
as anemeraldia thefervidrays of noon. With the gorgeoussunset,'
however, thebenuty of the claydiedout. ,

The cloudsin the west deepened from their topazhue tul they
glaredlike thered heart of the ruby.

Thenthey mellowedinto darkness, and whilethe light that still
touchedthe oceangrew lurid, a sombre shadow fell upon thedense
woodsand wild fella of that celebrated district inLancashire called'
High andLowFurness. The air, which had been so still, suddenly
strengthened; a white foam begins to crest the waves which had
weltered so sluggishly all day; and in the Abbey woods showers
ofleaves were torn from the oak and beech, and even themassive
downwarddrooping fan-like boughs of theplanetrees wereruffledin
theblastthatupliftedthem.

Darker grew the shadows on the earth, the blue-greenot the
planes became purple, while the half-stripped boughs of the
tallelms wavedlike the arms of threateningspectresinthe lastlurid
raythatglintedathwart them.

Theshepherd,whose flock wasbrowsingon thefells,drove home-
wardhis charge;the wild deer and the roe sought theirhaunts in
the deep woods.

The sea-mewscudded athwart the blackening wave, beast and

bird alike recognised the signs of the coming tempest. The long
reachof sandbetwixtWalney isle and themain landis dangerous to
travelnow. The tide is rising, the moss-coveredrocks areall sub-

Lashedby the wind, the heavy billows rolling in are defined
against theblack surgesby the gleam of thewhite feathery foam that
crests them.

Unheedingthe signs which warned the curlew andthe roe,un-
heeding the fury of the gale, the roars of the vexedocean, a youth,
whose richattire glistened in the fitful light,pasedwithdisordered
stepsand frantic gestures the sands of MorecambeBay. Hishead
wasbare,andas a gleamof blue lightning flashed athwartthe sky,
itshed a ghastly radiance onhis upturned face.

Convulsed with rage though they were,his featureshadsome-
thing almost fearfulin their beauty.

The dilatednostril, the black eye blazing with fury, the curved
lips speckledwithfoam, the thicklocksstreaming wide upon the wind,
theknittedbrow, wouldhave toldwithouta tongue the taleof fierce
andmalignant passion.

But,alas! wordsdidnot fail that-wrathfulyouth.
Terribleimprecations,dire vows of vengeance,broke fromthose

quivering lips. < .
Suddenly tlxeyoungmau paused in his frantic hurrying toand

froupon the sands, a waveof the incoming tide dashedso rudely
againsthim as almost totake himoffhis feet.

He lookedround,and was suddenly awakened to thedangers of
his position.

Roaring, raging,raving j the sea,like ahungrymonster, advanced
with giant strides.

A boulder of rock that at low tide stoodup like a pyramid
betwixtWalney and themainland,had the wavesnowbreasthigh.

They were sheeted in foam, and bare and thick stood upone
pinnacleof the rock, andastheruddy glow of the evening sunset; died
uponit,it tooka.blue sulphuric tinge fromthe flashing lightning.<

The grand tumult of nature, the whistling winds, the roaring
waves,the sable masses of clouds, that opened but to pour out the
scathingfires fromtheir rifts, hadanawe andamajesty thatrebuked
the fiery tempest of onerebellioushumanheart.

"Oh heaven!" saidthemiserable youth, "unhappy wretchthat
Iam, whatbootsit for me to vow revenge. All the fiends that rage
andblaspheme in the regionof theouterdarkness, arenot morehelp-
less and hapless thanI! OhIcould have borne itall,his triumph,
andher scorn, and my father's wratb, if Icould buthaverevenge,
that sweet, thatbest of morsels!"

Then the youth castaroundhim awild despairing glance. "But
I;whatamI?" hemoaned. "Whilom, indeed,my father's favorite
son. Aye, whileIdidnot cross the path of his heir

—
whileIfoiled

not his scheme for uniting therich lands of Evelina of Egremont to
the revenueof Thurston.

"Ah! if she had lovedme— as, false woman, she beguiledme to
believeshe did

—
their fine scheme had fallen to the ground. Italk

ofrevenge. Ah!in their happiness anal their high place theycan
mockat my anguish, laugh at my wrath." Again the bittermedita-
tionsof the wild youth were interrupted by the foaming waves,one
ofwhichalmost washedover him.

With that instinct of self-preservation which rarely abandons
eventhemost -wretched, he staggered towards the perpendicularrock
before named,andclimbing to its summit, stood for a brief space safe
fromthe encroaching waters. He cast his eyes around him. The
low-lying isle of Walney scarce appeared,

—
a dark undulating line

above the westernhorizon, wherestill lingered a few streaksof ruddy
cloud.

Landward were dimly seen the towers of thegreatmonasteryof
Furness, andbounding the far distance, the mountains of High Fur-
ness and Conisfcon, that overlook the verdant and romantic shores of
the lake of Thurston.

Inthe fast-gatheringgloomof that stormynight, the keen eyeof
the youth sought in vain for the towers of a castle whichin those
timesstoodon the brow o£ ahill that immediately overlookedthe
lake.

Buthe shook his clenched hand in impotent rage,andturning
hiseyeß from the land tothe sea, he exclaimed

—
"

Since vengeance is denied me,mayInot haverest? Oh thou
wildand bounding sea, whose green watersIhave so oftenbuffeted
in sport, foldme in thy embrace. Give peace tome,and remorse to
them. Letmourning mingle with their joy,andDeathshowhis grim
face at thebridal feast.

"The hypocrites whose pity was the worsfof all my wrongs,
they must needs feign a sorrow if they do not feel it,andchange
bridalsongs for the lyre-wake dirgewhenIam dead!"

With grim exultation theyouth now stood watching the tide as
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CONTENTMENT.
'Twasinthe lonely midnighthour,
"When by slumber'smagicpower
Iwashelda captive willing,
Visionsbright my soul-were filling,
Andother worldswithdotxdlessBkieß
Opo'dtomy admiring eyes

—
Worldswhere winter's storms camenever

—
Worlds wheresummerllingeredever

—
Where the sun waseverbeaming

In thepleasanthours of day
—

Whereat eve the lightcamestreaming
Fromthemoonbeam's naellowray

—
Where thebees and blossoming flowers
Quittednot the sunnybowers

—
Where the dripping fountainsplayed
(Neatn tlie palm-tree'sgratefulshade)
With the soft, low eveningbreeze,
Stealingfragrance fromtlie trees,
Andwith music'ssweetest strains
Floatingo'er tlie fertileplains;
And where the sheepbellsringing

And the lowingof theherds
Wereblended with the singing

Of a thousand happybirds.
AndIstood andgazed enchanted
On that worldby fairies haunted,
'Tillthe sun with warninglight
Rose fromout; therealmsof night, _
Andwokeme from my dream ofblisa
To a commonworldlike this,
Thena weightof discontent
To myheartits troubleslent,
'Tillavoice -within me spake"Be contentedwhere thouart,
Never seek God's willtobreak,

But with faithsustain thy heart;
For the soul thatmurmuring goeth
Seldom aught ofpleasureknoweth
Ina world wherecare and sorrow
Spring toliglit witheverymorrow.
But let contentmentwelcome find
Inyourheartandinyourmind.
Makenot life, so voidof pleasure,
Yoursole care,or your sole treasxire.
Pray toGodthathemayclothe you
Inthe garmentsangels wear,

AndHe'll everlove,notloathe you
While your heart ispure and fair.

And whenlife is ebbingfast
Fromits earthly ties at last,
Then yourspirit,pure and freed,
Quickly heavenwardwillspeed
To the worldabove sobright,
To the radiantthrone of light,
Where theangels,everpraising,
Songs of love toG-od areraising."
As that sweet voice from above

Sought my spirit to console
Withits words ofhopeandlove,

A light brokeo'er my troubled soxxl.
Andsoftly tomywakenedmind,
As the summer's gentle wind,
Came the lesson God toman
Taught when firsthis woesbegan—
That this world,so full ofsin,
Was not made to revelin,
But tostrive andwin thegoal
For whichHis wisdommade eachsoul.

Bathurst,October,1874.

THE DISINHERITED SON.

The broadsands of MorecambeBayhadlainscorchingandglib*
tering like gold dust while the tide wasout,and themoss that clothes
theoutlyingrocks thatsurround thelittle isleof Walney wasbright

A LEGEND OF FURNESS ABBEY.
ChapxeeI.

AN OCIOBEB NIGHT.
Goa<JßOtr9 tints of anOctober sunset melted among thedeep woods
that shelteredFurness Abbey,tinting with saffron the varied foliage
ofthe oakandbeech,andcasting a dull redglow on the moresombre
boughs of themighty planes that still grace the valeof the "Deadly
Nightshade,"orBekansgill, as the spot is called,where the brokenshafts,andmouldering arches of the "once famous Abbey of Furness,
stillattest the piety and munificence of its Norman founder,King
Stephen.

The day had beenunusually fine
—

oneof thosedayswhichinthevariedclimateof England sometimes recalltheheat andbrilliancy ofJuly inthe waningautumnmonths.
The air hadbeensoheavyandstillthatscarcealeaf had rustled

down throughout the day, save when brushed by the wingof tile
swallowat sheplumedher wings to exerciseforher autumn flight to
amoresouthernshore.
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