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PORRTIA. | 
Selected. 

THE PILOT. 

| BY THOMAS HAYNES BAYLEY. 

“Oh! pilot *tis a fearful night, 

Thete’s danger on the deep, | 

Ill come and pace the deck with thee, 

I dare not go te sleep. 

“Go down! the sailor cried, go down,
 

' Phis is no place for thee, 

Fear not, but trust in Providence, 

. Wherever thou may’st be. 

Ah! pilot, dangers often mee, 

We all are apt to slight, 

And thou hast known these raging waves 

But to subdue their might ; | 

It is not apathy he cried 
- That gives this strength to me; 

Fear not! but trust in Providence, 
Wherever thou may’st be. 

On such a night the sea engulph’d 

My father’s lifeless form ; 

My only brother’s boat weat down 

- In just so wild a storm ; 
And such perhaps may be my late, 

But still I say to thee, 
Fear not! but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou may’st be. 
a —————————
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TARIBITES. 
MARTIN FRANC AND THE MONK 

OF ST. ANTHONY. 

The following tale, from the pen of Pro- 

fessor Longfellow, of Bowdoin College, 

is considered one of hisbest efforts. It.is 

taken from one of his Outré-Mer, a publi- 

cation of great promise, lately cemmenced, 

in imitation of Irving's Sketch Book. 
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- Quoth hee, heer is a chaunce for the nones, 

For here hangeth the false Munk by cocks 

bones, 
The merry Jest of Jane Hew. 

In times of old there lived in the city of 

Rouen, a (tradesman, named Martin 

Frane, who, by a series of misfortunes, 

had been reduced from opulence to pover- 

ty. But poverty, which generally maketh 

men humble and laberious, only served to 

make him proud and lazy; and in propor- 

tion as he grew poorer and poorer, he 

grew also‘prouder and lazier. He contri- 

ved, however, to live along from day to 

day, by now and then pawning a silken 

robe of his wife, or selling a silver spoon, 

or some other trifle saved from the wreek 

of his better fortune ; and passed his time 

pleasantly enongh in loitering about the 

market place, and walking up and dower 

.on the sunny side of the street. 

The fair Marguerite, his wife, was cele- 

brated through the whole city for her beau- 

ty, her wit, and her virtue. She was a 

brunette, with the blackest eye, the whit- 

.est teeth, and the ripest nut-brewn cheek 

in all Normandy ; ber figure was. tall and 

stately, her hands and feet most delicately 

moulded, and her swimming gait like the 

motion of a swan. In happier days she 

had been the delight of the richest trades- 

men in the city, and the envy of the fair- 

est dames ; and when she became poor, 

her fame was not a little increased by her 

cruelly to several burghers, who, without 

consulting their wives, had generously of- 

fered to stand bet veen her busband and 

bankruptey, and do al! in their power to 

raise a worthy and respectable family. 

The friends of Martin Franc, like the 

(riends of many a ruined man before and
 

gince. deserted him in the day of adversi- 

ty. Of all that had eaten his dinners, and | 

drank bis wine, and philandered with his 

wife, none sought the narrow alley and 

humble dwelling of the broken tradesman, 

save one ; and that one was Friar Gui, the 

Qacristan of the Abbey of Saint Anthony. 

He was a little, jolly, red faced friar, with 

a leer in his eve, and rather a naughty re- 

putation for a man of his cloth’; but as he 

was a kind of travelling gazette and always 

brought the latest news and gossip of the 

city. and besides was the only person who 

condescended to visit the house of Martin 

Frane : in fine, for the want of a better; 

he was considered in the light of a friend. 

In these constant assiduities, Friar Gui 

had his secret motives, of which the siagle 

beart of Martin Franc was entirely unsus- 

picious. The keener eye of his wife, how- 

ever. soon discovered two faces under the 

bood. She observed that the Friar gene- 

rally timed bis visils so as to be at the 

' house when Martin Franc was not at home
 

— that he seemed to prefer the edge of 

the evening, and that as his visits became 

more frequent he always had some apolo- 

gv ready, such as being obliged to pass 

that way, he could not go by the door with- 

but just dropping ia lo see how the good 

man Martin did.” Occasionally, too, he 

ventured to bring her some ghostly present 

— euch as a picture of the Madonna and 

child, or bne of those little naked images, 

which are hawked about the streets at the 

Nativity. Though the object of all this 

was but too obvious, yet the fair Margue- 

rite persevered in misconstruing the Fri- 

a:r’s intentions, and in dexterously turning 

any expressions of gallantry that fell from 

his venerable lips. In this way Friar Gui 
wes {or a long time kept at bay; and Mar- 

tio Franc preserved in the day of poverty 

and distress, that consolation of all the 

world’s afifliction—na triend. But finally 

things came to such a pass that the honest 
tradesman opened his eves, and wondered 

he had been asleep so long. Whereupon 
he was irreverend enough to tweak the 

nose of Friar Gui, and then to thrust him 

ibto the street by the shoulders, 

Meantime the limes grew worse snd 

worse. Une family relie followed another | efor received from any penitence of his 

—the last silken robe was pawned the 

jast silver spoon gold ; ontil at length poor 

Martin Franc was forsed to ‘drag the d—| 

by the tail ;’ in other words, beggnry star- 

ed him full in the fees. But the fair Mar- 

guerite did not eves then despair. In 

those days a belief ia the immediate guar. 

dianship of 
_-— aad prevalent then in these lew 

and d 
ed no great probability of improving their 

condition by 
could be brought’on by mere 
cy, she determined to try what could be 

done by intercession with (he pation sa
int 

of her husband.. Accordingly she repair 

ed one evening to the Abbey of Samt An-
 

thony, to place a volive can 
her prayer at the altar which stood in the 

little chapel dedicated to St. Martin. 

pl DR
 a * 

tin. Franc had dealt a heavie
r ‘blow than 

. Amid the gris(and conster |, 

followed this discovery, the 
M 

a —— 

snerate limes; and as there seem- 

‘any lucky change, whic 

human agen- 

It was already 'sun-down when she 

reached the church, and the evenin
 ser- 

vice of the Virgin had commence. A 

the Madonna, andthe organ rolled its d
eep 

melody along the dim arches of the 
ehurch. 

Marguerite mingled with the kneeling 

with as much devotion, as the m
ost learn- 

ed clerk of the convent. When the ser- 

vice was over, she repaired to the chapel 

of St. Martin, and lighted her votive
 taper 

at the silver lamp, which burned before 

the chapel, and with tears io her 
eyes, be- 

Whilst she was thus engaged, the
 charch 

became gradually deserted, till 
she was 

left as she thought alone. But in this she 

was mistaken ; for when she rose to de- 

part, the portly figure of Friar Gui was 

stanCing close at ker elbow ! 

« A fair good evening to my lady Mar- 

guerite,”’ said he significantly ; Saint 

Martin has heard your prayer, aad 
seul 

me to relieve your poverty.” 

*“ Then, by the Virgin 1" replied she, 

“the good saint is not very fastidious in 

the choice of his messengers.” 

. “ Nay, good wife?’ answered th
e friar, 

not at all abashed by this ungracions re- 

ply ; “if the tidings are good, what mat- 

ters it who the messenger may be ?—An
d 

bow does Martin Franc, these days ?” 

.* He is well, Sir Gui ;” replied Mar- 

uerite ; ‘‘ and were he present, I doubt 

not would thank you heartily for the int
er 

est you still take in him and his poor wi
fe.” 

« Fle has done me wrong ;”’ continued 

the far without seeming to notice the 

pointedness of Margnerite’s reply. ‘““ Bat 

it is our duly to forgive our enemies
 ; and 

so Jet the past be forgotien. I know that 

he is in want. Here, take this to him,and 

tell him I am sth his friend.” 

So saying, he drew a small purse fr
om 

the sleeve of his habit, and proffered it to 

his companion. I know not whether it 

were a suggestion of Saint Martin, 

true it is, that the fair lady of Martin 

Franc seemed to lend a more willing ear 

‘to the earnest whispers of the Fr
iar. At 

length she said ; 
¢“ Put up your purse ; to-day I can nei- 

ther deliver your gift por your message. 

Martin Franc has gone from heme.” 

“Then keep it for yourself.” 

:« Nay, Sir Monk,” replied Marguerite, 

casting down her eyes ; I can take no 

bribes here in the church, and in the very 

chapel of my husband’s patron saint. You 

shall bring it to me at my house, an’ you 

will, Sir Gui.” 

The Friar put up the purse, and the 

conversation which followed, was in a low 

indidtinct undertone, audible only to the 

ears for which it was intended. At length 

tere¢, as she glided from the church, 

were ; 
 To-night ; when the Abbey clock 

strikes twelve | —remember id 

It would be useless to relate how impa- 

tiently the Friar counted the hours and 

the quarters asthey chimed from the anci-
 

ent tower of the Abbey, whilst he paced to 

and ‘ro along the gloomy cloister. At 

length the appointed hour approached; and 

just before the convent bell sent forth its 

to their midnight devotions, a figure, with 

a cowl, stole out of a postern gale, and 

passing silently along the deserted streets
, 

soon turned in the little alley, which led to
 

the dwelling of Martin 

other than Friar Gui. He rapped softly 

at the tradesman’s door ; and casting a 

look up and down the street, asif to assure 

slipped into the house. 
© Has Martin’Franc returned © enquir- 

ed hein a whisper. 
“ No ;” answered the sweet voice ol 

his wife ; he will not be back ta night.” 

¢“ Then all good angels befriend us id 

continued the monk, endeavouring to take 

her hand. - 
 Not'so, Sir Monk” said she disenga- 

ging herself. 
of the meeting. 
The Friar paused a moment ; and theo 

drawing a heavy leathern purse from his 

girdle, he threw it on the table. Atthe 

same moment a footstep was heard behind 

him, and a heavy blow from a club threw 

him prostrate upon the floor. It came 

from the strong arm of Martin Franc him- 
sell! 

absence was feigned. His wife had invent- 

ed the story to decoy the monk, and 

thereby to keep her husband from beg- 

gary and te relieve herself once for all, 

from the importunities of a false friend. — 

At first Martin Franc would not listen to 

the proposition ; but at length he yielded 

seveter. discipline than bis shoulders had 

own. 
The affair however, took a more seri: 

ous turn than was intended ; for wheg 

they tried to raise the Friar from the 

ground—he was dead. The blow aimed 

at his shoulder fell wpon his shaven crown ; 
and in the excitement of the moment Mar- 

the esints was much more ti | 
d | he intended. 

nation which 
quick imagi 
an ex | 

at the Friar's side caught her eye. 

tily unfastening the ring she ga 

to her husba | 

dle and offer 

cloud of incense floated before the
 altar of 

crowd and repeated the reponses i
n Latin, 

his altar, knelt down in a retired part of 

sought the saint for aid and prote
ction.— 1p 

but | 

the interview ceased ; and, O woman! 

tke last words the virtuous Marguerite ut- 

summons to call the friars of St. Anthony b 

ranc. It was none 

himself that his metions were unobserved,
’ 

‘ You forgot the conditions 
of some Jealous husband. 

the monks brawny 

It is hardly necessary to say that this|P 

to the urgent entreaties of his wife ; and 

the plan finally agreed upon was, that Fri- 

ar Gui, after Jeaving his purse behind him, 

should be sent back to the convent with a 

g 
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pi 

ination of his wife suggested 
ient of safety. A bunch of keys 

“ For the holy Virgin's sake, be quick. 
One of these keys unlocks ‘\he postern 

gate of the convent garden. Carry the 

body thither, and leave it among the 

trees. 
ou 

Martin Franc threw the dead body of 

the monk across his shoulder
, and with a 

heavy heart took his way to the
 abbey.— 

moon had not yet risen her light w
as in 

the sky, and came reflecte
d down In 8 

twilight upon earth. 

Not a sound was heard throu
gh ell the 

long and solitary trees, save
 at intervals 

the distant crowing of a cock, o
r the me- 

lancholy hoot of an owl from the lonely 

tower of the abbey. The silence weigh- 

ed like ar accusing spirit upon
 the guilty 

conscience of Martin Franc.
 He started 

at the sound of his own breathing, as he 

anted under the heavy burden of the 

monk’s body ; and if perchance a bat fit- 

ted near him on drowsy wings
, he paused, 

and his heart beat audibly with terror ; 

such cowards does conscience
 make even 

of the most courageous. At length, he 

reached the garden wall of 
the abbey— 

opened the postern gate with th
e key, and 

bearing the monk into the garde
n, seated 

him upon a stone bench by the edge of 

the fountain, with his head rais
ed against 

a column, upon which was scul
ptured an 

image of the Madonna. He then re- 

pluced the bunch of keys at the Monk's 

girdle, and returned home with hasty 

steps. 3 V, 

When the Prior of the Convent. to 

whome the repeated delinquenci
es of Fri- 

ar Gui were but too well kno
wn, observ- 

ing that he was again absent from his 

post at midnight prayers? he wa
xed ex- 

ceedingly angry ; and no sooner was the 

duties of the chapel finished, than he se
nt 

a monk in pursuit of the truant sacristan, 

summoning him to appear immedi
ately at 

his cell. By chance it happened, that 

the monk chosen for this duty, was
 a bitter 

enemy of Friar Gui ; and very shrewdly 

out of the garden gate on soms3
 midnight 

adventure, he took that direction
 in pur- 

cuit. The moon was just climbing the con
- 

vent wall, and threw: its silvery light 

through the trees of the garden, and on 

the sparkling waters of the fountai
n, that 

fell with a soft lulling sound iato 

the deep basin below. As the monk 

passed on his way, he stopped t
o quench 

his thirst with a draught of the coo
l water, 

and was turning to depart when his eye 

caught the motionless form of the
 sacris- 

an sitting erect ia the shadow of the 

stone column 

« How is this, Friar Gui, quoth the 

mouk, is this a place to De sleeping at 

midnight, when the brotherbood are al
l in 

their dormitories ? 
Friar Gui made no answer, 

“ Up, up !—thou eternal sleeper
, and 

do penance for thy negligence. ~ The 

Prior calls for thee at his cell !’ continued 

gacristan by the shoulder. 

But still no answer. 

‘ Thea by St. Anthony I'll wake the
e ! 

So, so, Sir Gui ! 

And saying this he dealt a heavy b
low 

on his ear. The body bent slowly for- 

ward from its erect position, and giving a 

hesdlong plunge, sank with a heavy 
splash 

into the basin ofthe fountain. The monk 

waited o few momenis in expectation of 

sesing Friar Gui rise dripping from his 

cold Bath, but he waited in vain—for 
he 

lay motionless at the bottom of the
 basin- 

is eves open, and his ghastly : 

torted by the ripples of the water. 
With 

a beating heart the monk stooped
 down, 

and grasping the skirt of the sacristan’s 

habit, at length succeeded in dra
wing him 

from the water. All efforts to resusitate 

bim were unavailing. The monk was fil- 

led with terror, not doubting that the Fri
- 

ar had died untimely by his hand ; and as 

the animosity between them was no se- 

cret in the convent, he feared that, when 

‘he deed was known, he should be acc
us- 

ed of wilful murder. He therefore locked 

round for an expedient to relieve him of 

the dead body ; andthe well known cha. 

acter of the sacristan suggested one. .— 

Ie determined to carry the body to the 

the murder might fall upon the shoulders 
The beauty of 

Martin Franc’s wife had penetrated the 

thickest walls of the convent, and their|p 

was not a Friar in the whole abbey of St. 

‘Anthony who had not done penance for 

his truent imagination. Accordingly 

the dead body of Friar Gui, was laid upon 
shoulders-—carried 

back tothe house of Martin Franc, and 

laced in an erect position against the 

door. ‘The monk knecked loud and long ; 

and then gliding through a by lane, 

stole back to the cenveat. 

A troubled conscience would not suffer 

Martin Franc and his wile to close their 

eyes ; but they lay awake lamenting the 

doleful events of the night. The knock 

at the door sounded like a death koell io 

their ears. It continued at intervals, rap 

—rap—rap, with a dull sound-as if some 

thing heavy wese swinging against the pan- 

pel : for the wind had risen during the 

night, and every angry gust that swept 

down the ally, swung (he arms of the life- 

less sacristan against the door. Allength 

Martin Franc mustered courage enough 

his wife follewed him with a lamp in her 

latch, than the ponderous body of Friar 

Gui fall sfark and heay) into his afi 

just been drag 

Has- | 

ve the keys |¢ 

himself from the 
«¢ for 1 met not a living being § the whole 

It was a clear starry night,and 
though the | 

supposing that the sacristan had stolen|g 

the monk, growing angry and shak
ing the |p 

most noted beauty of Rouen, and leave it{p 

on the door step, so that all suspicions of 

to dress himself and to go down, whilst 

hand ; but no sooner had he lifted the| 

"Here is the Monk again ; 

arguetite, with astonishment. 
IN 

bee dut of the rive 

0 we are & | 

claimed Marguerite in agony. 

Thon the 2 hy, S/O betr
ayed 

the embrace of the sacristan; [that it was executed without delay. They us 5” replied Martin Franc, diseng 

city was as silent as the grave.” 

‘“ Holy St. Martin d 

aved his terrified wife, 

one ;: and lose no time. 

Holy Virgin! 
shines !”’ 

Saying this she thr 

scapulary—with the 

one end, and an imag 

fearful misgivings departe 

when su reached the quay, 

but in vain; 

sack. 
he did not perceive Martin Franc, till he 

was close upon him ; and when on look- 

less in the shadow of the wall, he thou
ght 

himself waylaid, and without waiting 
to be 

assaulted, droppe 

ders, and ran off at tull speed. The sack 

fell heavily on the pavement, and d
irectly 

on the feet of Martin Franc. In the fall 

bloody head—not of a dead monk,
 as it 

came ioto the mind of Martin Franc, very
 

similar to what would have come into the 

cumstances. Ile took the hog out of the 

man of the sack returned, accompani
ed by 

bearer, telling him he had been frig
htened 

at his own shadow on the wall. Then one 

three disappeared. 

was at that time infested with.three street 

robbers, who walked in darknes
s like the 

estilence, and always carried the plunde
r 

of their midaight .marauding to the T 

de-Bceuf, a litrie tavern in one of the
 d 

est anc narrowest lanes of the city. The 

host of the Tete-de-Bmuf was priv
y to all 

their schemes, and had an equal share
 in 

the profits of their nightly excursions
. He 

any chance traveller, that was luckless e- 

nough to sleep under his reof. 

of Friar Gui, this litte morauding party 

had been prowling about the city until a 

late hour, without finding any thing to re- 

ward their labours. 

interrupted say further operations of the 

arty—the dawn of day being now at h
aod 

—they all repaired to their gloomy den in 

the Tete-de-Bauf. The host was impa- 

tiently waiting their return; and asking 

what plunder they had brought 
with them, 

the sack. The first thing that presented 

hood. 

«« The d—I take the d—I {\n 

is this >—Your hog bas got a cowl !” 

grey cloth. 

ar appeared. 
[tis a monk, stark dead !” 

ed.” 

| eromsing * himself. 
‘exclaimed [do it, the better j for itis now near day 

light, aod people will soon. be passing in 

«Yes, and i ping wet, au'il ke bad | the stree
t.” : 

betrayed—betrayed ’ ex- |g 

this scapulary to guard you from the 
evil 

You must throw | and day-light began to peep into
 the east- 

the body into the river ; or we are lost ! 

How bright the moon |and prepare 

ew round his neck a | bring at his stall, when 
looking 

figure of a cross on lo! in its place he recognized ihe dead 

e of the Virgin on |body of Friar Gui. 

the other, and Martin Frank again took 

the dead man upon his shoulders, 
and with ared | 

d on his dismal [die quietly ir his cell ; but I never thought 

errand. He kept as much as possible in 

the shadow of the houses, and h
ad nearly 

ddenly, he |that I murdered him, and I shall pay for 

thought he heard footsteps behind h
im, he 

stopped (o listen ; it was no mistake, they | g 

came along the pavement, tramp ! tramp !| 

and every step grew louder and nearer. ing 

Martin Franc tried to quicken his pace ; 

his knees smote together, 

and he staggered against the wall, ms | man, 

hand relaxed his grasp, and the monk 
slid 

from -his back, and stood ghastly and| : 

straight beside him, supported by e
hanco, there is no evil 

against the shoulder of his bearer. Al 

that moment a man came round 
the cor- 

ner, tottering beneath the weight o
f a huge 

As his head was bent downwa
rds | ‘Who 

d the sack from hisshoul- | pursue alt
er, him cryin 

the string was broken ; and out came the |came to bi 

first seemed to the excited imagination of 

Martin Franc, but of a dead hog ! when 

the terror and surprise caused by this s
in- 

ular event had a little subsided, an idea {they determined 
to 

mind of almost nny person in similar cir- 

sack and putting the body of the menk
 in- |g 

to its place, secured it with the remnants | with his sta 

of the broken string, and thea’ hurried 

homeward with the hog upon his shoulde
rs. 

Ho was hardly out of sight, wheu the 

two others. They were surprised to find 

the sack still lying on the ground, with 
no 

one near it, and began to jeer the former 

of them took the sack upon his shoulde
rs, |) 

without the least suspicion of the c
hange 

that had been made iu its contents, 
and all 

Now it happened that the city of R
ouen 

ark- 

gave a helping hand too, by the length of 

his bills, and by plundering the pocke
ts of 

Oo the night of the disastrous adventur
e 

they chanced to spy a hog, hanging under
 

a shed in a butcher’s yard in readiness [or |seen no more 

the next day’s markei ; and as they were 

aot very fastidious in selecting their plan
- 

der, but on the contrary rather addicted 

to taking whatever they could lay their 

Pepe on, the hog was straightway pur-| 
5oply bald, and although a younger man than 

oined, thiust into a large sack, and sent |g royal highness, he stood more in need of 

to the Tete-de-Baufl on the shoulders of ja wig. 

one of the party, while the other two |long standing in the service, and whose promo- 

continued their nocturnal excursion, It} 

was this person, who had been so terrified ly accounted for. 
at the appearance of Martin Franc and |). 

the dead monk ; and as this encount
er had be Ta Sri, eagerly. 

roceeded without delay to remove it from 

itself, on untying the string, was the mo
nk’s 

cried 

the host, as he opened the sack, * What| Lines 
will be inserted for Four Shillings 

¢“ A dead monk, indeed !”’ said a third 

with an incredulous shake of the bead. SAHBYRY, 

How could a dead monk get into this sack ! 

—No,no ; there. is some diablerie in this. 

[ have heard it said, that satan can take 

any shape he pleases ; and you may rely 

upon it, this is Satan himself, who has ta- | SugprzLp, 

ken the shape of a monk to get us all hang- GaGETOWN 

“ «Ther we had better kill the d-——] than | HxxrToN, 

have the d—I kill us "’—replied the host, | Sussex Vag, 

Ct ns Vs for eee.
 ow a - —— 

«. And the sooner i" 

ic ;’ and my advice is to take bin fo 

the butcher’s yard, ard haog him up in 

the place where we. (ound the hog.” 

This proposition so pleased tae, others, 

carried the Friar tothe Butc
her's - house 

:nd passing a strong cord round his e
eck 

‘defend us 1” conti. suspended him to a
 beam inthe shed, and 

¢« Here, take (there lef thim. 
| 

When the night was at length passed. 

ern windows of the city, the butcher ardse 

woold casting up in his mind what the h 
pwdrds 

¢“ By St. Dennis '”” quoth the Butcher 

I always feared that this Friar would nat 

[ should find him hangircg under my own 

roof. This must not be ; it will be eaid 

it with my life. 1 must contrive a way to 

et rid of him.” Co 

So saying, he called his man, and show- 

him what had been done, asked him 

| how he could dispose of the body, sg ‘hat 

he might not be accused of murder. The 

who was of a ready wit, reflected a 

moment, and then answered 

“¢¢ This is indeed a difficult matter ; but 
without its remedy.— 

We will place the Friar on horseback—- 

« What '—a dead man on horse back ! 

impossible !” interrupted the butcher. 

ever heard of a dead man: on 

horseback !”7 
¢«« [lear me out and then judge. We 

must place the body on horseback, as well 
ing up, he saw two figues standing motion- as we may and bind it fast with cords, and 

then let the horse loose in the street, and 
ont, the - monk 

has stole. tha horse. Thus all who meet 

him, will strike him with their staves, as 

s death in that way.”’ 

Though this seemed to the butcher ra- 

ther a mad project, yet as no better one of- 

fered itself at the moment, and there was no 

time for reflection, mad as the project was, 
put it into gxecution. 

Accordingly the butcher's horse was 

brought out, and the Friar was bound upon 

his back, and with much difficulty fizsed in 

an upright position. The butcher then 

vave the horse a blow upon the crupper 

fT, which set him ia full gallop 

down the street, and he and his man joined
 

in pursuit, crying : 

“« Stop thief !—Stop thief t—The friar 

has stolon my horse !” 

As it was now sunrise, the streets wele 

full of people, driving their goods to mar- 

ket, and citizens goipg to their daily: a
vo- 

cations. When they saw the Friar dash 

ing at full speed down ‘the street, they 

oined in the cry of ¢ Stop thief !—Stap 

that horse !’ and many who “endeavoured 

to seize the bridle as the Friar passed 

them at full speed were thrown ups the 

pavement, and trampled under footi— 

Others joined in the holloo ! and the pur- 

suit : but this only served to quicken the 

gallop of the frightened steed, who dashe
d 

ete- 'down one street and up another like:the 

wind, with two or three mounted citizens 

clattering in full cry at his heels. At 

length they reached the market place.— 

The peovle scatiered right and left in dis- 

| may —and the steed and rider dashed on- 

ward, overthrowing in their course men 

and women, and stalls, and piles of - mer- 

chandize, and sweeping away hke a whirl-
 

wind. Tramp—tramp—tramp thev clat- 

ted on ; they hed distanced all pursuit.— 

They reached the quay ; the wide pave- 

ment was cleared at a bound—one more 

wild leap—and splash ! both horse and ri- 

At length, however, | der sank into the rapid current ol the’ ri- 

ver—swept down the stream—and were 
' 

aid 14 Zan 

PaomoTion.—The late Duke of York onee 

remarked to Colonel W. at the mess of the 

11th regiment, that the colonel was uncom-~ 

The colonel, who had. been of very 

tion had been by no means rapid, informed 
his 

royal highness, that his baldness could be ea
si- 

“ In what manner ?” asked 

To whieh 

“ By junior officers step- 

ping over my head.” The Poke was 80 pleas. 

ed with the reply, that the gallant Colonel o 

tained promotion in a few days afterwards. 
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