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t - For the Leisré Hour.
“The followlag little poem, which I copy from

the University Maguzine of September 1844, is
not devoid'of werit—It isentitled  * * *

A Complaint.
lmmIONnorbobelond;
. 1 move not others nor am moved ;
l'ou‘hn I come no softheart gladdens,
i 1 go wo spirit saddens, .
wo emotion kindles,
w wind!
yo Q &z% ghs
At my departure ; mo ear listens
To eateh the sound of coming feet,
Till she can hear her own heart beat.
On maiden’s cheek no warm blush brighteus,
No smile along & rgse lip lightens—
No quickened footsteps comes to meet me,
Aud there is no kinds voice to greet me.
To mine no white hand is extended ;
No smile or sigh with mine in blun&etl
"But like an erring spirit hurled
_ To this from some far brighter world,
* From bliss o bale, from weal to wo,
Unfelt I come, unmissed I go.
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Sonnet.
BY MR8, BROWNING.

o l thought onee how Theoeritus had sung
Oof tbo lmt yeurs, the dear and w's ied, for

Who mh one in‘a gracious hand appears
To benr & gift for mortals, old and young;
And, ax I mused it, in his nnuTu, tongue,
I saw, in gradual vision through my tears,
The sweet, sad yenrs, the mﬁlauchui{l years,
Those of my own life, who by turns hand ﬂung
Auhullow across me. Straightway I was 'ware,
g, how & mystic $hape did move
’ﬂl e, and drow me backward by the hair,
And a volce said, in mastery while 1 struve

'Guesenow who holos thee 77 *Death ' T said
" But there, o
silver anawer rang: ‘Not Death, but
Love."”

il B B+ G—— \

A fow weeks ago Sir E. Bulwer Lytton dt-
livered & leeture in Lincoln, which city he has

He gave an outline of 1he history of the Bat
lonian, Assyrian, Persian, Egyptio, Greek agd
Jewish nutions, and cloxed with the following

struction of Jerd-alem by Titus:

Sis years after the birth of vur Lord, Judea
and Samaria becnme a Roman provinee, under
suburdinate governors, the most famous of
whom wns Ponting Pilate. These governors
became o oppressive that the Jews broke out
into 1ebellign ; and seventy yeary after Christ:
Jerusalent was finally besieged by Titus, atter-

wards Emperor of Rome. No tragedy on the

stage has the same scenes of appalling terror
“aswre to be found in the history of this siege.
"I'hve cliy itself was rent by factions at the dead-
liewt war with each other—all the elements of
civil batred had broke loose—the streets were
slippery with the blood of cilizens-—bother
slew brother—the granaries were set on fire—
faming wasted those whom the sword did not
wlay.  In the midst of these civil massacres, the |
Roman srmies nppeared béfore the walls of
Jerusalem. Then for a short time the riva}
fictions united sgainst the common foe; they |
were agiinthe gi'lant countrymen of David |
, and mry sailed forth and scattered |

. beief; the ferovity of the ill-fated Jews soon
sghin wasted itse!f on each other. And Titus |
warched on —encamped his armies glose by the |

from the heights the Roman gen-
eral with awe on the strength and splen-
dor thhd‘y of Jehovuh,

Lt us here pause—and take, ourselves, a |
mournfal glance at Jerusalem, ax it then was. |
The city was fortified by a triple wall, save on |
one mde, where it was protected by deep and

s ravines. These walls, of the. mmt,
solid w , Were guarded by strong towers;
ltn loftiest uf these towers Titus |
had encamped. From the leight of that tower |
the sentinel might have scen stretched below |
the whole of that fair Territory of Jadea, about |
to poass from the countrymen of David. With-
in thes: walls wag the palace of the kings—its
roof of cedar, itsdoors of Lhe rarest marbles, its
chambers filled with the costliest tapestries,
and vessels of gold and siiver. Groves and
gardeos [leaming with fountains, ndorned with
statucs of brongs, divided the courts of the
Jpalace itsell. Bot Ligh above all upon a pre-
oup rock, rose the tewple, fortified and
1by Solomon.  The temple was asstrong

.‘“’._ _ Olonhrlng!on bchddporhooesol'
mﬂmu of porphyry, warble and
L gates adorned with guld mod sﬂnr,
rhich was the wouderful gate called the
whwwm admitted into the
mamm itselF=all sheeted over
'}ﬂ'ﬂtﬂ ﬂuhnn;\} a vine pmofgold'

bran NmMQ man, |

tion in thought.
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the Lord of Hosts did neot fight with Tsrael.
Bat the enemy is thunderirg at'the wall.
around the city arose immense machines, from
which Titus poured down mighty fragments of
rock, and showers of fire.
way—ihe city was entered——the temple itself
was stormed.  Famine in the meantime had

made such havoe, that the ‘besieged were more |
like spectres than living men; they devoored |

the bcl

feet. nature itself so perished away, that

a mother devoured her own infant; fulfilling the | scious that for the time,
awful words of the warlike prophet who had | of God,’

first led the Jews towards the land of promise

—*“The tender ard delicate woman amongst
you, who would not adventure to set the sole
of her foot upon the ground for delicateness and
tenderness—her eyes shall be evil toward her
young one and the children that she shall bear,
for she shall eat them for want of all . things
secretly in the siege and straitness wherewith
Ihme enemy shall distress thee in thy gates.”
| Still, as if the foe and the famine was not.
scourge enough, citizens smote and murdered
each other as they met in the way—false
prophets ran howling through the streets—every
image of despair completes the ghastly picture
of the fall of Jerusalem. And aow the temple
waus set on fire, the Jews rushing through the
flames to perish amidst its ruins, It wasa calin
summer night—the 10th of Augnst; the whole
hill on which stood the temple was one gigantic
Llaze of fire—the roofs of cedur crashed—the
golden pinnacles ot the dome were like spikes
of crimson flame. ‘Through the lurid atmos-
phere all was carnage and slaughter; the echoes
of shrivks and yells rang back from the Hill of
Zion and the Mount of Olives. Amongst the
smoking rains, and over piles of the dead, Titus
plaoted the stundard of Rome. . Thus were ful-
filled the lastavenging prophecies—thus perish-
ed Jerusalem. In that dreadful day men still
were living who might have heard the warning
voice of Him they crucified—* Verily, T say
unto you all, these things shall come upon this
generullun
lem, thou that killest the prdphets and stonest
them that are sent to thee, * * *  fehold
your house is left unto you desolate!” And
thus were the Hebrew people scattered over
the fice of the earth, still retaining to this hour
their mysterious identity—sti!l a living proof of
the truth of those prophets they had scorned
or sluin—still, vainly awaiting that Messiah,
whose divine mission was fulilled eighteen
cenluries ago, upon the Mount of Calvary.

e

Edward Everett's Style Analyzed.

We take the following from the Edifor’s Tuble
of Russell for May. It is an admirable speci-
men of critical dissecting, and is writlen with
more than the usoal elegance of the aunthor.
We nrust beg "though, to demur somewhat to
the conclusions of the writer. His estimate is
just in the main we admit, but we think he has
not done j:dl_;uatrce to the splendid qualities of

this unequalled cis-Atlantic rhetorician.—Eb. |

Leisure Houvr.

“ Let us first consider him as an Orator.
Personally, few men have been more highly
| gifted. To a commanding presence, and natur-
| ally graceful carriage, he unites a voice of great
power, and sweelness. It has, besides, been
elaborately cultivated, Koo ving the charm,

: the eagles of Tlome. Bat this triamph Was | little short of magie, which resides in homan
| tones rightly graduated to the character of the

sentiment expressed, Mr. Everett has spared no
| pains in perfecting to the minutest details the
grand Organ of speech with which he i m endow-
ed; equal labour has been bestowed upon all
other points essential to impressive elocutior: ;

every minutest gesture has a pdrpose, and is
productive of a special effect, long before deter-

|mmcd upon.  He is emphatically an Orator

madc and not born ; for despite tle personal
gl!la to which we have referred, -Mr. Everett
labom-s under the disadvantage of being some-
what of a Phlegmatic. Through the deep,
| organ-like music of his ulterance, through all
| his impressive declumation, and graceful action,
there runs an under current of native coldness
of temperament which even the force of su-
premest Art, is unable wholly to overcome. He
does not thrill us with lighwing phuaes, hot

{ and swift from the depths of the soul ; he does

not elecirify us by a single word pregnant with
passion and -meaning; his influence consists
rather in the sustained unity of his aH but per-
Ject elocution ;—the same criticism, may, in our
opinion, be passed upon bis style as 8 writer,
Even in his great Washington Oracion, iucom-
parably the noblest of his pnblic performances,
we listened vainly to catch the trnewmg of the
profoundest orlgmahty, or, the beldut m

Correct, pnlhbaﬂ,htunﬁim tba ip:et of
the Dorian ﬂm his sentences were w
ly, as s 58 Art and study could make
them, ey lacked that Promethian fire, that
energy dmne, which caa- enly ha modtn
language by the inner. workings of the spirit,

hyt!u.rmqﬁunoa barn of MMM
I’mlwlhm :.}: i

All |

THE " Walls gave I

their swords, the sandals to their !

* % % 0, Jerusalem, Jerusa- |

L J

hearers is, to excla:m, as e-ich pleasmg period
is rounded oft by his sonorous voice; “how
charmmg! how delightful | what a genial senti-

went, or happy simile!” _ They are perfectly
self-possessed, nh;_!e\en critical in the very
n idst of the silvery shower of his eloquence:
they are seldom made for a moment to forget
their surroundings, to forget themselves; to
| stand silent, hushed, quivering, before the ter-

with the grandear of some stirring tBeme, con-
!t isindeed the * Oracle
the chosen channel where through the
streams of heavenly truth or of heavenly beauty,
must be communicated fo humanity.

We therefore de ny that Mr. Everett can be
ranked among the greafest of Crators, nor yet,
in its true philosophical sense, among the reall y
vriginal, the permanent, Catholic, suggestive
immortal thinkers of the Land. His Addresses |
—that on Washington especially—will Zive, but |
how? as specimens of exquisite parity of diction,
of the most winhing grace and beauty of style,
i 1ese being their pre-eminent merits, far more
thian as substantial contributions to the orizinal,
or imacinative eloquence of the country. The
expression of Daniel Webster, so often quoted,
| which designates Mr, Everett as * the Corinthi-
an pillar of Massachusetts” that pillar which
from the pediment to the volutes of the capital
has ever been considered the embodyment of
the graceful in form, and of the graceful alode,

18 significant as 8 comparison, and truthful as
an xlIuslr ation.

His mind, wholly unlike that of C:lhoun,
partukes not of the stern sublimity of the Doric
order, nor, like Webster's does it present a
union of Doric simplicity with Tonie richness ;
it is simply as the latter well termed it C'orm-
thian in mould, and Corinthinn in culture.

We may even carry the comparison further, |
and say, that as the noblest age of Greek liberty,
and of Greck Art had passed away, when this
third, and last'style of architecture came into
vogue, and that there is something of florid
superﬂu:ty incorporated with its very beauty—
s0, in Mr. Everett’s style of eloquence, we feel

: butthntthui!u was not noIvéf, and _had been

that more importance is piven to the body, the
environments, the rkeforic of a subject' than is
allogether congistent with the clear elu-idation:
th direct and vigorous exposition of its essen-
tial Spirit. Wehave entered into this criticism,
or rather, we have made these suggestive re-
marks, in no dogmatic, or supercilious temper.
We have simply given utterance to our con-

victions.  Whether they be right or wrong, the
Future will determine.”
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Dickens's Story of the Origin of Pickwick.

Mr. Dickens has latterly been issning what
is called 2 popular edition of his works, in which
he treats us.to that little account of the origin
of Pickwick, and how eagerly we rush behind

the scenes to see How they contrived the
!hundrer

“I was a young man of three and twenty
when the present publishers, attracted by some
pieces I was at that time writing in the Morn-
ing Chronicle newspaper, (of which one series
had lately been collected and published in two
~yolumes, illustrated by _my esteémed friend,
Mr. George Cruikshank,) - waited upon me to
propose something that should be published in
shilling numbers—then only knewn to me; or
I believe to anybody else, by a dim recollection
of eertain interminable novels in that form
which used to be carried about the country by
peddlers, and over some of which 1 remember
to have shed iunumerable tears before I had
served my apprenticeship to Life, ‘

* When I opened my door in Furnival's Inn
to the managing partner who represented the
firm, 1 recogunized in the person from whose
hands I 'had bought, two or three years previous-
ly, and whom T had never seen before or since,

effusion—dropped stealthily one evening at

lettet b x, in a dark office, upa dark court in
Fleet street—appeared in all the glory of print3
on which memorable oceasion—how well T re-
collect it!—I walked down to Westminster

my eyes were so dimmed with joy and i}rfde
| that they could not bear the' street, and were
not fit 10 be seen there. _I_thlg my visilor the

“ The idea propnnn =
monthly something should b s wehicle for cer-
tuin plates to be execated My ; ﬁ.Seymour :
and there was a notion either on the part of
that admirable humorist or of my visitor (I for:

| ¢t which) that a Nimrod Club, the members of

which were to go out simhng, ﬁshmg' &ec.,
and getting (hemselves into difficulties through
their want of dexterity would, be the best
means of introducing {hese, T objeclet?, on

“consideration, that, although born and pardy

.bmdhlheeomq,lmmgnuspmm,

in regard to all kiods of locw
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rible majesty of genius, thoroughly possessed, |

'

Hall and turned info it for-half an hour beeause |

my first copy of the magazine in which my first |-

twilight, with fear and trembling, into a dark |’

-

reue, whatever course I might prescribe to my-

self at starting. My views being deferred, I

thought of Mr. Pickwick, and wrote the ﬁmu

number, from the proof-she&ta of which Mr '
Seymour made bis drawing of the club, and that
happy portrait of its founder by which he is al-
ways recognized, and which nmy be said to have
made him a reality, I connected Mr. Pickwick
with a club because of the original suggestion,
and 1 put
of Mr. Seymour. We started with a namber |
of twenty four pagessinstead of thirty two, and |
four illustrations in lieu of a couple. Mr. Sey-
mour's sudden_and lamented death before the:
second number wus puhlished, brought about a |
quick decision upon a point already in agitation,
the nomber became one of thirty-two pages,
with two illustrations, and remained so to the |
end. My friends told me it was a low, cheap |
form of publication, by which I should ruin all
my rising hopes; and how 'right my friends:
tumned out to be, everybody now knows.

“‘ Boz,’ my signature in the Moming Chronicle,
appended to the monthly cover of this book,
and retained long afterwards; was the nickname :
of a pet child, a young brother, whom I had |
dubbed Moses, in honor of the Vicar of Wakefield, -
which being facetiously pronounced through the
nose, became Boses, and being shortened be-'
came Bom. ‘Boz’ was a very familiar house- |
hold word to me long before I was au auther,
and so I came to adopt it.”

>

A Splendid Extract.

The following has long appeared to us as
one of the most marvel‘lbualy excecllent pieces
of deseriptive writing in our 'language. The
author has thrown over the dry details of sci-
ence the refulgent gurb of true poetic beauty.
[ED Leisvre Hour,

“The charts of the world wblch have been
drawn up by modern science have thrown into
a narrowgpace the expression of a vast amount
of knowledge, bit Ihave never yet seen any
one pictorial enough to enable| the spectator to
imagine the kind of contrast ih physical char-
aeter which exists between noqtheru and south-
ern countries. We know the difference in de-
tail, but we have not that bJoad glance and
grasp which would cnable us | to feel them in
their fullness. We kuow that gentians grow
on the Alps, and 8lives on the!Apennines; but
we do not enough conceive fur ourselves that
varigated mosuic ot the world’s surface which
a bird sees In its migration—that difference be-
tween the district of-the ge*ﬂian which the
stork and the swallow see far off, as they lean
upon the sirocco wind. Let ps fof a moment
try to raise ourselves even above the level of
their flight,and imagine the Mediterranean lying
beneath us like an irregular lake, and all itd
ancient promonitories sleeping in the sun: here
and there an angry spot of thunder, a gray,

¥y | sake

stain of storm, moving upon the burning field ;
and here and there a fixed wreath of white vol-
cano smoke, surrounded by its circle of ashes;
but the most part a great peacefulness of light,
Syria and Greeee, Italy and Spain, laid like
pieces of golden pavement into the sea-blue,
chased, as we stoap nearer to them, with bossy
beaten-work -of mountain chains, and glowing
softly with teraced gardens, and fiowers heavy
with frankincense; mixed among masses of Jau-
rel, and orange, and plumy palm, that abate
with their gray-green sha<ows the burning of
the marble rocks, and the ledges of pophyry
sloping under lucent sand. The let us pas§ | be
farther towards the north, unti! we see the oris
ent colors change gradually into a vast belt of
rainy green, where the pastures of Switzerland]
and poplar valleys of France, and dark forests
of the Danube and Carpathians, Volga, seen

_through clefts in gray swirls of rain ¢loud and

flaky veils of the mist of the brooks, spreading
low along the pasture lands: and then, farther
north still, to see the earth heave into mighty
masses of laden rock and hezlhy moor, bor-
dering with a bmad waste -of gloomy purple
that beli of field and wood, and splintering into
irregular and grisly islands, amidst the northers
seas, beaten by storm, and chilled by lce-dﬂﬁ,
and tormented by furious pulses of contending:
tide, until the roots of the last forests full from
among the hill ravines, and the hunger of the
north wind bites their peaks into barrennessi
and, at last, the wall of ice, durable hike' iron,
sets, death-like, its white teeth agaiost us ou{.
of tie polar twilight,  And havmg once (ravers:
ed in thought this gradation of the zoned iris
1of theearth in all its material vastness, let
go dowa nearer to-it, and wateh the parallel] -
change in the belt of arimal ﬁfe the multitudes
~of swift and brilliant _crestares that glance in
tlu;a:rorm or tread lhcmdsof the amth
ern zone; striped zebras, u:tapo:ted

and scarlet. Letus contr-t%tﬁen dnﬁeﬁcj’ w'i
bnlhnncyof color and swiftné:

the frost-cramped strengdx, and

ing, and dusky plamage of the northern tribes; | judg
con'rast the Arabian horse with the Shetland, § whes
mt:gannd lmddth&wrnﬂ‘m far |

raWinkle expressly for the vse |
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of the land which gave bim birth. (Lot us wateh

side the burning gms, and with sofl
sculp the jasper piilars, that are to rafloct a ceas-.
less sunshine, and rise| into a cloudless sky; but

not with less revml#ee let us' stand by him
whenl wiil rough strengih' and htrned stroke,
he smites au uncouth| oniunt.m'ot the rocks

which h> has torn l'roq ameng the moss of the.
meoriand, and heaves into the air the

pile of iron buttress and rugged wall, instine
with work of imagivation as wildand wayward
as the northern sea ; creations of ungainly shape
and rigid limb, but full of wolfish life; fierce as

the wingds that beat, and changeful as the clouds
that shade them.” Joax Ruskix.
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The Bmcxdb of Harbert.

TO THE PBEB&I 0¥ L!I‘.RICL

_ The Tribune, Times, Courier and Enquirer,

with a request to copy.

To the Press of the Unifed States of America :

Before going to my account I would say a
tew words to the Press of America, and to its
conductors, as to wen among whom I have for
many years been more or Jess associated.

I'have my faulis, my failings; I have done
my share of evil in my life, as all men has done
perhaps I have done my share of good hhe—
wise,

Of my private h:stqry, few men koow any-

the whole; it cannot /concefn the public know
anythmg. Asa writer let me be judged; asa
man let my God judge me.

struction—I implore silence. For what I have

and not with man, wha may uncertainly per-
ceive and dmtmgulsh facts, but certainly cannot
perceive causes or divine notions or inteotions

I do not-sow ask charity—I ounly inplore si-
lence.

Let the good that I have done, if any, be in-
terred with my bones; let the evil, also—for
the evil, I can say positively. is such as can do
no evil after me. I have taught, T have incul-
cated, I have set forth nothing whieh I did be-
lieverto be false or evil, or anything ‘which I did
not: believe to be good and true.  Tn all my
writings 1 have wroté no fine of which I am
ashamed, no word whicli T desire to blot.

I have done many thicgs wrongly, many
things of which I am ashamed, many things of
which I have sincely repented, many things un-+
der. the pressure of temptation of poverty and
necessity, to which I am not accustomed by my
condition, which I hope I should not do again
under any temptation,

Iam very sorry I have been weak at times
and bave fullen—who has not done so0?

- For justice sake, for| ¢charity’s sake, for God’s
let e rest. I bear an hovorable name.
“striven hard, {n great trials) in great
temptations,in a foreigh country, in a false posi-
tion among men who did not, perhaps ¢ould not,
syrnpathlse with me, lo keep it honorable—as
you would have your names honored and your
sons preserve them te you, I charge you do not
dishonor mine. Few will miss me when I am
gone ; pobably none lament me—so be it! Only,
I implore you, do not mmnteqmt and malign
me.

Having said this, I have said nu.rly all--one

case, my earnest and hopel'ul appeal for repose

be disregarded—if the Jyultures of the press
pounce upon my cold*rem_am.s, to’tear through
. them, the heart strings of my living relatives—
to blazon forth all m misdeeds, in unblushing

have a friend—stand forth to defend me. De-,
fence ouly. provokes ‘ul.ter attack and gives a
keener tooth to scandal.

1 die, forgiving every man who has wronged
me, asking forgivness of every man whem I |
have wronged.- I have atoned, 8o faras I knotv
or can atone, for every wrong I have éver dove.

I have the means, 1 believe, if they be care-
fully managed, to pay everything that I owe,
and, perhaps, to leave a surplas. =

-1 never shrank, while | was alive, from meet-.

| ing the meqneneulﬂlmydnhfmloﬁee.

”I ngvg,upﬁg_n !md pumkhf.k'heh 1
would not gt did not say to his face, =~

t now, all you that would xssgil
mo.ﬂutn?ﬁ&htﬁ-nedfsnm ﬂuthenoo—
forth I ean disprove

1

false soever, can I prove myself mgﬂlty (R
all” cowardice, the
strike lbe dead, who

agswer.

him with borning m#rm as hie sets side by |

thing, fewer still know /mgech—no one knows |

Iimplore not, praise, not a favorable con- |

to account with God, let me account with God, |

word more only—if, as I presume will be the |

colors to the sun—Iet rione of my friends—if I |

of me; that with me ommeumbemr-, &
uqimmfmwd that from no accasition, how | m

@n mkcnndelma or |

luhmpnu. Donntpruwni—grohﬂi £’
‘glislening serpents and bifds arrayed in parple ! T dma ﬂom.

it donbam,fulmg
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bag been quenched as mukhhuhb

If I have sinned M#M‘

_I-l.-oloudmwhmr-hplhnlhn
iflter sinned or sorrowed. It is the last drop
it overflows the golden bowl, the last teasion '

breaks the silver chord. My last hope is
' 4 llnlonuﬁ-r‘lhpw—b

good vight to
ylﬂ,l?&&. : lmnm
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Brave

.ﬂwhumﬁuhnumd the bravest
otﬂn generals who stood by Frederick the
b in viclory or defeat, | He was the son of
gentlemsn, and had ittle education save
be could pick up in barracks, camps, and’
batlle fields, in all of which he figured fu early
y lh. If bis head was not over-ballasted with
ing, his heart was well freighted with that
Io?u!‘God of which some portion, as thedis*
m?ned leturer on Ecclesiastical in
& College tells us, is in almost @very it
gul without exception, and forms the sheet
or which shall enable him to ride
LI:.? storms which keep him from his desired
hayen of rest. He became the terror of the foes
of Prussia; but among his comrades, he was
knéwn only as “good father Ziethen.” He
wa3 retsarkable for bis swiftness at once of re-
resplve and execution, and in remembrance as
well as illustration thereof, a sudden surprise is
spoken of by an astonished Prussian as “fall.
ing on one like Ziethen from an Ambush.”
Now, old Zidhen,lﬂeﬂhllhnphm
il the Seven Year's War, was. always a_wele
come guest at the table of Frederick the Second.
Hw place was ever by the side of the reysl
muurwﬁou cause he bad more than onee
urpdﬁomnip and he only sat lower at table
when- there happened to be present some fore
eign royal mediocrity, illestriously obscure.—
On one , he received a commapd to

dnqemththekhgon&oodm Ziethen sent
a messenger to his sorvereign, statibg that it

was impossible for him to wait on his majesty
inasmuch as that he made a point of never

_omitting to take the sacrament on that day,and

of always spending the subsequent portion of
the day in private meditation.

A week elapsed before the scrupuloas old
soldier was agsin invited 10 the royal dinner-
table. At length he appeard in lis old place,
gd merry were the guests, the kring himself
selling an example of uproarious hilarity. The
fun was running fast and furious—it was st its
very loudest, when Frenerick, turning to Zie.
then, smacked him familiarly on the back, snd
exclaimed, “ Well, brave old Ziethen ? how did
the supper of Good Friday agree with your
sanctimonious stomach? Have you properly
dngested the veritable body and blood?™ At
tlus blasphemy,.and amid the thunders of peal-

iog langhter, the salating artillery of the de-

lighted guests, .Zeithen leaped fo his feet, and
after shaking his grey hairs with indignation,
and silencing the revellers with a cry, as though
ﬂ:ey had been dogs, he turned (o the godless
‘master of the realm, and said— words, if not
precuely these, certainly and exactly to this
offect : :

T shun no dnngcr, your majesty hwll.

'l(y life has been always ready for

when my country and the throne required
What I was, that I am; and wy head T w

plaee on the bluck at this moment, if the strik-

Enqofltoﬂ'eouldpum for my
king. But is One who is greater than I,
or tny one and he is a greater sovereign
thdn you Him from the throne in
erlin whose precious blood was shed

%ﬁnmwﬁmhmdmu
‘not suffer his name to be duildnj’-

where I am by, and have voice to protest
‘against it sb,ﬂ;mm'yimhp
i.,- 3 d Ll
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