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The CoYonial Fevald,

LITERATURE.
HELEN EYRE.

(Concluded.)

Thus was opening upon her the sweet and dewy prime of
the orphan’s life, when an annual meeting took place of all
the first families in the county, and indeed of people of all
ranks and conditions, on a large meadow by the river side,
near the town, to witness the skill of the  Ancient Band of
Border Bowmen.” 'The sunny day flowed on in joyful and
exhilerating pastimes,and in the evening there was a splen-
did Assembly. Mrs. Montgomery was there, and Helen
Eyre by her side. All the youth, beauty, and grace of the

- south of Scotland were present together, and although Helen
Eyre was certainly one of the loveliest of the lovely, it could
not be said that she attracted universal attention. There
were many circles formed round many attractive centres—
none shoune exactly like the moon among the lesser stars—
but of these stars themselves, some were brighter than others,
ot diffused a mellower lustre.—Helen Lyre knew her own
situation—neither proud nor ashamed ; her dress was sim-
pler than that of many others, but such as it became a lady
to wear on such an occasion—a few pearls were round her
. soft anburn hair—and no eye looked upon lLer once, sitting
half retired in her inodest loveliness, without looking again
and again—uo heart, perhaps, but felt, after ranging over all
the splendid galaxy, that there wus one who had only to
come forward, and seek, in order to gain, the prize of grace,

elegance, and  beauty. » 5 4

Mrs. Montgomery had her pride, too, in her orphan, as
well as any mother in her child ;and she took care that Helen
Jyre shonld either have respectable friends, or none. This
was the first public meeting at which Helen bad been

present; and when she saw every one dancing around her,
har light heart longed 1o join the group. She loocked with
sparkling avd delighted eyes ou her sweet Constance, dis-
. tinguished wherever she woved along; and at length that
beautiful girl came up to her, and whispered in ber ear, that
her brother, who had arrived from England too late for the
archery, desired to be made acquainted with one of whom
he had heard so mmuch—lielen Eyre. Helen looked to Mrs.
Montgomery, and rising up, blushed, but, unembarrassed,
joined the dance with Henry Beaumont. As they took
their place in the good old country-dance, (not very far from
the top,)} there was much tossing of heads, pursing of mouths,
bridling up of elegant and inelegant figures, loud whisper-
ing, cousiderable tittering, and some little downright rude-
ness. But beauty will have its triumph; and Helen Kyre
stood unrufiled in that small storm. Henry Beaumont, too,
was a young man of birth and great estates—Dby far the most
elegant and accomplished person in the room, and an officer
in the Guards ; and it was soon understood by the male part
of the scorners, that it might not be quite prudent to express
slight or scorn towards any body who stood opposite to him
in the dance. There was a haughtiness in his eye somewhat
distressing to upstart people, and he carried himselfin a way
not very describable, but very intelligible to the meanest
and most vulgar capacity. He was likewise upwards of six
' feet high, and when it was his turn to lead off with Helen
Eyre, there was a most polite attention shown to all their
movements. It is no great merit, surely, to dance well ; but
now it seemed as if it were, for every eye was turned npon
that graceful pair, and even the most seuselessly and basely
proud felt that it was a pity Helen Eyre had been so horn,
for that she excelled in every thing she tried, and was, in-
deed, most truly beautiful. Helen felt, and she enjoyed her
triumph. To herself she attributed little of the politeness
shown by young Beaumont; but her heart overflowed with
gratitude towards Constance ; and when she acain took her
- seat beside Mrs. Montgomery, scarcely could she refrain
from tears, so touched wasshe by the noble kindness of her

friend. The evening passed away delightfully—Helen did

not dance again—but she was frequently spoken to by
young Beaumont, and svhether her happiness gave a color
to every thing around her, or it was really so, she thought

that all her acquaintances looked less coldly and distantly
upon her, and that little or no distinction seemed now to
exist hetween herself and the other young and bappy crea-
tures laughing and talking on every side. She even dreamt
of this meeting in her sleep ; and in that dream it was not
probable that she should see every body except young Henry

Beanmont. i

Henry Beaumont never concealed his feelings ; and next
day he declared to his mother that all Scotland did not hold
such another delightful ereature as Helen Ilyre! The old
lady heard these words with great gravity and solemmnity,
and said that she hoped hersen would remember his birth,
and not fall in love with sucha person as poor Helen Eyre,
however good and beautiful. « Fall in love, mother !'—who
talks of fulling in love >—not I—but this much is certain,
that Imust inquire of all my partners how they are this
momjng ;’—and with that he flung out of the room, mount-
ed his horse, and galloping across the conntry, as ifata
steeple chase, he soon found himselfin a pretty little garden
on 'I‘wce«"l:sida, with the good, worthy old Mrs. Montgomery
and her fair Helen.—He called upon none of his other pact-
ners that day, at lea.sr, and his subseqnent asseverations that
!1‘() had not fallen in love became less and less vehement.
The trath is, that he had fallen in love—that he was despe-
rately enamoured —and being a young man of ardent feelinos
and headstrong will, he swore an oath within his soul (?n
parting from Helen that forenoon, that, if he could gain' her
love, he would make her his wife !

_llcnry .Beau‘mont was not without pride—indeed, it was
his I)e'sem‘ng sin. But his heart was full of tenderness, and
the situation of Helen Liyre was such as to brine all that
tenderness up from its deepest spring. He was zsprom] of
his ancestry, perhaps of his own accomplishments, of his
fine person, and of'tho power of his manners. He had been
c]lsthgu}shgd at a great public school, and afterwards at an
Enghsh_U.nlversny, for the brilliancy of his talents. e no
sooner joined the erds, than he took his place, at once,
among the most polished and elegant society in the world.
He had met with universal adiniration : and all these things
together, although he knew they possessed little intrinsic or
g:::zr;el;:e;;\::em(;o:ld lm’)t but inﬂ.ucnce'lns temper and dis-

£ gradually acquired wisdom of riper years
had mellowed the impetuosity of _;'loutlx, and extended its

& e was, therefore, con-

- sidered by many 2 haughty and arrogant _’young mar;, and
not u]logclher.unjnstl_v; but the native generosity of his
heart wag continually showing itself; and althongh mere ac-
quaintances orstrangers might be repelled by his demeanour
no man could be more esteemed or beloved by his friends,
Now a new chord was touched in his heart. The sweet
Bisrarke 6ad riteluhah, ok T eroa R

g grae » toox his eye at the first glance

and although it could not be said to have gained, yet it cer-
;:unlly at once touc!led, I'nis aﬂ‘ec(_ions. As the innocence of
sf]rvelsc?jl:c(l)l:]"s‘c;:: llntglllgerlce of her mind indicated them-
l;ve and axlmiratisofl lonf'ev?ry kiR 3 well-chosen.word,

A ) _a better kind stole into his breast ;
and her excecding loveliness and beauty gave the warmth of
passion toan attachment which was of rapid growth, and
after a few interviews, was blended vitally with its. very
heart’s blood. He thought of her, now in her virein beauty
now as his bride, now as his wife, now as the m(;:ther of his
children : and his heart was sick, his very soul was faint in
the fever of tumultuous passion, till calmed again by solemn
thoughts of eternal union between hinself and Helen, here
and in heaven.

“Tue love which Helen Eyre felt towards him was ofa
very different kind. It was utterly hopeless, and therefore
it was utterly indulged. She knew that she never could be
his wife—that he would never stoop to marry her—that Con-
stance even would not like to see her brother forming a
connection below his own rank—and that his mother would
rather sec [n;r pgisoned or drowned, at least dead and buried,
than the wife of her Henry. All these convictions gave her
little or no distress, for they were not brought upon her uu-
expectedly, to damp a heart that had been warmed by other
thoughts—they formed the habitual knowledge of that hum-
})Ie heart, and they and thoughts like them had been instilled
into her bosomn by her good and wise guardian, who knew
that to save her from melancholy, it was necessary to show
her the truth of life, and to remnove all delusions. Helen
Eyre, therefore, allowed her soul to rejoice within her, in the

agitation of a new and heavenly happiness, whenever Henry
Beaumont appeared with his smiling countenance, that
brightened up the room, or the field, or the garden, with an
effulgence of bliss. She knew hex: own innocence—her own
resiguation—-and she knew, that if Mrs. Montgomery, who
was now very old, were to die, most solitary would be her
own lot. Therefore, she spoke, smiled, and walked with
Henry Beaumont, as with the only being on earth whom, 1n
the sacred silence of her soul, she would, till her dying hour,
perfectly love. He could not penetrate into her th.oughts—
he could not look, with these bold, bright, beautiful eyes,
into the covert of her inner spirit, where they all lay couched,
night and day, for ever—he would place his love on some
one of whom he had no cause to be ashamed, and who
would be welcomed to the hall of his fathers—he would
then only bestow a passing smile, or word, upon the orphan
—but she, the orphan herself; would cherish him in blame-
less and indulged passion in her bosom—and call down the
blessing of God, morning and evening, and many a time be-
sides, on the heads of himself, his wife, whoever she might
be, and the children that might rise up like flowers around
their feet. A love so hopeless, so pure, so unseifish, and so
unknown, it surely could be no sin for her to cherish, who
had no relations of her own, and few (riends indeed,—friends
doomed, no doubt, to be fewer still, year after year, till at
last she might have none to comfort her but her sweet Con-
stance, whom other affections might also keep too often
away, and the image of that brother—an image which, en-
graven on her heart, could only cease to be, when that heart
was broken, or had wasted and withered away into the dust.

Helen was wilking one evening by the river side, and
had descended into a small green glade on a wooded bank,
from which there was a cheerful and splendid prospect of
the town and the rich country round, when Heury Beau-
mont was at her side, and taking her hand into his, pressed
it to his heart, and then led her to a stone seat beside a little
spring that bubbled up through the roots of the trees, and
danced its short silvery course into the Tweed. Poor Helen’s
breath eame quickly when he pressed her to his bosom, and
with a few burnine kisses and breathing words, declared
his love and passion, and that she must become his wife.—
A pang of joy went throuzh her heart, and she could just
faintly utter, “Your wife!”—% Yes—my wife—say that it
will be so, and may God forget me if 1am net kind to you,
my best and most beautiful Helen, all the days of my lhife!”
“QOh! Sir, you could be unkind to no one, but think, oh
think, who I am, unfit and unsworthy to be the wife of ilenry
Beanmont!” He had an cloquent tongue, an cloquent eye ;
and there was eloquence in the throbbing and beating of
the heart that swelled his manly breast.. He held Helen in
his arms, as if'she had been a frightened and palpitating
dove—and she wished not to be released from that dear em-
brace.—She, the poor, despised and slighted orphan, heard
herself blessed by him who was the pride and flower of
Scotland’s  youth; his gentle, and tender, and respectful
kisses stirred up all the holy thoughts that she had hidden
in ber heart, that they might lie there unseen foi ever—and
in that trance of bliss, they all overflowed-—and a few words
of confessed atlection escaped her lips.  «Yes, I love you be-
yond life and my own soul—but never, never, Sir, may 1 be
your wife.—Think who you are, and then who | am, and a
voice will tell you that we never can be united.” With these
words she broke from his arms, and knelt down, nor was it
in his power, so confounded was he, for a few minutes to
litt herup. “ But though I know you never can marry me,
remember—oh ! never, never cease to remember—that 1 fell
down on my knees before you, and vowed before that God
who has hitherto preserved me in innocence and peace, to
devote my soul henceforth to your love. Enough will it be
for me to cherish your image for ever in -uy heart—to weep
with joy when I hear you are happy—never to repine, nor
envy her happiness who may one day lie in your bosom;
but since God sent me into the world an orphan, unhappily
born, let me strive to subdue my soul to an orphan’s fate, |
and submit quietly and piously to the solitary.years that may
be awaiting me, when my mother’s grey hairs are covered |
with darkness. Now, Sir, now, my beloved Henry Beau- |
mont, let us either part or walk away in sileaceyfrom this |
spot, which to me will be for ever a hallowed place—for of
love and marriage never more must our speech be—they are
not for us.” .

Helen separated from her loyer within a mile of her home,
and had on her arrival there sufficiently recovered her self-
command to be able to appear composed before Mrs. Mont-
gomery ; but she had never concealed from her dear inother |
any incident that affected her happiness, and she knew that |
it was now her duty to make a full disclosure of what had'
passed. She did so, and had the satisfaction to find that
her conduct brought tears of joy into her mother’s eyes.
I'he good old lady assured her God would reward her for
the high-principled sacrifice she had made, and on retiring
to her bed-room at night, she blessed her orphan with more
than wonted fervour and solemuity.

No sleep was there this night for Helen Eyre. She had!

made a great sacrifice, and nature now rose up against it.
Why should she not become the wife of Henry Beaumont,
it he loved her, as he said, better than all the world? Ought
her birth to be a bar between her and a whole life of bliss ?
Would she be violating any duty —doing injury or wrong to
any living ereature, by yielding herselt up in wedlock to the
man she so tenderly loved, and whom, she knew, she could
make happy ?  Were all the deepest, holiest, most awlul af-
fectiors of" the soul to be denied to him and to her, merely
because their union might offend a prejudice, or at best a
feeling that surely never could be vital, nor set in just oppo-
sition to all that the human soul felt to be sanctified in exis-
tence? What if his mother were to be offended——might
she not be soothed and reconciled by constant esteem and
humble respect, and be brought at last to look without re-
proachful eyes on the orphan who made her son happy ?
But then, this prejudice against her she knew to be with
many “a second nature;” and that it could not be reoted
out without shaking perhaps many other feelings, which, al-
thqugh not necessarily connected with it, had been so inter-
twined with it during the progress of life, that they too might
suﬂ.er; so that to overcome this sentiment against her.: a
ru(llcul.chunge orrevolntion never to be hoped for must take
place in the mind of Mrs. Beaumont. She saw, too, that
Mrs. Montgomery felt as she felt, and had approved of her
conduct, solely because she knew that Henry’s high-born
and haughty mother would never acknowledge her us his
bride. So Helen rose with the light, and as the bright, cheer-
ful, singing morn advanced, her heart was insensibly restor-
ed to its former serenity, and the orphan was once more
lm'p‘py and contented with her lot.

lh'el'l, too, she thought what a heartless sin it would be,
even if her marriage with Henry Beaumont could take place,
to leave her old mother, who was now so wealk and frail.
She had been taken, when a baby only a few duys old, un-
der the protection of that saint, and would she fly off on the
wings of' a selfish_and ungrateful love, and forgetting these
tottering steps and dim eyes, sink iuto the bosom of one
whom she had known for a few weeks only, and to whom
she owed nothing but a few 1inmpassioned words and vows ?
Such thoughts came across her heart. But she i was no weak
enthusiast even in virtue. Aud her own pure heart told her
that though it would never have allowed her to leave her
.motfner, who was much broken down, and too plainly sink-
ing into the grave, yet that she might, without any violation
or forgetfulness of her filial duties, have given Henry Beau-
mont a pledge to become his wife, when the event she fear-
ed, and shuddered indeed to name. but which every one
!(new was near; had taken place. All these were bewilder-
ing thoug!lts, and wheun poor Helen went into her mother’s
room, which she did every morning at a stated hour. iler
heart was labouring under a heavy load of emotion,

Helen_drew the curtains, and was about to kneel down at
the bedside, and bless her aged benefuctress in prayer. But
it seemed that she bad not yet awoke ; and stoopin:r ‘down
the orphan affectionately whispered a (‘ew, words?nto hex2
ear, that she might gently dispel the slumber. But that was
a sleep which neither low whisper nor loud thunder crasl}
might disturb. Helen knew that her mother was dead! And
for the first time in her life, for her heart was the mislress,
and not the slave of its passions, she fainted at the si(l(;
gf‘the motionless body, with her arms laid softly over its

reast.

Montgomery, it was in
to cheer the poor creature i 1
corpse of her whom she had loved and respected from child-

Mrs. Montgomery was known for many miles Poul;]ednitt'}ﬁ
town, where she had led more than twenty years ot a g

and charitable life.

The melancholy tidings soon reached
Hirst, and Constance Beanmont flew to comfort her dearest

friend.—Nor did her mother, who yet knew nothing of Hen-

ry’s avowal of his love to Helen, think of preventing Con-

stance from carrying comfort to the bereaved orphan. Hers

ar 't ing truly loved Mrs.
vas a proud but'a warm heart; and having e
i tears that she saw Constance depart
who was now sitting by the

hood, and whom she was ere long to follow to the grave.
"The thought of their ages being the same, was at once ten-

der and solemn ; and something ot the sanctity of that pure

unmingled affection with which she regarded the meglory
of Mrs. Montgomery, could not but attach to Helen Eyre,
who had so long tended ber declining age, and repaid, .by
the most beautiful constancy ~of filial love, the cares which
had been lavished in the warmth of nature, and the charity
of Christian faith, upon her orphan head. :

Helen knew that Constance would, iimediately on hear-
ing of Mrs. Montgomnery’s death, write her a letter of tender
condolence ; but-she was not prepared for such excessive
kindness, when that most amiable girl opened her bed-room
door with her own hand, and with soft steps and streaming
eves went up to her and kissed her cheek. The orphan
{eit, in that embrace, that she was not yet solitary in the
world. There was nothing to break this friendship, although
much to crush that other love, and she was glad, even in
her sorrow, to know, that thro’ all the chauges and ch'arzces
of this life, she would still hold a place in the heart of Con-
stance Beaumont. The dead stillness of the house was sup-
portable, now that the arm of her sister was round her neck,
and they soon went hand in hand together, and gazed on
the beautifully serene countenance of her whose spirit was
in heaven. Ofthe two, Constance most loudly wept, for
her tears fell more for the living than the dead. Who in
all the world could be more solitary than the orphan Helen
Eyre? Yet her brow, eyes, cheeks and lips were all calm;
there was no agitation, nothing like despair in her quiet mo-
tions, and the light of God’s mercy shone radiantly upon
her as she knelt down to a prayer of thanksgiving in that
desolate house. Never before had the full perfection of her
character been made manifest. Now it was tried, and met
the sudden and severe demand. Her voice faltered not, nor
did her heart quake. She was alone on the earth, but God
was in heaven, and with that sublime thought Helen Eyre
was now stronger in her utter destitution, than if without it
she had been entrenched in the midst of an host of mortal
friends. The spirit of her piety kindled that too, of her be-
loved Constance, and they sat together in the silent house,
or in twilight walked out among the secret trees perfectly
composed and happy, till the day of the funeral.

That day indeed was one of sore trial, and Helen needed
the support of her friend. Often, often, on every day since
her death, had she stolen into the room where her mother
laid, and sat by the bed-side as motionless as the figure that
lay there ; but the hour was come when these visits were to
end, and the phantom was to be borne off into the chambers
of decay. In the silence of her darkened bed-room, with
Constance sitting at her couch, the orphan heard the fie-
quent feet of the company assembling at the funeral.—The
triends were silent. At last the funeral was heard to be de-
parting from the house.—At that moment Helen rose, and
looking through an opening of the darkened window, she
saw the bier in motion, slowly borne away up the avenue,
below the shadow of the trees. A tall figure was at the
right side of the coffin, one of the mourners. It was Henry
Beaumont ; his head was bowed down and his face sedate
in a manly sorrow. ¢“8ee how iny brother weeps!” said
Constance, and Helen did“not fear then to call down the
blessing of God upon his head, and then turning to Con-
stance, she said, “ Happy. happy, art thou to *have such'a
brother!” And as they were kissing eath other, the funeral
disappeared. .

Two days after the funeral, Mrs. Beaumont came after
her daughter. She behaved with the greatest tenderness
and sympathy to tielen Eyre,and had notsat long in com-
pany with the orphan till her soul was even awed by the
sanctity of her resignation. The flowers that the old lady
had so carefully tended did not miss her bands; the room
bore no mark of the distraction and forgetfulness of passion-
ate griet ; Helen’s dress was simple and graceful as ever;
and except that her face was somewhat wan, and her voice
occasionally tremulous, there were no other outward symp-
toms of sorrow. If'the orphan had thought of the future, it
was plain that she felt that vista to terminate in the mystery
of a darkness spread out in mercy from the bollow of God’s
awful hand, and that she was not about to terrify herselt
with phantoms of her own creation. If sorrow, sickness, or
desertion by friends, werc to be her lot, she would lay her
hands upon the Bible, and endure the decree. But from the

mildness of her expressive countenance, it seemed that her
heart was confined chiefly to dreams of the happy past. She
had no sins, and not wany frailties, with which to reproach
herself—for these her contrition needed not to bhe bitter ; no
harsh or hasty words, no unamiable or unfilial looks had
ever pased from her towards her benefactress—and as the
humblest are permitted to enjoy the delight of conscious
piety, and of a sincere wis!i to do well, so was Helen Eyre
now happy in the remembrance of all her affection to her
mother, and of every little daily and hourly act performed,
not from duty, but in love.

Murs. Montgomery had bequeathed to the orphan the plea-
sant dwelling in which she passed all her days; and Helen
desired no other place of retirement, till she should be cal-
led to the Jast final and profound repose. The sacred in-
fluence of death had quite suppressed, not extinguished, her
pure passion for Henry Beaumont; and without agitation
she sat now in the presence of his stately mother, nor feared
ever to deserve her frowns. She had seen Henry walking
a weeping mourner by the side of that coffin, and the re-

membrance was now sad and delightful to her soul 5 nor, if

he could be happy without her, did she wish ever to behold
him uore. A lonely life needed not to be a melancholy one
—she had stores for thought laid up in her heart, young as
it was, and powers of thought, too, confirmed by nature, and
strengthened by contented innocence. And she feared not,
when the years of her youth had glided away in the seclusion
of those peaceful shades, that age would bring its own hap-
piness znd its own wisdom ; nor was there any reason to
fear even the coming on of feeble foot steps and of grey hairs.
—Henry Beaumont’s impassioned vows never could be rea-
lized—but that place where she had heard them might be
visited often and often—and hers, she knew, was not a weak
repining heart, that would die of hopeless and unfortunate
love.

~While they were sitting together, calmly and kindly, and
thie time was just at hand when Constance was about to give
her friend a farewell kiss, she saw her brother coming down
the avenue, and could not but feel agitated at his approach.
For although Helen had said nothing to her of the avowal
of his sentiments, he had himself told his sister of all that
had happened, and sworn her for the present to secrecy. He
entered the room, not with the same fervent air and expres-
sion as when they last met, but with a tenderness that was
far more irresistible to poor Helen’s soul. A visit to an or-
phan who bad just buried her best, not her only friend, was
not to be a visit of avowed love, but of sympathy and con-
dolence ; and Henry looked upon her with such profound
pity, and such consoling gentleness of eye and voice, that
his mother saw and felt that Helen Eyre was dearer tc’) him
than life. That sudden conviction gave her a pang, and her
countenauce fell and was darkened. 1t is a sore ’aﬁliction
to a mother’s heart to have her fond, and proud, and aspirin
hopes of an only son crushed, and nothing substituted ig
their stead, but what she conceives dishonour and degrada-
tion. But she knew the depth of her son’s aﬁ'e(:ti;n for
Helen Eyre, from his anxiety to restrain and to conceal it, and
being well aware of his determined character, she perce’ived
that there was no chance of averting from her house th
stain of such a marriage, except it were found in thle uie(:
and humble soul of the orphan, who might now be dissqu 1
ed from entering into a family to which?\n alliance with z(-
would be considered a disgrace. Mrs, Beaumont’s s‘\gitzl-
tion at last became manifest, and as frequently feelings are

Before the sun had reached its meridian, the death of

brought toa crisis ot asudden, and by some unexpected
movement or sally of temper, so was it now—for Henry dis-

cerned what was passing in hig mow
an uncontrollable impulse, avowed his |,
and his resolution to make her his wife
sed that she loves me, and no power on
keep us asunder ; mother,I grieve to
must receive Helen Eyre as your daughter»
At any other time, this bold avowal woul
much anger as grief into the proud spirit o
But she had loved her dear friend with ex,
her voice seemed yet to whisper along t}
all sitting together in deep mourning for
meek face of the guileless orphan was e
angry emotion, and to inspire some
spirit with which it was so serenely
most unmoved, nor did she utter a wo,
soon changed, and he knelt down at his
with the affectionate Constance. Fach
her hands, kissed it, and bathed itin
withhold not your blessing from ‘sweet-H,
Constance, with a dewy voice of supplic
she will be the blessing of Henry’s lite b
soul for Heaven. You know that she
dutiful a daughter, even as myself—
friend loved her,and blessed her name t
the sake of all her goodness. O mother!
ringe wants only your sanction to make it ¢
indeed!” The lady’s heart was melted
said, ¢ Helen Eyre, thou art an orphan 1
kneel down between my children.” Helen ¢
sobs of overwhelming happiness, and boy
almost to the floor. The mother of her
upon that head, and Dblessed her in God
then all rising from their knees, Henry
Helen Eyre to his bosom, and kissed awv
and for ever.
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don docks cover 20 acres ; 14 tobacco wareh
and the wine cellars 3 acres, containing 22,60
two West India docks cover 51 acres. St Kat
cover 24 acres. The Surrey docks, on the
are also very large. There are generaily :
sels and 3,000 hoats on the river, employing
men, and 4,000 labourers. London pays
the window duty is ar
sed being about
sterling. The honse
lions.—Knight’s Lion

Frencu Lawsut
carried on not far
large black stone,
proprietor, partaking
not upon this dare |
however, attempted
self, and received abs
was supposed to be diab
hold of it and put in
bourhood suggested
« Academie des Sciene:
that this stone might
rectly consulted an atto)
in his domains, he had n
answered the man of la
wonderful stone consulte:
whether he could not
« Certainly,” answered the oth
judges decided in favour o
proprietor, by assuring him th

Fatarn Duen 1xn Capiz-
chief of Cadiz, having taken
had appeared in the Globo jo
the editor, Senor Llorente.
they repaired, accompanied by
near Chiclana. Senor Reisch
and several shots having been
posed that they should fire at
which was agreed to. The toss to
having been won by the journahst,
discharge his pistol in the air, whe
that if he did so he should still ins
and kill him if he could. Senor Lloi
life, was obliged to fire, and shot Sen
the heart. He and the seconds then fied
on board a French ship of warin the b

Tur Spirir oF Rum, VERsUs THE SFIE
A short time back a missionary arrweﬁ;
giving them some idea of a future state ja
ily found for him, and he commenced
few Sundays he gave some of the chiefs
to entice them to hear him. At length, 0
number of the natives attended to hear the
talk; on this occasion the worthy and re
was more than usually eloquent, when
arose, and quietly said, “All talk—no gK
gravely stalked away, followed by all the
astonished preacher to finish his discourse 5
Englishmen present.—Residence on the M0

Hypropnosia.—In the month of April |
the farm of Seafield, near Annan, beca
various animals within its reach, before
made. In consequence of this, a horse die
ten became affected with hydl'ophot»lllal“‘d
ing all the usual symptoms of that fell dis
farmer has lost, successively, every OBES
amounting to 18 in all. The poor anipis
their nervous power, their spine and h:e‘r
fected, they foamed at the mouth, and d
Dumfiies Courier. £

DANGER OF INCONSIDERATE Orrskdﬁb
this County, who was much annoye@ = g
thoughtlessly offered a shilling for e':"!"ytwi
could be brought to him. All hands I
immediately set to work, and the unluc&y
[l);ay;bout £40, there being nearly 800 1€

erby Mercury.

Lately, at E{)ynes (Loiret), a Vjﬂ"d
cide in the following extraordinary M@
harnessed his horse by means of a ropeé
ties ot a scythe, viz. the hnndle.al}dI" o, ands |
he tied himself to a post before the b ko
horse, the scythe came against his neck’ e
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