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¢“I WISH NO OTHER HERALD, NO OTHER SPEAKER OF MY LIVING ACTIONS, TO KLEP MINE HONOR FROM CORRUPTION.”—SIIAKS.

QERRPLIBWPRA,

CTHE GARLAND.
AV ith sweetest flowers enrich’d,
From various gardens cull’d with ewre.”?

[

I8 NV NEIGHBOR,
bor? Tt is he whom thoa
hwer to aid and bless,
“Whase achidg beart or burnine hrow
Thy soothing hand may press.

T

Thy neighbor? Tis the fainting poor,
Whowse eye with want is dim,

Whaose hunger sends from door to door:
(1o thouy and #aceor him,

Thy neighbor? “I'is that weare man,
Whava yenra are at their brim,

Bent low with sickness, cares nud pain:
Cio thou, and comlort him.

‘I'hy neighbor? * Tis the heart
O avery earthiy gom;

Widow and orplinn, helpless left
Go thou, und sheltor theo,

berelt

Thy neighhor? Yonder tailing slave,
Fottered in thought and limh,

Who-n hopes are all bayond the grave:
Go thou, und rnsom him.‘

Whene'er thou meet’st a hmnan form
Lows fuvored than thime own,
Remeber tis thy weighbor worm,
. Thy brother, or thy son,
Ol pass nnt, pass not heedtess by:
Porhaps thon canst redeem
Tha breuking heart from mi-ory:
Go share thy lot with him,

THE REPOSITORY.

TAYLE CF ERRUR.

Oxonoof the very clear afternvony of May of
the present yenr, the Felion family wero sented
in their back parler after dinor. T'he cloth had
heen removed.  Mr. Felton lighted a regar, 0g was
his wont, and clored his eyes fo enjoy more pér.
teetly tho tranquil rensation that stole aver him.
Tho nurse brought ina bright eyed infant, and
-plaend ham in the arms of - the blovming mother.
T'he warm wind blew through the opened window
. .and lifted tho child®s curls; thena little more rough-
Ny, till thegender frame shuddered — and then, vig.
torious over the zephyr, the mimic man lifted his
voice,and ernwed long and loudly.
" “T'lie glad mother took him to the rocking-chair
in which his fathor sat, and bending over, pluced
.the rose-bud lips upon the still closod eyes. Mr.
Felton sniiled, without apening them.  He knew
he was very happy; bat e was nota man of
words, nnd Lis wile was accustomed, and conten.
ted, to read in a smile, all that her lieart needed,

The folding doors opened into the Tront parlor;
and sitting by the closed blind, was & young lady,
bending ovor a little table, Now and then, she
raised u pair of blue eyes, fixed them for a moment,
wpon the group in the other room, and then re.
somed her occupation,

Mr. Felton finished his segar, and rose to de.

rt.

*Oh—1 forgot: hero are your tickets,"””

“And cannot you go with us?”

“No: businoss first—the Messenger will be in
to-doy and 1 must be on the ground, to see hor.”

“Well—thon,—good byo.”

Mr. Felton took his'way te Tong warf; his wife
rang for the nurse, shawered kixses on the chorub
face o3 it vamshed, and then went into the other
purlor. _

“W hat a picce of work is nan, Knte:—or rather,
what a picce of husiness,is man! T was in hopos,
Mr. Felton would bu ablo to go to the Gallery with
usg,1o.day —but vou see how i1t is—business,—~bus.
inesr,~—aull the ttmo.” :

“And yet you are very happy?* quoried Miss
Felton, with an nrch smile, .

“Yes,—very,—very. 1| don’t suy that T could
not be more wo, if it would pleaso your brother to
apend one honr outef the twenty-lour, in conver.
sation, or in affording hiwself rational ontertain.
mont,— but-—"

“But—*hushands nre as God pleases,” aa the
French woman said, and =0 you ure very wisely
happy s younre.”

“Yes, und so you would be, Catharine.”

“Never.”

“Which isto say, you know nothing about it.”

“Which isto «ny, 1 don'tknow myself;" answer.

"~ od Miss Felton.”

“Which intosay tho truth.”

“Now don’t suppose, I am to be .persuaded in
this way, out of my common sense, my dear. Bo-
cause you have been deceved in yourself, and
have funcied you were romatic, without ecause,
that iz no renson Ishould fall into the same orror.”

“Very excellent senso, Kato—which will bo
proved nonsense in good tuno.” .

“Who—or how?"

¢Experience.”

“Tho old urgument of married prople!—asf

-—

“one could not judge as well what isnecessary for|.

one’s happiness at my age as they ever can!”

*We shail seo.  What is this?” said Mrs. Fel.
fon, taking up the sketch, that wae lying on the
table.  *'Ourcharming selves, us I live!  This, ol
Mr. Felton is very goud—but you hnd only to
mike perfect beauty, you know, and you could
not help gotung o likeness. You have wisoly
avoided my faco, I sre——nnd this sketeh of the
darling, with his little hands stretchedrout, is nd
mirable:~~after oll, Cathorine, yon have a taste
for domestig pictures. I am sure you will come
round by and hy, and it will ba my turn totuke
the pencil,  Hore, let me try.  Tilburna in white
stain-~but you don't affect splendor:—in while
linon, then: tho great unknown; what pencil can
portray him?—perfect benuty—gracr—wit—ac.
complishments! chivalric, imuginative, poetical,
noble, proud, and with a namejbeginning with o
Fitz—andending with a what?  Kate—whatend.
ing is worthy of such n beginuing?”

“Laugh on, if you will. ~ But I have good sense
still on wy side.  ‘I'asto, or habit of thought, ar
whatever you please to eall it; romunco i vou
choose —whaltever it 1s—I should never, 1 could
vever, be happy unloss that- tuste was satisfied,
though ull tho world elso were perfectly sattied
that 1 was a fool, and the great unknown every
thing that was desirable in “an establishment.”

Ax Catharine npbk’n, sho rase from her seal, in
the rarnostness of her feelings. At sixteen, girls
are apt to he In anrpest, and Miss Falton jotned
1o an unsaphisticntod contempt of the ways and
meuans genorally employed to procure an estab:
Iishhment,e romance, quite as unrophisticated, T
was not the weak offvpring ofa novel turned brain,
but tho healthy resalt of naturul feeling, Sho was
right in her-principle, but she was spt'to be
wrong in her applications,

Mrs, Felten did oot veply to her last remark.
She otten heard her express the sume sentiments:
so she auly smiled. . } -

“What do you say theu to our gring now to the
gallety! such u continunl rain—rain —us we huve
_had! woe may as well improve this pleasaut afer
noci.  What say you, Kate,—yca or nuy?”

* Yea, verily.”

“I’hen it is an'unanimous voto.”
* » » . » . .

Mrs. Felton and Cotharine stood delightedly
gozing at the picturaof “Joan of Arc in prizon,”
Tho gallery was durk ond cool. A few porsons
anly remained, of the crowd which hod filled it
through the aarlier purt of the day.

*Beautiful! boautiful!” murmured Cutharino na

' she looked at the surpassing Joveliess of the war-
} rior victim; “Can any thing be more perfect? 1

deelare, this picture thrilla mo. like a trumpot.
notn!”

“Don’t you think hor eyes are rather fierco?"’

“Perhaps they would be, but for the roftening,
redecming roundness of the cheek—und the fe-
minine arnce of the form:—but how 1ull of sonl
it 15! how spirited the attitude! and how melan.
eholy the contrast between what she i dreaming
of and whatshe is! Oh!- I hope she will keep the
illurion! ifshe could die now! at the head ofthe
army, with the war.ery ringing i her ear!”
Mrx. Felton passed on toionk at a portrait, and
Cutbarine remained, entranced by tho houuty of
the picture, and rocalling all the noble and morn
ful usgaciutions it excited, till tho tears fell fast
aver her fuco.  Asshe wined them from her cheok
and halt siviled at her own enthusinem, she look.
ed ngmn ul the picture, and started to see the sgame
high look beaming outofthedungeon. s haogh:
tv glance remnined, nud the stern “avencea!™
seemed bursting from the quivering and open lip.

Mrs. Felton touched her arm; and sho sturted
ngain as it from sleap,

“Have yon been standing here, evorsince I loft
yvou, Catharine?” .

“Yf‘.-l."

“What a strango girl yon are! Why, [ have
made the whalo circmt of the gallory. Who is
that bebind ws?™ continued Mrs. Felton ina low
voite, .

Catharine tarned hor head, and saw a gontle-
man extonded at (nll length, on one of tho seats,
and leaning his head on e hand. Ho looked up,
as she tarued, aud met hor glune with one of ovi.
dent admutation,

*1 don’t know, who it is;—I never saw him
hefore.”

*I guers ho thinks yon are crazy; standing be-
fore ‘one picture an hour together”

Two youug girls passed them at the moment,
with shoulders of two yards width, and twa little
bonnets between them; fiom which proceeded
two little voices, whenco naturoe had long ago de-
parted in dispust. .

“Oh, wimt is this? 72-~Mary and Martha—
sweet face, isn’t 1?7

“Lovely! what's thnt she’agot on? horrid inst
it? Oh! have you read Pilgrims of the Rhine?”

“No—but Fred MacDonuld soid there was the
swectest story in itabout a fox and a cal!”

“Dear! co thero is! oh, 1 meta Polo to-day!
euch splendid moustaches! you enn't imogine!”

“Mercy! I know twovery well.  Elegant crea.
tures! nothing in-the world to be seen but thoir
eyos! Oh, the sweetest suile they have! don't
you think them divine?” '

“Yes indeed—what's this? 74—Joan of Are—

what's she? how sho lovks! she’s chained! do
you know ang thing about it?”
“Nou=-rather a low thing, I fancy. See the

straw all about.”

“florrid! come, let’s gn—T don't see as there
is 0 creature hiero one knows—let's go o the Ar-.
tist's Gallery.”

They passed on, and down the stairs, Catha-
rine looked afler them. A swile lingered on her
lip, whon she met, ngain, the eye of tho gentlo.
nwun, who had been so long prone behind her. He
too smiled, as if he understood what «ho thought.
I'here is something. very caplivating in such a
amitle, and Catharise looked agnin, not to see
whether she had ever secn him before, but how lLie
dic actually look.

The suivey was not very satisfoctory. He was
a small man, and hie dress of dark cloth, made him
look almost diminutive. His features strong and
shorp.  Bluck eyes, piercing onough of them.
selvos, were shaded by un habitunl frown; and his
mouth, when the expressive »mile had subsided,
was comprossed and straight, There wusacharm
ahout his fuce, as there is about every fuce, how.
ever unfortunate: and the charm of his, was the
smile thut played like summer lightning, over the
gloomn of his marked features.

Catharine wondered she had never seen him
before, and then, all at once, the iltusion so com-
mon to imaginative persons, cams over her and
<he romembered, thut she had seen him hefore
aud in the sawe place,~a long time ago. But
when?  Justthen, the_stranger roso from his seat
und walked to the upper end of the gallery; and,
Catharine felt quite certain that he would stop be-
fora a particular picture, And he did. )

“It is very strange,” soid she to Mrs. Felton,
*but T am perfectly confident that T have seon.
that person before: only what puzzles me, is that

wo are standing ‘now:—for my memory of him,
is not anly akin to the present, but ahsolutely iden.
tified with it.. I feel as if I must have been look.
ing at this picture, long ago—and as if this man,
wero a shadow of former time—I romember him
—~—and now he will turn and- go ont—now do you
dot'bt that I have tho second siglt?”

“I don't doubt ynu are losing your sensee; so lot
us go ton: you promised, you know, tao mest Mrs.
Aiken, at five, und it wants but a quarier to thut
time,"

1511 possible? and T have seon but one picture.”

*You would seo butone picture now, if we were
to stay till miduight. Buat we will come ngain.”

L IO ® » .

The next day, it rained—and the next;—and
the first time it did not rain, Catharine proposed
fo Mra, Felton, that they should go early, very
carly to the Atheneum Gallery.

Wlien they entered, u gentleman who stood be-
fure the “Jorn of Arc,” stopped aside; and Catha-
rine wus glud ofan opportunity to gaze once more,
on the beautiful features, thut had haunted her
like a presence, since her formner visit,  She look-
ed ut the picture, i)l gradually the sceno betore
hor of degradution and suffering, fuded away, and
another came ovor hareyes. Yet the principnl
figure remuined. 'There was & erowd and many
cries,  But the cries were execrationr, and the
¢ruwd were blrodthirsty and superstitious wretch-
es.  Thero was a public market.place and a mil-
lion of heads—nnd a stake—and a far off ory ot
“sorcery!” “witcheratt!”  ‘Then the flames curl
~d about the form of the hervine—but the proud
elory of tle fice wos unblenched. The eye «hat
forth the glance of command, and the pale cheek
was fixed and stern, as whon the pulses beat to
victory. '

Asa new burst of flame, seamed to curl around
the light form of the victim, Catharine started and
shuddered.

“This s indeed, the true trinmph of art,” said u
low vorce at her sido.  *'I'o bo ablo to call up such
pictures to the fancy,—to enthrall—to subdue—-
to pale the cheek, with the reality of the horrors
it images—this is worth being a painter for! and
were I n pointer—I would not resign the flush
of pleasure,or puin it may be, that o picture brings
up trom the heart, for loud plaudits eternally.”
‘he person that spoke was the sume that had at.
tracted Catharine’s attention, the day she bad
heen bafore at the gallory.  Shesuspected ho was
an artisti—and yet ho had said, “if I were u paint.
or,” implying that he wus not one. She roplied
to his remarlk; ard he amiled aud repeated hers,
with the pleasant proface of, “as you just now,
truly observed-—(1l is so ploasant to find that
one's sentences, at sixteen, ure. worth repcnling,
by n dark, stern. looking man!) und Cathurine
thought when he talked and smiled, ho lonked al.
muost handsome.  They had talked of painters und
paintinps—and then ot'scenary—and then of pic.
turesquo scenery on Connocticut river—and then

of Bellows Falls in particular—finally of several
persous whom they discovered they both koaw;

it must huve been inthis same gallery, und justas |’

Tow s pmpw 3, b vt n
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and although the gentleman centradicted roveral
of Catharine’s fuvorite opinions, and maintnined
two or three that sho did not agrco to at all, she
thought him very, very ngteeablo, and wondered
more than evor, who he could be.

Mrs. Felton said, “Shall wo go now? It istwo
o'clock.”

*Is it posrible?” anewernd Catharine, looking
abont the gallory, for tho first time, and secing
it nearly empty,  Mrs, Felton luoked at her comn.
panion—hut s none of the three were nequainted,
there was no hopeafan intreduction—and the gen.
toman bowed and departed. '

*[ave yau scen most of the pictures, Kate, to.
day?”

“Just ne many as I had before T camo.”

“You are n strangs child. Who was 1t you
wera talking with when T spoke to you?’;

“1 don’t know hix name,” eaid Catharine, nnd
sho colored slightly, withuut imdgining why.
Mrs. Felton was Iooking at a2 French muszlin,
which hung at a shop window, and did not notice
her embarrassment, ’ :

When they reached Chesnnt Strnat, it was half
past two o'clock  Dinner bad been waiting some
time, and Mr. Ielton had come as near to bheing
nudibly vexed as ho ovor did, ut their long delay.
fle was rending a newspaper, as they came in,and
rend aloud: ;

“A now comhatant has appeared in the arena.
The young member from A has astonished
aven his feiends,  His saddon outpouring yester-
duy, in the house, of eloquont remonstrunco a
gainst the late proceedings of the administration,
the indignant force ol his-arguments and the cut.
ting sarcnrm with which he adduced some illus.
trations of the conduct of the eollar mnen, nhiogeth.
or marked him out as destined to a high rank os
an orator und statesman, and a terror to somme evil
doers we could name.” ]

“Thoe membor. from A Ysaid Mrs. Felton,
“why that is your friend Tagfoot Waddle, is it
aot?”

“Yes—and T am a little surprised at his break.
ing out in this way: he was a dull scholar in col
lege I remeinbor.” : :

“Tugfoot Waddle!” exclaimed Catharine, “you
are joking! there can’t be such a name!”

“Indeed there can,” replied hor brother *tand
he muy be thankful he had not got the whole.”

“T'he whole! Ihope there is no more to it

“*Yes there wax—the original nume was Buunt.
ing—old Waddlv Bunting of Philadelphiu: unelo
tu the young member. I visited him several
times, on my return from the South., He was the
oddent being, I believe that evor lived.”

“Well, I don't understand now,” snid Catha.
rino, “how Tuagfoot came to he hainessed to all
this cuphonious set of numes?” o

“Muney, Katia: money does every thing you
know.  Old Bunting wasrich as a Jew—and he

$20,000, on condition of his changing the very
decent nnme of John Russel, to the very indecent
ono of Tugfoot Waddle.”

“Twenty thonzand dollurs! exclaimed Catha
rine indignantiv,  *“and could he yield to a
temptation eo paltry—and make ‘himsolf ridicu-
lous for life! And how does he look? though you
need not toll me, I know how Tagfoot Waddle
must look; Tagfout Waddle!” repeated Catharinn
over and over} and_the more sho reponted 1t, the
ntore unacconntuble it‘appeared, that any porson
of common senso should have required the aze-
sumption of such a nanie, and doubtly- so, that
any body could be found willing to take 1t.

“J ought to tell you, Kate,"” said Mr. Felton,
“that Waddle had & motive beyond mioney, for
exposing himself'to so much ridicule. His moth-
er and sister are placed in comfortable circum.
stances by his means, and his younger brother
is at Cambridge.” :

“But I thought you said he was at college wish
you.” .

“Yes, ho was. " ITis uncle paid his college ex.
ponces—but his widowed mother was quite poor.
Another thing—whatever people may think,he is
not in much danger from thoir ridicule, They
would be during, mndeed, who would insult John
Russell,—Tugfoot thought ho be—and you see he
is making o figure in the House, in spite of hiy
name.” .

“Yes'—rephod Catherinn, musingly—‘andhow
did you say ho lonked? red hairod, I guess: since
he has such a fiory temper—and eyes that look
every way: as if they would say: “Does any body
daro to insult Tagfoot Wuddle, membor from
A"

“Itis a pify to spoil such a picture™ said Mr.
Felton, “so 1 will not contradict you,”

“And you?" ’

“I never baheld him,” replied Mrs. Felton.
And Catharine conld not persuade her brother to
enlighten her any farther.

LA » » . . »

A month after this conversation, Mr. Fglton
with his wile and sister were pacing the deck of
a stoame-boat’ which -was bound tor Portland.
The sly was as blue as the smooth. wave; and tha
air bracing and cool. S

A gontleman who stood near the enmpanion
way looked towards them and Mr. Felton imne-
diately went to him. : . =

“Who is that?” said Mra. Folton,"*my hushnnd
seems to know him very well,—they aro shuking
hands, I can’t imagine who it can be.”

“But I can,” satd Catharine; laughing and

-blushing, for she &t once saw it was the incognito

of the gnllery. .

Mr. Felton now came towards them:, and in.
troduced his companton. *Mr. Smith—an old
triend of 1nine.”

-#8mith,” thought Mrs Felton, “I wonder if
‘he is one of the Fixefer Smiths?” .

“Smith!" thought Cathurino, “what a name!”

And they bath curtsoyed and smiled’ as sweot.
ly as it his na.no had not been Smith."

Mr Smith seemnod pleased to recogniso the in.
telligent fuco of Miss Felton, and slluded to their
meating in tho gallery; thenco the transition was
casy to many subjects they had discussod ut that
titne,and Catharine thought he had lost none of
his powers of making himselfagreeable.

“Do you goon to Portland?”

“No"—answered she hesitatingly, :

It but a short time, however, before she told
him, withoul any hesitation, that they wore to
stopin York harbor; go on board Capt. Croft's
vessel, the schooner Maty Ann; that Capt. Crofl
was a particular friend of thelrs; and that then
and there, they were to visit “[Dom.Daniel’s cav-
ern in the dopths ofthe ocean.”

*How! whut do you mean?"

*I wish we may make'it out a more romantic
expedition, than I foar we shall. -Capt. Croft has
a diving.bell on board, with which he is exploring
the wreck of sunken glories, in the shape of
white. wux, bales of duck, und other pems of the
ocean; and Mrs. Felton and mysolf intend to-find
aut the latest sleove-patterns for sea-fairies, and
loave our card at somng of the eountry seats and
carul groves, one hears of. = It is at least a per-
fectly safo curiosity—thore is net the slightest
danger to bo apprehended. Cupt. Crofl tells us; or
my sister and myself were both too arrant cow-
ards to tempt our destiny in this way."
~ Mr. Folton approached them, .und ssked Mr.
Smith ifhe stopped at Portsmouth. . .

“If you hud sskod ma.that question half an
hour ago,'’ ho replied, **I should have said yes:
now I have a great inchnation to say no.” -

_ “Then Miss Felton has enlightened you, as to

our projected tour? I wish you would join our
party.”

Bdloy JZOITPDAL, O
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left to his sister’s eldest son, the grotty sum of |
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swered Mr. Smith,  And it was all settled. M.,
Felton looked extremwcly pleased: Mrs. Felton
siniled mischievously at Catharina: and Catha-
rine horself, though shie was very glad of so pleas-
ant an addition to their party, felt rather uncom.
fortable. Sho was nnt quile ut easn, with Mr.
Sunth.  Vory foolish ofber, to ho smie: but some
“how or other,he had struck hor imagination. Hor
imagination was always playing troant,
Mr. Sinith, with his ugly fuce—but his fuce was
no luonger ugly: and Catharine remembered, how
she had lnughed at a lady of her acquaintanee
for aseerting that Mr.
squinted, though he was notorionsly given to both
praciices.  People dochange so on acquaintance,
She listened to Mr. 8mith, who was talkingy with
Mr. Pelton and another gontleman, on somo po-
litical anbject, and she was proud of the gnod seuse
he showed, and the. enorgy nand strength with
which he defeniled his opininns. Thero was
nothing arnamented or laborions in his mannor
al'rpuuking, but it was manty and furcible, and
Cathurine was proud of him. Alroudy her fuce
fluxhud with catisfaction.  Sha had begun to 1den.
tify his succoss ‘with her own happiness. The
aymploms were alurming. Thank fortune! his
name is wot Tagfoot Waddle. Smith, thougha
very common naine, waas bearabla,  ‘'here were
James and Horace Smith from Englind—names
to be prond of. It wmight be rofined into Sinythe;
It might be worse, *

“Why isthat flug hang out?” sho asked,

*It is n signal, 1 believe, to Capt. Croft," repli-
od Mr. Smith; “do you uot see his vessel off thero
to the lofi?"

“Yes, I do—it is but » little way off—shall wo
go along side, as the silore ray?”

“0h, no, that vessel is more than two miles off
the eaptain-of the boat will send us thero.”

ks it possiblp it is so fur off7 and it looks so
near!” .

A+ Catharino spoke, n bont manned by eight
rowera, shot up to the sitle of the steam.buat, and
Cupt. Croft stepped on deck. 1ntroductions:..-a-
pologies—cowphments, fAotved-...bnggrago lower.
ed, and in fivo minutes the boat was bounding
over the water like a npirit.

The exnlarating motion of 2 swift hoat, con-
trastod with the monotonous, rolling, halfisicken-
ing one of the vessel they had been in was de.
lightful, and when they found themselves at the
side of Cupt. Croft's vessel, Cathurine could hard-
ly believo it possible thut they hed come two
milos. :

“Welcome, ladies, to the good schinoner Mary
Avnn,"said Cupt. Croft, when thoy reached the
deck, crowded with men, bales of wet duck, and
machinery, and the wasts hung with thousands
of yards of duck, drying in the sun; while twenty
men wero actively employed in unlolding und dry-
.ing the remainder. - ’
“7“Not exactly in a fit condition for Indies, to be
rure, but she mukes her owa apology: now let me
give you some refreshments; and then I prapnse
that you improve this fine afternoon, to make you
deserut. I have been down twice to.day, and the
whior is perfectly quiet: the ground swell above
to be sare, but you'don’t feol that after you area
fathom or two below.” -

~*Then why uot go immediatoly?” said Mr. Frl.
ton, who had delink'a glass of wine, and was al.
wuys prompt’ *I see noneed of delay.?

. “None in the world. We aro naot sure of to-
morrow--.-und. oven to-day-.--the wind may rise,
in which cuse yon could not go down."

“Why?" said Catharine, “is it dungerous?”

“No.--.not dangerons,.-.-but you would find it
unpleasent, if the water was agitated. 1t is per-
fectly still now.” R

Capt. Croft gavecorders to the men who stood at
the other end of the ship, and in a fow maments
the diving.bell slhid out from the deck, and stood
over Lhe water, about three foet above the surface.

“Who shall go first?"* was the question.

“Why not all go togother?”

“Oh that is not possible. Only two can go,at
n time, bosides the bell-man who directs the ma-
chine. Tho seat will hold bat threa. Will you
go Srat Catharine?” asked Mr, Felton.

“Yes " suid Cathurine with a shudder ot
the thought of it; “there isno danger, yon say"

“Nottlie least in tho world. You reo thuse
cords from above, whero the men are, which po
inta the bell? those are the signal.ropes; and the
man inside will direct the motion, up eor down,
one way or the other, by pulling them. So you
soe the machine is perfectly manageable.”

“And suppoee a shark walks in?”

*Oh; you must take your chance. If you will
go to shark’s domeins, you must expect him to cali
upon you.” .

. Mr. 8mwith seked Catharine if she would accept
his eccort, and Catharine was very willing to ac-
cept it.

“Take a glass of of wine,” said Mrs. Felton.
But Cutharine had grown very brave, and said it
waos quie unnécessary, She wasequal to it.

Capt. Croft told ber sho had better tie a hand.
kerchief about her head. *“The. compression of
the air, when you first go down, is unpleasans; it
is ltke water poured into your ears.”

:Catharine recollected her escart;and she thought
sho should prefer the unplessautl senrution of
which captuin Croft spoke, to the unpleasant con.
sciousness ot her own appearance, with her head
bound up ns 1f it was broken: and she declined.
A sinall bout was now lowored, and Catharine was
hundedintoit. It passcd round to the bell: under
it: then the bell was-Jowored a little,  Mr. Smith
held his hand for her to step on, and she sprang
into the seat. Tho man followed and Mr, Smith.
They wero-ull in therr places, and the boat flouted
out, from beneath. :

The sigaal was given, and the men above cheered
long and loudly. The water pressed up into the bell.
tillitnearly touchedjtheir feet, & theair became as hot
as afurnace. Catharine closed hereyes. There was a
rushing in her carslike the sound of many waters,and
then a sensation of something tight reund her head
like an iron band . She had no idea of time,till she felt
herself supported by her companion, and him say
anxiously,

“Are you faint, Miss Felton?”?

“Not at all, now,”” ehe answered; and she started
atthe strange sound of her awn voice.

“[ow far down arc we?”? said Mr. Smith to the
bell-man.

“Six—ten—about cighty feet, sir.” .

“And the bell is still.” :

Catharinc looked at her compauion’s face. It wa
deadly pale. . .

" “*You are faint, surcly?” . L

*Not in the least,” replicd Mr, Smith, casting his
cye towards the lights at the top of the bell, ‘it iy
llni- n;ﬂucu'un of the green water—you too look vory

ale.

Through these lights, Catharine could sce the fish
float quictly by, and below them on the bgttom,lay a
=¢ shining flounder as motionless and as aritvcratic

larg
as might be, : _

“Pocts do not- tell the truth after all,)”” said Mr.
Smith; “where are the “purple mullet and zold fish,”*
and “‘the sca-flower’ with its leaves of blue?”” alas
alas!”? .

*Shall I move the bell ma’am?”? asked the man,

S\ Ly ] .

“Only to show the facility with which it can be
managed,”’ rcpliéd Mr. Smith, “Raiseita lmlc.?’
‘The man pulled one of the 10pes, and the bell rosé.
“Now to the right.”” : :
“Now {o the left.”? . .
And the obedicnt machine moved in the dircctions
indicated. - L L
“Now let us be perfectly still,” said Cathariue, “I.
want tofeel that we are really under the ““deep, deep
aca. ) h
There was silence. ITer companion held her hand,’

.and a quick pressure of it, showed that he understood
the feelinga that subducd her. Catharine was glad,
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“That will I, with the grentest ploasure,” an-} very glad, that she could associate with this

This |

neither stamwered nor |
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impres-
sion of the aublime, that of sympathy with one, in
whom she felt a great and increasing interest, Alto-

‘gether the fecling was worth all the trouble of gain-
Pingit. It is so acldom that one has tie opportunity

of feeling really sublime.  Atlength Mr. Smith broke
the sileénee, by asking the man, how long it would be
practicable, to stay,

““There is air for one, an hour and a half,”* he re-

‘pliod. *for three, half an hour, of course.””

**Then our time must be very nearly expired.””

“\Within five minutes,” guid the man, taking out
his watch,  *Shall I sign to risc?”

‘ As he spoke,.a grating leud sourd, like thatof some
theavy body falling across the top of the bell, starthed
them all.

**\What ean it be? how it sheok ns!*”

The man hesitated—locked anxiously out at thé
bull’s eye, and then'said,

“Jt is a cablc chain  how the confounded thing has
got ont here, ¥ can’t gucss—but here *tis, that’s plain,
Pll sign to raise, if you like.”

“By all means » ’

But'the sironl was not obeyed. It was repeated.

“The distress signal **

C“I've made it twice, sir.””

“What iz the matter?, what shall we do!’* ericd
Catharine, in great alarm,

““Be calm--be quiet,” said Mr. Smith, holding her
firmly with one avm, while with the other he clasp-
ed a'large iron hook which hung from the side of the
machine. *“What is the reason they don’t answer
you, do you think?” :

- “The d—d thiaz has got afoul of the bell—and they
can’t move us;" replied the man, in evident and pain-
ful anxicty. ’

“And the air will last but
Smith.

“Oh whatcan we do! what can we do!”” exclaimed
Catharine, in an agony of fear, ehe vainly tried to
control. . . . ..

“I shall dive! and if F-get up, I'll send you wurd,””
said the bell-man; and saiting the action to the werd,
he was out of sight in w moment. Here then they
were; exposed to almost incvitable death. Catha-
rine fooled at her companion, but she cotld not tell
what were his emotions: his face was nearly hidden
by the thick vapor, that rolled up to the top of the
bell.  She began to feel a sense of suffocation, and she
breathed hardly and painfully, as if cvery breath
would be her last, " “Then the thonzht of all she left
above, and in her own green, sy home, came over
her—and the terrible death, she must diet—it was too
dreadful,  She tried to speak, but she could not utter
a word. Hcr companion at length broke silenco.

“If he has got salely up, we shall very soon be re-
lieved—if you can be ealm.”

Catharine was quicted b{ the resolute tong of her
companion, and she found she could breathe and even
speak. C
l“Is there any danger but he will get up? ¥ thought
he could not hedp rising-—shall not we too, go the sarac
way if we are uot relieved soon?”’

I hope very much’ e will reach the surface in
safety—* : . i

“¢Aund youn fear—2" - - e .

1 fear—that he may hit against the vessel, For
that reason, I would not ¢xpose you to such a chance
if it is possible to escape it.  Butl you are very calm
—you bear it nobly!” '

Phe air was now almost exhausted. Catharine
heard Mr, Smith say; 1 dare not wait longer, let me
bind this handkerchicf round your arm and fasten it to
wmy own—and now hold your breath!”—he put one
arm round her waist—The bell jarred,

“Thunk God! we are rising!” exclaimed bath the
suffercry at once, as'n uwick grating sonnd showed
that the chain was removed, and the bell rose rapidly
o thesurfuce. It-was but a minute, and the cheers
of the men above came on their cars:

“A lJady in the bell! yeo! cheerily?” sung the
hoarse voices of the sailors, aud no vand of music ev-
er approached the sounds, in heavenly beauty. A
moment moro, and the fresh air of the upper world
rushed in. They are safe, - .

The revalsion of feeling, was too rouch for the ex-
hausted Catharine, and she fainted as she was lifted
into the boat. . '

When she eame 0 her genzes, the first. ohject she

saw was the bell man lying on the deck; bis head
bound with a handkerchief, staincd with biood:—and
the next was her companion in danger and safety, anx-
ionsly bendieg over her. A thousacd thoughts rush-
¢d through hurkrgin in an instant. . But for him she
must certainly Pave died. She would have fainted,
but for his courage—or she would have followead the
bel-man in the impaticot fear of delay: his courage
— his composure had saved her life; and witha feel-
ing of overpowering gratitude, she clasped his hands,
xlmd thanked hiwm, us well as her gushing tears would
et her.

““Do not thank me,”” hoe replicd smiling, and yet as
if he sympathised in her enthusiasm.  *I could have
doue nothing, but for vour own calmness and energy
—and the cfforts of this hrave fellow here.”

"“Yes,” said Mr. Felton, “we could not imngine
why vou did not come up—the men felt the signals,
and had put onmore purchase, but had no idea of the
eutunglement, when what shouliappear above water,
but this glorious fellow—his head Lrokc——blood our.
ing out—~ and he ready to drop with exhaustion; how-
ever he would’nt faint, till he had got out, “Cable
chain over bell!” and then he sank away in an in-
stant. Had’nt it been for that you were gone, I can
tcll you; my dear, give Kate some of that wine.—
Well, Waddle, you’ve had a taste of the brine! I fan-
cy you'll not be inahurry to go again?”

““Mr. Smith!” was all that Catharine could utter.
He answered her look of astonishment. v

“I believe your brother did not intend the denounce-
ment to happen quite so soon—however he must thank
himself.  And now, since it has happencd, he will
perbhaps explain to roe, as well as to you, why he
wished me to drop my own name for the onc | have
so paticatly borne. I 'have been guite passive under
it, 50 far, but will now resume my lawful cognomon of
Waddle.”* : ‘
" Ashe szokc he drew himsclf up with so much dig-
nity that Catharine did not laugh. Somchow or oth-
er, she did pbt feel at all in a Jaughing mood.  Aad
so—this man—the incognito of the gallery—the ‘com-
panion of hier danger—<4thé member from A=~ this
man-—rwho, with all his want of beauty, grace, man-
ner,—any thing that she could have thought captivat-
ing,—had interested her maore than any man she had
ever scen; this man, was Tazfoot Waddle! What,
could be done? he ncver would change it again.®” A-
Iast she had no rich uncles, like old Bunting, to tempt
him back to his old name! Qh, if it were his old name!
or even Smith refined into Smythe—~but Waddle!
Tagfoot! what cculd be done! what.could be done?*?

She Jookcd up-at Mr, Felton. Ile was similing: so
was Mrs. Felton; and with such mischievous and ex-
pressive smiles, that Catharine could only bifsh to
the tips of her fingers, and fix her eyes on'the green
water. She envied the placid wave, which contrast-.

-ed so strongly with herown tempest tost mind.  Once
more she turned over in_ber thoughts, the possibility
of being *Mrs, Tagfoot Waddle;” and this time she
glaneed at Mr Tagloot Waddle. He stood a little a-
purt from the others, and an expression of gravity, al-
most of melancholy, rested on his peculiar features.
Jt touched Catharine to the heart,  How sad it must
be, to bear such a name! to bear it too alone! Proba-
bly he would never wish; would never dare to ask
any body to share it with him. She wondered if he
ever woulil.  She bezan to fear he would not  After
all. what’s in a name?”’ And Catharinge was thinking
how much “expericnee’ had done towurds ¢’ imging
some of her opinions, when Mr. Felton spoke, and
she started, for she thought her cars hal deccived
her. No: she had heard very plainly, as was evi-
dent from the response.  Mr. Felton had said;

#Did yon bring Mrs Waddle with y ou to Boston?™
And he replied, that Mrs Waddle’s health was in-
different, and the care of her children detained her.

““Then there was o Mrs. Taglcot Waddle! and
# number of little YWaddles?*? ) .

a short time,”” gaid Mr.

CONTENTMENT. o
There isa jewel that no Indian mine can buy,
No ehemic art can counterfeit, .

It makes men rich io greatest poverty, ’
Makes water wine, turns woodén cups to gold, g
The homely whistle'to sweet muse’s strain}
Scldom it comes to few from Heaven sent,

That much is little-~all in nought—CoxTERY.

" In the condition of men, It froguently happons
that grief and aoxiety lio hid under the.golden
robes of presperity: ang the gloom of calamity is
‘cheered by secret radiutions of hope and comfort,
us inthe warks of natare the bog is sometimes
coverod with flowers, and the mine concealed in
the barren crags. ‘ '

~ ANTI-MASONIC.- .

From the Lancaster Examiner &Hcrqld,b
M. Stevens’ Remarks;

At a County meeting of the friends of Joseen Rir
held in Lancaster on the 19th Sept. 1830, i
_ Mn, Parstnxsti—In venturing to siy & few
words on the interesting subjcet which engsges -
the attention of this meeting, § do it with. rel
diffidence, knawing that I speak in the presedce:
of thase who are as-thoroughly requainted with
the euhject as I possibly can be; and whone das
termination to perscvere needs no inciteme
and could receive no strength fiom anv’ rem
of mine.” The intelligent citizens of Lancastet
county were amongst the firat to perceive the
evils of masonry, and to form a determined
ganized revistance to them; and through.all thé
vicissitudes of success and defeat, have they
-maintained the calmest equanimity and the most -
unshoken firmness, thereby showing to sl tha
their condact was the resuft of sincere eonvic
tion. Before you, it would be s useless waite
of time to attempt to unfold the revolting” prin
ciples of the iniquitoas institution, . Those who'
would desire correct information end ‘sound
views on that subject, would do well to draw:
upon. the inlelligent yeomanry of Lancas
You have maintained a steady and an onwar
course, while neighboring counties” wha start
with flowing sails and a ptosperons breeze, hav
unfortunately tacked about, shortened ‘sail, oe.
run upon theshinals and quickssnde of time-serv.
‘ing corprumise which obstruct the .trant, and
prove futal to timid, vascillating- and unskilfal
pilots. -But now, when you.hsve msnfull
‘weatheted the storm, and are about entering
sccure and permanent harbor, it may not b
unprofitable, nor uninteresting, briefly to review
the difficultics which you have. overcome, and-
the danger which you have conquered.. - -
When the freemenof America first ‘ventured
to doubt the utility of secret societies and i
quire into the truth of the allegations made
sgainst them, the members of the fraternity, from
the wise man and the _enlightened statesman:
down to the drivelling bigot, seemed to be transe
ported with an unearthly rage, and to recoil with
horror al.s0 sacrilegious a deed! Although it w
permitted freely to scrutinize the principles, the
condnct and the motives of all civil and- teliginus.
communities; ol judges, of governors and of
presidents; yet it was deemed a - presvimptao
and an unholy thing to lift the veil of -this privi
teged order! They arrogated to themselves
higher privileges, immunities and rightey and-
had wrought thémselves into the belief ‘that
they possessed superior **LicuT,”’ and were men .
of higher and better mould, than the common.
mass of their fellow citizens. They had revell-
ed in.the fond delusion.until there was-but ‘few,
even of the wisest of them however sane .in of
er things, who did not f.:ra sYroge in this.
Solong and in such sweet fullc wotin, sl wun
tual vanity, had they worr: (e conwag, the tara,
‘the mitres, and the jewr!: oitviis o
kings, and aristucrats,tha: hey faed e

peve o

unslienable rights, far-abav: 1ty rye
untitled fréemen! Iuprond of “wnpws
argument the reasonable doubts zid diffical
& «ugpestions o!‘inquirin.pl-ninds.they treatedjth
inquirersasimpertinent intermeddlers in thing
which were above them; and attempted to'detes-
from- investigation . by bitter denunciations and
personsl vengeance.. Although the. impression .
of things past soon fades from the mind and be- '
cumes dim, yet there are many among you who
will dever cesse to remember the foul slanders’
and malignant calumnies which were indiscrimi-.
nately poured forth by this banded brotheérhood,
against all those who first ventured to condemn -
aad denounce the principles of hé Order. ".In
faithful ebedience to the 8pirit and precepts- of
this churterell conspirscy; they sttempted to
destroy their characters and “pEnaxes TEEIR
nusiness!” No charge was tao foul; no epithet
too harsh; and no motives too impure to, fasten,’
as far a8 persevering and concerted wickedness.
could effect it, upon the spotless characters of’
Adams, Everett, Granger, Rush and ‘a bundred’
others who had the patriolism and the nerve to-
speak of this Institution a9 freemen should ‘aver:
spesk to fellow freemen. 1 well rememher that'
for this alone, in your own city, the servile snd
licentious press crased not, day ‘nor. night, to
pour forth its filthy stresm of rancorous false- -
boods, upon the head of ane of the ablest men;
and most disinterested patriots of the, common.
wealth, who is a resident among you. So ab
solute was the. power of Masonry over the:
whole _press of the Union, that it implicitly
obeyed its mandates, whether issued for the:
maral destruction of their fellow: citizens or;
for the concealment of crime. So interested:
or so intimidated was it,.that it preserved the:
silence of the grave in relatien to one of the
most interesting and momentous transactisns
and periods of our own history. When it was
proclaimed to an astonished  people, that ‘an.
all-pervading conspiracv existed among them'
directed agninst their ‘equal rights, property,
reputation and lives; and that in strict sccor-
dance with its principels, a fellow being ~an
American citizen—bhad been deprived of lifa -
against every principle of »usrrc law; and se
powerful wag its organization—so thoronghl
did it control witnesses -aid jurors, ‘that - the
knowx murderers trampled upon the forms ol
Inw, and bid defiance to justice, scarcely & sin;
gle portion of the old press noticed the fact, ot
published the allegation or the proaf. 'While.
that same press published with aridity ‘evary.
case of outrage or murder prompted by indi-
vidual depravity, however high or influential
were the culprit, it concealed one of tentold
more awful and alarming import, with all. its
attendant train of protesting perjuries! So fl
as personal sympathies were concerned, ths
murder of Morgan was but an ordinary case,’
and would ere this have sunk into the black
oblivion of crime, and.ceased to be a matter of.
comment.. But'when that event was proved to
be the deliberate result of chartered and ot .
ganized iniquity, extending from pele to pole, -
and from the tising to the setting sun, how base.
ly depraved, or how eriminaliy timid must that
press be which for a single moment eoutd con:
ceal it from the people! tam well aware of the :
risques they would have incurred by an opposi
site conrse. Iam notigdorant of the powero
the disposition of the ladge ‘to inflict punly
ment on all who exercige the rights of (reeme
against its interests.. But when the well bei
of your country is in danger, should they bes
lowed or excused on siccount of pecunisty
terest, personal popularity, or. loss ef pat;
age? Tuaris the ples of thennprineip
tard, whao earns his daily hread by :
1 pray you. sir, let nat this lungus
uncalled for, harsh or uncourtenns, .
not, unnecessarily, wound the feeling
humblest human being. But'l-cingot
in measured terms of those treschepet
nels, who stand.on the watch, towers.of.
and suffer the citadel to be taken withy
ing one cry,.or striking vne pairiothe:
Lknow there sre many henestmen:

‘the evils of Masonry exaggersfath and
have never tsken the treublete gad




