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that sudden windfall made him unexpectedly a wealthy man, that his
instant determination to return to England had reference to the lady
he had loved so dearly. Strange as you may think it, they had corres-
ponded regularly and frequently ever since he had left; and, after
twenty-five years of separation, were still as warm and as faithful
lovers as they had been in the days of youth. He told me she had an
annuity, on which she lived in comfort, but it would cease on her
marriage ; their hopes, therefore, of union had been based entirely on
his success—and his late good fortune removing every difficulty, he
had determined on being himself the first to announce it to her.

The lady lived in Devonshire, and he was very anxious to see her
as soon as possible; but, neither he nor I were inclined at first to trust
ourselves upon the rail-roads, which appear to have wholly superseded
stage-coaches. He prevailed on me to accompany him in a return
chaise to Colchester, although I would fain have passed a few days in
my old faded Harwich. At Colchester, no conveyance offering, we
agreed to walk forward, and he proposed our taking Layer Marney in
our way to Witham. I was pleased to find him acquainted with
Essex, and gladly assented. We had a delightful walk to the old
tower: how stately did it appear, rearing its hoary head in the same
gloomy solitary grandeur, which so much struck you when we last saw
. The old marble warriors were still reposing in the church, and
the clasped hands of the crusaders still held prayer-books and cate-
chisms, placed there probably by the grand-children of those who had
so decorated them when we were there together. The old tower was
perbaps a shade more delapidated, just a little more in ruins than
when we picked our way cautiously from one to another of its rotten
joists ; but I cannot help fancying that it is fated to remain a ruin
for ever, as if the genius of preservation had said to the demon of
decay—< Thus far shalt thou go, and no farther.”

«] carved some verses upon the top of this tower nearly thirty
years ago,” said Somerton; I wonder if they are still to be found.”
We looked carefully from corner to corner upon the turret top, and at
length came across them, scratched upon some lead-work. 1 believe
you did not give him credit for poetic taste, but bis lines appeared to
me worth copying, and I send them to you—

Thou monument of olden time! 4
All gray with age and weather,
1 look, from off thy battlements,
Upon the blooming heather
Which springs upon the fair domain,
‘Where Marney held his wide despotic reign. !

Along those ficlds, where flocks and herds
The smiling landscape grace,
The steeds of haughty barons once
Urg’d the chivalric race ;
And where yon plough-boy plods his way,
Brave knichts disputed once the well fought day.
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The stairs which hardly give support,
‘When chance a footstep brings,
Resounded once beneath the trecad
Of noblemen and kings:
Yes! Royalty might visit, then,
The place now left for the wild foxes’ den.

So perish all the works of art
In one immense decay ;
Their mem’ry lives but in a song—
Themselves have pass’d away !
And e’en thy ruins, ere a while,
Shall utterly be lost, thou noble pile!

Poor Somerton was much affected as we deciphered his old pro-
duction, and a few minutes afterwards we left the tower, determining
to go by way of Messing to Kelvedon as it was too late to think of
reaching Witham ; but we were just in time to see the fine old win-
dow in Messing church. I have often spoken of it to you, and the
shower which prevented your walking across when we were at Kelve-
don deprived you of a treat greater than you imagine: +we have but
very few such specimens of stained glass in England, and the honest
churchwarden who buried it in his garden during the civil wars, and
saved it from the fury of Cromwell’s soldiers, deserved the thanks of
the nation.

Al T need tell you of Kelvedon, is, that the little inn opposite the
Coggeshall road, is quite as comfortable, and the roses are quite as
fragrant as when we last slept there ; but for the landlady, who was
so pretty, alas !—she is forty years older.

in the morning we walked to Witham, at which place we engaged
a post-chaise. We proceeded without adventure as far as Romford, my
native town Nothing would induce me to pass through without alight-
ing ; and in spite of all the remonstrances of Somerton, I began to
Took around me, but all was very much changed. I missed the old
familiar faces ; the houses were either newly built, or so altered that I
could scarcely recognise one of them, and the lamps in the streets
seemed to me intruders. I walked towards Gidea Hall (as I had been
asleep when we passed it). ¢ Surely,” thought I, ¢“no one will have
dared to smprove the retreat of CECIL;” but I turned back at the
bridge in disgust; some Goth had cleaned out the old canal, and
there was not a duck-weed to be seen. “Good bye to Romford,”
cried I, «I will only have a peep at the barracks as we pass,”—but the
barracks were pulled down ;—1I leaned back in the chaise, and looked
out no more till we alighted in the city.

My accustomed house had been the Green Dragon, in Bishopgate-
street, and thither Somerton accompanied me. A friend to whom he
dispatched a note called on him in an hout’s time, and informed him,
among other things, that one of his nephews was to be married the
very next morning, and that he was-to be present at the wedding.
Somerton could hardly decline attending, though I believe he would
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have preferred setting off for Devonshire ; at his request I agreed to
malke one of the party. I must not omit to mention a droll annoyance
which befel me in the morning; I had no clothes but a suit I had
bought at Gottenberg, which was unfit for a wedding, and in my
difficulty had consulted the waiter over night, who assured me I might
be quite easy, as he would arrange everything. While Somerton was
dressing, I rang for the man, who said that the tailor was waiting
below, and in a few minutes he attended me in my room. e had
brought several articles of ready made clothing, but the only suit
which would fit me was of black, and of a singularly methodistical
cut. “It will do very well,” I said; I am old, and a dark color will
become me.” But, after I had encased myself in the lower garments,
it was discovered that the waistcoat wanted buttons, and there was no
time to remedy the defect. Somerton was waiting for me, and was
becoming fidgetty. I Lad no help for it, but to wear the only other
waistcoat which would fit me, one with a broad green and yellow
stripe, evidently intended for a coachman.

The wedding was to be at Camberwell, and I was brushing up my
recollection of the venerable old church in which you and I have so
often sat together ; but the coach stopped, some time before reaching
the Green, in front of a new and most magnificent building in the
cathedral style. I could not help saying to the coachman, as he
opened the door, *“What! are we not going to the old church?”’
Really my heart sank within me as the fellow told me it had been
burned dowr some time ago, and that the gorgeous structure.before
us was now the parish church. ¢“Oh, poor old England!” T half
exclaimed, *your returned exiles can hardly recognise you.”

The bridal party were assembled, and the ceremony of introduction
was hastily gone through; the names of none, indeed, were mentioned,
but those of the bridegroom and the bride, both of whom, being
very young, were of course strangers to Somerton. His greeting of
his nephew was very kind, and deservedly so, as far as a first sight
could enable me to judge, for he was a fine young fellow, of a manly
ficure, and gallant bearing. The girl was one whom no one could see
without interest. I could not help congratulating Somerton, in a whis-
per, upon the noble appearance of his relations.

The ceremony was soon performed. Somerton acted as father to
the bride, who was accompanied by her aunt, a very handsome lady
of the middle age. 'We returned to the vestry, and, after the usual
joke of suffering the newly made wife to begin signing the book by
her new name, Somerton affixed his signature as a witness, the lady I
have just mentioned stepped forward to attest it also, Somerton po-
litely handing her the ink. In another moment he was in the act of
placing the blotting-paper on the writing, when she fell back in a faint-
ing fit, without wora or cry, and at the same instant Somerton was
like a lifeless load in my arms.

It was the lady he bad so long loved, the lady he had so desired to
see, and they had been in company for nearly an hour without know-
ing each other ; their written names had been their re-introduction.
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I saw but little of Somerton for a week, when he told me he had
had several interviews with the lady, who had, like himself, unexpec-
tedly succeeded to a large property, and had written to him, urging
his instant return. She was, of course, unaware of the change in his
circumstances, and her lettcr mist have passed us on the voyage. He
said that she now resolutely refused to become his wife. The fact of
their not having recognised each other, had so impressed upon her
their increased age, that while she deeply regretted their not having
been united in early life, she thought, and had at length convinced him,
that the time for a happy marriage bad gone by. ¢ Letus then,” said
she, ‘regard our young relations as our children, and let us agree to
save for them the wealth we have accidentally acquired. We shall
be more respected, and perhaps more happy by continuing single.”
This arrangement they have made, and seem likely to adhere to; but
Somerton seldom passes a day without seeing her.

Finding my letter already too long, 1 refer you to the next for a
fuller account of my own adventures. FPray return soon. If you
were with me, I think I should begin to belzeve myself in England
again. :

Ever, dear Jack,
Most truly yours,

Isaac HaMMOND.
To John Rushbrook, Esq., M.D.

TO-MORROW.

A magic word “to-morrow *’ seems,
Tho’ but a day’s restricted scope;
It gives to promises deferr’d,
The vigour of expectant hope.

And, tho® “to-morrow’’ never come,
Of human heart it is the trope;

1t brings for every day a change
In nature’s great kaleidoscope.—

It brings a change, a sudden change,
Too often made from joy to soxrrows;
But see, the tube once more we turn,
And change from grief to joy ¢‘to-morrow.”

Flit then, anticipated life,
In varying shews of mirth and gloom,
Till the last day on earth shall bring,
The first *“to-morrow?’ of the iomb.
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ST. ATHANASIUS.
FROM THE GERMAN.

CIIAT. I.

For a period of three centuries the light of Christianity had illumined
the world. It had silently and quietly spread its rays over the dark
passages of human life ; and as 1t encountered the mists of infatua-
tion, they slowly but surely melted away before its clear and all pene-
trating beams.

Constantine the Great, an instrument in the band of Providence,
had ascended the throne of the Roman World, and with a voice of
authority, called forth the church from hex concealment.  Thencefor-
ward the people began to enjoy peace, under a control of moral jus~
tice, while the speech and actions of men evinced their mental free-
dom.

But the refulgence of the Deity became scattered by the imperfec-
tion of the creature, and the doctrines of the Gospel formed, too soon
after their promulgation, the subject of divided opinion. The estab-
lishment of the outward church had created an entire schism in the
inner ; and man’s intelicct arrayed itself against the mysteries of re-
ligion, eager to be intimately assured by human scrutiny, of that which
eternal love had freely bestowed only upon humble and confiding de-
votion. Opinions gave rise to sects; their differences produced hatred
and persecution. The blessed symbols of religion became the mockery
of audacious free thinkers, and the disputes on the holiest and highest
being, were the troubled sources of rancorous debate and party spirit.

Long before the Advent of the Saviour, a school of philosophy had
fourished at Alexandria, where Sophists lost themselves in dark sur-
mises, without penetrating the mysteries they labored to unravel. At
a later period, in this very school, disputations were held on the being
of the Son of God; and Arius, o priest of an Alexandrian church,
was the first who, denying the Trinity, acknowledged in the person of
the Redeemer, only a created instrument of Almighty will.

The ferment of the old and new doctrines inflamed the whole
Eastern Empire, till a Synod beld at Nicwa, decided the cause of
orthodoxy, and confirmed the true belief by recognised articles.

But revenge brooded in the back ground, and malice and rancour
broke through all restraints, opening for themselves a career of
fierce persecution. The Council of Tyre commenced its sittings with -
o series of false accusations, sixty Arian bishops having impeached
Athanasius, the primate of Egypt, of the desecration of the sacred
vessels, and the mutilation and murder of a priest.

Ten years prior to this period, Athanasius, then a boy, had appeared
in the train of the Bishop Alexander, whose chair, as patriarch, he
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now occupied. A champion of the true faith, his inspired words.
pierced the thick web of insidious error. The veil was rent before
the power of his spirit ; but for this he was doomed to endure a long’
and bitter persecution. On the present occasion the spacious council
halls opened to admit him, as he entered the assembly with forty-nine
Egyptian bishops and prelates. He heard with astonishment the
tumult of voices, and the clash of weapons, and saw the entrances
and passages filling with armed men, while Count Flavius Dionysius
at the head of the band of holy fathers, was directing an accusation
against him. This mixture of temporal and spiritual government
roused the courage of the prelate, who feeling strong in the weakness
of his adversaries, advanced with a firm and tranquil countenance to
the throne, on which, in the midst of the bishops, was deposited the
New Testament; and there, under the shadow of the Almigbty wing,
he listened to the charges against him, which resounded on all sides.

Tusebius of Nicomedia, then addressed the assembly, and turning
to the Count, who had convened the sitting, related with circumstan-
tial minuteness, the persecution, by Athanasius, of all who differed
from his opinions; that he had surprised a church of Mareote during
divine worship, had broken the holy cup, overthrown the altar, and
driven out the officiating priests. Not satisfied with the perpetration
of this sacrilege, that he had dared, when in Thebais, to lay hands on
the Bishop Arsenius, to mutilate the arm of that holy man, and to
have him strangled at the altar. Here the Count produced the hand
and arm of the supposed martyr. Numbers of those present preten-
ded to recognise the limb, as having been that of the murdered man,
and all loudly testified against Athanasius, who, turning to one of his
followers, desired him to have a friend brought in who waited without.
A figure, closely shrouded, made its way into the circle; Athanasius
slowly removed the veil which concealed it. The eyes of the eager
spectators were turned towards the form disclosed, and all present
recognised Arsenius, who, freed from his disguise, stood before them,
living and whole. Many persons rushed terrified from the assembly 3
but, the audacious Eusebius exclaimed, that it was a hellish illusion of
sorcery ; and Dionysius and the prelates accused the primate of ex-
ercising the forbidden arts of magic, and of a secret compact with the
powers of darkness.

They hurried to get possession of his person, but by the zeal of his
faithful adherents, he escaped, and was already on his passage in a
small bark for Constantinople.

The little vessel ploughed the ocean rapidly. No sleep visited the
bishop’s eyes. His lofty soul meditated unceasingly the restoration
of his distracted church. The more intensely and vividly the abyss
of heresy presented itself to his mental view, the more earnestly was
he impressed with the consciousness of the inadequacy of human re-
sources in stemming the impending evils. One evening, when night
had slowly begun to unrol her murky veil, and the fading tints of
twilight were spreading across the ocean, Athanasius thought he
could discern a form walking on the waters, and these words of the
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