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The Blind Boy.

BY AN AMERICAN POET.
I was a blessed snmmer day,
The flonwers bloomed —the air was mlld,
Yhe littie birds poured torth their lay,
And every thing ia nature smiled.

ta pleasant thougnts | wandered on
Beneath the deep wood's ample shade,
il suddenly 1 came upon
Two children who had thither sirayed,

Just at an azed birch tree’s foot
A little boy and girl reclined,

His hands ia hers she kindly put,
And then | saw the boy was blind,

Yhe ehildren knew not I was near;
A tree concealed me from their view,
But al! they said | well could hear,
And I could sve all they might do.

“Paar Mary” said the poor blind boy,
“'That littie bird sings very long;
y, do you see him in his joy,
And is he pretty as his song 1’

«Yes, Edward. vyes,’ replied the maid,
‘I eee the bird on yonder tree 3’

The poor boy sivhed, and gently said,
s Sister, L wish thatl could see.’

“Tha flowers you sav, are very fair,

And beight green ieaves are on the trees,
Aad pretty hicds are singing there—

How beautiful for one who sees.’

’
¢ Yeal the (rasrant fowers can smell,
And I cxn fael the green leaf’s shade,
And | can hear the notes that swell
From those dear birds that God has made.

« 89, sister, God to me is kind
Thouzh sight'! He has not given;

But tell me are there any biind
Among the children up in Heaven 7

“No. dearest Fdward vWERX all seq—
But why a2k me a thing so odd ?
«Oh. Marv, [1¥’s S0 600D TO ME,
{ Tuoveut I'p L1KE To Look AT Gop/

Kre lonxdiseasa hishand had laid
On that de ir oy so meek and mild;
His widow’d mother wept aud pray’d
That God would spare her sightiess child.

He felt her warm tears on his face,
And sid = Oh, never wacp for me,

'mgeing to a bright—hright place
Where Mary says LGoD sSHALL 55K,

« And vou'll he there, dear Mary. too
But, mother,when you getup there,

Tell Ldward, mother, that, tis you—
You know | never saw you here”

He gpoke ro more, but sweetiy smiled,
Unti! the tinal blow was given—
When God teck up the poor blind child,
And open’d first his eyes in Heaveu.

The Hauated House in Charn-
waod Forest.

From Howiti's Country Year Book.

(Concluded.)

At this crisis, the terrified guest vmp!d
wsually utier a fesrful shriel, und‘nm:n
go into a swoon. The whole fami'y
would be roused from their beds by the
alarm : but an no oceasion bad any traces
of the cause of terror been found, though
she house, on such occasions, had l')t‘vn
diligently and thoroughly searched. The
annoying visit was described as beiny
By no means uniform.  Sometimes It
would not take place for a very long
sime, 0 that they would begin to hope
tgat there wonld be no more of 1t 5 hut‘ it
would, when least expected, oceur again.
Faw people of late years, however, had
ventured to sleep in that rooim, and have
npver since the forementioned elergyman
was so terribly alarmed, about two years

ago, had i once been ocenpied.
“Then” said John Dasford, “it 1s

probable that the anpoyance i3 done with
fecever.

If the troublegome visitant was

-

still occasionally present, it would, no
doubt, take care to manifest itself in
some mode or place. It was necessary
to test the matter to see whether this
particular room was shll subject to so
strange a phenomenon,”

This se2med to have an effect on the
farmer and his wife, The old inan urged
his suit all the more earnestly, and, after
further show of extreme reluctance on
the part of his entertainers, finally pre-
vailed.

The consent once being given, the
farmer's wife retired to make the neces-
sary arrangements. Our friend heard
sundry goings to and fro; but at length
it was snnounced to him that all was
ready, the farmer and his wife both re-
peating that they would be much better
pleased if Mr. Basford would be pleased
to &leep in some other room. The old
man, however, remained firm to his pur-
pose ; he was shown to his chamber, and
the inaid who led the way stood at sgome
distance from the denoted doer, and
pointing to it, bade hun good night, and
hurried away. :

Mr. Basford found himself alone in the
haunted room, he looked around and dis.
covered nohing that should make it
differ from any other good and comfort-
able chizmber, or that should give to
some invisible agent so singular a pro-
pensity to disturb any innocent mortal
that nocturnated in it.  Whether he tei
any nervous terrors, we know not; but as
he was come to see all that would or
could occar there, he kept himself most
vigilantiy awake. He lay down in a
very good feather bed, extnguished his
light, and waited in patience. T'hne and
tide, as thev will wait for no man, went
on. All sounds of life ceased in the
house; nothing could be heard, but the
rushing wind without, and the bark of
the yard dog occasionslly amid the
laughing blast. Midnight came, and
fonad John Basford wide awake and
watchfully expectant.  Nothing stirted.
but he lay stili on the watch. Atlength
—was it so! Did he not hear a rustling
inovement, as it were near his door, or
was it his excited fancy ?  He raised his
head from bie pillow, and hLstened in-
tensely. Hush! there is something!—
no!—-it was his contagious mind ready
to hear and see—whuat? There was an
actual sound of the latch! He could
hear it raised ! —He conld not be mistak-
en. There was a sound as if the door
was cautiously epened.— List ! it was
true. There was sofl, stealthy footsteps
on ihe carpet ; they came directly towards
the bed; they paused at its foot; the
curtains were agitated ; there were steps
on the bed ; something crept—did not the
heart and the very flesh of the rash old
wman now ereep too >—and upon him sank
a pa'pable form, palpable from its pres-
<ure, for the night was dark as an oven.
There was a heavy weight on his chest,
and in the same instant something almost
icy cold tonched his face. ;

With a sudden, convulsive action, the
old man suddenly flung up his arms.
clutched at the termble object which
thus oppressed him, and shouted with a
loud crv:

¢1 have got him! I have got him?

There was a saund of a deep growl, 2
vehement struzele, but John Bastord held
fast his hold and felt that he had some-
thing within it, huge, shaggy and power-
ful.  Onee more he raised his voice loud
enough to have roused the whole house:
but it seemed no voice of terror, but one
of trivmph and satisfaction. Inthe nex!
instant, the farmer rushed into the room
with a light in his band, and revealed to
Jobh Basford that he held in his arms
the struzoling form of a huge Newfeund-
tind dog!

i

¢ Let him @n, sir, in God’s name " ex-
claimed the farmer, on whose brow drops
of real anguish stood, and ghistened
the licht of the candle.—¢ Down stairs
Cwmesir!” and the dog released from the
hold of the Quaker, departed as if much
ashamed.

In the same instant, the fartter and his
wife, who now also came in dressed, and
evidentlv never having been in bed, were
on their knees by the bedside.

*You know it all, sir, said the farm-
er; ‘yon see throughit. Yon are too
deep and strong miuded to be imposed
on. We were, therefore, afraid of this
when you asked to sleep in this room.
Promise us now, that while we live you
will never reveal what you know ?

They then related to him, that this
house and chamber had never been
haunted by any other than this dog,
which bad been trained to play the part,
That, for geverations, their famnily had
lived on this farm ; but some years ago,
their landlord having suddenly raised
their rent to an amount that they feit
they conld not give. they were compel-
led to think of guitting the farm.  T'his
was to them an insuperable source of
orief. It was the place ihat all their
lives and memories were bound np with,
Ihey were extremely cast down. Sad
denly it occurred to them to give an il
name to the house. They hit on ths
scheme, and, having practiced well, did
not long want an opportunity of trving it,
it had succceded beyond iheir expocta-
tions. The fears of their guests were
found to be of a force which completely
blinded them to any discovery of the
truth  There had been occasions where
they thought some clumsy accident must
have stripped away the celusion : but no!
there seemed a thick veil of blindness; a
fascination of terror cast over the strong-
est winds, which pothing could pierce
through. Case after case occurred ; and
the house and farm acquired such a
character, that no money or consideration
of any kind would have induced a fresi
tenant to live there. The old tenants
continued at their old rent ; and the com-
fortable ghost stretched himself every
nightin a capacious kennel, witheut any
need of disturbing his slumbers by calls
to disturb those of the guests of the
haunted chamber.

Having made this revelation the far-
mer and his wife again implored their
guest to preserve their secret.

He hesitated.

“ Nay,” said he, % T think it would not
be right to do that, 'That would be to
make myself'a party to a public deception.
It wounld be a kind of fraud on the world
and the landlord. Tt wonld serve to keep
up those euperstitions terrors which
should be as speediiy as possible dissi-
pated.”

The farmer was in agony. He rose
and strode to and fro in the room. His
countenance srew red and wrathfel:  He
cast dark glances at his guest, whom his
wife continned to implore, and who sat
silent and as it were, lost in retlection.

“ Apd do voun think ita right thing,
Sir,” eaid the farmer, * thus to force your-
self into a stranger’s house and famly.
and, in spite of the strongest wishes to
the contrary, into his very chambers, and
that only to do him a mischief?  [s1hat
your rehigion Sir? I thought you had
semething better in you than that.  Am
[ now to think your mildness and piety
were only 8o much hypocrisy put on to
rain me ?”

“ Nay. friend, I dont want to ruin
thee,” 2aid the Quaker.

“But ruin me you will, though, il you
publigh this discovery. Out [ must turn.
and be the laughing stock of the whole
country to boot. Now if thatis what you

mean, say <o, and | will know what sort
o' man you are. Let me know at ouce
whether yon are an honest man or a
cockatrice

** My friend.” gaid the Quaker, ¢ canst
thou call thyself an bonest :an; in prac.
tising this deception for all these years,
and depriving thy landlord of the rent he
would otherwise have got from another?
And dost thon think it wonld be honesg
in me to assist in the continuance of this
frand 2

“1 rob the landlord of nothing,” replied
the farmer. I pay a good fair rent:
but 1 don’t want to quit the old spot. And
if vou had not thrust yonrselt into 1his af-
fair, you would have had nothng to Jav
on vour conscience concerning it. 1
must, let me tell yon, lock cn it as a piece
of nnwarrantable impertinence to eowe
thus to my house, and he kindly treated
only to turn Judas against me.”

The word Jndas seemied to hit the
Friend a great blow.

“ A Judas!”

“ Yes—a Judas!
claimed the wife,
thougzht it.”

* Nay, nay,” eaid the old wan, ‘I am
no Judas. ltis true I forced myself into
it; and if you pay the landlord an honest
rent, why, I don’t know that it s any
business of mine—at least while you
live.”

“That is all we want,” replied the far-
mer, his countenance chanvine, and
again flinging himself by his wifi on his
knees by the bed. * Promnise ns never to
reveal it while we live, and we shall be
quite satistied. We have no children,
and when we go. those may cowme to the
old spot who will.”

“ Promise nie never to practice this
trick ngain,” said John Basford.

“ We promize faithfully,” rejoined the
farmer and wife.

“ Then [ promige too,” said the Friend,
“that not a winsper of what has passed
here shall pass my lips during your life-
tiine.”

With 'warmest expressions of thanks,
the farmer and his wife withdrew; and
John Basford, having cleared the chaw-
ber of its mystery, lay down and passed
one of the swectest nights le ever en-
Joyed. ‘

The farmer and his wife lived a good
many years after this, but they both died
before Mr. Basfurd, and afier their death
he related to his fiiends the facts which
are here detailed. He, too, has passed,
years ago, to his longer nizht in the grave,
and to the clearing up of grester myste-
ries than that of —the Haunted House of
Charnwood Morest,

a real Judas!” ex-
“\Who could have
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To Our Readers.

Tnere are intervals in the career of &
Public Journalist, when, relaxing from
the conflicts of Party, and forgetiing for
a time all the other movements of the
busy World without, courtesy and custoin
sanction the indulgence of personal goe-
sip, when the editor ia freely permitted ‘o
<cam the relationship subsisting betwees
himsetl and his readers, reviewing his
conduct during the Past, and anticipating
what it may or ought to be for the Futuse.
The present sheet being the last of the
First Volume of our New Seties, we
feel that we have altained to such a0 me
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