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walked immediately to the Vulture, and desiring a private room, en-
quired for Mrs. Laypold.

In a few minutes she attended him.

“I have just heard,” said he, ““for the first time, of the death of
your former hnsband. I have an account of twenty years standing
to settle, and have not been here since vou lost hiva.”

“Ah! poor dear man,” said the landlady, with her apron at her
eyes, “they say death’s always sudden when it comes: ilis was an

awful quick call, to be sure—quite well over night, and the morning
a corpse.”

¢« Had he no illness #” said Mr. Prudhoe.

“Illness ? Bless you, sir, he was in as stout good health as you
are at this moment. It's twenty years ago; but I haven’t done sor-
rowing for him ; but I hope to meet him in a better world, sir~that’s
my comfort.”

“Did he never complain ?” said Mr. Prudhoe, fixing his deep eye
full upon the woman.

“ Lor’, sir, no, never,” said she, half startled by his solemn manner.

*“ What, never P~~Had he no Aead-acke ¢

“ Head-ache, sir ?” (and she trembled violently).

«T think,” said Mr. Prudhoe, speaking very slowly as unfolding
his cloak, he produced the skull, and gently drew out the nail, *“ a nail
half this length would have made my head-ache.”

But one unearthly scream escaped the lips of the murderess, and
she sank senseless. The door was at the same time opened, and Dr.
Threlkeld, who had closely followed Mr. Prudhoe, entered with two -
officers. :

The confession of the wretch, thus taken by surprise, was to the
effect, that an intimacy having for some time existed between herself
and William, the hostler, which they had reason to suppose was sus-
pected by Johnson, they had determined to despatch him ; that for
this purpose she had admitted her paramour in the night, and her
husband sleeping soundly, she had held his hair apart, while the
hostler, at two blows, had driven the nail through his brain. 'Their
victim had died without a struggle. She combed his-thick hair over
the head of the nail, and remained in bed with the corpse till the
usual hour of rising. Her terrified accomplice confirmed her con-
fession.

Again the earth received the bones of the murdered man; but the
howling blast claimed as its own those of the murderers, and shook
them in their chains as long as the gibbet-post could bear them.

On leaving Mr. Eckhenstall’s, I undertook to drive across the coun-
try to Daventry. I cannot commend my prudence, in having done
so; for it was late in the afternoon, St. Swithin’s rains had been
heavy, and the road was bad. Being over fields, I had to alightevery
five minutes, to open a gate; and, before I had travelled two miles,
had the additional annoyance of being wet through, the rain continu-
ing for the whole evening; but I had the counterbalancing pleasure
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of vpassing over the field of Naseby, and, soaked as I was, could not
resist the temptation of walking up to the monumert, and reading the
inscription which marks this memorable spot.  ( The old fool !” I
think I hear you ery). Well, well, Jack, be civil. You are not my
pbysician now; and, know to your confusion, that I caught zo cold.
Tt is true, I could not reach Daventry, wind and weather not per-
mitting ; but, I slept at a decent little road side inn, and enjoyed some
very humble fare, luxuriating in the company of the landlord, and
two Pembrokeshire graziers.

In the morning T readily found Mrs. Dalrymple’s, and being shown
into a parlour, was instantly joined by a lady, whose countenance I
at once remembered. She did not even now appear nearly forty.
She started, as [ supposed, at recognizing me; but, as 1 afterwards
found, at meeting a stranger, for she had entered the room by accident,
without having seen the servant. I would not, at first, mention my
name, only saying that I had been her father’s intimate friend, and
that she had often seen me, and I begged her to try to recollect me.
She entered courteously into conversation, but could not conjecture
who I was.. A few minutes sufficed to explain my mistake—she
was not Mrs. Dalrymple, but her daughter, wvhom 1 had last seen a
child. Now she was a widow, with six children. Rushbrook, if you
would feel yourself an old man, come back to England. I had an
unexpected gratification immediately afterwards. Mrs. Dalrymple
herself, coming into the room, knew me directly.

I was invited to spend the night there. My box of papers was
safe, and was, at my request, taken into my room. Conversation on
old times, naturally induced a train of thought, which prevented my
sleeping. I opened the box, and was engaged, during the greater part
of the night, in reading again the almost forgotten records. What
interested me most of all, was the diary which I had commenced when
seven years old, and had continued to the time of our leaving England.
1 need not tell you how often your name occurs. I made, during this
lonely night, one more entry. Thus it stands upon the fly-leaf, in the
front—

LINES WRITTEN BY AN OLD MAN, ON FINDING A DIARY WHICK HE HAD

KEPT IN HIS YOUTH.
Sweet remembrancer! in thee
My vouthful history I see;
1Vhen, overcharg’d, my memory fails,
Thou bring’st to mind forgotten tales,
And tears from my old eyelids flow
To think of times, so long ago,
‘When, with young heart and spirits light,
Upon these leaves I used to write,
And in words, fanciful and gay,
Record th’ adventures of the day.
Ah! happy times, when, full of joy,
A thouvghiless, playful, healthy boy,
I felt not, in my youthful rage,
The slow, but sure approach of age.
But now his icy hand is here—
Grzy locks and furrow’d cheeks appear!
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I’ve nearly run my journey through,
And outliv’d all my iriends—but you.
Yet, searching o’er thy well worn page,
I can almost forget my age— °
Forget infirmity and pain,
And think myself a youth again!

You may see I was rather in a doleful mood ; in truth, perhaps, half
asleep. Waking thoughts remind me that I have a few dear friends
yet; long, Jack, may I boast your name as the dearest of the whole.

Adieu, and believe me, '
Ever yours,

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

SPRINGTIDE FLOWERS.

Awake, awake ! ye flowry throng,

The hills and dales your beauties miss;
Retired, unseen, you’ve waited long

For dewy days, and hours like this.

‘Within each deep wood’s leafy shade,
Beneath each green vale’s grassy breast;—
From fountain, fell, and silent glade,
Arise ye from your dreamnless rest.

E’en now, along the mountain side,

The springtide’s early show’rets beat ;
And all round Para’s winding tide,

The green and withered verdure meet.

A voice, I hear not, gently comes
Upon the north wind’s breezy wing,
To call ye from your forest homes,
Ye charming messengers of spring!

Awake! ye birds that love to keep
Where’er the genial seasons fall,
And from your em’rald windows peep,

Attendant to that welcome call.

Along the close glen’s pending slope,

Her glowing wreath the fuschia flings,
Angd nameless buds of beauty ope,

Where few shall greet such simple things.

Across the black hill’s wooded waste,
Above the wild dog’s rocky lair,

The heather fields are richly grac’d
With tinted bells and blossoms fair.

And oft, where gentle seedlings pine

Upon the uplands, high and lone,

The purple lilac’s flow'ry bine
Around the scrub-tree’s stem is thrown.

Beneath the blighted forest tree,
Along the torrent’s rugged bed—

Where’er the bushman’s home may be,
Your spangled veil of brightness spread!

Trevilla, Little Para. Hyrry H, B—.
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H ORACE.
Boox III.—ObnE 7.

Horace consoles Asteria,lamenting her husband’s absence, and advises her to be faithfol.

Why weep, Asteria! when, at early spring,

The genial Zephyr, will, in safety bring
Thy Gyges home, rich in Bithynian store :

Driv’n by south winds, for Oricum he hies,

Beneath the goat’s mad-star, and sleepless lies
Through the cold night, grieving thine absence o’er.

A messenger his hostess Chlde sent,

Telling that love like thine her bosom rent,
Arfully tempting him in ev’ry way,

Relating how by a base woman, won

With false crimes, fix’d on chaste Bellerophon,
Preetus by fraud endeavour’d him to slay !

How Peleus scarely ’scap’d, striving to flee,
From the hot love of fair Hippolyte,

And various sinful tales of love did tell :
Chaste he remains, and turns a deafer ear
Than rocks of Icarus! But thou, beware!

Lest Enipeus, thy neighbour, please too well.

Though none so swiftly cleaves the Tuscan tide—
Though none the horse so skilfully can guide,

Or shine so bravely on the Martian plain,—
Early at night take care, and close thy gate:
When street pipes sound, ne’er at thy window wait,

And, should he call thee, shy—more shy remain!

J. M. S.

PARAPHRASE.

Never cry, Polly ! or your fate reproach,

For by the railroad, or an evening coach,
Your loving Sam is sure again to come :

I’ve heard he’s gone to Bath, to get some cash,

That you and he may cut a mighty dash,
Some say he’s bolted—but that’s all a hum.

A woman with a most engaging phiz
Knock’d at my door, imagining ’twas his,

And tried to pump me of his whereabout,
Saying “‘ she’d heard his uncle was gone dead,
And knew a man who said the will was read.”

1 told her to enquire up the spout.

1 think her story must be all 2 flam,

And, yet, her child was dreadfully like Sam—
However, I slamm’d too the garden gate.

She soon got tir’d of standing in the wet;

But I say, were I you, I would’nt let .
That fellow, Griggs, about the back yard wait.

Though no one is more ready for a spree,
'Though none his blunt more freely sports than he,
Or at ““ the Eagle > cuts a greater swell,
Don’t you be gammon’d by his knowing tile—
His bird’s-eye fogle and his ready smile;
Keep your door shut—you’'ll find it just as well.
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HORACE.
Boox IIl.—Opz 10.

——

TO LYCE.—A SEBRENADE.

Though you had drank of distant Tanais tide,
And some grim Scythian owned you as his bride,
You still had wept that Horace should be found
Stretched at your door, the tempest raging round.
Hear’st thou the creaking of the gates and trees,
Toss’d to and fro, and roaring to the breeze,
‘Which, dwelling in the north, incessant blows ?
And see where Jove has glaz’d the settl’d snows:
Cast off disdain, offensive still to love,

Or back upon the wheel the rope may move—

A daughter of Tyrrhenia should not be

An inaccessible Penelope.

Though neither presents, nor the frequent pray’s
Of lovers, pallid or half blue with care,

Can move thee, nor thy spouse, who slights thy charms,
To woo a Syren Cyprian to his arms;

Though stubborn as a beech, at length be bent,
Though cruel as a serpent, yet relent—

My side will never very long, be sure,

The threshold and the chilling rain endure !

September 10th, 1844,

A FREE TRANSLATION.

BY A BROTHER OF THE HOPB LODGE.

Though snug in lodge-room you may sip your drink,
Of me, the outside guardian, prithee think,

Nor let me thus all shiv’ring cold be found
‘Without the door, with enly canvass round.

True, a hot glass of grog you may have sent

(And such attention was perhaps well meant);
And true I may not wish to cut up rough,

But, past all doubt, I’ve had it long enough.

Pull down the scaffolding, and move the planks;
Not only I will render you my thanks,

Bat those who wait for blue or white degrees.
Vex’d at their own and my perpetual snecze,

Who catch so many colds that S., I fear,

Will not continue curing by the year!

Take my advice, and to the rough room say “ Go!”
Or I shall claim relief for the lumbaego.




Voll, no.1 (Jul..1843) - Vol2. no.9 (Nov.1845), incl. Vol2 supplement

188

A WEEK IN THY BUSH.
BY NATURZE AMATOR.
CHAP. II.

«Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky,
In color though varied, in beauty may vie.”

BYRON.

Mirpy1cET had passed, and not a sound had yet broken upon the so-
litude of the wooded glen in which we were reposing. Presently,
there arose on the air a distant baying, which socn increased into a
regular barking, faintly heard along the acclivities of the low hills
that lay around—showing us that we were not far {rom the shepherd’s
hut we had so vainly tried to find. Still weary, and neither wishing
to disturb the other, we silently allowed the daylight to steal around
us before we thought of continuing our journey. At the very first
streak of dawn, the Dacelo Gigantea began to salute us with its sin-
gular note, as if laughing at our situation : we had frequently heard
it in the distance during the previous hours of darkness. The notes
now rose and increased in number and compass, as peal followed peal
of this sylvan merriment, which, however, more resembles neighing
than laughing. There were evidently many individuals engaged in
these morning orisons.

Before sunrise, my companion, aided by the light of the coming
day, again started forward, to see how far we were from the sheep-
station, while I packed up our provisions and blankets. He soon re-
turned, having seen the hut, it being within a few hundred yards of
our resting-place. Harnessing the horse once more, we shortly reached
the station. The sun had risen, and dogs, sheep, and shepherd were
astir. 'The latter being previously known to my friend, left his charge
with a boy, and volunteered to go part of the way with us. Leaving
the creek at a little distance on our left, the country began to assuwe
a more open character, and a range of low Lills continued in almost
one unbroken chain, thinly clothed with gum-trees, to the farm, from e
which we were further off than we imagined —having still two miles
to go ; the atmosphere, fresh and balmy, was now warmed by the
beams of the rising sun. We first entered the wooded tracts, where
the trees were low and apparently stanted in growth. From the soil,
which was principally sand, arose at intervals those singular grass
trees without stems, each bearing about half-a-dozen long rods tufted
like the bulrush, differing greatly from the grass-tree of the meun-
tainous parts, whicli bas a very remarkalle and thiek stem, and bat
ome bulrush,  Between these, various creeping flowers spread them-
selves aloug the ground.

This spot was but thinly inhabited by the feathered tribes of small

y
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size ; but before we entered the more open country, I was much gra-
tified by the sight of thuse beautifully-plumed birds, the bronze-winged
pigeons, who took care to keep out of the range of gun-shot. We
did not feel inclined to mount, but led the horse forward. The ground
soon became more uneven, and occasionally stony, and our road lay
along the side of one of the low hills, which were here but two or
three hundred {eet high, among long and luxuriant grass and vegeta-
tion of the brightest green. High over our heads many white cocka-
toos flew lazily along, or settled screaming on some tall branch, their
numbers being continually increased by stragglers from the more dis-
tant trees or hills, as they one by one slowly joined their companions
on the topmost branches, and united in the general discord. Various
flocks of parrakeets were also flying in circles above the woods, as if
right glad of the commencement of another day.

The shepherd now left us on his return. On gaining the summit
of any small acclivity, we each moment expected to see the cottage
below us, till it came in sight. "We approached it on a rising ground
from the back, which sloped gently down before us, and in front 6f it
arose another and steeper hill, between which and the house lay a
beautiful flat where the plough had evidently been at work. In this
habitation my friend, his brother, and the farmer’s family, resided- tc-
gether, at such times as the former came down to see the progress
made in the cultivation of the farm; it being their intention to erect a
separate building for their own accommodation, on a chosen spot not
far off.

At the door, ““veiled in a cloud”—not of “fragrance,” but of white fea-
tLers—was my brother, a youngster whom I'shall call W, . He was
diligently engaged in picking a white cockatoo for breakfast, that he
had in his morning excursion shot among other birds, principally
hawks and parrakeets. The farmer's family came out to meet us—
these were, the farmer and his wife, both middle-aged people, and three
children; the oldest, a boy of about thirteen, who assisted his father
in his work on the farm ; a girl, a few years younger, and equally
useful to her mother; and a little one, a native of the place, having
seen about three of our southern summers, who toddled about, and
seemed to take as much interest in the proceedings as the best of
them. .

The building, as a temporary erection, was formed of large logs—
the bodies of trees—placed perpendicularly in the ground: these,
thiough the shrinking of the wood, had already parted company, but
the days were sufficiently werm to render this of small importance.
In the evenings, however, the wind, finding an easy passage between
them, and likewise occasionally coming through the open doorway,
was kept out pretty well by various banners, unadorned with armorial ;
bearings. There were three rooms—on one side, the dairy, with its !
array of pans and pots for milk and butter; on the other, a bed-room, :
occupied by the farmer and his family ; the middle room, which was
about the size of the two former, was used as the sitting-room, but at
night, by ourselves and friends, as a sleeping apartinent. It was fur-
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