 

ture shall be. 

gaol, 

listlessly on the shore, | 

a! 

of getting from broken into deep | 

» Others, with seven or eight men on | 

{ collections, 

labourers of the poorest and lowest grade. . Now 
and then come parties of dissolute men and %o- 
men, in twosand threes, laughing and talking 
about the show. , Half tipsy and wholly upees- 
ed wretches, of the class which, in a helpless 
hopeless way of speaking, we term unfortunate’ 
sh last night’s torn and tawdry dresses drag- 
gled into daylight, flaunt along on their way io 
such places as they.can call home—there to sieep * 
away the sheer fatigue of excitement and the 
fumes of wine egy 

time not be Aigiaat when this pie- 
Oe.a picture, of the past—when its 

shameful rea ties shall be forgotten with those 
which are ‘ buried within the precincts of the 

May. the 

~ THE BLIND ORGANIST. 
We present our readers with an extract fren 

achapter entitled * Travelling Sketches,’ whic in our judgment, is very simpie and beautifcl. 
The scene is Norwich Cathedral, the fading 
light of evening flooding its gloomy aisles with 
a russet light. The heroine is singing in the 
organ loft, to the surprise of the old organist, 
who i? ei ermission: 
I sang Mozart's + Agnus Del from the 

Fourth Mass ; that soothing and prayerful éolo_ drown from the intensest sympathies of 
the great, master. of expression. and answering, 
mn its supplicating tenderness, to the innermost 
yearnings of every nature. It was a grea: 
pleasure so to sing it, and yet a strange melan- 
choly lay at my heart and communicated itself 
to the tones of my voice. As the last note 
trembled and died away in the stlence, I turned 
and saw an old man standing in an angle of 
shadow just by the entrance to the organ gal- 
ery. He was a little misshapen, sorrowful old 
man, with thin white hair, and light anxious 
eyes that wandered eagerly from place to place. 
As I paused, looking at him, he came forward, 
guiding himself along by the organ with one 

nd, and extending the other with a feeble, 
wandering gesture, which told me, without a & 
more careful study of his countenance, that Le 

vocabulary ; and, although some | "2S blind. * Who sings? said he, stoppi ddenly as if to listen for our Shardiinss; What . el 
brings air from heaven to wake the sleeping 
echoes of these dusky aisles. Speak to me. 
Roused from the surprise with which I had 

regarded him, touched with pity, too, for the 
‘wavering step and the irresolute tone, 1 wert 
nearer and answered him : 

‘ We are strangers,’ [ said—* strangers and 
musicians, travelling professionally from town 
to.town.. We are here for the purpose of giy- 
ing a concert this evening in the theatre, and, 
finding the church efipty, made our way up te 
look at the organ. 1 am afraid we have taken 
a great liberty in playing upon it. Are you 
the organist?” on 
. Hie listened very attentively, with his head 
inclined a little on one side, and Ais sightless 
eyes turned full upon me. When I had done, 
he put out: his hand again. : 

¢ It is as sweet to hear you speak ‘as to hear 
you sing,’ he said. ¢ Your voice is gentle, and 
am; sure your smile is beautiful. Give me 

SQUr Bangs, fallin paod & ’ qT 
1 took the trembling hand in both of mine, 
but he disengaged ard passed it gently over one 
of them. hs ; 4 

¢1¢ is small,’ said he— small, and soft, and. 
slender, Small eneugh for a child’s, and vet 
your speech tells me itisa woman's, You 
are young, lady ?’ : 

T'smilec, and told him I was nineteen years 
of age. i : by 

¢ Nineteen!’ he repeated to himself, ¢Nine- 
teen! And youare a vocalist ¥ 
~_‘Thope to deserve the name some day,’ I 
replied.” 
“Your very veice is music; he said, still re- 

taining my hand, ¢ Iam the organist of this 
cathedral, and I am an old map. I have liv- 
ed here all my life—all my long life; heard 
the fine London singers at our Festivals for the 
last sixty years—ay, the last sixty-three years ; 
but never one with a voice like yours! Wiil 
you sing for meagan?’ 6] 

1 sang for him again and again, till the sha- 
dows began to thicken. Then we shook hands 
with him, and badé him farewell. 5 

¢ Must you go ?* heasked plaintively. ‘Shall 
L never listen to you again ¥’ 

¢ Come to-night to the theatre, said Mr 
Vaughan, cheerily. "* I will give you a'card, if 
you like to take the trouble,’ d 
“I'he old man shook his head. wit 
“ Not in a ‘public place, he eaid,—~* not in 

a public place. The cathedral is my home, 2nd 
the organ here my second self. Ihave never 
seen either ; but I love th imagine them. Per- 
haps your eyes behold them difierently, ret ho” 
one knows: tnem so wellas I. 1 am familiar 
with every echo of the building. know every: 
pillar by its touch. There is not one of all 
the forest of pipes in this great instrument but 
sings to me with the accent ofan old, old friend. 
The place is peopled for me with pleasant re- 

Lady, I would pot hear you in 
the theatre to-night, This is the holiest and 
dearest spot in all the world to me, and you 
will henceforth be associated with it. Veur 
voice and your kind hand will come back to 
me when Iam sitting up here alone in my 
darkness. Thank you, and heaven blase you.”


