cast! A party proceeds to unship
their goods, and to carry them
fshore. Amongst other things,
8ome books nre not forgotten. Mark
them lying there in a heap, little
heeded now, but eventually to ger-
minate into plorious life and fruit-
fulness.

The last boat hns left the ship; but
before leaving, a brand has been
applied to the fated vessel. For
¥ood or for ill, their destiny is now
irrevocably fixed to that little spot.
On that rock to the right, beneath
the waving palm trees, the Tahitan
women, wrapt in their graceful
togas, bnbes in arms, nre watching
the proceedings in silent wonder.
On the rocky strand is Christian,
dark, moody and determined;
Around him his desperate and disso-
lute companions. Thelr gaze is
fixed upon the burning vessel, now
enveloped in flames from pori-hole to
fopmast. What were their thoughts
then, as the last link that bound
them to the civilized world was be-
lllg severed!

The vessel is now consumed to
the water’s edge, the flames have
burnt low. though huge volumes of
Opague smoke, like the vapors of a
sacriflee, risv up teward the holy
heavens. Darkness descends softly
over the lovely isle ns the sacrifice is
completed. Will it be accepted?

1V. RETRIBUTION.

Alns! the lesson of suflering was
not yet complete—for repentance
hod not yet comne. The mutineers
hod denlt treacherously with the
Tahitans, ns with their own com-
rades of the Bounfy. They had
lureq these unsophisticated children
of npature, with the view, ns they
Now discovered, of converting them
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a party of men nctually landed. But I moral and historical. The reason

the danger in the distance made
the mutineers blind toa greater one
at hand, and instantly impending.

The Otaheitans, watching their
opportunity, twok Christian and four
of his companions at unawares, and
kilted them. Thus did the violence
and wrongfulness of the whites
bring its own punishment, in turn
to bring destruction upon the na-
tives themsclves—violence evermore
begetting violence. Between the
mutind:ts that remained, and the
gix Tahitan men, a civil war now
raged, the niore astute and bLetter
armed whites nnturally in the end
exterminnting their unfortunate an-
tagonista. The soil of this once
peaceful island was now drenched
in human gore.

The climax of evil, however, was
not yet reached.
as if it were a type of mankind,
wna doomed to pass, by the lust of
forbidden plensure, through another
phase of civBization, besides that of
war.

The Ghoul of Intemperance, im-
prisoned in ita dark imbe by the
seal of the Impossible, had not vet
reyeled and rioted over the health,
the beauty, and the sanity of this
people.  Amongst the most.destrue-
tive inventions of manare undoubt-
edly the arts of formentation and
distillntion, whereby the innceent
fruite of the enrth are transmuted
into a fiery fluid which has proved
far more fatal than famine, war, and
pestilence combined. One of the
mutineers had learnt this fatal art in
the fatherland. In an evil hour he
sought out n native plant, the juice
of which, as containing saccharine
matter, wos adapted to his purpose.

intoglaves! These unhappy beings, | The sweet solution was fermented,
therufore,righwously rebelled ngninst | the sugar transmuted into the dead-

their tyrants; they even plot their de-
struction. Crime ripens to its terrible
harvest; suspiclon and fear every-
Where prevail, Chrlstian,still haunt-
ed with the dread of discovery from
Bome government vessel sent in pur-
Mit, erceta a kind of fort upon an
elevated spot, frotn whence {c ob-
Serve any ship that might approach
the island. The clouds in the Trop-
tes often nssume distinct shapes, and
it 8 no wonder that, viewed through
t_he unsteady felescope of an imag-
Mation excited by guilt, the very.
Vapours of heaven put on the form
Of the avenging ship! Often would

mutineers fly before such phan-
om-shapes, and hide themselves in
C&v¥ernm and solitary places. Once,
indecd, o vessel did touch at the

fro

l

ly spirit, and this extracted by dis-
tillation. Intoxication was added
to the eatalogue of crime already
intolerable, the cup of iniquity was
full. Two of the men were almest
perpetually drunk. One of them
fionlly cast himself from a tall cliff’
in an attack of delirinvm lremens,
and the second met with a fate
equally terrible, The other sur-
vivors of the crew of the Bounty,
now reduced to two, had their lives
daily jeopardized by the violence of
this armed drunkard. A¢ last, in
self-defence, they slew him!

The curtain falls, ngonin in dark-
uess, upon the third act of this fear-
ful drnma.

V. THE BCHOOLMASIER.
it is darkest before dawn. This is

This little colony,

perhaps is, that Truth, as o divine
and central principle of the uni-
verse, reproduces iteelf perpetually
in every sphere. Howsoever that
may be, in Piteairn all was very
dark. The old generation, mutually
butehered by the sword, or self-
immolated by intemperance, had
passed away. The group of beautl-
ful yet hapless children, born of
Otaheitan mothers, but springing
from English fathers, were in these
circumstances uncarcd for, untend-
ed, and surrounded by sin only for
exnmple. They seemed likely to be

taught the vices both of savagery

and civilization, and to inherit the
virtues of neither. Captives to eir-
cumstance, they awaited, like the
Jews of old, an Instructor and Law-
giver to bring them to Christ.

The two survivors of the muti-
neers destined to be the nursing fa-
theraof this young generation were,
singularly enough,ealled Adams and
Young.* The latter, a midshipman,
did not long surciva the sanguinary
events in which he bad Leen con-
cerned, and at his death the care of
this lttle community devolved sole-
1y upon Adama.

John Adams had been origiually
an errand boy in London. In this
capacity he had meritoriously
taught himsell fo read, while doing
his errands in the streets of the
great city—the placards being his
alphabet and primer!  Little could
any man have forescen what social
and moral power was latent in that
modicum of knowledge!

We recorded the fact, that when
the stores were landed from the
Bownty, some hooks were nmongst
them. One day, a8 Adams was
turning over the lumbered and 1n-
used things, he stumbled upon a
volume. 8ick of the scenes of out-
rage and debauchery through which
he had passed, and partly sensible
of the ‘“‘exceedingly sinfulness of
sin* resulting in such nppalling coun-
sequences as he had felt and wit-
nessed, he was Io the right mood
for salutary impressions. The sight
of that book, too, woke up many
old thoughts—reminiscences of his
earnest and happier boyhood, when
the world stretehed out hopeful and
radiant before him, when he was
unstained with crime, and un-
troubled Ly remorse, Slowly and

+ Tt is another curious fact, lhat he who
wne so futally connecied ‘with the tragical
partof onr dranin, should kave possessed a
double-name, representing the tirst and the
last part of our bistory, symbolicnlly:
“Flotcher-Ohristinn,” Fleteher s the hard

Island, from which (as was proved | not only true proverbially of the; pronunciation of “Fleaher,” the Rcotch
M the remains of a fire on shore) | physical order of events, but of the| name for butehor,
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