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MOTHERS, AS CHRISTIAN TEACHERS. R

‘' BY MRS, L H. SIGOURNEY.

TnouoH there are many mothers, who decline
taking an active part in the intellectual culture
of their children, yet they should not venture
with equal supineness to neglect their religious
instructiop. For if “religion is the ritual of a
tender and lowly mind, looking through the
beauty and majesty of nature, to its God,” wil-
ling to believe what he has revealed, and do-
cile to do what he has commanded, there surely
exists, in the simplicity of childhood, a prepara-
tion for its spirit, which the lapse of years may
impair. .

Can it be necessary to enforce the precept,
that prayer should be early taught, and render-
ed habitual at stated seasons, especially at those
of retiring to resty and waking in the morning?
Begin with the simplest form of words, sol-
emnly and affectionately uttered. As by little
and little, the infant learns tq lift up its heart,
tell it that it has permission to bring its hum-
ble wants, thanks, and sorrows, in its own lisp-
ing language, to the ear of its Heavenly Father.
Sooner, than perbaps is expected, may the

ileless spirit be led to communion with the

earer of prayer. For there are, between it
and Him, no deep descents into vice, no long
continued clouds of alienation, that darken His
countenance, and crush in dust the heart of the
way-worn pilgrim.

a'Vhen regular seasons of retirement are ob-
served asa ﬁuty, or regarded as aprivilege, the
next lesson should be, that the softest sigh, the
voiceless aspiration, is audible to the ear of*
Deity. The mother may also lead her young
pupils, step by step, to mingle their requests
for divine guidance, their praises for gontinued
mercy, notonly with every unforeseen exigence,
but with the common circumstances of their
daily course, Ejaculatory prayer, the silent
lifting up of the heart, by the fireside, at the
table, m the midst of companions, studies, or
the occupations of industry, may make the
whole oﬂife an intercourse with its Giver.
This mode of devotion must have been contem-

1 .. ’

plated by the Apostle, in his injunction—*1
will that men pray every where.”

+ There is a sweet and simple cdstom preva-
lent in Iceland, which marks the habitual devo-
tion of its inhabitants. Whenever they leave
home, though for a short journey, they uncover
their heads, and for the space of five minutes,
silently implore the protection and favour of the
Almighty. Dr. Henderson, from whom this
fact is derived, and who obeerved it in the Ice-
landers who often attended him on his excur-
sions, also remarked it in the humblest fisher-
men when going forth to procure food for their
families. After having put out upon the sea,
they row the boat into quiet water, at a short
distance from the shore, and bowing their un-
covered heads, solicit the blessing of their Fa-
ther in Heaven. Even at passing a stream,
which in their country of precipices is often an
operation fraught with danger, they observe the
same sacred custom. This affecting habit of
devotion has been imputed to the fact, that
from their isolated situation, and modes of life,
the mother is almost the only teacher, and her
instructions seem to have become incorporated
with their very elementa of being. Let usnot
permit our Icelandic -sisters, to go beyond us,
in enforcing the duty and practice of devotion.

Next to the exercise of prayer, we should im-
plant in the minds of our children a reverence
for the Sabbath. An ancient writer has said
impressively, that * in the history of creation,
we may see that God placed wisdom above

wer, and the holy rest higher than both.

or it is not said, but the mass and matter of
the earth was made in a moment, though its order
amd arrangement cost the labour of six days ;
but the seventh day, in which the great Archi-
tect contemplated his work, is blessed above all
others.”

Let us imitate this climax. Whatever may
have been the industry, or success of the week,
its improvement or its happiness, let us feel
that its crown of blessing 1s the holy rest and
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contemplation of the Sabbath. This solemn
and glad consciousness will assist us to present
it to our children in its true gspect.

We should make them understand that God
claims it as his own, and that if it-is wrong to
defraud an earthly friend, it must be'a sin of
still deeper die, ta seek to defraud an Almighty
Benefactor. Teach them that all his commands
have reference to their good, but that this
has au obyious connection with their spiritual
improvement, and ought to be strictly re-
garded.

One of the simplest rudiments of Sabbath-
observance, is for the mother to sooth her little
ones into a placid frame of mind. We cannot
expect from them that delight in duty which is
the reward of more advanced piety. We must
wait with patience, and labour in hope, not
rlacing our standard of requisition too high,
be(e’stdthe young aspirant bow, as under a yoke of

n .

Mothers, be careful to teach by your own ex-
‘ample, that rest from wordly occupation and
discourse, which the consecrated day prescribea,
and by your heightened and serene cheerful-
ness, awaken a desire of imitation. Point out,
in the stillness of the Sabbath morn, in the
tent of the opening flower, or in the snowy -dra-»
pery of winter, the untiring wisdom and good-
ness of the Creator. By those mercies, which
from their continued presence, we are too prone
to pass nnnoticed, lead their hearts to that
Giveg, who forgetteth not the ungrateful. Des-
cribe with what delight the gift of the pure
air would fill the poor prisoner, or the dweller
in a noxious clime ; how the power of walking
freely over the fresh green turf would be
prized by the cripple, or the sick, long chained
to a couch of suffering; with what rapture the
sparkling water would be hailed by the wander-
Arab, the weary caravan, the panting camel in
the sandy desert. To enkindle one spark of
hallowed gratitude, or pious love, in the little
bosoms that beat so near your own, is a work
in unison with the spirit of the day of God.

Be careful that the books which your chil-
dren read, are congenial to this holy season.
Selections made by yourself, from the histori-
cal parts of the Bible, and pictures illustrating
them, afford a pleasing and profitable mode of
instruction. In the choice of subjects, or in
your illustration of them; you can keep in
view some adaptation to individual character,
or train of thought, and thus, without seceming
to do it, delicately reprove a fault, or cherish a
drooping virtue. Committing hymns, and sa-
cred precepts to memory, is also an excellent
exercise. Spend as much time as you can, int
religiqus conversation with them. not dis-
miss them to the Sunday school, and think no
more about them. Is it not a sacred pleasure
to instruct them on this blessed day? anll
would you not share in it?

Our young pupils ought not to be initiated into
controversial or metaphysical subtletics. Their
- understandings have not sufficient strength to
%‘msp the disputes that divide christendom.

hey are perplexed by distinctions of doctrine,
when their feeble comprehensions might have

been guided out of the labyrinth by that simple
precept, “ the fear of the Lord is the beginning
of wisdom.” Their religion should be eminently
that of the heart, a love of their Father in

-Heaven, a love of all whom he has made, an

obedience to his commands, a dread of his dis-
pleasure, a continual reference to him for aid,
renovation, and forgiveness through the Sa-
viour, and a consciousness that every deed,
however secret, is open to his eye—every word,
everv motive, to be brought into judgment.
This foundation will bear a broad superstruc-
ture, when years expand the lineaments of cha-
racter, and time’s trials teach. self-knowledge,
humility, and reliance on omnipotent strength,

Perhaps some mother exclaims—*she who
thinks herself fit to communicate such instruc-
tion ought to have much knowledge herself.”
Certainly—and one great benefit of the under-
taking is, that she is thus induced to study, and
to increase in the knowledge of divine things.

“ But howare we to acquire this knowledge ?
We have not time to hear all who speak in
public, or to read half the books that are .
written.”

The leisure of a faithful mother is indeed cir-
cumscribed. When she is unable to go forth,-
as she might desire, and seek for instruction,
let her make trial of the injunction of the
Psalmist, to “commune with her owf heart,
and in her chamber, and be still.” The retir-
ing of the mind into itself, said a man of Wwis-
dom, is the state most susceptible of divine im-
pressions.”

To study the Scriptures, to solicit the aid of
the Holy Spirit, to draw forth from memory the
priceless precepts of a religious education, and
reduce them to practice, are more congenial to
maternal duty, than the exciting system of the
ancient Atheniams, who according to the Apos-
tle, “spent their time in nething else, but
either to tell or to hear some new thing.”
Transplant thyself into some enclosed ground,
said an ancient weiter, for it is hard for a tree
that standeth by the way-side, to keep its fruit
until it be fully ripe.” :

To overload a field with seed, however good,
yet neglect the process that incorporates it with
the mould, is but to provide food for the fowls
of the air. This must emphatically be the
case, when the mistress of a family leaves im-
perative duties unperformed at home, and wan-
ders frequently abroad, though it seem to be, in
search of wisdom. Her thoughts, if she is con-
scientious, will so hover about her forsaken
charge, as to leave no fixedness of attention,
for the discussions of the speaker. His voice
may indeed be like the lovely song of a very
pleasant instrument, but it must fall on a par-
tially deafened ear. In spite of every endea-
vour, her heart will be travelling homeward to
the feeble babe, the uncontrolled children, or
the lawless servants.

A mother, in rather humble life, was desirous
to attend an evening meeting. Her husband,
who was obliged to go in another direction, ad-
vised her to remein at home. He urged, that
the weather was cold, and there was no one to
leave with the babe, and two other little ones,
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except a young, indiscreet girl, whom the{
were bringing up, and who being apt to fall
asleep with the infunt in her arms, he feared
. it might fall into the fire upon the hearth, or
g:;baps, the house be consumed. But as she
gone a night or two before, and no accident
_ had happened, she said she thought she would
trust Providence again. So she went—yet her
heart misgave her; as she opened the door of
the lecture room, the speaker rising, pronoun-
ced his text—
. *With whom hast thou left those few sheep
in the wilderness.”

The force of his elocution, and the coinci-
dence of the p with her own rather re-
proachful train of thought, so wrought upon her
feelings, thal in a sitort time she silently left
her seat, and returned home. Afterwards she
acknowledged that this circumstance had aided
in convincing her how essential a part of reli-
%\tm it was to watch over the unfledged bird-

ings of her own nest.

Though the paths of instruction are prefera-
ble to the haunts of fashion and folly, as far as
¢ light excelleth darknéss,” yet is it not possible
that there may be such a thing as religious dissi-
pation? If so, it is peculiarly to be deprecated
1n a mother, one of whose first obligations is to
“show piety at home,” and whose simple pre-
sence, even the sound of her protecting voice
from a distant apartment, is often far more es-
sential to the welfare of the little kingdom
which she rules, than she herself imagines.

A lady once asserted, that she had heard
nine sermons, or lectures, during the week—
adding as a proof of her zeal and self-denial,
that she had left some of her family sick, in or-
der to attsad them.- Now, if these nine dis-
courses, embodied the intellectual strength of

rofound and educated men, it would be exceed-
ingly difficult for-a matron, burdened with the
cares peculiar to her station, so to “mark, learn,
and inwardly digest” this mass of knowledge, as
to receive proportionate gain. And I could not
help recollecting the noble lady of ancient
times, who had getermined to visit all Pales.
tine, and then take up her abode in Bethlehem,
that she might make Christ's inn her home,
and die where he was born, of whom Fuller, the
historian, aua'mtly remarks, that, seeing she
left three daughters, and her poor little infant,
Foxctuis, behind her, he was fain to think, for
his own part, that she had done as acceptable a
-deed to God, by staying to rock her child in .he
cradle, as to enter Christ’s manger.”

I would not, were it in my power, say aught
to diminish the ardour of my sex, to keep up
with the spirit of this advancing age, and above
all, to hold in the highest estimation, the know-
ledge of things divine. Rather would Iincrease
a thousand fold, their reverence for such know-
ledge, and for those who teach it. But let not
the mother of little ones forget, that her para-
mount duty is to impart to tiem what she has
herself lcarned, and proved, and held fast, as
#an anchor to the soul.” Whatever accession
she makes to her own spiritual wealth, let her
simplify and share it with the flock, over whom
the Chief Shepherd hath made her oversee.r

Let none of her manna-gatherings be in the
spirit of idle, aimless curiosity, but with the
earnest intention better to obey the command of
dying love—* Feed my lambs.”

Can woman ever do too much to evince her
gratitude to the religion of Christ? Look at
her situation among the most polished heathen.
Trace the depth of her domestic depression
even in the proudest days of Greece and Rome.
What has she been under the Moslem? Ilum-
bled by polygamy, entombed in the harem, de-
nounced as soulcss. Only under the gospel
dispensation has she been accounted an equal,
th;a lllmppy and cherished partaker of an immor-
tal hope.

Evepn amid the brightness that beamed upon
ancient Zion, her lot was in strong shadow.
Now and then she appears, with the timbrel ot
the prophetess, or as a beautiful gleaner in the
ficlds of Boaz, or as a mother giving the son of
her prayers to the temple service. But these
are rather exceptions to a general rule, than
groofs that she was an equal participant in the

lessings of the Jewish polity.

How afflicting is her lot among uncivilized
nations,and throughout the realms of paganism.
See the American Indian, binding- the burden
upon his weaker companion, and walking on
Eitiless, in his unembarrassed strength. See

er among the Polynesian islands, the slave of
degraded man, or beneath an African sun,
crouching to receive on her head, the load
which the camel should bear. See her in
heathen India, cheered by no gleam of the do-
mestic affections, or household charities.

A gentleman, long & resident in the east,
mentions that among the pilgrims who throng
the tel:‘i)le of Juggernaut, was a Hindoo family,
who had travelled two thousand miles on foot.
They had nearly reached the end of their toil-
some journey, when the mother was taken sick.
On perceiving that she was unable to travel,
the hushand abandoned her. Crawling a few
steps at a time, she at length reached with her
babe, a neighbouring village. There she be-
sought shelter, but in vain. A storm came on,
and she laid herself down, in her deadly sick-
ness, under a tree. There she was found in
the morning, by the benevolent narrator,
drenched with rain, and the infant clinging to
her breast. He removed her, and gave her
medicine, but it was too late. Life’s flame was

,expiring. He besought many individuals to

take pity on the starving child. The universal
reply was—* No, it is only a girl.” He went
to the owner of the village, a man of wealth,
and implored his aid. The refusal was posi-
tive. “Is the mother dead? Let the child
die too. What else should it do? Have you
not said it was a girl?”

So the Christian®took the miserable infant
under his protection. Having procured some
milk, he mentioned that he should never forget
the look, with which the poor, famished crea-
ture crept to his feet, and gazed up in his face,
as she saw the food approaching. So strongly
were his compassions moved, that he deter-
mined to take her with him to his own land,
that she might receive the nurture of that reli-
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gion, which moves the strong to respect the
weak, and opens the gate of heaven to every
humble and trusting soul. :

Surely, woman is surrounded by an array of
motives, of unspeakable strength, tobe an advo-
cate for pure religion, a teacher of its precepts,
an exemplification of its spirit. The slightest
innovation of its principles, she is bound to re-
pel. The faintest smile at its institutions, she
must discountenance. To her, emphatically,
may the words of the Jewish lawgiver be ad-
dressed—*it is not a vain thing, it is your
life.”

That she may do this great work effectually,
let her “receive the truth, in the love of it.”

Let her contemplate with affection the charac-
ter of her Saviour, and earnestly seek more en-
tire conformity to that religion, through which
she receives such innumerable blessings. Let
her say with more firmness than did the ardent
disciple, “ though all men forsake thee, yet will
not 1?7 Ever should she aseiduously cherish
the spirit, so beautifully ascribed to her by the
poet— .

“ Not she, with serpent kiss, her Saviour stung—

Not she deined him with a traitor-tongue—

She, tho' all else forsook, would brave the sloom,
Last at the cross, and earliest at the tomb.”

Hartford, Conn., October, 1838.

‘Writien for the Lady’s Book.

THE CRUSADER’S

LAST THOUGHTS.

BY JAMES T. FIELDS.

Tue star light fell in silver beams
Around the Syrian land,

And spear and trumpet clashed and rang
O’er many a valiant band.

Forth from the throng” they led a knight,
With brow all ghastly pale—

An axe had cleft the warrior’s brain,
And blood was on his mail.

He staggered o’er the slippery turf,
With dark, unsteady eye,ry ’

And called for his good steed again,
In loud and stirring cry.

“Give me my barb, and lance, away !
In the old watch tower I see a light,
1t shines across my pathway bright,

My beating heart, be still ! be still !

I hear, 1 hear the warder’s horn
From turret, cliff, and streamlet borne,

Speed on, my foaming steed, speed on!
The hounds are out—the drawbridge falls,

My father’s voicc! ’tis his that calls—
Oh, haste, my glorious bay !
Strain nerve, and limb!—heed not the rein,
1 hear that brave old voice again—
'Tis gone! ’tis gone !—
Press on! press on!
Once more it sounds! delay not now—
Oh! wipe the sweat from off my brow,
And hold not back—away !
Look ! look! I sce his waving plume,
His towering glance breuks through the gloom—
I'm safe, and all is o’er !
I'm weary now—my sirc! my home!
Good night! from Palestine I come—
Good night! good night! good night!"

He leant upon the crimpon sward—
The panting steed stood o'er his lord,
And watch'd his fleeting breath.
And when the morning sun grew bright,
His comrades found their leader knight
Alone—fast locked in death!

Boston, October, 1838.

Written for the Lady's Book.

TRIALS OF A HOUSEKEEPER.

BY MRS. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE,

I HAvE a detail of very homely grievances ta
present, but such as they are, many a heart
will feel them to be heavy—the trials of a
housekeeper.

« Poh ! says one of the lords of creation,
taking his cigar out of his mouth, and twirling
it between his two first fingers, “what a fuss
these women do make of this simple matter of
managing o family! I can’t see for my life,
as there is any thing so extraordinary to be
done, in this matter of housekeeping—only three
meals a day to be got and cleared off, and it
really seems to take up the whole of their
mimfy from morning till night. I could keep
house without so much of a flurry, I know.”

Now prithee, good brother, listen to my
story, and see how much you know about it. I

came to this enlightened west about a year
since, and was duly established in a comforta-
ble country residence within a mile and a half
of the city, and there commenced the enjoy-
ment of domestic felicity. I had been married
about three months, and had been previously
in love in the most approved romantic way
with all the proprieties of moon light walks,
serenades sentimental, billet-doux, and ever-
lasting attachment.

After having been allowed, as I eaid, about
three months to get over this sort of thing, and
to prepare for realities, I was located for life, as
aforesaid. My family consisted of myself and
husband, a female friend as a visitor, and two
brothers of my good man, who were engaged
with him in business.
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I pass over the two or three first days spent
in that process of hammering boxes, breaking
crockery, knocking things down and pickix;g

up again, which is commonly call
getting to housekeeping; as usual, carpets
were sewed and stretched, laid down and taken
up to be sewed over—things were reformed
transformed, and conformed, till at last a settled
order began to appear. But now came up the
m&l point of all. During our confusion, we
cooked and eaten our meals ip a very mis-
cellaneous and pestoral manner, eating now
from the top of a barrel, and now from a fire-
board, laid on two chairs, and drinking some
from tea cups and some frem saucers, and some
from tumblers, and some from a pitcher big
enough to be @rowned in, and sleeping, some on
sofas, and some on straggling beds and mat-
trasses, thrown down here and there, wherever
there was room. All these pleasant barbarities
were now at an end—the house was in order—
the dishes put up in their places—three regu-
lar meals were to be administered in one day,
ell in an orderly civilized form—beds were to
be made—rooms swept and dusted—dishes
washed—knives scoured, and all the et cetera
to be attended to. Now for getting “kelp,” as
Mrs. Trollope says, and where and how were
we to get it; we knew very few persons in the
city, and how were we to accomplish the mat-
ter. At length the “ house of employment” was
mentioned, and my  husbend was dispatched
thither regularly every day for a week, while
I, in the mean time, was very nearlmapatch-
ed, by the abundance of work at e. At
length one evening as I was sitting completely
exhausted, thinking of resorting to the last
feminine expedient for supporting life, viz.a
good fit of crying, my husband made his ap-
ce with a most triumphant air at the
door—* There! Margaret! I have got you a
couple at last—cook and chamber-maid !""—so
saying he flourished open the door, and gave to
my view the picture of a little, dry, enufly look-
ing old woman, and a t staring dutch girl
in a green bonnet with red ribbons—mouth
wide open, and hands and feet that would have
made a Greek sculptor open his mouth too.
I addressed forthwitha few words of encou
ment to each of this cultivated lookin, coupie,
and proceeded to ask their names, and gorthwith
the old woman began to snuffleand to wipe her
face with what was left of an old silk pocket-
bandkerchief, preparatory to speaking, while
the young lady opened her mouth wider, and
Jooked around with a frightened air, as if medi-
tating an escape. some preliminaries,
however, I found out that my old woman was
Mrs. Tibbins, and my Hebe’s name was Kot-
terin; also, that she knew much more Dutch,
than English, and not any too much of either.
The old lady was the cook—I ventured a few
inquiries—* Had she ever cooked

% Yes, ma’am, sartin ; she had lived at two
or three placesin the city.” .

[ expect, my dear;” said my husband, con-
fidently, “ that she is an experienced cook, and
g0 your troubles are over,” and he went to read-
ing his newspaper. 1 said no more, but deter-

1

mined to wait till morning. The breakfast, to
be sure did not do much honour to the talents of
my official, but it was the first time, and the
place was new to her. After breakfast was
cleared away, I proceeded to give directions
for dinner; it was merely a plain joint of meat,
I said, to be roasted in the tin oven. The ex-
perienced cook looked at me, with a stare of
entire vacuity—*the tid oven,” I repeated,
‘“stands shere,” pointimg to it.

She walked up to it and touched it with
much an appeerance of suspicion as if it had
been an electrical battery, and then looked
round at me with a look of such helpless igno-
rance that my soul was moved—*I never see
one of them things before,” said she.

“Never saw a tin oven!” I exclaimed. “I
thought you seid you had cooked in two or
three families.” .

“They does not have such things as them,
though,” rejoined my old lady. Nothing was
to be done of course, but to 1nstruct her into
the philosophy of the case, and having spitted
the joint, and given numberless directions, I
walked off to my room to superintend the ope-
rations of Kotterin, to whon I had committed
the making of my bed, and the sweeping of my
room, it never having come into my head that
there could be a wrong way of making a bed,
and to this dey it is a marvel to me how any
one could arrange pillows and quilts to make
such a non-descript appearance as mine now
presented. One glance showed me that Kot-
terin, also, was “just caught,” and that I had as
much to do in her departmentas that of my old

lady.

Jyust then the door bell rang—* Oh, there is
the door bell !” I exclaimed—* run Kotterin, and
show them into the parlor.”

Kotterin started to run, as directed, and
then stopped, and stood looking round onall the
doore, and on me with a wofully puzzled air—
¢ The street door,” said I, pointing towards the

.entry. Kotterin blundered into the entry, and

stood gazing up with a look of stupid wonder at
the bell ringing without any hands, while I
went to the door and let in the company, before
she could fairly be made to understand the con-
nection between the ringing and the phenome-
pa of admission. °
As dinner time approached, I sent word into
my kitchen to have it sent on, but recollectin%
the state of the heads of department there,
soon followed my own orders. I found the tin
oven standing out in the middle of the kitchen,
and my cook seated a-la-Turk in front of it,
contemplating the roast meat, with full as puz-
zled an air asin the morning. I once more ex-
lained the mystery of taking it off, and assisted
Eer to get it on to the platter, though somewhat
cooled by having beenso long set out for inspec-
tion. I was standing holding the spit in my
hands, .when Kotterin, who had heard the door
bell ringing, and was determined this time to
be in season, ran into the hall, and soon return-
ing opened the kitchen door, and politely
ushered in three or four fashionable looking la-
dies, exclaiming, “here she is!” As these
were strangers %rom the city who had come to
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make their first call, this introduction was far
fiom proving an eligible one—the look of thun-
derstruck astonishment with which I greeted
their first appearance, as I stood brandishing the
spit, and the terrified snuffling and staring of

r Mrs. Stibbons, who had again recourse to

er old pocket handkerchief, almost entirely
vanquished their gravity, and it was evident
that they were on the point of a broad laugh;
80 recovering my self-possession, I apologised,
and led the way to the parlour.

Let these few incidents be a specimen of the
four mortal weeks that I spent with these
“ helps,” during which time I did almost as
much work, with twice as much anxiety, as
when there was nobody there, and yet every
thing went wrong besides. The young gentle-
men complained of the patches of starch grim-
med to their collars, and the streaks of black
coal ironed into their dickies, while one week
every pocket handkerchief in the house was
starched so stiff that you might as well have
carried an earthen plate in yonr pocket—the
tumblers looked muddy—the plates were never
washed clean or wiped dry, unless I attended
to each one; and as to eating and drinking we
experienced a variety that we had not before
considered possible.

At length the old woman vanished from the
stage and was succeeded by a knowing, active,
capable damsel, with a temper like a steel trap,
who remained with me just one week, and then
went off in a fit of spite. To her succeeded a
rosy, good natured, merry lass, who broke the
crockery, burnt the dinner, tore the clothes in
ironing, and knocked down every thing that
stood 1n her way about the house, without at all
discomposing herself about the matter. One
night she took the stopper from a barrel of mo-
lasses and came singing off up stairs, while the
molasses ran soberly out into the cellar bottom
all night, till by morning it was in a state of
universal emancipation. Having done this,

and also dispatched an entire set of tea things,.

by letting the waiter fall, she one day made
her disappearance.

Then for a wonder, there fell to my lot a tidy
efficient trained English girl—pretty, and gen-
teel and neat, and knowing how to do every
thing, and with the sweetest temper in the

world. ¢ Now,” said I to myself, “I shall rest
from my labors.” Every thing about the house
began to go right, and looked as cleanand gen-
teel as Mary’s own pretty self. But alas, this
period of repose was interrupted by the vision
of a clever, trim looking young man, who for
some weeks could be heard scraping his boots
at the kitchen door every Sunday night—and
at last Miss Mary, with some smiling and
blushing, gave me to understand that she must
leave in two weeks.

“Why Mary,” said I, feeling a little mis-
chievous, “don’t you like the place ¥’

“Oh yes ma’am.”

“Then why do you look for another 1"

«] am not going to another place.”

“ What, Mary, arte you going to learn a
trade ?’

“No ma'am.”

4 Why then what do you mean to do?”

«] expect to keep house myself ma'am, said
she, lavghing and blushing.”

«Oh, ho,” said [, “that is it”—and so in two
weeks I lost the best little girl in the world—
peace to her memory.

After this came an interregnum, which put
me in mind of the chapter in Chronicles that I
used to read with great delight when a child,
where Basha and Elah, and Tibni, and Zimri,
and Omri, one after the other came on to the
throne of Israel, all in the compass of half-a
dozen verses. We had one old woman who
staid a week and went away with the misery
in her tooth—one young woman who ran away
and got married—one cook, who came at night
and went off before light in the morning—one
very clever girl, who staid a month and then
went away because her mother was sick—an-
other who staid six weeks, and was taken with
the fever herself, and during all this time who
canspeak the damage and destruction wrought in
the domestic paraphernalia, by passing through
these multiplied hands?

What shall we do? Shall we go for slavery,
or shall we give up houses, have no furniture to
take care of-—keep merely a bag of meal, a
porridge pot,and a pudding stick, and sit in our
tent door in real patriarchial independence?
What shall we do?

‘Written for the Lady's Book.

(I have lately heard of a native of New Hampshire who allows himself to be known in the streets of Paris as * The
Young Englishman,” Being a son of that state I blush to record the story of our degenerate countryman, whose das-

tardly conduct deserves to be rebuked. )

Wiat! shall the Pilgrim spirit quail
Beneath the palace of St. Cloud,
Where Franklin with a giant voice
Proclaimed his birth to all aloud ;—
Shall it be said New England blood
Runs sluggish from its parent flood !

Ashamed of firm old Hampshire’s soil ?
Of hills that catch the morning sun,
Of hardy sires, and forest homes,
Of Stark who fought at Bennington ?
Ashamed of these! the reckless knave
Deserves to fill a culprit’s grave!

No! let the miscreant darc to press

With recreant foot his native shore,
And he shall hear in thunder tones

Like those which Eric’s champions bore,
The talc of shame brecathed o’er the land
By lips which scorn the coward’s brand!

Ashamed of Freedom! let the carth
Forget to claim her day and night,
Let stars in rocking phalanx reel,
And leave the heavens in wild affright,
But never be it told again,
There walks among the sons of men
The traitor, born of patriot race,
Who dares disown his native place.
Boston.
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¢ 0, reform it al:ogether.”—Hamlet,

TrAVELLING not long since among the hills
and dales of New-England, I busied myself by
re-locating the cottages and farm-houses that I

seed. Some I very wantonly tore from their
oundations by the road-side, and placed them
upon the sides of the hills in the vicinity of
some groves that struck my fancy. .Others I
turned around, that they might front the lakes
instead of the streets. %o others I did no more
than give some noble shades that I saw on the
opposite mountain. Occasionally, with more
than usual liberality, I bestowed a flower-gar-
den, in the centre of which wasa circular grass
plat, planted with rose-trees, with a tall one in
the middle, and the low kinds near the edge,
being careful to place my snow-balls and lilacs
in corner plats.. The rest I variegated with
different shaped plats, annuals, and perennials,
and with true Jeffersonian taste, giving a large
proportion of wild flowers, considering the an-
nuals, as only a desert after the more substan-
tial shrubbery. The ‘tout ensemble’ I thought
more pleasing than if it were more gay, the
sober green being an agreeable reliet, and
making the beauty of longer continuance. And
as ['arched my gate, and traived my woodbine
over it, I sung

¢ And flowers perennial bloom.”

and that inscribed it there.
But my wand very soon became powerless.
I could not even sec the foliage scattered upon
the borders of the streams, nor the corners of
the Virginia fences. Things looked as if the
Almighty designed the earth should be beauti-
ful, but as if man had done all he could to
make it otherwise.
If an American visits England, he returnsex-
tiating upon the beauties of the rural scenery.
2 is delighted with the leafy hedges—the tall
* elms—the extended parks—the vine-covered
cottages, and retired country seats. An En-
glishman hardly steps upon our soil, before he
expresses himself dissatisfied with all he sees.
Whether his feelings are untinctured with En-
gish spleen, it i8 not my object to say. But eo
r as the face of the country in New-England
is concerned, foreigners are perfectly justified
in thinking what they so unhesitatingly ex-
press. The first effort of the farmer has been
to fell every tree upon which he could conve-
niently put hisaxe. The next to build a house
a8 near as possible to the street. The next to
erect a spacious barn and place it precisely op-
posite his dwelling, with the same nearness to
the road, as if his herd as well as himself, en-
vied every particle of dust, and every sound of
the carriage wheel.  All of this it is too late to
mend. Some changes are making with a slug-
ishness with which we have no patience.
ven the beginning of reform is with charac-
teristic caution. Occasionally a little yard is

left before the door, and a less obstructed front
view; and sometimes a few shade trces seen
anticipating some vigor a half century hence.
But if the inbabitants of New-England were
given to new opinions and new practices,
they could not bring again what they have
so heedlessly destroyed. Bushes and maples
will never again c{usler upon hundreds of

beautiful hills, nor will foliage follow fitful"

rivulets in their way to the ocean. The
weary traveller in the summer’s sun must
still envy the far off shade, and as he passes
naked houses and unadorned fields, will still
speculate upon the bad taste of the people, a
people residing in the most picturesque part
of the country, where many an owner of two
hundred acres might have his mountain and
lake, his river and his minature forest, his ar-
cadia, or his happy valley, if he ckose to be
classical.

But it is still in the power of the West to
redeem the nation from the imputation cast
upon it. Their forests and prairies, their lakes
and rivers can make up in grandeur what they
want in more romantic beauty. The richness
of the soil, and cheapness of the land, would
make it quite possible to reserve some for mere
Kurposes of ornament. The petty sum of one

undred dollars would purchase what, in a few
years, a man of taste would value at as many
thousands. But the New-Englander is there
with all his denuding propensities” with himn.
The axe of Billy Kirby will soon make it
necessary that others as well as Natty Bumpo,
should go a weary way before they would find
a tree under which to rest themselves. The
splendid parks that the Deity has planted will
“soon disappear—the« grove where the house
should be, will be converted into a meadow or
cornfield—the fences exposed—the houses and
streets unadorned, and all things will appear as
if republicans considered it a sin to have any

thing beautiful,

Iova.

—_————

THERE are some persons whose erudition so
much outweighs their observation, and have read
so much, but reflect so little, that they will not
hazard the most familiar truism, or common-
place allegation, without bolstering up their
ricketty judgments in the swaddling bands of
antiquity, their doting nurse and preceptress.
Thus, they will not be satisfied to say that con-
tent is a blessing, that time is a treasure, or
that self-knowledge is to be desired, withont
quoting Aristotle, Thales, or Cleobulus; and

et these very men, if they met another walk-
ing in noon-daﬁy, by the smoky light of a lantern,
would be the first to stop and ridicule such con-
duct, but the last to recognise in his folly their
own.
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“ SuRELY my dear cousin, you have not se-
lected this hat,” exclaimed Caroline Edwards,
with evident¥snrprise. :

“ Why not?” repiied the delicate girl beside
her. «Is it not pretty 1"

“Yes, Mary; but then it is not the latest
fashion you know ?”

“Of what consequence is that, my dear?”

«“Of what consequence? why it is of the
greatest possible consequence, What will the
world say if you don’t dress like other people "

“No matter,” said Mary, with a smile, “if
my own taste, and what is of much more impor-
tance, my own conscience is satisfied.” ;

¢ Conscience!” repeated Caroline, with a
pretty curl of the lip, “Now who but you
would think of consulting conscience about such
a little matter?”

“ Why should we not consult conscience
about little matters as well as great ones?”"
asked Mary.

Caroline could not think of any reason, so
she said, “because it must be very trouble-
some.”

“Mary, my dear,” said Mrs. Edwards, sud-
denly turning away from the contemplgtion of
a fashionable cap, ** why do you not purchase
one of those splendid atthirs?—just from Paris

ou know ? and such superb hats have positive-
y never before graced the hcads of our city
belles.”

Mary laughingly shook her head, *“ Ah ! dear
Aunt, [ cannot afford it.”

«Cannot afford it Mary, and you an only
child, and your father one of the merchant
princes of Pearl street?”

Mary was too modest to say that principle,
not necessity, regulated her expenses, o she

quietly put down the money for her purchase,,

and taking Caroline’s arm, left the shop.

A day or two after, Mrs. Edwards and Mrs.
Howard were walking down Broadway, with
Mary and Caroline just before them; Mary
with her pretty cottage upon her head, and
Caroline with one of the superb Parisian hats;
Mrs. Edwards, as she surveyed the fashionable
figure of her daughter, could not forbear saying
in the pride of her heart, “ What a contrast
between our daughters.”

Yes,” replied Mrs. Howard, * Mary’s pale
cheek, and gentle, quiet manners, are a con-
trast to the healthful looks and buoyant spirits
of Caroline.”

“Oh! I did not mean that,” my dear sister.
“If Mary’s cheek be pale, the beautiful fairness
of her complexion, and her large, radiant, dark
eye, save her from all appearance of illness or
languor; and I am sure her manners are ver
elegant—every body says so. But I do thin
it 1s to be lamented that she cares so little
for dress, and company, and fashionable amuse-
ments.” Mrs. Howard’s heart rose to heaven
in silent thankfulness that she cared for better
things, and Mrs. Edwards went on. “It is

certainly desirable that our daughters should
obtain distinction in the best circles—but. then
mere dress will not give it to them, be it ever
so fashionable and expensive, for every body
dresses now-a-days—they must dress with sur-
passing taste and elegance—there must be a
grace, a charm, in the selection and arrange-
ment of every article to which only the most
perfect taste can attain. Besides, there is a
certain air and manner, which bespeaks high
fashion, and which are essential to success in
the fashionable world. Now you are aware
that to reach this perfection in dress, to acquire
this air and manner, great care and attention is
necessary ; the time and thoughts must be given
to the subject, and the best models studied as
intensel?]' as the poet studies his subject, or the
painter his art.”

“ Well, m{ dear sister, when the object is
obtained, will you tell me what it is worth?
Just estimate it according to its true value, and
see if it be equal to the price paid for it.” Mrs.
Howard paused for a response, none seemed
ready, and she went on. “Fashion! there is
magic in the word; and most successfully is it
used to conjure up in young minds the spirit of
vanity and frivolity, and down their aspirations
after better things. Oh! it 18 grievous to see
a being standing upon the threshold of an im-
mortal existence, created for glorious purposes,
and with faculties to fulfil them, discussing the
merits of a ribbon, or the form of a bow, or the
width of a frill, as earnestly as if the happiness
of her race, or her soul’s salvation depended .
upon the decision.”

“Why surely, Mary, you would not have us
poor mortals so wrapped up in heavenly con-
templation, as to be utterly regardless of the
concerns of this sublunary sphere ?”

“ By no manner of means,” returned Mrs.
Howard, with a smile. *I would have the du-
ties of life thoroughly canvassed, carefully
v::(iﬁhed, and, as a consequence, well under-.
stood, and conscientiously practised. I would
bave woman just what her Creator designed
she should be, rational, intellectual, useful—
her heart a deep well—spring of love flowing
out towards every brother and sister of our
race—ready for any toil or self-sacrifice for the
poor, the ignorant, the sorrowing, or the op-
pressed. er time, her talents, %er energies,
devoted to those objects for which her Great
Master left the ‘glory which he had with the
Father,’ and came down todwell in sinful flesh.”

«All this sounds very well in theory, my
dear Mary, but is quite too exalted for practice.
You know that people in our station must dress,
must gee company, must bring forward our chil-
dren, in short, must be occupied with the cares
of the world; and I believe, if besides all this,
we go to church on the Sabbath,and give what
we can afford to the poor, we shall fare as well
at the, last, as those who make higher preten-
sions.” '
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Mrs. Howard was opening her lips to answer,
but Mrs. Edwards interrupted her. “Nay,
dear sister, spare me; you know I shrink with
instinctive horror from contesting a point, and
rfpon this I am sure we never shall agree. But
if you will allow me, I will risk one or two se-,
marks with regard to Mary, it was for this.pur-
pose I commenced the conversation. Notwith-
standing all you have said, I cannot help think-
ing it a pity that she should waste her beauty
and elegance upon ‘the desert air.” Not lite-
rally upon ¢ the desert air’ in this thronged city,
of course,” she added, as she saw a smile play-
ing upon the lips of her sister, *“but certain
to all intents and 'Purposes as regards any ad-
vantage she reaps from them. Why, with her
fortune, talents, and accomplishments, to say
nothing of her surpassing loveliness, she might
stand without a rival upon that envied emi-
nence, the queen of ton, the reigning belle in
our fashiopable world; and # does seem to me
an almost unpardonable perversion of taste to
contemn such a distinction as valueless.”

“ My dear sister, it is the part of true wisdom
to rate thinge at what they are worth—that is
as God rates them—according to the bearing
they will bave upon our happiness in this world
and the next.” . .

“Alas! Mary, thoughts of the next world
scem to shut out from your mind all care for
this.”

“By no means; they only make me more
solicitous to fulfil the duties of this aright.”

Mrs. Edwards was disconcerted; she con-
tinued silent a few minutes, and then, as she
could think ef nothing to offer ageinst the wis-
dom or propriety of her sister’s course, said,
“But why urge upon Mary your estimate of
the world? Why endeavor to conceal from her
the truth, that its pleasures are fascinating to
young light hearts like her's? Why not let her
try them for herself, and then if she prefers the
melancholy duties of prayers, and church-go-
ings, and alms-givings, why no budy can blame
you; which, to tell the truth, every body is
doing gow.”

“My dear sister, I have never 'deceived
Mary; I would not knowingly deceive the
meanest of God’s creatures, much less my pre-
cious child. I have never even for a moment
attempted to make her believe that the pleasures
you prize so highly are not fascinating to young
minds; but I kave endeavored to show her
their real, not their fictitious value; I have
endeavored to place fairly before her all that
could be said on either side, trusting that her
good sense and good princilples would lead toa
right decision, nor was I disappointed. She
held the scales with an impartial hand, while
she listened, and carefully weighed pleasures,
upon which are written ¢ passing away,’ against
enduring happiness—the worthless baubles of
the world against the ¢ pearl of great price’—
earth against Heaven. You know how ehe has
chosen; can you say she has not chosen well
and wisely 1" .

Mrs. Edwards felt this appeal--she paused.

and sighed. Ah! there are moments, even in the
lives of the most thoughtless, when truth comes

. -

to the heart in its native majesty and power;
when the pursuits of the fashionable, the vain,
the worldly-minded, shrink to their real insig-
nificance; when eternity with its dmazing
interests, and unfathomed mysteries, to the
‘mind’s eye’ stands out in bold relief. * Per-
haps she has chosen wisely—but afier all she
may not long abide by her choice,” Mrs. Ed-
wards at length said abruptly. ¢Once from
under your wing, her character, always gentle
and yielding, will assimialte to the society she
is thrown into. Have you no fears?”

“None,” replied Mrs. Howard, * for beneath
that gentle exterior, is a depth, and strength of
character, and principle, which, by God's grace,
will unshrinkingly bear the storms of life, and
nobly cast aside its temptations.”

“Well, I own I had rather trust Caroline’s
healthful frame, and unbroken spirit, to battle
with storms and temptations. No, my dear
sister, Mary’s meek nature is just adapted to
her condition; just fitted to g{ide calmly on,
¢o’er the smooth surface of a summer sea,” with
wind and tide in her favor; but,one rude blast,
and her frail bark yields unresistingly to its
spower, and sinks to rise no more.”

“ And so people judge of character,” thought
Mrs. Howard, as she turned to enter her own
door; they just glance upon the surface, while
the depths of the heart, the hidden springs
which stimulate, and control, and modify the
outward actions, are to them as sealed myste-
ries.”

Mary was the only surviving child of her pa-
rents; one by one a large, and promising fami-
ly, had been taken away, till this fair and fra-
gile flower alone remained to them; was it
wonderful then that within that precious cas-
ket they had treasured up their hearts? Yet
Mary was not spoiled, for the mother’s love
was chastened, and tempered, and made effi-
cient for the good of her child, by the * grace
which cometh from above.’

Time, as it passed on, continued to develope
-the characters of the cousins. Caroline lived
to herself and the world—the fashionable world.
To dress, see company, exhibit herself in pub-
lic places, and feel that she was the model af-
ter which humbler pretenders to distinction
copied, was the highest aim, the highest happi-
ness of this immortal being. A being endowed
by her Creator with his most precious gifts—a
mind fitted in some humble measure to appre-
ciate his works and character—a heart capable
of feeling the delightful emotions of love, grati-
tude, trust, submission, and obedience towards
Him—of sending upward aspirations, even to
His throne—of communion with his Spirit. A
being, too, whose life was rapidly passing
away; whose body would assuredly, in a few
brief years, and might in a few weeks, or even
days, be wrapped in the habiliments of the
tomb; and whose spitit must then go to render
an account of wasted time and buried talents.
Oh! it is a fearful thing to live entirely un-
mindful of the great end of life; to die utterly
unprepared for death.

ary lived in the world, but not to the world,
she had drank too deeply into the spirit of her
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Master to care greatly for its praise or censure;
and she lived in it but to strive to make all
who came within the circle of her influence
wiser, better, happier. She had gathered and
treasured ull)r in her own heart the heavenly
manna, she knew its priceless worth, she had
proved its healing power, and she wished to
win all to prove it too.

But unexpected troubles now gathered about
the two families, destined to test still more
thoroughly the opposite principles of the cou-
sins; and to show in adversity the sustaining
power of those which had guided Mary in more
prosperous days,

Mr. Howard and Mr. Edwards were con-
nected in business; they were too, extensively
connected with a great house in one of our
southern cities, that failed for a large sum, and
s a consequence dragged them down with it
The blow was totally unlooked for by them all;
and to those who placed their happiness in the

- distinctions which wealth can give, proved
overwhelming. For Mrs. Edwards and Caro-
line there was no solace—they had no resour-
ces within themselves, and now none without ;
their all was gone. They retired to the coun-
try, not to lessen by their sympathy and exer-
tions the cares and anxieties of the husband and
father; not to seek some useful employment
which should bring plenty, and comfort, and
light up fresh smiles within their dwelling;
not even to educate the younger members of
the family, and prepare them by proper training
to earn their bread respectably in the world;
not, by any means, to conform their wishes and
feelings to their circumstances, and quietly
submit themselves to God's appointment; but
to pass the time in vain regrets and sinful re-
pinings, and idle and foolish longings for the
splendor, and luxury, and high-standing which
had passed away for ever.

Mrs. Howard and Mary refused to leave the
city till Mr, lloward could go with them—
they would stay to cheer his disheartening
toils; but with high-minded and scrupulous in-
tegrity refused to appropriate to themselves a
penny of that which they believed was the just
property of their creditors.

“ We must dismiss our servants, and leave
our house,” said Mrs. Howard to her husband
as they were talking of their future plans,
*but Mary and I will not leave you while you
are engaged in this harrassing business of wind-
ing up your affsirs. We will, if you please,
hire part of a small house and remove as soon
a8 possible; we shall keep no servant, and I
will devote myself to domestic concerns—to

Mar}y; we must look for the ways and means;

and happily she is well qualified by her talents
and education to supply them, What she bas
learned, she thorough{y understands, and can
impart with facility, as she has often proved in
the voluntary lessons she has given her
young cousins. Our friends, faithful though
our sun be dimmed, will supply her with pu-
pils, (I have already ascertained that;) and
with your approbation she will immediately,
commence teaching music and drawing.”
“And has it come to this ™" replied the fa-

ther, with a bitter sigh. * Must our cherished
singing bird go out into the world to barter
for her daily bread the music of that voice,
which has been wont to fall only on the ear of
indulgent love; aye, must she coin the un-
equalled gifts with which Heaven has endowed
her, into gold, that we may be fed "

“ Dearest, dearest father,” said Mary, put-
ting her arms about his neck, and kissinf,
fondly and reverently, his pale forehead, pale
with anxious thought, * do not let such feelings
disturb you; but consider rather what a sub-
ject for gratitude that God has given me a use-
ful talent, and your liberal kindness has culti-
vated, and matured it, so that it is ready to be
turned to account, just when it is wanted. Be-
sides, you do not know what a happiness itis to
be permitted to do something for those, who, all
my life have done so much for me.”

The father shook his head mournfully. « Ah,
my child! you do not know the difficulties of
your undertaking; you have not counted the
cost. Your gentle spirit, which has been so
fondly, perhaps too fondly, sheltered from every
grief, is hardly fitted to contend with the igno-
Tance, perverseness, and stupidity of a set of
ill-educated, ill-bred, spoiled girls; and what is
a thousand times worse, to humble itself before
the capricious, and "ill-judged interference of
parents.”

"% Ab, my dear father, answered Mary, smi-
ling, “if it be true that I have less patience,
firmness, and meekness, than the ten thousand
teachers in our land, it is quite time I were sub-
jected to a discipline by which I may acquire
them. But, after all, are not these fancied,
1ather than real difficulties 1" -

¢ Ask the ten thousand teachers of whom you
speak, and hear their answer, M The
will tell you it is a disheartening task, thoug
almost all of them have been subjected from
childhood, to a severer discipline than you have
even dreamed of;; and have learned from it to
overcome difficulties, and bear contradiction,
and submit to the will of others; while your
life has been one scene of happiness agd indul-

ence ; besides, how few of them have your
ragile frame, and delicacy of mind "

* Dearest father, my frame is strong *enough
to bear the necessary exertion, I am sure; and
if I have any delicacy of mind which unfits me
for my duties, the sooner I get rid of it the
better.”

¢ Mary is right,” said Mrs. Howard. “We
are placed here for a specific purpose—to serve
God—to do his will; in other words, faithfully
to discharge the various duties which arise
from our stations, circumstances, and relations
to our fellow beings. Now it is plain that
whatever prevents the fulfilment of these para-
mount obligations, no matter what its specious
name, whether taste, refinement, delicacy, or
accomplishments, should be discarded at once.
Observe, however, that I do not believe any of
these qualities, or acquirements, or the highest
intellectual cultivation, at all incompatible
with the most conscientious discharge of our du-
ties, with the purest religious principle, with
that ‘perfect love’ which the Apostie says
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‘casteth out fear’ I only say, if they are,
there can be no doubt about which is to be
given up.”

“ But it does seem to me, my dear, that you
are making mountains of mole hills. There is
no reason in the world why we should not stay

where we are, and live on very much as we -
have lived, till ouraffuirs are settled—hundréds’

in our circumstances do it ; why should not we?”

“ For the very best reason, Mr. Howard. Be-
cause it would not be right. Ican teil cheerfully
for my daily bread ; should God reduce me to it,
I think I could meekly and thankfully ac-
cept the charity of my fellow, creatures; but
never, never enjoy luxuries which were mine
by a doubtful title—they would be wormwood
and gall mingled in the sweet srrings of life.”

% Alas, alas, is there then no he| p for it! Must
my delicate wife and child submit to daily, de-
grading drudgery?”’

¢ And is the possession of so many thousands
as shall enable us to live in useless, heartless
indolence, an honorable distinction? Is useful,
honest labor, a degradation? I do not think so.
Shall you love us the less, because we are so-
licitous to lighten your cares, and minister to
your happinees?
affection of a. single friend, whose esteem and
affection are worth having, by resigning splen-
dor which integrity forbids us to retain, or
cheerfully doing just what our situation re-
quires us to do? no indeed.” .

¢ But should not Fessenden be consulted ¥

“Fessenden's distance from us renders it im-
possible to consult him in time, for_ we must
act now. But even if he were here, our deci-
sion would, I believe, be made independently of
him; Mary’s conditional engagement with him,
to be fulfilled at some distant and uncertain pe-
riod, gives him no right to interfere in our pri-
vate aflairs. You know,” she continued, look-
ing round and perceiving that Mary had left
the room, “I do not place that implicit reliance
upon him which you do; I doubt his principles
and the disinterestedness of his attachment;
and every letter which we receive from him
tends to confirm those doubts. Even Mary,
placed upon her guard by my suggestions, be-
gins to falter in her faith. Poor girl! she was
too young, and too pure in heart at the com-
mencement of her acquaintance with him, -to
have a suspicion of selfishness or double-dealing
in another.” . .

«If” said Mr. Howard, after musing & min-
ute, “I had not often been astonished at your
marvellous developement of character, I should
be tempted to consider these suspicions as
?a:rd’ly worth a passing thought—he seems so
air.” '

“ Aye, and from that very seeming springs
my doubts. The man of real high-toned piety
does not talk of it 0 mach; his principles
indeed come out naturally in his conversa-
tion; but he is not anxious, and he has no
need to declare them in so many words upon
all occasions; they are cherished within his
heart and pervade his whole being, they pre-
side over all his intercourse with the world,
and regulate by the great law.of love his bar-

Shall we lose the esteem and"

<you will think me unkind, uncharitable, xreju-

‘which even you must al

ins, visits, charities ; they go with him to his

ide and make him there, cheerful, gentle,

and affectionate ; but he is too humble, too dis-

trustful of himself, and too conscious of the im-

rfections of his best deeds, to make high, and
oud professions.”

“ I fear you judge poor Fessenden too hardly.
He knew that piety would be the strongest re-
commendation, both to you and Mary ; and his
solicitude to convince you he possessed it,
seems to me but natural and right.”

 Nay, Mr. Howard, were the principles he
professes, so inwrought into his heart as to be
the gwerniu{oprincxplea there, he would feel
no eolicitude about it—conscious integrity is not
afraid of being suspected. But besides this, he
is so subservient, so afraid of committing him-
self; he has such a facility in falling in with
the opinions of his company. Then, he never
seems to me to think independentlyand straight.
forward, with a single eye to the right or
wrong of the case, but he watches, waits, and
cautiously feels his ground to ascertain what
will be the most popular sentiments, or most
nfreenble to those he imagines it his interest to
please. Yes, I have long feared Fessenden’s
standard of moral rectitude was convertible,
and could be made to suit every company, and
every occasion.”

¢ But, my dear, this is because he is so gen-
tle, so kind and conciliating ; he cannot bear to
give pain or offence.”

The wife shook her head sadly. ¢ Ah! Mr.
Howard, that excuse might do very well for
one who ‘cared for none of these things;’ but
the Christian knows he may not step out of the
streit and narrow way to please any wanderers
in the broad but forbidden paths around him—
his course must be struight onward—the rule
which guides him is perfect, and he may not
lower, or bend, or alter it, so much as a hair’s
breadth; he does indeed often fail to live up to
it, but then, instead of depressing the rule to
excuse his dereliction, he mourns that derelic-
tion with shame and confusion of face. Besides,

diced, but I cannot help it, I believe I had bet-
ter speak my whole mind, and then you can
judge whether I have good reasons for my
doubts and suspicions ; this suavity of manner
seema to me put on, it is apparently studied,
over-labored, over-done, and appears to sprin,
from self-love, from a desire to be pleasing an
popular, rather than from a heart overflowing
with kind and benevolent affections.”

“ Ah, Mary! as usual, your distinctions are
too nice for me. Now I think it is of little con- *
sequence what motives influence him to take
such pains to please, provided he succeeds,

row that he does; nor
do I think that one in a hundred of his numer-
ous acquaitance ever suspected his easy, ele-
gant manners to be pug on, or over-done.”

Well, time, or rather our altered circuntstap-
ces, will soon tell.”

“ Yes, time will tell; and if you are right,
alas! for our poor heart-broken child.”

It will, no doubt, prove a grievous trial ; but
Mary has not ¢ garnered up her heart’ in any
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earthly treasure, and therefore its loss will not
greatly affect herhappiness—that is fixed upon

a foundation too stable for such disappointments

to overthrow.”

« [ wish it may prove so,” said the father, in
a tone of sadness, which seemed to express,
“but I dare not hope it.”

Mrs. Howard looked at him with anxious ten-
derness. *Oh, do not let any fears upon this
account disturb you ; indeed there is no reason
for it. I believe I should not, just now, have
let you so fully into my opinion of Fessenden, if
1 had not hoped too, to impart a portion of my
confidence in the sustaining power of Mary’s
principles, or rather of the ‘grace which com-
eth from above’ that accompanies them. She
is so diffident of herself, and so in the habit of
looking up for help in every time of need, so
continual X thinks of this"world as ‘passing
away,’ and of Heaven as her abiding place, so
considers every thing which befals her as ap-
pointed by a wise and tender Father, her heart
18 8o full of love for every living thing, and so
intent upon beneficent action for them, and she
is withal so patient, and meek, and humble,
that there is little danger of her dying of the
pride and madness which Newton says is called
a broken heart. But we will talk of this no
more now. Fessenden must be informed, at
once, of the change in our circumstances—that
will test him.”

« Well, I can scarcely doubt the result.”

A few days after this conversation, found
Mrs. Howard and Mary established in a neat
little room, simply, yet comtortably furnished,
and actively engaged in arranging it, and giv-
ing to every thing the best possible air, before
Mr. Howard came into his evening meal.
Mary well knew it must be a trying time ta
him; and, though all unused to it, never did
waning beauty study so anxiously for effect as
she did now. Again and again she dusted
every article of furniture, arranged and re-
arranged the lights, stirred the fire repeatedly
to give the apartment just the pleasant tempera-
ture she knew he liked, let down the curtains
to exclude every unwelcome sight from with-
out, placed his own daily paper upon the small
table, and wheeled his easy chair beside it, and
when all was done, stole many anxious glances
at her mother, to see if she appeared well, and
able to sustain her usual quiet cheerfulness.

When Mr. Howard came in it was evident
all this elaborate preparation had been thrown
away ; he looked the very personitication of
happiness. * Ah, Mary !"” he said, “I have
pleasant news for you, doubly pleasant because
so unexpected. Fessenden is on his way home,
so now * farewell, a long farewell,’ to teaching.
I shall like to hear what he will say when told
of the fate to which his half-worshipped Mary is
doomed.”

«“But why does he come so soon?” asked
Mrs. Howard,

« Some jealous fancy, I suspect; but here’s
a letter to Mary will explainit; it came en-
veloped in a strange unintelligible scrawl to
me, of which J could make nothing.”

“ Well, my dear, what does he write?” he

asked, turning towards Mary, after allowing
her, as he thought, a reasonable time to peruse
the letter. “ Why, what in the world’s the
matter?” he continued, in a tone of dismay,
when he saw the deep sadness of her face—
“ No bad news, I hope.”

Mary arose, silently put the letter into her
mother's hands, and left the room.

«If Mary were yet the reputed heiress of
five hundred thousand,” said Mrs. Howard, as
she finished reading it and gave it to her hus-
band, “I should pity poor Fessenden, but as it
is, her opinion will probably be a matter of in-
difference to him.”

¢ Still so uncharitable?”

“So just I fear,” she replied. *Alas! every
letter we receive tends to confirm my first im-
pressions of him. Oh! if Mary's had but been
received at home, beneath her mother’s eye,
how much wretchedness would she have es-
caped.”

“Well, I own I don’t half like the tone of
this letter myself; he was certainly in a
strange: humor when he wrote it,” said Mr.
Howard, glancing rapily over it, partly aloud,
partly to himself, and making occasional obser-
vations. There is an air of suspicion, of re-
serve, about her letters that cuts him to the
heart. He has studied to deserve, and to win
her confidence, and he cannot bear it should be
withheld from him. Then he hears strange ru-
mors of encouragement given to others; if'it is
80, her coolness to him is explained, but he can-
not believe it—at least not without farther

roof. * And so he is coming home to obtain

it, I suppose ; does he venture to sayso? Yes.”
“But he will come home—he will know the
truth, and if it be s0”"—* What then? whya
long blank full of meaning, I dare say. The
next sentence commences with, ¢ Forgive me,
Mary, I hardly know what I write,” &e. &c.
« What nonsense! Now I really have a better
opinion of Fessenden’s understanding than to
believe he has written all thisin sober earnest;
he has something in view which he does not
care to acknowledge.”

“] believe o too. But if he hopes to alarm
or intimidate Mary into an earlier marriage
than was intended when he left us, I believe
he has quite mistaken her character. Indeed,
if there was a single sentiment in his heart, an-
swering to the truth and purity of her’s, he
would have perceived that this was a most un-
likely means to accomplish such an end. But
I trust it will at least have this good effect; as
she ponders upon it, she will perceive more and
more of his true character, and her mind will
be gradually preparing for the final separation,
which I am persuaded must come.”

Mr. Howard sighed heavily. ¢ Alas, Mary,
how one after another our dcarest hopes are
blasted.”

“Not our dearest hopes, Mr. Howard; they,
I trust, are in Heaven; not even our dearest
earthly hopes; they rest in our faithtul love for
each other, and in our daughter’s moral and in-
tellectual worth, in her devoted affection for
us, in her high sense of duty and unwearied
performance of it, her tenderness, benevolence,
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and truth, her strength of character, or rather
of principle, which so admirably sustains her in
adversity, and in the fine talents which God
has given her, and which she so cheerfully de-
votes to our sole benefit and gratification. Now,
have any of these failed! Have they not
rather increased with the demand to mines of
exhaustless treasures. Ah, believe me! bills
drawn upon the firm of love, duty, and truth,
will never be protested.”

A smile, in spite of himself, chased away the
desponding expression of Mr. Howard’s face.
“ Better say upon woman’s untiring, undying
faithfulness and affection—her heart is never
bankrupt;—well,” he added, after a pause, an
expression of unutterable sadness again resting
upon his face, * well, it may be‘ﬁ:awn upon
more deeply and painfully than you or Mary
dream of now! but—did 1t ever t{il‘! no, nev-
er—I will not be faithless or fearful.” He
turned away from the surprised and anxious
looks of his wife to hide the emotion which
overpowered him; a moment sufficed to con-
quer it, and he almost immediately continued.
« Afler all, my love, the spléndor we have lost
is as nothing to the blessed assurance I have
guained, that come what will, my wife and
child will meet it with true hearts and uncon-
quered spirits.”

Mr. Howard was not aware how deeply those
few mysterious words sunk into the mind of
Mrs. Howard, nor with what fearful forebodings
they were pondered. In vain she watched
with intense solicitude, as day after day passed,
for some clue to their meaning. A thousand
fears, e and indistinct, possessed her
mind; and for that very reason overpowered it.
Had they assumed ‘form and coloring,’ she
would have met and conquered them. Every
sound alarmed her. She grew sick at arap at
the door, or a stranger’s face; and yet when
the calamity was actually made known to her,
her heart did not sink, or courage quail ; nor in
the long years which followed, when her poor
husband hung upon her arm, as trusting and al-
most as helpless as an infant, did one murmur-
ing or desponding thought possess her mind;
such thoughts might indeed enter, but they did
not dwell there.

Mr. Howard, for many weeks, had had a
source of sorrow more disheartening than his
failure. Even before that occurred, he had
been aware of the gradual failure of his eye-
sight; but at first it did not alarm him, for he
. thought it one of the infirmities of age. He

soon, however, began to fear the obscuration in-
creased more rapidly than it should from this
cause; yet it was not an abiding fear, for
glasses, which he now began to use, seemed

rtially to relieve him. And so he went on

m week to week, hoping and fearing, with-
out intermitting his attention to his business,
and carefully concealing his uneasiness from
his wife and daughter. This he found it not
difficult to do, for the closest observation could
as yet scarcely detect any alteration in the ap-
pearance of the eye; but now that it grew
duily less able to perform its fanctions, he felt
that they must soon know the truth, and be-

2 .

came chiefly solicitous that it should not break
upon them suddenly.

“ My dear father,” said Mary, one evening,
as she saw him lay down the newspaper and
lean his head pensively upon his hands, ‘ you
do not seem to take as much interest in the pa-
per as you used to.” v

He raised his head, and said with a very bit-
ter sigh, “It is not for want of interest that I
read so little—but,” he added after a long, and
to Mrs. Howard and Mary a fearful pause, ¢ for
sorrow, sorrow my beloved, that you know no-
thing of.”

¢ Dear, dear father,” she said, fondly twining
her arms about him, ¢ let me know it, let me
share it; let me lighten it if it be possible.”

Mrs. Howard cfasped his hand in hers, and
with a death-like cheek, and a heart whose
throbbings might be heard, could only articu-
late, “Yes, tell us, any thing is better than
suspense.”

“I had not thought to tell you now. I
wished to prepare you gradually for the painful
announcement; but I believe you are right, it is
better over.” He stopped, to gather breath and
courage to proceed. “Oh! it is not sorrow
alone which prevents my reading—I cannot
read—I shall never read any more; while I
look, a mist comes over the. page, and to my
poor failing eyes the letters seem blended in
one undistinguished mass; even the features -
of my too precious Mary grow faint and indis-
tinct as I gaze upon them; and that is the bit-
terest drop in this cup of bitterness. His head
sunk upon the shoulder of his wife, and he
gave way to a burst of irrepressible anguish.

For Mrs. Howard the ¢long agony’ was over
—she knew the worst; and gathering up the

‘energies of her mind, sat, pale, but calm, sup-

porting the beloved one, whom, she felt, must
through all his future life, hang just so help-
lessly on her arm. :
Mary’sank qun ber knees, and pressing her
lipe to his cheek in one long, long kiss, silent-
ly devoted hergelf to him, while she lived, or he
was spared to her. The next morning she put
Fessenden’s letters into Mrs. Howard’s hands.
¢ Dearest mother,” she said, in a low but unfal-
tering voice, “ you will return them to him.”
Mrs. Howa Igave her a look of inquiry and
surprise, and Mary instantly replied to it.
“ Perhaps his heart is true, and he will grieve
when he receives them; perhaps it was the
heiress he wooed, and then he will not be
sorry to part with the portionless Mary. In
either case it will be a painful task for me to
see him and hear him ; from which I know that
you, my mother, would gladly save me.”
“Dearest, I would save you from every sor-
row,” replied the mother, fondly. ¢But if his
heart be true, why must the letters be returned ?”
“Because, I will not desert my parents in
trouble, nor will I offer to my sightless father,
who has spent his best energies for me, nor to
my dear, dear mother, who would lay down her
very soul for mine, a divided heart. No, all
my time, my talents, my affections are but their
due; and most cheerfully do 1 give them.
Henceforth I am wedded to my parents, God's
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grace helping me, I will have no divided du-
ties, no divided cares; my whole life shall be
devoted to them, and nothing but death shall
sever us.”

Mary pressed her mother’s cheek as she
finished speaking, and then went to her youn,
pupils with a calm and peaceful feeling, whic
nothing but a consciousness of doing right can

give.

¢ My noble child,” eaid Mr. Howard, with a
trembling voice, when his wife had finished
the recital of this last act of duty, “of what is
she not capable! Well, you knew her better
than I did—you foretold all this. Ah, Mary!
it must have been because as in a Elass. “face
answereth to face,” so your heart to her’s—alike
they are self-denying and devoted. There must
be within such hearts & spring of action of
which I know nothing—a vivifying, sustaining
principle, which I cannot comprehend, of which,
indeed, I can form no conception. You will
tell me, I know, that this spring, this principle,
is religion ; but if it be, it has a power that I
never believed it to possess before; a support-
ing, peace-giving power, of which I deeply feel
the need now in my hour of adversity.”

A rap at the dvoor interrupted him; Mrs.

- Howard answered it, and almost instantly re-
turned with Mr. Fessenden. The meeting be-
tween the two gentlemen was embarrassing.
Mr. Howard had looked forward to it with
hopes, the extent of which he was herdly con-
scious, and which he certainly would not have
acknowledged to his wife and daughter; now
they were to be tested, and to appear easy and
unconcerned was qbite out of the question; and
though Fessenden’s liie had been all made up
of seceming, yet even he failed to seem easy
now. Mrs. Howard alone sat calm and undis-
turbed, for she alone had neither hopes, fears,
or an unquiet conscience, to agitate her.

ok ok x % o k&

¢ Oh, the cold, heartless world!” exclaimed
Mr. Howard, bitterly, as the door closed upon
their visiter.

“ Nay, that is too sweeping an accusation,”
returned his wife, gently. * We will not con-
clude all the world heartless, because Mr. Fes-
senden is 0.”

** Well, Mary, you knew him too, better than
I did, you estimated him aright, but I was slow
to believe it; I suftered a faint hope to cling to
my heart till his own hand rudely plucked it
away. Oh1! it was bitter to hear his few for-
ced words of condolence—bitter to an over-
burdened spirit. But his faint show of reluc-
tance as you returned his letters moved my

ity and contempt. Poor senseless idiot!
%Vhat, my priceless child outvalued in his mind
by a little of this earth’s perishable dust ! Why

ou may coin it all, nay, even the blessed sun
I‘;imse]f. make every star in yon ‘azure depths’
a diamond, and within that unfathomed mine,
her heart, are treasures to outweigh them all.
« Mary,” he added after a long sad pause, press-
ing his hands upon his eyes, *the light fades
fast without, and so it does within; now no-
thing is left for me to lean upon but the feeble
arms of my wife and child.”

« Feeble indeed in ourselves,” returned his
never-desponding wife, *but strong in faith,
and hope, and love.”

Winter and spring pessed away; and often
in the soft summer evenings might be seen a
venerable man, sitting in the long piazza of a
picturesque country residence. fore him
spread out an ample enclosure, closely shelter-
ed from the sun by several varieties of our no-
ble forest trees. Among them was the maple,
with itsrich, impervious canopy of foliage; and
the magnificent elm, which adds such besuty to
our American scenery, gracefully waving its
drooping branches to every fitful breeze. A
‘wilderness of sweets’ surrounded him; the
honey suckle twined about every pillar, and
Eeeped in at the windows; the sweet brier,

ere and there ehot up its slender odorous
stems ; roses of every name and tint mingled
their grateful perfume with the paseing breeze ;
and rare exotics, tended by fond, fair hands,
breathed their full tribute of fragrance upon
the gentle air. It was in truth a little para-
dise—so thought. the merry group of girls,
whose glad voices echoed round it—and eo
thought the sightless white-haired man as those
voices fell like music on his ear; he, indeed,
had no eye to see its beauties, but he had a
heart,and fond hearts were near him.

The happy girls often press about him with
simple, touching offerings of affection, a prett
flower, an endearing expression, or the soft
Et‘essure of their fresh young lips upon his aged

and. But another, fairer, older, and more
thoughtful, is there; she tenderly watches
every varying expression of that serene pale
face, and as the lights and shadows of his soul
leave their impress there, carefully adapts each
outward circumstance to soothe or cheer him;
she shields him from the evening dew and
noon-day sun; her slender arm sustains him
when he walks; and when he is weary she
sits beside him, and talks, or reads, or warbles
her « native wood-notes wild,” as seems best to
suit his hamor. But still another one is there,
with a form of maturer dignity, and a face of
chastened and serene expression ; her approach-
ing step, her gentle voice never fails to light
up a smile on the countenance of her helpless
husband. .

“ Ah, Mary,!” he sometimes says as she sits
beside him, *you know not the gloomy fore-
bodings which filled my mind before you com-
menced yotr school ; nor how perversely I satand
})ictured to myself long hours of darkness and
oneliness, while you and our dear child were
confmed to it. But it has not been according to
my fears ; the intervals of your absence are so
short, and you converse so cheerfully when

ou return, that I bave not time to grow
onely, and find little food to nourish murmur-
ing and despondency. In truth, my dear, I am
beginning to find out that our happiness de-
pends less upon externals than I once ima-

ined.”

& “Yes. Its elements are in our own bosoms,
and we make or mar it.” .

“ [ wish aunt Edwards and Caroline would
feel and act upon that truth,” said Mary.
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“You have heard from them,” said Mrs.
Howard, seeing a letter in her hand.

. “ Yes, mother, I have got a letter from Caro-
line—such a letter! She says that aunt and
she are obliged to do every thing themeelves,
because they cannot afford to keep a domestic,
and that they have nothing but trouble and
vexation from morning till night. Then she
continues—¢ Every thing is spoiled which
we touch; we have not had a loaf of good
bread since we began to make it; it is all
either sour, or heavy, or half done, or over-
done. Our coffee is burnt to death, or boiled
to death, or something is always the matter
with it, our tea ditto—ditto ; as for meats, we
expect to ruin them, and so do it of course.
Now, Mary, I suppose you will laugh at all
this, but to us it is no laughing matter, I assure
iou. Think of the mortification of sitting down to
reakfast, dinner, and tea, which your own hands
have prepared, when not one mouthful is fit to
be eaten, day after day, for weeks and months,
and then lnuih if you can. Oh, Mary! much
as I know 1 should hate school-keeping, I
would rather resort to it than enact over again
the vexations of the last six months. But then
I don’t know how to set about it; besides, I
fear there is an insurmountable obstacle in the
way. You know we did not expect this sad,
sad reverse, and what I acquired at school was
rather for show than use; I doubt whether I
could impart it. Pray write, and comfort and
advise me.’

- hI.’om' Caroline,” said Mrs. Howard, with a
1g

“ Yes, mother, poor Caroline; but cannot we
help her.”

“I was just thinking, my dear, that with
your father's ccncurrence, and your's, we
might” .

Mary’s eye brightened. #Ah, mother, your
plan and mine, I dare say, are the same.”

“ Well, my love, let us hear yours, and then
we shall know.”

Mary hesitated a moment, for she felt she
was about to ask a great deal of her mother;
but almost instantly gathering confidence from
the goodness of her cause, and the kindness of
her mother's heart, she said, *you know we.
were talking the other day of getting an assist-
ant to take care of the younger girls, and I be-
lieve Caroline is quite competent to do it; at
the worst, she would soon learn. Aud her two
younger sisters, you know, since they left the
city, have been without instruction, and if they

on so will never be good for any thing; now
if we could take them into our school a few
terms, they might be qualified for almost any
situation.”

“ Your plan extends beyond mine,” said Mra.
Howard,” and therefore it is better. I thought
only of Caroline as an assistant ; but the school-
ing will be worth more to the two girls than
the place to her; and our family is so large
that we shall hardly feel the addition; so if
your father do not object, which, if I have any
skill in reading the expression of his face, he
will not, you may consider the affair as settled.”

« Dear mother, thank you,” said Mary, with
animated pleasure. “And what does my fa-
ther ray

« That I shall never object to a proposal of

ours, or your mother’s, though it had much
fess merit than this plan. I only fear it will be
too much for you.” :

«“You need not fear that, dear father; the
girls will hardly add a feather’s weight to our
care,and mother’s heart will be lightened of a
beavy load; you don’t know how she has been
troubled about aunt Edwards and her family.”

Caroline and her sisters were soon after es-
tablished beneath aunt Howard's sheltering
wing, where we shall leave them, with the
comfortable hope, that her skilful training, and
excellent example, will transform them into
useful and respectable womer.

M. A F.

Stockbridge, Mass.

Written for the Lady’s Book.

WOMAN’

Purosorazrs have analyzed, divines lec-
tured, and poets sung maternal love ; but which
of them has brought from its fountains, to the
heart of man, those nameless, numberless im-
passioned sympathies which make the melody
of & mother’s tenderness. What mother, even,
can paint the delicate lights and shades of those
sweet fancies, that combined, beautify and
strengthen the maternal tie?

Warmed and enriched by past and present
cares, hopes and caresses, her affection receives
its finishing touch of disinterested devotion,
from a sadness born of the anticipated future.

While the coufiding voice ofP:bildhood ap-
peals to her, in doubt, ignorance, danger or dis-
tress, she feels that by her child, she is invested
with the attributes of Deity :—while nestling
itself in her arms and hanging with unbound-
ing credence upon her words, her spirit is start-

S LOYE.

led into fresh resolves of perfection, by the
fearful conviction that she is its book of wis-
dom, love and beauty; and if a Christian moth-
er, she searches with an almost agonizing anx-
iety, for the best possible'means of transferring
the earth-bound devotion of her child, to Him
who is alone worthy of worship.

As oft as the consciousness of her unbound-
ed influence flashes upon the Christian mother’s
heart, it is followed by the conviction that her
image should hold but a secondary place in the
affections of that being which has been the
burden of her days and nights of care;—and
while she labours and prays that it may be even
so, who can paint the desolation that settles
upon her soul, and makes her cling closer to
her hopes of Heaven, as imagination, stealing
long yeare nhead, gives to her child a compan-
ion and offspring, thus removing her, in care-
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worn age, from the second even to the fourth
place inits regard !

O man, canst thou read through the tear
that trembles in the mother’s eye, the piercing
disappointment of her soul as, gazing upon her
fond prattler, the thonght intrudes itself, that
all her pains, her sleep-dispelling solicitude,.
and above all, the strength and devotedness of
her love will never, can never come home to
the bosom of its object with the force and feel-
ing of reality—or beget a corresponding return ?
She knows indeed that, years having passed,
the boon of materpity may awaken the same
glow of unutterable sympathies in the heart of
her infant daughter, and thus open between
them a tender intelligence of soul for which
Heaven has granted no perfect medium of com-
munication between man and woman.

It isthus, step by step, woman learns, from rea-
son and experienc, that the purest and most fer-

ventaspirationsof earthly hope and love will nev-
er be fully requited nor appreciated by their ob-
jects. And, as the selfish expectations of love
expire, does she settle down in the indolence
of despair? Ah no; she rises a better and
more disinterested being, with all her energies
nerved against the sad consciousness of that
lone eminence on which afiliction has placed
her, to love and labour on without other hope of
reward, than the approbation of heaven, and the
best good of her beloved ones! '

Were the affections of the wife and mother
felt and cherished by their objects with corres-

nding tenderness, doubtless this earth would
E:ve 80 much of heaven, that, instead of being
“ first at the sepulchre,” woman would linger
at the shrine of downestic joy and forget to pre-
pare herself and treasures for a higher scene
of felicity !

IzENe

Written for the Lady’s Book.
HYMN

Of one of the Deaf Children restored to hearing by
Mr. Curtis, of the Royal Institution.

BY MRS, F. 8. 0S8GOOD, LONDON.

Tax world—the beautiful world around,

A still, bright dream, stole silently by ;
For a viewless fetter my scnses bound,

And life—my life was one yearnin; sigh!

The hand of pity and wondrous skill

Has riven forcver that fearful chain,
And joy—wild, fathomless joy doth fill

My beating heart and my startled brain!

A world of melody wakes around,

Each leaf of the tree has its tremulous tone,
And the rippling rivulet's lullaby sound,

And the wood-bird’s warble are all mine own!

But nothing—oh ! nothing that I have heard,
Not the lay of the lark, nor the coo of the dove,
Can match, with its music, one fond, sweet word,
That thrills to my soul, from the lips I love!

I dreamed of mclody long before,
My yearning senses were yet unsealed ;
I tricd to fancy it o’er and o'er,
And thought its meaning at last revealed ;—

For suddenly down thro’ a showery mist,
A rainbow stole with its shining span;

And ¢'en while the flowers its soft teet kissed,
I read—*'Tis a promise from God to man!"

A promise ? its glory had language then!
There was micaning and truth in each radiant
line!
And I looked on the heavenly band again,
To trace those letters of love diyine.

Ah, no! they were but to be felt not read,

And when its soft colours were blent in the sun,
And one rich hue on the scene was shed,

I imagined that music and light were one!

Each tint, thought I, is an angel's tone,

And blending above us in chorus sweet, .
With the lizht of creation its Aymn goes on,

As the quivering colours in melody meet!

But the{ told me the flowers had language too,
And I woke the rose from a sleep profound,

And deemed as I gazed on its passionate hue
That the breath of the blossom was surcly sound !

A lady sang with a smile on her face,
And all could listen the song save me!

But I knew not my loss for “ beauty and grace,”
1 said in my heart “ must harmony be:”

But oh! no tint of the rainbow, while
It melts into music and light above,

No sigh of the rose, nor beauty’s smile,
Is sweet to me now as the voice of love!

London, 1838.
‘Written for the Lady's Book.
SHALL WE KNOW EACH OTHER IN HEAVEN!
BY WILLIAM B. TAPPAN,

Ir in that world of spotless light
Where good men dwell forever,
Thoee with whom here I took delight,
Shall greet my warm love never,
Its joys which eye hath scen not, ear
Heard not, may be most precious;
But loving those, the true-loved here,
Would make heav'n more dclicious.

If treading yonder crystal street,

Thoughts, linked with time, come o’er me,
And forms of earth I longed to meet,

Should pass, unknown, before me,
Miipartner. with no glance of love—

y meck-eyed child, a stranger—

Should I not turn from bowers above,

A sad and silent ranger?

God! who didst give to Love's sweet star,
Below, its joyous lustre,
Can bid its glories shine afar
Where best affections cluster ;—
And I'll believe the bliss whose birth
Thou spakest, fair and vernal,
Undimmed, unfaded here on earth,
Like Thee, will be eternal !
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BY MISS M. MILES.

D«gb.p'uury, sir, they bave committed false report ; moreover, they have spoken untruths ;

a

darily, they are sl

ers; sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady.—Shakspeare.

TaE sun wasshining down brightly upon one
.of the pleasant villages which add such a pic-
turesque beauty to the banks of the broad Hud-
son. A new hotel had been recently erected,
and bid fair through the summer months,to be-
come the scene of much fashionable notoriety.
Here and there was a gentleman's seat, with
its handsome grounds to diversify the scene;
and the arrival of the steamboat that regularly
plied between P—— and the ‘“great empo-
rium,” was a pleasant incident to break in upon
the tedium of a country life. A village is a
little world within itself, and in my daily walks
I have seen in such a Elace in full play, all the
passions - that so mar the beauty of the pictures
of human life. Slander, with her venomed
sting, and Rumour with her hundred tongues,
casting upon the voung ard beautiful, and hap-
y, & blighting influence, shadowing many a
row, and turning the cup of innocent enjoy-
ment into a chalice of bitterness which is too
often drained to the very dregs. In these sunny
spots of beauty, which seem as if they ought
to be the abodes of peace, there are always a few,
“on malevolent thought intent;” they are
nerally those of the single sisterhood; who
rom want of employment for their sympathies
or affections, constitute a party by themselves;
reading meetings and sociables, tea parties and
picnics are held, not for the purposes of instruc-
tion or amusement, but for the gratification of
that idle spirit of curiosity that is never at rest,
unless it can pry into all the pro’s and con’s,
whys and wherefores, of the business of its
neighbours. There, whilst the fragrant beve-
rage is sipped, does slander and detraction
sweeten the draught, where the writings of the
gifted and good are laid open before them, do
they turn away with a jest or sneer for the ab-
sent, where they are met beneath the canoply
of the bright sky and the shade of the forest
trees, that seem a

\

& Meet place for a creature his God to adore,”

do they cast the withering breath of calumny
and ridicule upon those, whose only fault is
that they perform their duties more faithfully
than they do themselves. And woman stoops
from her high character on earth to defame and
breathe—not the open reproach, but the covert
insinuation, to cloud the happiness of many a
happy home. My language is strong, but
nevertheless true, and again in my daily walks
do I see and know it; and I would warn the
young, if they would seek for happiness, not to
venture in pursuit of the treasure within the
precincts of a country village.

For two summers previous to the one on
which my story commences, a small but pleas-
ant cottage Eear the river side, had been in-

2

habited by Mrs. Cameron, and her grand-daugh-
ter. They were strangers in P ,and the
cottage, although neat, and even elegant in its
interior, bore marks of the possessors having
known better days, for in one -particular apart-
ment there were many rare and costly trifles,
which did not correspond with the other furni-
ture. How these had been obtained, was a
matter of anxious speculation to the good peo-
ple of P: ; but neither from Mrs. Came-
ron, whose manners, though kind, were stately,
or from the playful and apparently light-hearted
Blanche, could they glean any infermation.

Blanche Cameron could not be more than
nineteen, and most beautiful was she, as she
moved in the light of her affections around her
aged relative, but though her manners were
sweetly playful, and a smile wreathed her lip
when midst the village crowd, there were hours,
when the evening prayer had beep said, and
Mrs. Cameron’s nightly blessing given, when
Blanche would bend down her fair head, and
give way to tears such as come not from an
untouched heart—but to return to my tale.

The sun was shining down brightly, and
Blanche had drawn her grandmother’s easy
chair’ out upon the piazaa, and arranged her
footstool, and then sitting down by her side, re-
sumed the embroidery upon which she had been
engaged.

« Well ! Blanche, love, this is a sweet spot;
but neither you or I can retain it ; our lease is
up to-morrow, and Mr. Herbert intends remo-
ving his own family here. We have passed
many hours of mingled joy and sorow—but we
must go.”

“We can make our own happiness any
where,” replied Blanche, with a smile, “ and in
our own rooms in yon great hotel, we can still
enjoy enough of life to make it not a weariness.
Oh!” added she laughin%, “what a matter of
speculation it will be to Miss Morris, and the
two Miss Rollins, and a half dozen others or
the good sisterhood here. In my mind’s eye,
I can see even now their astonished and indig-
pant faces when informed that Mrs. Cameron
and her grand-daughter are boarding at the
P Hotel.” .

« 1t is strange, Blanche, what a spirit of cu-
riosity and tattling reigns triumphant in this
village, and from mere malice, because our story
is shrouded in mystery; they seem determined
to make you feel the effect of it.”

«Well! T trust to pass unscathed through
the fire—but see, I have finished my piece of
work, and Mrs, Merton will be up in the next
boat; do you not think she will like it?”

“Yes! my child, and honour the motive that

rompts the exertions you are obliged to make.
ould, would I could again see you happy !
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“But I am contented, nay, resigned, though
my lot is a bitter one,” said Blanche; whilst
_ o smile contended with a tear upon her speak-
ing face. * But see, there is the boat in sight,
and I will walk down to the pier, and meet
Mrs. Merton and Adelaide. Her letter informs
me that she will “trespass upon our hospi-
tality” to night, as her rooms will not be ready
till to-morrow. TYrespass? she ought not to
use that word to those whom she has so be-
friended. There, dear grand-mamma, I have
fixed the cushion for your head nicely. Now,
good-by, for a short time.”

Was it a prophetic spirit that impelled Mrs,
Cameron to draw to her bosom the fair girl, and
bless her as she stood in her young loveliness
by her side ?

Blanche was just in time to meet her friends,
and most affectionate greetings were exchanged
‘between them. In a few moments they were
on their way to the cottuge, upon whose clus-
tering roses the sunset ray was now streaming.

“Ah! there is dear Mrs. Cameron,” exclaim-
ed Adelaide Merton, as they came in view of
the piazza—¢ looking as calm and placid as
ever—but see, Blanche,” she added, as they
ascended the steps, she has fallen asleep !

. “How strange,” replied her friend, as half
alarmed she stole to her side; but a glance at
the countenance of her parent caused & shriek
from her lips, and she sunk fainting into the
arms of her friends.

Yes! even there 'midst the beauty of that
sunny spot, had dark Azreal’s angel stooped and
touched the brow of that aged one, till a light
and gentle slumber had melted into the sleep
that knows no breaking.

Deep was the griet of Blanche Cameron

when she saw herself alone in a strange land, "

bereaved of the only friend she had any claim
upon for sympathy or love, She had been de-
pendent upon her bounty for a home, and found
herself, by a recent will, the sole heiress of a
small, but sufficiently large fortune to insure
her comfort and competence. Still her situa-
tion was one of great delicacy, standing alone
as she did in the world; but Mrs. Merton, who
bad been educated in England, and was in her
girlish days the intimate companion of Blanche's
mother, alone knew the sad circumnstances that
had induced the old lady and her grand child to
cross the wide waste of waters.

“ Your home, dear Blanche, must now be
with us,” said that lady the evening after the
funeral. My protection you shall always have
until happier hours shall dawn for you. Youare
young, and Mr. Merton has promised to be up
to-morrow, and upon him you may depend for
advice and assistance. You will not wish to
reserve many things here.” .

* No, nothing but these dear memorials of
happier times, pointing to a splendid harp, and
one or two articles of rare and rich workman-
ship—*I cannot part with these, nor that pic-
ture of that kind, dear friend, who in her age
left her country for me,”

. In a few days every necessary arrangement
was made, and it was soon known throughout
the village that on Thursday there was to be

an auction in the dwelling of the late Mrs.
Cameron. .

“Good morning, Miss Morris,” cried Miss
Anne Rollins, as she entered the small parlour
of the former—¢shall you go to the auction
this afternoon 1"

“Yes, I think the things will go cheap, and
that is a consideration, you know, when the
times are so hard. I wonder if Miss Cameron
will be present ?”

“Yes, to be sure,” answered the other, with
a sneer upon her lip. * After leaving her

and-mother to die arone, her grief will not

eep her from the auction.”

“Ha, ha, why really Miss Rollins, you are
severe this morning; but between you and I, I
always thought Blanche Cameron was too
heedless and wild to love any one. She
wheedled the old lady out of her fortune,
though, and is going to live at the new hotel
with that proud Mrs. Merton; do you think the
barp will go?”

“No! though Miss Cameron will never play
to any of us, you may be sure she will retain
that. There 1s some mystery about that girl,
and Miss Lawson told me that there was some
story about their having left their country for
some debt. I have warned sister Rollins not to
let Helen and Jane visit her, especially since
she has so cruelly deserted her aged parent!”

“ Well, Miss l%ollins, we meet this afternoon,
80 good-bye.” ,

«How shocking 1" said Mrs. Manson, as Miss
Rollins in turn dropped into the handsome
drawing room of that lady, who was one of the
aristocracy of the place. *Can it be true Miss
Rollins 1

“ You may rely upon it, I heard it from their
own servant; Miss Cameron expected the great
Mrs. Merton, end though the old lady was very
ill, left her and went to meet her triends, and
did not come back for two or three hours, and
then found her dead.”

“ How unfeeling,” returned Mrs. Manson—
«] never liked strangers, and tlus intelligzence
will essentially alter my manners towards Mise
Cameron. She has embroidered me several
pieces of work, for which I have paid her hand-
somely, butin future I shall employ those more
deserving ; I always thought strange she took
in work.”

% So did I, and I will tell you a bit of a se-
cret. I watched the girl put a letter in the
office one day—it wasto Mr. Merton, and there
was money in it,but I peeped into it whilst
Mrs. Jones, the postmistress, was out, and saw—
¢ Lend,’ and ‘London,” and ‘debts.” Is it not
strange 1"

“Very,” said her companion. “Well, I
shall not visit her any more.” :

Oh! calumny, thou art swift of wing.

Contrary to the expectations of the good in-
habitants of P , Miss Camcron was in-
visible on the day of the auction. Mr. Merton
was there, however, and, the articles in one
room were not exposed for sale, and there was
much disappointment amongst the coterie of el-
derly ladies in consequence ; but no allusion
was made to them.
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much real dignity to notice the petty man-
ouvres by which Mrs. Almy had excluded her;
and Adelaide, indignant at the treatment of her
friend, declined the invitations they showered
upon her. That scandal with her serpent
tongue was busy, Blanche felt sure—but what
was said, or by whom, she could not ascertain.
Mrs. Manson had informed her that she should
not in future supply her with delicate, work—
for she still solicited it—and withdrew her ac-
quaintance, and more than-one of the villagers
met her with averted looks.

Two months had gone by, and things were
in this state, when a letter was one day handed
her whilst she was in the drawing room. She
opened it with a trembling hand, and glancing
at the contents fainted away. She was immedi-
ately surrounded by difterent ladies—and one
of them in her haste, gave a chain around her
neck a sudden wrench, and a miniature of a
{oung and hendsome man was exposed to view,

ut the glance at it was unsatisfactory, for Ade-
laide Merton enclosed it in her hand—but both
Mra. Almy and Miss Morris, who had just re-
turned from walking with her, saw it, and ex-
changed glances. Blanche soon recovered suffi-
ciently to retire to her own room, leaving some
of the ludies a prey to curiosity.

The evening boat was in, and Miss Cameron
just emerging from a path near, which was
secluded froin view by overhanging trees, when
she attracted the observation of two gentlemen
who were wending their way towards the hotel.
In 2 moment they were by her side, and screen-
ed from observation, had seized her hands and
covered them with kisses. A long and earnest
conversation was carried on in a low tone, and
they deemed themselves unseen, little knowin,
that the argus eyes of Miss Anne Rollins h
seen the meeting. She was in the habit of
walking there in order to scrutinize the diffe-
rent personages who arrived—and a tree behind
which she had slipped prevented their noticing
her.

A deep blush was on Blanche’s cheek as they
were leaving her.” Remember, “alone,” she
exclaimed to the taller of the two strangers—
incognito is the word. The denouement must
not be, and bounding away, was soon out ot
sight. .

The next evening a small party was assem-
bled in the parlor of Miss Morris, and Blanche
Cameron’s name was on every lip. Mrs. Almy
made one of the party, and a smile of triumph
was perceptible upon her face as she listened
to Miss Rollins’ statement—but on her return
to the hotel she found two strungers of impos-
ing appearance had arrived—and she soon found
out by dint of inquiry and the exercise of' her
diplomatic powers, which were not inconsider-
able, that they were foreigners, and had brought
letters 1o the first gentlemen in the city. The
spirit of manouvreing reigned triumphant, and
to gain one of them for a suitor to Sophia, the
darling wish of her heart, especially as the

oungest and most aftable, had joined Mrs.
lerton’s party, and was urging Adelaide to
sing.
“Do you not play the harp, Miss Cameron "

asked Mrs. Woodland. “I accidently saw a
splendid one in your room as I passed the half
opened door.”

“Its chords have been long unstrung,” she
replied, and a strange smile flitted for a mo-
ment over her face.

* Adelaide will give you music,” was just
hovering upon Mrs. Merton's lip, who knew
Blanche had reasons for not playing, but Mrs.
Almy, ever officious, and anxious to direct the
attention of the strange gentlemen to her daugh-
ter, proposed that Sophia and Lizzy should play
a duett.

Rumor was busy with Miss Cameron’s name,
and it was soon evident that her society was
shunned—both in the hotel and village, but she
had a clue with which to thread her way out of
the labyrinth, and Lknew that the ordeal would
only prove a refiner, and her star would one
day rule the ascendant. Even Mrs. Woodland
had grown cold in her manner, for on openin
the door of Mrs, Merton’s parlor, she had acci-
dentally seen Alvar Douglass, oue of the stran-
gers, cfxllsping Blanche’s hand, whilst her eyes
were full of what seemed to be blissful tears.
Why this mystery ! It was a matter of anxious
thought to that lady, who had been won by
Blanche’s sweetness and beauty.

For three weeks did Mrs. Almy, by smiles
and honied words, by inuendoes against the
others, and by her officivusness and interfer-
ence, seek to win either Mr. Douglass, or St
Omer for her simpering Sophia. If she saw
either of them conversing with Miss Cameron,
she was seen to draw off their attention, and by
ridicule and rudeness, prevented a renewal of
conversation—never was there a greater mar-
plot—and most heartily did many a one in the
P hotel wish her visit shortened.

To the astonishment of every one, Mrs. Mer-
ton, a day or two before she left for the city,
F&ve a ball at the hotel. The hall was bril-
iantly lit up,and a fine band procured from the
city. Blanche Cameron was not present, and
Miss Rollins and others were commenting upon
it

“Mrs, Merton is too wise to ‘admit Miss
Cameron in such a scene as this,” said Mra.
Almy in a whisper, when to their surprise and
consternation, they saw a party composed of
Mrs. Merton and her daughter, St. Omer,
Douglass, and Blanche Cameron, coming to-
wards the part of the room in which they were
congregated.

“ Allow me to present my friends to you Mrs.
Almy,” said Mrs. Merton. * Although you would
not bend to seek Miss Cameron’s acquaintance,
allow me to present her to you in the character
of Miss St. Omer.”

Imagine the blank dismay of Mrs. Almy.
She had been boasting of Sophia’s conquest of
the handsome St. Omer to her dear friends,
and here were all her golden castles thrown to
the dust, for in the presence of the brother how
had she slighted and treated with contempt the
sister.

« Miss Rolling,” said Douglass, upon whose
arm Blanche was leaning, * you witnessed our
meeting, and you and your companions have
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maliciously sought to wound one who never did
you injury. You stooped from the character of
a lady to interrogate a servant, and from words
gleaned from an intercepted letter, found a
specious tale. Mrs. Merton has given this ball
that I may thus publicly inform you, that Miss
. Cameron toiled day after day, to transmit to an
idolized brother, money, with which to retrieve
his shattered fortunes—ruined by his own fol-
lies. I need not enter into the details of his
reformation thmuEh the pursuasions of his an-
gel sister, or of her leaving a home where a
stigma rested upon that brother’s name. That
stigma is now removed, and a splendid fortune
has lately become his own; and he has sought
her here to share it. She was betrothed to me
in early youth, but refused to enter into my
family whilst a shadow of disgrace was on their

house. She will shortly be my bride; and the
harp, ladies, and other trifles were frized as
gifts of one she could not forget. It is mow
new strung, and my sweet Blanche will play
some of her softest airs for you.”

They stayed not to hear them, but soon made
their exits, mortified and crest-fallen; and as
the last one vanished, Mrs. Merton ]aughingl’y
said, “ A good lesson to the lovers of scandal.’

.A few months after, Mrs. Almy saw in a
morning paper the marriage of Edward St
Omer to Adelaide Merton. Her hnguisl;i::s
Sophia was yet by her side, and as she h
from a morning visiter a description of the bri-
dal pharanalia, &c., 8 pang wrung the heart of
the manouvreing mother, whose malice had re-
coiled on her own head.

Written for the Lady’s Book.
RANDOM SKETCHES.—No. IV.

BY A POOR GENTLEMAN.

JOAB GRISWOLD.

. A REMINISCENCE.

It was early twilight; our boat was gliding
silently through the quiet village ot Herkimer.
I was walkinf along the shore with the cap-
tain, an intel vigent, interesting man, for- my
companion. ere you ever acquainted here?
said I. “Yes,” said the captain: “It was my
residence for & number of years.” I have a
friend at Utica, who hails, if I remember right-
ly, from this place. Possibly you know him—
his name is Griswold! * Griswold—Joab Gris-
wold?”—Ah! “he is dead!” Heavens! the
words sunk into my heart like lead; I could
only echo the word “dead! dead!” My com-
g_anion sighed heavily ;- he, too, had lost a

iend. e held on our way for a time in
unbroken silence, till at last a subject so dear
to both of us, called forth an interchange of
sentiment, and I learned the particulars of my
friend’s decease.

I had been absent but three short years, but
these years had worked sad changes. My
friend, whom I had left in health and happi-
ness, had removed to a distant city, where he
had just time to establish himself anew—to
bring around him a circle of fond acquain-
tances—and—to die! All that kindness could
do to cheer his sufferings—all that christian
sympathy could affect—was freely, gladly done.

¢ By foreign hands his humble grave adorned
By’ ,‘n‘ d, and by ‘n, .mun;ed.”

Alas! that such tidings were in store for
me! I expected, indeed, that changes, melan-
choly changes, had transpired! I had learned
the sad truth that “friend after friend departs,”
but such a friend I was not prepared to mourn.
*Tis rarely, indeed, that the heart is called to

deplore such treasures—for they are scattered
but rarely along the rugged path of life, and
Nature must be pardoned if she lament them
with a peculiar sorrow !

Griswold was a man of no * common mbuld,”
no ordinary character! If we should seek to
analyze his mind, and discover the charm by
which he bound all hearts in thrall, we should
doubtless find it, in a great measure to consist
in a certain delicacy and almost feminine soft~
ness of character, united, in a rare combination,
with unusual dignity and manliness. For though
all confessed him ' :

“ The manliest in his strength,
The noblest of us all.”"—

Yet this was not the secret of his power over
the soul. It might awe—it might command—
it might force the respect of a haughty spirit—
but it could not bend to love. It was the spirit
of kindness, of delicate sympathy, which beam-
ed forth in his eyes, which pervaded and gave
a character to every action—this it was that
won all hearts, that came within the sphere of
his attraction, and bound them forever, as by a
cord, to its possessor.

Griswold was a child of nature; formed and
fashioned at her own peculiar will. He did
not linger through the sunny hours of boyhood
in the favorite bowers of learning—he was not
led by fashion through the mazy walks of what
is termed ‘“the most refined society.” He
needed them not. Knowledge he seemed to
imbibe almost by intuition: and he who has
ever listened to the tones of his melodious
voice—who has gazed upon his form of more
than manly grace, will not easily forget the
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scholar or the gentleman. We repeat it—he
was the child of Nature! He had an eye to
contemplate the beautiful things of earth—and
an ear nicely attuned for the harmonies of
God’s glorious universe.

More than all—Griswold was a Christian.
His spirit had been hallowed and sanctified by
the graces of Religion. “God was his Father,
and all mankind his brethren.” Still the um-
versality of his affection did not preclude the
cultivation of particular friendships : and he who
had once received the hearty pressure of his
warm hand, and shared the favor of his inti-
mate esteem, learned that true friendship was
a fervent, a sacred thing!

But we forbear. His history is unsuited to
the noisy clamor of the eulogist. The eloquent
blush would have mantled his cheek at the
thought that his name shonld have a mention
even in our humble memorial. For his was an
uneventful life: and save in the abundance of
good deeds, was little else than an exercise of

ure virtues, of kind feeling, of active, livin
oveliness: and his record is in the hearts of al
who knew him. The tongue loves not to pro-
claim his praices: but in silence, in sadness, in
the calm hour of night, the mind loves to linger
upon the recollection of his virtues. And amid
the turmoil, the bustle, the cares of life—his
memory will steal upon the grovelling spirit,
!lke gleamings from ¢ the better land,” leading
itaway “from the low and familiar things of

earth,” to pine for a purer and a holier ex-
istence.

TO THE
MEMORY OF MY EARLY FRIEND.

“ Cespetem recumbere leniter supra eum sine.”

Herel sleeps my friend, while aching hearts, for-
orn,

Throb wild and sad beneath the cypress’ gloom:
Scarce had begun his manhood’s early morn,

Ere he was called to scek the silent tomb.

He had his virtues—and his willing hand
.Oﬁ to the needy ministered relief;

His was a breast that pity could command,
His was a heart could feel another’s grief.

He had his faults—but who would dare disclose
The hidden secrets of the sheltering tomb !

Low may they sleep, in undisturbed repose,

_ Deep in the solemn grave’s forgetful gloom.

Ask ye to know them? Oh disturb him not—
Seck not perfection on Time’s sinful shore ;

His were the frailties of our common lot—
He was a mortal—mortal, ask no more!

Friend of my youth, thou slecpest sweetly here,
And the light harebell blooms above thy breast ;
OR will I shed, unseen, the sorrowing tear,
And mourn in silence o'cr thy lowly rest.

- its too real woes.

To thee alike the tempest scours the plain.

And the mild zephyr whispers round thy bed :
No earthly sound can wake thine ear again,

Or break the tranquil slumbers of the dead.

Rest thee in peace, my friend—thy work is done—
And the short conflict with the world is past :
Well hast thou fought the fight, the victory won—
And gaincd for thee a sheltering home at last.

When the last trump shall wake the slumbering

dead,
Commanding dust, re-animate to rise ;
Then joyful may’st thou leave thy lowly bed,
To meet thy Saviour in the rapturous skies.

IMMORTALITY OF THE HUMAN SPIRIT.

A SHORT SERMON.

% The soul—immortal as its Sire,
Shall never die.” ~Montgomery,

How beautiful the sentiment! though fre-
quently expressed, that man affords the strong-
est proof of his own immortality. The Maker
of the soul would not leave it in entire igno-
rance of its lofty character, but breathed into it
a consciousness of its heavenly alliance. It is
true, that all will not heed this internal testi-
mony: guilt may seek to suppress it, and em-
brace with eagerness the chilling doctrine of
annihilation. = Yet, still, the fact remains in-
controvertible.

Man is never in a state of rest. The man is
constantly on the wing, after new pleasures—
which, when obtained, are thrown by as hastily
as were the former, and again the unwearied
search is renewed. And from whence has man
these unbounded desires after happier states of
existence?! And whither do they tend? Are
they all to be quenched in the tomb? It cannot
be. Indeed, in so far as his hopes are bounded.
by earth, experience too fully proves that they
are doomed to disappointment. But the hope
of immortality—it will be swallowed up in fru-
ition.

An all-wise Creator has doubtless designed
this important feature of the mind for the wisest
of purposes, and over-rules it for the happiest
ends. What were life to man without the hope
of a better existence? What were the purest
and most exalted of this world’s enjoyments,
unless heightened by the blessed hope of ever-
lasting felicity? Devoid of it, life is but a
continuous scene of sorrow, a weary journey
through a barren land—and the grave is the
solemn termination of all its fancied joys—of all
And nothing but the antici-
pation of a joyful eternity could sustain man
under the pressure of present misery,and cheer
bim through his lonely pilgrimage. From the
cradle, he 1s destined but to misery and disap-
pointment. In infancy and childhood, he looks
with fond delight to the days of manhood. He
sighs for the noble stature, the dignified deport-
ment, the commanding mien—and he knows no
higher ambition than to become a man. He ar-
rives at manhood's envied estate, and how are
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his expectations realized? He graspsat wealth
and fame, but finds them ’

——— ¢ all a fieeting show,
For man's illusion given,”

He casts a look of fond regret back to the care-
less days of boyhood, and mourns them fled
forever. Still he looks onward to the tranquil
eveninﬁ of life ; and hope fondly whispers that
he will yet find that enjoyment in repose,
which the cares and business of life have denied
him. But here he is again doomed to disap-
pointment. Old age comes on, and with it
cares and troubles, to which till then he was a
stranger. And in deepest regret he exclaims,
as he looks back upon life’s imagined pleasure
—*Vanity of vanities—all is vanity!” and
weeps over the follies of a mis-spent life.

But amid all the chequered scenes to which
he has been subject, he has been cheered and
supported by one hope, which has never failed
him, but has been *“asan anchor to the soul—
sure and steadfast.” It was the hope of a better
world ; where all will be joy and happiness,
even as this has been productive of only woe!
This has consoled him in his darkest hours it

has never forsaken him: but has glowed with

the briﬁhtest lustre when earthly hope was
dead. It has been to him as the bedconlight
to the tempest-tossed mariner, betokening a
safe and quiet harbor, where galesand tempests
will be known no more!

Such, then, is man, and such are the hopes of
man! Such is the nature of that high endow-
ment which he possesses. Man pants for im-
mortality, even ¢“as the outwearied hart pants
for the cooling water-brooks.” Hope is em-
phatically the food of his spirit—the magic
power which supports his existence. Berett of
1t, he droops and dies. '

¢ Hope springs eternal in the human breast—
Man never is, but always to be blest.
The soul, uireasy and confin’d from home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come !

And will any contend that this is a fault of his
nature, and that this hope, like all his earthly
ones, will prove as the spider’s web—born but
to perish? Rather let us yield ourselves to en-
lightened reason, and acknowledge it ae it
really is, one of the numberless evidences of
a Gob’s existence, and of the strongest proofs
of the soul's immortality ! E.

October 15, 1838.
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THE LOVER'S MEETING.—A SKETCH.

BY JOHN HOWARD WILLIS.

To feel that we adore,
With such refined excess,

That, tho’ the heart would break with more,
1t could not love with leas,—Moore,

SaE sees me not—for, silently, my step
Has gain’d the well known window ; and I gaze
Upon her beauty with enraptured heart,
Almost as tho’ its pulse had never known
Delight like this before.

Calmly, that brow, ‘
Whose snowy pride would fitly grace a queen,
Leans on her fair small hand, whose office thus
Shades from the lamp's soft glare her rich blue

o8,
Be..minzy of love’s own liquid tenderness,
And fraught with light whose mine is in the soul :
A waving wreath of her dark glossy hair
Has wantonly flung loose, to sport awhile
Upon the marble whiteness of her neck,
Making, in contrast, each more beautiful.
And now, she turns from that spread volume near,
Whosc pages bear of poesy’s wild spell,”
Or storicd witchery eof deep romance—
One moment in sad thought—for pearly tears
Swell thick and fast front 'neath each drooping lid,
As, with her hands close clasp’d above her head,
She scems to muse upon some fitful dream—
Of sorrow freshly waken’d—Can it be,
That memory makes her feel that even her’s
Has been the deep reality of all ?
The fictious picture of devoted love
Has imaged forth, in its dark weight of woe!
8he speaks in low faint utterance— .
"Tis my ndme,
Breathed in affection’s sweetest, fondest tone,
Mingled with blessings *mid those dropping tears—

“Life, love—I hear thee”—and one moment more,
This heart is wildly prest unto her own,
My life is drinking more than heav’n from her’s—

- And now she weeps no more.

* Soul of my soul!
Treasur’d of all—my beautiful, my own!
While fondly I look on thee, thus entwined
Within these shielding arms, and think that thou
Art lone and cheerless, when I am not near,
In this thy dreary solitude—that all
Oflife’s bright pagemtrfy and gladsome show,
The mirth and music of its sunny hours,
Are far and veil'd from thee:
And yet, no plaint
Hath ever met mine ear from thy sweet lip,
No pasing shade has ever dimm'd the light
Of thine eyes' kindlimg welcome, tho' for me
The world, and all it holds to other hearts,
Was offer’d at the altar of thy love
Unmurmuring and devoted—making me,
In thy soul’s trusting to my fervid faith,
Thine own and only world, concent’ring all
The past and present—yes, and future too
Love, life—I bless thce, bless thy heart for this!
Nor deem that I have linger'd in the proof
Of mutual truth and love—I have no hope,
Nor joy, nor_thought,nor pulse of blissful hue,
That is not born of thy affection’s gift,
And all of its rich promise to that soul
Commingled wilh thine own—
OHN® thou art lov’d
With all of life’s most fever'd worship here
Below the arch of heav’n—idolatry so wild,
And deep, and boundless, that it speaks alone
The language of its spell in gushing tears!”
Quebec.



ELISSA.

Written for the Lady's Book.

ELISSA; OR, THE PRESENTIMENT AT THE WELL.

BY E. HOLDEN, ESQ.

It has been often enough said to have been
tested, that *truth is stranger than fiction.”
The brief story we are now to relate, is a true
incident of American life, without the least
coloring of incident ; and not a few among the
readers of the Lady’s Book will recognise its
original, at once.

l'%lissu. Waldron was the only daughter of an
honest and intelligent farmer, who resided a few
miles from one of our largest cities. Their hum-
ble, but neat cottage stood a little distance from
the principal avenue leading out of the metropo-
lis; and though the small farm of Mr. Waldron
did not indicate wealth, it was admired by all
who rode out to partake of the sweetness of the
couptry, for the universal indication of thrift
and industry that every where prevailed. Mr.
Waldron was marked by the excellent quali-
ties which forma good and an admired citizen,
and the partner ofg his life was equally the pride

of the rural neighbourhood in which they .

dwelt. They had, by a life of industry and
economy, placed themselves above want, though
they never could be called rich. It was their
constant care to inculcate correct principles in
their only daughter. «If,” said Mr. Waldron
one day to Elissa, “you learn to be above he
world, by knowing how to provide for yourself
by your own hande, independence, my girl,
will be your inheritance.” It was in pursu-
ance of this early implanted principle of self-re-
liance, we suppose, that induced Elissa to go to
the city, when in her teens, in the capacity of
domestic service. She lived in the family of
an old friend of her father’s for about two
ears, more like a daughter than a servant, for
rs. Underwood was a good lady, and Elissa
filled a large place in her heart. She was ever
so attentive, intelligent, and afectionate in
the relation in whieh she occupied. ‘.

The estate of Mr. Underwood was situated a
little distance from the dense portion of the city.
In a large garden which was the pleasure of his
home hours, he had a well for the double pur-
pose of supplying the family with water, and
sprinkling nutriment to the rare exotics of his
hot-houses. Elissa went out one day, as she
often did, to draw a pail of water. Mrs. Un-
derwood was passing in a distant part of the
garden, and she saw that Elissa was standin
gazing in the well for some time, with an al-
most vacant stare. Her curiosity was exci-
ted, and walking towards the well, in a gentle
tone she asked, “ Why, Elissa, what do you see
in the well ™ .

“ Nothing, madam, only I am never going to
draw any more water in this garden.”

“What do you mean, Elissa, have I not
treated you kindly?”

“Most tenderly, like a sister, madam, but
I have had a presentiment gince I looked into
this well, and I am to see better days.”

# Elissa, if 1did not know you well, I should
think you crazy.”

% Oh, no, I'm not crazed, but I am to see
better days—I've had a presentiment.”

And nothing could persuade her to the con-
trary. That very day she had her trunk
packed accompanied by many a little present
from the Underwoods, and took the stage for
the rural home of her childhood. Not a word,
however, did she utter to her parents of her
strange presentiment, for she well knew that
they would laugh much at her for indulging
such a fancy. She kept it to herself; but so
strong an impression had it made upon her
feclings that she never abandoned the thought,
scarcely in her waking or sleeping moments.

CHAPTER II.

The reader will recollect we have men-
tioned that the cottage of Mr. Waldron was
situated but a little distance from the great
avenue leading from the metropolis. Multi-
tudes of carriages in the sweet scented sea-
son of summer drove out that way that their
inmates might inhale the odours of the flow-
ers and the ficlds. It was not long after
tha return of Elissa, that, one day a gentle
man’s carriage was literally broken to atoms, by
hishorseshaving taken fright, and he was thrown
out opposite the cottage of Mr. Waldron, having
one otpol:is hips dislocated, his left arm broken,
and being otherwise so badly injured as to re-
main for a long time in a state of insensibility,
after he had been conveyed into the cottage of
Mr. Waldron. The physician positively for-
bade his removal to his own home in the city ;
and Elissa and her kind-hearted mother strug-
gled to outdo each other in attentive nursing
of their accidental patient. By this unremit-
ting kindness, and the best skill of his surgeon,
he was restored after & month or two so far as
to be in a condition to remove in his carriage
without risk to his life; but before leaving the
place where his very existence had been pre-
served, he made a very liberal present to the
worthy mother, to reward the constant toils of
herself and Elissa towards him.

The family merely learned the name of the
gentleman, and that he was very rich; and
as they had done their duty to him, and he
had begged to be permitted most liberally to
reward Mrs. Waldron, they expected in parting
with him on the morning of his removal that
he would never again be seen by them.

CHAPTER IIIL

It was well nigh one year from the time we
have recorded the departure of the gentleman,
that a carriage drove up to the Waldron
cottage, and the footman announced the name
of him who had been detained there by his
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wounds. The family were glad to receive
him, that is, Mr. and Mrs. Waldron gave him a
most cordial welcome, so gratified were they to
find he had been almost entirely restored to

health. Elissa had rin to her room to re-ad-.

Jjust her toilet, when she heard a carriage ap-
proaching the court yard.

“ Where is Elissa,” asked Mr. Middleton,
for that was the name of the gentleman.

“She will be here soon,” quickly replied
Mrs. Waldron,

“I trust she is well,” added Mr. Middleton.

% She is, sir, and has often said she would
be most happy to hear how you were after
leaving our house.”

“] am glad of that, madam, for I this day
visit you under very different feelings from those
with which I was thrown upon your kindness
and hospitality. I have come to ask the hand
of your Elissa in marriage, if her love is not
plighted to another.”

“ Sir,” said Mr. Waldron, indignantly, “ would
you insult ug after we did all we could to save
your life 1 : :

« Not for the world, Mr. Waldron. I am a
gentleman of honour, and of fortune. I am
somewhat older than your daughter, but if she
can forego that disparity, if you will but give me

our permission, I will at once offer her my

{a.nd and my heart.”

“T know not what to think or what to say,”

. replied Mr. Waldron; “but Elissa is of hum-
ble birth ; and, though she is a dear child to
us, she has none of the fine qualifications for a
rich man’s lady, and I dare not think you se-
rious. If you are not honorable in your”——

“Pray, Mr. Waldron, give yourself no un-
easiness on that account. I bave not ventured
to visit you to-day without preparation, and
here, sir, is a letter from your old and intimate
friend Granville, which, I trust, will satisfy
you a8 to what right I have as a man of henor
to make proposals of marriage to Elissa.”

We need only add that the testimony was
satisfactory; and that in a few weeks after-
wards, Elissa was Mrs. Middleton, fulfilling, as
she will have it, (though it always raises a
smile on her husband’s lipe,) the presentiment
which she experienced when she was drawing
water from the well, in the garden of the Un-
derwoods.

In a little over a year and a half from that in-
cident, she drove to the residence of Mrs. Un-
derwood. The servants rang at the door, but
as she alighted from her carriage her girlish
feelings came over her, and she walked into the
back parlour without ceremony. Mrs. Under-
wood soon entered and passed the compliments
of the morning with much embarrassment, not

. being able to recollect the face of the lady wha
_had honoured her with a call, which-she finally

had to confess. ¢ Why, not recollect Elissa—
well, I suppose I am in disguise, for the: pre--,
sentiment has been fulfilled, and my husband
awaits in the carriage to be introduced t6 my
former mistress.” :
Mrs. Underwood is now one of the most inti-

.mate visitantsat the Middleton’s, and the latter

form one of the most wealthy, respectable, and
deservedly esteemed families in the London ot
America. .

Written for the Lady’s Book.

TO THE COMET.

Loxe traveller through the fields of air,
What doth thy presence here portend ?
Art come to greet the planets fair,
As friend greets friend 7

And dost thou, to the listening spheres,
The wonders of thy path unfold ?
A story that to mortal ears
‘Was never tald ?

Beyond the palest gleaming star,
Beyond cold Herschel’s slow career,
Thy mystic orbit reaches far,
And yet thou'rt here!

But why ? Art sent by chaoe dread,
To gather from our glorious sun
Some wealth of light and life to shed

O’cr worlds begun?

« Dost come the messenger of fear,
To warn of ills and woes at hand ;
A prophet for the coming year,
To doom our land ?

3

On 'mid the radiant orbs of light,
As borne on eagle’s wings, to prove
There dwells beyond our feeble sight,
Creative love ?

And wilt thou, while old Time endurcs,
Thus ceaselessly thy circuit run ?
Or, as the flame the moth allures,
Drawn to the sun,

Nearer and nearer, till like stream,
To ocean’s bosom speeding on,
Thou'lt vanish as a restless dream
At morning gone?

Whate'er thy purpose, thou dost teach
Some lessons to the humble soul,
Though far and dim thy pathway rcach,
Yet still thy goal

Tends to the fountain of that light,
From whence thy golden beams are won;
80 ahould we turn from earth’s dark night,
To God our Sun.

. Ebpiror.
Boston, Nov. 25, 1838.
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PETER JONES.

A SKETCH FROM LIFE.—BY MISS LESLIE,

Show his eyes, and grieve his heart:
Come like shadows, so depart.—Shakspeare.

In the early part of the present century,
there lived in one of the long streets in the
south-eastern section of Philadelphia, a taylor,
whom we shall introduce to our readers by the
name of Peter Jones. His old-fashioned resi-
dence, which (strange to say) is yet standing,
was not then put out of countenance by the
modern-built structures that have since been
run up on each side of it. There were, it is
true, three or four new houses nearly opposite,
all of them tenanted by genteel families—but
Peter’s side of the way, (at least for the length
of a square) was yet untouched by the hand of
improvement, his own domicile being the
largest and best in the row, and moreover of

- three stories—an advantage not possessed by
the others. It had a square-topped door lighted
by three small square panes—the parlor-win-
dow (there was but one) being glazed to match,
aleo with small glass and heavy wood work.
The blue-painted wooden door-step was fur-
nished with a very convenient seat denomi-
nated the porch, and sheltered above by a moss-
grown pent-house. The whole front of the man-
sion was shaded by an enormous button-wood
tree that looked as if it had been spared from
the primeval forest by the axe of a companion
of William Penn. The house, indeed, might
have been the country seat of one of the early
colonists. Under this tree stood a pump of
excellent water.

Adjoining to the house was a little low blue
frame, fronting also the street—and no ground-
speculator could pass it without sighing to
tﬁfnk that so valuable a lot should be thus
wasted. But Peter Jones owned both house
and shop—his circumstances were comfortable,
his tastes and ideas the reverse of elegant, and
he had sense enough to perceive that in at-
tempting a superior style of life he should be
out of his element, and therefore less happy.
Assisted at times by a journeyman, he con-
tinued to work at his trade because he was
used to it, and that he might still have the
enjoyment of making clothes for three or four
veterans of the revolution; and also for two
old judges, who had been in congress in those
sensible times when that well-chosen body
acted more and talked less. All these sexage-
nerians having been enamored of Peter Jones’
cut when he was the Watson of his day, still
retained their predilection for it; liking also to
feel at ease in their own clothes, and not to
wear garments that seemed as if borrowed
from “the sons of little men.” These gentle-
men of the old school never passed without
stopping at the shop-window to chat a few
words with Peter; sometimes stepping in and
taking a seat on his green windsor chair—him-

self always occupying the shop-board, whether
he was at work or not.

Our hero, though a taylor, was a tall, stout,
ruddy, well-looking old man, having a fine high
forehead thinly shaded with gray hair, which
was tied behind in a queue, and a clear, lively
blue eye. He had acquired something of a
martial air while assisting in the war of ‘inde-
pendence, by making regimental coats—and no
doubt this assistance was of considerable im-
portance to the cause, it being an established
fact that all men, even Americans, fight the
better, nad endure hardships the longer when
drest in uniform.

Peter Jones was a very popular man among
his neighbors, being frank, good natured and
clever at all manner of things. Assoon as the
new houses opposite were occupied, he made
acquaintance with their inhabitants, who all
regarded him as what is called a character;
and he never abused the degree of familiarity
to which they admitted him. He was con-
sidered a sort of walking directory—but when
applied to by a new settler for the *where-
about” of a carpenter who might be wanted for
a job, his usual answer was—*1I believe I will

ring over my saw and plane, and do it my-
self’'—also, it a lock-smith or bell-hanger was
inquired for, Peter Jones generally came him-
self and repaired the lock or re-fixed the bell ;
Jjust as skilfully as if he had been *to the man-
ner born.”

He took several of the opposite gardens .
under his special protection, and supplied them
with seeds and roots from his own stock. He
was as proud of their mornin‘g]'-glories. queen
margarets, johnny-jump-ups, daffydowndillies
(for so in primitive parlance he called all
these beautiful flowers) as if they had been
produced in his own rather extensive ground,
which was always in fine order, and to see
which he often invited his neighboring fellow
citizens. In flower season he was rarely seen
without a sprig or two in one of the button-
holes of his lengthy waistcoat, for in warm
weather he seldom wore a coat except on Sun-
days and on the Fourth of July, when he ap-
Egared in a well-kept, fresh-looking garment of

ttle green with large yellow buttons, a very
long body, and a broad short skirt.

is wife, Martha, was a plump, notable,
quiet, pleasant-faced woman, aged about fifty-
five, but very old-fashioned in looks and ideas.
During the morning, when she assisted her
servant girl, Mrs. Jones wore a calico short
gown, a stuff petticoat, and a check-apron, with
a close muslin cap—in the afternoon her cos-
tume was a calico long gown, a white lintn
apron, and a thinner muslin cap with brown
ribbon; and on Sundays a silk gown, a clean
muslin apron, and still thinner and much larger
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- cap trimmed with white ribbon. Every thin,
about them had an air of homely comfort,
they lived plainly and substantially. Peter
brought home every morning or his arm an
amply filled market basket; but on Sundays
their girl was always seen, before church-time,
carrying to the baker’s a waiter containing a
large dish that held a piece of meat mounted
on a trivet with abundance of potatoes around
and beneath, and also a huge pudding in a tin

pan.

Peter Jones, who proportioned all his ex-
penses s0 as to keep an even balance, allowed
himself and his wife to go once in the season
to the theatre, and that was on the anniversary
of their wedding, an event of which he inform-
ed his neighbors he had never found cause to
repent. This custom had been commenced the
first year of their marriage, and continued ever
since; and as their plays were few and far be-
tween, they enjoyed them with all the zest of
novices in the amusement. To them every
actor was good, and every play was excellent;
the last being generally considered the best.
They were not sufficiently familiar with the
drama to be fastidious in their taste; and hap-
pily for them, they were entirely ignorant of
both the. theory and practice of criticism. To
them a visit to the theatre was a great event;
and on the preceding afternoon the neighbours
always observed symptoms of restlessness in
Peter, and a manifest disinclination to settle
himself to any thing. Before going to bed, he
regularly on the eve of this important day, went
round to the theatre to look at the bills that are
displayed in the vestibule a night in advance;
being too impatient to wait for the announce-
ment in the morning papers. When the play-
day actually came, he shut up his shop at noon,
and they had an earlier and better dinner tham
usual. About three, Peter appeared in full
dress with a ruffled shirt and white cravat, wan-
dering up and downthe pavement, going in and
out at the front-door, singing, whistling, throw-
ing up his stick and catching it, stopping every
one he knew to have a talk with them on thea-
tricals, and tryini every device to while away
the intervening hours.” At four, the tea-table
was set, that they might get over the repast in
good time, and as Mrs. Jones said, “ have it off
their minds.” :

The play-day was late in the spring, and near
the close of the season ; and while t.ge sun was
yet far above the horizon, Mr. gnd Mrs. Jones
1ssued from their door, and walked off arm in
arm, with that peculiar gait that people always
adopt when going to the theatre: he swinging
his clouded cane with itsivory top and buckskin
tassel, and she fanning herself already with a
huge green fan with black sticks; and ambling
along in her best shoes and stockings, and her
annual silk gown, which on this occasion she al-
ways put on new. -

As they went but once a year, they deter-
mined on doing the thing respectably, and on
having the best possible view of the stage;
therefore they always took seats in an upper
front box. Arriving so early, they had ample
time to witness the gradual filling of the house,

and to conjecture who was coming whenever
a box door was thrown open. To be sure, Peter
had frequent récourse to his thick, heavy, but
unerring silver watch, and when he found that
it still wanted three quarters of an hour of the
time for the curtain to rise, his wife sagely re-
marked to him that it was better to be even
two hours too early than two minutes too late ;
and that they might ds well get over the time
in sitting in the play house as in sitting at
home. Their faces always brightened exceed-
ingly when the musicians first began to emerge
from the subterrany below, and took their places
in the orchestra ; Mrs. Jones pitying extremely
those that were seated with their backs to the
stage, and amusing herself with counting the
fiddles, and observing how gradually they di-
minished in size from the bass viol down; till
her husband explained to her that they dimin-
ished up rather than down, the smallest fiddle
being held by the boss or foreman of the band.
Great was their joy, (and particularly that of
Peter) when the increasing loudness of the in-
struments proclaimed that the overture was
about to finish; when glimpses of feet appear-
ing below the green curtain, denoted that the
actors were taking their places on the stage,
when the welcome tingle of the long-wished-for
oell turned their eyes exultingly to the upward
glide of the barrier that had so long interposed
between them and felicity.

Many a listless and fastidious gentleman,
having satiated himself with the theatre by the
nightly use of a season ticket (that certain de-
stroyer of all relish for dramatic amusements)
might have envied in our plain and simple-
minded mechanic the freshness of sensation,
the unswerving interest, and the unqualified
pleasure with which he regarded the wonders
of the histrionic world.

To watch Peter Jones at his annual play was
as amusing as to look at the performance it-
self, (and sometimes much more so0) such was
his earnest attention, and his vivid enjoyment
of the whole; as testified by the glee of his
laugh, the heartiness of his applause, and the
energy with which he joined in an encore. If
it chanced to be a tragedy, he consoled his wife
in what she called the *fore part of her tears,”
by reminding her that it was only a play; but
as the pathos of the scene increased, he always
caught himself first wiping his eyes with the
baek of his hand, then blowing his nose, trum-

t-wise, with his clean bandanna pocket-hand-

erchief, and then calling himself a fool for
cryi Like Addison’s trunk maker, he fre-
quently led the clap; and on Peter Joness
night there was certainly more applause than
usual. The kindness of his heart, however,
would never allow him to join in a hiss, assur-
ing those about him that the actors and the .
play-writers always did their best, and that if
tf.‘;\e failed it was their misfortune, and not their

ult.’

That all the old observances of the theatre
might be duly observed, he failed not to pro-
duce between the play and farce an ample sup-
ply of what children denominate * goodies,” as
a regale for Mrs. Jones and himself; also pre-
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senting them all round to every one within his
reach ; and if there were any little boys and
girls in the vicinity he always provided a dou-
ble quantity.

It is unnecessary to say that Mr. and Mrs.
Jones always stayed to the extreme last; not
quitting their seats till the curtain had de-
scended to the very floor, and shut from their
view, for another year, the bows and curtsies
of the actors at the fina] of the finale in the
concluding scene of the after-piece. Then our
happy old couple walked leisurely home, and
had a supper of cold meat and pickles, and
roasted potatoes, and talked of the play over the
supper table, and also over the breakfast table
next morning, and also to all their acquaintan-
ces for a month or two afterwards.

In those days, when Peter Jones found the
enjoyment of one play sufficient to last him a
twelvemonth, the Philadelphia theatre was in
its “ high and palmy state.” There was an ex-
cellent stock company, with a continual succes-
sion of new pieces, or judicious revivals of old
ones of standard worth. The starring system,
as it is called, did not then prevail. The per-
formers, having permanent engagements, were
satisfied to do their duty towards an audience
with whose tastes they were familiar. Each
actor could play an infinite number of parts—
each singer could sing an infinity of songs—
and all considered it a portion of their business
to learn new characters, or new music.

Having seen Mr. Bluster in Hamlet, Pierre,
and Romeo, we were not expected, aftera short
interval, to crowd again to the theatre to ap-

laud Mr. Fluster in Romeo, Pierre, and Ham-
et. Having laughed sufficiently at Mr. Skip-
about in Young Rapid, Bob Handy, and Rover,
we were not then required, in the lapse of a
few weeks, to laugh likewise at Mr. Tripabout
in Rover, Bob Handy, and Young Rapid. Also,
if we had been properly enraptured with
Madam Dagolini Dobson i1n Rosina and Ro-
setta, we were not compelled almost immedi-
ately, to re-prepare our bruvas and bravissimas
for Madame Jomellini Jobson in Rosetta and
Rosina. '

The list of acting plays was not then redu-
ced to about five comedies, and six tragedies;
served out night after night, not in the alter-
nate variety of one of each sort successively,
but with a course of tragedy for a hero of the
buskin, and a course of comedy for the fortu-
nate man that was able to personate a lively

entleman. Neither were the lovers of vocal
harmony obliged to content themselves with
the perpetual repetition of four musical pieces,
regularly produced, * when certain stars shot
madly from their spheres,” in the brilliant
and recherché opera-houses of Europe’(where
princes and kings pay for a song in diamonds) to
waste their glories on yankees, buckeyes,and
tuckahoes, whose only idea of pay is in the in-
elegant form of things called dollars.

It is true that in those days the machinery
and decorations of the Philadelphia stage, and
the costume of the actors, were far inferior to
the materiel of the present time ; but there was
always a regular company of sterling excel-

lence, the pieces were various and well select-
ed, and the audience was eatisfied.

Years had passed on, and Peter and Martha
Jones were still “ keeping the even tenor of
their way,” and enjoying the anniversary play
with all their might, when a house on the other
side of the street was taken by a respectable
bair-dresser, whose window soon exhibited 9,11
the emblems of his profession, arranged with
peculiar taste, and among them an unusual as-
sortment of wigs for both sexes. .

Now, if Mrs. Jones had a failing, (and who is
gzrfect,) it was in indulging a sort of anti-bar-

r prejudice, very accountable certainly—but
so are most prejudices. This induced her ra-
ther to discourage all demonstrations of her
husband’s usual disposition to make acquain-
tance with the new neighbours, whom she set
down in her own mind as “queer people”—a
very comprehensive term. To be sure, Mr.
Dodcomb’s looks and deportment differed not
materially from those of any other hair dresser;
but Peter Jones could not help agreeing that
the appearance of his family were much at va-
riance with the imputed virtues of the numer-
ous beautifying specifies that were set forth in
his shop. "For instance, notwithstanding the
infullibifity of his lotions, and emollients, and
creams and pastes, the face and neck of Mrs.
Dodcomb obstinately persisted in remaining
wrinkled, yellow, speckled and spotty. And
in spite of Macassar oil, and bear’s oil, and
other certain promoters of luxuriant, soft, and
glossy tresses, her locks continued scanty,
stringy, stiff and disorderly. By the bye,
though there were “ plenty more in the shop,”
she always wore a comb whose teeth were
“few and far between.”

Though Mr. Dodcomb professed to cut hair
in a style of unrivalled elegance, the hair of his
children was sheared to the quick, their heads
looking nearly as bald as if shaved with a ra-
zor; and this phrenological display was rather
unbecoming to the juvenile Dodcombs, as their
ears were singularly prominent and donkey-
like. Then as to skin, the faces of the boys
were sadly freckled, and those of the girls sur-
prizingly coarse and rough.

Mrs. Jones came to a conclusion that théir
new neighbour must be a remarkably close
man, and unwilling to waste any of his stock
in trade upon his own family! and Peter
thought it would be more politic in Mr. Dod-
comb to use his wife and children as pattern
cards, exhibiting on their heads and faces the
success of his commodities ; which Mrs. Jones
unamiably suspected to be all trash and tricke-
ry, and far inferior to plain soap and water.

Things were in this state, when election da
came ; and on the following morning, Mr. Dod-
comb came over to look at Mr. Jones's news-
paper, and see the returns of the city and
county; complaining that ever since he had
lived in the neighbourhood, his own paper had
been shamefully purloined from the handle of
the door so early as before the shop was open.
To steal a newspaper, appeared to honest Peter
the very climax of felony, for, as he said, it was
stealing a man’s sense and knowledge; and,
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being himself the earliest riser in the neigh-
bourhood, he volunteered to watch for the of-
fender. This he did by rising with the first
blush of dawn, and promenading the pavement
stick in hand. It was not long before he dis-
covered theabstractor in the person of an ever-
briefless lawyerling, belonging to the only
family in the neighbourhood who professed
aristocracy, and discountenanced Peter Jones;
and our indignant old hero saw “the young

ntleman of rank” issue scarcely half drest
rom his own door, pounce rapidly upon the
newspaper, and carry it off. *Stop thief!—
stop thief!”—was loudly vociferated by Peter,
who brandishing his stick, made directly across
the street, and the astonished culprit immedi-
ately dropped the paper and took refuge in his
own patrician mansion.

As soon as the Dodcomb house was opened,
Peter Jones went over with the trophy of his
success. Mr. Dodcomb was profuse of thanks,
making some remarkably handsome speeches
on the occasion, and Peter went home and as-
sured his wife that, though a barber, their new
neighbour was a very clever man and well
m_mh kmvtvhing. Mrs. .{on:s :]n‘:jmediately saw

ings in their proper light, did not perceive
that the Dodconl:bspsver:ag at all queerer than
other people, concluded that they had a right
to look as they pleased, and imputed their in-
difference to hair and cosmetics to the proba-
bility that they were surfeited with the sight
of both; as confectioners never eat cakes, and
shoemakers families are apt to go barefoot.

The same evening, Mrs. Jones accompanied
her husband to make a neighbourly visit to the
Dodcombs, whom to their great suprise, they
found to be extremely au-fgt to the theatre;
Mr. Dodcomb being barber to that establish-
ment, and his sister-in-law, Miss Sarah Ann
Flimbrey, one of the dress-makers.

The progress of the intimacy between the
Jtl)dn]es and copl:lé)d families now increase(il ra-

idly, makin igious strides every day.
B’ the next %veek, v%hich was the beg{nning

January, they had made up a Vrty to go to-
ether to the theatre on New Year's night;
eter Jones having been actually and wonder-
fully over-persuaded to break through his time-
honoured custom of going but once a twelve-
month. The Dodcombs had an irregular way
of seeing the plays from between the scenes,
from the flies over the stage, and from all
other inconvenient and uncomfortable places
where they could slip in *“by virtue of their
office;” but on New Year's night they always
went in form, taking a front box up stairs, that
their children might nave an uninterrupted
view of the wilole showii Mr. Dodcomb on that
evening employing a deputy to arrange the
heads gf the P rforglers. Py ¢

Early on New Year’s morning, Peter Jones
put into the hands of his neighbour two dollars,
to pay for the tickets of himself and wife; and
during the remainder of the day (which, fortu-
nately for him, was at this season a very short
one) he had his usual difficulty in getting
through the time.

It was in v:in that the Joneses were drest at
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an early hour, and had their usual early tea.
The Dodcombs (to whom the theatre was no
novelty) did not hurry with their priﬁarations,
and on Peter going over to see if they were
ready, he foung them eall in their usval disha-
bille, and their maid just beginning to set the
teatable. That people, under any circumstan-
ces, could be so dilatory with a play in pros-
gect., presented to the mind of the astonished

eter a new view of the varieties of the human
species. But as all things must have an end,
so at last had the tea-drinking of the Dodcombs ;
and luckily their toilets did not occupy much
time, for they only put themselves in full dress
from their waists upward, to the great surprise
of Mrs. Jones, who was somewhat scandalised
at their oldish shoes and dirtyish stockings.

To the utter dismay of the Joneses, the cur-
tain, for the first time in their lives, was up
when they arrived ; and to this misfortune the
Dodcombs did not seem to attach the least con-
sequence, assuring them that in losing the first
scene of a play they lost nothing.

The five children were ranged in front, each
of the three girls wearing a rose-bud on one
side of her closely trimmed head, which rose-
bud, as Mrs. Jones afterwards averred to her
husband, must have been stuck there and held
in its place by some hocus pocus, which no one -
but a play-house barber could contrive or exe-
cute. During the progress of tht;flay, which
was a melo-drama of what is called “thrillin
interest,” Peter Jones, who always himself
g:id the most exemplary attention to the scene

fore him, was annoyed to find that his wife
was continually drawn in to talk by the exam-
ple of Mrs. Dodcomb and Miss Flimbrey, one of
whom sat on each side of her, and who both
kegt up a running fire of questions, answers,
and remarksduring the whole of the performance
—plays, asthey said, being mere drugs to them.

“ l-i:)w do you like tgat scarlet and gold
dress 1" said Mrs. Dodcomb.

“Oh! it's beautiful ! replied Mrs. Jones—
“and he’s a beautiful man that wears it! What
handsome legs he has?’—and what a white
neck for & man!—and such fine curly hair”—

“You would not say so”——said Mrs. Dod-
comb—*“if you were to see him in day-light
without his paint, and without his chesnut wig

they have all sorts of wigs—even flax, tow,
and yarn.—) His face and hair are both of the
same clay~colour. As to his neck, it's nothing
when it 18 not coated all over with whitening—
and then his stage legs are always padded.’””

“Mr. Jones, you are a judge of those things
—what do you suppose that man’s dress is
made of ?"—asked Mr. Dodcomb.

¢ Scarlet cloth and gold lace.”

“Fudge! it’s only red flannel and copper.”

“I'm sorry to hear that”—observed Mrs.
Jones—and during the remainder of the piece
she designated him as “the man in the flannel
jacket.”

“That’s a pretty hat of his sweetheart's”—
she remarked—* that gauze hat with the long
white feathers—how light and airy it looks.”

Miss Flimbrey now giggled—* I made it my-
self, this morning”—said she—*it’s only thin
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catgut, with nothing at all outsidle—but at a
distance, it certainly may be taken for a trans-
parent gauze.”

From this time Mra. Jones distinguished the
actress as  the woman with the catgut hat.”

“ What beautiful lace cuffs and collars all
those gentlemen have, that are gallanting the
Ia.dieé to the feast!” said Mrs. Jones.

“Cut paper, my dear—only cut "' —re-
plied Mrs. Dodcomb—* Salf;r Flil@:t]::ey cuts
them out herself—don’t you, Sally ?”

Miss Flimbrey, (who was not proud) nodded
in the affirmative—* You would never guess”—
said she—*my dear Mrs. Jones, what odd con-
trivances they have—did you observe the milk-
maid’s pail in the cottage scene?”

“ Yes—it was full to the brim of fine froth
n;zyv milk—1I should like to have taken a drin
of it.”

“You would have found it pretty hard to
swallow, for it was only raw cotton,” said Miss
Flimbrey.

“Well now! if ever I heard the beat of
that!” interjected Mrs. Jones.

“How do you like the thunder and light-
ning!”—said Mr. Dodcomb to Mr. Jones.

l“ It’s fine”—replied Peter—*and very natu-
ral.”

“ Tl tell you what it is"—replied Dodcomb—
“ the lightning is made by sprinkling a handful
of powdered rosin into a ladle heated over a
pan of charcoal. A man stands between the
scenes and does it whenever a flash is wanted.
The thunder is produced by a pair of cannon
balls joined across a bar to which is fixed a
long wooden handle like the tongue of a child’s
basket waggon, and by this the balls are pushed
and hauled about the floor behind the back
scene.” .

¢ Astonishing !” — exclaimed Mr. Jones—
“But the rattling of the rain—that sounds just
as if it was real.”

“The rain”—answered Mr. Dodcomb—¢Oh'
the rain is done by a tall-wooden case, some-
thing on the plan of a great hour gla-s, filled
half tull with small shot, which when the case
is set on end, dribbles gradually down and rat-
tles as it falls.”

“Dear me"—ejaculated Mrs. Jones—* what
a wonderful thing is knowledge of the stage!
I never shall see a thunder-gust again (at the
playhouse, I mean) without thinking all the
time of rosin and ladles, and cannon balls with
long handles, and the dribbling of shot.”

“Then for snow”—pursued Mr. Dodcomb—
“they snip up white paper into shreds, and
carry it up to the flies or beams and rafters
f13.blnve the stage, and scatter it down by hand-
uls.”

“ You don’t say so!" exclaimed Mrs. Jones—

“ Well—now the storm is over"—said Mrs.
Dodcomb—*“and here is a castle scene by
moonlight.

“ And a very pretty moon it is"—observed
Mrs. Jones—* all solemn and natural.”

¢« Not very solemn to me”—said Mr. Dod-
comb—*as I know it to be a bit of oiled linen
let into a round hole in the back scene, with a
candle held behind it.”

“Wonders will never cease!”—ejaculated
Mrs. Jones.—** And there's an owl sitting up in
that old tumble-down tower—how natural he
blinks !”

“Yes"—said Mr. Dodcomb—*his eyes are
two doors, with a string to each; and a man
climbs up behind, and keeps jerking the doors
open and letting them shut again—that’s the
way to make an owl blink. But here comes
the bleeding ghost, that wanders about the
ruins hy moonlight.”

The children all drew back a little, and
looked somewhat frightened; it happening to
be the first ghost they had ever seen.

 Dear me”—said Mrs. Jones—drawing her
shawl closely round her—¢what an awful
sight a ghost is, even when we know it’s only
a play-actor. This one seems to have no regu-
lar clothes, but only those white fly-away
things—how deadly pale it is—and just look at
the blood how it keeps streaming down all the
time from that great gash in the breast.”

¢ As to the paleness”’—explained Miss Flim-
brey—*it's only that the face is powdered thick
all over with flour; and as to what looks to you
like blood, it's nothing but red ribbon, gathered
a little full at the top where the wound is, and
the ends left long to flow down the white dra-

* Why this beats all the rest!”—exclaimed
Mrs. Jones—* Well—I never shall see a
bloody ghost again without thinking of meal and
red ribbon.”

The after-piece was the Forty Thieves, which
Peter and Mrs. Jones had never seen before,
and which had extraordinary charms for the old
man, who in his youth had been well versed in
the Arabian Tales. Giving himself up, as he
always did, to the illusion of the scene, he
could well have dispensed with the explanations
of the Dodcombs, who began by informing Mrs.
Jones that the fairy Ardanelle, though in her
shell-formed car she seemed to glide through
the water, was in reality pulled along by con-
cealed men with coucealed ropes.

When the equestrian robbers appeared one
by one galloping across the distant mountains,
and Mrs. Jones had carefully counted them all
to ascertain that there was the full complement
of exactly forty, Miss Flimbrey laughed, and
assured her that in reality there were only
three, one mounted on a black, one on a bay,
and one on a white horse, but they passed round
and appeared again, till the precise number was
accomplished. *“And the same thing”—said
she—* is always done when an army marches
across the stage, by which a few soldiers seem
like a great many.”

“ You perceive, Mrs. Jones"—said Mr. Dod-
comb—* that these robbers that ride over the
distant mountains are not the real men; but
both man and horse is nothing more than a flat
thin pieee of wood painted and cut out.”

On Peter remarking that there was certainly
a look of life or reality in the near leg of each
rider as it was thrown over the saddle, Mr.
Dodcomb explained that each of these eques-
trian figures was carried by a man concealed
behind, and that one arm of the man was thrust
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WESTWARD,

Ho!

the anniversary of their wedding. But the
charm was broken, the illusion was destroyed ;
the keenness of their relish was palled by sa-
tiety, and could revive no more.

In a less humble sphere of life, and in cir-

cumstances of far greater importance than the
flay-going of Peter Jones, how often is the
ong-cherished enjoyment of a temperate plea-
sure destroyed for ever by a short period of
over-indulgence.

‘Written for the Lady ’s Book.
WESTWARD, HQ!
A NEW BONG.

BY GEORGE P. MORRIS.

Arrarged to a popul melody, by Charles E. Horp,
and dedicated to George D. Prentice, Esq.

L

Droop not, brothers !
As we go
O’cr the mountains,
Westward, ho!
Under boughs of misletoe
Log-huts we'll rear,
While herds of deer and buffaloe
Furnish the cheer!
File o’er the mountains—stcady, boys!
For game afar
We have our rifles ready, boys !
Aha!
Throw care to the winds,
Like chaff, boys!—ha!
And join in the laugh, boys!
Hah—hah—hah!

I

Cheer up, brothers !
As we go,
O’cr the mountains,
Westward, ho!
When we've wood and prairie-land,
Won by our toil,
We'll reign like kings in fairy-land,
Lords of the soil !~
Then westward, ho! in legions, boys!
Fair freedom’s star,
Points to her sunset regions, boys) -
Aha!
Throw care to the winds,
Like chaff, boys !—ha !
And join in the laugh, boys!
Hah—hah—hah !

L

We are ruined, not by what we really want, but
by what we think we do; therefore never go
abroad in search of your wants, if be real
wants, they will come home in search of you; for
he that bu{: what he does not want, will soon
want what he cannot buy.

Written for the Lady’s Book.
LINES
To Miss ....... [a tall, imperial girl,] for some nuptial cake,

BY GRENVILLE MELLEN.

|
The scene still linger'd—I was there—
AsIhad been before—with thee !
And eyes were bright, and forms were fair,
And wine-cups high and sparkling were,
And time went on enchantingly !

n

Beneath a proud and sculptur’d dome,

. Where radiance roll'd its dazzling tide,
We stood. And music-notes did come,
Like seraph strains from Music’s home,
Which through the halls of Heaven glide.

™.
It chm&'d \—As by enchanter's wand—
Amid the change we stood alone.
Then, as by thunder’s stern command,
The dome was cleR—and deep sky shone,
Bowing the fearful chasm through,
With white clouds on its bosom blue !
*Twas still. The thunder-peal had gone—
And light of stars came softly down!
v,
We rose upon the midnight air,
As though some spirit-wing were there,
To bear us up that boundless sky,
So tranquil—beautiful—and high !
We wander’d through th’ ethereal fields,
Where many a silent planet wheels— .
And cluster’d pearls of glory lie,
Far through the spangled canopy!
 New pinions bore us where the moon
. Was sailing at her highest noon—
And pouring on the world below,
A calm and melancholy glow.
Upon her horns light elfins hung,
And through the depths of azure swung !

. v.
* On we still wander’d. Sudden light

Came o’cr and round thee! Splendour bright,
Too brilliant far for mortal eye,
Crown'd thee a being of the sky !
New wonder to thy form was given—
And fairest on the brow of Heaven,
Thou wast a star !~-and I, alone !
VI
" But still that eye unshaded shone !
Still didst thou gleam my * guardian star”—
And, as I sank through realms afar,
Thy beam was round me—pure, and bright,
While others lost themselves in night !
High 'mid the spheres, thine eye alone,
Sent out its beam to light me down !



THE THREE GIFTS.

83

w.—imm’,mmr-m
A CHAPTER OF INFERENCES.

WHEN you hear an American citizen laudi
the institutions and manners of Europe, an
speaking contemptuously of his own country—
infer that he will never be:President of the
United States.

When you hear an old bachelor inveighing
against the extravagance of women—infer that
he has never calculated the hundreds of dollars
he has spent for wines and cigars.

When you hear & maiden %ady boasting the
many offers of marriage she has rejected—infer
that she is a little crazy.

When you hear a young man speaking lightly
of family attachments, and ridiculing his odd
relations—infer that he is a weak-minded youth,
and will make a perverse and uncomfortable
companion.,

When you hear a young lady express aver-
sion for little children—infer that her heart has
been oesified by tight lacing.

When you heara mmieg man uttering jokes
and sarcasms on his own wife—infer that he is
a bit of a goose. .

When you hear a married woman snubbing
her husband—infer that she only lacks talent
to become a Trollope.

When you hear a person reoommendinﬁ
uack medicine, as an infallible remedy in a
lsease' s—infer that he has the organ of won-
der largely developed, and the reflective facul-

ties very moderate. '

When you hear a young lady ridiculing her
absent friends and acquaintances—iufer that her
f}':iends and acquaintance ridicule or despise

er.

When you hear a young man boast the many
attentions bestowed on him by the ladies—infer
that he is a conceited puppy.

When you hear a young lady declare that
she hates all men—infer that some particular
one has touched her fancy.

When you hear a collegian talk of balls, par-
ties, races, and the theatres—infer that he
stands low in his class.

When you hear a boarding-school miss speak
digrespectfully to her mother—infer that she
has never studied in the school of * Good Man-
ners.”

When you hear a young wife constantly
complaining’ of her help—infer that she does
not understand housekeeping.

When you hear a mother boasting of the

‘beauty and accomplishments of her -daughters

—infer that she intends they shall secure rich
husbands. - '

When you hear a married man depreciating
female intellect, and denouncing female influ-
ence—infer that he is not as wise as Sir Tho-
mas More, or that his wife is a simpleton.

When you hear a married woman talking
often of female rights—infer that she is not
ve;{, conscientious about performing her duties.

hen you find a poor man envying end re-
viling the rich—infer that he is an aristocratin -
his heart. .

When you find a rich man who despises and
oppresses the poor—infer that his grand-chil-
dren will go out to service.

.When you hear an author railing against the
stupidity of the age, and declaring that he
writes only for posterity—infer that he means
the ry -cook. .

hen you hear a critic unjustly severe in
condemning a literary production—infer that
the work has wounded his pride, vanity, or self:
interest. .

When you hear an editor abusing his bro-
thers of the quill—infer that his geniys lies in
the scissors. .

‘When you hear a poet often repeating his
own rhymes—infer that they are seldom re-
peated by any other admirers.

When you hear a subscriber for the Lady’s
Book, or any other good periodical, declare that
the work is not worth reading—infer that the
subscription has not been regularly and punc-
tually paid. .

‘Written for the Lady’s Book.
THE THREE GIFTS.

ADDRESSED TO MY DAUGHTER—BY MRS. C. B. WILSON, OF LONDON,

Editress of La Bell$ Assemblee,

Trou hast the gift of genius !—fatal dower !
Fame’s thorny wreath is budding on thy brow;
And thine will be the poet's magic power
Enchantment's chains round other minds to throw;

Would that my watchful care could keep from thee "

Sosad a lot—so dark a destiny !

Thou hast the gift of beauty ! fatal spell!

To man a lure, to woman but a snare,

As many a broken, bruised flower can tell,
Drooping and blighted in the world’s parterre ;

Bript of its early fragrance ;—that doth lie,

_ A ruin amid weeds, to wake the gazer's sigh!

“Thou hast the gift of goodness! oh! my child !

May’st thou retain this pearl above all price,

To guide thy footsteps thro' life’s dangerous wild,

Where roses hide the treach’rous thorns of vice !

A frontlet 'twixt thine eyes, may it be bound,

An amulet *gainst ills, that gird earth’s pilgrims
round.
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BORN TO GOOD LUCK.

Written for the Lady’s Book.

“BORN TO GOOD LUCK.”

AN OLD GENTLEMAN'S STORY.—BY MISS A. M. F. BUCHANAN,

WhHo is there that cannot single out from
among those he has known through life, some
one by whose course the substance of the home-
ly 'phrase I have just quoted has been brought
before him?! Some one, who, from the child
that invariably came upon the finest clusters
in a strawberry meadow, or the largest share
of coppers in a scramble, has grown into the
power of realizing the fable ongidas to any
degree it may suit his pleasure. It was a per-
ception of this that struck the poor Irishman,
when he exclaimed to the brass button he had
found—* Away wi ’ye !—if I had been my bro-
ther Larry, ye'd a’been a goold guinea!” Long
and learned might be my proem on this subject,
but as I have only a light sketch to give, I
must keep it within the bounds that are fitting,
and am the more satisfied to do this for know-
ing that to draw it out would be trouble for
nothing, the point being one on which every per-
son has a philosophy of his own.

In my early days, the high-ways and by-
ways of my native county of L were
subject to annual invasions that, among a
ple less tolerant, would have been resented as
an annoyance equalling that of the Scythian
irruptions to the nations of old. The invaders
were none other than beggars. The poor-house,
that terror to vagrants, had not yet reared its
salutary presence, and attracted by the far-

sometimes from developements of the picture
over the potent, though rather unclassical ac-
cessary of the sybilline art, the dregs of a cup
of cofiee. The greater the number of facts to
be unfolded, the more spirited was the perform-
ance of the office, as a supply of the beverage,
then more of a luxury than it is now held, was
expected as a propitiatory offering for each.
But the greatest entertainment was when her
“ good man” could be bribed by potions of new
cider to draw a greasy fiddle from his wallet,
and coax it into some faint approaches to
“Boyne Water,” or *“Paddy O'Rafterty;” then
% the fun grew fast and furious,” till one of the
elders, with a grave tace, would appear at the
room-door, and silence all by ordering off the
youngsters to bed. .
When this loving tide was at its fullest, it
would have been not uninteresting to any one
with an eye for the picturesque, and a fancy
for haman varieties, to pass along one of the
public roads, and observe the scenes cxhibited
in the fence-corners, and the shades of the way-
side trees. There would sometimes be four or
five groups in view at one time, presenting all
sizes, shapes, complexions, and tongues, with
costumes of forms and hues innumerable enough
to astound even fashion herself. For the passer
they generally had smiles, bows, curtseys, and
‘“bless yous” in abundance, and for each other

famed plenty of the country, and hospitality of 'an elaborate graciousness worthy of the fine

its inhabitants, they collected from all parts of
the state, in troops so large and numerous, that
an attempt of giving an idea of them would be
a risk of credit. Not such feeble, squalid
wretches were they as inhumanity itself would
have allowed a right to the calling, but hale,
jolly vagabonds, who scorned to offer an excuse
for assuming it, and would have tossed aside a
penny as a fee beneath the dignity of the pro-
fession. Autumn was the season they selected
for their appearance, and the farmers, with
.hearts opened by their own abundance, then
rarely refused a carnival to any who might
tition for it in consideration oty a winter’s !g:;
to follow.

Indeed, the juniors of the community, at
least, looked forward to these periodical in-
roads with a pleasure that might have been
considered an honour to their kind, had it not
been possible to account for it on other motives
than those of benevolence; but when the time
had come, it required nothing more than a peep
into the kitchen of one of the comfortable Ig‘: -
houses to do this. On almost any evening, a
ready-tongued beggar woman might have been
seen sitting before the ample fire, and supply-
ing to a young group stealthily gathered round
her, food for memory and mirth for months to
come. Sometimes it would be furnished from
stores inexhaustible of tales and jokes, and

ladies and pretty gentlemen of the times of
Grandison. This was even observed towards
rival groupe, unless, indeed, when, both parties
pressed with hunger, or unprovided with lodg-
mgs, they happened to encounter in a gate-
way or before a barn—in such cases there
never failed to be & battle, in which it was the
duty of all to engage, without respect to person
or sex. The relative positions of husband and
wife also justified an exception to the general
tranquillity, and according to the proverb, it
would have been a dangerous business to at-
tempt producing a different regulation. I re-
member that once when a boy of about four-
teen, having climbed an apple-tree to assist a
servant in filling his sacks, we were assailed
by & most terrifying shriek from a lane which
ran along the the orchard on the side most dis-
tant from our station. At the first impulse we
sprang to the ground, no trifling exploit, con-
sidering our height, and set off for the scene of
distress, as fast as our half-sprained limbs
would let us, guided ever and anon by a cry
of “murder!” When we had gained, it we
found a sturdy fellow belaboring his female
companion with a cudgel in such a manner as
astonished us that she still had power to defend
herself so actively, which she did by whisking
a switch across his eyes.

*Stop, you willain;” shouted Cato; *stop,
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if you don’t want to git sent to the penitention

when the lady turned round, and drop ing a pro-
found curtsey, inquired, *“ An’ which o’ye won
the race ! at the same time flourishing her wea-
pon as a hint that-we were safest at a distance.

A favorite resting place with these worthies
was an exhausted stone-quarry, pretty well
covered with sod, and sheltered from the wea-
ther by thickets of thorn, crab, and gum trees.
As it was sequestered, and a famous place for
bird’s nests and ground-squirrels in their sea-
son, it was also a favorite resort to the truants
from the neighboring school. Thither, one
tempting morning, about the time of the above
incident, I was despatched in quest of delin-
quents, but found it untenanted, though some
crusts of bread and well-picked bones proved
that it had been lately occupied, and indicated
the quality of the guests. I was sauntering
away, when my eye fell upon what seemed to
be a bundle of rags, and giving it a thrust with
mﬁ foot, none the lightest or most respectful, I
rolled it down into the middle of the hollow,
while a loud squall came from it at every
bound. . I hastened after it, and saw peerin
from one end, the twinkling eyes of a child.
soon released it, and a prettier brat could not
have been seen. From its size, it must have
been something more than a year old. The
case was not so uncommon as to make it doubt-
. ful that it had been left by design, but not to be
too precipimte, I searched around for owners,
shouting mn the meanwhile to the extent of m{
voice, and then shouldering the youngster,
mparched off to school. ,

Never was there a greater hero than I

thought myself in defending my new charge
from tHe clamorous little mob that gathered
around me; but our old master soon put an
end to my importance by refusing to have
his province kept in confusion by so unpro-
fitable a causey and,-accordingly, attended
by a creditable train of supporters, I set off
to consign it to protection less disputable.
. The nearest dwelling to the school-house was
a tavern, which from time immemorial had
been famed throughout the country, under the *
title of the Old %agle. for producing the best
roast turkeys and mulled wine that had ever
cheered a winter's merry making. Equally
famed were the host and hostess for their
obliging hospitality. They were a venerable
couple, who had succeeded to their little estab-
lishment on an early marriage, and through
their long life had never been known to depart
from habits of unobtrusive kindness. Thither
we hastened to deposit our charge.

We saw the old lady through the window at
her wheel, her usual place when not attendi
op a guest, and our repeated calls of **Aunty
Kelly! Aunty Kelly !” brought her to the door.
She pulled off and replaced her spectacles three
or four times before she could understand our
noisy explanations, and then, with many won-
ders, she took the baby from us, and after
wiping its little dirty face on the long towel
that hung at full breadth acrogs the door, with
her accustomed thoughtfulness, she began to
crumble some bread in a bowl of milk.

“But what’s to be done with it, Aunty Kel-
ly?” we all imgpatiently asked. : :
km:‘Done w]ithl it{h children !-I—Inw’s-a-

ws, poot little thing! but I su we'll
have to take care of it gtill it's bettgl?o;fovided
for ;” and she oontinued stuffing its mouth as
fast as it could swellow.: It seemed, however,
to have been lately fed, for it soon slid from her
arms, and looked up at us from the floor, show-
ing its white half-grown teeth and attempting
to chatter, with an innocent contentment that
was irresistible.

It is needless to say that our visits to the Old
Eagle were for several days punctually repeat-
ed, and that we were not sorry when we heard,
on each occasion, that no claimant had ap-
peared for the ehild. -

¢] dare say we’ll lave to keep it ourselves,”
said Aunty Kelly at last; “ it will be a trouble,
for some time, to be sure, but it may come good
after a while ;” and without further deliberation,
she and her husband set about the business of
“ raising” it. . oo

To give it a name was the next considera-
ation, a privilege to which I as discoverer, was
allowed to be tﬁe best entitled. Scornfully re-
jecting the callender of Betsys, Pollys, and
Sallys suggested to me, I thought on an odd
volume of Sakspeare that had fallen into my
hands shortly before, and with infinite taste as
it seemed to myself, and infinite want of it as
thought every body else, I decreed it to be
called Perdita. In vain did even Aunty Kelly
remonstrate on a name so outlandish; I was
bent upon it, but by way of compromise, I con-
sented that, on ordinary occasions, it might be
abridged to Ditty.. '

“The neighbours” were all amazed at the

folly of the benevolent old couple. “ To think

of their taking charge of a strange yearling,
now in their old days, parti¢ulazly as they had

d-children of their own !—it. is astonish-
Ing!” was the usual comment, with the addi-
tion—*¢ well, the brat must have been born to -

luck, or it would now be squalling bare-
oot on the highways, instead of having Aunt
Kelly to knit red woolen stockings for it.

The chief subjects of gossip in the neigh-
bourhood, for a short time preceding the ap-
pearance of the little foundling, were the con-
cerns of a stranger, who had purchased one of
the most valuable farms in the county, and was
now boarding at the old inn, superintending
the erection of a house which he intended to
make a permanent residence. He was a Ger-
man of the name of Hertzman, a fine-looking,
middle aged person, with mannerg sufficiently
plain to win for him, from the less refined class,
the praise of being *a elever. man, and no gen-
tleman;” and yet polished enough to insure
him a welcome from the mest exclusive fami-
lies that headed our society. He spoke Eng-
lish so well as to escape the undesirable notice

‘that usually falls to a foreigner on account of

his tongue, and might at once have been natu-
ralized and undistinguished among the commu-
nity of his choice, had it not been for a few pe-
culiarities that kept curiosity awake—such as
his wearing a cloth cap instead of the beaver

.
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then arbitrarily supported; his smokiig a
meershaum, a sden chef d’@muvre, instead of
what was then held the more genteel cigar,
and others, of which more anon, that procured
for him a title of doctor, as permanent as if it
bad been confetred by Leyden or Leipsic.

The docter, as accordingly, I etmll call him,
attended faithfully to his new undertaking,
but though the original plan had been his own,
he enlarged, and coritracted, and added, requir-
ing what was put up one day to be pulled down
the next, till it seemed that, like the castle
builder in the Arabian story, he was under a
vow that his work should never be finished.
But, at last, finished it was; and though rather
an odd-looking structure, with its high chim-
neys and gables, and its balconies, and an ob-
serva crowning all, it was far from unsight-
ly. Having beenreared on the site of the former
mansion, an old garden and some huges; ores
and cherry trees about it, redeemed it from
the cheerless, unhome-like look, which new
country-houses with us generally present, and
as it possessed every convenience that the most
decided lover of ease might have desired, it
was agreed to be, on the whole, a very desira-
ble habitation.

As soon as the workman had left it, the doc-
tor set out for a neighbouring city to collect
furniture, and after a time a numberof waggon
loads arrived, which excited no little surprise,
as well for its quality as its quantity. There
was scarcely a new piece among it—scarcely
one that any body else would have thought of
buying, and yet, from the richness of many, it
was evident that economy had not directed the
choice. The pwner himself was in ecstacies
with its purchases. He could point out in every
article some pecaliar attraction of convenience,
or ingenuity, or antiquity, or singularity, and
whole days were spent in disposing it so that
these points might appear in the most striking
light—an arrangement that bore unfortunately
upon the general effect—giving the handsome
and pleasant apartments very much the look of
well-filled lumber rooms.

Any one given to judging of a person’s cha.
racter from the appearance of his domicile,
as I have known some people to be, would
have hed no difficulty to write down that of
Doctor Hertzman, after a view of the room pe-
culiarly appropriated to himeelf. Not a table
nor a chair in it but had been constracted on a
plan or an improvement of his own, and these
were so numerous and so unlike as to make a
marvel of the fertility of the brain which had
originated them all. A piano forte stood in one
corner, with sundry violins, gujtars, flutes and
horns, all of whiah he eould use c itale)(liy, and
which his own instructiens had modified; dnd
in another was a {arge book-case, exhibiting a
different lan%uage on every shelf. On the

walls, 4n reality, and not for the quotation’s
sake, . .

A tortoise hung, 5
An :l_lijam stuffed, and other skins
Of ill-shaped fishes.”

And among these were paintings so various in

their styles, that the doctor’s assertion, of their
all having been produced by his own hand,
might have been doubted, if their half-finished
state had not given some probability to it
Along one side were ranged shelves supporting
boxes of dried plants, bottles of chemical prepara-
tions, mortars, tubes, and retorts; (it was his
devotion to this department, by the by, that had
gained him his degree;) and in the chimney
was a small furnace, surrounded by specimens
of ores and metals, numerous enough, had ro-
mance been more prevalent there, to have
raised suspicions of alchemy. In short, it was
the sanctum of a votary of the arts and sci-
ences, a universal genius, an oddity, or a mix-
ture of all, just as particular fancy might have
taken him.

I became acquainted with the doctor about
the time his establishment was opened, and,
perhaps from his discovering in me a dawning
disposition of the same unprofitable cast as his
own, I soon grew greatly into favour with him.
I was allowed to daub his canvass, and to burn
my fingers among his fusions, as often as I
pleased, and, as the country afforded no such
thing as a classical school, he kindly offered to
become my instructor in Latin. -On the re,
lar visits which my stadies required, I fre-
quently had the company of my egrou:fe, little
Ditty. She was a good tempered little thing,
with beauty and playfulness enough to attach
any one in the least degree fond of children,
and the doctor from having been so long accus-
tomed to her at the Old Eagle, felt quite a
want of her in his own silent domain, and
would accordingly often send to borrow her of
the good old landladiy". He would even pick
her up himself from the porch as he was riding
by, and come cantering home with her before
him, and notwithstanding that before long she
broke his best retort, and twisted the head off
his finest stuffed marmoeet, there was no ace
count brought against her. More than once I
noticed his female visitors exchange glances
any thing but pleasant, on his evident anxiety
to keep their own progeny from among his tu-
lip beds and geranium pots, while, at the same
time, he encouraged her to range where she
chose ; and was often set to speculating, when
she exhibited a new wooden alphabet of his
carving, or & chintz slip or pair of morocco
boots of his presenting, by the unfailing conclu-
sion to their remarks :—*It's very well for the
poor brat—as we have always said, she seems
to have been born to good luck.”

In due time I left home for'college, and what
with a tedious course there, the study of a pro-
fession and some business trips to sea, it was
full ten years before I returned for longer than
a few days’ visita.

Ditty, in the meantime, had grown into girl-
hood, and was as pretty as faultless features,
a complexion of purity and bloom, and an ex-

ression of ingenuous sweetness could make
er. As the adopted daughter of one of the
most respectable families in the neighbourhood,
notwithstanding her own unfortunate origin,
she was not a person to be openly neglected,
and, accordingly, at the early age which cus-
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tom then sanctioned, she was allowed to take
her place at the sleighings and quiltings, which
were held in lieu of the tea-parties and soirees
of modern days, seemingly on a level with those
whose circumstances were more happy. No
matter how rich were the India muslins and
spangled coiffures that graced the anniversary
balls, the grand galas of the country, her grace-
ful little figure in its dimity gown and pink
ribbands might at any time have been seen at
the head of the dance. If there happened to be
a coveted partner on the floor, some dashin

cit, or stray congress-man, he was sure to fa

to her lot oftener than the attractions of her
companions seemed to justify, and however it
might have been accounted for by others, the

never failed to attribute it to her * good luck.”

My friend, the doctor, had changed less than
might have been expected either in mind or
appearance. On each visit I had recognised a
few additional touches to his pictures,and some
new specimens in his cabinets, and heard of
some new staples for filling mattrasses, but ex-
cepting one great undertaking, aftairs with him
were pretty much as formerly. The exception
was vine-growing—a business which he en-
tered into with the same spirit as many of his
countrymen have done before and since, and
with about equal success. Some of his best
fields had been planted, but after the caterpil-
lqa and birds and boys had been served, and
mildew and early frosts had done their work,
the wine they afforded was rarely enough to
fill more than a specimen cask. The remain-
der of the farm, however, was sufficient to yield
him an ample income, and, in spite of his per-
sisting in a failing project, he remained as well
off as his wishes required.

Ditty continued his favourite, and, in some
things, his pupil, though not indeed to the ex-
tent we now expect a pupil to go. In music,
for instanee. She had naturally a talent for it,
and without taking the trouble to lead her
through a course of notes, he encouraged her
to thrum his instraments, occasionally setting
ber right, until she went through some of his
best pieces with considerable accuracy, and
among people who made no pretensions to con-
noisseurship, as was the case with those around
her, this passed off quite as well as the most
profound science could have done.

In German, too, then common enough in
that quarter to be practically useful, she had
made a creditable progress—enongh to enjoy
a jest with the doctor at the expense of some
phrases of mine, though I had professed myself
a scholar in it for several years, and to set me
right, with a truly feminine glibness, in words
the most unpronounceable. ‘ '

But I had not been allowed time to make
more than these observations when I was again
called away, and it was two or three years be-
fore I could accomplish a return. I then did it
wni;h a belief that my wanderings were at an
end.

On once more reaching the Old Eagle, which,
according to long habit, I never passed without
stopping to shake hands with the friends it con-
tained, I noticed several indications of some-

4

thing extraordin; oing on about it—among
thenrg, that tbeuzhgds g’were crowded with
horses enough t6 mount a troop of dragoons,
and that the porch was covered with saddles,
so closely as to make it a matter of some skill
to get at the door. I entered the bar-room and
found it half filled up with a table that extended
through the door-way, from what en ordinary
occasions had always served as an eating-room.
The bustling figure of the landlord was not to
be seen, and into that next apartment, I pene-
trated, in search of his wife. She also was
missing, so, drawing off my gloves, I took my
place at the stove to wait patiently for a chance
of learning the reason of the unusual appear-
ance of things around me. °

Talk in these degenerate times of a table
groaning under the weight of the good things
of life!  Little idea would such an expression
now give of the feast spread out before me.
It was almost dusk, which, by the by, accounted
for why some of the servants had not known
me; but candles were soon brought in, and
I had full opportunity for a survey of every sup-
ply the kitchen sent forth. .

Even then I had never seen any thing to
compare with it. Roast pigs, and the pride of
the house, turkeys, occupied the places of ho-
nour; geese, ducks and chickens, with various
kinds of meat, and sausuges, coil within coil,
held their respective stations, and vegetables,
pickles, cakes, sweetmeats and pastry were
erowded in between as completely as if the
whole had been intended for a mosaic. To
complete the ensemble, a large round tray, at
each end, exhibited the hereditary garniture ot
the best cupboard, the nice china tea service,
whose cups, small and delicate as egg shells,
placed beside some others of the appurtenances
of the table, such as pewter dishes, full thrce
feet in diameter, might have suggested the
fancy of a bevy of fairies being expected to
grace a banquet of giants.

It was easy to form a conjecture: the house
had always been in request for wedding sup-

- pers, and such must have been the one before

me. But betore I could find a chance to muke
an inquiry on the strength of my surmise, a door
at the end of the room opened, and Aunty Kelly,
in a new cap, holding herself more erect than

.she had dune for years, marshalled a party to-

wards the table, with an air that proved her
to be indulging in private hospitality alone.
Another glance, and rrecognised in the couple
that immediately followed her, who but Doctor
Hertzman, gallantly leading by the hand Ditty
herself, and both in attire that distinguished
them as the principal actors on the occasion!

In an instant I had overturned -two or three

chairs, hardly sparing their intended occupants,
but before an apology could have been thought
of, half a dozen familiar voices called out *'I'oo
late! too late!” and the bridegroom's hand
warmly grasped my own.

“ What, in the name of wonder, happened to
ut this into your heads?” whispered I to the
ride, after having given to one of her cheeks

a salute of congratuleation, and the other a tri-
bute to standing friendship, and had taken the
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seat, courteously pointed out to me, at her
side.

A hearty laugh at my perplexed countenance,
which she vainly endeavoured to suppress, was
her only answer, and when I came to reflect
leisurely, I could find very little to be asto-
nished at. Ditty had not much propensity for
thinking, and though she saw every body around
her being marricd, and expected, as a matter
of course, that she should sometime be so her-
eelf, she had never formed a single idea of what
her future partner was to be—a very favour-
able thing for the Doctor. The first objection
that might have been made to him—his age—
gave her little hesitation. He was young com-
pared with her venerable guardian, whom she
was most used to; and as to his appearance, he
was handsome compared with the generality of
young men she had seen. He was her grand
criterion in mind and manners, and had won
her gratitide by uniform kindness, and, in
short, when he proposed himself to her, though
her amazement was immeasurable, she would
have deemed it an unpardonable presumption
to reject him.

“] can easily answer for myself,” said the
doctor, who had overheard my question, and
also had enjoyed it with a burst of merriment;
I wanted a wife, and she will be one to suit me
exactly.”

He was right; & more cheerfully obliging,
affectionate wife she could not have been, even
had she gone through the process of falling over
head ang ears in love with him. The farm put
on quite a different appearance in honour of its
new mistress. The vineyard was wisely re-
stored to its original purpose; the orchards
were trimmed, the iardens were enlarged, and
the house, which had begun to look rather
the worse for wear, was completely renovated.
The rooms were even dismantled of their dila-
pidated treasures, and furniture of the most
unobjectionable etyle was substituted in their
stead. A smart carriage and pair took the
place of the old one-horse chaise, and a beauti-
ful pony, with trappings worthy of it, was pre-
sented to the bride as property exclusively her
own. Nothing that could have been procured
for her gratification was neglected, nor would
have been, had she indulged wishes far less
moderate; and when she appeared at the pub-
lic gatherings in her elegant riding-habit of
imported broad cloth, while the surrounding
belles were fain to content themselves with
dresses their own fingers had epun, there seem-
ed a little reason in their reiterated remark,
that, surely, she mnust have been “born to
luck.”

Ditty’s character now began to form rapidly.
Finding herself the wife of a man highry
respected for his attainments, in spite of his
eccentricities; and the mistress of a house
which often received guests superior to those
of any other in the neighbourhood, she at once
seemed to perceive the deficiencies of her edu-
cation and to wish to remedy them. This was
the most creditable to her, as the discovery was
entirely her own, mental culture there, being.
at a very low stand, particularly among females,

and her husband being too indulgent to regard
the want of it in her. Instead now of rum-
maging his library, and looking over his expe-
riments for mere amusement, she examined his
books and listened to his explanations with &
real desire for instruction. ller improvement
was such as might have becn expected from
great application and quickness. At the end
of two or three years, she had changed from
a childish, thoughtless, though lovely girl, to
a woman of refinement and intelligence.

An unexpected and urgent message from the
doctor one day summoned me to the farm. He
had been lying for a day or two seriously ill.
When I arrived, I was immediately shown into
his room, and was startled by the change that
had taken place in his countenance. e told
me, with difficulty, that he had caught cold
some time before while attending to his agri-
cnltural concerns,and was now suffering under
a severe pleurisy.

Ditty was sitting at the head of his bed with
looks of great distress, and would scarcely be
persuaded to leave his room that he might enter
upon his business with me. When she had gone
he expressed his thanks to me for my readiness
to attend him.

“I have more need of you,” said he, % than
you seem to suspect; my life will not hold out
many hours.”

I attempted to make light of his fears, but
insisted upon sending for a physician.

It would be of no avail,” he answered;
“I understand the disease as well as any of
them, and am perfectly aware of my situation.
However, we will say no more about it now.
I have long endeavoured to live like a Chris-
tian and will try to die like one. I now ask,
as a last favour, that you will take charge of
my temporal concerns.”

He reached a folded paper from a semall
writing desk that lay beside him on the bed,
and after replacing it, handed me the key.
“ That,” said he, 18 my will. It is already
signed and witnessed, and I look to you to have
it executed. My affairs have always been care-
fully regulated, so that you will have but little
difficulty with them; but, ahove all, let me so-
lemnly charge you to be a friend, as you have
been all her life, to that poor child; * pointing
to the room into which Ditty had withdrawn;
“ghe will have no one else on whom to depend,
and will often much need advice and assistance.
I trust to your honour and friendship to supply
them to her.

I promised sincerely, and again and again
endeavoured to raise his hopes. He made no
reply, but requested me to remain with him. I
;lid 80, and the next day, I saw him breathe his
ast.

Poor Ditty! it was a hard task to console
her, yet any one listening to her expressions of
grief, would have judged them to be those of
an affectionate child at the loss of a beloved
parent. “I never had any one to love so
well !—he was always so kind, so very kind to
me!” was her repeated answer to my sooth-

ings.
%: was several days before I could prevail
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upon her to listen to the will. The fortune of
the deceased was greater than I had suprosed.
Besides the farm, to which he had added until
its value was about forty thousand dollars,
there was a sum of a large amount out on de-
posite. The half of all was devised to his
widow, and the remaining half to the orphan
children of a friend in Saxony; “my earliest
and best friend, and the founder of my for-
tune” he was styled among other expressions
of warm and manly attachment. In vain did
several busy-bodies attempt to cast an imputation
on the justice of such a division—as great an
allowance to strangers as had been bequeathed
to his own wife;—Ditty always repulsed the in-
sinuations with generous displeasure. It was
more than I looked for, much more than I
needed ;" she constantly replied.

In the doctor’s desk I found instructions for
conveying intelligence to the foreign heirs, and
after waiting a due time for an answer to my
despatches, I was called upon to receive a
stranger, who announced himself as Ernest
Hoffman, the sole surviving member of the
family, to whoni the bequest had been made,
and proved his identity as clearly as the impor-
tance of the business demanded.

He was a bandsome young fellow, with an
intelligent countenance, and a highly graceful
address. I took a fancy to him at first sight,
and so did every body else—particularly the
young ladies, who were all disposed for Ger-
man lovers, from Werther being the order of
the day. It would bave required some stretch
of imagination however, to regard him as a
Werther-like personage, his free, soldier-like
bearing, acquired at a military school, a healthy
florid complexion, and a pair of laughing eyes,
allowing but little grounds for suspicions of a
romantic temperament. -

As no favorable offers had been made us
for the property, it was agreed by all parties
that we should wait, at least for a few months,
without farther proceedings, rather than hurry
it off’ our hands for less than its real value.
Hoffinan, indeed, with much delicacy, declined
having any voice in the aflair, leaving every
thing entirely to my own judgment, but at the
same time, he expressed a satisfaction, rather
than the contrary, at the proposed delay, ob-
serving that it would afford him the more op-
portunity of acquaintiug himself with the coun-
try,and the manners and customs of the people.

On this arnngement, he made several excur-
sions through the country, but after the first
six months, his curiosity seemed considerably
abated, or at least confined to the district im-
mediately round the farm. At last some sagaci-
oue gossip suggested that it would be no unde-
sirable thing to the young foreigner to obtain
the other moiety of the Doctor’s estate in addi-
tion to the one already his own. Though | at
once rejected the hint of interested motives in
my new friend, for I had discovered him to be
as estimable in character as attractive in de-
portment, it behooved me to have a care for my
ward, as the little widow in reality was. Ac-
cordingly, I kept my eye on Ernest, and snon
perceived in him many symptoms that had

hitherto escaped my notice. I determined not
to let the matter rest on conjecture alone, but
to broach it was more easy to resolve than to
execute, Though on his concerns in general
he had always volunteered a confidence very
flattering to me, on the present subject he was
so reserved that I could scarcely have approach-
ed it without seeming intrusion. Chance, how-
ever provided for me.

We were one da{ angling to%ether. an
amusement which I had done my best to re-
commend to him, though with very little suc-
cess. Few besides the expert like it, and he
was but a sorry hand. On the present occa-
sion, he showed even less inclination for it
than usual, and was, in addition, provokingly
taciturn. At last he wound up bhis line alto-
gether.

“ As you seem to have done baiting your
own hook, m{ good fellow,” said I, “I intend
you shall help me along. Just pull me off a
piece of that worm.”

He made some peevish reply about the
“ grausenkeil” of our employment.

“ Cruelty ! a new objection from you, and an
odd one for a soldier!” returned I, thinking I
had made a capital beginning, and blessing the
witty imaginations that had just started the
ideas of fishing for hearts, growing tender-
hearted through love, and so forth. I made two
or three attempts to pursue them, but h¥know-
ledge of my language, and mine of his, was too
limited to allow the established jeu de mots to
be very effective, and I felt myself obliged to
devise another mode of attack.

% You have not spoken a word of English to-
day,” I resumed ; “a certain sign that you are
dissatisfied with something that pertains to it,
if I may judge from what I remember of former
indications.’

No reply.

«It is certainly not our climate,” I continued ;
“the advantage it has given you ought to be
held inestimable by as decided a gallant as
yourself. I have heard, more than once, from
sources very flattering, that your present de-
gree of paleness is a remarkable improvement.”

An ejaculation equivalent to “ Pshaw!” si-
Jenced me for a moment, but I had commenced
intending to persevere. Assuming a graver
tone, I again began:—

«] ought to have told you before, my dear
Ernest, that I have received proposals for the
farm so advantageous that I think they ought
to be closed with—1I will show you the letters
on our return. Mrs. Hertzman, whoin I have
already consulted, agrees with me, and pro-
fesses to be in readiness to act upon-it at any
time.”

His countenance changed, and after & mo-
ment’s hesitation he returned; “I'll tell you
candidly, my good friend, I don’t at all like the
part which devolves on me in this matter. I
feel it far from pleasant to be the means of de-

riving that excellent little creature of the
Eome she loves so well, and which she so much
graces. It is contrary to my notions of honor
and justice that I should receive a share of the
property of a man I never saw, even though
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my father was his friend, equal to that of his
own wife, and such a wife as she was to him.
The generous cheerfulness with which she
mukes the sacrifice, only renders me the more
averse to take advantage of it. No one could
merit fortune more than she does, for none
would use it more worthily—every day con-
vinces me more and more of that. I could have
done well enough without it. I might have won
mny way through the world with my sword, as
I always expected to do, and as many a duller
fellow has done before me.”

His manner proved his sincerity. “I honor
you, my dear Ernest,” I answered warmly;”
‘“you are a match in generosity for Ditty her-
self; “but,” I continued, giving him time to
blush at the compliment, ¢ let me beg you to be
equally unreserved with me on another point;
I have beard it insinuated that you are desir-
ous—that is, that you would not object to giving
up your half to her entirely, and yourself along
with it;—how is it? I have even imagined so
myself; nay, don’t frown !—as your friend, and
as Ditty’s protector, I think I have a right to
ask, have I not?" .

Startled as he was, he frankly returned,
offering me his hand; “you have guessed
rightly; and I rejoice to see that you do not
like others that have suspected it, hold me
guilty of mercenary motives. Yet, a man must
be a fool to know her, and not think her object
cnough of herself'—don’t jest, but answer me
plainly, do you think I have any reasonable
grounds for-hope? and have I your good will ¥

“] cannot tell, Ernest—I have only studied
your side of the case; and as for your other
question, my situation, as you are aware, is one
of much delicacy, howeyer, I will consider the
matter—yet I think I may now go so far as to
give you an assurance, that if & word from me
could decide in your favour, it should not long
be withheld.”

I immediately transferred my attentions to
Ditty, and observed that Hoffman's assiduities,
which now became more oprn, were not un-
pleasing to her, though she did not, indeed, at
first seem to perceive their bent.

In debating within myself the propriety of
my favourable wishes for the new lover, m
conscience acquitted me of all breach of faith
towards my late friend. His trust had been
that I would see insured, as far as might be in
my power, the happiness of my charge, and I
knew not how this could better be done, than
by committing her person and fortune to the
love and protection of a man every way worthy
to receive themn, if she herself should feel in-
clined. Had the doctor expressed a wish, as
many a husband, provident towards his own me-
mory, has done, that his widow should spend her
life in weeds, I would have held myself bound
to make all proper opposition to a step towards
the contrary, but nothing of the kind had been
ever hinted. On the reverse, he seemed well
aware of her situation—that her feelings had
expanded with her mind, and that, had not her
cxcellence of heart and her strong sense of du-
ty prevented it, she must sometimes have re-
flected unpleasantly on her union with one who,

notwithstanding their mutual regard, could not
have had the general sympathy with her that
their position so much required. Such she
could now enjoy from another, even without
its interfering with her feelings for himself,
founded as they had been on respect and grati-
tude alone, and from my knowledge of bis sen-
timents, in which there had been no narrow-
ness, [ believed that if the probability of her ac-
ceptance had been suggested to him, he would
have heard it without regret.

Having settled this to my own satisfaction, I
watched the progress of the courtship with no
little impatience. After waiting a good while,
I began to see marks of consciousness in Ditty,
and soon after I discovered, from Hoffman’s
spirits, that his suit had not been unfavourably
received. At length, in short, my ward for-
mally called upon me for my advice, and per-
ceiving that, as sentimental people say, she
was feeling all the romance of first love, I ex-
pressed myself accordingly.

I was surprised, however, to be told that they
had come to the determination of sailing for
Europe, immediately after the marriage should
have taken place.

“I left the decision entirely to herself,” said
Earnest; “1 acknowledge to you that I would
Krefer spending my days in my own country,

ut I have said nothing to that effect to influ-
ence her. She has a strong desire to visit the
scenes of which for several years she has been
in the habit of reading and heering so much,
and I have as great a wish to gratify her, but I
pledge you, as well as herself, my word, that
whenever she expresses an inclination to re-
turn, it shall be obeyed. I have even proposed
to her to allow the farm to remain as it is, but
to this she objects. She says she has nothing
to attach her to it, except old recollections, you
being the only friend she has remaining here,
since the death of her foster parents, and that
if we return, she will trust to circumstances to
regain as much of it as we might require—at
the same time hinting, and with some reason,
that a life upon it would scarcely be one that I
could be satisfied with.

Of course I could not demur.

After a time allowed for preparations, I was
summoned to witness the ceremony; and as a
last obligation of friendship, I accompanied the
happy couple to one of our seaports, and
watched their vessel through its first league
towards the old world.

Again, like that of Robinson Crusoe, “my
head was quite turned with the whimseys of
foreign adventures,” and finding an excuse ina
South American speculation, I once mere set
out upon my wanderings. Before I started,
however, I received a packet from Hoffman, de-
scribing a delightful passage to Marseilles, and
containing an affectionate postscript from Ditty.
No other ever reached me. My absence was
long and my address always changing, and if
any were sent, they must have found their way
to the general depot as dead letters, for I had
no friend whom 1 chose to commission to re-
ceive them.

At the end of a dozen years, spent in as
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many different parts of the world, I found my-
self an attaché to one of the most distinguished
of my countrymen, and on a visit with him to
the capital of one of the minor courts of Ger-
many.

The official rank of my patron procured him
the most marked attention from the principal
families of the court, and as he assigned to me
the equality of a personal friend, I, of course,
came 1n for a share. One evening, before pre-
paring for a fote at the mansion of a person of
distinction, I was strolling about the little city
with an old acquaintance, a Frenchman, whom
I had happened accidentally to meet, when he
directed my attention to a handsome equipage
that was crossing our way.

*¢ The lady that bowed from it,” said he, *is
the prettiest woman in the principality—the
lﬁarc;n'ness L——, but perbaps you have met

er ?’

I replied in the negative.

“Then,” he proceeded, *it will be worth
your while to go the Count’s this evening, if for
nothing else than to see and hear her. She is as
much admired for her accomplishments as her
beauty, and for excellence of character, which
here goes for something, she is held up as an
example. She is the same lady who excited
some wonder, a few days ago, by declining to
direct the education of the juniors of the ro
family, on the plea that she {md children of her
own to whom such services were necessary.”

“ A sensible woman,” returned I; “and yet
I don’t know that she is particularly entitled to
that credit, unless the brains of your royal
highnesses are more easy to work upon than
those of their subjects. I know many mer-
chants’ fumilies who snpply fees to their gover-
nesses much larger than the privy purse here
can aftord.”

“Bah! you republicans don't know how to look
upon such matters!—however, ] am a republi-
can myself, rather, and will say nothing. But
perhaps you have heard of the procés in which
this same lady’s husband was concerned two or
three years ago!”

*Not a word.”

“Indeed! nothing was more talked about
here, in its time, and it is still often referred
to. It took place in consequence of the death
of an old baron. As the ily seemed to be
extinct, the estate which was immensely large,
was about to be appropriated according to law,
when a magistrate in one of the nighbouring
sovereignties, who had formerly been much en-
gaged in the affairs of the deceased, publicly
announced that he could bring forth an heir
through a remote branch. The gentleman in
question, a retired officer of the army, was pro-
duced accordingly. A grand display of legal
and genealogical lore followed, and for a long
time the right seemed doubtful, but at last, the
case was decided in favour of the aspirant.
That is the outline, if you want particulars en-

uire some other time. The new barron is a

e fellow, one every way worthy his good
fortune, and of, what is more, his admirable
wife. I shall have an opportunity of pointing
them out to you to-night—perhaps of introdu-

4

cing you. But, now, let me hurry you off to
dress; the hours here are natural enough to
please an antediluvian,”

According to my friend’s advice, I prepared
myself for the evening's entertainment, and

ing him up by the way, we made our cntrée
among the guests. After listening to music in
one room, looking at waltzing in another, and
declining cards in a third, we followed a crowd
into an aparunent where the elite of the com-
pany were amusing themselves with performing
tableaux, having come in costumes arranged
for the purpose.

“Just in good time!” exclaimed my com-

jon; “there, in the frame, is the fair
roness herself! Admirable! could you pos-
sibly have believed that any thing but a pic-
ture, if you had not been prepared for the de-
ception ?—I have heard the subject named—
Agrippina, the empress, receiving her assas-
sins ;—is not the costume of the lady admirable ?
exactly what we imagine to have been that of
the luxurious and magnificent woman she re-
presents; and look at the countenance! every
shade of expression that the subject requires—
a natural terror of the fate before her, a mo-
ther’s horror and grief at the duplicity of her
son, and a proud attempt to conceal her emo-
tion—it is perfect!—and the position, too, in
such admirable keeping! The other parts also
are well done—the woman crouching terrified
behind her, very properly in obscuro; and the
ruffians, from their attitudes, and their counte-
nances, as much as can be seen of them, are
just what they ought to be; but the baroness!
—is she not inimitable!—I could scarcely have
believed such statue-like immobility possible.
Ah !'—there—the curtain is down !”

_ I smiled at his ecstacy, but expressed m{ ad-
miration of the performance—and of the lady,
she was worthy of the highest. A figure of
greater dignity [ had never seen, yet this atti-
tude depended altogether on her air. In size
she was rather small than otherwise. I re-
marked it to my friend.

¢ And her face—does it not correspond?” he
asked; “did you ever see one like it?”

* Never but one, and that was years ago, on
an American.”

¢ Not so fine as this, I would maintain!—
the baroness is an Englishwoman, I have heard,
but I don’t how it is.”

He interrupted himself with half a dozen
bows, and then resumed :—* For once the adage
has failed—madame herself must have over-
heard us; she was standing close by looking at
the new tableau. Excuse me—she is beckon-
ing to me, now;—I will go and make my com-
pliments;—there will be nothing more here
worth looking at;—that thing is a failure.”

He hurried away and did not return. A poli-
tical conversation occupied me for an hour or
two, and finding nothing farther to amuse me,
I retired to my lodgings.

The next morning the following line was
placed in my hands by a servant in a livery
new to me:—** Will Mr. oblige a friend
by following the bearer?” There was no signa-
ture, and on questioning the man as to whence
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it came, his answer was, “ I was ordered, sir,
to say from an American.” .

He showed me into a carriage in waiting,
and in a few minutes set me down before one
of the handsomest houses in the best part of
the town. He then bowed me into an outer
room and left me.

« Will you walk this way, sir?’ said a child’s
voice in English. A little girl six or seven
years old had presented herself at a door, a very
duplicate of what Ditty had been at that age,
ditgering only in the degree of elegance and
delicacy that marked a nurture of luxury.
A new idea flashed upon me; I made a motion
to snatch her from the floor, but adroitly slip-
ping away, she beckoned me into a splendid
saloon to which I had been directed. I entered,
and there, standing near the door, stood the
fuir picture whose face had looked so familiar
to me the night before. I stopped, speechless.

My friend !—my old, dear friend !—don’t you
know me?” she exclaimed, and before I could
recover my voice, she had seized my hand, and
burst into tears.

My eyes, I believe, were as foolish as hers,

and I recollect no answer that I made, but that
of clasping her in my arms.

“ What! my wite—my good wife!” cried
a man's voice near us, and Ditty, herself, point-
ed to the intruder. Laughing, and with his
arm threateningly raised, he anvanced towards
us, and, in spite of an increased portliness, and
an additional supply of whiskers, I recognised
my friend Ernest.

It is needless to say how passed the day that
followed. Ditty had discovered me through
my talkative friend, but had been too much
agitated to meet me before strangers, and Hoff-
man had planned my present surprise. ] some-
times half doubted my own memory, when I
looked at the fascinating woman who so grace-
fully pressed her kindness upon me. Surrounded
by every elegance that wealth could procure,
followed by the respect and admiration of the
world, blessed with children the most lovely,
and a husband all that could be desired;—
« truly,” thought I, “so far our gossips have
been right!—she seems, indeed, to have been
“ born to good luck!”

Baltimore.
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THE NEEDLE.

“Frowu trifling springs events arise

« Of vast importance,” says the poet,
A truth each day exemplifies,

And even this little Tale may show it.

A bachelor who long had sought
Among his neighbours fair, a wife,
With cash, and saving knowledge fraught,
To gild his sombre day of lite,

Was sometime puzzled to decide
Among three sisters—perfect Graces!

Which he should take to be his bride—
Conceit will often make such cases.

It was not sentiment, or beauty,
Could influence this wary lover,

A houscwife active in her duty,
Was worth a beauty ten times over.

He liked to have his wrists and collar

And nice silk stockings well seen after,
And thought a wife not worth a dollar,

Who could look on with carcless laughter,

And see her husband minus strings,
Buttons, gloves, comforters, cigars,
And twenty other minor things,
Which being minus cause grand jars.

“ Well, really this is very shocking,”
He said, as looking down he spied,

A failure in his new silk stocking,
Just over where his shoe was tied.

“ I'll see the belles,” said he, “ this day,
“Clara this recreaut loop shall take up,
“ And if 'tis well performed I may
“ Perhaps this day the matter make up."”

He went, and briefly then displayed ~
The loop that had forsook its station,
And softly sighing, begged the aid
Of Clara’s powers of reparation.

Clara smiled sweetly—could no doubt
Soon rectify the flaw with ease,
And to her sister, Grace, cried out,
“Send me the needle, if you plcase.”

“ The needle! sister,” cricd Miss Grace,
Coming in hurry from her chamber,

And standing on !};c landing-place,
“ Why, Clara! sure you must remember—

% When I had done with it, I gave it
“TFo Sister Bell to mend her shoe;

“ I'm certain one of you must have it;
¢ Look well all round the parlour, do.”

% One needle amongst three! by Jove

* The man must be a fool—that's clear,
#Or have his wits deranged by love,

** Who hopes to find a help-mnate here”

Thought he, and dryly cried “ Don’t mind it;
It can’t have vanished under ground,

« Before 1 call again you'll find it
“I’ll wager you a thousand pound.”

Alas! he never called again,
But led a lonely, single life,
And frightened all the cautious men
Who thought of Clara for a wite. M.P
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THE HEART OF WOMAN.

¢ The silver stars may purely shine,
The waters taintless flow,
But they who kneel at woman’s shrine
Breathe on it as they bow,
Ye may fling back the gif? again,
But the ¢ flower will leave a stain.—Willis.

AnD is it thus? Upon the incense shrine

Of the heart’s passionate idolatry,

A careless offering flung, a sullied gift,

Does it pollute the fresh and stainless fane

Ev’n as the maimed and vitiate sacrifice,

The dark Jew's olden worship? The deep vow
Pledg'd wildly in the strange and maddencd trance
‘Jf fervid feeling—while it casts a spell ’
Of fairy grace o'er life, oh! does it breathe
Aught of a withering influence? The tide

Of feeling that with scarcely eddying flow
Sweeps gently on its calm and sunny waters—

Is its fair current stained, discoloured aught
When other founts are mingling? And the thread
‘That the weird sisters spin—oh! does another
‘Woven amidst its silken tissue, soil

Or tarnish ever the fabric ?

‘When clouds in meekest stillness wait
Around the night-star’s birth,

And evening’s rest of heaven flings out
A holiness o’er earth—

The moon’'s cold eye looks into others
Less quiet than her own—

And as a sick child for its mother’s
When health and peace have flown,

The fretful gaze of melancholy
Looks for consoling power,
When woman thinks of girlhood’s folly,
And many a deed of yore,
To the hushed presence of night’s soothing hour.

Why pales the fair bride’s cheek of red ?
Why throbs her flow’r-wreathed brow ?

A canker at tho heart is fed,
And thronging memories now

Awake thoughts feverish and intense—
And, 'mid her burning tears

She ne’er may know the innocence
She knew in earlier years.

For other dearer forms are seen
Adown the lapse of time—

And other thoughts than these, I ween
Though * memory be crime”—

Are there, and feelings nursed in girlhood's prime.

Dark images forever wait
Around the couch of death,

And mortal bosom feareth yet
The gasp, the shuddering breath

But oh! when fall those icy fingers
Upon the frail and fair,

‘While passion burns, and memory lingers,
Imagination, ne’er

Has known the thrill, the sterner death-(;hroe there.

. M.
Bath, (Me.) Sept. 1838.
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A WINTER RHAPSODY.—By J. T. P1ckERING.

Sumuzg, with its beautiful garment of green,
has departed; the feathered tenants of the
forest have migrated to warmer climes, and
the trees from whence they so lately warbled
their “sweet wood-notes wild,” until the at-
mosphere quivered with their united harmony,
are now leafless and sere; bowing their heads
before the bleak wind as it whistles fitfully
and in gusts through their naked branches—
moaning, as it were, a requiem for their de-
parted beauty. The same chilling, lifeless
features, extend themselves over the wide land-
scape before me ; and from hill-top to hill-top—
woodland, dell, copse and brake, all wear the
same drear-and melancholy aspect —all, save
that distant and isolated clump of fir trees,
which, robed in their garbs of perennial green,
and compared with their more naked neighbors
of the forest, look for all the world like a small
straggling band of soldiers, upon a deserted bat-
tle-field, encompassed by wounded companions,
whom the hand of sacrilege hasstripped of their
apparel, ere yet the vivifying principle has de-
parted.

The monotony would remain uninterrupted
were it not for the occasional lowings of kine,
or the bleatings of some solitary sheep as they
track the hill-side in search ortythe scanty her-
bage. Behold how beautifully the blue smoke
ascends from the chimney-top of yonder dark

hamlet, curling itself into fantastic wreaths,
and winding spirally upwards, until it is lost to
the sight in the upper air,

But lo! throned in his canopy of clouds, and
borne on the swift pinions of the gale, hither
conies the beautiful form of the Snow King!
See how profusely he scatters his fleecy mes-
sengers abroad and about to intimate his ap-
proach ; and how lightly the flaky particles fall
as seen through the dim twilight of evening.

* * * * * * * »

What a change has passed over the face of
Nature within the last few hours! A carpet
of dazzling whiteness has been spread upon the
meadows; the trees and shrubs are covered
with a gossamer-like substance, resembling a
beautiful blossoming of silvery whiteness; and
the icicles, pendant from the branches, flash
Tike brilliants in the light of the morning sun.

The cottage before mentioned is now almost
hidden from the sight by a snow-drift, which
rears its hoary head near the door, forming a
seemingly insurmountable barrier to its ap-
proach. But, under the general influence of
the sun’s heat, it will soon dissolve; and, even
as though it were conceived of mortal, vanish
into its original elements, to be re-formed when
the fiat of the AvmigHTY to that effect shall
have gone forth !

*
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THE WRITINGS OF JANE TAYLOR.

BY PROFESSOR J. ALDEN.

WE trust that not a few of the renders of
the Ladies’ Magazine are familiar with the
writings of Jane Taylor. We do not expect
that the remarks we are about to make will
lead such persons to a higher appreciation of
her character and works. But we have reason
to fear that her writings are not as widely
known as their intrinsic merits deserve; that
there are some sensible persons who would
derive pleasure and profit from an acquaintance
with them. It is for the benefit of this class
that the following article is designed.

The wide field of authorship 1s open to wo-
men in part only: and we trust that none of
our fair readers are such sturdy contenders for
“the rights of woman” as to wish it otherwise.
Who would wish to see a work on civil en-
gineering or medical jurisprudence from the
pen of a woman?! When a woman publishes
on such unwomanly topics we can no longer
conceive of her as woman, as possessing all
those qualities which men of pure minds and
warm hearts love to‘associate with the term.
But no such feeling of unseemliness arises
when she becomes ag author in the walks of
poetry, criticism, and practical morals, We
can contemplate her as an author and a woman
at the same time. The idea of the one does
not injure the idea of the other. This last
remark is emphatically true with respect to
Jane Taylor. She has preserved and exhibited
all that we admire and love in woman at the
same time that she has given unequivocal proof
of original genius and fine taste. We know
that in the opinions of some that there is an
incompatibility between vigorous and discrimi-
nating intellectual powers and the more deli-
cate feminine graces. Now, though we may
admit that there are facts enough for the forma-
tion of this theory, yet we deny that the theory
is in accordance with all the facts. Miss Tay-
lor is a striking instance of the union of those
endowments. We now proceed to state very
briefly some of the prominent excellencies of
her works,

Her writings give an accurate exhibition
of her character. When we have read her
writings we feel as well acquainted with her
as if we had associated with her from child-
hood. We have learned the workings of her
mind and heart. We know how she would
think and feel in relation to any given subject.
Such an acquaintance with a superior mind is
of great utility. By applying its power (as it
were) to a given subject, we can often achieve
that of which we had otherwise been incapable.
It has the same effect upon our intellectual,
that the presence of a rcvered superior has
upon our moral powers. In both cases, effort
and progress are facilitated.

Her writings are characterized by great sim-
plicity. In this respect they are almost inimi-

table. This simplicity of manner was owing
to the structure and habits of her mind. She
saw things clearly, and felt the emotions they
were naturally adapted to awaken: and in
writing, she gave utterance to what she saw
and felt. Hence her style was clear, simple,
and direct. Without the forms of logic, she is
logical. Without any parade of originality,
she is original. Without any affectation of
wisdom, she often affords instruction even to
the aged and reflecting. We can name no fe-
male writer who in our judgment is as worthy
of being regarded as a model in point of sim-
plicity, and we may add beauty of style, by
such of her sex as are studying the art of com-
position.

Miss Taylor possessed great purity and deli-
cacy of fee{ing. These throw a peculiar charm
over her writings. Perhaps more is said about
purity than is understood and felt. We fear
that by many it is regarded only as the oppo-
site of vice. 'To such, perhaps, it would be 1m-
possible to explain the fulness of its meaning.
At any rate, we shall not attempt it. We fear
too that there is an incipient heresy t-grevailing
with respect to the term delicacy—that in the
apprehensions of some, it indicates an approach,
at least, to a morbid and sickly sensibility. We
notice this only to warn all such that they are
wrong.

Miss Taylor was an ardent lover of the beau-
tifuland the true. She was the true lover,
who loves for the object’s sake. Her apprecia-
tion of beauty in nature and art was fine, and
her power of originating its forms by no means
small. Truth, too, did not appear to her as a
cold abstraction or indifferent reality, but as
endowed with a lasting beauty, as worthy of
pursuit and possession as the nourisher and
beautifier of the soul.

Her writings evince great soundness and
discrimination of mind. She never mistook
words for things. She never falls into elabo-
rate error, or arrives at truth by a circuitous
and difficult path. She looked at all subjects
in the most direct and natural point of view
and saw intuitively what was true, and in-
stinctively rejected what was specious, affect-
ed, mischievous and false. She was empha-
tically a woman of good sound sense.

Her writings are eminently practical. The
uselessly ideal had no place in her mind. All
truth in her mind seemed directed towards its
original design. But the practical at which
she aimed was not the material and vulgar prac-
tical now so much lauded. Hers was not a
practical that would clip the wings of imagina-
tion, or take from poetry aught of its brightness.
In her mind the material was always duly sub-
ordinate to the spiritual.

Miss Taylor possessed an accurate acquaint-
ance with human nature. Though a poet, she

.
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did not disdain to look at men and women as
they are. She was not fond of mingling with
the world, and was reserved when constrained
to do so, but she was a keen and accurate ob-
server. She had an intuitive perception of the
feelings and motives that swayed those around
her. She also studied diligently the workings
of her own heart, and from this source a large
share of her knowledge was derived. The
characters she describes are always human
characters. The feelings she portrays are
always human feelings. The truth that she
enforces is always adapted to the wants of the
human mind.

Finally, in all her works there is a high
moral and religious aim. Her interest in hu-
manity was sincere and strong. The object
of her labors was to do good. She has not
written a line that has not a directly useful
tendency. In her works we find the exhibition
of genius, taste, and poetry combined. Re-
ligion did not cramp her imagination, or render
dull the operations of her reason, or chill the
ardor of her affections, On the contrary, all

her powers were strengthened and purified by
its hallowed influence.

In reading the works of Miss Taylor one is
often reminged of Cowper. She had ina high
degree his simplicity, his discrimination, his
love of nature, his warmth of affection, and his
humble piety. Not that she was the equal of
Cowper, but these are the poiants of resemblance
between them. She was free from any ten-
dency to that distressing malady that embitter-
ed so large a portion of Cowper’s life, and
which sometimes detracted from the manliness
and force which would otherwise at times have
marked his pages.

In conclusion—we strongly recommend that
every young lady possess herself of an elegant
copy of Miss Taylor's works, (all the books of
a young lady should be elegant, not gaudy) and
make them the subject of careful and oft re-
peated perusal.*

® An elegant edition of Miss Taylor's works was published
by Perkins & Marvin, in 1835,
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TALES.

No one can complain that the labors of nevelists are not duly
appreciated ;—provided always, that the names of popular
publishers are attached to the title page; but it may not
have occurred to readers in general that a really passable
novel is more frequently met with than a particularly good
tale. By the latter term, we intend to signify those abbrevi-
ated fictions which usually make their first appearance in
periodicals, % Magazine writing,” as Captain Marryatt calls
it, presents some diffleulties unimaginable to the * successful

which the very name of Scott is likely to produee in his favor,
we shall find that his shorter picces of this kind are rather
dull, and had they been written by some others, we might
have thought them decidedly dad; certainly inferior to many
productions of much less celebrated authors. ‘The same ob-
servation will apply to most, if not all of our principal novel
makers, and the facts once apparent, let the causes be ex-
plained by thuse who are able to doso. Do those eminent
authors think a short tale so much unworthy of their atten-
tiun as not to be worth doing well? If so, why attempt it at
all? We cannot suspect them of such bad policy as to com-

novelist” who has never attempted this by-path of his proft
sion. As in h ] contri , the ller ones are
often more complicated and more ingenious than those of
greater dimensions, a watch, for instance, being a much
more difficult piece of manufucture than a clock,—~s0 in the
labors of human intelleet, those which present the least bulk
are sometimes the result of superior talent or scverer appli-
eation.

It eannot be denied that ¢ many men, many women, and
many ehildren™ can write, and have written, tales; and it
may not be disputed that any man, woman, or child who has
written a fale, might, in favorable circumstances, produce a
novel. The only requisites in such case would be sufficient
kisure, paper, pens and ink, and a publisher. And we have
Do reason to doubt that he or she who has written a good tale,
might, if possessed of incidental advantages, (paper, pens,
iuk, &c.) write a good novel. But, on the other band, it is
most evident that many who have written good novels, can-
not, or do not, write good tales. Captain Marryatt, whose
strictures upon Magazine Writing, show that he believed

promise their rey ions, or at least to injure them, for rea-
sons which are utterly inconceivable,

The fact, we think, may beaccounted for thus :=—they who
are in the practice of inditing vol , Acqui
diffuse habit of composition which is totally inconsistent with
the excellence of Magazine Writing. In a novel of two or
three volumes, the author has room to arrange the various
portions of his machinery; he knows not what it is to be
cramped for space, and when he does find himself subjected
to that i ,it is no der if he should make some
mistakes or omissions that must mar the beauty of his per-
formance,

But, apart from the cunsideration of any habit of composi-
tion previously acquired, we do nut hesitate to say that it is
genenally eazier to write a good novel than to write a gond
tale.  In ordinary cases, at least one half of the first volume
of a novel is perused before the reader begins to be deeply
interested in the story ; the author often finds the whole book
necessary to make a full delineation of a character ; and mo
less space is requisite to place his dramatis persons in trying

himeelf acquainted with the theory of that b en the
Captain himseIf has made some signal failures in the practice
of the said business. And yet we will not suffer ourselves to
be greatly amazed at Captain Marryatt’s failures, when we
diseover that Sir Walter Scott has not succeeded much better
in the same p it. Divesting lves of that partiality

and to extricate them afterwards, This shows the
importance of sufficient sea-room. And even the novelist is
sometimes obliged to have recourse to summary measures for
the sake of brevity, drowning a boat-load of characters, smo-
thering them in the crater of a voleano, projecting one per-
son from the cop of & stair-ease, making another commit
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suicide, or sinking a third in a quicksand. All these things,
we know, are done to save paper; and what enormities must
the writer be predestined to » who finds himeelflimit-
ed to six or eight pages!

Dryden makes a remark, (in the preface to one of his plays)
much to the following purpose :—It is easier to slay off the
persons of your story than to bring them into great perils and
difficulties, and afterwards to deliver them by a natural and
probable contrivance, As au illustration of Dryden's remark,
we may say that it is easier for @ man to be brought within
the dynaaty of the state’s prison or the gallows, than to be re-
leased from cither predicament.

Now, the novelist has ample opportunities to make his cha-
ters suspicious, to augment the proofs of their villainy, and
indeed to bring them to the very verge of the phtform or to

“the court-house, (which may be called the vestibule of the
Ppenitentiary ;) nay, he may even cause the victim to be exe-
cuted, cut down, and afterwards resuscitated, and advanced
t bigh dignities and great happiness. But, the writer of &
tale in five or six pages, must be very ingenious indeed, if he
can accomplish the fiftieth part of these, or any other ¢ thril-
ling adventures.” And even in a mere tale of love, (which
must have its crosses of course,) it is a stupendous ¢ffort to
comprisc, the glances, ogles, sighs, billet-doux, doubts, jeal-
ousies, quarrels, regrets, reconciliations, weddings, (or, as
the case may be,) the hangings and drowninge; all in a nar-
rative written on four sheets of foolscap. Ergo, (for it is time
to arrive at that point,) it is a great undertaking to write a
tale, and i ly creditable to produce a good one.

AMABILITY—MISTAKES CONCERNING IT.

Doubtless it is one of the most desirable objects with young
Indies and gentlemen to appear amiable in the eyes of each
other; but it is quite as evident that they often mistake the
proper course for the attainment of that object. Let us take,
for example, those beaus who labor so assiduously to culti-
vate huge whiskers, Boz-locks, and mustaches. Could the
suffrages of the ladies generally be taken, we incline to think
that these fancied improvements would be voted quite objec-

ble. Four, besides the i waste of bear's grease
which results from a taste for these ornaments, they so effce-
tually conceal the countenances of the wearers, that young
ladies are somnctimes unable to distinguish their own bro-
thers and cousins, Persons who carry their faces behind a
mask of this sort cannot be suppused to possess clear con.
sciences, for honesty and fuir dealing bave no motives for
any such concealment. Ladics, it is true, are somctimes fond
of lap-dogs, cats and Littens, and these have whiskers ;—and
it may be that this circumstance caused the introduction of
these appeudages nmong the benus.  But a sheep, notwith-
standing all that has been said about its simplicity, is a supe-
rior animal w any of those just mentioned, and a sheep
wears no whiskers, And, it' a sheep had any choice in the
matter, it would probably reject every addition of that kind
—which might be produced on its visage, by such means as
are employed among some of our awn species ; namely, the
application of bear's grease, &c. In short, we may venture
to offur it as a general remark that there is no really valua-
ble animal whose face is disfigured by such additions, either
natural orartificial. And, if our authority is worth any thing,

such ornaments are by no means attractive to the more judi-
clous portion of female obscrvers.

MR. COOPER.

This gentleman, who was once so popular as & writer of
fiction, and who has truly produced sorue admirable works,
has, by certain acts of imprudence, called down onm his own
head a perfect tempest of dectamation. If he has really been
guilty of one offence charged against him, viz. speaking
slightingly of American ladies in general, he deserves some
demonstration of publie feeling niore expressive than the
declamations of the pruss.  Silent contempt is the only pepal-
ty which should be vouchsafed to the man who is capable of
such an outrage against justice, patriotism, social duties, and
every other obligation which & man and a gentleman should
regard as most inviolable.

THE PUBLISHER TO HIS PATRONS.

At the commencement of the Eighteenth Volume of the
Lady’s Book, and also of a New Year, the publisher fecle
that it is a suitable oppor\um(y to renew his thanks to his pat-
rons, for the liberal and g they have
bestowed on his undertaking. During the nine years which
have passed since the Lady's Book was first issucd, the pre-
sent publisher has had the work under his immediate con-
trol, and he believes, that without any improperself-applause,
he may assert that he has always, at the least, fulfilled his
engagements to his subscribers. It has been his constant
aim to make no promises which he had not ample means to
perform, and in this spirit he has endeavoured to exceed
n!het than fall lhonof realizing whatever he has held out
For the past character of the
ley'l Book he lppelll with confidence to its pages; for its
future excellence he pledges his undiminished efforts.

The publiaher of the Lady’s Book desires that the merits
of his work may be tested by comparison with any similar
periodical. In all its mechanical departments he has ever
been careful, by the most liberal expenditures, to
the best results, and if he may rely upon the nnmunoul ap-

bation of the P y press, he knows he has been
luceeuful. In its literary departments the same policy has
been adopted, and in the spint, variety and meritof the con-
tributions which have graced its pages he believen that it has
never been rurpassed.  Under the able conduet of the distin-
guished Ladies whose names are inted in its
ment, with such assistance as he has hiwmself bestowed, t.he
work has acquired a reputation which is not less gratifying
than its wide-extended circulation. With the same and other
aid for the future, its claims upon publie favour will not be
lessened, and in his own continued zeal, and his entire devo-
tedness to the work, its subscribers may cxpect uew reasons
for their support of it.

With much g de for past fa , and an unabated de-
termination to deserve them in the future, the publisher re-
spectfully tends to his numcrous friends the compliments of
the season, wishing them all the enjoyments which health,
uninterrupted prosperity, and undisturbed consciences can
bestow. L. A. GODEY.

Philadelphia,January 1, 1839,

DESCRIPTION OF FASHIONS.

Ball Dresses.~Dress of white pou de sie, drocke in colored
silks, the pattern one of the richest and most elegant we have
ever seen,  The corsage is plain and pointed back and front §
the sleeves are very short, and in two small puffs, which sit
nearly flat; a frill of blonde falls over the top one, and a
second frill is between the puffs (see plate ;) a double fall of
deep blonde gues round the bosom of the dress ; the blonde
is deep in the shoulders and at the back, but diminishes
gradually in depth towards the centre of the front. The
skitt appenrs as if open at the right side ; three boquets of
full blown roses, retained by bows of wide whiteribbon, being

placed at distances along the skirt, Hair much off the face,
and falling low at the sides in full tufts of ringlets ; a large
bunch of full blown ruses is placed amidst the curls atthe left
side. White satin shoes, white kid gloves, with ruches of
white ribbon at top, and finished by bows ; pearl necklace.

The dress of the sttting figure is nearly similar ; it is com-
posed of white crape or tulle over satin. The back of the
coiffure can be distinctly seen ; it consists of two roulecaur
a la duchesse, The barber or lappets (see plate,) are at-
tached by a rosette of blonde at the left side, and & small
branch of roses gs from be the two roul
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THE SHAKER GIRL.

BY MRS. CAROLINE LEE IIENTZ.

It was on a Sunday morning, when Roland
Gray entered the village of Though
his mind was intent on the object of his jour-
mey, he could not but admire the singular neat-
ness and uniformity of the houses, the velvet
smoothness of the grass on the way-side, and
the even surface of the street, from which
every pebble seemed to have been removed.
An air of perfect tranquillity reigned over the
whole—not a being was seen moving abroad,
not a human face beaming through the win-
dows; yet far as the eye could reach, it
roamed over a vast, cultivated plain, covered
with all the animated hues of vegetation, giv-
ing evidence that the spirit of life was there,
or had been recently active. * Surely,” thought
Roland, «I have entered one of those citics, de-
scribed in the Arabian Nights, where some ma-
gician has suddenly converted the inhabitants
nto stone. I will dismount and explore some
of these buildings—perchance I shall find some
man, who is only half marble, who can explain
this enchantment of silence.” He had scarcely
dismounted and fastened his horse to a part of
the snow-white railing, which guarded every
avenue to the dwellings, when he saw a most
singular figure emerging from one, and ap-

roaching the spot where he stood.

y of about twelve years old, clad in the an-
cient costume of our forefathers—with large
breeches fastened at the knees, with square
shining buckles—a coat, whose skirts were of
surprising breadth, and a low-crowned hat,
whose enormous brim shaded his round and
ruddy visage. Roland could not forbear smiling
at this extraordinary figure, but habitual polite-
ness checked his mirth. He inquired the name
of the village, and found to his surprise he was
in the midst of one of those Shaker establish-
ments, of whose existence, and of whose sin-

ilar doctrines, he was well aware, but which,

is own home being remote, he bad never had

~&
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It was a.

an opportunity of witnessing. Delighted with
the circumstance, for the love of novelty and
excitement was predominant in his character,
he determined to avail himself of it, to its
fullest extent. An old man, dressed in the
same obsolete fashion, came up the path and
accosted him:

‘“ Are you a traveller,” said he, “and seeking
refreshments? If so, I am sorry you have
chosen this day, but nevertheless we never re-
fuse to perform the rites of hospitality.”

Roland confessed he had no claims upon their
hospitality, having partaken of a hearty break-
fast two hours before in a town not far distant,
and he wondered within himeelf why they had
not inentioned the vicinity of this interesting
establishment; forgetting that to those who live
within the reach of any object of curiosity, it -
loses its interest. It is said there are some,
who live, where the echo of Niagara’s eternal
thunders are ringing in their ears, who have
never gazed upon its foam. “If you come to
witness our manner of worship, young man,”
said the elder, “and come in a sober, godly
spirit, [ give you welcome. The world’s peo-
ple often visit us, some, I am sorry to say, to
scoffand to jest; but you have an honest, comely
countenance, and I trust are led by better mo-
tives.”

Roland was no hypocrite, but the good Shaker
opened for him so fair a doogof excuse for his
intrueion, he was unwilling to deny that he was
moved by a laudable desire to behold their pe-
culiar form of worship. Pleased by the sunny
openness of his countenance, the Elder led the
way to the house set apart for the service of
the Most High, exhorting him at the same time
to renounce the pomps and vanities of the world,
and unite with them in that oneness g spirit,
which distinguished their society from The chil-
dren of mankind. No lofty spire marked out
the temple of the Lord, nor did its form differ

LY
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from that of a common dwelling place. They
entered a spacious hall, the floor of which pre-
sented such a dazzling expanse of white, the
foot of the traveller hesitated before pressing
its polished surface. The walls were of.the
same shining whiteness, chilling the eye by
their cold uniformity—and benches arranged
with the most exact precision, on each side of
the building marked the boundaries of either
sex. Roland seated himself at some distance
from the prescribed limits,and waited with pro-
ﬁzr solemnity the entrance of the worshippers.
e ohserved thatthe men invariably entered at
one door, the women at another, and that they
had as little intercourse as if they belonged to
different worlds. The men were all clothed in
the ancient costume we have just described,
and the women were dressed in garments as
peculiarand unbecoming. A skirtof the purest
white, chort gown of the same texture, a ’ker-
chief folded in stiff unbending plaits, a mob cap
of linen fastened close around the face, from
which every tress of hair was combed carefully
back, constituted their chill and ghost-like at-
tire. As one by one these pallid figures glided
in, and took their appointed seat, Roland felt as
if he were gazing on the phantasmagoria of a
dream, so pale and unearthly did they seem.
The countenances of the males were generally
suffused with a ruddy glow, but cold and co-
lourless as marble were the cheeks of that sex,
he had been wont to sce adorned with the roses
of beauty and health. "They arose and arranged
themselves in a triangular form, while several
of the aged stood in the centre, commencing
the worship bya hymn of praise. Their voices
were harsh and broken, but the devotion of their
manner sanctified the strains, and Roland felt
not, as he feared he should, a disposition for
mirth. But when they gradually formed into
a procession, marching two and two in a regu-
lar line, all joining in the wild and dissonant
notes, then warming as they continued, chang-
ing the solemn march into the liveliest dance,
-clapping their hanls simultaneously and shout-
ing till the cold white walls resounded with
. the strange hosannas; all the while, those hue-
less, passionless faces gleaming by him, so still
and ghastly mid their shroud-like garments, his
brain began to reel, and he almost imagined
himselt attending the orgies of the dead, of re-
suscitated bodies, with the motions of life, but
without the living soul. Still, over the whole
group there was a pervading solemnity and de-
votion, an apparent abandonment of the whole

world—an anticipation of the loneliness and

litelessness of the tomb, that redeemed it from
ridicule and inspired emotions kindred to awe.
This awe, however, soon elted away in pity
at such delusion, and this sensation became at
length converted into admiration for an object,
at first unnoticed in the general uniformity of
the =cene, but which grew upon his eye, like
the outline of the landscape through the morn-
ing mist. There was one young girl moving
in this throng of worshippers, whose superior
bearing.could not long elude the stranger’s scru-
tiny. Her age might be fourteen or fitteen,
perhaps younger; it was difficult to decide

through the muffling folds of a dress which
levelled every distinction of form and comeliness.
As she passed and repassed him, in the evolu-
tions of their dance, he caught occasional
glimpses of a face, which though pale, betray-
ed the flitting colour through the transparent
skin; and once or twice the soft, thoughtful
grey eyes, were turned towards him, with a
wistful and earnest expression, as if claiming
sympathy and kindness from some congenial
being. Fixing his gaze upon the spot, where
he first beheld her, he watched her returnin
figure with an intensity that at last became visi-
ble to the object of it, for the pale rose of her
cheek grew deeper and deeper, and her beauti-
ful grey eyes were bent upon the floor. Roland
leaned from the window near which be was
seated, to see if it was actually the same world
he had inhabited that morning, so strangcly
were his senses affected by the shrill music,
growing louder and louder, the shuffling, glid-
ing motions, increasing in velocity, and this
swect apparition so unexpectedly mingling in
such an incongruous scene. The breath of
summer redolent with a thousand perfumes
stole over his brow—the blue sky was arching
over his head, never had creation seemed more
lovely or glowing, yet the worshippers within,
deemed they were offering an acceptable sacri-
fice on the altar of God, the sacrifice of those
social affections, which find such beautiful em-
blems in the works of nature. Roland became
so lost in these reflections, he hardly noticed
the closing of the exercise, or heard the mo-
notonous tones of one of the elders, who was
exhorting in the peculiar dialect of his sect.
When the services were concluded, he left the
hall, still watching the motions of the grey-eyed
damsel, in the bold resolution of accosting her,
and discovering if she were a willing devotee.
As she walked along with a light step, in spite
of her clumsy, high-hecled shoes, by the side of
an ancient dame, Roland unconscious of the ex-
treme audacity of the act, and hardly knowing
himself in what manner to address her, crossed
her path,and was in the very act of apologizing
for the intrusion, when his arin was seized with
a sturdy grasp, and he saw the old Shaker who
had introduced him into the assembly, standing
by hisside. ¢ Young man,” said he, in a stern
voice—*do you come here, a wolf in sheep's
clothing, in the very midst of the flock? what
is your business with this child, whom our rules
forbid you to address?”  Roland felt at first
very indignant, but a moment's reflection con-
vinced him he had erred, and transgressed their
rigid rules. He felt too that he had placed
himself in rather a ridiculous situation, and he
stood before the rebuking elder with a blush of
ingenuous shame, that completely disarmed his
wrath. “You are young, very young,” said the
old man—«and I forgive you—you have been
brought up in the midst ot the vanities of the
world and I pity you; yet my heart cleaves to
you, young man, and when vou become weary
of those vanities, as you shortly will, come to
us, and you will find thatpeace which the world
can neither give nor tike away.”

He shook hands with Roland after hic bad

- ————
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spoken, who acknowledged his offence, thanked
him for his counsel and kindness, and mountin,
his borse left him witha sentimentof unfeign
respect; so true it is, that sincerity of faith,
gives dignity to the professor of many a creed
revolting to human reason. Roland looked
back upon the beautiful village, and wonder-
ed at what he had just witnessed. He felt a
strong disposition to linger, that he might dis-
cover something more of the peculiarities of
this singular ang isolated people. Had he known
their incorruptible honesty, their unwearied in-
dustry, their trusting hospitality, their kindness
and charity—had he seen the pale sisterhood
extending their cherishing cares to the children
of orphanage and wnnt,n%e would have been
convinced that warm streams of living tender-
ness were flowing beneath the cold forms of
their austere religion.

Roland Gray was very yonng, and had seen
but little of the world. He had led the seclu-
ded life of a student, and but lately freed from
collegiate restraints, he had been trying his
wings, preparatory o a bolder flight across the
Atlantic. He was now on the way to his sis-
ter, who, with himself, was placed under the
guardianship of the excellent Mr. Worthing-
ton, for they were orphans, left with an inde-
ﬁendent fortune, but singularly destitute of

indred, being the last of their race. An inva-
lid gentleman, ane of his father’s early friends,
was about to travel in foreign climes to try the
benefit of a milder atmosphere, and he urged
Roland to be his companion. Such a propo=al
was accepted with gratitude, and Roland, with
buoyant spirits, returned to his sister, to bid her
farewell, before launching on the *“deep blue
sea.” Lucy Grey was older than her brother,
and from childhood had exercised over him the
influence, with which a few additional years,
Joined to a strength of mind farbeyond her years,
invested her. ﬁle was the object no less of her
love than her pride. She looked upon him as
the last representative of a family, honoured
among the most honorable, and destined to
transmit to posterity his ancestral name, with
unblemished and still more exalted lustre. She
resolved he should ennoble himself by mar-
. riage, and would have scorned, as degrading,

the thought that love might make the youth a
rebel to her will. She believed the affections
entirely under the control of the reason, and
looked upon the passions as vassals to be drag-

to its chariot wheels. Lucy was not loved
by her friends, but she was respected and es-
teemed for the firmness of her principles, and
the strength of her mind. But Roland loved as
much as he revered her. His heart was a
fountain of warm and generous aflections, and
it flowed out towards her, hisonly sister, in the
fulness of a current, that found no other legiti-
mate channel. Accustomed to yield his rash
and ardent impulses to the direction of her
cooler judgment, he looked up to her as the
mentor of his follies, rather than as the com-
panion of his youthful amusements, and now
after an absence of severzl months, partly from
pleasure and partly from business, he looked
forward to meeting her with something of the

feelings of a son, blended with the affection of
a brother. His arrival at Mr. Worthington’s
was hailed with a burst of joy, for Roland had a
face of sunshine and a voice of melody, that
shed light and music wherever he went. In re-
lating his adventures, he failed not to give due
interest to his interview with the Shakers, and
laughed over the Quixotism, that exposed him
toso stern a rebuke. The pretty little Shaker-
ess did not lose any of her attractions in his ro-
mantic description, and he dwelt upon her dove-
like eyes, welting beneath the snows of her an-
tiquated cap, her sweet, appealing countenance
and spiritual air, till Mr. Worthington's child-
less heart warmed within him, and Lucy lis-
tened with apprehensive pride lest her brother’s
excited imagination should coavert this obscure
unknown, into a heroine of romance. It waa
but a transient alarm, for she knew that the
waves of the Atlantic would soon roll between
them, and Roland, surrounded by all the glori-
ous associations of an elder world, would cast
aside every light and ignoble fancy, and fit him-
self for the high station in society, she felt he
was born to fill.- * o % x x

After an absence of four years Roland Gray
appeared once more in the family circle of Mr.
Worthington. His hair had assumed a darker
shade, and his cheek a darker glow, but the
same sunshiny epirit lighted up his brow and
animated his lips; it was Roland Gray still,
only the bloom of boyhood was lost in the sun-
niness of manhood. Lucy’s handsome, but se-
vere countcnance was so irradiated with joy,
it was almost dazzling from the effect of con-
trast; and as she sat by his side, and gazed in
his face, she felt that all her affections and her
hopes were so completely centred in him, they
could be separated only with the bieaking of
her heart. Happy as Roland was in being re-
united to his sister, his attention was not so en-
grossed as to forget the kindly greetings due to
the other members of Mr. Worthington’s house-
hold.

“] have an adopted daughter to introduce
you to,” said Mr. Worthington, drawing for-
ward a young girl who, on the entrance of Ro-
land ha! retreated behind a stand of geraniums,
and busied herself in picking off the faded
leaves. Roland had become too familiar with
beauty in foreign climes, to be surprised into
admiration ofa face however fair, but there was
a sweetness, a modesty and simplicity diffused
over the young face before him, that interested
his feelings aud disarmed his judgment. He
could scarcely tell the color of her eyes, for they
were downcast, but there was something in the
play of her features, that implied she sympa-
thized in the pleasure his coming had excited.
“Roland,” continued Mr. Worthington, evi-
dently delighted -with the reception he had
given his favorite, * this is my daughter Grace,
whom Providence has kindly given to cheer a
widowed and childless heart. You know I look
upon you almost as my son, so you will find in
her, I trust, another sister to love.” Roland
held out his hand with great alacrity to scal
this new compact, but the pretty Grace drew
back with an embarrassment he was unwilling
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to increase, seeing it was entirely unaffected ;
and there was something in Lucy’s glance that
told him che resented the idea of such & part-
nership in his affections. He could not but
marvel where good old Mr. Worthington had
found such a fairy gift, but believing the mys-
tery would be explained in due time, he promi.
sed himself no slight gratification in studying
a character, concealed under such a veil of
bashfulness and reserve. The twilight hour
found the brother and sister walking together
towards their accustomed seat under the syca-
more boughs, the scene of many of Lucy’s for-
mer counsels, and Roland’s high resolves. She
wanted to be alone with him—to guard him
against a thousand dangers and snares, visible
only to her proud and jealous cye. *“Oh! Ro-
land,” said she, taking his hand and looking
earnestly in his face—*do you return un-
changed '—may I still, as wont, presume to
counsel, to direct, and to sustain?’ ¢« Un-
changed in every thing as regards my affection
for you, my dear sister,” replied he—*be still
my mentor and my guide, for I fear with all the
worldly wisdom I have acquired, I am often the
same impulsive being you have so long tried in
vain to bring under the square and compass of
reason and right. Now, I feel at this moment
an irresistible impulse to know who is this pret-
ty God-send of Mr. Worthington’s; did she
drop down from the skies, or did she come on
the wings of the wind "

«1am glad you have opened the subject, Ro-
land, for fbrought you here to warn you of
that girl's influence—do not laugh, for knowing
you so well, I feel bound to prevent an{ impo-
sition on your open, generous nature. I do not
know who she is, probably some poor child of
shame and desertion, whom Mr. Worthington
discovered and educated, for it is but a year
since he brought her from school, and introdu-
ced her as his adopted daughter. He made a
long visit to his relatives, since you left us, and
fonnd her, I believe in the family of his brother,
in & dependent and perhaps menial sitnation.
Charmed by her beauty and beguiled by her
arts, thidgood man conceived the romantic de-
sign of educating her as hisown, and now he is
felicitating himself with another project, that
of securing for this nameless foundling, the
heart and the fortune of Roland Gray.” Ro-
land had heard too much about gentle blood
and honourable parentage, and been too much
under the influence of his aristocratic sister,
not to shrink from the supposition of such an
union, but he protested agaiust the word arts,
which Lucy had used in reference to Grace, for
she looked the most artless of human beings;
and he accused her of injustice towards Mr.
Worthington, who in his singleness of heart
was incapable of making a project of any kind.
“ You must not think it strange,” said Lucy,
“that I, a woman, should not be blinded by the
beauty of one of my own sex, and I know [ am
superlor to the weakness of any. With an in-
sight into character which has never deceived
me, I know that girl to be vain, selfish, and cal-
culating. Mr. Worthington may claii her as kis
daug hter, but he shall never impose her on me,

by the name of sister.” Those who have wit-
nessed the empire an elder sister of com-
manding mind and manncrs is capable of ob-
taining over a younger brother's judgment, will
not be surprised that Roland learned to look
upon Grace with distrustful eyes, though he
could not believe in the duplicity Lucy ascri-
bed to her character, and he invariably treated
her with that consideration due to the situation
she held in Mr. Worthington’s family. It was
impossible, however, to %e domesticated with
her, to be seated at the same table, parties in
the same amusements, near each other in the
evening circle, and the moonlight walks, not-
withstanding the unsleeping vigilance of Lucy,
not to feel the reality of her loveliness, her sim-
Elicity and truth. There was something about
er that haunted him like a dream, and when-
ever she turned her eyes towards him, he ex-
rienced a sudden thrill of recollection, as if

e had seen that fair face before. In the even-
ings Mr. Woithington ‘often challenged Lacy
to a game of chess, for though not a skilful per-
former, he was extravagantly fond of the game,
and Lucy had no rival in the art. She now re-
gretted this accomplishment, as it threw her
brother more immediately into companionship
with Grace, whose conversation, when unre-
strained, was perfectly bewitching, from a mix-
ture of bright intelligence, quick sensibility,
and profound ignorance of the vices and cus-
toms of the world. It was evident she felt op-
pressed by Lucy’s scrutinizing gaze, for when
she was conscious of its withdrawal, her spirits
rebounded withan unobtrusive gaiety, that har-
monized admirably with the life and vivacity of
Roland’s disposition. One evening, as Lucy
was absorbed in the crisie of the game, Grace
was busily plying her needle, making some
garments for a poor woman, whose house and
wardrobe were completely consumed by fire, the
Erevious night; all the ladies in the neighbour-
ood were contributing their part towards re-
lieving her wants, and a very pretty little girl,
with a basket half-filled witﬁ her mother’s
offerings, was waiting till Grace had put the
last stitches into a cap, whose fashion seemed to
fix the particular attention of Roland. The
child, who was a petted favorite in the family,
caught up the cap the moment it was comple.
ted,and drawing it over the soft brown locks of
Grace, laughingly fastened the linen bands.
Roland uttered so sudden an exclamation, it
made Lucy start from her seat, upsetting bishop,
knight, and royalty itself. The mystery was
revealed, the pretty little Shakeress stood be-
fore him. The close linen border, under which
every lock of hair was concealed, transformed
at ance the fashionable and elegant young lady
into the simple and humble Shaker girl. A
scene, which the lapse of years and the crowd-
ing events of a transatlantic tour had effaced
from his memory, returned vividly to his recol-
lection. He wondered he had not recognized
her earlier, but the hue of the soft grey eye
was darkened, and its light more warm and
shifting, her complexizn had a richer colouring,
and shadows of bright hair relieved the fair-
ness of & brow where intelligence and sensi-
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bility now sat enthroned. Then her figure—
now revealed in all the graces of womanhood,
was it the same he had seen muffled in the stiff
starched skirt and 'kerchief moving on high-
heeled shoes with large shining buckles?
Grace blushed deeply beneath his riveted gaze,
and hastily snatching the cap from her g 3
folded it with the other garments she had made
into the basket, and bade the little girl hasten
to her mother. * What is the meaning of all
this bustle ?” said Lucy, looking at Grace with
80 much asperity it made her involuntarily draw
closer to Mr. Worthington. “It means,” said
Roland, delighted and excited by the discovery
he had made, and forgetting his sister’s daily
cautions—* it means that I have found my pretty
Shakeress at last. Ah! Mr. Worthington, why
did not you tell me, that your adopted daughter
and my fair unknown were one ’ Mr. %Vor—
thington laughed, and taking the hand of Grace
drew her upon his knee. ¢ Because the world
is full of prejudice, and I did not like to expose
my girl to its influence. I always wanted to
tell you, but Grace insisted I should allow you
to find it out yourself, for she told me about the
bold youth, who almost stared her out of her de-
votion and her wits. Nay, Grace, I owe him a
thousand thanks, for had he not warmed my old
heart by a description of your loveliness, I never
should have lfone so far out of my journey to
visit your village, begged you of the good

ple for my own, nor would I now bave such a
sweet blossom to shed fragrance over my de-
clining !eara.

“And how,” exclaimed Roland with irre-
sistible curiosily, “how came she amongst
them.” Before Mr. Worthington could reply,
Grace clasped her hands earnestly together,
and cried, “[ was a stranger, and they took
me in; | was an orphan and they clothed me,
sheltered and—" Previously much agitated,
Grace here entirely lost her self-command, and
leaning her head on the shoulder of Mr. Wor-
thington, she wept audibly. Lucy actually
trembled and turned pale. She saw that her
empire was tottering from its foundation. Ac-
customed to interpret every change of her
brother's countenance, she read with terror
the intense expression with which his eyes

were fixed on Grace. She was willin% he -
ove

should marry from ambition, but not for

She had never, for a moment admitted the idea
that another should supplant her in his affec-
tions—a jealousy far more dark and vindictive
than that excited by love, the jealousy of power
took possession of her soul, mingled with a bit-
ter hatred towards the innocent cause of these
emotions. Through life she had bowed the
will of others to her own, and as long as no
opposition roused the strength of her passions,
she maintained a character of integrity and
virtue, that bid defiance to scandal and re-
proach. She did not know herself, the evil of
which she was capable, but now the lion was
unchained in her bosom, and chafed and wres-
tled for its prey. Too politic to attempt check-
ing too suddenly the tide of feeling, yet too
angry to hide her own chagrin, she left the
room, and meditated in what manner she could

5.

best arrest the evil she dreaded. She failed
not, however, to breathe a warning whisper
into her brother’s ear as she passed out. Here
Mr. Worthington entreated Grace to tell Ro-
land all she knew of herself, assuring her, in
his simplicity, that no one next to himself, felt
so deep an interest in her, as he did. Roland
felt no disposition to contradict this assertion,
and joined his own entreaties so earnestly to
Mr. Worthington’s, Grace hesitated not to re-
late her simpTe history. It could be comprised
in a few words. She told of her sad and almost
desolate childhood, of her dwelling in a little
cottage deep in the woods, remote from neigh-
bours or friends; of a dark and cruel man she
called father; here Grace’s voice grew low and
husky—of a pale, sick, and dying, mother, who
was found by a good Shaker, on the bed of
death, and who committed her orphan child to
the care of the kind Samaritan. The man who
had deserted her mother, in the extremity of
her wants, never appeared to claim his child.
She was cherished in the bosom of that benevo-
lent society, where Roland first beheld her,
grateful for their kindness, though yearninﬂ
after freedom and the fellowship of youth, ti
Mr. Worthington came, and offered her the
love and guardianship of a father, if she would
occupy a daughter’s place in his heart and
home. Her father’'s name was Goldman, which
she had willingly resigned for that of Worth-
ington, for the memory she had of him, was
like a dark and terrible dream—fearful to re-
member. The dread that he might appear
some day to claim her, often made her shudder
in the midst of her happiness, but as so many
years had passed away, it was more natural to
suppose he had expiated his cruelty with his life,
Had Mr. Worthington conceived the pro-
ject that Lucy had suggested, and been aware
at the same time of Roland’s family pride, it
is not probable he would have induced her to
reveal to him the sad events of her childhood ;
and had Grace been the artful being described,
she would never have told with such straight-
forward simplicity and deep sensibility of her
father's brutality and vices, nor expressed the
startling fear, that he might still assert the for-
feited rights of nature, and tear her from the
arms of her benefactor. Such thoughts as these
filled the breast of Roland, as Grace continued
heraffecting recital, where truth wasattested by
her blushes and her tears. She unclasped from
her neck a golden chain, from which a minia-
ture was suspended, the sole relic of her mo-
ther. The chain was beautifully wrought,
and indicated that however abject was the con-
dition to which the owner had been reduced,
she had once been accustomed to the decora-
tions of wealth. The miniature was that of a
entleman in the prime of life, with a dark, but
interesting countenance, and dignified bearing.
Grace knew not whether it was her father's
picture, for she had but a faint recollection of
his features, and the Shaker who discovered it
around her mother’s neck, after she was speech-
less in death, could give her no information.
Here was mystery and romance, innocence,
beauty, and youth; and Roland felt as if he
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would gladly twine them together, and bind
them around his heart, as all “he guessed of
heaven.” But while his imagination was
weaving the garland and revelling in its fra-
grance, the vision of

« A sister’s jealous care,
A cruel sister she,”

rose before him, and the wreath faded and the
blossoms fell. With a stinging sensation of
shame, he admitted the conviction, that he
Sfeared his sister. Iie had long worn her fet-
ters unconsciously, but now, when for the first
time they galled and restrained him, his pride
and his heart rebelled against the hand that
bound him in thraldom. Grace retired that
night, with a thousand bright hopes hovering
round her pillow. Roland then was her first
benefactor. It was he, who had awakened the
interest of Mr. Worthington, and directed him
to her retreat. le, the handsome and noble
looking youth, whose dark piercing eyes had
kindled 1n her such yearnings after the world
from which she was excluded, and who for four
years had been the morning and evening star
on the horizon of her memory. She knew
something of this before, but she had never
realized 1t so fully as now; for he had himself
confirmed it, by words, which, though simple
in themselves, were unutterably eloquent, ac-
companied by such looks—she blushed even in
the g:rkness, as she caught herself involunta-
rily repeating, “and have I found my pretty
Shakeress at last?"” For two or three days,
Roland avoided being alone with Lucy, but to
his surprise, she did not seem to desire an op-
portunity to renew her warnings. On thecon-
trary, she was more kind and affectionate to-
wards Grace than she had ever been before,
who in the confidingness of innocence, relied
on her unwonted testimonies of favour, as the
harbingers of her dearest wishes. *“Grace,”
said Lucy——theK were alone and secure of in-
terruption, for Mr. Worthington and Roland
were both absent on business—¢ Grace, are you
willing to tell me of what you are now think-
ing?" Grace started—she had fallen into an
unconscious reverie, and her work lay idly in
her lap; her cheeks glowed painfully, but with
that habitual reverence for truth whichalways
distinguished her, she answered, [ was think-
ing of Roland.” Unprepared for such perfect
ingenuousness, Lucy hesitated a moment, and
conscience upbraided her for the part she was
about to act, but again fixing her keen eye on
a countenance as transparent as crystal, she
continued : “ Has Roland ever told you that he
loved you?” Grace crimsoned still more decply
from wounded modesty and shame, while she
answered in a low voice, “Never!” ¢ Then,”
said the inquisitor, drawing a relieving breath,
“Grace, your task is easy, and I rejoice that he
has made it so; you must not think of Roland,
you must not love him, for he never can be to
you any thing more than he now is.” Grace
turned deadly pale, but she did not speak, and
Lucy went on—* My brother was my father’s
only son, and is sole heir of a name long con-
spicuous for its honours. Our parents died
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when we were both young; but I, as the elder,
became the guardian and guide. To me,on his
death bed, my father committed my young bro-
ther, charging me with the solemnity of that
awful hour, to guard his honour from stain, and
his name from degradation. My father was a
proud and haughty man,and he has transmitted
to his children a portion of his own spirit.
Grace, you have t.ols0 me all the circumstances
of your life; you know there is mystery, but
you may not know in your extreme simplicity,
that there may be disgrace in your birth. The
golden chain that wreathes your neck, shows
that your mother was not born to poverty.
Why then, did she flee from her friends, to bury
herself in eolitude with the dark and cruel man
you called father; and why are you an alien
from your kindred? You ought to know these
truths, which the mistaken kindness of your
friends conceal from you, and I reveal them to
you, that you mar not encourage hopes that
never can be realized; to convince you, you
can never be the wife of Roland. For myself,
hear me, Grace, to the end—if Roland could
forget himself so far as to think of such an
union, I would forever disown him asa brother,
and load with maledictions the being who had
brought such misery on us both.” All the
strong passions at work in Lucy’s bosom, sent
their baleful lustre to her eyes, and poor Grace
shrunk from their beams as if they were with-
ering her very heart. Brought up in the midst
of that gentle and subdued sisterhood, in whose
uniform existence the passions seemed cradled
into unbroken slumber, she had almost forgot-
ten their existence. The terrible dreams of
her childhood were brought back to her. The
curses of her father again rung in her ears—
the helpless cries of her mother. She clasped
her hands despairingly over her eyes—she
knew she had been poor and wretched; butbe-
nevolence and charity had administered to her
wants, and the very remembrance of poverty
had faded from her mind; but disgrace—that
there was a disgrace attached to her that made
it sinful in her to love Roland Gray, that debar-
red her from an union with the honourable and
good—that was the thought that crushed her,
that chilled her blood, and turned her cheeks
to marble and her lips to ashes. Lucy paused
and attempted to soothe the agony she had ex-
cited. Cold herself to the softer emotions, she
had no faith in the eternity of love. Grace,
like a child robbed of its plaything, now wept
and refused tobe comforted, but she would soon
smile animated by some new-born hope. Thus
Lucy tried to reason, while she held her chiil
grasp on the heart of Grace, and bound her still
wore closely to her will. “Promise me,” said
she, “that you will not reveal to any one, the
conversation of this morning—Mr. Worthing-
ton has deceived you, and you would not
meanly appeal to the compassion of Roland—
promise this, and you ehell find in me a friend
who will never forsake you in weal or woe.
Deny it, and you will create an enemy whose
power can make you tremble.” .Grace, with
all her woman’s pride rising to her relicf, atthe
idea of appealing to the compassion of Roland,
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gave the desired promise and still more—~she
voluntarily declared she would rather die than
think of Roland, after what Lucy had just ut-
tered. Lucy, satisfied with her promise, for
she knew her truth, embraced her with com-
mendations which fell heedlessly on poor
Grace’s paralyzed ears—she withdrew to her
chamber, “for her whole head was pained and
her whole heart sick;” and when Mr. Worth-
ington and Roland returned, Grace was said to
be unable from indisposition, to join the circle,
where she was wont to preside an angel of
light and joy. The sympathy and sorrow ex-
cited by so common an event, reconciled Lucy
more than any thing else, to her selfishness and
cruelty. But was she happy in the success of
her operations? She had planted thorns in the
bosom of another—but were there none rank-
ling in her own? Could she, a daughter of this
land of republicanism, shelter herself under the
cold shadow of family pride, from the re-

roaches of her own conscicnce? Ah, no! the

eart is its own avenger, and for every drop of
sorrow wilfully wrung from the eyes of another,
shall be doomed to give only tears of blood.

Roland wondered at the change that had come
over Grace, and sought by every means to as-
certain the cause, but she seemed wrapped in a
cloud -of impenetrable reserve. She avoided
him, but in so quiet a manner, it appeared to
him more the result of sudden indiﬂgience or
aversion, than unexplained resentment. The
sunshine of her smile was gone, and an expres-
sion of calm apathy settled on her brow, where
the alternations of feeling had lately flitted,
like the lights and shadows of a moonlight
landscape. Roland sometimes had a painful
suspicion of his sister, but she had always been
80 open in all her actions, so undisguised in her
least amiable traits, that notwithstanding all
the prejudice she had manifested towards Grace,
he believed her incapable of any mean or dark
designings. Mr. Worthington was anxiousand
alarmed. He was sure some incipient and in-
sidious disease was the cause of her pale and
dispirited appearance. He was constantly feel-
ing her pulse, and inquiring her symptoms,and
insisting upon calling in a physician, till poor
Grace, really glad to shelter herself from ob-
servation, under the pretext held out, acknow-
ledged herself ill, an passively submitted to a
course of medicine, which reduced her soon to
a state of real debility and suffering. They
applied blisters to her forehead to still its hot
throbbings; they drew blood from her veins to
reduce her feverish pulse, and Lucy sat by her
bedside and administered to her unweariedly,
and discussed the nature of her malady, and
talked of its different stages; while all the
time she knew it was herself who had coldly
and deliberately dried up the fountain of hope
and joy, and love, which had sent such roses to
her cheek end sunbeams to the eye. She some-
times trembled in the darkness of night, at the
possibility that Grace might die, under the re-
gimen of this imaginarﬁ disease; and then a
voice whispered, in hollow murmurs, in her
ears, “Thou shalt sleep no more, for thou hast
murdered sleep.” But in day’s broad light, a

witness to Roland’s abstraction, anxiety and
gloom, she steeled her conscience, in reflecting
on the necessity of the act. Let not Grace be
condemned, as too weak and yielding, as too
blind an instrument in the hands of another.
ler education had been peculiar, and her natu-
ral disposition was extremely sensitive and
timid. The first years of her life had been

in terror and sorrow—terror for her fa-
ther’s cruelty, and sorrow for her mother's woe.
Every thing around her was tumultuous and
fearful, and she learned to shudder at the awful
manifestations of evil passions, before she knew
them by name. Transplanted toa scene, where
every thing breathed of peace and silence,
where industry, neatness and order were hea-
ven's first laws, where the voice of dissension
was unheard, and the storms of passion unfelt,
her spirit had been so hushed and subdued,
her sensibilities so repressed, and her energies
held down, she moved along her daily path a
piece of beautiful and exquisite mechanism, but
whose most powerful springs had never been
touched. It is true sge loved the kind and
gentle Shakers, but it was with a tranquil feel-
ing of gratitude and trust. The visit of Roland
Gray acted as an electrical communication be-
tween her and the world to which he belonged.
It seemed to her it must be inbabited by angels;
and when Mr. Worthington came and induced
her benefactor to resign her to his care, she-
welcomed the change as into the garden of
Eden. In the seclusion of a school, her timi-
dity still induced her to shrink within herself;
in the companionship of Lucy, she felt awe-
struck and abashed; but Roland came, and then
she realised the paradise of her imagination.
Every thing around her was music and beauty
and love—flowers sgrang up in the waste
places, water gushed from the rock, and melody
filled the air. To be forbidden to think of him,
to be commanded to wrench him from her heart,
to be made to think of herself as a low and dis-
graced being—Grace would have shuddered at
the idea of impiety, but when she laid her head
on her pillow, willing to be thought sick, rather
than wretched, she certainly wished to die.
But the strength of youth, though prostrated,
rebounded from the pressure. She was not
doomed to the curse o_/P a granted prayer. The
Providence that had. so long watched over her
destiny, still kept its unseen, but unslumbering
vigils. Grace remembered her old friends, the
Shakers, and yearned once more for their still
and ionless existence. She prayed Mr.
Worthington to take her there so earnestly, he
did not hesitate to grant her request, believing
the journey would invigorate her constitution
and change of scene animate her mind. She
spoke not of remaining, and the wish was so
natural and grateful, it could not excite sur-
prise or censure.

“You see,” said Lucy to her brother, the
night before Grace’s departure, *“the influence
of early habits. Perhaps all this time Grace
has been pining after the Shakers. She has
been suffering from a kind of calenture, and
when she sees their green plain, and quiet vil-
lage, she will be happy.” ¢Impossible!” cried
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Roland, completely thrown off his guard by
Lucy’s sudden insinuation. *She is strange
and unaccountable, but I never will believe any
thing so preposterous. She, that sweet, lovely
spiritual creature, to be immured again in their
cold walls, and to wish it, and pine after it
By heavens! Lucy, if I could believe such a
thing, I would go this moment and prevent the
immolation. I will not deceive you; I do not
care any longer for pride and empty sounding
names, and birth and parentage. It is ridicu-
lous to think of such things in this republican
conntry. Grace is equal to the highest; for
she claims her birthright from the Almighty
himself, and carries on her brow the signet of
heaven.” *Stop, Roland, for heaven’s sake,
ahd hear me.” “I will not stop,” continued
Roland; a spirit of determination flashing from
his eyes, she had never seen in them ﬁefore,
*Shall I sacrifice my happiness to a shadow, a
bubble?! No! I have hesitated too long; Ilove
Grace; I love her with all my heart and soul,
and I will gothis moment and tell her so.” He
laid his hand upon the latch, but Lucy sprang
forward like lightning, and seized it in her own
—*One moment, Roland, only one moment; I,
your only sister, ask it.” Roland saw she was
very pale, and he felt her hand tremble as it
grasped him. She was indeed his only sister,
whom he had so much loved, and he felt he had
met her prejudices with too much impetuosity ;
they might yield, perhaps, to softer measures.
“What is it you would say, Lucy? you asked
for one moment, and I have given you more.”
“Only promise to wait till her return; that is
all I ask; I spoke in jest; you knew she would
not remain; Mr. Worthington will never leave
her. Promise me this, dear Roland, and I will
not oppose my pride to your happiness.” Lucy
knew that she was uttering a falsehood, forshe
herself had confirmed Grace in her resolution
to remain; but she had begun to weave the tan-
gled web of deceit, and she wound hersclf
deeper and deeper in its folds. All she wanted
now was to gain time, and she then felt she
should be safe. Roland promised, for delay was
not sacrifice, and he was surprived and grate-
ful for Lucy’s concession.

“Grace,” whispered Lucy, as she embraced
and bid her farewell, “you are acting right;
you will find peace and happiness in the path you
seek. Be assured of my friendship and also my
gratitude.” Grace was mute, butshe gave Lucy
a look that might have melted a heart of stone.

“Grace,” said Roland, “come back to us
soon.” He kept his promise to his sister, but
his voice trembled, his hand lingered as it

ressed hers in parting, and his eyes spoke a
anguage she must have understood, had not
her own been blinded with tears. She met a
warm reception from the friends of her early
days. Tie kind Susan, who had taken the first
charge of her, and acted toward her a mother’s
part, opened her arms to receive her, and when
she saw her faded colour and drooping eyes, she
felt as the patriarch did when he took in his
weary dove to the ark, for she knew the wan-
derer brought back no lﬁrreen olive branch of
hope and joy. Susan had once known the gai-

ties of the world, and tasted its pleasures, but
her heart had been blighted and her hopes be-
trayed, and finding all was vanity, to use her
own expressive language, she had *taken up
her cross and followed her Saviour.” The seal
of silence was placed on the history of her
heart, and Grace dreamed not that one of that
tranquil tribe had ever known the tumult of
human passions. By some mysterious com-
munion however, between soul and soul, Grace
folt an assurance of Susan’s sympathy, and
clung to her with increased affection. It was
long before Mr. Worthington would consent to
leave her behind. “Only a few months,”
pleaded she, *“and then I shall be well and
strong agnin; all I need is quiet.” ¢ The child
is right,” added Susan; “she is weary of the
world and wants rest. She shall dwell in my
tabernacle, and share my pillow, and I will nou-
rish and cherish her as my own flesh and blood.
She will not be compelled to join our worship,
or follow our rites, for we now look upon her
as our guest, our daughter in love, but not our
sister in the spiritof the Lord.” Satisfied with
this promise, Mr. Worthington blessed Grace,
embraced her, and left her, bidding her be read
to return when the first leaf of autumn fell.
She did not sit down and brood over the blight-
ed hopes of her youth. She interested herself
in all their neat and regular occupations, as-
sisted them in gathering the leaves of the me-
dicinal plants, in spreading them on pieces of
pure white linen, to dry; 1n collecting the gar-
den seeds and shelling them out of their
shrunken capsules, with as much readinessand

race, as if she had never learned to touch the

eys of the piano, or to school her steps by the
dancing-master's rule. Dressed in the plainest
robes the fashions of the world allow, so as not
to offend the austerity of their taste, with no
other ornament than her shining hair, simply
parted on her brow, she looked the incarnation
of sweetness and humility; and Susan, seein
her dawning colour, believed she had foun
peace. “Thus will I live,” thought Grace,
‘till Roland marries, and then if my adopted
father claims me, I will try to find happinessin
administering to his.”

One evening, just as the sun had set, she re-
turned from the garden, her white apron gath-
ered up before her, full of damask rose leaves,
while exercise and a bending position had given
her cheeks a hue, warm as the twilight's glow,
and calling eagerly to Susan, to present her
offering for distillation, she crossed the thresh-
hold and stood before—Roland Gray. Electri-
fied at the sight, she let go her apron and the
leaves fell in a rosy shower around her.—
*Grace, dear Grace,” exclaimed Roland, and
both hands were clasped in his own. Now she
had been called dear Grace, and sweet Grace,
and pretty Grace, a thousand times in her life,
but never in such a tone, and with such eyes
looking down into her heart. It is easy to im-
agine why Roland came, and how eloquently
he proved to Grace that he loved her better
than all the world beside, and that he could not,
and would not live without her. For a moment
a flood of rapture, deep and overwheiming,
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to be such, that even the proud Lucy must ac-
knowledge to be equal to her own. His sister,
the mother of Grace, had eloped, when very
young, with a handsome but profligate man,
and being cast off by her parents, she was soon
doomed to eat the bread of poverty, in conse-
quence of her husband’s excesses. Her brother,
as soon as he learned her situation, offered to
support her through life, declaring his intention
never to marry, if she would leave her unprin-
cipled husband. But she, in the strength of
that passion which hopes all, believes ali and
endures all, refused to leave the man she still
loved, and whom she still trusted she might re-
claim. Her brother finding her wedded to her
fate, left her with a purse of gold and his own
miniature as a parting pledge of love, and de-
parted for a foreign %and. Forced to fly from
the clamours of his creditors, Goldman carried
his wife from place to place, till she was far out
of the reach of former friends, when plunging
deeper and deeper in the gulf of inebriation, he
left her to die as we have described, of a broken
heart. For himself, he died a drunkard’s death
by the way-side, and was buried hy the same
humane society that protected his orphan child.
This circumstance had been concealed from
Qrace, nor did she learn it, till her subsequent
visit to the Shaker village. Mr. Maitland, who
had dwelt long in other lands, accumulating
wealth, which his generous heart longed to
share with the friends of his earl youth, re-
turned to mourn over the graves of his parents,
and to seek in vain, intelligence of his lost sis-
ter; till he saw in the crowd, the lovely form
of Grace, such as her ill-fated mother was, in
the days of her beauty and youth. Lucy could
with sincerity offer her congratulations and
welcome as a sister the niece of Mr. Maitland,
though she had scorned the alliance of the hum-
ble Shaker girl. But she felt she was degraded

in her eyes, and this was a punishment to her
proud spirit, keener than the task master’s lash.
Mr. Maitland’s gratitude to Mr. Worthington
was boundless, as it was warm; but he longed
to see the kind Samaritans, who had soothed
his sister’s dying hours and guarded her orphan
child. It was a happy day for Grace, when as
the bride of Roland, she accompan’ed her hus-
band and her uncle to the home of her early
outh. She introduced with pride the noble-
ooking stranger to all her true and single-
hearted friends. ¢ But here,” said she, throw-
ing her arms round Susan, * here is my mother
and my mother's friend.” Mr. Maitland would
gladly have lavished wealth upon them, in re-
muneration for their cares, but they steadfastly
refused his gifts, asserting they had only done
their duty, and merited no reward. * Do unto
others, as we have done towards yours,” replied
these followers of our Saviour's golden rule.
“ When you hear us reviled by the world, and
our worship scorned, and our rites ridiculed,
defend us if you can; and if one of the disciples
of our creed should be in need of succor, be unto
him as a brother, and we ask no more.” ¢ Dear
Susan,” said Grace, when the parting hour ar-
rived, as she lingered behind to bid her fare-
well, “am I not the happiest of human beings?”
“I bless God that you are happy, my child,”
auswered Susan, laying her hand solemnly on
her head—*and long, long may you remain so;
but forget not, days of darkness may come, that
the bridal garments may be changed for sack-
cloth, and ashes be scattered over the garlands
of love. Remember then, O Grace, there is a
refuge from the woes and vanities of the world,
where the spirit may wait in peace for its ever-
lasting home.” Grace wept, but she smiled
through her tears, and seated once more at
Roland’s side, she felt as if darkness and sorrow
could never be her portion.

Written for the Lady's Book.

DESTRUCTION OF BABYLON.—IsA1AR xxi.

As the whirlwinds that "tend on the deadly simoom
Are the sounds of the spoiler that ring on my

ear,
O'er t.hel queen of Chaldea hangs a dark veil of
oom
A m;gntle to shroud her when stretched on her
ier.

From the desert it comes—from a terrible land—
The armies of Elam in bristling array,
With th}:a p:;oud hosts of Media approach hand in
and—
Weep Babylon—weep—to the end of thy day.

No more shalt thou raise thy proud standard on
1gh—
No more shall the nations bow down at thy
shrine—
The close of thy day dream is fast drawing nigh,
And thy glories shall fade in a rapid decline.

Too long hast thou trod on the rest of the world,
And hoped that thy might would continue the
same,
Yet proud queen from thy grandeur thou soon shalt
be hurled,
As—high in thy splendour—so—low in thy
shame.

The Persian draws on with his spear and his bow,
And the steeds of the Median fret for the fight—

The morning shall view the approach of the foe,
But the city’s his spoil at the lone hours of night.

Look down from thy seat in the heavens, oh, moon!

‘And ye stars turn away your brigh{ eyes from
the scene—

From the powers of the earth a proud kingdom is

gone,
From the high throne of glory is cast down a
queen.
JEREMY JERMAYN.
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AT sunrise this morning all hands were
roused from their slumbers by the thrilling cry
from the look-out on the fore-topsail yard of
Land—O!

Who that has lived for many days upon salt
junk, duff puddings, and bilge water, with oc-
casionally a little lime juice mixed with the
latter to kill the small creation going on be-
neath its surface, has not felt his heart leap
within him, and at the signal, has not with a
cry of exultation, hastened from his sluggard’s
pillow to gaze upon the shadowy shore that
stretched out either like a blue line before hi:n,
or that rose from the ocean in blue and snowy
mountain peaks which the rays of morning
tipped with gold.

Upon reaching the deck, Cape Matapan, the
most southern part of the Morea, or Ancient
Pelopennessus was in sight, and high up in the
mid heaven peered a mountain half-way clothed
with snow. What sensations were awakened
by this slight view of the land where once
flourished sages and philosophers, patriots and
heroes, gods and goddesses, dragons and satyrs;
the same tall mountains stood before me that
met the gaze of Ulysses and of the Argonauts,
and perhaps old Jason himself took his depar-
ture from or corrected his reckoning by an ob-
servation of its rugged peak. This was fairy
land, and cold and barren as appeared its shores
amid the grey of morning, all hands were look-
ing out for temples and columns.

All night I had dreamed of acqueducts, be-
neath whose mighty arches the cymbals of the
Goths and the Vandals clashed to the grand
march of the Rodericks, and now with what
delight did I hail the rising shores of Greece.

Here too the apostle of Christ, when the
winds blew heavily upon his bark, after sailing
“under Crete,” turned his weary eye and
gathered some glimpse of hope from the shep-
herd’s lights that twinkled from the misty hills.
8o intense were we all in gazing upon the
shore that we came very near sailing over a
fleet of Genoese Carracks bound to Venice.
What a thought—how wondertul—a land that
was not known until the Genoese pilot dared
to discover it against the supposed laws of
Nature, now holding within its bosom a nation
less than a century old, as formidable, if' not
the most so of any in the world, whose single
frigate could destroy the fleets of the Venetian
Republic, were they as numerous as when she
was mistress of the sea '—Had we have met in
war, in vain would the bard have exclaimed:

“ Oh for an hour with blind old Dandolo.”

A strong Levanter now set in, and it was with
difficulty that we weathered Cerego, where
the English flag was seen floating gaily over
the rocky clitis.

In tacking we saw the blue shores of Crete
and Moant lda's glistening peak towering in
majesty above— ’

*Tis beautiful at close of day

To sce the sun *mid Grecian Isles,
Descend, and with his parting ray

Light up the gorgeous marble pilen,
Which tower as in the days of yore,

On mainland steep and miand shore.

Oft have I viewed from purple peaks

‘The matchless glories of that hour,

When hues unmatched by beaaty’s cheeks
Barhcd sea and sky and hill and twower;
And made the distant isle of brown,

A place where gods might well come down,

Towards evening we passed the Isle, and
as we swept slowly along by Cytherea, we
stood in too near the coast, and found ourselves
at the close of day upon a lee shore—the wind
was light, but still our situation was precarious,
We were sailing between two half spent thun-
der storins, with a clear sky ahead—and as my
eye fell upon the grand outline of the Morea
lit up by a most gorgeous sunset, I could not
help \nhxspering those lines which Byron loved
80 well:

“ Slow sinks, more lonely ere its race be run,
Along Morea's hills, the setting sun.”

After a vain attempt to sail over a reef, we
found that the only way to get out was by the
way we came in, and accordingly all hands
were called to duty.

Thirteen times we tacked ship in one hour,
and the ripple of the man-of-war as she parted
the waves where Venus rose to light seemed
almost sacriligious. ’

I looked over the side of the ship, but not
one of the poor relations of the immortal god-
dess could I see sporting her white limbs in
the chrystal water, so I even turned to the yel-
low bluff that rose to a great height alarmingly
near ug, upon which a pirate’s light was burn-
ing, to allure us to destruction. This island is
fit for any thing rather than the retreat of a
goddess, and one of our ship’s boys sang out—
¢ Zounds, Jack, is'nt that pudding point bluff
in Boston harbor ?"—The coast resembles that
of the straits, both on the Andalusian and
African side, seeming bleak and grand and
desolate, save when the snow gleamed in the
moon-beams, or the watch light danced over
the waters from the iron bound coast.

After many ineffectual struggles we got
clear of the island, and bidding her goddesship
good night, spread out our white wings for
Athens, at the rate of six knots per hour.

During the night we past Hydra and Egina, .
and at sunrise we came in sight of Cape Colon-
na, where the white pillars of Minerva’s Tem-
ple gleamed upon the sleeping waters.

In a few hours more, leaving the Bay of Sa-
lamis on the left, and the Tomb of Themistoc-

-les on the right hand, we swept between the

illars of the gate where the Lions of Saint

arks once rested in their majesty, and an-
chored in the Pireans,

Long we endeavored to discover the inland
city, but at last one of the men cried out
¢ Look there !”—I did =0, and at the distance of
four miles in the interior, the Acropolis, with
its templea towered beforc me, and Athens
slumbered amid her ruins at its feet.

J. E. D.
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Ix infancy and childhood, a careful attention
to the diet, is of the highest consideration; for
faults in regard to it at this reriod especially,
must produce the most baleful influence, either
creatinﬁ morbid predispositions 1n the system, or
strengthening and exciting such as already ex-
ist. The nourishment should be in sufficiency
to answer the demands of the economy, but
never in excess. If the diet is defective in
early life, the organs will not be duly developed,
and the body will be feeble, and continue pue-
rile in many of its characteristics—a state inti-
mately associated with a consumptive predispo-
sition. And on the other hand, if it is supera-
buudant and exciting, a plethoric and inflam-
matory state of the system will be induced,
highly incompatible with the equable and
healthful play of the different functions, and
tending indirectly to waste the energies of life.
How often is it, that fat, plethoric, meat-eating
children, their faces looking asthough the blood
was just ready to ooze out, are with the great-
est complacency exhibited by their parents as

tterns of health! But let 1t ever be remem-

red, that that condition of the system, popu-
larly called rnde or full health, and the result
of high feeding, is too often closely bordering
on a state of disease.—Sweester.

Nature, the safest of guides, has plainly indi-
cated the diet she has designed for early in-
fancy; and mothers will do a positive wrong to
their offspring, by neglecting her dictates.
The child, during its early existence, should
derive its nourishment exclusively from human
milk, and from that of the mother, unless cir-
cumstances forbid ; when anamable, temperate,
healthy young nurse should be employed.
specify such qualities, because it is well esta-
blished, that turbulent and evil passions, bad
diet, stimulating drinks, and depraved health
from any cause, necessarily vitiate the secre-
tions, and among others, that of the milk, ren-
dering it more or less deleterious to the tender
being it is designed to nourish. Medicines, in-
troduced into the system of' the nurse, act
speedily on the infant; and iu truth, few secre-
tions are more affected by incidental circum-
stances than that of the milk. It therefore be-
hooves every nursing mother, who regards the
well being of her offspring, and especially if
her constitution is fceble and delicate, to pay
particular attention to all those circumstances
of diet and regimen which tend to insure moral
and physical health.—Idem.

A cold is generally produced by the indivi-
dual going from the external cold air into the
warm air of a heated room. When a person,
in cold weather, goes into the open air, every
time he draws in his breath, the cold air passes
through his nostrils and windpipe into the
lungs, and consequently, diminishes the heat of
these parts. As long as the person continues
in the cold air, he feels no bad effects from it;
but as soon as he returns home, he approaches
the fire to warm himself, and very often takes
some warm and comfortable drink to keep out

the cold, as it is said. Now this is the very

way to fix a cold in the head and chest, because

of the sudden tramsition effected in the tempe-

ll;ature of the parts by the incautious use of
eat.

The individual who follows this practice soon
perceives a glow within his nostrils and breast,
as well as over the whole surface of the body,
which is succeeded by a disagreeable dryness
and huskiness felt in the nostrils and breast.
By and by a short dry tickling cough comeson;
he feels a shivering, which makes him draw
nearer to the fire, but all to no purpose; the
more he tries to heat himself the more he be-
comes chilled.

It should therefore be a rule with everyone
when they come out of a very cold atmosphere,
never to fgo at first into a room that has a fire
in it, or if they cannot avoid that, to keep for a
considerable time at the utmost distance from
it, and above all, to refrain from taking warm
or strong liquors for some time. This rule is
founded upon the same principle as the treat-
ment of frost-bitten parts. If they were brought
to the fire they would soon mortify; whereas,
when they are first rubbed with snow, and
brought to their natural heat gradually, no bad
consequences follow. Hence, if the tollowing
rule were strictly observed, when the whole
body or any part of it, is chilled, bring it to its
natural feeling and warmth by degrees, the
frequent colds experienced in winter would, in
a great measure, be prevented.—Anon.

When you are actually labouring under a
cold, don’t wrap up in flannel, nor otherwise
keep yourself hot, nor drink much hot liquid;
for this inevitably makes bad worse. It should
be remembered that a cold is a slight fever, and
therefore the proper treatment is, to indulge a
little in a very moderately warm atmosphere,
to live low and on food of a moderate tempera-
ture, and to keep the bowels open. Unless the
atmosphere be damnp, no one with a cold ought
to keep within dours the whole of the day.— Idem.

>
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On an itinerant Italian Boy, found dead in the snow on the
Western Moors of Yorkshire, in 1823,

WRrarrT in thy snow-wreath shroud, poor youth!
Far from that soft Italian vale

Where first thy bright eycs saw the light,
Oh! who shall tell thy hapless tale ?

Perhaps even last night’s sun beheld
Thy mother lingering at her door,
8till living on the latent hope,
Of sccing those bright eyes unce more.

If spirits at the mortal hour,
To distant realms like thought can dart,
That thou art gone from this sad world,
How weighs like truth upon her heart.

But thou would'st sooth her fearful dream,
And tell her, tho’ thy glowing brow

Is cold—and quench’d thine eyc’s clear fire—
Thou art a happy spirit now.

-London. F.
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TO JESSIE, FROM SCOTLAND.
BY MRS. FRANCES 8. 08GOOD, LONDON.

Anr! soon again thou'lt gaily tread
Thine own dear land, the fair and free !

The welcome-home will soon be said,
Which I shall envy thee!

Again the breeze and thou wilt meet,
Upon the sunny brae,

Again before thy bounding feet,
gl'he wimpling burn will play :

And thou wilt give the Highland girls,
That bonnie smile of thine,

And gracefully amid thy curls,
The Highland gowans twine! *

Ah! many a loving heart thou'lt leavc,
'Neath England’s glowing sky,

And many alip will fondly grieve,
To say “ Good-bye ! “ Good-bye !

But none within their memory,
That winsome face will shrine,

With warmer interest for thee,
Than I, in mine:

Then, when thine own fair, mountain home,
Thou seek'st, with footsteps free,
Wilt think of one still doomed to roam,
Who envies thee ?
London, 1838.

THE TALE OF AN ERONAUT.

AND HIS REFPLECTIONS ON THE MORAL CHARACTER OF A BALLOON.

’.

[Fn a Grave Letter from GiLazrT Gas, Esq.,t0 Mico Munpa~us.]

BY GRENVILLE MELLEN.

—————————A boat not ri%g'd,
Nor tackle—sail—uor mast.—Tempest.

Say ; how eame you hither?
Boats.—1f 1 did t‘ink, Sir, I were well awake,
1’d strive w0 wll you.~ lbid.

A sEcRET it must ever remain, my worthy
Mike, whether ] was among the wise ones who
witnessed the ascent of Robertson from Castle
Garden during the memorable year of 1825. A
disclosure of the fact, in this day of the world,
might something affect my future fame; and
you know I am as rationally regardful of that
matter, as most men are of their health ; while,
let me tell you, I find increasing reason every
day, to keep a sound reputation in regard to
the patronizing of sights, adventures, and ex-
travaganzas, at a time when society bas grown
too wise or too grand to hanker after wonders,
and treats as a visionary that mightier creature
than Newton, who looks down 1nstead of up,
and swears reverently the earth is hollow, and
has houses and humanity at its centre.

A word of this man, and then to lighter
matters,

The extent of his heresy was a harmless
kind of philosophy—which taught, or rather
protested, that there was a central power—a
sort of imperium in imperio—in plain English,
a world of living creatures like ourselves, in-
habiting the interior of this singular globe.
For my own part, I considered the hypothesis
of the ingenious gentleian, as entitled to high
consideration for the originality of the concep-
tion, and the arguments which supported it ; and
when [ saw the system just let loose, and the
projector only waiting for the treasury to open,
and ships to go, withal—and he would enter at
the pole, and sail gloriou-ly in upon them, with
a fair breeze, which, unlike that at other caves,

is perpetually rushing, like a continual mon-
soon, into the excavation. I had little doubt
that he was yet to open for this great country
channels of wealth and enterprise, of which
you and Captain Cook dreamt but little—be-
come the founder of plans and improvements, be-
fore which all the artificial avenues to our lakes
will appear like streamlets; and finally, my
dear knight, show to your unbelieving eyes the
practicability of a canal beyond the arctic cir-
cle, or of a railway to the nadir.

All this, you will say, is a sad digression to
commence with. But it is merely going into
the earth, for a few moments, instead of above
it. So, now to return.

I am not about to tell you a tale of disaster,
like that of Madame Blanchard, whose unfor-
tunate catastrophe is dire proof that a woman
in a balloon is either out of her element, or too
high in it—nor of disgrace, like that of Mon-
sieur Guillé, who floated, a few years ago, just
above the steeples of New York, to show the
sovereign people how easy it was to demon-
strate Napoleon’s maxim of the near relation-
ship of the sublime to the ridiculous, by a ra-
pid movement from *“thin air” to the mud of
the North River. Such small affairs as these,
my dear Mike, will not suit ypur appetite for
the marvellous, nor my system of adventure.

The ascension of Gilbert Gas, Sir—and I am
now too old and toc philosophic to speak of
things vauntingly—was something which his-
tory has not seen fit to record, because no one
would believe it, entirely, but myself. But {
do aver that never was there man who has
sailed higher above the earth, under a little
globe of silk; never one who has voyaged it
over a greater portion of the world, buoyed up
by a parcel of hydrogen; and never one who



62

TALE OF AN ERONATUT.

has staid so long among clouds and ether; all
which, to say, you see, requires no moderate
share of pretension. But still I do say it, em-
phatically. If others have measured miles in
their career, I have measured degrees. If any
have floated with a quick pulse, over pathy
rivers,and channels,and cities, I have mounted
and sallied away over cceans and mountains
and continents. If any have washed their
hands in the second layer of vapor, I have
bathed over and over in the thin particular
misis which constitute the milky way—ridicu-
Jously taken for stars by almanack-makers, and
short reasoners;—and if any have been so
daring as to believe in their approach to the
planets, I can very coolly say I have sailed the
entire distance between the horns of the moon,
and know the sum total in English miles, to a
hair. There are many, my dear knight, who
will credit little of this. They are men who
are not used to believing. There is a kind of
infirmity in their faith, and they are really ob-
jects of charity. To them I would say, par-
ticularly slow—* go—cast a sum in simple ad-
dition, and be sure you prove it before you die.
That is the great end and object of your exist-
ence. [ have nothing to do with you.” Then
there are others, who know what Mr. Hume
says—= that in Politics two and two do not al-
ways make four”—and, more than that, believe
it. These are the men for my meridian—and
while they live, my stories will have the sanc-
tion of wisdom, faith, and good sense, to help
them through their editions.” Finally, whether
they are bhelieved or not, is no vital question
with me, who really have no great interest in
any body or thing, my dear Mike, save yourself
and the next administration; and it is no small
consolation to me, in this waste of pen and pa-
tience, to reflect, that you will swallow the
whole, let the rest of the world actas it pleases.

It was eometime early in June of & year it
would be needless to mention, that 1 prepared
for my ascension in one of the mightiest cities
of the Union. There was a great deal of ex-
citement at the timme, as well on account of
the adventure as of myself. Report had made
me the most daring, as it had the most myste-
rious, of men. A few minds, just left fallow of
witchcralt, were willing and eager to connect
me with all the ungodly and marvellous spirits
that held family connection with Beelzebub;
and some went so far as to suggest, that—
saving the law—I was the devil himself; and
that a strange smell of sulphur was observed at
the inflation, which ir fact was effected without
any of the chemical flummery usual at such
times, and was certainly done by a sort of gas
from Hades, which it would puzzle Sir Hum-
phrey Davy himself to decompose. My dress,
moreover, was calculated to attract attention,
and inquiry; for 1 found it as well to encour-
age this idea of something supernatural, and
bold beyond all fame, as it procured more
guineas and gazes. And I also thought, very
reasonably, that if I afterwards perished in this
way, my fall would be considered merely as my
passage to the infernal dominions, where I
righttully belonged.

My huge vehicle was meanwhile swaying
and beating about in the enclosure, its gay
colors glancing in the sun, and the cords that
confined it, singing in the tension that was
every moment given them by its rolling and
heaving motion. The balloon was of uncom-
mon dimensions, and painted with all the gro-
tesque and wild figures of heathen mythology.
The car was fanciful and rich. A fine white
bear-skin hung over the side, and two flags—
one red as blood, and the other black as death,
flaunted at either extremity.

To make the matter short, I entered. The
lines were cut, and I rose from out the multi-
tude. A wild and incessant roar from beneath
came up and broke ell around me; and, as I
left the earth, I can remember how singularly
the volumes of sound seemed to die away on
the air below, until it appeared to me there
was no such thing as sound in existence; and
as [ looked down upon the mass of heings, and
waved my portentous flags over their upturned
faces, I could see a confused heaving of hats
and handkerchiefs, until men and women were
identified with the earth, or sunk into atoms
that the eye could not particularize. I recol-
lect the bursting laughter of some, the rude
farewells ot others, and the faint shrieks of fe-
males, as I stood stretching out my arms over
the multitude under me, until noise and sight
began to fail, and I found my only world was
myself and my balloon. My red ensign was
thrown out, after I had attained a comfortable
height, and I can remember that it was borne
away by a galloping troop of boys; while a
pestilent sand-bag which I cast over as a lega-
cy, was seen to fall into the midst of a set of
sorry fellows, who had been making me the
subject of their mirth.

A sharp wind was blowing out of the west
as I ascended,and I was borne rapidly seaward.
The sun had long passed his meridian—indeed
was already growing fiery upon the horizon.
Spires and domes under me caught the last of
his light, and glittered like particles of gold in
his beams. But they all seemed sunk to one
flat dead level with the whole world; and the
city itself, which was the last object I turned
my straining eyes upon, was no bigger than
the vehicle under which I was bounding away
into the upper air.

Meanwhile I was cautiously divesting my
car of every thing which might possibly delay
or weigh upon the speed of my ascent; for, to

higher than any body else had dared or
reamed to go, or should go, after me, was my
sensible intention. In short, I was determined
to penetrate as far into this matter, as gas and
rseverance wolild allow ; to scale the moon,
if the attractions would play fair with me; and
to travel, withal, at a rate, which even the
spirit of steam had not imagined, over as much
space as wind and weather would permit. As
to my mode of life it is very unnatural for you
to ask any questions about it ; and if you do, I
shall merely refer you to Master Milton, who
said of Adam, “the world was all before him ;"
a convenient mode of providing for an outcast
hero, it must be confessed, but which suits my
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case extremely well, eaving that the world
was all delow me, emphatically, and was be-
coming more and more so every moment.

Behold me, then, my dear Mike, carcering
away into the fields of blue—the winds rushin
and roaring around me, like the waves, wit
their noise among the cliffs—and the clouds
passing like swift messengers all about me.
Sunlight bad sunk completely down ; and the
stars were beginning to break above me, with
a brilliancy and glory, of which I never had a
vision. ‘The azure was deepening and deepen-
ing as [ went up, until it took a hue of black-
ness which you on earth know nothing about;
and, to crown the singularity of the ecene,
night was chutting around me amidst stars, and
winds, and clouds. The moon was travelling
up from the ocean, and lay right in my path as
I floated onward. There wus%ner light, stream-
ing out upon the wilderness of brilliant things
on every side of me; while she rode like a
queen among her vestals. It was indeed a
aifght of unsurpassed sublimity, the effulgence
of these countless spheres, glancing upon m
silken globe; while, to feel that I was still
rising upwards, as though to mingle with them
in their places, carried with it something. of an
almost terrific consciousness.

I wrapped me in my wild bear skin, and lay
with m'] face upward, in my little car. A
sense of oppression and drowsiness came over
me, and I began to fear I had been too presump-
tuous. Some foolish fellows, like yourself,
Mike, have endeavoured to convince me that
I lost my reason, and my sensation, indeed, at
this period of my voyage ; and that to call what
I am about to relate any thing more than a pal-
pable dream, is hardly warranted, be the case
what it may. But I am not disposed to part
company with my reason so easily as some peo-
ple imagine; and am slow to understand why
a man may not visit the stars—so he arrange
his conveyance—as well as Rome, or his rela-
tions. Be that as it may; as I before suggest-
ed, you are enlisted to give unqualified credence
to my story, and your belief is the only matter
that concerns me. .

The wings of all the winds were now fast
liting me into the very provinces of the
planets and constellations. Had I, alas! been
even a tyro in astronomy, Newton and his
Principia would long ere this have been explo-
ded and forgotten, in the startling wonders
which were here revealed to me. You may
depend on it, my dear knight, that your astrolo-
gers are the veriest swindlers under the skies
in which they ramble; and that Dr. Herschel
never cultivated any particular acquaintance
with a balloon. The poets, after all, have come
nearer the truth than any sect of those fanciful
fellows who have presumed to speculate on
these things; and in the pretty but somewhat
blasphemous conceit which personifies the
“living lustres,” you have a developement of
the whole mystery. Listen, Mico, and be wise.
I should judge it was about midnight when the
singular sensation I have mentioned over-
powered me. I was then literally as high as
the most aspiring and fortunate of my fellows.

My flight must have been somewhat rapid, in-
deed; but it only proves how mistaken you
wise ones are in the matter of heights and dis-
tances, when they pretend ruvefy to discuss
the subject of astronomical phenomena. Iiere
I was in the course ofa few hours amidst Jupi-
ter and his satellites—keeping company with
comets—paying my salutations to the moon—
and silently making my way through whole
acres of circling flashy creatures, all floating,
without an instance of collision, hither and
thither, and forming the fuycst and most
agreeable company imaginable.

They each appeared to wme, indeed, noble,
spherical personages, of excellent capacity, look-
ing muchas they do from my attic—silver bright
as ever, and a thousand times more imperial.
But the most pregosterous of it was, they were
the most conversible spheres you would wish to
see: and it was no small matter of amazement
with me, to hear, as I circulated among and
about them, voices as sweet and as mueical as
the tones of a woman! There were the bright
brothers of the constellation Gemini—the twins
of Leda, hymning a diviue duett, to the tune of
Jasonand the Argonauts. And there were the
seven stars, those beautiful Pleiades, chattering
and chaunting, as they sailed along, in purest
harmony. And beside them I could hear the
faithful satellites, passing the word of command
as from sentinel to sentinel, in tones of particu-
lar melody. In short, the music of the spheres
was no longer a mystery to my tried imagina-
tion. The moon, however, with whose moun-
tains and mode of government I have the com-
placency to think I am sufficiently acquainted,
was the chief object of my deep attention. 1
was apparently passing by her broad-faced ma-
Jjesty, and, being important as an alderman, she
moved so slow, that I could hear the suppressed
conversation she was carrying on in Alexan-
drines, with one of Jupiter’s attendants, who
held a like capacity with herzelf. And, my dear
Mico, I would observe here, as a preliminary—
though perhaps not an important one—that I
could see no good reason why this luminary of
ours should be distinguished by the gender,
which astronomers have been pleased to give
ber.

From all I could gather, I was convinced she
was maturing some vengeful affair against our
poor planet, which was now glittering under
me, like a dollar in the first days of its discount.
She seemed to think our valiant republic was
too much given to shipping, and too little to
science. \glhi]e all Europe was teeming with
observatories,and Dr. Herschel, with his teles-
cope, like the magicians of Thessaly, was lite-
rally bringing her down to the Earth in the

“little island, that vile America was completely

absorbed in navigation, tonnage, and gain. She
was therefore determined to exert her two-fold
influence, with a vengeance; and operating
with the full force of her magic upon the ocean
and the brain, wind up craniologists at once—
make booksellers and publishers the gulls of
the day—and authors, poets, and song writers,
the only persons recognized assane in the law,
and the only money-getting species of the
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whole population. Then, by suddenly with-
drawing all water from the coast, by an extra-
ordinary tide, she would leave every ship we
could register, in a hopeless dry-dock, our mer-
chants in a inelancholy, to which any that an
embargo can generate, is a fool—and per-cent-
age and patience both below par. Literati and
almanack makers alone should prosper. Moon-
struck printers should lose the power of calcu-
lation, and fine writers should grow rich on the
Junacy of the buyers of copy-rights. And all
this should be visited upon them, because the
country had become a mere market for mer-
chandise ; had taken the phenomenon of the
tide, as well as time, *by the forelock,” and
made no investigation of its wonders, while it
could realize the harvest of its changes. *The
shall learn,” said she, “that we are wort
looking after, and that I am the supreme regu-
lator of their cotton speculations. They shall
cultivate letters, instead of tobacco.”

Feclinga reasonable interestin the affairs of
my countrymen, and knowing that you, my
worthy friend, had some matters at stake, on
the salt sea, I was desirous—naturally enough,
you will confess—to get out of this ominous at-
mosphere. Whether it was that I was just dis-
covered—(and I wondered, to be honest, that I
was not unoticed before)—or, that I was con-
sidered in the light of an intruder ‘mid these
menacing disclosures, inasmuch as I might be-
come a traitor to the designs, as I had very re-
ligiously determined to be; how these things
were, I know not: But I can well remember,
that on a signal given by one of these bright-
eyed gentry, I and my balloon were assailed by
the full slogan of the whole system. ¢Out of
his attraction! out of his attraction!” and,
with the word, I became convinced that shoot-
ing stars are no miracle in this quarter, and
that comets have longer tails than Encke is
aware of. It is sufficient for you to know, Mike,
and for me to recollect, that I seemed at once
precipitated, in a manner that made me very
unhappy; and I was brought to full remem-
brance by an explosion, I presume, of one of
these lunar rockets, at a very unenviable dis-
tance from my vehicle. I started on my feet
at the intonation, and found myself' over the
outstretched and booming ocean, a storm
going loudly and heavily under me, and my car
but a few hundred feet above a battleship, that
was strugeling sublimely with the waves, and
firing mmute guns, the last smoke of which
was just mingling with the foam and the tem-

est.
P Tlere was no time to be lost. I must either
rise or perish. The great ship was inevitably
going to the bottom. I could sce the terror
and tumult on board. The decks were
crowded. Females were among them, and
their robes and long hair were blowing straight
in the wind. A confused and terrible cry rose
from desolate creatures. I could easily per-
ceive that they discovered me. DBut my ap-
pearunce was apparently a new source of
Lorror. My black flag was still streaming from
its staft. I was banging paleand wild over the
side of my boat; and though not sinking, my

balloon was tossing like a feather upon the
roaring and misty air. I had continued to
lighten it all I could, in this extremity; and
succeeded in rising once more, as I threw my
last glance upon the unfortunate vessel, and
saw them on board pointing at e, as at some
portentious prodigy, and with a shriek hidin,
their disbevelled heads in their hands, an
hurrying away from my sight. The scene was
soon closed. While I was tortured at the idea
of merely possible escape, in my own situation,
with the certainty, at the same moment, that
to save one of those creatures, was an impossi-
bility, she went down! One loud thunder-
burst of the waters, and the weltering main
swept on as before ! * * * *

I drew my shaggy covering over me, and
shrunk into my frail tenement. Every thing
remained firm. I had hopes that the tempest
would spare me; and now that I had lost sight
of the bellowing sea, and was moving amidst
the storm-clouds above it, I believed I might
reach the land of which I had obtained a glimpse
in the morning light.

Nor was I mistaken. The tempest did spare
me. It evidently abated—and I enjoyed the
terrible sublimity of ascending through volumes
of driving clouds, assuming forms of every wild
description that can be conceived, and this, too,
with a comfortable sense of security, and a fair
chance of eventual safety. While it was yet
morning, 1 was floating slowly and beautifully
over the fields and hills of a foreign land.

Like all unbelieving men, gentle Mico,
among whom you sensibly do not allow your-
self to be numbered, even you may here feel
ly]oul' faith a trifle staggered. To be sure you

ave been but a short time reading my tale
thus far, and to pass the brave Atlantic within
the same period, would seem a little like art or
magic. But, my dear knight, you know few
things about steam-power and balloons, if you
confine your learning on motion and velocities
to the antiquated doctrine of Sabbath-day’s jour-
nies; besides, the books of bravado upon such
subjects, tell you that a day in the moon is
equal to thirty of our owg! And my own faith
is, that I was in that lamentable section of the
universe a reasonable portion of a night;—
whereby, without any further foolish question-
ing, it 18 evident I might very naturally arrive
over Holland by day-break. Should you prose-
cute your pestilent inquiries any further, how-
cver, and wonder why, after the lapse of some
years, the threats of your mistress moon have
not been particularly executed, I can only an-
swer you, that it is doubtless owing to the gen-
der ofy the creature; and that she, who invaria-
bly changes once a month, cannot raise better
expectations from her promises or her threats,
in the minds of sceptics, than she appears to
have excited in your own.

For my vwn part, 1 am not sure that these
protestations of this great personage, so pecu-
culiarly interesting to us, are not yet to come
to some account; and I would advise our cau-
tious, gold-getting publishers to look shrewdly
about them, and do some unguestionable deed
of patronage upon the first literary worthy who
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may chance to fall within their shadow. After
that, let them be hasty to make their last testa-
ments; lest they become the subjects of these
tremendous menaces, in the midst of their din-
ners, their editions, and their intestacies, and
walk about among poor booke and builiffs, the
veriest ‘‘minions of the moon,”

As to the threat which brings in jeopardy our
pational existence, there is too much reason to
fear its fulfilment, unless we become rationally
scientific before another year passes. The
apprehension of something of this eort, indeed,
zeems to have been a presentiment with a late
chief magistrate; and if you turn to the first
message with which he saluted us, you will find,
that he very sensibly recommended the erec-
tion of observatories, that we should do our
duty to the constellations and the cause of
science. Whether he had any secret interview
with our ¢ pale lady,” or employed an astrolo-

to furnish forth a portion of his state paper,
it becomes not me to say; but [ am free to
avow, that if I had been President of the Uni-
ted States—(from which calamity all good
stars preserve me !) sinking the style, I would
bave urged the subject to the very brink of m

larity ; and if that had not *answered,”
f would incontinently have built the *light
house” myself.

There can, therefore, be little doubt, my dear
Mike, that if we insist upon this base system of
bargaining, ships and bales—of abeolute, un-
yieldi.ng. barefaced business, to the utter exclu-
sion of that lordly patronage which places
science beyond the ce of trade, and of that
literary enthusiasm which prints for nothing,
the very tides will some day or night give us
the go by, and the President, and myself, and
my Elloon, be remembered with gratitude, but
atthe same time with grief and despair. That
other “tide in the affairs of men,” alas! will
be of no avail to us then; and we shall find,
when it is too late, that moonshine is an ingre-
dient of vital importance in the constitution,
and a political attribute of the highest rank.
You are free to make these things known as far
as your influence extends; and I hope we shall
both see, before the new moon of six months
hence, her power and importance acknow-
ledged, astronomical observatories by scores—
science outsailing our ships—poets on salaries
—and authors fentlemen at lur%:.c

Meanwhile I will bring you back to my bal-
loon, which is now balanced, mid air, over the
tents of a battle-field. I fear, my dear Munda-
nus, that these things are in snme respects, be-

ond your comprehension. But you ought to
know, that when the uis de Landes, who
was the first, I believe, who attempted an as-
ceasion in Paris, rose before the people, and
was so cavalierly waving his hat over their
faces, his creditors began to think of their divi-
dends, and the priests to calculate how much
Apollyon bad given for his soul! Moreover,
that when Mr. Lunardi, whose very name
proves him to bave been a legitimate eronaut,
eoared, the first in England, above the metropo-
lis, he and his vehicle were regarded as some-
thing uhsolut:ly unearthly; as it was only

6

with much protestation, that the enterprising
Roman could find assistance to descend, so de-
termined were the Christians to have nothin,
to do with ¢ the devil in his house.” You wi
not wonder, materially, then, that my appear-
ance was regarded with interest, especially
upon the eve of a conflict which was to shake
the world ; or even with awe, at such a crisis,
and with nations, almost, for my spectators. In
short, I was over Waterloo; and whatever was
the peculiar belief in balloons, of those who saw
me, or the prevailing idea about the imperti-
nency of my situation ; as to you, who hear me,
there is no question at all. Your duty is pas-
sive. You are to listen, like a Turk to a story-
teller, and more than that, as I said twice be-
fore, believe it all, like an ancient and true
knight.

I was floating just at that comfortable eleva-
tion, which enabled me to enjoy a panorama of
the field, and yet not beyon t{e reach of any
boisterous shells or bullets that might come
commended to me. But I presume both ar-
mies were too much engaged with aftairs more
terrestrial than myself, to expend their specu-
lations or ammunition, to any extent, upon the
vehicle above them. Besides, it is more than
probable, that as I lay about midway between
the hosts, on the right of the ridge of La Belle
Alliance; my appearance, moreover, operating
as an omen to either party, and my neutral po-
sition leaving a lglonoux; uncertainty with the
claims of both—I was regarded as some emis-
sary from the terrible future, whose miraculous
presence there was no time or disposition to in-
quire about or ex?lain; and whose mysterious
character was full protection against any wan-
dering sacrilegious rockets and balls,

But though so far above the troubles of the
world, still I was not exempt from some of the
ille that *flesh is heir to.” A source of spe-
cial difficulty with me was, that if, like iron-
handed Jove, over the Greeks and Trojans, it
became my imperial duty, as it certainly would
be, considering my peculiar location, and the
peculiar impressions with- which I was regard-
ed, to give the last flourish to the fight, in the
form of an “ intonuit levum" to the victors, in-
asmuch as I could boast of no more godlike
weapon in my armory than a snapping pocket
pistol, and the Kentucky rifle which you insist-
ed upon my taking—*“as it was so doubtful,”
you said, “ where you may be cast out, to make
your own living, for the time being”—I should
enact but sorry thunder at the best; and, worse
than all betray my true alliance to mortality,
at the moment when my importance as umpire
must be unequivocally displayed; and to per-
fect the tragne:ly, I should come down, it might
be, to m{) Jfinaliter, as the gownsmen have it,
before the shot, perchance, of some “flesh'd
soldier,” who had less reverence than curiosi-
ty. You may be assured, my dear Mundaaus,

considerations pestered me exceedingly.
But while I was casting about how to conduct
on the occasion, the blow was struck, the battle

befnn.
was by no means at such a height as to
throw things into that dead level, which is the
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cffect of extreme elevation. I was just at that
point, from which I could easily scan the are-
na, with nearly the same particularity that
Napoleon did, in his observatory; and throw
my gaze over the country around and beyond
it.  Brussels wasin full sight—its spires, spark-
ling under me, and the great road leading to it
swarming with an alarmed and hurrying pen-
ple. Along Mount St. John, and the hills
overlooking Waterloo, the British army lay
stretched out in the power of its legions, and
the glitter of its arms. The line was finely
formed. They had entrenched themselves like
men of iron, and waited immoveably for the
onset. Then there was the plain, of which,
some ten years ago, you spoke so irreverently,
as being *a very Elysium to vultures and cra-
niologists,” now about to become the scene of
rlaughter and victory—waving in the promise
of harvest—covered with the bounties of God—
breathing of life in the very presence of death!
And along the summit which bounded it lay
the followers of the Destroyer—the man that
had won half the world, and had now come to
one last desperate struggle for its retention.
With his forces all was motion—and glancing
of sabres—and rushing of horses—and plunging
of cannon. He was evidently bent on opening
the drama.

Behind thisarray of devoted soldiery—swarm-
ing, and shifting, and flashing under me, I could
discern the points of Quatre Bras and Charle-
roi, which had so lately been places of rough
assault, and as rough repulse; and which I
could lcok down upon, with a few intermediate
posts, clustered darkly together, melancholy
vestiges of Ney’s and Napoleon’s advance on
the city of lace; for you will remember, my
worthy cousin, that this battle was waged no
distance at all—balloon measurement—from
Brussels itself. The night had been stormy,
and a little lingering mist hung weeping over
these desolate places, where the war had been
busy, and through which the foe had poured his
fiery torrents upon the retreating allies. In
another quarter, upon the extreme right of the
French army, and somewhat in its rear, I could
descry the little stations of St. Amands and
Lignes, where the emperor had forced the
Prussians over the hills, in his daring project
of attacking simultaneously two such giant
generals as Wellington and Blucher. All these
places were now repnsing in the stillness of
desertion; and along the two heights which I
have endeavoured to depict to you, lay the onl
objects of interest to this, and I may say, all
the nations of the continent.

Lord Byron has somewhere said, that the
plain of Waterloo seemed to him marked out
for the scene of some great action; and though
he had seen and duly considered the fields of
Marathon and Mantinea, yet he was willing
that it should be known as his doctrine, that
this “ place of skulls” wanted but a few hun-
dred years above its sepulchres, and it would
be contemplated with all the interest we assign
to points of glory, when viewed from the dis-
tance of'ages. Now you should be fully aware,
Mundanus, that this gentleman, who wove

stanzas of golden texture, and with amazing
adroitness, has hymned the fame of this battle
in numbers, whose existence alone is the finest
epitaph admiration could write for him. It
would seem, then, that my opinion should be
in waiting upon that of Harold ; but the Childe,
Mico, rhymed better than he reasoned; and,
though he had swam the Hcllespont, never en-
joyed the classic effect of an ascension. I
therefore deem it no heresy to say that this
field of the “red burial” was viewed with
equal reverence from a balloon, that it may be
from the heights of history; and that the vapors
of the earth, and the smoke of war, when its
“thunder clouds closed over it,” furnished as
pertinent and convenient a medinm as the mists
ofantiquity. I shall not stop to explain these phi-
losophical effects to you; tor I tell you again, it
is not my business, in the course of this story,
to render a reason for any thing.

In far less time than I have consumed in en-
deavouring to describe this scene to you, the
French forces had come down upon them, and
their left wing was thundering upon the right
of the English. The first burst of the cannon
was tremendous— the echoes of it rolled under
me with an intensity that was wonderful; and
ere long, such was the obstinacy of the conflict,
and so incessant were the discharge and rattle
of the artillery, I seemed to be hanging above
a hundred volcanoes, or as if the earth were
suffering under some dreadful couvulsion. I
could see the rush of cavalry—the continuous
sheet of fire, belching from the immoveable in-
fantry, which stood like ranks of adamant!
And well could I distingnish that gallant band
of the “black Brunswickers,” and those little
impenetrable dark masses which the British
General had so successfully disposed, to deal
destruction upon the assaulting enemy. Then,
on every side ot me, in some brief interval be-
tween the roar of guns, or the crackling of
balls, there came up the screaming of the fife,
the rolling of the drum, and above all, the peal-
ing bugle, piercing the heavens with its wild
and mournful sound. ] could hear the * war-
note of Lochiel”—the * Cameron’s gathering”—
and, far away, the brazen voice of the trumpet,
rising in the swell of command over the billows
of the battic. Hougomont, which looked like
a very fortress of flame, was soon swept from
under me, as a barrier of paper, between such
fierce and bitter adversaries.

Along the whole line the conflict now became
general, and the devastation horrible. I could
distinctly trace the havoc of the shot, in its
lightning track through the ranks of either
army; and as I cast my straining eyes over the
raging and roaring field, now fast becoming
dim in the smoke which was eddying widely
over it, I could just discern, along the desolated
area, objects that looked like little scattered
heaps—that were not *so before”—and which
I shuddered to think were the mangled bodies
of those high-hearted soldiers, whose arteries
were that morning thrilling in the dream of
flory and conquest! And it was with a feeling

shall not pretend to describe, as the volumi-
nous masses of smoke at last settled along the
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battle-ground, stretching from height to height,

- s0 as to form an impenetrable canopy above
them, I heard the cry, as from a thousand
warriors, rising wailingly and feebly from the
midst of the fight, only to be answered by
another thunder-peal, proclaiming new victims,
to swell that terrible requiem!

It was now sunset. 1 had floated out of the
bellowing, uncomfortable atmosphere in which
I had breathed gun-powder enough to become a
hero, and was sailing loftily over the left win
of the allied army. The struggle still s
doubtfully. On erther side were signal deter-
mination and signal vengeance. It was no
affair to be graduated by the height of the eun,
or which darkness should determine. There
was something at stake that day, which admit-
ted of no compromise—and which would have
kept the parties on the field, and that field a
scene of blood to this hour, had not vict
settled where it did. It was the deadly strite
between power and right—between a new-felt
principle that was to redeem, and an old one
that had enslaved the world ; and there was no
alternative but desperate eftort on the part of
the latter, and its annihilation on that of the
other. It was well, therefore, that a change
came over the prospects of that day in its late-
ness—well for Europe—and well for its popu-
lation—for, without it, she would have been
still in thraldom! and, for her people, there
would have remained just enough to serve, and
none to enjoy—they would have been a rem-
nant!

These grave obeervations have little to do
with my story, Mico—and you are free to cut
them out when you publish it. But I mention
them as the natural suggestions of my mind;
and if my doctrine is somewhat extensive, you
must attribute the matter altogether to my
height, and not to unsound thinking. Besides,
I intend what 1 have said shall be a last and
definite answer to the question you have pes-
tered me with these twenty years—* What,
Gilbert, what if Blucher had’nt come up, as the
sun went down !”—and I hope my opinion will
be a satisfactory one for you to deliver as your
own (as is your usual wont) at the next mcet-
ing of of the Peace Association, or, as you once
emphatically termed it, % The Society for the
Sappression of Battles.”

Meanwhile my attention was directed to a
body of troops, which I could discern struggling
through the difficulties of a tedious march, and
evidently endeavouring to come into the scene
of action. They were, till this moment, hidden
in the depths of the forest, which extended on
the extreme left of the English forces, and
under its protection they had advanced in
secrecy, thus far with success, to the junction,
until they suddenly issued from the wood, a
glittering and well-marshalled host; and poured
themselves into the British line, bringing to
the allied army all the life-giving exhilera-
tion of a reinforcement, and little else than
despair to the astonished and unbelieving ene-
my. The effect of this movement on the part
of Blucher was electrical. Leaving its charac-
ter of defensive, to become the assailant, the

whole line was immediately in motion. Wel-
lington put himself at the head—and pointing
his laming sword to the heavens, in the direc-
tion of my ominous vehicle, turned for an in-
stant the faces of his thousands towards me. 1
could not resist it—and my black flag waved
over his assaulting legions! The omen was
npon them—it was with them!—and I saw
Waterloo swept before the whirlwind march of
victory.
* * * * *

Napoleon threw the last contents of his rich
snuff-box into the gore of his countrymen—and,
exclaiming, as he saw his invincibles mown
down and anuthilated before him, “O m
guard!—my old guard!” rode peevishly bac
to Paris—laying every thing at the door of his
evil destiny, and allowing nothing to Welling-
ton or the Scotch Graya.

I was now soaring over a part of the field
comparatively deserted. Silence had succeeded
to tumult. The cannon lay half buried in the
earth. “The standard was fluttering in frag-
ments between the mounds of the slain. The
sword was shivered, and lay glittering in the
sinking sun. The steed was stretched upon
his rider, and the rider in his gore. The trum-
pet was hushed, and the bugle had died into
silence. The smoke had become less dense, as
the evening breeze stole over the ground, and
it was now settling in the thin dew, over that
terrible scene, as though it would shut out from
the sight of heaven itself so appalling a picture.
As twilight thickened, the stars looked sickl
all around me; and I saw flocks of wild dar.
birds, eddying underneath, and could hear their
foreboding screams ringing their death song in
the ears of the dying below them!

My situation now became unenviable. I
grew impatient under it. I had been wafted
about just as I should be, to prove my influence
over the destiny of the battle; and I felt that I
had personified the demon of success long
enough for any reasonable man. I had hung
over Blucher, just at the moment when his ap-
pearance restored the fight, and decided the
fortune of the day; and it is natural that I
wished to get away in full preservation of my
mysterious character, and while belief in my
power remained irresistible. My wishes were
answered to the letter. Sunlight had not yet
faded from the clouds, and the allied chiefs had
bardly shaken handsat La Belle Alliance, when
the wind, as though jealous of the swift mes-
sengers which were hurrying with the issue of
the day to England and the western world, be-
gan to bear me, with the rapidity of an eagle,
towards the Republic. Wrapt in my polar tur,
I resigned myself to the cloud-compeller—dri-
ving along the sky, through darkness and light
—among stars and vapors—through serenity
and storm; and long, questionless, before my
arrival, Bonaparte had departed on his mission
to St. Helena, and Wellington returned to
finish his ball with the Duchess of Richmond.

As for myself, I have no hesitation in declar-
ing—(to you, Mundanus)— that it is the secret
faith of his lordship, that this balloon was at the
bottom (notwithstanding its elevation!) of the
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whole affair. That my mysterious agency con-
trolled the event; that my influence was
paramount to that of Blucher. In short, that
my innocent presence over that field of Mars,
must be regarded as the true source of his
honors—his income—his popularity—and his
plate! And little doubt have I, Mico, that if I
should, through some agent, like yourself, pre-
fer my petition to Parliament, backed by the
memory of the balloon, I should become a pen-
sioner next in magnificence to the General
himself. But I bave too much regard for their
national debt. » * * .
The moral philosopher, my Mundanus, should
ever compose his essays under an ascended bal-
There is no place for reflection like the
car of an eronaut. In it, his thoughts are un-
influenced by any thing terrestrial, and the
current of his mind &anakes of the purity of
the air he floats in. He bas a becoming con-
tempt for the * earth earthy”—and in the clear-
ing elasticity of the atmosphere he breathes, he
naturally falls into the faith of Lord Monboddo,
that “men are but monkeys without tails.”
My own contemplations in the fur of my ursa
major, as I shot over the seas, may perhaps be
useful to you, in your absurd career of love and
ambition ; and when I tell you that I became
perfectly satisfied during this excursion, that
the greatest man on earth was a very small
matter to one a few thousand feet above it, if
you have a particle of docility left, you will
give up fame for the obecurity of a back par-
lor, and exchange your sins for sackcloth.
And first, Mico, as I know you to be an
arrant coward in most things, I would advise
you, should you ever become an amateur—in
the way of a witness—of such desperate affairs,
w take prospect of a battle in a well elevated
balloon. Added to the general, complacent
feeling of safety that you experience, in calcu-
lating the dangers of intimate acquaintance
with heated culverins and such animals, there
is something of consequence in the kind of su-
rervisorship you maintain. And there is not a
ittle of that sublime nonchalance, so peculiar
to Jove and to governors, which I have so often
heard you envy—O foolish gentleman !—as well
as deprecate, that they enjoyed alone. To speak
soberly, my friend, at such a height, you feel
the littleness of man, and the impotence of his
passions. You wonder how so small a creature
can contain so much venom and black bile.
You wonder how he can dare thunder away so
bravely on the earth, when a momentary con-
vulsion, in punishment for disturbing its peace,
may crush him and his hosts forever. You
wonder that he should come gravely to battle
it for empire, (which is another name for room,)
when the world seems so much larger than he
is. You laugh, in derision, at the consummate
absurdity of fighting ten years for lines and
landmarks, when an upward flight of less than
ten minutes will obliterate both, so decidedly.
And more than all, do you smile with very par-
Sicular ecorn upon that pious prating about the
dévine character of popes, congquerors, and
kings, when a fall from the height you are at,
would convince any beavenly vicegerent of

them all, that he was unquestionably mortal,
and his rights, as well as his ribs, human, to
the letter.

Thus far, Mico, the moral character of a bal-
loon is cenainl{ unexceptionable. This com-
pound of gas, silk, and net-work, preaches you
as healthy discourses as a Socinian divine. It
reasons with you like & master, and gives you
lessons like a true and quiet friend. It teaches
you to compare; and without the exercise of
that faculty of comparison, philosophy tells us
{;:‘u are no better than the ass of Peter Bell,

t— )
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and eo continued to do till he died. It
teaches you that a man has only to exalt his
sentiments, and he comes into a better atmos-
phere, and breathes less poisoa in his pilgrim-
age. It teaches you that it is a light thing, af-
ter all, to rise above these lower matters. In
short, Mike, it teaches you any thing! Napo-
leon—(thus, thou‘iht I, as I gotout of the smoke
of the contest—thus will I write it down for
my siml)le friend.) Napoleon was the greatest
political ®ronaut of our time—indeed, I may
say, of our species. Egypt, which, as the old
records tell us, was whilom somewhat cele-
brated for its darkness, was sought by him, no
doubt, as a convenient place in which to order
the nefarious preliminaries of his ascension;
and from the pyramids, probably, he drew no-
tions of power and exaltation, which he would
never have thought about in Corsica or upon
the Seine. He rose from the metropolis of his
country ; and you well know, Mico, the story of
his voyage. The world was in wonder at his
daring, and in admiration at the magnificence
of his flight. For his own part, he had tower-
ed too high above Lis people, to keep in view
eympathy and communion with them, and re-
velled in the solitary consideration that they
were all below him. His crime was, that he
aimed to become a god. But Heaven smote
him in his presumption, and dashed him upon
a rock, to revel, in turn, upon the miserable
memory of his aspirations. This is the fate of
the imperial balloon ; and this the folly of being
an emperor. The lesson it teaches you is two-
fold. First, that your childish ambition of be-
coming a governor is a dangerous attempt; and
second, that if the law has got the truth of it,
that * kinge never die,” yet they stand the
hazard of a material precipitation, -against
which it would be difficult to effect a life-insu-
rance, in spite of majesty and the motto. The
earonaut “ towering,” like Shakspeare’s *fal.
con, in his pride of place,” and like that brave
bird, “ hawked at and killed” in his sublimest
elevation, shadows forth the career of ambition,
in lines no less fearful tham distinct. (I hope,
Mico, you are not asleep, for now comes the
moral of my story.)

The world is but a larger Castle Garden;
and if you look out over the great theatre, you
will find but two classes of creatures upon 1t—
those who are busy inflating its numberless bal-
loons, and those who are rushing forward as

vot of his skull
his long left ear”—
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candidates for the cars. The former soon be-
come temporary spectators, and the latter float
out from among them, to a high and splendid
destruction ; sometimes their pride, but oftener
the amusement and plaything of their passions.

Here we have one just stepping into the car
of greatness. Let us watch him narrowly, and
follow, as far as may be instructive, the fashions
of his fate. You will observe that the substance
which expands his balloon is labelled, populari-
ty—a species of public opinion—and moreover
an extremely subtle and singular gas, present-
ing a curious chemical analysis, and before
which'all others ¢ hide their diminished heads.”
His vehicle—being his own vanity—is of course
capacious, and will contain all the unwholesome
vapors that can be breathed into it, so they help
him to rise, and float imperially before the mul-
titude. The public voice shows impatience for
his ascension. But lo! at the moment he is
free, his glittering car wavers upon the earth—
it is stationary! This eguilibrium must be
destroyed. The car must be relieved of its
weight, or there must be a tenser inflation.
The adventurer himself is amazed at his delay,
while he knows the secret of his gravity. But
there is no alternative. Plaudits await his as-
cension. Curses and derision shall fall upon
his failure. There are some troublesome vir.
tues that keep him down. He divests himself
of these appendages—and, behold ! the sphere
struggles from its moorings, and bursts upon
the air! The whole heavens ring with shouts
of enthusiasm and admiration! But he must
on. He must rise, or he must sink to the level
he has done so much to leave; and that were
shame worse than the most desolate death!
As he rises, fearful only of a relapse, and un-
conscious that his elevation may be too rapid, or
his weight too fearfully diminished, you see
how he casts away his richest attributes, and
his most valuable properties. His height in-
creases, and the acclamations of his mornin
friends and followers die as he disappears ; an
at last he finds himself floating, silently and
alone, in the golden regions of place, shivering
—(he has no bear skin, Mico)—in the naked-
ness which the original weight of his virtues
had compelled him to come to; and sorrowing,
most of all, that the atmosphere is so compan-
ionless as well as so cold.

Clouds have now intervened. The earth and
all he left are veiled from him. The sun is
shining gloriously over him; but like the sun
in the zone of eternal ice, it glows with all its
splendor, but imparts no warmth to that which
it emblazons. In the misery of majesty he for-
gets how he escaped fiom his former sphere,
and what is his destination in his present one.
He forgets that he wasraised by his fellows, to
be an eye for them in the high places, and over-
see every thing for their good. To look below
is dizziness and destruction. His onl¥ hope is
something undefinable above him. He looks
wearily around. He sees nothing now by which
to judge of his elevation, or to measure his pro-
ﬁress. His vanity has lifted him beyond the

nowledge of friendship; and when he cast
away the gems of his nature, the power of sym-

pathy died in him. But as every thing else
that is dear in memory, or valuable in enjoy«
ment, continues to grow dull and decay, his as-
pirations grow intense, and begin to madden
around him. This is the dark hour of a darker
ambition. He forgets the subtle and attenuated
breath that upholds him; and but one despair-
ing conviction sweeps over, and settles npon
his soul. Immobility is worse than death. He
must go higher, though destruction crown the
attempt.

He has defied the hazard of the experiment !
and you see him dashed along the sky, shriek-
ing as he falls; and to-morrow you may find
him a formless mass upon the hills, fled from
by his friends, and smiled on with scorn by his
enemies.

A balloon, Mico, should be the Magnus Apollo
of all travellers. Over your steamboats they
hold a decided superiority. Bellow the winds
never so roughly—tumble the billows never so
roughly—end join all the elements in never so
chromatic a chorus, your silken ships keep on
ever the same. You never grow weary under
that continual tremor, which makes your voy-
age but a scene of temporary palsy, and your
fellow paseengers look like a set of paralytics
in a prison vessel. You experience none of
thoee profane sensations which steal over 3011
with a *“dying, dying fall,” and hold such effec-
tual mastery over your classic emotions. But
here, you keep upwards and onwards in_philo-
sophic and enviable monotony—unsick—un-
shaken—sometimes unhappy—often unwise—
and with a good chance of being eventually un-
done. Sic itur ad astra—but this is no fault
of the balloon.

The sun was near his setting on a still and
mellow evening of the * summer time,” when
I descried once more the fair hills of the re-
public. In ecstacy I waved my black flag, as
my eye fell upon their golden summits. The
sea beneath me was white with the sails of
ships, that swung lazily upon the billows; and
such was my height as I swept over them, that,
had it not been for those weary undulations, I
might well have thought those vessels indeed
but “painted barks upon a painted ocean.”
But they soon sunk behind me, and before the
moon had made high breach in heaven, I was
gradually sinking over my native land; with
the additional consolation of finding, by a stroke
of that good fortune which attends him who
goes o high adventure, and asks no questions
about the issue, that I was descending into my
own neighbourhood ; as it were, amidst my
own particular chimneys and horse-chesnuts.

I reached the earth at midnight, and in my
exertion to alight, endeavouring to dissolve
connection with my car somewhat too hastily, I
received that unhappy twist of the foot, which
has only served to confirm the notion of my un-
hallowed genealogy, and gives but too much
reason to the sly boys, for their sometimes defi-
nition of me, as * one of the old times people.”

I succeeded, however, in discharging my
balloon. Yet I could not but gaze on it in
melancholy, as T saw it lose its fair proportions,
and at last sink into a shapeless mass at my
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feet. As I dismissed this most unimpeachable

gas
4 To seek the empty, vast, and wandering air,”

pearance. They are determined that you are
a spiritual. Therefore, speak to them, Gilbert,
for else some of the busy and bold among them

* have threatened to break in, and slay you, for

I could not see it mingle with the moonlight,
without feeling that I was parting with a faith-
ful servant, and as faithful a friend. It was
something that had been a long journey with
me. It had upheld me like a prince! But
then it hissed at me, as it went out, and I can
bear any thing in this world, Mico, but to be
hissed at. So I bade it God speed. And I
could not but personify my airy vehicle, too—
and as | saw it every instant losing its com-
fortable rotundity, it seemed like the dissolu-
tion of some tried compenion, who has been
alike stout and generous to you all his days.
But I took good care of its remains.

That night I slept long and soundly. Ihave
no distinct recollection of my dreams; but such
they were, as, could I relate them, would make
a saint smile, “under the ribs of death.” I
have a confused remembrance of seeing the
great deep evaporate like my balloon ; and the
moon, in the shape of Falstaff, laughing at us
in the midst of our difficulties and dry-docks.
Then there were planets racing along a rain-
bow, and the Great Bear—(represented to the
life—that constellation having enveloped itself
in my redoubtable fur)—the true ursa Major
applauding them with growls for their activity.
Anon, there was a battle, mid air, with heavy
artillery—the soldiers, with hair like comets,
cramming the cannon with stars, and discharg-
ing upon their enemies whole squadrons of bal-
loons! And then this scene was changed for
something about as probable, and nearly as sat-
isfactory. But what troubled me most particu-
larly was that I was about to attempt another
aacension, under the impression that I was slain
at Waterloo—that my body lay on the field un-
reclaimed—and that the field lay somewhere
between the horns of the moon. The prepara-
tions were going on—they were finished! I
rose into the uir%efore a shouting multitude—
and, on the sudden, woke ! uunder the intolera-
ble anguish of my dislocated extremities. Laugh
not, Mico, that I tell thee I was stretching my
meagre form out of my attic, waving that omi-
nous black flag, wbicf)l' I deemed I had laid by
in the sanctum of my closet, for this life—wav-
ing it manfully from my window, over a crowd
of people, whom doubtless this very rag, thns
untimely exposed, had drawn there mn the
morning sun. To escape was now impossible,
for I was effectually discovered. And even if I
had been inclined to a retreat, I know not that
I should have effected it, for my woman, who
long ago set me down as a “strange, free,

-going sort of a body,” was at my back, be-
seeching me to explain myself to the curious
crew, which, according to her tragic tale, had
been besieging the house for three hours, and
was evidentlv increasing in noise and numbers
every moment. *“8peak to them, my good
man—speak to them—and convince them that
ﬂou are the true Gilbert, and my own mortal

ushand ; for they have been all the morning
insisting that you be not yourself but your ap-

the good of the country, and they will commit
burglary over the whole house.”

In truth, Mico, the apprehensions of my lite-
ral spouse were but too well founded, and I be-
lieve, had I not settled the question of my ma-
teriality, by an assurance, vivd voce, that left no
room for doubt, there would have been a storm
of trespasses upon my premises, to ascertain
this troublous point of my identity. But even
this was but partial satisfaction. As soon as it
was known that I had indeed come back, they
were smitten as with a miracle! They would
see the audacious champion of * thin air.”
They were bent on knowing where he bad
been, and why he had been gone so long, and
what was the upshot of his admirable adven-
ture. Indeed they were determined to go to
the bottom of the whole thing.

What was to be done, Mike! Think of m
situation—think of my thrilling ankles !—thin
—but I will tell you what I did do, and that will
please you better than to think at all. “For
God's sake, my very dear friends,” cried I, “do
draw off; call at any other time—to-morrow—
one by one, or in legions, I care not, so it be
another time. I will give you a thousand
thanks—a dinner—any thing. If one word
will satisfy you, I have been to the moon, and
to the battle of Waterloo; two of the most un-
happy and undesirable places in the world, for
a man in his senses. You shall yet hear every
thing about it. I shall write it all down for the

Mr. Mundanus. I have just returned,
miserably hurt, and am now under the affliction
of bandages. 8o, if you are Christians, I be-
seech you, again”—

I recollect nothing distinctly after this. My
black flag dropped %rom my hand, and I confu-
sedly seaw it scrambled for, and torn to pieces
by the curious but scattering multitude.

The next dny I escaped to my present retire-
ment; and after the lapse of what seems to be al-
most a lustrum, am fulfilling my promise to the
sons of liberty by giving you the Story of an
Zronaut. It may, perhaps, be worthy insertion
in your “ Annalsof Curiosity,” that my wonder-
less wife has taken the whole of this air adven-
ture as a matter of course, and has not, to this
day, made a solitary inquiry at me about it.

My balloon is in safe keeping. On the next
anniversary of my ascension, I design to inflate
it once more, for the sake of enforcing a grave
lecture on the vanity of ambition, which I in-
tend to deliver to my grand-children on the oc-
casion. I ehall then work it up to some profit ;
and when you next come this way, you may
see over my door, at the sign of a BLACK FLAG,
and in resolute, crimeon-coloured characters—

WATERLOO UMBRELLAS FOR SALE HERE!

——————
There are only two things in which the false

professors of all religions have agreed; to per-
secute all other sects, and to plunder their own.
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'tinnhtﬁeudy’am
THE DAHLIA AND VIOLET.

BY A. M MAKIN.

INn a neat pretty garden where roses were blowing,
And snow.drops and lilies were glittering with
dew
A Dabklia of crimson in splendor was growing,
And near ita Vialet, modest and true.

The g?one, in scorn, had observed the sweet
ower,
And sneer’d, as she toss’d her bright crest in
disdain,
But a sigh scarcely ruffled the lowly one’s bosom,
Yet perfume arose from the wound and the pain.

A parley ensued, and in language unspoken,
‘The proud one asserted her right to the ground ;
And h:]:;kdthum more her repose might be

en,
By plebeian menials thus springing around !

With gentler bearing the blossom retorted,
“Sweet sister dismiss from thy brow its sad
loom,—
The same bountcous hand hath our beings assorted,
To thoe it gave splendor—to me sweet perfume m

The Dablia with anger and pride half demented,
Resolved the audacious intruder to slay,

When a maiden appearing, the foul act prevented,
As thither she wandered to cull a boquet.

She paused near the spot whence the strife had
proceeded,
And gathered the Dahlia to garnish a vase, -
Baut the Violet’s odour in eloquence pleaded,
And gain'd, in Aer bosom, a sweet envied place.

Philadelphia, November, 1838

‘Written for the Lady’s Book.

THE NAMELESS ONE.

BY L. A. WILMER,

¢ And then theré came, efstoones, a namelesse wight,
‘Withouten country, funmily or land.”—Spenser.

¢ Here rests, without & name.”—Pope.
1 wke no name,”—0gilvee.
. lama less thing, "—S

»__ 2,

“—U d
Y

THE young gentleman, having seated himself
on one of the green benches in the garden, com-
menced his story in the following words:—

At the date of my earliest recollections, I was
one of the inmates of the foundling hospital, the
turrets of which are just visible above the tops
of yonder trees. In the first stage of infancy, I
was deposited at the gate of that humane estab-
lishment, with a note for five hundred dollars
concealed in my cap. and a letter, desiring the
trustees not to give me a name, until [ had at-
tained the age of fourteen years, when I might,
if I chose, select a suitable appellation for my-
self. Five hundred dollars might have made a
stranger request than this appear reasonable,
and the keepers of the hospital were scrupu-
leusly exact in their compliance. For my own
part, I grew up with a feeling of the most pro-
found veneration and gratitude for that un-
known person to whose liberality I was indebt-
ed for the rare privilege of choosing my own
name. [dulyappreciated the compliment which
was thus paid to my future judgment and good
taste. ’

As the inmates of the asylum were numbered,
my nominal deficiency was productive of no in-
convenience; for by the title of No. 86 I was
called to take my seat at the table—to receive,

daily, the allotted portion of old ropes, which
my juvenile dexterity was to convert into
oakum—to be flogged for my peccadilloes and
omissions of duty—and, in short, for all con-
ceivable purposes, No. 86 was a3 perfect a
iece of nomenclature as I could have wished
or at that time.

Thus matters proceeded smoothly enough un-
til the grand epoch arrived ;—the day to which,
from the first dawning of reason, I had never
ceased to look forward with exultation, that da
came at last. I trod the floor of the hall wi
a prouder step—for what boy of fourteen, and
indeed what man, is not elevated in his own
mind by the consciousness of having an impor-
taut duty to perform? I was about to rise from
the long oaken table, on which our breakfast of
brown bread and weak tea was distributed,
when a voice from the door summoned No. 86
to the room of the superintendant.

This summons I had been nervously expect-
ing all the morning, and when it came, I abso-
lutely trembled. And why not! It was cer-
tainly an awful, as well as a glorious thing, to
talk, face to face, with the superintendant—the _
man whom my early habits and associations had
taught me to clothe with something more than
imperial dignity. The head of our dynasty was
a thin gentleman with a citron coloured face,
very small black eyes,and a nose which seemed
tn have received a severe lateral compression,
by means of screws, or some other powerful
engines, on purpose to make its length more
supernaturally extravagant. He wasseated at
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a desk on which were placed several large
books, in one of which he was writing at the
time I entered his sanctum.

«No. 86,” said he, “I find by & memorandum
in this book, (laying his finger on the leaf))
that your friends or relatives who placed you
undey our care, were desirous of leaving it to
your own discretion to select a name by which
you may be distinguished in the world you are
now about to enter. I hope you do not con-
sider this as a light and unimportant affair, for
it is most certain that your success in life will
depend, in a great measure, on the choice you
shall make. You possess an advantage which
ia, perhaps, without a precedent—for whereas
the generality of men are constrained to sub-
mit, in this particular, to the humors of their
parents or sponsors, (who, by the way, fre-
quently perform the task in a most slovenly
and disgraceful manner ;) you, on the contrary,
may have the satisfaction of reflecting, here-
after, that your own sagacity has provided you
with one of the most certain means of acquir-
ing wealth and celebrity; videlicit, a good
name. Do not be precipitate. Three days of
uninterrupted leisure will be allowed you to
make up your mind ; at the end of that time you
will be placed out to some employment, for the
rules of the asylum require that none of its
pensioners shall continue in it, afler they have
attained their fourteenth year.”

I made a low obeisance, in return for this lec-
ture, and, retiring from the august presence, I
sought the solitude of the neighbouring wood,
where, seating myself in a spot most favorable
for study, I concentrated all my thoughtson the
topic, which, to me, might well be one of en-
grossing interest. Vulgar minds are easily
pleased, but mine was a most fastidious taste.
Myriads of names presented themselves for my
ad{ptiou, and many of those names would have
been music to the gross ears of the multitude,
but, to my refined organs, the sounds were exc-
crable. {‘o assist my invention, I had provided

myself with an old “ Directory,” which was.

abundautly stored with nominations, and I read
over deliberately, pausing to consider each dis-
criminative sound—* Theophilus L. Mooney—
Benedict H. Wilkins — George Hopkinson
Hughes — Frederic Augustus Jenkinson—B.
Franklin Ferguson,” &c. &c. Some of these
names, I contess, were tolerable, even to my
squeamish appetite ;—but another difficulty oc-
curred ; I aspired after originality ; I could not
bear to receive a second-handed appellation.
For this reason, I would not consent to be called
after some of the illustrious dead, who are too
often disgraced by their namesakes. And
though I had a firm reliance on the great effi-
cacy of a name, I could not but perceive that
the man who is kicked under the name of Na-
poleon Bonaparte, or hanged under the name of
William Penn, is, nevertheless, kicked or hang-
ed. And I have observed that when a silly
fellow is called Soiomon, or a puny whipster
has been christened Sampson, their defects of
mind and body are not a whit less remarkable
on account of these designations. I wish I
could imnpress this truth on the minds of some

parents, for the universal appropriation of great
men’s names has positively become a nuisance.

But let me be less didactic. Time slipped
away; hours were passed in the most intense
cogitation, and yet I had not chosen a name.
When I returned home, at noon, I found an old
gentleman waiting to see me. He gave me to
understand that he was a very rich widower,
without relatives, and having heard my singu-
lar history, he came to make me an offer. * If
I would consent to take his name, I should be-
come his adopted child and inherit the whole of
his property.”

“ And pray, Sir,” said I, * what name shall I
take 1"

« Vanskippington Cranks,” answered the old
gentleman.

“ My dear Sir,” replied I, as my eyes were
suffused with the tears of disappointment, “I
would not be called Vanskippington Cranks for
all the wealth of the universe.”

He was greatly surprised and offended at my
refusal ; but the superintendent, who was pre-
sent, declared I was in the right; ¢ For,” added
he, “T hold it to be mathematically impossible
thata man called Vanskippington Cranks should
ever arrive at any distinction or eminence in
the world.”

The next day, a bookseller of the village
came to our asylum in search of a boy to attend
in his shop. He saw me and was pleased with
the briskness of my appearance. I readily
closed with his proposition, which was every
way agreeable, and the same afternoon I was
installed in my new vocation. It was half a
day before my employer thought of asking me
for my name.

] have no name, as yet,” answered I;—at
which declaration I thought the fish-like eyes
of the good man were actually about to start
from their sockets.

“Heavens guide us—what a heathen!—I
cannot possib‘ry suffer you to remain in my
house another minute. Gather up your things
and be gone.”

My things were soon gathered up, for a lit-
tle white handkerchief contained all my movea-
bles; but whither should I go? In an hour or
two, it would be dark, and the evening was
very cold. I was ashamed to go back to the
asylum and acknowledge that I had been
turned out of doors, and if I had any relations
in the village, they were certainly not among
my acquaintance.

I remonstrated with Mr. Farris, the book-
seller, on the impropriety of discarding me at
such short notice, and I assured him that if my
nameless condition was the only fault he had
found in me, that might be remedied, perhaps,
within a few days, as I was then in search ot
the thing wanted. 1 related my story to him,
but, instead of exciting his sympathy, 1t merely
enraged him the more.

“I see,” said he, “that your parents were
reprobates. In refusing you a name, they have
departed from all the usages of the Church, and
virtually delivered you over to Satan. As for
naming yourself, I doubt if the thing be allowa-
ble, for there is no instance of the kind on re-




THE NAMELESS ONE.

73

cord. Your parents must have been desperately
wicked people; and, as no evil tree can bring
forth good fruit, it follows that you are no bet-
ter than your parents. Therefore, I cannot
suffer my house to be contaminated any longer
with your presence.”

¢ But, sir, consider that it is almost dark, and
it has begun to snow very fast. Let me stay
till morning, and then I will try to find another
home.”

 Not one instant longer,” cried Mr. Farris;
“the only way to treat the emissaries of Satan
is to hold no terms or composition with them,
whatever.”

So saying, he conducted me to the door, and
giving me a push, bade me go and find my pa-
rents, and not intrude myself into any better
company. This good advice I would have fol-
lowed with all my heart, but, like much other
good advice, it was not very practicable. My
resolution was soon taken; I determined to
pass that night at the village hotel, and, the
next morning, to set out on my travels.

I called at the * Benevolent Heart,” for so
was the tavern designated. The landlord was
& good-humored looking man enough, and I
doubted not that my reception would be cor-
dial. When I expressed my wish to obtain
gratuitous accommodation for the night, the
host’s visage changed its expression. as we
have sometimes seen pictured countenances
changed in a phantasmagorial exhibition. The
jovial aspect he had worn at my entrance, be-
came frightfully malignant, and I started back
with horror at what seemed a preternatural
transformation. But the owner of the “ Benevo-
lent Heart” remembered, perhaps, that it might
be more than his licence was worth to refuse a
night's lodging toa stranger who was able “to

ive a good acconnt of himself,” and he there-
E)re proceeded to put divers searching questions
to me; in hopes, probably, that I might not
succeed in answering them all satisfactorily.
Among these questions, was one which I dread-
ed with some reason:—

“ What is your name?”

“T have no name,” I answered despairingly.

“No name!” repeated the host, with a ma-
licious grin; “then let me tell you, my fine
young fellow, that there are no accommoda-
tions for you here. ¢ No name, no game,’ is the
maxim at the Benevolent Heart; and so, Mr.
Nameless, ellow me to show you the door.”

By this time, it was quite dark, except the
dim lights from the windows and the reflection
of the snow, which now began to lie pretty
thickly on the ground. Ihad gone through the
village, looking anxiously at every house,
without “feeling free,” (as the Quakers say,) to
make an application for hospitality. At last,
when I had serious thoughts, (and indeed it was
a very serious subject to think on,) of bemkini
myself to a hollow tree, a man on horsebac
overtoo < me on the road.”

“ Who goes there?!” cries the horseman,
holdilng in his quadruped.

“], s.r.”

) ST
“Very well—and what is your name ?'
“T have none.”

7

“ Very droll indeed ;—pray explain ?”

I should do that with pleasure,” said I, * if
I were seated with you by the side of a good
fire; but, at present, there is too much coolness
between us to admit of so much confidence.”

* Then get up behind me,” said the cavalier;
« that will remove the distance from between
us, and place us mnore on an equal footing.”

T accepted this invitation gratefully, and was
about to begin my story, when my companion
interrupted me, and begged me to defer the
treat, until my adventures could be told and
heard with more comfort. A short ride brought
us to a neat farmhouse, which I found to be the
dwelling of my new acquaintance. We werc
welcomed by the mistress of the mansion, and
her daughter; the latter, a lovely young girl
of thirteen, or thereabouts.

“Mrs. Ringrose,” said my entertainer to his
wife, “let me introduce my friend, Master
Oh, I beg pardon, my poor friend la-
bors undera singulardisadvantage, which makes
an introduction impossible. But let us have
supper, and then be prepared for something ex-
traordinary in the way of a narrative ;—some-
thing which may even throw ¢ Norman Leslic’
into the shade.”

We were ushered into a handsomely fur-
nished room, where a lurge fire blazcd most
cheeringly, and a table was spread out and cov-
ered with abundance of good things. As soon
as we were seated at the board, Mrs. Ringrose
said to her husband :—

“ William, you should never mention Nor-
man Leslie betore supper. I sicken at the re-
collection of thattwice-martyred name. When
a child, I have often shuddered at the suffer-
ings of Norman Leslie, as recorded by Fox;
and I then thought that he could not possibly
have got into worse hands; but I was mista-
ken; his second martyrdom was more intolera-
ble than the first.”

% And more inglorious,” added Mr. Ringrose.

During supper, notwithstanding my appetite
was sharpened by the keen air from wkich I
had recently emerged, I could not avoid paus-
ing sometimes to gaze on the enchanting fea-
tures of Francina, my host's daughter, gs she
sat opposite to me at the table. The Whole
family was strikingly interesting; Mr. Ring-
rose and his wife were perfectly genteel in
their deportment, and were evidently possessed
of much good sense and considerable informa-
tion. Butthe daughter——well; I wasbut four-
teen years old at the time, and my admiration
of a girl of thirteen isscarcely worth mentioning.
As soon as the repast was finished, we drew
our chairs around the fire, and Mr. Ringrose
politely requested me to favour them with the
promised narrative. With many blushes, and
no little embarrassment, I detailed the few
events of my life, from my entrance into the
asylum to that present time.

When I had ceased speaking, I observed
with some uneasiness that my auditors were a
little amused at the difficulty I had met with
in attempting to select a name, and my unsuc-
cessful search after one that would suit me.

* This brings to my remembrance,” said Mr.
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Ringrose, “a fact once related to me by an
eminent ncwspaper publisher. Ie busied him-
self two weeks in striving to hit on a suitable
title for a new publication, and finally aban-
doned the enterprise, for no better reason than
because he could not find such a title as would
strike his fancy.”

* Some publishers are more easily pleased,”
remarked Mrs. Ringrose ;—*but,” she con-
tinued, addressing me, * suppose you take some
name merely to answer your present purposes,
as you have seen the inconvenience of being
without one. Say, for instance, you should be
called Jack Wilson, Tom Martin, or Bob
Johnson, for a few days; you might find it
disagreeable to be so distinguished, (for com-
mon-place names are odious,? but it would cer-
tainly be the least of two evils.

I shook my head mournfully at this sugges-
tion, which seemed about as much to the pur-
pose as if a man who has no nose should be re-
commended to wear one of pasteboard.

“ But,” remarked Mr. Ringrose, “ you err in
supposing your case to be without a precedent.
I knew an instance very similar, in the neigh-
bourhood where I was born. 'There was there-
abouts a family consisting of a man and his wife,
with sixteen children. Some of the latter were
grown up, and these were always expressing
their dissatisfaction with their names. Laura
Matilda, the eldest, was very homely, and be-
ing a girl of serious disposition, she constantly
reproached her father for permitting such a ro-
mantic appellation to be engrafted upon her.
Mary, the second daughter, aimed at being
something uncommon, but her name was the
great obstacle; the whole world was stocked
with Maries,and all the small poets sung of no-
thing but Maries ;—Mary—Mary—Mary rung
in her ears, till she actually drowned herself,
one afternoon, to escape from her name.
George, the third of this afflicted brood, had
been told by the schoolmaster that his name sig-
nified a furmer, and being above his business,
his temper was completely soured by what he
considered the bad taste of his sponsors. So-
phia, who had also applied to the man of let-
ters for information, thought her name was too
arrogant, and was theretore especially careful
in her behaviour to convince the world that she
made no pretensions to wisdom. Samuel and
Jane were offended at the rustic vulgarity of
their respective titles. In short, the utmost
discontent prevailed throughout the family;
and, on the birth of the seventeenth child, the
father conceived the same design which seems
to haveiufluenced your parents, resolving to let
the boy rest unnamed until he should acquire
suflicient discretion to name himself. His mo-
ther, meanwhile, being partial, (as mothers
sometimes are,) to the youngest child, was in
the practice of calling him ¢ Beauty,’ a sobri-
quet which by degrees came into general use
with the family. ¢ Beauty' was, at length, ab-
breviated into ¢ Bute,’ and that was again cor-
rupted by his village companions, when the boy
began to run about, into ¢ Boots,’ the etymolo-
gy of which latter title was, by most persons,
referred to a pair of large boots, once the pro-

perty of his father, which the lad constantly
wore. The mother was the daughter of a
tavern keeper, and baving heard the term
¢ Boots’ applied to that ‘colored gentleman’
who presides over the blacking establishment,
she was not a little concerned at the unlucky
issue of her husband’s prudent arrangement.
As soon, therefore, as the youth was supposed
to possess the requisite judiciary powers, he
was urged to exercise that right, which the
tenderness and foresight of his parents had com-
mitted into his hands. But, to the great sur-
prise and annoyance of the old people, he per-
sisted in desiring to be still called ¢ Boots,’ for
as custom reconciles us to every thing, that
name had become endeared by long use; and 20
Boots was he called; and Boots he is called, to
this day.”

After a little more conversation, we retired
to rest, and on the following morning, Mr.
Ringrose expressed a wish that Ishould remain
in his family, and acquire the art of agriculture.
I did remain with these excellent people for
four years, and at the end of that time, I had
become a tall youth, with an excellent consti-
tution, and, perbaps, not a very unhandsume
person, but alas!—I still had no name! My
anxicty to adoYt one which should be every way
unexceptionable had produced a morbid irreso-
lution on the subject, and I still procrastinated,
until years had actually flown, and I, a reasona-
ble creature, was yet without that titulary dis-
tinction which every dog possesses.

To increase this grievance, I perceived that
my affections were powerfully attracted to
Francina, my patron’s incomparable daughter,
who was now in her seventeenth year, and I
fearcd—yes, I really feared, that Francina had
not beheld me with the eyes of indifference. I
felt my present unworthiness, and determined
to absent myself from this home, which I had
fonnd so agreeable, at least until I could return
without that sense of abasement which was
consequent to my nameless condition.

In the early part of an autumnal day, I put
this resolution in practice. On the preceding
evening, Francina had presented tome a pair of
gloves, made of floss silk by her own hands.
The tear stood in my eye as I accepted this
testimonial of ber esteem,and then, for the first
time, and in an ungvarded moment, I spoke of
love. The manner in which my declaration
was received, notwithstanding her unaffected
coyness, confirmed the suspicions I had for-
merly entertained concerning thestate of Fran-
cina’s heart. But soon I repented of my pre-
cipitance : for how could I, degraded as I was,
from the condition of all other human beings,
how could I dare to mention love to Francina ?

These reflections determined me on a speed
flight, and long before the rest of the family had
left their beds, 1 was on my way to the city.

It was evening when I arrived at . ,
much fatigued by my walk, and, as you may
probably conceive, not quite at ease in my
mind. Separation from the only friencls I had
ever known, was a severe trial, but the circum-
stances of my departure contributed greatly to
depress my spirita. During my residerice with

f
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Mr. Ringrose, I had many opportunities for
study, and with the assistance of that worthy
man, my literary acquirements were considera-
ble. I now thought of becoming a student of
Jaw and designed to call on some practitioner
for advice relative to the best mode of pursuing
this object.

In the meanwhile, I began to feel very hun-
gry, and was about to ‘yield to the allurements
of a subterranean refectory, when I heard a

t noise, a3 of many voices, approaching me
rom another part of the street.

“There he is—seize him—down with the
scoundrel !” and many similar phrases were re-
peated in no very musical tones, and at the
same moment I found myself in the grasp of
half a dozen powerful fellows, who began to
pull me about as if they thought the integrity
of my bones was but a trifling consideration.

¢ Is not your name Bungy, the abolition lec-
tarer ! demanded my captors.

“No, gentlemen,” I replied, “1 am unac-
quainted with the person you mention, and I
llx.gve’r delivered a lecture, on any subject, in my
ife.”

« Tell that tothe marines,” says one; * Fool
who?” cries another, and a third, staring me
fall in the face, exclaimed ;—¢ Well, sir, what
is your name then, if it is not Bungy *”

“ Ay, what is your name ! cried a fourth.
“Tell a straight tale and we’ll let you go.”

“ Gentlemen,” Ireplied, “Iwill not be fright-

o

ened into telling a falsehood, and I hope you
will credit my sincerity while I declare that I
am no abolitionist, and furthermore, that I have
no name."”

#That’s enough!—on with him!—to the
river '—dack him!—No;—tar and feather him
first, and then duck him. No, no;—duck him
first and then tar and feather him.”

The faction in favour of aqueous immersion
now scparated from the faction which con-
tended for resinous anointment, and a sort of
civil warfare was commenced between them.
That portion of the mob which had laid violent
hands on my person, now, in the true nature of
the beast began to bristle up to each other,and
the general scuffle that ensued, gave me an
opportunity for withdrawing myself from such
evil communications. Like the negro’s rabbit,
I made my escape while my captors were de-
ciding the question how I should be dressed.
But, unluckily for me, some of the police offi-
cers were on the spot, or rather, not very far
off. A squad of these gentlemen had, with
their customary prudence, been standing at a
convenient distance, to observe the proper time
for their interference ;—namely, wheun the mis-
chief should be pretty well over, and the credit
of putting an end to the disturbance might be
grined with but little risk of personal injury to
themselves. .

[T be continued.)

Written for the Lady’s Book.

THE HEART.

¢ Turn then away from life's pageants, turn,
Ifits deep story thy heart ‘!'ould learn

Arve! like a peerless queen she moves ¢
Amid the festal-train,

And richly mid the sunny tress
Is wreathed the gem.lit chain.

A smile is on that bright young lip,
Yet in the dark eye, beams

A deep sad light, that gathered from
Some holier fountain, secems,

Than aught that flings its sparkling spray
Along the lighted ball, :

Than aught whosc fitful gleamings gush,
On mirthful words to fall.

Still her light tones, and dazzling wiles
The trifling throng enchain,

And from the harp, the gifted touch
Awakes the swiftest strain.

Swcet as some fairy melody,
Her voice in song floats clear,—
Who notes the checking of the sigh
That never met the ear 7

What see they in the crimson-light
That burns upon the cheek 7—
‘What doth the spiritaal palencss round
The eloquent lip bespeak ?
What but the lovely shadowings,
From joy's bright pinion caught—
What but the rare magnificence
By Beauty’s pencil wrought !—

Oh'! on the soul’s rich censor-flame,
From whence such soft tints stream,

Hath the heart laid no trcasure-hope ?
No fair, 'tho broken-dream ?—

Who names the Heart in festal hours?
Away ! why scck to know

More than the tone of mirth may tell—
The radiant smile may show !

Go, when the shining garland
\ Is flung from off the brow—
When not a ray from hours like thcse
May sleep upon its snow.

To read upon its shaded light,
That o'er the revel’s wildest swell,

The tones that breathed from buried hours,
Upon its pulses fell,

That dark, and bitter memories—
Hopes cherished long and vain,

The sweet chords hush'd in life’s young Iyre,
That waken not again—

Burning its core, lay—peace !—that form,
To the vial’s silvery swell,

Floats thro’ the starry lamps’ clear blaze,
Of many eyes the spell!

The Heart! why gaze upon the robe
Of gladness round it shed !

Bat never name Asphaltus.fruit,
Or rose-hues o'er the dead!

W- e, (Me.)
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STRONG COFFEE.

A SOUTHERN SKETCH.

“ THANK you, mother,” said Arthur Pemble,
as he received his cup, replenished for the third
time from the hissing urn, that by her good
care seemed never to be exhausted, *thank
you ! and methinks the gods after their journey
round the world, could hardly have quatfed the
ambrosial nectar with a keener relish, from the
blooming Hebe, herself, than I, after my ride of
thirty miles, do this exhilarating cordial from
the hands of a good mother!” Arthur was one
of those young men, who had long and strena-
ously advocated the temperance societies, now
rising, like so many blessed bulwarks, through-
out the wide extent of our American shores.
Compelled, like youthful physicians in general,
to avoid the wear-and-tear of purse consequent
on waiting for city practice, whose occupants
justly prefer silver-browed experience, to the
rash and experimental system of the student
just fresh from college bondage, he had been
for four years, a resident of what is termed
“the lower country” of South Carolina. Full
of intelligence, and eager to take a part in
every scheme of public improvement, he often
lamented the stagnant dearth of mind, for litera-
ture was but scantily disseminated among the
uneducated and laborious community, where du-
ty obliged him to set up his household gods,and
he was accustomed to look to his annual visits
to Charleston, even asa traveller pants for some
green oasis in the midst of the desert. On the
other hand, his cheerful vivacity caused his so-
journ to be hailed as a sort of jubilee, by the
younger members of hi§ family, and while by
their united efforts, new books, pamphlets, and
pictures were piled even to a pyramid, for the
scrutiny of his admiring eye and mind, his
thoughtful mother always contrived that some
nnusual dainty should lend an additional charm
to the ample board, and the coflee, in particular,
was supplied with an unsparing hand, for Ar-
thur’s only excess lay in an inordinate love of
that stimulant. ¢ By-the-by, girls,” added he,
turning to his sisters, “did I ever write either
of you an account of my ludicrous night visit
to Joe Humphrey’s, last summer ? But another
time will do, for Catherine secms perfectly en-
grossed in yon fresh looking volume, and I can
sympathize in the vexatious interruption, which
my 1dle chat must occasion. Besides mother,”
said he, in an under tone, while he pointed to a
cold corner, where his little brother, Will, a
lively and inquisitive boy, sat, apparently quite
absorbed over a page of the dead Latin, “only
observe what an effect a hint of a story produ-
ces; why Nepos would have challenged me, if
he could have seen that late change of counte-
nance from nodding drowsiness to sprightly
life.” % Come, brother, tell us at once, and
don’t regard either Will or Catherine,” ex-
claimed his youngest sister, Fanny—* for I do
so love to hear your country notions,” and even
the quiet Catherine turned with some visible

effort from the thrilling page, and languidly in-
quired, * What was it, brother " “Well ! said
Arthur, a8 he pushed the empty cup from his
further reach, and settled himselt, bachelor-like,
in the cushioned rocking chair, which had been
abdicated, on this particular evening, for his
especial use, “I can’t tell what has brought that
visit to mind, unless it be your excellent coffee,
mother! While travelling, last June, on pro-
fessional business, with no other companion
than my old college chum, Howard, who is now
chief attorney at law, in our quiet little village
of Barnwell, we found about twilight, on turn-
ing the fork of a road, that we had taken the
wrong track altogether, and that there was no
hope of reaching home that night, unless we
could hire a winged Pegasus to carry us across
the widest corner of a dark and untathomable
swamp. Frank accused me of having proved a
bad pioneer, as 1 had very innocently avowed
a perfect knowledge of the route; while I
sought to soften down his irritated nerves, by
assuring him that the inadvertency lay entirely
in the undivided attention with which I had
been listening to some half dozen sonnets,
fresh from the manufactory of his own brain,
and which he seemed to imagine, would have
thrown even Petrarch himself into the depths of
total oblivion.” ¢ Pray what were they about?
let us have one of them,” exclaimed Fanny.
“Ah! sister, that were a vain attempt. For
aught I know, they may have been all address-
ed to his mistress’ eye-brow. To be candid,
Somnus shared them with me. However, Frank
wag pacified, and away we went full gallop,
when whom should we espy, lying in the midst
of the road before us, but a poor traveller, like
ourselves, and so completely bespattered were
both man and beast, for his jaded steed stood
quietly by his side, that we could just distin-
guish the uncouth figure. We soon reached
the spot, and there lay a little, antiquated old
fellow, clad in a huge roquelaire and a narrow-
brimmed chapeau, who exclaimed on observing
our approach, * Ah! Monsieurs, dis is one road
execrable. But it is sauf! my grand treasure!
it is sauf?!” And with these words, he clapsed
in a sort of frenzy to his breast, a huge green
bag, which seemed to contain something, the
safety of which could compensate for all his
other misfortunes. ¢ And pray, what have you
in that bag?"” asked Frank, as he assisted him
to rise, while I led his horse from the terrible
rut. *“Ah! Monsieur, dis is my mauvaise des-
tinée. I be a professeur de dance, and I em-
brace a present, de opportunite, to fill a situa-
tion in one of de upper province, where de
Charleston print inform me, dat they need, much
need un gentilhomme of steady habit, to instruct
in dat science of éducation si indispensable.”
“ Very necessary, friend,” said Frank, with a
look of sly humour, “and this bag contains your
violin.” ¢ Oni, Monsieur, and dat is de grand
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charm of mon éxistance. Il distrait les cha-
grins et méne a la gaité.” “Ah! you are a
man after my own heart,” exclaimed Howard,
laughing heartily. “ But tell me, how did your
horse make this unfortunate step, for indeed, I
feel much interested.” ¢ Je vous rend grace,”
answered the Frenchman, laying his hand on
his heart, “votre politesse est touchante. Eh
bien! as I advanced slowly, abstrait in de con.
templation of de beautiful Nature, and pardon-
nez moi, Monsieur, if you be one native, but all
de men have not one eye propre to discover it,
in dis scene,” and he waved his arm gracefully
towards the flat and uninteresting pine barren,

which extended as far as the eye could reach ;.

“I give mon cheval de free remn, and he him-
self, being abstrait, as I suspect, lost bientot his
force, and tout-a-coup, I was précipité into de
milieu of dis honteux road.” “Well, friend,”
said Frank, who really felt some sympathy for
this philosopher of a fellow, * you must bear us
company, for having lost our way, we are now
in search of some abode, where we may pass
the night” “Wid de most grand plaisir, de
proposition est charmante,” responded his com-
E:nion, and seizing Frank's hand he prest it to
is lips, exclaiming, “ now Ifeel de truth of dat
maxim,  La peine surmonteé est le sel du plai-
sir.” “Exactly s0?”’ cried Howard, and par-
ticularly when that pleasure consists in a good
supper. Arthur,” said he, turning back to me,
who bad been a silent yet not nnamused listen-
er to the preceding conversation, *“is not that
a light glimmering through yonder spectral
ines, or is it only a delusive fire fly? No! see
it is quite steady.” ¢ C’est une lumiere!”
ejaculated the Frenchman, “and now we may
bope for de gratification of de good society.”
“And a supper, I trust,” added Francis,
setting spurs tohis horse, and bidding me follow.
We soon arrived at a solitary log-house,
where by the time we had reconnoitred, the
the dancing master arrived, panting and ll)uﬂ'-
ing as he unweariedly cncouraged his laz
steed, with * mon cher ami! let us hastons!”
The outer appearance of the mansion promised
little entertainment to either man or beast, yet
the windows showed that some effort at refine-
ment was going on, as were nearly all
sashed; although glazing had been deemed, as
yet, totally unnecessary. The opena
served, however, as receptacles for broken bot-
tles, divers garments, and all those other indis-
;lenubles to ev:? well regulated establishment.
aving fastened our horses to a convenient

rail, we approached the house, and observing a -

faint light within, I introduced my head through
the yet unoccupied sash, and probably must
have caused some little noise, for a feminine
voice from amid the darkness visible, exclaim-
ed, “ La! Miley, what’s that?” and another
) kmilg replied, “ Why, Peg, I reckon it must

John, for he'’s been roving like a stray calf
about the fence, for the last hour since sun-
down, and now to be sure, he’s jest tapping for
you. You mought as well be a lleetle civil, and
ax him to walk in:” and with these words
followed a quick giggle, and ere another mo-
ment had elagsed. a well-timed push threw the

7

laughing meiden most unceremoniously into
Frank's arms. * What's all that noise about
there 1 inguired a shrill weak voice, from
within; and the disappointed Peg shyly re-
tired to inform her mother, that some strange
folks wanted to be told the whereabouts. A
whispering ensued, from which we could only
gather the words, “ you see nothing ’spicious
about ’em, Peggy 7"’ and then in a louder tone,
accompanied by a strong, nasal twang, was
added, « Hark ye, if you be honest folks, and
dont mean no you’re right welcome to
come in.”

Grateful to our unseen hostess, we enter-
ed, the Frenchman bowing profoundly to the
gaping damsels, who, however, at their mo-
ther's bidding, threw several young saplings
on the flickering flame, and thus gave us an

* opportunity of scrutinizing the interior of the

dwelling. It consisted of two apartments, both
furnished with huge chimney-places, althongh
from the openings between the logs, which
formed the mansion, we could easily perceive
that its inmates approved of a free circulation
of wholesome air. In the inner room, on a bed
supplied with sundry blankets, lay the mistress,
and from the inquiries which, in my profession-
al character, were made, and which were most
ratefully received, I learned that she was suf-
ering from what she termed, a mighty tire-
some spell of fever and ague. Anxious to af-
ford some relief, 1 had recourse to my saddle-
, and with the assistance of a cup from
Miley, soon returned with a nauseous draught,
which was hardly swallowed by the sick wo-
man, before she declared that it was doing her
a power of good; and with yet stronger em-
phasis, she called to Peg to stir the fire, and
give the clever young doctor a picking of every
thing in the cup-board. The girl readily as-
sented, and while seemingly quite occupied in
the adjoining apartment, which was but partly
separated from ours by a slight partition of
boards, in the mysterious process of stirring
something intoa huge pot, thatstood on the fire,
we amused ourselves from the skin-seated
chairs, that utterly disclaimed all elasticity, in
watching the movements of the younger sister,
Miley. Drawing out a table of most alarming
height, she epread over it, what appeared to
be a sheet borrowed from her mother’s couch,
and then returned to the chamber fire, where a
long whispering dialogue ensued, accompanied
by the frequent dipping of a gourd into the
streaming liquid, until at last, Peggy exclaim-
ed—¢ the coffee’s biling over.” ¢ Café!” re-
peated the Frenchman, who had been listening
with eager ears, “café, dat is bon. C’est mon
favourite liqueur,” and smacking his lips, he
drew himself up for a8 moment from his de-
scending position, and then with half-closed
lids, sunk back in. “Take care, or those
pones will be burned to cinders,” called the
old woman from her alcove, as our well-bred
companion entitled the apartment, while, ac-
cording to his mode of expression, we sat in
all the verbal dignity of the salon :—‘“draw them
out of the ashes this minute.” ¢ That's jist
what I knew, mammy,” cried Miley,. *Hold
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your tongue, stop talking, and fetch me the
pan,” vociferated Peggy. A tin vessel was
produced, and the long-looked-for pones were
placed with some apparent triumph at the foot
of the table, a cold cut of bacon graced the
head; and dusting several blown-glass tum-
blers with the corner of her apron, Miley
arranged them in their several places, and
begged us to be seated. It was with some
effort that we removed both ourselves and our
unwieldly chairs to the now furnished board;
and you would have laughed to have seen us,
Fanny, with our chins at right angles with the
edge of the table; and even then we had the
advantage over the poor little dancing master,
who was obliged to lit himzelf on both hands,
to discover what was goingon. But it was not
until the gourd was produced, that an inde-
scribable cliange took possession of his droll
vieage. Peggy filled each tumbler with the
boiling compound ; and Monsieur received his
with a low inclination of the head, to ¢la char-
mante demoiselle.” But on taking a mouthful,
his politeness lost itself for the moment, in the
mist of perplexity, and with a serious air he
said, * pardonnez moi, si vous plait, but what is
dis?” ¢ Coffee,” answered the astonished dam-
sel. “Café!” almost shrieked the petrified lis-
tener, “you call dis café! I have met wid it
ten tousand time befor, but I did not discover
it at dis present moment,” and sinking back in
his chair he was soon lost in & profound reve-
rie. At length starting up, he said, “will you
be si obligcante as for to explain de proces of
preparing dis, what you call, café.”” «Sir,”
drawled out the perplexed Peggy. “This gen-
tleman wants you to let him into the secret of
making such coffee as you do,” said Frank, in
explanation. “Oh! he's right welcome,” ex-
claimed the pleased girl, with a ready smile.
“ You see as how, you jist take the stuff and
burn it finely in a frying pan.” ¢Burn it!”
ejaculated the Frenchman, with a deep groan.
“ Yes, mister, and that's the grand secret.
Then you crack it in pieces with may be a
smoothing-iron, and that’s all.” ¢ Pray, what
quantity do you use at one drawing ?” asked
Howard, with an evident struggle over the
risible muscles, as he looked at his stupefied
neighbour, who sat rolling convulsively, his
eyes stretched wide and his mouth open, as if
to catch some idea from what seemed to him,
the vague obscurity of her explanation. %I
should imagine a pound must last some days.”
“Now to be sure,” exclaimed the girl, “in
these parts, folks count a pound into twelve
drawings; but mammy likes it mighty strong,
and aunt Susy keeps a sort of a tavern, so she
always reckons it out into as many times as
there are days in the week, and as I take it,
that’s seven.”

+Sept fois!” shouted the amazed Frenchman,
springing from the chair, and clasping his
hands over his head, “Cela est vilain! affre-
use! It is one ting incroyable. Ah! madame,
la pouvre bete!” and with this unforesecn epi-
thet for the economical landlady, he fell back,
and burst into a loud and uncontrollable fit of
laughter, in which he was joined by the whole

group. “It does me good to see you all so
sociable together,” cried the mother of the
merry damsels, who, although quite unaware
of the cause, had entered most heartily into
our noisy glee. *Don’t hurry them folks, now
they’re feeding, girls, but make haste; shake
up the beds; and get to your wheels, for there’s
a power of spinning, and each of you must finish
three cuts, before you take a wink of sleep this
night.”

As we had finished our supper, and com-
plained of fatigue, Miley busied herself in re-
moving the remnants of the meal, while her
willing sister speedily robbed a yet unnoticed
bedstead, of one of its two feather beds, and
throwing it on the floor, soon succeeded in
beating it up into a most invitin$ puff. Aware
of the discomforts attending a log-house bed-
stead, Howard and myself quietly agreed to
take a humble station on the floor, and with
the assistance of saddle-bags for pillows, we
soon reposed in tolerable comfort. Having
wished bon nuit to the retreating maidens and
ourselves, the dancing-master withdrew to his
recess, and presently a heavy fall on the rough
cords, whicg supplied the place of laths, fol-
lowed by a low and suppressed groan, told that
this specimen of la grande nation had also
settled himself in his lonely domain. Too
much wearied for sleep, I laid awake for seve-
ral hours, listening to the never ending music
of the spinning-wheel, which was continued till
after mid-night, and quietly counting Frank's
regular breathings, which were every now-and-
then hushed for a moment, by some sudden
creak from the corner, as the restless dancing-
master tossed from some hidden cause, from
side to side, on his feathery couch. At early
dawn my companion and self arose,and hasten-
ed to saddle our hungry steeds, who after a
light supper, had reposed beneath the blue
canopy of the Sk{é and were now snorting, as
if impatient at being detained so lon
their own well furnished stables. e bad
hardly finished, before the Frenchman appear-
ed; his long features yet more lengthened by
a terrible yawn. «Well, friend, I suppose you
are ready to ask quarters, here, for life,” ex-
claimed Frank, “and indeed I began to think
that you intended taking your breakfast com-
fortably in bed.” Ah! non, Monsieur, voila
des demoiselles des plus polies, cependant, I
speak de truth—not one word of falsehood, but
afleadis time, I have not found one moment of
repose.” Just then our hostess appeared, and
on offering some compensation for the night’s
lodging, she refused to accept it, declaring
with a hearty shake of the band, that she
would be right glad to see us whenever we
came her way, and added that we must not
hurry now, as coffee was almost ready. “ La
voila! je comprends!” muttered Monsieur,
shrugging his shoulders, while at the same
time he bowed profoundly to the smiling land-
lady, and being anxious to proceed as well as
ourselves, asked pardon for not bidding adieu,
in person, to her charming daughters, as he
termed them, and then mounted his horse.
« Ah?!” cried my mischievous friend, catching
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bis words, “I am glad you bave discovered
what made you so wakeful last night. 'Twas
the coffee then!” *“Ah! non, mon ami, do not
talk of dat; it was pitoyable! detestable!” he
answered with a shu By this time, we
were all in our saddles, and as our routes lay
in a different direction, the dancing-master
parted from us, with much show of feeling,

while his exclamations of * Monsieur, it was
not dat! beliéve me, it was not dat!”’ rever-
berated through the woods, as Frank unweari-
edly shouted after bhim, “Friend, beware of

strong coffee, since you say, it kept you awake
Tast might” ' SEL
Charleston.
cd
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JOSEPHINE.

BY PAUL SOBOLEW
L

Ir thou shalt ever mect
Spring’s sweetest, loveliest rose,
With balmy breezes sweet,
Whosee cheek with brightness glows
Like Orion’s purest light—
Whose words breathe but delight—
And if she ask with love for me,
*Tis Josephine—be sure 'tis she.

1L
If like the silent stream
When flowing without noise—
Or like the moon’s sweet beam
From thoughtless crowds she flies—
‘To all she knows is kind,
Pure, noble, and refin’d,
And if she ask with love for me,
*Tis Josephine—be sure 'tis she.

IIL

If thou shalt see a tear

Roll down her rosy cheek,
And if she doth appear

With feeling pure to speak—

D

8K1, OF POLAND.

And in her brightest eye,
Thou shalt see modesty,
And if she ask with love for me,
'Tis Josephine—be sure 'tis she.

Iv.

If thou shalt ever see,
Some orphans—or the poor—
Who driven by poverty
Enter her welcome door—
And if her heart doth beat
With sympathy replete,
And if she ask with love for me,
*Tis Joeephine—be sure 'tis she.

V.

But if thou ere of love,

To her by chance shalt speak,

And if a tear of sorrow

Do not bedew her cheek,

And not a sigh she give—

Her bosom does not heave,
And if she does not ask for me,
My Josephine—it is not she.

v
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TO MRS. HEMANS.

On well I know that perfect bliss on earth was
never thine, .

Too much of grief, heart-withering grief, did with
thy joys entwine, .

Yoo much of shade had darkly passed the sunlight

of thy way, : .
And tinged with gloom those rainbow hues, which

ever fade away !

1 know it by thy spirit'’s depth of sympathy
unchilled,

Dynlltl;yk?:lofpoeu’y,bylovelythonghhn-
v el

By all those saddened thoughts that wring the
ifted heart

gifted on
Thoughts, too, which call the soul away far from
its long loved hearth!

*Tis ever thus—earth’s loveliest flowers must bow
to the crushing storm,

Aye, more—must nourish in their bud the all-des-
troying worm. ’

* - * * 3 L]

And thou didst hide from all the strife that stirred
thy soul's unrest,

And only in the minstrel etrain, was aught of woe
exprest—

And was there none, not one, of all, touched by
that charmed strain,

Might know the hand that swept that lyre could
not on earth remain ?

Ld * 1 s ] .

And now—thou’rt gone from &s! yet joy, thou'rt

blessed where the tone
Of sorrow midst thy seraph song would be a sound
unknown.

* A WORSHIPPER.
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CONVERSATIONS BY THE FIRE-SIDE.
BY THE EDITOR.

% THERE is nothing in nature so charming as
a bright wood fire!” exclaimed Mrs, Marvin,
as she let down the window curtains, and
looked around on her pleasant parlor with a
smile of satisfaction, which could not be mis-
understood—it said *“here is my home, and
where can there be found such another.”

“You mean Art, my dear aunt,” said Charles
Howard, a young colleﬁe student, raising his
eyes from a volume of his favorite Schiller—
“[ think Nature could scarcely arrange such a
delightful hearth as this.”

_ “But your good Aunt has followed Nature’s
most perfect model,” observed the village
school-master, who was spreading his hands
to the genial blaze, while his countenance
exhibite§ that peculiarly satisfied expression
which betokens physical comfort. “ Wood is
is the natural material for the domestic fire,
and J marvel that those who can obtain it, will
ever burn that disgusting substitute, coal.”

“Oh! I like a coal fire, a good anthracite
fire, that will last bright and warm as the sum-
mer’s sun, through a whole winter’s day; and
the night too, for that matter,” said Ellen Mar-
vin quickly. “Now a wood fire has no con-
stancy of character; it is all blaze one minute,
and all ashes the next. You can never leave
it with safety, nor trust to its steadiness for an
hour.”

“I thought your sex were fond of change,”
said the schoolmaster, quietly seating himself
by the centre table.

“ In fashions, but not in friends,” replied El-
len, “and fire in the winter season, | reckon
among my friends.”

“I have heard you say, cousin Ellen, that
you loved the poetical in all things,” observed
Charles Howard.

“ Yes—and you will say that there is no
poetg in a wood fire,” returned Ellen.

“ Not much in my opinion,” said the school-
master.

“But such is not my creed,” replied Ellen,
gaily. “It is not lyrical poetry which coal re-
gresents or inspires, I grant you. It does not

laze like a meteor, or fade like a dream. Nor
is it favorable to the brown-study habit of mind,
which usually is employed on idle fancies,
building, as it is called, castles in the air. A
coal fire has no such light poetical inspiration ;
but it images the bright, constant, unconsuming
energy of the genius which produces the epic.
Milton doubtless wrote his glorious poem by a
coal fire.”

“Ah!—yes; he has described the appeag-
ance of one very truly,” said the schoolmaster.
“It is in his picflre of the infernal regions,
when Satan first looked about him and saw

“ A dungeon horrible on all sides roun:

As one great furnace flame: yet from ‘:Looe flames
No light, but rather darkness visible.”

%I fear you will hardly be able, cousin Ellen,

to prove that the great poet loved a coal fire,’
said Charles Howard, smiling.

“Why not? If he described it so truly, he
must have been familiar with its appearance
and effects; it must have made the light and
warmth of his hearth; and we cannot surelx
fail to love that which makes us comfortable,
replied Ellen. o .

“But recollect his descriptions,” said the
student eagerly, * which make the infernal re-
gions appear so horrible, rest on the art by
which he has presented to our _mmds images
of a mineral world in combustion. You re-
member the lines we were reading the other
evening—

¢ Then with expanded wings he steers his flight
Aloft, incumbent on the dusky air,

‘That felt unusual weight, till on dry land

He lights, if it were land that ever burn’d
With solid as the lake with liquid fire.”—

“ A very good description that of anthracite ;
a solid fire indeed it makes,” put in the school-
master, .

“I have mnot quite finished though,” said
Charles, repeating with emphasis—

¢ And such appeared in hue, as when the foree
Of subterranean wind transports a hill

Torn from Pelorus, or the shatter'd side

Of thundering /Etna, whose combustible

And fuel'd entrails thence conceiving fi
Sublim'd with mineral fury, aid the winds,
And leave a singed bottom, all involved

In stench and smoke : such resting found the sole
Of unblest feet,”—

¢ Unblest truly,” said Mrs. Marvin, “as
I think every body must be who lives in the
smoke and dust of soft coal, or the dry, wither-
ing heat of the hard. I passed a fortnight in
Boston, last winter, and never saw a cheerful,
blazing wood fire in all that time; I was quite
home-sick.”

“But, my dear mother,” said Ellen, “L am
sure that you acknowledged it was less trouble
to keep the rooms warm with coal than wood.”

“I seid it was not so much care,” replied
Mrs. Marvin. -

“And yoy are doubtless of the opinion that
‘life's cares are comforts;’ as the poet, who
sung his ‘night thoughts’ without the inspira-
tion of any ﬁgre save that in his own soul, has
affirmed,” said the schoolmaster.

“I should be sorry to impress the minds of
]y]'oung people with the idea that cares, house-

old cares are troubles,” said' the thoughtful
matron. ’

“You are right, madam,” said the school-
master. “If every person was as particular in
calling things by their right names we should
be spared much uneasiness.”

“Then you believe there is an influence in
names,” said Charles Howard, glad of an op-
portunity to change the topic of conversation,
which he perceived had begun to annoy Ellen
a little; like most young ladies, she felt un-
pleasantly at finding herself on the minority
side of the question.
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*“To be sure I do think there is a t in-
fluence in names,” replied the schoomter,
*“ often producing a serious effect on morals as
well as taste, and”—he hesitated a moment as
if half irresolute abont propounding his theory
in full, and then added boldly—¢and I believe
that names of peraons have often a great influ-
ence on their character and condition in life.”

*Do you think that a man with a low, vul-
gar name—such as Tinker, for instance, would
be more likely to become mean and low in his
taste and character, than he would if he bore
the lordly apellation of Wellington, or the

cal one Addison 1" inquired the student.
-1 think that Mr. Tinker would find it more
difficult to establish a character for elegance,
literature, and dignity than he would if bear-

, Ing either of the last mentioned names,” re-
turned the schoolmaster, “This difficulty might
be the pivot on which his success in life turned.
A Pleasant-sounding name, like a good face,
g1ves the ‘““open sesame” to a stranger in so-
ciety, and this favorable opportunity may in-
duce the man to exert his best powers, and
thus obtain an advantageous and honorable po-
sition which would exempt him from many low
and vicious temptations. And thus he might

me.a better and more intelligent man by
the influence of his good name.” '

*Is the pleasant sound of a name all that is
required to make it good inquired Ellen.

By no means, my dear young lady,” re-
Plied the schoolmaster, < Association has more
effect than sound. Some names always awaken
low or disagreeable ideas, as for instance Hog's-
mouth.”

“ Was there ever a man who bore the dis-

Fustmg name of Hog’s-mouth?” exclaimed El-
en,

“To be sure,”
“and a somewhat
was elected Pope,”

“He changed his name I presume, when he
ascended the papal throne, did he mot?” said
Charles Howard. . '

“Yes—to Sergius the Second. He was the
first Pope who did thus change his cognomen,
and from his example it is supposed the custom,
which still prevails, of assuming a new name
when entering on the office of Pope originat-
ed;” said the schoolmaster.

“Probably his uncouth name suggested to
ﬁhanhs Lamb the idea of his farce of *Mr.

answered the schoolmaster,
lmportant man too, for he

—' You may recollect that his hero's
nagxe was Hog’s-flesh,” said the student,

It might be,” returned the schoolmaster,
“yet Lam never fond of attributing every co-
gcidence of ideas I find in authors to imitation

plagiarism.  According to some writers,

€re never -was an original thought, eve
writer borrows or steals all his best things.”
¢ edyou approve of changing family names 1
ﬁquﬁ' Mrs. Marvin, whose taste had been
shocked with the odious appellation of the Pope.
91 do decidedly,” answered the schoolmaster,
“if the name is a bad one, unpleasant and mean
in association and sound. Inour country, where
such change is easy, no family need bear a ri-
diculous surname.”

“ What if our Washington had been born
Tinker or Dubbs 1" said the student.

He would never have become the hero of
American history,” said the schoolmaster. * He
could not have risen with such a name. He
would either have changed it, or shrunk from
eimati:)ns which exposed him to public noto-
riety.*

“Such was the feeling and practice of the
ancients,” observed the student. Dioclesian
was plain Diocles before he was emperor; and
Plato has expatiated on the importance of beau-
tiful and harmonious names. The Greeks and
Romans both admired long names.”

. “They did so,” said the schoolmaster. * And
it is worthy of note that no great emperor or
hero has borne a monysyllable name. sually
the names of great warriors have been lo and
Frln:i'-eounding, never short, mean or ridicu-
ous,

“Bat we have many celebrated men with
short names,” gaid the student, eagerly—
“ Poge, Swift, Locke, Hume, Scott, Burns.”

* Yes, yes, celebrated in literature, the arts
and professions of civil life; not in heroic ad-
ventures or military achievements,” said the
schoolmaster. .

* Why there were Captain John Smith, Wil
liam Penn, and Captain Cooke,” observed
Ellen, blushing as she spoke.

“Well, well, my dear,” said the schoolmas-
ter, smiling kindly, “you have found one ex-
ception to my rule about heroes. I really think
that Captain John Smith deserved that title. I
did not mean to include in my remarks naval
commanders; there have been great men on the
quarter deck, in spite of their short, odd names.”

“I think peopﬁa often make their children
appear ridiculous by giving them pompous or
romantic names, which seem quite ma_pgropn—
ate to their surnames. There is our neighbour,
Mrs. Winkle, she has called her little red-
headed, dumpy boy, Augustus Fitzherbert
Sackville,” said Ellen. . .

“Not quite so bad as Polly Dolly Adeline
Amelia Agnes Low,” said Charles.

“It is a silly vanity in the mother thus to
endeavour to make her child conspicuous by his
fine names,” said the schoolmaster—* But he
may, when a man, drop all but the first with
more ease than he could change an uncouth
one, and Augustus Winkle will sound very
well.”

“It will at any rate sound better than
though both names were unpleasant,” said
Char%es Howard. “I had a classmate by the
name of Winkle, who was driven from college
by the ridicule his given name excited—it was
Amram " .

“ Parents ought to be subjected to fine if not
imprisonment for inflicting such names on their
children,” eaid the schoolmaster, warmly. His
own name was-Zechariah. )

I dare say it was his fath®r'’s whim,” re-
marked Mrs. Marvin. “Men have, usually,
little taste in names, and when they once set
their mind on a particular one, are very obsti-
nate. I heard my mother tell of one of her
friends who had three daughters, and their fa-
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ther, because his name happened to be Job,
would call his daughters after those of the man
of Uz—Jemime, Kezia,and Keren-happuch.”

“Oh mother!” said Ellen, with uplifted
hands and eyes, “ was there ever a young lady
with such a name—Keren-happuch!”

“Yes, and a charming lovely young lady she
was; I have heard my mother say she was the
belle of the village.”

“ With such a name!” said Ellen.

“Few ever heard her name, my love,” said
Mrs. Marvin. “ Her mother was one of those
sweet-tempered, patient, yet persevering wo-
men, who are always active in curing all the
ills of life for others which they possibly can
reach, and bearing their own share without a
murmur or sigh. She tried to persuade her
husband to abandon his absurd idea of the
names, but ﬁndin% that impossible, she cor-
rected his folly as far as she could by the dear
little diminutives of Mima, Zia, and Kera,
80 she always called her daughters.”

“It was a happy thought,” said the school-
master, “better than a friend of mine judged.
Her husband insisted on calling his daughter
Dolly, after her grandmother—the wife, bent
on a romantic name, added that of Celestia ;
80 Dolly Celestia she was called. She was
their only child, and grew up a beauty and
somewhat of a coquette, as very handsome girls
are apt to be”—here Ellen looked strait towards
the fire, because she knew her cousin Charles
was looking at her—“but her name was a
dreadful annoyance to her. That of Dolly she
wholly abjured, and insisted on being called
Celestia, till she found her discarded beaux had
glven her the sobriquet of * Celestial Dolly.”

he told me, with tears in her eyes, that her
name was the plague of her life, and that she

would we willing to relinquish all the advanta-
ges of fortune she possessed, if her father had
only given her a pleasant name—such as Ellen
or Mary.”

“ Yes, Ellen is a pleasant name,” said Charles
Howard—meeting his cousin’s playful glance
with a smile of affection. -

“Our Puritan fathers had some excuse for
their practice of giving patriarchal names to
their children,” resumed the schoolmaster,
“because this connected the idea of piety with
such reference to Scripture authority. But
now we have lost that faith, these names should
be left to the Jews. Why should an American
mother inflict on her son the name Ichabod,
unless she believes the glory has departed from
her nation. It is absurd.” .

“] am glad you like romantic names,” said
Ellen. .

«] like them, not becauee they are romantic,
but for their harmonizing sound and pleasant
associations,” said the schoolmaster. ¢ Novel
writers are careful to enlist our feelings in favor
of their favorites. I wish that parents would
cultivate this taste for the beautiful in that
department of their child's destiny over which
they have uncontrolled power. It is no small
evil to be called by a harsh, disagreeable name
a hundred times in & day; as I have known by
experience. And then to think that your name
will raise a laugh at your expense from the
Koung ladies the moment they hear it;—it is

eart withering. I never dared to write a love-
letter, nor appear sentimental, nor could T hope
that any woman of refinement would ever be
induced to call me dear Zechariah!~no won-
der [ am an old bachelor” The general laugh
which greeted this speech was interrupted by
the entrance of company.
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THE VOICE OF LOVE.

BY CHARLES M. F. DEEMS,

THERE is a holy language—and it spoaks
Softly and low in all the lovely things
God hath created.
¢ Tenderly it breathes
In every melody whose echo wakes
Responsive memory in the heart, and thrills
And sweeps the deep-toned lyre of the affections.
It whispers in the zephyr’s breath, and rests
Like softest slumber on the woody bower.
It glitters in the dew-drop, and it lisps
In the low murmur of the little stream
That gurgles o’er its pebbly bed; and plays
On the bright beam that paints the rainbow’s arch.
It may be read on the clear lake’s expanse;
And God hath watten it in characters
Bright as the stars, on the unrufiled sky.
The silvery cascade speaks it, and its notes
Are even mingled with the solemn sound
Of the majestic river. Gently breathes
Its voice upon the flowret, and it stirs
The innumerous leaves that deck the forest.

Nature’s a volume, on whose every page
*Tis penned and penciled by the Author’s hand.

It plays like music round the mother’s heart,
In the glad laughter of her cherished child—
It gently beams in Friendship’s placid cye,
And gushes warmly from the heart that bows
In adoration at the hallowed shrine 3
Of Virtue when she holds the fane of Beauty.
The spirits that surround our mundane sphere
Speaks its pure accents; and it sweeps the lyre
Of many a cherub, as the song of praise .
Goes thundering up from the whole universe
And shakes the dome of Heaven. That language is
The voice of love.

And why do men so oft

Mar the sieet spirit of harmony which rests
Softer than moonlight on our earth, and fills
The blissful bowers of Heaven? Still the foul tongue
Of Slander will produce discordant notcs,
And Envy's hissing drown * the voice of love !









THE GUNSMITH OF PARIS.

‘Written for the Lady’s Book,

HE GUNSMITH OF PARIS.

BY BORAEMUS.
Ox the afternoon ot .

large mob collected e 23d of June, 1789, a of the Royal Guards, which were ardered out,

of the Count St. nd the blazing palace refused to fire upon the mob—

er, in Paris, all armed,
ined to prevent any one
the conflagration. Shouts
the burning rafters, one
it was not until the entire

and obstinately deter;
endeavouring to stop
succeeded J

St. Joseph's, but a few rods from
f outrage, was the workshop of
tel, the Gunsmith of Paris.. It was
foot building, with nothing remarka-
gh in its exterior to recommend it to
save the fact of so mean a building be-
tuated so near the ptincelﬂnpalace of the
and haughty Count St. Almer, the favor-
the King. On the afternoon which is re-
ed to, heedless of the tumult without, Pierre,

his apprentice Antoine, were quietly at
rk in the little shop. Government had em-

riod, and upon this work he was now
%;n.g . Every shout of the mob was distinct-
eard by the Gunsmith, still the hammer
ng upon the anvil, as if he wished its clink-
g might drown the uproar; but from the fre-
uent glances which the apprentice cast toward
e window, it was evident that he, at least,
ad rather be at liberty to join the crowd than
3t work.
¢ Your mind is absent, boy,” said Martel,
ooking up—* Go if you wish, and learn a les-
gon Frenchmen never should forget.”
Fresh bursts of applause, and shouts of
¢« Vive ' republique” filled the air, and the ap-
prentice of Martel, gladly availing himself of
this privilege, took his cap and left the shop.
{For another hour Martel worked on in silence;
the was then interrupted by the entrance of a
Tnei hbour.
“ Most glorious news, Martel,” cried the new
courier, “but how is this—why are you at
work when all Paris is alive with rejoicing 1"
¢ What has happened, Briel " inquired Mar-
tel, calmly.
¢« Are you an idiot ” exclaimed Briel. ¢ Do
you pretend to say you have not heard the
{ news?!”
!« Nay, good Briel,” replied Martel, “I am
i but a poor mechanic, and can ill afford to lose
my time for every show that comes along,”

o \lN'ell then, the story is simply this,” said
Briel.

« Be as brief as possible,” interrupted Martel,
« my work is at a stand while I am talking
with you.”

« A mob of citizens,” continued Briel, “at-
tacked the palace of the haughty Count St. Al-
mer, the King's favorite, and levelled it with
the ground. But what is better, two companies

“ Andthe Count,” exclaimed Martel, eagerly.

“Escaped during the confusion in the dis-
guise of a monk.”

“ Heaven be praised,” said Martel, ¢ he is
yet reserved to feel my vengeance”—

“ You, Martel?”

“Yes. I've sworn an oath, a horrid cath—
the Count shall die a violent death.”

“How has he offended you,” said Briel.

“ Swear by the mother of him who died upon
the croes never to divulge without my consent
what I may now impart.”

“] swear.”

“ Many years ago,” said Martel, ¢ the Count
St. Almer, by reason of his enormous crimes,
was forced to embrace the Church or perish
upon the scaffold. Of course, he chose the
first, became a monk, and afterwards confessor.
I had a daughter then, a sweet flower just
budding into womanhood. She was the very
image of her sainted mother, and as I watched
her dawning beauties, day by day, I fancied I
had a solace for my old age. She was accus-
tomed to confess to St. Almer—a double deal-
ing villain as he was—or as he was styled,
Father Jerome, who from the first moment he
saw her, laid a plan for her destruction. Too
well did he succeed—what means he used
—what fiend he summoned to his aid I knew
not, but my poor girl fell a victim to his infer-
nal arts. She is now dead of a broken heart,
and he stalks unharmed a favorite of the King:
But a day of retribution is at hand. In less
than one short month the anniversary of her
death will come round—Ilet the Count look to
himselt”—

 How happens it,” said Briel, *if the Count
took the cowl he is still a noble?”

“ When the present Louis ascended the
throne of France,” replied Martel, “he peti-
tioned the See of Rome to restore St. Almer to
his titles—it was granted.”

«But think, Martel,” said Briel, * think of

our own fate if you persist in your intention.
%‘he Count is rich and powerful—allied fo the
best blood of France. The King has not a
greater favorite.”

“ Were he the King—were he Louis him-
self,” exclaimed Martel, fiercely, “but hush,
here comes Antoine. Well boy, what has
broUéht you back ¥

“Come to the window, quickly,” cried An-
toine—** see—see the mob have discovered the
retreat of the Count, and are pressing upon

Martel threw open the window, and looking
in the direction pointed out by Antoine, saw a
single person contending with the mob. He was
a man, apparently about thirty years of age,
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of a tall form, and well proportioned. Around his
left arm was wound the remains of a scarlet ro-
uelaire, trimmed with Id lace, torn and
gusty. His white feather hung drooping over
his face, and the glittering jewels of his hat
were broken, and some entirely destroyed.
With his right hand he wielded a shining blade.
Retreating slowly, and disputing every inch, he
kept them at bay, while at a little distance
stood the two companies of the Royal Guards,
leaning on their arms and looking tamely on.

“He comes this way,” exclaimed Martel—
“ Antoine give me an axe—throw the door wide

o n"_

« Martel, what mean you,” demanded Briel,
“ what are you going to do!”

¢ What I please, Briel,” replied Martel.

“You are not going to kill him. By Heav-
ens, you shall not murder him while T stand
here.”

4 Back, Briel—interfere at your peril,” shout-
ed Martel. “I act my pleasure—enough, I
will not murder him now."”

Instantly the Count darted into the shop, and
pushing the door to, exclaimed—* Citizen, if
you be a man, protect me from the fury of the
rabble.”

“Umph,” said Martel, * does the proud Count
‘St. Almer claim the protection of a poor, despis-
ed mechanic—you forget, my lord.’

“ You will not refuse me "

“No. Were the murderer of my own mother
to cross my threshold and claim the protection
of my roof, he should have it, even if my own
life was the forfeit.”

The door-way and shop was now filled with
the excited mob, shouting *down with him—
down with the aristocracy—vive I’ republique.”

* Back—back,” shouted Martel, brandishing
his ponderous axe—*back—one and all—the
man who moves a step toward the Count re-
ceives his death. Shame on ye, men of Paris,
to attack a single man with such fearful odds.
What is his crime 1"

“He's the King's favorite,” murmured seve-
ral voices.

“ And what of that,” retorted Martel, *be-
cause the king bestows more love on him than
you, are you bound to wreak your spitc on him.
Shame, citizens! where is your boasted gene-
rosity. Goand leave him to me.”

There was a whispering for & few minutes
among the crowd, and then with a shout of
“vive I' Martel,” they cleared the shop, leaving
Martel alone with the Count.

The French are ever inconsistent—ever act-
ing from the impulse of the moment. A short
time before, the infuriated mob would have torn
the nobleman in pieces could they have got at
him, now there was not one who would have
refused to act in his defence if Martel did but
say the word.

« Citizen,” said St. Almer, “ you have my
beartfelt thanks.”

“You owe me nothing,” replied Martel. «I
saved your life because it was my pleasure so
to do. It would have been to me but poor re-
venge to let you perish by the mob. I'd see
you die a lingering death—you know me not.”

w're tight.”
“Indeed, yq g nfs forgot,” continued Mar-
“Your high® 1ef relate a short and simple
tel; “listen wRre was once a nobleman of
but true tale. "A~ynt St. Almer honored with
Paris whom the Qonfidence. This nobleman
his friendship and a young and tender girl,
bad an only chilc Almer, under the mask of
whom the Count St.yilish arts betrayed, and
friendship, by his dtiction enough, consented
then thinking it satisl,e injured father. The
to cross blades with t ip hig breast, then the
Count fell with a woun gpd—
nobleman was banished,p”_
“Enough, Victor Moras-oy know me now.”
“ Aye, villain, I warrant .er, darting toward
« Help, ho!” cried St. Ah,
the door. " mith was upon
But the quick hand of the Gun:
his throat, and dragged him baci\c’e husky
“ Monster,” said St. Almer, his -
with terror—* would you murder m¢
“No! great Count, not now ; your
not yet come. Until the thirteenth
ou are respited, for by the Holy Virgthe

eaven, by the sun, moon and stars, Yyve
power that rules above us, you shall not su"',
that day.”

Saying this he released his prisoner, v}
horror-stricken, staggered against the forge, ¢

then rushed out of the building. Pl
* * * * * = * c€’
Night had already cest its shadows for 'f;

ral hours upon the city of Paris, when

the Gunsmith, enveloped in the ample fo
large cloak, issued from his humble dw
and took his way to the most unfrequent:
of the city. There was no moon; al
faint ?immeting of the street lamps,
gave light sufficient to show his patl
pansed for an instant as he reached th
skirts of the city and looked back in thc
gloom, to see if he was watched; but n.
met his eye save the jagged rough-cast
ings of the poorer classes. Exchanging
ties with the guard on duty, he wrapp:
cloak closer about and passed into the en

r
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with a quickened step. For an hour he
steadily at the same pace, until he sud
stopped at the entrance of a grave yard; ct
another look behind, to assure himself ni
followed, he entered the yard, and gave
culiar rap upon the face of a tomb-stone.
stantlty e stone sunk into the wall,a b
ray of light darted out, and several voices
mured—* ’tis he.” Passing in, the wall ¢.
u?, and Martel found himself in the pres
of twenty or thirty men, whose knit brows
clenched fists showed they had met toge
for no common purpose. Martel immedia
recognized the faces of Robespierre, Dan
Marat and others, and casting his cloak as:
he took a seat at the table.

“ You are late to-night,” said Robespierre.
a low cautious tone.

«T am,” replied Martel—*I had difficulty
avoiding the extra dpatrols which are out 1
night. T was obliged to wait until their du
took them to another part of the city.”

— Y
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“ What news have you from the gay city 1"
asked Danton.

“ The best, all Paris is ripe for revolt. This
very afternoon, the palace of the Count St. Al-
mer was assaulted by the mob, and razed to
the ground, and even the military sided with
the populace.”

“That is indeed the best of news,” said
Robes?ierre. “ Have you finished the stand of
arms?”

«] have; and, to avoid suspicion, have given
out that they were for Government.”

«“Then every thing is ready,” continued
Robespierre. ‘A few more riots, such as this
day has produced, will revolutionize France,
and then farewell to royalty. We must now
let actions speak, enough has been wasted in
words. When shall we commence ?”

“ As soon as possible,” replied Martel, ¢ but
the populace must be armed, and let the first
action be the boldest, something which will
strike terror to the hearts of the king and his
ministry.”

«The Bastile,” muttered Marat.

“ The Bastile,” echoed a dozen voices.

# Let the Bastile then be the first attack,”
said Martel, “but stay—the people must be
armed. The Hotel des Invalides contains thirty

- thousand muskets. Shall we first possess our-
selves of them ¥

“ It were best so to do,” said Robespierre,
“ but when?”

“On the thirteenth of July,” replied Martel
“The tocsin shall be sounded exactly at noon,
to call together the Parisians, and the confla-
gration of the Hotel des Invalides shall be the
signal to our distant friends.”

“Be it so,” said Robespierre, “and now be-
fore we separate—here in the close neighbor-
hood of the mighty dead—up all, and swear to
achieve the liberty of France.”

« Every sword flashed in the dim candle-lizht,
as the ionzpimtors answered, “. We swear.”

* * *

Immediately upon leaving the shop of the
Gunsmith, St. Almer proceeded, with hasty
steps, to the palace of the Tuilleries. There
he was never denied admittance; learning the
King was in his private closet, he ran through
the familiar passages, and with more haste
than ceremony, threw the door open, and
ushered himself in.

Louis was gazing out of the window, and as
the door opened, he turned with an angry re-
buke upon his tongue for those who had thus
dared to intrude upon his privacy without pre-
vious notice; but his anger quickly turned to
mirth, when he beheld the wo begone counte-
nance of St. Almer.

« How now, St. Almer,” exclaimed he, with
a merry laugh, “what has happened to cause
you to look so poverty-stricken !

** Many men would have hung themselves
for the loss of such a palace as mine,” replied
St. Almer.

“And what of that,” rejoined Louis, “six
million francs from our royal treasury are al-
ready yours to assist in restoring your palace
to its form(g' beauty. To-morrow we hold a

court, and measures shall then be taken to
bring the rioters to justice. Meanwhile, to
show you that the loss of wealth has not in the
least diminished our love and respect, accept
this chain—"

St. Almer knelt, while Louis carelessly threw
over his neck a costly string of pearls and dia-
monds.

« Most gracious Liege,” said St. Almer ris-
ing, “should you ever stand in need of my poor
services, recollect that there is one sword at
least which will spring from its scabbard to
assert your rights. But to the business which
brought me here. Does your majesty remem-
ber 5icmr Morain, Count of Chavoigne, whom
the late King banished 1"

¢ Perfectly.”

«He has returned unbidden from his banish-
ment. He is now in Paris, in the disguise of a
mechanic, and threatens my life.”

“For what "

“ An old feud between our families. Would
it please your majesty to grant me a file of
soldiers to lodge him within the Bastile?”

“ Most assuredly, cousin, if your life is in
danger,” replied Louis, writing a few lines and
giving it to St. Almer. *Here is order to that
effect.”

St. Almer bowed, upon receiving the paper,
and drawing his hat over his face, left the
apartment. The following morning, just at
day-break, the key of the gloomy Bastile was
turned upon Pierre Martel.

* * * * *

That day, a grand court was held by the
royal family. Upon the throne sat Louis the
Sixteenth, of France, and by his side, his con-
sort, the unfortunate Maria Antoinette. The
lillies of France, upon silken bariners, drooped
over their heads, and a body of the faithful
Swiss Guard, with fixed bayonets, were drawn
in double lines about the base of the throne.
Immediately in front, was a table costly deco-
rated, around which were gathered the nobles
and peers of the Realm. At the foot of the
throne, on the right, stood the Court St. Almer,
and upon the left M. de Launay, Governor of
the Bastile. The rest of the individuals pre-
sent consisted of the body guard, household
officers and troops, servants and retainers.

“ My Lords and Nobles,” said Louis, rising,
it is with extreme regret we have learned the
depredation that was committed but yesterday
upon the property of a good and loyai subject,
the Count St. Almer. Sire de Launay, you
will see that the rebellious soldiery, who yes-
terday refused to fire upon the mob according
to your orders, are arrested and brought before
us. The Count will furnish you with a list of
the ringleaders of the riot, yon will attend to it.”

“May it please your majesty,” said Launay.

“ What say you,” replied Louis.

“Jt were best to station a few troops at the
Bastile, as I fear the next building the mob
assault will be that.”

It shall be done,” said Louis. *“Now bring
in the prisoner.”

The trumpet sounded. The retainers at the
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lower end of the hall divided, and the Gunsmith
appeared between a file of soldiers.

“Release him,” said Louis.—It was done.

 Are you Pierre Martel 1"

“ By that name, I am addressed,” replied the
Gunsmith. _

¢ But Victor Morain, Count of Chavoigne, is
your true title, is it not "

“Jt s

“ Were you not banished from the Court of
France by an edict of the late King?” contin-
ued Louis.

« Most true,” replied the Gunsmith.

“ For what term !”

“Twenty-five years.”

«Has it yet expired?”

¢ Scarce half.”

“ Why, then, dared you return, without per-

mission "’ demanded Louis.

« Because it suited my convenience. If that
be not satisfactory, find an answer to content
yourself.”

% Audacious subject,” thundered Louis, but
checking himself, said in a calmer tone, “ you
are accused of meditating violence against the
life of the Count St. Almer—nay, you have
been heard to declare he should perish by your
hand. Call the witnesses.

« It is unnecessary,” interrupted Martel, I
deny it not.”

“ You then acknowledge yourself guilty.”

,“I have already told yon trembling noble-
man, he should not survive the thirteenth of
July. Istill say it.”

¢« Neither shall you, Victor Morain,” inter-

rupted Louis. * We here appoint that day for

our execution; and to sce the sentence carried
into effect, St. Almer, we appoint you officer of
the day.”

“So please your ma}'esty,” said St. Almer,
“Pray you excuse me.’

“] have said it,” replied Louis decisively,
“ away with the prisoner!”

“Break up the court,” continued he—*St.
Almer, we would speak with you in private.”

® * * * *

Time flies. The scene is changed to the
great hall of the Bastile. The time, July thir-
teenth, 1789. A file of soldiers were drawn
out. Upon one side stood the Count St. Almer,
Sirc de Launay and a Priest, who was per-
forming the last sad offices for a criminal under
sentence of death. Upon the other stood an
executioner, with his axe and block,and kneel-
ing upon one knee, his neck bared, his head
resting upon the block, was Pierre Martel, the
Gunsmith of Paris.

“Victor Morain,” said St. Almer, as the
Priest closed the book.

The Gunsmith looked up.

“The thirteenth of July has arrived.”

“ But its sun has not yet set,” replied Martel
with a bitter smile. :

«Executioner,” said Launay, “raise your
axe.”

A moment of dread silence followed.—

¢« Strike !

At that instant, a distant shout was heard,

followed by the rattling of musquetry, and a
strange, unearthly sound—faint indeed, but
sufficient to arrest the attention of every one
present. It was the Tocsin.

“Father of mercies,” exclaimed Launay,
“what new outrufe is about to be perpetrated ?
Ha! the Hotel des Invalides is enveloped in
flames.” :

A cry escaped from the lips of St. Almer, as
the axe hurled by the hands of the Gunsmith
whizzed within an inch of his head, and buried
itself in the woodwork of the door. Martel
was instantly seized by the soldiers, and after a
short scuffle, secured. During this, a large
mob had collected around the prison, shouting
and knocking on the gate.

“Throw open the window of the balcony,”
said Launay—* what would you have, citizens?"”

Another shout arose, and several missiles
were thrown toward the balcony. * Silence!”
cried & voice above the rest—it was Robes-
pierre’s. * We would have you restore to us
the person of Pierre Martel, safe and unin-
Jjured.”

“Jt cannot be done, without an order from
the King. He is a prisoner of State.”

« Dare to refuse and we’ll burst the gates in.”

 Launay drew back in time to escape a bul-
let which whistled close to his ears.

“They are bringing battering-rams against
the gates,” exclaimed%,uunay, asa dead hollow
sound echoed through the building. * Heaven
help us or we are lost—again—again—it can
stand such shocks but a short time longer—the
hinges have already started from their sockets
—crash—the chains are broke—the bolts give
way. Mother of Heaven come to our aid !”

(gmsh—crash—cmsh—down fell the gates
with a stunning noise—the mob rushed in-and
a scene of blood and carnage ensued— Launay
was assassinated, his head fixed upon a bayonet
and carried into the street—one by one was
the garrison murdered, and their mangled bo-
dies thrown out into the yard; and then the
destruction of the building commenced.

But where was Martel?! When the gates
gave in, he burst from those who held him and
pursued St. Almer through all the turns and
windings of the prison until they reached the
roof, where St. Almer in despair clung to the
railing. With the cry of a fiend, Martel
spruni upon him—he lost his balance and fell
over the battlements, dragging St. Almer with
him. They reached the ground just as a turret
tottered and fell upon them, covering them from
the sight of every one, and burying their
animosities in death.

* * * * « .

Some months after, as the workmen were
clearing away a part of the ruins of the Bastile,
they came across two bodies, with their hands
upon each other’s throats. They were Pierre

artel, the Gunsmith of Paris, and his victim,
the haughty Count St. Almer.

Boston, Deg:ember, 1838.

—_—

Virtue, without talent, is a coat of mail, with-

out a sword ; it may indeed defend the wearer,
but will not enable him to protect his friend.
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THE QUEEN.
BY B. B. THATCHER, OF BOSTON,

Cousiderations preliminary to a personal sketch.—Feelings

it.—Prescnt state of publie sentiment.--Notices of her immediate
Traits of the dynasty.— Fnglish loyalty.—Political views of the

ter.—Effeet of the popular demonstrations upon her.

IT may seem to some of my readers a late
hour for an article on the Queen. Most people
are done talking and writing of her, I know.
The universal enthusiasm which her accession
excited, and which was for some time kept
alive by many interesting circumstances fol-
lowing in the train of that event, has now in
a great measure subeided, as well on the other
side of the Atlantic as or this. The constant
loyalty with which old John Bull has long been
accustomed to welcome the first appearance of
his Sovereign, noisy and warm as 1t usually is,
was in this instance heightened by considera-
tions almost peculiar to the case of Victoria ;—
by her sex, her youth, her unsullied and unsus-
pected character, her maiden charms:—and yet
that generous glow of emotion already exists no
more. The accession and the coronation, are
old stories; the mass of the people quite at
ease in their minds; the visit to Guildhall has
gone by, and the worshipful city of London has
nothing to say. The levees and drawing-
rooms of two seasons have satiated the curiosi-
ty of the fashionable world. The expectants of
title and notice, have received, if not as much
as they looked for, at least as much as they
will. The offices are filled up. The painters
have bad their sittings given them by the score;
and the engravings are scattered over the face
of the whole earth in like proportion. Medals,
addresses, dinners, customs, and ceremonies of
every description, in which it pleases Father
John to indulge in upon these occasions, all alike
have had their day. It is too late even to send
in any more straw bonnets, bibles, or shoes.
Alas for the pride of imperial glory * Alas for
the levity and stupidity of the people! Royalty
and loyalty have fallen together as fast even as
they arose. The plum-pudding is forgotten.
Even the brief truce of the politicians has lon
since ended. Tories and Radicals, papers an
speeches, are just as rancorous, and as riotous
as before. Victoria is like any other Sovereign.
any other Queen. Nay, must it be acknow-
ledged? Poor human nature! Vain regal

lendor that it is! The object of all this wor-

ip—this fair, faultless favorite of so many
transported millions of admirers—not her mea-
sures, her circumstances, her ministers only,
bat the girl herself has become the butt of per-
sonal animadversion, the subject of political at-
tack! They will not allow the poor soul to
choose which theatre she will go to. Her pri-
vate concerts are invaded with insult by the
press, because foreigners were invited to lead
them ; and some of the English singers at the
Gloucester festival, in September, publicly de-
clined joining in “ God save the Queen,” for the
same weighty reason. The urchin Radicals of
Brighton, ere her first visit to that town was

of the causes of

ex

ited by her i S, P
redecessors, her mother, and other members of the family.—-
&u&n.--l-ler general education.--Some traits of her charac-

finished, had begun calling after her when she
went out to ride, “ Vich! Vich! does I';/o'ur
mother know you're out?' Her royal igh-
ness herself is not sacred in some eyes. The
.Times abuses her like any washerwoman, and
a Baronet, who has loni been the Secretar
and intimate of the Duchess, has felt himself
.compelled to prosecute that print for a libel. So
much for a Queen's comifort. The King of
Hanover is at ease in comparison. The gen-
tleman who holds her Majesty’s stirrup has a
range of immunities far wider than she*

We republicans, distant and disinterested
observers as we are, or think ourselves to be,
might well take a laugh, or a lesson at least,
out of the strange behaviour of the old Old-
Countrymen on this occasion, which, be it ob-
served, has been upon all like ones the same.
The new Sovereign of England is always an
idol for u time. It has not needed youth, nor
beauty, nor even virtue, any more than the
feminine character, to make him such. No
King was ever more popular, for instance, than
the last, even without the Reform Bill;—
before it; and what could be said in that man’s
favor, as a man? what, even as a monarch?
Consider his unmarried life. A fine example,
truly, from the highest social authority, for the
edification of that numberless multitude (as in
Enf]and it literally seems to be) who practi-
cally apply even to morals the old theory that
« the king can do no wrong!” Behold the offi-
ces and honors, the Fublic dignities, nay, the
money of the people, lavished upon this offspring
of & connection sufficient, under other circum-
stances, to banish the author of it from all de-
cent society. The Reverend Lord Somebody
put into the Church! two thousand pounds
yearly to Lord Somebody else for commandin
the “ Royal Yacht!” and so on. The wretch
mother is left to shame, to death, after all. Such
were the claims of King William to his people’s
reverence. Talents, or taste, or energy, no
one pretended to ascribe to him. A * pig-
headed chap,” as we used to hear him called by
the Radicals—after he lost his popularity—was
not very far from a true, though certainly no
very respectful description of his merits; the
most that his admirers claimed for him wasa
sort of stupid good nature which made no posi-
tive luxury of doing harm. And if such was
William, what was George ! How should one
speak of such a creature if he werenota King?
And yet what raptures did the people fly into
when he came to the throne ; how was he dei-
fied at the time of his coronation; what bursts
of enthusiasm hailed his visits to Scotland and
Ireland! The sickening story of the imbecile

* More of this functionary hercafter.
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worship paid him by such men as Scott, is but
a fair specimen of the miserable infatuation of
the public at large. Had the object of this
adulation been any thing or dong any thing to
deserve it—had he possessed claims on British
affection, I will not say such as Lafayette pos-
sessed in ours, but those of a Wellington even,
or a Jackson, or 8 much more common man—
had there been, in a word, something chival-
rous, energetic, brilliant, or beneficent in his
character—then we might have anticipated
from a warm-hearted people like the English,
and especially the Irish, a costly, a noisy, even
a cordial reception, if not the one which they
gave him. But it was not so. Nothing was
known in his favour. Every thing could be
proved against him which disgraces human na-
ture, with the single exception that he hap-
ned to be the handsomest man, and had made
imself the most elegant gentleman in all his
dominions. This and his crown were sufficient.
The people fell on their faces before him. They
would gladly have kissed his great toe. He
was & grand Lama translated into English.
This is no very flattering picture. It is not
the best view of Father John's character, but
rather an exposure of his weak side. Honesty
and honour compel me, at the same time, to
give a word of warning to any of my readers
who may exult too much in the commonly re-
ceived notions that our American ideas concern-
ing dignities, titles, kings, aristocrats, and all
these things, are a model for the rest of the
world. It would be strange indeed, if all our
institutions, and all our professions should pass
for nothing; strange if we had not learned
something from the experience and the follies
of the elder world, and especially of the father
land. But let us not boast too loudly, nor laugh
too much. Not only is the old law too indispu-
table that human nature is and must be the
same with us as with them: the worst of it
is that it shows and proves itself to be so.
Look at the display of it under a thousand modi-
fications, according to circumstances, in our
own country, in the society around us. Rank
and title, and royal grandeur, indeed, have as
yet obtained no legal settlement among us to
any considerable extent. They are not * estab-
lished” by the State. But is there nothing that
answers substantially to these things, under the
voluntary original instinctive form—still more
decisive of a people’s character—in the ten
thousand distinctions, official and social—imply
ing more or less popularity in some cases, and
more or less notoriety in all, which do exist
among us?! What is this mania for accumula-
tion which so devours us;—this spirit of gam-
bling ;—this rage for place and position ;—this
miserable, ha{_rgard, self-tormenting restlessness,
even when all these thingsare obtained? Mere
accumulation, locomotion, position, are not the
ultimate objects in view; it is for inflnence,
power, admiration, the gratification, in a word,
of the same weakness of humanity which, under
other circumstances, and especially strength-
ened by ancient associations and by institutions
of the State, gives to British crowns and coro-
nets their value in English eyes. Does an

American require proof that with all the better
traits of his ancestors, this weakness has de-
scended also to him? Let him watch its dis-
closure in some of his countrymen abroad. The
Chancellor of the Exchequer is well disposed
towards the United States, and has paid us
some noble compliments; we can deign to hear
him therefore, when he cuts us in the House of
Commons, for the “ gaudy array,” in \yhlch he
says our officersappear before the British sove-
reign. The Court Journal asserts that the Yan-
kees are “always knocking their brows against
the footsteps of a throne;” and that “no Lon-
don footman, no Irish master of ceremonies,
ever bandied ‘my lady,” or, ‘your lordship,’
like a dashing New Yorker, or Bostoqm.n."
This is too unqualified and too indiscriminate.
It is also malicious. It should warn ns, how-
ever, against laughing too much at John Bull's
loyalty. Ile makes but little more stupid ado,
with his Queen, after all, than we do with some
other people—and things. . .

Thus much for a caution. And with this
salvo for the conscience, we may venture to
discuss his treatment, of the Queen, and even to
smile at some of the good old gentleman’s exhi-
bitions. Here is a sample, from the London
Morning Herald :—

“ Tug QUueEN AND THE Mackintosn.—While her
Majesty was riding on horseback on Monday, in
last week, in Windsor Great Park, she and her
party were surprised by a heavy shower of rain,
when they were yet at some little distance from the
castle. A gentleman of her suite offered her Ma-
jesty his Mackintosh as a protection against the
elementary attack. This her Majesty, with the
most becoming condescension, instantly accepted,
and wore all the way home.

“ The strongest fecling of personal regard sub-
sists between her Majesty and the Queen Dowager,
an instance of which, though slight in itsclf, we
are enabled to give. It is known that Queen Ade-
laide is passionately fond of flowers, and last yecar,
during her residence at Windsor, she planted some
violets of g, particular kind in those beautiful gar.
dens near the Castle, called the Slopes. It was
only during her Majesty’s late visit to Windsor du-
ring Easter, that tfne violets bloomed for the first
time this year: and as soon as her Majesty was
informed of it, she immediately cansed a boquet to
be gathered, and sent it off by express to Marlbo.
rough House, in order that Queen Adelaide might
receive the first offering of the flowers which she
herself had planted.”

On the same principle, when her Majesty
went to Guildhall to dine with the worshipful
authorities of the city of London, it was for-
mally announced, with all the particulars, that
having had the misfortune to throw down a
China fire screen in one of the receiving rooms
provided for her on that occasion, she absolutely
turned round at the crash made by the fall; and
what is more marvellous still if possible, open-
ed her own mouth and said—* Oh dear ! what
a pity ! what a beautiful screen!” Such were
the phenomena, concerning the screen, which
the kingdom was treated with daily, by the
leading journals, for months. They knew very
well, too, the taste which they catered for. They
crowded their goods to a market. Every thing




SKETCHES OF ENGLISH LADIES. 89

of the scrt which was set before him, old John
devoutly gave thanks for, and consumed with
an inconceivable relish. A paragraph of such
gossip was as good as a pint of porter. An ¢

rtunity to stare and shout afterthe poor little

y, as she went out to ride, helped his diges-
tion for a week. What must have been the
emotions excited by the appearance of the fol-
lowing item—

“The Queen has been ciously pleased to
honour Madame Le Plasmn,gorf?l'l, Wyilliam street,
Strand, with the appointment of “ Stay and Corset
Maker to ber Majesty.”

Think of that—think of a thousand more ap-
pointments of like kind. What a ferment the
trading world must have been kept in till these
distinctions were all bestowed! What exulta-
tions in thoee who succeeded? what struggles,
among those who did not, to make the best of
their disappointment; for, unhappily, many of
these honours are conferred only on one indi-
vidual ; even George IV, who did thingson the
grand scale, had but a single “bug-destroyer
and rat-catcher to his Majesty,” at any one
time. Over a toy-shop in Cheesewell, appear-
ed a board on which was painted, “ Sims and
Dealy, Toy Manufacturers to her Majesty’s sub-
jects: a variety of Fancy Dolls and Spring

ed Jacks within.”hA Seolchn’nn, B:: ‘l;:;

, set himself up as her Majesty's * Disti
%itkey." And a still moJ;‘:tdelicat.e com-
pliment was paid her by & Dublin tavern-keep-
er, who, not to be outdone in either loyalty or
gatlantry, informed his customers that “the
season commenced for Queen Victoria’s
celebrated and much admired tripe and cow-
beels.” Enough of this, however. Such re-
miniscences themselves may be deemed trifling,
and yet there is something to be got from them.
They must have exceedingly edified even the
Queen, when they did not annoy her, and was
sapremely good-natured at least, when the peo-
ple made such fools of themselves. It was
something like the antics of some anxious old
gentleman over a late-born child—more excus-
able than dignified, no doubt. It was, at all
events, better treating her Majesty too well
than abusing her, as they have done since.

And now the question ly comes u
what manner of woman is aE:o f“l-fow much g;‘
this admiratien, or of this abuse, has she really
deserved. Has she any character—any indi-
viduality—and what is it if she has! These
g;aﬁou can be much better answered now,

the way, than they have been before. There
bas been so much excitement and discussion,
the Queen is now beginning to be really known.
Some things may be well premised in the way
of a general answer to these querics, before
coming to details. If Victoria has undergone
ell the processes referred to above, with all the
rest of the ordeal which has almost of necessity
attached to her situation—the most concentra-
ted notoriety—the most consummate tempta-
tions to weakness; if she has gone through this
fiery trial with any tolerable decency; if she
kas apparently loet little or nothing of charac-
lt«el' by it, the 2bvious inference is already strong

8

in her favor, that she must have had no ordi-
pary, certainly no contemptible share, in the
outset; and, of course, we are bound to add
that a discipline, a purgatory, of this kind, if
endured with so much as impunity, cannot but
have left her a hardier and healthier intellect,
and a maturer character altogether, than be-
fore. Nothing can be more mistaken than to
consider her a mere automaton, as many seem
to, capable of going through what she has gone
through for the last two years, without being
essentially affected by it, in one way or another.
So far as the general administration of the gov-
ernment is concerned, the theory may apply to
some extent. It is true that some English sove-
reigns have contented themselves, in this de-
gﬁrtment, with occupying, in relation to the
tate, the same position which the image, com-
monly called a ¢ figure head,’ occupies in con-
nection with the ship it belongs to; a mere po-
sition, that is, a standing-place, according to
custom and law. Others might be mentioned
who would probably have done better, and fared
better, had they been thus contented, and whose
subjects especially would have esteemed them
fatll');nore in the Kyingv Log capacity than in any
other.
Elizabeth was none of these. Imbecile she
has never been called ; neither was she without
t positive and active merits, with ell her
ults. At all events, hers is an instance fully
to show that the British sovereign’s position
need be no sinecure; that so far from merely
filling a place in the ship, and much less on it,
he may at least oecupy and operate as an indi-
vidual instead of an image; if a machineat all,
much more like a steam engine, moving the
whole system, than a figure-head barely stand-
ing before it. Victoria has had another prede-
cessor also, of her own sex, in modern times—
Queen Anne; nor is the history of that
monarch likely to discourage any ambition ske
may feel to exercise a constitutional influence
in the state. I think there will appear in the
sequel even of these sketches, some reason to
predict that Her Majesty, if the popular prayer
of the national song for ier long life and reign
should be fulfilled, will be found following 1n
this respect rather the example of her grand-

father—and of her mother, it may be added, if

one may introduce a comparatively private
character into such a discussion, than that of
either of the other members of the same fami‘l’y
who have last preceded her. Both George IV.
and William IV. were naturally endowed with
some share of the stamina of their old-fashioned
and obstinate, but yet, on the whole, respecta-
ble parent—e man and a monarch of no little
character, certainly, (such as it was;) one who
oddly enough, considered himself as a being
having some interest, and deserving to have
some influence in the affairs of his own do-
minions. The sons, however, were not to be

compared with the father. To speak in plain’

English, or rather in plain American (for 1
fear a dialect so democratic as mine would
hardly be countenanced on the other side of
the water,) though both the abovementioned
gentlemen, George and William, started with
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decent constitutions of both body and mind,*
and even might be considered promising lads
for a time, neither seem to have had vigour
enough to resist the ten thousand temptations
and trials, the ¢discipline,’ the ¢ purgatory,’ at-
tached to their situations, hardly less than to
that of the sovereign. I have the charity to
think that the character must have been rather
extraordinary which could bave done so with
success. Both, at all events, had pretty nearly
worn themselves out when they came to the
throne. Their characters, too, were confirmed,
their reputations were established. And, not
to go into disagreeable details of their more
scandalous habits, they were undeniably and
desperately lazy and luxurious, as well as old;
uite as fit, in a word, to be coachmen as kings.
%licmria. we shall see, is not of this school. She
has much apparently of the Georgian stamina ;
a respectably sensible and perhaps vigorous
mind, with a strong instinct of self-respect.
This, in the grandfather was developed to an
obdurate degree; but in her it shows itself thus
far only as an essential aid in sustaining the
dignity of her station; in fact, something of a
genuine queenly bearing, royal grace, a mix-
ture (not yet malice of courts) of the stateli-
ness of the old system, with the simplicity of
better manners and late days; the Elizabethan
spirit embodied in modern form. To this is to
be added the important item of a good educa-
tion. Victoria’s training is allowed on all
sides, to have been—hard as it may be for some
of us republicans to think so—really rational,
judicious, and even energetic. The aim was,
and as far as successful, its end has been to fit
her for a station, which, to fill worthily, (what-
ever may be said to the contrary,) requires no
ordinary character or mind. The mere pros
ct of this station, under such tuition, must
ave inspired her with a generous ambition to
be and to do something worthy of a Queen—
the Sovereign of the greatest empire on earth.
“All appliances and means to boot,” of course
have been at her command in this lpmces!s. It
has been such on the whole, as could hardly re-
sulted in an inferior, an insignificant, an indif-
ferent character, whatever the material (within
reason) which it wrought on.

Then Victoria is young. She assumed the
full powers of royalty at an earlier age than
any one of her predecessors. Five only of the
British kings have been under the legal period
of manhood at their accession, and these were
all minors, and therefore in charge of & Regent.
Victoria has taken the whole responsibility of
her state in one investment, at the tender age

® There is comething remarkably significant in the his-
tory of this family, tco much so ta need comment. A late
wnter refers to the subject thus :—+¢The rapid decline in
numbers of the present Koyal family of England, is unexam-
pled in history.” George I11. had fiftcen chuldren, and thir-
teen of thein hved to maturity,  Seven of them still survive, at
ages far beyond the average of any family in the world ; and
where is the third generatiun?  One young lady, the present
Queen, representing the Duke of Kent; one young gentle-
man, heir of the King of Hunover; and a son and Surghu-r
of the Duke of Cambridge--four persons in all, and three of
these born in the same year, 1819, when their grandfather was
fourscore yrars old, and une born a couple of years after;
these cempose all the vetuen. OF what other family, the
lm:!d‘?‘f which was born a century ago, could the same be
said:

.of novelt

of eighteen. Of her youthfulness the passing
remark may be made as of the ordeal of trials

uliar to her position: if it be creditable, as
it surely is, for the maturest character to pase
through that fiery fornace unscathed—if it be
so for a man—for a woman—how much more so
for a mere girl. Be this however as it may,
her age is still a great point, and that for many
reasons, not only is it in itself an object of
sympathy and indulgence like her sex, it im-
plies health and strength to endure and do; or
implies also a disposition to please—to be
greatly popular—to do good. Victoria's repu-
tation, unlike that of her uncle’s, was unde-
cided when she came to the throne. She had
it to decide for herself. The people had no
grudge against her; no suspicion of her; their
anticipations were auspicious as far as they
went ; they are so still. How vast an advan-
tage was this over her predecessors! What a
motive it must be, especially in a temper at
once ambitious and amiable, as hers is con-
sidered to be. Even the foolish fondness of her
admiring subjects, exhibited as it has been dur-
ing the first year of her reign, & character edu-
cated as hers has been, could not but move her
to virtuous and high resolves. The confidence it
showed in her generous nature, and her just in-
tentions, was probably deserved ; butatallevents
nothing couldP be bettter calculated to make it so;
to create the merit imagined—toinspire the re-
gal mind, in this its most susceptible and tena-
cious condition, with feelings answering to the
affections and aspirations of her people. If
sovereigns, especially in free countries, have
great trials to encounter, they bave also the
most powerful incentives to help them on ; the;
may have, at least; and never did a monnei
assume the supreme power of a realm under an-
spices more stimulating than hers. Every
thing was on her side. The English had had
no Queen for more than & century; the charm

belonfed to the new accession. The

reigns of the only two who had ruled England
during three hundred years, had been amo
the mos: brilliant periods of its history; an
association and prejudice were enlisted for
another specimen of the sex. All that was
known at the same time, of the actual disposi-
tion, and still more of the training of Victoria,
went to sustain these prepossessions. Nobod
knew of a pretext for sinister surmises. A
must have considered that even if she had bad
traits, they mightstill be reformed. If she was
too insensible of her responsibilities, she might
be roused. If she manifested for a time some-
thing of the irresolution or irregularity of youth,
that youth itself was the source of hope. She
had at least, the docility and the freshness, with
Ferhaps the vanity and the ambition which be-
ongs to that period. All these could be turned
to good account. There was time and faculty
enough for improvement on one hand; there
were the strongest of human motives for it on
the other.

These considerations have not escaped the
Queen. These influences have not failed, and
will not fail to cherish in her a worthy and no-
ble ambition. The reputation of her royal mo-
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ther would alone be a sufficient guaranty for
this; a woman, by the way, to whom, abused
as she has been, and is by the profligate party
meus of London, the British empire 1s likely to
under greater obligations than te any other
commemorated in their history for ages. The
pmsrect is that Victoria’s reign will be one of
the longest in English annals. In these times
it must be eventful and important in proportion.
Great movements, for good or evil, are going
on, and must go on, within and without the
British dominions, in which the interests of
that country are vitally involved. Never was
there a more splendid sphere for the highest
ambition and the most unwearied energies.
The thought of the record which posterity ma
bave to make of the reign of Vicroria, is enoug

to move marble itself into life. It cannot be
doubted that more and more, as reflection grows
upon her, she will feel the full force:of these
impresgions. She knows that she may sostamp
her inflnence on the period in which she flour-
ishes, that history shall speak of it as her own.
It will be the Victorian, as a former one now is
the Elizabethan age of its annals; and it will
not be difficult for her to imitate the patriotism,
the vigour, the integrity, the courage, and all
the high heroic qualities which bave won for
her famous predecessor the name of the ¢ good
Queen Bess,” without allowing a combination
of traits so magnificent and so beneficent to be
sullied by any mixture either of the harshness
of those days or the effeminacy of her own.
[Te 3¢ Centinued.]

Writtea for the Lady’s Book.

WINTER FLOWERS.

BY MRS, M. ST. L. LOUD.

Lov’p of my heart are the flowers that bloom,
Through the long dark days of the winter's gloom;
Filling the air with their fragrant breath,

‘When the blossoms of summer are sunk in death.

Oh, summer hath many a sunny hour,
And summer hath many a gentle shower;
To cherish and nurture each delicate thing,
And call into beauty the buds of spring.

Baut ye are born, amid darkness and storm;
No dews fall on ye—nor sunshine warm;

Ye feel not the breeze of the summer day,
From the sweet southwest, 'mong your leavesat play.

Ye speak to my heart, with the voice of truth:
When vanished, are all the bright dreams of youth;
Cling to the hope, that fades not away,

Which will gild the gloom of life’s latest day :

That when age steals on with its moments dark,
And the frame grows stiff like an ice bound bark,
The soul may renew its youthful prime,
Unchill'd by the frosts of life’s winter time.

For the Lady's Book.

THE MISSIONARY'S WIFE.

Taxae is something exceedingly interesting in a
missionary’s wife. A soldier’s is more sql;‘ogr she
follows him to danger, and, perhaps to death; but

lory waits him if he falls, and while she weeps she
isproud. Before I went abroad the only missionary
I ever knew I despised, for I believed him to be a
canting hypocrite; but I saw much of them abroad,
and made many warm friends among them; and I
repeat it, there is something exceedingly interesting
in a missionary’s wife. She who had been cherish-
ed as a plant which the winds must not breathe on
too rudely, recovers from the shock of a separation
from her friends to find herself in a land of barba-
rians, where her loud cry of distress can never
reach the ears of those she has left. New ties
twine round her heart. The tender and helpless

'
L)

girl changes her very nature, and becomes the staff
and support of the man. In his hours of despon-
dency she raises his drooping spirits; she bathes
his aching head; she smooths his pillow of sick-

ness.

It is true, that the path of the missionary is not
strewed with roses; but often, in leaving his house
at night, and following my guide with a lantern
through the narrow streets of a Turkish city, I
have run over the troubles incident to every condi-
tion of life, not forgetting those of a traveller, and
have taken to whistling, and, es I stumbled into
the gate of an old convent, have murmured invo-
lantarily, “ after all, these missionarics are happy
fellows.” .
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I love the girl whose ruby lip
Can breathe as soft a strain,

As often from some eastern ship,

T hComes w;ﬁed. o'er the mainl! "
e song she s is strangely wild,
And o%t timesmga ing sad% y

Yet I can listen m a child,

And oh! it makes me glad!

118

I Iove the girl whose heart can beat
In sympathy with mine,

I love the voice whose tones are sweet,
And speak of “auld lang syne!”

I love the girl whose spirit knows
Its dreams of love for me!—

I love—but oh! each symptom shows,
Dear Mary, I love thee!
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“ Good wishes keep long,” said the Arabian sage. We
hope, at least, they do not, like the fashions, grow obsolete
with the month. We are about to ask a special favour of our
kind friends, which we trust will be gladly accorded. It
is that they will all step with us upon  Ali's carpet of me-
mory,” and go back to New-Year's morning ; and then allow
us to address them in the sentiments proper for that oceasion.

The truth is, that our “ Editor’s Table” of last month was
not furnished bly; the di at which we reside
from the place of publication, renders delays and disappoint.
ments sometimes unavoidable. But we are loath to enter on
the duties of another year, without proffering our good
wishes to our readers. So now pray consider the following
88 read on New-Year’s eve,

¢ There's a new voice at the door,
And a new step on the floor ;"——

Yes, New-Year has come, and the Old Year, like an actor
retiring from the stage, departed never to return. When a
child, we fancied that there actually was a pause in the
career of Time while the scenes were shifting, or in other
words, that between the death of the Old and the arrival of
the happy New-Year, there was an interim in which Nature
participated. And the feeling still comes over us, we think
it is the same with most people, that we begin a new era of
life, with the New-Year, We can hardly believe that the
sands are continually flowing, that there is no pause from the
eradle to the grave; and no such thing as a boliday in Na-
tare. She, like a good and careful mother, is never at lei N
but urging on and on to the completion of her great work,
when ¢ Time will be no longer.” Then will her rest come.

Does not this constant progression teach us that we too, if
we would succeed in what we undertake, must be constant
snd true to our purpose, instant ‘in season and out of sea-
son ;" hoping always, even when there seems no prospect of
sttaining? Is there not life in Nature, even when the cold
and dark storms of Winter have made her desolate and seem-
ingly dead 7—As the gentle Spring revives the verdure, and
decks the physical with the beauty of buds and flowers, to be
perfected in the rich ity of § yand the bounti
of Autumn’s wealth, so will our hopes and plans, if in accord-
ance with the holy principles of justice and the earnest de-
sire of doing good to others, be blessed and strengthened by
Him who bade us pray that our Father’s will might be done
an earth as it is in heaven. If God intends that mankind
shall attain to the happiness and perfection of knowing and
serving him, then will he bless and prosper those who are
conscientiously endeavoring to advance this great work of
buman improvement. And here we rest our cause,

Since the first beginning of our editorial ibility, till
the present time, eleven years, it bas been the first wish of
our heart, in all our literary exertions, to do good, especially
to and for our own sex. And to this single purpose we attri-
bute, more than to the brilliancy of effort with which our
work has been ined, the inued which has
attended us. Other periodicals, numerous as the stars in our
national banner, have risen, and shone, some with the bright
lustre of genius—but it availed not. There was po great
moral purpose to be wrought out, the faith in which would
keep them ever true to one and the same course, It is not
enough that amusement is provided for the reader. There
mustbe an aim in the fiction and the song, beautiful and per~
fect as these may be, an aim that corresponds with the cha-
racter and pursuits of those for whom the work is designed. Is
it thought that our sphere is too narrow ? Better cultivate a
garden with care and taste, than attempt to add field to
field, till the whole is wild as a jungle, monotonous as a
prairie or barren as a desert. But our field is not a narrow
one. Remember that one Aglf the A race are femal,

over physical might, elevates the condition of woman—be-
cause her nature being in consonance with this moral pro-
gress, and her influence over the young sosacred and irresist-
ible, her aid will be sought and prized by the good and wise
among men. Onlyallow herintellectual culture, and givetoher
feminine pursuits the degree of estimation which they really
merit, and she will be What p it or professi '
among men is more important and honorable than the office
which God has bestowed on woman—that of the firat teachee
of every buman being ? To use the words of Mrs. Sigourney :
¢ In point of precedence, she is next to the Creator; in
power over her pupils limitless and without competition ; in
faculty of teaching, endowed with the prerogative of a
transforming love : while the glorious department allotted,
is a newly quickened soul, and its immortal destiny.”

We have often remarked, and we now repeat, that we do
not seck to invite our sex to emulate the pursuits of men, We
have a far loftier purpose. We would have our ladies ex-
bibit such an example of intelligence and moral excellence,
that men, when they sce one of their own sex excel inall that
is really noble and great, may say, as was said of the wise As-
trippusof old—*¢ he was taught of his mother.”

. . - L .

. . F'Y

The best of prophets of the Future is the Past."—What
hath the year gone by left us of its power and wisdom? Of
its power, that most derful result of b genius and

hanical skill, the ful navigation of the Atlantic by
steam! Here is a combination of physical energyand human
intelligence, the most powerful the world ever witnessed, di-
rected to promote investigation, peace and happiness among
thenationsof the earth. Hitherto the most grand exhibitions
of man's power and energy have been in destructive rathes
than peaceful enterprises, either on land or water. Thus Al
d d the Granicus, and Cesar the Rubicon—Han-
nibal and Napoleon the mighty Alps. How poor their tri-
umphs, who only sought b and empire for th Ives,
eompared with the genius of Fulton and Watts, whose inven-
tions seem destined to extend, till all pations are linked in
one brotherhood of 1 benefit and geod will! Every
triumph of man's physical power, directed to the arts whish
promote peace, elevates woman in the scale of society—be-
eause the moral faculties, in which lies her superiority, are
then required to direct and control the manners of life. The
panyurhnbeenmorgrntandimpmminum;m,
every philanthropist and Christian.

For the wisdom of the past year we can say thus much—it
bas produced three works worthy to be read this year ; each,
in its own way, contributiag something to the wisdom of the
world. By wisdom, as applied to the affairs of men, we mean
that just judgment on past events, and present circumstan-
stances which shall enlighten the public mind, and make the
course more conducive to the g ) welfare, happiness and
imp t of mankind better und d

The first and most wonderful literary production of the
times is % The French Revolutien,”—A History--by Thomas
Carlysle. It might more properly be termed a series of His-
torical portraits, for its scenesand persons are rather painted
to the imagination than described in the detsil of narrative,
But the power of its writer in showing the reality of that aw~
ful spectacle, a nation in its first fierce outbreak from the
degradation and misery of ages of slavery and ignoraunce, and
intoxicated with the dream of freedom and happiness, is
astonishing. It is a history of man’s heart as well as con-
duct. There is wisdom in its pages which should lesson all
men. The style is peculiar, some call it affected, but to us
it seems 1and proper, b it evidently is the lan.
guage of feeling. We will give a short extract from the
second volume,

How grand, how exalting is the thought that we may be giv.
ing impetus to the means which are destined to elevate such
a multitude in the intell 1 and social scale ; and more,
that the character and condition of men is thus to receive its
last and best imp! Everyi of moral power

Speaking of S lottism, the author says :—

« It was the frightfullest thing ever borne of time! One
of the frightfullest, This Convention, now grown anti-Jaco-
bin, did, with an eye to justify and fortify itself, publish lists
of what the reign of Terror had perpetrated: lists of the
guillotined, The lisus, cries splenetic Abbe Montgaillard,
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were not complete. They contain the names of—how many
persons think the reader?—Two thousand all but a few.

tors engaged ; as the writers in the last number showed, In
addition to those who have long enjoyed the confidence of our

There were above four th d, cries gaillard : so
many were guillotined, fusilladed, done to death ; of whom
nine hundred were women. It is & horrible sum of human
lives, M. L’Abbe ; some ten times as many shot rightfully
on a field of battle, and one might have a glorious victory
with Te Deums. Itis not far from the two-hundredth part of
what perished in the Seven Years’ War !
- - . L L4 . . » L]

« But what if history, somewhere on this planet, were to

hear of a nation, the third soul of whom had not for thirty

ders, we have several new names, one we are sure will
be most wel B. B. Thatcher, Esq., who has lately re-
turned from a tour in Europe, will give, if his health per
mits, a series of Sketches of distinguished females for our
Book, comprising ¢ Victoria, the young Queen”—‘Miss
Baillie”—% Edgeworth”—Mitford, Mrs. Hofland, and other
living writers. There will be also a stery from Mrs. K.
Smith, author of “ A Winter in Washington,” &c., besides
the usual variety from our best contributors.
We have on our table new publications  too ©
,”but we will try in our next to give a report of the

weeks each year as many third-rate p s as would

him? History, in that case, feels bound to consider that star-

vation is starvation ; that starvation from age to age presup-
L] .

poses much. . . .
Such things were and are, and they go on in silence,
ceably : and S lottisms follow.”

Here is the ing upof the results of the Revol

“In France, there are now four million landed properties ;
diat black portent of an agrarian law is as it were realized!
‘What is still ger, we und d all French have
the ¢right of duel,’ the hackney coachman with the Peer, if
insult be given ; such is the law of public opinion. Equality
at least in death! The form of government is by citizen
King, frequently shot at, not yet shot!”

We wish we bad room to give two of his female portraits—
Charlotte Corday and Madame Revland ; but those who de-
sire to see these two wonderful women must read the book.

The second work we would d to our
is from the pen of a woman— Letters to Mothers,” by

best,

Our correspondents will not, we hope, think themselves ne-
glected, if we do not particularize all favors received. We
shall look over our port-folio and drawer soon. In the mean
time we tender our heart-felt thanks to all who show a do-
sire to aid us in our editorial duties ; and wish them, with our
kind readers, A Happy New Year!

TO CONTRIBUTORS.

It has always been a primary object with the publisher of
the Lady’s Book, to engage the most talented writers as con-
trib to this Magazi In the p of this object,
expense has been a matter of minor consideration, and with-
out vanity or ostentation, we think it may be said that our
list of correspondents will bear a comparison with that of any
other periodical in the United States. The publisher son-

Mrs. Sigourney. We named it in our last—we thought
1o give some extracts in this number ; but it should be all
read—be studied. It does not pretend to any original dis-
covery—it is simply the exposition aud application of those
eternal principles of Truth and Nature which the experience
of man and the revelation of God alike sustains. But it is
of the utmost importance that these principles shoyld be
rightly understood.

And the third book? It is the work of our young, gifted
countryman, William G. Simms--a novel—¢ Pcloyo: a
Story of the Geth,”" The noble sentiments and just princi-
ples embodied in this book, clsim for it a distinction above
the ordinary rank of works of fiction. Itis worthy of our
sg\e-ind nation ; and we shall be mistaken if the author does
not gain by this production a celebrity which the usual hack-
nied round of novel-writing could never have given him. He
bas opened a new mine of moral and political interest for this
elass of works, an i which Ameri must appreci
Thus literature, in the three great departments of History,
Education and Fiction, are becoming the vehicles of those

Just and holy principles which will, finally, make
earth the abode of peace, virtue, and love.
» » » ” * Y .
We observed, in our last ber, that the 1 was

abroad. We wish to interest our friends particularly in one—
the lecturer on Phrenology—George Combe, Esq., of Edin-
burgh. He has lately come to America, with thei ion of
travelling through the length and breadth of our land, and
when he can find sufficient g ding to
the people the principles of’ his philosophy.

‘Whoever has
read his eloqueut work on the “ Constitution of Man,” will
need no other or higher testimonials of his talents, profound
knowledge of b , and d d philanthropy. Mr.
Combe delivered his first course of lectures at Boston, where
be was received with the respect and warm feelings which
the pupil and friend of the good and great Spurzheim could
not il to inspire. We have not room this month to enter
into the subject of his lectures.  Go and hear him, reader, if
you have the opportunity. To our scx the importance of his
views on education are of the bighest moment ; and his lec-
tures are intensely interesting. We look to these familiar ad-
dresses as a moat efficient cause of hope for the future—by
these a taste for knowledge, especially philosophy and the
sciences, will be widely diffused among the people—and wo-

men can share it equally with men,
- . . . - - - .

And now let us see what are our prospects of doing good
for this year, We have a large number of popular contribu-

gratul the writers of the Lady’s Book generally, on the
unequivoeal marks of public approbation which have fre-
quently been accorded to their productions.

Having made extensive arrangements for the supply of our
pages, and being desirous that this work should comprise as
great a waricty as possible, we would suggest to correspond-
ents that a certain degree of drevity in their respective offer-
ings would enable as to carry out our designs more effectu-
ally. Five or six pages, (in print of that size used in the
Lady’s Book) is a convenient length for a tale; and where
each article does not exceed that amount, it must be evidens
that more articles can be contained in each No. of the work—
that an opportunity is thus afforded for accommodating a
greater of correspondents, and, at the same time, the
reader is presented with a greater diversity of compositions,

Contributors will please draw on us for the amount due
them, or inform us to whom payment of their respective
claims shall be made,

% WORDS— WORDS—WORDS !"’
A superabundance of words is the great fault of the age;

not an American fault 1] ly, as some p would in~
sinuate ; but, as far as we have been able to observe, a fault

i I, Congressional speeches, | y ions ; DAy,
sermons and prayers th lves, are viciously

long ; and even the cold of the present weather, which con-
tracts most substinces, seemd to have but little effect on
speeches, &c. Young writers are particularly apt to fall into
a habit of prolixity, than which scarcely any defect of etyle
is more distasteful to the reader, Persons who think clearly
are always remarkable for using the fewest words. If a man
wishes to be original in these days, let him be concise.

FASBHION.

It is related in history that, at the time it was customary for
ladies and gentlemen to wear shoes with toes a foot and a half
long, and turned up like sleigh runners, the clergy preached
a crusade against these ornaments without effect. And this
at & time when the clergy could overturn thrones and dispose
of kingdoms ! From hence we may learn that whatever may
be said agrinst fashion, itis little more than a waste of time
to decry it ; at least until the disposition of mankind under-
goes a radical alteration. Men may grow more austerely re-
ligious—each successive generation may be wiser than the
last, but we doubt whether the human species in general will
ever become too good or too wise to offer sacrifices to this fan-
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tastic deity. We are still rocked in fashionable cradles, and
buried in fashionable coffins~and in all the intermediate
scenes of our existence, we feel the influence, and acknow-
ledge the supremacy of the grand enchantress. Sometimes,
indeed, we may flatter oursclves that we are not partakers in
this species of idolatry ;—but let us reflect a little, and our
error will be visible. If, for instance, our dress be not made
to conform with the mode last imported from Paris, at Jeast

we are y ugh to dress in the mode most
approved among our neighbours, our acquai , or the
religious society to which we may bel A broad-bri d
hat and a quaker b are fashionable in the society of

Friends ; and those persons who are most remarkable for the
plainness of their apparel, are often scrupulously exact in con-
forming with some standard which they conceive to be most
expressive of decorum and good taste. We mention this, to
illustrate the fact that, with respect to the love of fashion,
men differ more in its modifications than in the thing itself.
And be it remembered that pride may sometimes be shown in
singularity, as well as in excess of ornament.

Some attention to fashion is not, in itself, unwise nor inju-
dicious ; a towal neglect of fashion is often the i of

grace of erudition and , such a y well de-
serves the popularity which we have been informed attends
that of the Rev. Charles H. Alden. But to the letter, for
which the writer has our cordial thanks, ard our request that
he will soon write again,

Philadclphia, High School for Young Ladice,
6 Portico Square, Oct. 22, 1838.

My Dear Mrs. Hale—It is true as you say, that ¢ in no nation
on carth are there so many male teachers of female youth as
in America.” And you may with propriety ask, ¢ Shall we
have no aid from this phalanx of educated men, who ought to
know and feel the importance of their own profession most
deeply, in rousing the public mind of America !

As to the quo modo, How shall we most effectually en-
courage and strengthen your hands in your noble efforts to
elevate the sex?  You call us a *¢ phalanx,” but how disuni-
ted! We certainly are not un corps d'esprit. Do you ask
our untiring devotion to the cause of female learning in the
ordinary track of our daily duties? We trust, that in some
ereditable degree, you already have such aid. We assure you
that we find no difference in the mental structure and capa-
city for improvement between girls and boys, unless in favor
of the former, In docility, in moral amcepli‘ility, in all the
benefits that result from a personal attachment to their

a good understanding--but it frequently gives evidence of a
mind unskilled in the affuirs of this world. By inattention to
such small matters, many good men impair their own worldly
intercsts, and, what is worse, diminish that influence which
they might exercive for the good of others. But this fault is
trifling in parison with the opposite one of bestowing an
undue portion of our time and thoughts on matters which, at
best, are excusable frivolities, Some one remarks that ““ men
who are ively hed to fushivnable d ions, al-
ways hold in contempt the great and good qualities which
form the characters of the , the philosopber, and

h we find them superior. We find them as apt to
perceive a_proposition in science, as prompt to analysis as
those of our sex of the same age and advantages, We find
them no lessalive to the beauties and attractions of literature.
But we do find some very disheartening circumstances. We
are compelled to dwell forever, and almost exclusively at the
very threshold of learning. Our young ladies finish their
education—what a misnomer !—at the period that the educu-
tion of our sex cfficiently commences. hat think you, Mrs.
Hale, that of the some three hundred names on my catologues
during the last five years, less than twenty:five have comple-
ted mx entire course, and that course, as you know, is not
frightfully extensive. It is unfortunately the case that our
young ladies of the best inwlleeturl' properties have too little

the patriot.” Let not the ladics fall into the same error, or
their infl will make hip, philosophy, and pa-
triotism out of fashion. An unfashionable mortal is not al-
ways d ble, nor is a fashionable one always respectable.
¢¢When the Duke of Sully was called upon by Louis the
‘Thirteenth, to give his advice in some great emergency, he
observed the favorites and courtiers whispering to one another
and ling at his unfashionable app ¢ Whenever
your Majesty’s father,’ said the old warrior and statwsman,
¢did me the honor to consult me, he ordered the buffoons of
his court to retire to the anti-chamber.’”

THE PROGRESS OF SOCIETY,
“Standing wistfully on the safe shore, we will look and see
what is of interest to us, and what is adapted to us,”—
Thomas Carlysle.

‘True to eur principles of sustaining the cause of our own °

sex, as the best and surest means of improving society, we re-
sume our record of progress. Much has been done during the
past year, quietly but efficiently done to advance female edu-
cation. Schools on a more pe plan are beginning to
be attempted—for instance that at Westchester, under the
care of Mrs. 4. H. L. Pheips—and public opinion is growing
settled and decided in support of these institutions.

Men of the first talents and influence are, by their writings,
or in their lectures, lending their aid to enforce the senti-
ments so finely expressed by the noble French philesopher,
(Aime Mustin) when addressing his female readers—*¢ Youth-
ful wives, tender mothers, upon you, more than upon the
laws of man, depends the destiny of Europe and the future
civilization of all mankind !

‘The author of the ¢¢ Incidents of Travel,” has, in his notice of
Athens, sketched a picture of the beneficial ¢ffects of Mrs,
Hill's school for girls, which must take captive every heart,
‘We have only room for a communication from a gentleman
who has long been at the head of a Seminary for Young La-
dies. And here we would remark, that though we bave ob-
Jjected to the placing of young girls, for their tuition, entirely
ander the care of a man, yet we never objected to the assist-
ance of men in the intellectual part of female education. We
think that an establishment, under the care of a married cou-
ple, competent to the high trust, where the husband brings
for his share the rich fruits of scholarship, and the wife aids
his severe task, by her fine tone of moral scntiment, and the

ncourag; to pt the iues of y O
more critical departments of literature,

¢I hear you are studying Mentaland Moral Philosophy,
Miss ——," said a gentleman of letters ; “ it may be You can
tell me what are Algebra, pure Geometry, and possibly conie
sections /”’  There was not a little of the satirical in the
manner of the questioner. Miss ——, with thay modest
which proper mental discipline and a love of knowledge se!
dom fl to inspire, replied to her elder friend, with t
clearness and simplicity.  She confeesed that she found the
elements of such branches as she had attended to, very
simple and of easy comprehension ; and that she was not a
little surprised to find that the difficulties of study were by
no means appalling ; nor could she see why the richer re-
turns of liberal knowledge should be withheld from her sex.
Instances like this are by no means rare, as you well know ;
and it is a matter of serious regret, that most men of the
learned professions treat our young ladies as infants, rather
than as rational beings. Infants they certainly tempt them
to remain, in knowledge,

Now if you will be ratisfied with our endeavors to cultivate
in our pupils habits of decision and independent thought,and
to train them for the endearing relations we anticipate they
will hereafter sustain, we cheerfully make this promise. We
then will take the consolation, nor a trifling one is it, that
when you and 1 shall have gone to our reward, other genera-
tions will reap the inestimable benefits of our exertions.

But, madam, if you desire us to magnify our profession by
publications which p ise nothing of the romance and spi-
rit-atirring poetry of the marvellous and the beautiful ; or it
you wish us to obtain the ear of our politicians and states-
men, we must say prenex garde. We obtain here little or no
sympathy, and find few ears to hear, and fewer heads to con-
trive, and fewer hands still to exccute. It scems to me that
the condition of female education here is somewhatanalogous
to the Pool of Siloam: the motion of the waters must be
waited for.  'We may, it is true, contribute to prevent a calm
or stagnation ; you, Madam, are doing much in this respeet ;
but we can avail ourselves of these movements, and turn their
influence to grand results.  Already have we done much. Of
our own New-England, the evidences of efficient exertion are
known and read of all. The female seminary of Troy, de-
spite of all forner discouragements ; the institutions in Oiiio;

e successful labors of the Bishops of New Jersey and of
Tennessec ; the noble example of Georgia in the establish-
ment at Macon ; the flattering promise of the Institute at
‘Westchester and other places in this Stute, to make no men-
tion of scoren of others, are all demoustrative or ominous of

And when the excitement oftmli!ical party shall have
subsided, our legislatures dare, possi Iy,ﬁ/um} or foster Inati-
tutions for Female learning.

I have written, 8s you sce, in a most rambling manner; 1
seldoin have leisure to write at a less rapid rate. Such as it
is, I send it,  If you honor me by its insertion in your valua-
ble ¢ Book," I shall construe it as an insinuation that I may
write again.

With much esteem,
Your friend,
C. H, ALDEN.
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. WHO IS HAPPY!

BY ‘MRS, HARRISON SMITH.

“Stones are bard, and cakes of ice are cold, and all who feel them, feel alike ; but the good and bad events of life, its

Joys and sorrows, are felt accol

“Ir there be a Providence,” says some, “how
comes it to pass that good men labour under
poverty and affliction, and the wicked enjoy
ease and plenty ?” :

“ My answer (says Seneca) is, that God deals
with us, as a good father does by his children;
he tries us, indens us, and fits us for him-
self.” o

My answer would differ from that of the phi-
losopher ; I should say, that the external circum-
stances of life are matters of indifference in
themselves, and can neither give, or take away
that peace of mind, and contentedness of tem-
per, which are the constituent elements of hu-
man felicity.

The injustice we impute to Providence
arises from mistaking the nature of happiness,
and in believing it to be inseparably connected
with ease and prosperity. But these extrinsic
advantages no more make a part of ourselves
than the garments in which our bodies are
clothed; the mind, the mind alone, is the
dwelling place of happiness: but this dwelling
being impervious to the scrutiny of a fellow-
being, who can decide on the happiness or
misery of any individual? Not more effectu-

- ally can deformity and disease be concealed by
our outward garments, than sorrow and discon-
tent by our outward circumstances. Nor can
we determine the proportion in which bappiness
and misery are distributed among men, without
penetrating the recesses of the heart. .

There is nostate of desolateness and poverty,
no degree of bodilﬂepain over which mind can-

‘not triumph, and be conscious of a felicity be-
yond what ease and plenty and society can be-
stow. This truth has been established by the
declarations of exiles, of prisoners, of martyrs.
The deprivations of poverty—the sufferings and
confinement of disease, far from destroying,

9

g to the qualities that we,and not they

possess.”’—Zimmerman.

bave often increased and invigorated the enjoy-
ments of the mind: while prosperity on the
contrary, with all its envied attributes, often
leaves its possessor a victim to dissatisfaction
and ennui. . ‘

_ As there is no necessary or indissoluble con-
nection between riches and happiness —misery
and poverty, which are indiscriminately distribu-
ted among men, without reference to virtue or
vice, they should not be considered in the light
of rewards or punishments, nor Providence be
charged with an unjust allotment of the good
and evil of life.

That peace of mind, which the smiles of for-
tune cannot bestow, nor it3 frowns destroy—
that internal wealth, known only to its posses-
sor, is the divine portion which the Creator has
inalienably attached to virtue, in whatever situ-
ation it may be placed, whether buried in obscu-
rity and depressed by poverty, or exalted by
rank and emblazoned by wealth.

I could illustrate this truth by a thousand ex-
amples, but at present I will offer only one,
drawn from the confessions of a dying triend,
and as nearly as possible shall tell the story in
her own words. .

I was born, said Mrs. de Lacy, in the rank of
life which it is the ambition of all to attain, I

rew up the darling of my parents, the be-
oved and admired of a large circle 'of friends
and connections. Every detire of an affection-

ate disposition, every caprice of a lively fancy,

were indulged ; while each idle habit, or vi-
cious tendency, was corrected by my fond, but
judicious mother. My mind was improved, and
my manners polished, by her care and example.

Intellectual pleasures were thus added to
those which fortune and affection bestowed. To
crown my happy lot, I was allowed to marry
the man of my choice; a man of rank, virtuc,

-

4
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and personal beauty. He stood highest in his
profession, and soon added to professional emi-
nence, the dignity of official rank. -

Such being my situation, tell me if any thing
was wanting to my happiness ?

You, with the rest of the world, would an-
swer in the negative. '

I was indeed the favorite of fortune and of
nature, and education {ie]ded me enjoyments
beyond those bestowed by nature or by fortune.
An expanded intellect, good habits, and virtu-
ous principles. Though the most fashionable
in the world of fashion, I was not one of those
guy, giddy triflers, whom the world blames
while it admires. No, I was respected and es-
teemed ; I was held up as an example, alike of
virtue and of happiness.—

——Of happiness !'—mistaken mortals.

This sunshine of prosperity, over whose
brightness not a cloud seemed to hover, shone
on all the surface of existence, while beneath
all was darkness, and at times despair. Yes,

As a beam o’er the face of the waters mal glow,
While the tide runs in coldness and darkness below,
Sothe cheek may be tinged with a warm sunny smile,
‘L ho' the sad heart to ruin runs darkly the while,

You look astonished—discovar if you can the
secret cause that, while I appeared to others
the personification of human felicity, made me
one of the most wretched of women.

You cannot, yon say, even form a conjecture.
Well then, to vindicate the ways ot Provi-
dence, and to prove that happiness is not exclu-
sively annexed to what the world most esteems,
nor misery to those the world most commise-
rates, I will tear away the veil that through
life has concealed my heart, and discover to you
its most secret recesses.

.On a dying bed, that confession may be made,
which delicacy, self-respect, and the world’s
respect, prevented my ever making before. 1
was not happy with my husband—how you
start—I am glad, that even to you who have
known me =0 long and so intimately it scems a
thing incredible, since it proves the success
with which I have concealed the deplorable
secret.

But let not the knowledge of the fact lessen
him in your esteem. He was a good man and
a great man, but not the kind of man requisite
to make me happy.

A cold heart and a warm heart, united by an
indissoluble chain.

Was not this, that most cruel of tortures,
practised by Mezentius?

Wine is good, and oil is good, yet even the
best and purest oil and wine can never mingle;
so are there some hearts of equal excellence
that can never unite. Endowed as I was by
pature with the most ardent and enthusiastic
disposition, with the most fond and tender heart,
to love and be beloved, fervently, exclusively
beloved, was absolutely necessary to my happi-
ness.

Love I did—nay, almost idolized the object
of my youthful choice, and in proportion to the
strength and intensity of my affection, was the
misery of not being equally beloved in return.

To me, he was every thing—to him I was
but a part, and a little part of that which gave
value to existence.

Patriotism, or ambition, if you will, (no, let
it be patriotism, since he identified his own ag-
grandizement with that of his country,) reigned,
to the exclusion of every other passion most
despoticly over his nature. In this, the lesser
charities of life, the tender and social affections
of society were absorbed.

It was long ere I yielded to this conviction.
During the first months of our marriage, I at-
tributed his almost constant absence from home,
his thoughtful, cold, reserved, and abstracted
manner, to the imperious calls of public and
Erofessiona] duty, and hoped when the occasion

ad passed, his thoughts and attentions would
paturally revert to me. But month after
month passed, and brought no change.

When in society, I was the gayest of the
gay—but when left to myself I was over-
whelmed with sadness.

Even in the most dissipated life, woman can
pass but a small portion of her time in society;
in the intervals of social amusements, where
wealth precludes the necessity of domestic oc-
cupation, listless as lonely must be many of her
bhours. The fashionable world, with all its va-
riety of diversions and ceascless round of en-
gagements, leaves the mind vacant, the frame

arassed, or oppressed with lassitude, and the
affections dormant. The over excitement pro-
duced by company, is succeeded by a propor-
tionable exhaustion. Thus a woman of culti-
vated mind and warm affections, who in the
calm of domestic life would never have objects
of amusement and occupation, becomes by the
irregular hours, the frivolous pursuits, the arti-
ficial exhileration, and heartless society of the
beau monde, as much the suhiect of ennui, as
the silliest of the votaries of fashion. In fact,
she suffers more, for her gay hours are followed
by a dissatisfaction which the vain and igno-
rant never feel, whose contracted minds and
cold hearts find in the frivolities of fashion all
they desire.

My time was divided between an uninterest-
ing and promiscuous crowd, or perfect solitude.
Oh, the dreariness and weariness of this soli-
tude !—I was not tranquil enough to exercise
the various talents I had received from educa-
tion, and though I was seldom without a book
in my hand, wandering thoughts, an aching
head, or general listlessness of feeling, prevent-
ed my reading with interest or attention even
works of amusement ; those of solid instruction
were out of the question.

The first year of a woman’s marriage, is the
most trying year of her life. Long as she may
have been acquainted with the man to whom
she is united, 1t is not until then that she knows
him. The lover ana the husband are two differ-
ent beings. The first, lives but for his mis-
tress; his habits, his occupations, his manners,
and conversation are conformed to her taste and
inclination. Then indeed she is the mistress;
but this brief sovereignty is soon terminated;
she must exchange conditions with her humble
servant, and in Ter turn learn to submit her
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’
with no repulse—here I may doat to excess—
and oh! how dearly will my little darling love
me, in return.

Life, again could charm, and a long and pre-
cious futurity opened to my view. .

The tear of rapture, and the sigh of joy.
Anguish that charms, and trausports that destroy.

Things which I had believed impossible, I

now found were true; but to moments of such
exaltation poor human nature allows not of con-
tinuity. The body, (too often the cumbersome
companion of the mind) sometimes ruled with
despotic power, and changed these fond trans-
ports into hours of sickness and pain—sickness,
never soothed—pain, never relieved—lassitude,
never cheered by sympathy, attention, or ten-
derness. When I married, I left all to follow
a husband, hoping in him to find, father, mother,
friends. But in losing them, I lost all that my
heart most wanted.

What a contrast between the lonely hours
of sickness and langour which I now passed,
and those when a fond mother hung over my
pillow, watched the live-lohg night beside my
bed, if but the slightest ailment disordered her
child. Oh, those lovks of affection !—those ten-
der cares!—they more than compeusated for
any pain I ever felt. The hours, unnecessary
hours of confinement to which her anxiety con-
demned me, and of which I then complained,
now appeared to me as the most precious of my
life, and could I have lived them over, I would
not have exchanged them for those that spark-
led with festive gaiety, or were beguiled by
gratified vanitf.

Often have I wept out of pure pity, for my-
self, as that dear mother would have wept, had
she known the condition of her child. But this,
nor she, nor any mortal knew.

My sitnation afforded me an excuse for with-
drawing from that society of which I was now
weary, though it had occasionally afforded me
some compensation for the want of domestic
felicity. Received as I was received in the
circles of fashion, you will not wonder, my
friend, that my cares were sometimes beguiled,
and that with a naturally gay disposition, I
yielded to the exhilerating influence of adula-
tian, splendour, and festivity.

Yes, there were hours—there were scenes
when my natural vivacity was restored, and
the inebriation of gaiety gave to my voice, my
looks, my manner, an appearance of enjoyment,
that might easily be mistaken by the world for
bappiness.  Yet, night is not more opposite to
day, than my dark hours at home to my bright
hours abro:ui

But now, there were no bright hours. A
weary, sinking body, unsupported by affection
or kindness—a heart surcharged with unpartici-
pated feelings—a solitude uninterrupted. Oh,
how dark would this night have been, had it not
been for the one little star, that twinkled
throngh the gloom!—maternal love! This
sustained me through weary, lonely hours, and
weeks, and months.

At last, the long-looked-for moment arrived—
I could ciasp my infant in my arms—glue my

lips to its lips—inhale its balsamic breath, and
bathe it in tears of rapture.

My husband came—the father received his
child in his arms—looked at it—smiled on it—
put his lips to its cheek, and returned it gently
w the nursé. Then calmly kissed my cheek,
and loosening my arms from around his neck,
round which, in a transport of love and joy, I
had clasped them, bade me moderate my feel-
ings and take care of myself; and then left the
chamber, and returned to his public cares.

Woere these the father’s transports—the melt-
ings of a husband’s heart, which for months my
thoughts had dwelt on, and which I promised
myselt’ should repay all past indifference '—
Oh'! no, no, no.

The paroxysm of agony which at this crisis
convulsed my whole&%rame, almost freed my
tortured soul from its earthly prison. It was
an awful moment. The dreadful conviction
fell like an ice-bolt on my heart, that my hus-
band could not love.

I outlived this moment, but the fatal impres-
sion which almost extinguished my already
chilled affection for the father of my child was
never erased. His coldness to me, I could at
least excuse, by imputing it to some deficiency
in myself. But this coldness to his child—to
his first-born !—oh, it was such a destitution of
all sensibility and instinctive affection, that it
seemed not only an offence to me, but treason
to nature! Had he proved himself a fond
father, I could have forgiven the indifferent
husband, and loved him, dearly loved him for
the sake of the little being far dearer to me
than life.

When I recovered, I was less unhappy than
before the birth of my child, but not as happy as
I had hoped to be. I had imagined this dear
little creature would have been all sufficient to
satisfy the cravings of my heart—it was not so.
As Rousseau says of solitude, it is charming,
but in order to feel it so, we must have some
one to whom we can say, How charming is
solitude.” Something like this I felt. 1 loved
my babe, as fondly as ever mother loved; but
it understood me not, and could not reply to
my fondness, and I longed for one to participate
in my feelings, and love it, as I loved it.

. This craving for human sympathy, an in-
stinct of our nature, was never satisfied.

Through the day, it was only at the table I
met my Tmsband, and then, seldom alone; at
those, and solely at those times was I ever sepa-
rated from my child. Daily inquiries were
made after its health; though not required, I
sometimes had it brought into the parlour, but I
was so painfully affected by its father’s want of

"interest and tenderness, that I seldom obtruded

it on his sight, and as he never visited the nur-
sery, weeks would elapse without his seeing
his daughter.

A feeling more akin to resentment than any
other, now sprang up in my heart, it was at
times mingled with a bitterness and indigna-
tion, which made me turn with disgust from a
man, who seemed so devoid of the natural affec-
tions of our nature. Until this period, my own
slighted and unreturned tenderness, excited re-

» >
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gret and sorrow, rather than anger,and my still
ond, though unrequited attachment, prompted
continual efforts to re-awaken his dormant affec-
tions, nor had I relinquished the hope of suc-
cess, In spite of his coldness and abstraction,
his presence was to me an enjoyment, and
though too self-absorbed to notice me, I loved
to sit and gaze on him; and though all that
was woman in me, shrunk fronf lavishing ca-
resses on one by whom they were coldly re-
ceived, yet when he slept, I indulged my fond
feelings, and would often imprint a thousand
unfelt kisses on his closed eyes, or polished
brow. -

Whence then this change?! Nature must
explain the mystery, and she does explain it in
all her works, by showing throughout creation,
a mother’s love to be stronger than selfish en-
Jjoyments, or life itself.

Inow as carefully shunned, as T had pre-
viously souéht opportunities of meeting—nor
was this difficult, as in the political carcer in
which he had entered, he daily became more
engrossed, and more sought after by the inte-
rested followers of a successful aspirant, who
either hope to share in his acquisition of wealth
and honour, or to enjoy the reflected distinction
derived from an association with a distinguished
personage. He was now the popular.favorite—
the head of his party. In public he was follow-
ed by applauding crowds—in private circles,
with smiles and adulation. But what to me
were the talents which charmed society, or the
elo%uence which swayed the Senate, and drew
within its walls admiring crowds. The bril-
liant wit, the animating spirits which gladden-
ed the festive board, what were these to me,
who seldom heard the sound of his voice ! Yet
I must confess my pride was gratified ; yes, I
was proud of belonging to such a man. But
after all, it was a cold, unsatistying gratifica-
tion. It was tenderness and sympathy I want-
ed; and in the solitude to which I had condemn-
ed myself, my mind languished for that exer-
cise and communion, which the dearest nurs-
lin'% could not afford.

hus, though a mother, I was very, very un-
happy ; a thing I should have deemed impossi-
ble, had it been predicted to me.

After two or three months entire seclusion,
I felt the social instinct revived. The first,
lively, ardent, novel emotions of maternity were
gmdua]ly weakened by habit, or rather subsi-

ed into that calmness which possession and
certainty produce. Pity itis, that habit should
thus destroy our sense of enjoyment, while it
has no power to blunt the sense of pain! But
80 it is.

My child was strong and healthy, and no
longer excited, because it no longer needed
(such is the wise provision of nature) that
anxious and unceasing care which I felt during
the first period of its existence. The minute
attentions, that, during their novelty, had suffi-
ced to engross every thought and every mo-
ment, had now become familiar, and even mo-
notonous from their regularity and repetition.
I suffered from the want of variety in scenc and
occupation. Books, fond as I was of books,

ge .

could not supply the deficiency; my mind
longed for communion with ming, for that so-
cial intercourse which might amuse, though it
could not make me happy ; I am certain it was
only my anxiety, and not my affection that was
diminished, and produced that painful sense of
vacuity, which society only could remove.

You smile my friend—I understand that look,
it repeats, what you have often said, when you
have preached moderation, that violent and
strong emotions soon exhaustthemselves—true
—but this does not alter the case, I did not
make myself; my temperament, such as it is,
was given me at my birth, and I must submit
to its consequent good and evil.

“Nor,” said I, “my dear Mrs. de Lacy, did
your husband make himself.” «I feel,” she re-
plied, “the full force of that observation, as you
will perceive from my further confessions.”

“ Go on,” said I, * for my whole soul is inte-
reated in your narrative.”

“ Well then, my friend, as I intimated, T yield-
ed to re-awakened desire for society, I re-en-
tered its gay circles, and participated freely in
its various amusements, During my seclusion,
I had reflected much, had analysed the princi-
ples of human nature, and arrived at the con-
clusion that neither blame or merit could justly
be imputed to an individual for dispositions in-
herited from nature. ‘That to love or not to
Jove, wasindependent of our own volition ; that
the affinities, of which chemists speak, are as
necessary for the union of mind, as for the com-
bination of particles of matter. Inmy case,the
separation which ensued, from the absence of
this principle, being produced by the immuta-
ble law of nature, might be lamented, but ought
not to be condemne(E Thus then, although I
might deplore, I had no right to blame in my
husband that deficiency of tenderness, which in
my disposition was too redundant. The excess
on my side, was perhaps as detrimental to hap-
piness, as the deficiency on his. As I had
failed in all my endeavours to quicken his sen-
sibility, I now determined, if possible, to lessen
mine. I was not necessary to his happiness,
neither should mine any longer depend on him.
I would cherish the esteem his excellence so
well deserved, but would conquer every softer,
tenderer feeling. By reflections such as these,
I subdued my angry and imbittered feelings;
but alas, never could I subdue that yearning for
reciprocated affection, which constituted the
chief element of my happiness. Indifference,
was my aim; but indifference was unattainable
to a disposition like mine. I could love—I
could hate, but tobe indifferent was beyond my
power.

“Why,” have I often cried, “should I pine in
wretchedness for an affection, which does not,
and cannot exist?" 'Tis folly—I will rouse all
my energies, and free myself from this yoke—
I will be sufficient for myself. Then pressing
my child to my bosom, would passionately ex-
claim, ¢ with this blessing, what else is want-
ing?* My heart would reply, your child can-
not love as you love, and the anguish that fol-
lowed proved the futility of my philosophy.
Nature is stronger than philosophy. Sutlicient
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for myself!—ah, never was a being formed more
dependant for happiness on the supporting love
of some kindred soul, than your poor friend.

At the time, however, I deluded myself with
the hopes of success, and commenced a scheme
of life, separate from, and independent of m
husband. = Fora while my heart was lightened,
and I mingled in the gay world, with the blithe-
some sensations of a bird escaped from its cage.

But how often when returning from some
brilliant scene to my still and solitary nursery—
my bube and its attendant asleep—no one to
greet my return with kindly welcome, have 1
too severely proved that independence and in-
sensibility were beyond my reach. Then has
my imagination pictured the contrast of a fond
and tender husband hastening to meet me with
open arms and kind looks, or hanging over me
in fond delight, while I nurse our child, alter-
nately caressing each.

I iave luxuriated in such fancies until they
almost became realities, and when awakened
from the blissful illusions by the voice of my in-
fant, have sobbed over it in a grief a thousand
times more bitter than ever lonely widow felt.
Memory might soothe a widow's grief, but poor
I, had neither memory or hope to comfort me.

My mind was not tranquil enough for seri-
ous or solid reading; I sought in the variety
and exaggeration of fiction to lose a sense of
irksome reality. Poetry and romance—Byron,
Moore, De Stael, Rousseau !—enchanting, but
dangerous campanions for such a mind—such a
heart as mine.

Admired and caressed as I was in the world,
unhappy as I was at home, I knew not into
what errors my own strong feelings, excited by
such reading and such society, might have led
me, had I not been restrained by the sentiments
of religion, with which my education had early
imbued me. [ knew little of the abstract doc-
trines of the church, but a love and veneration
of the Supreme Being, derived from the lessons
of my pious mother, still survived, though the
more minute points of her instruction had faded
from my memory. So deeply had she impressed
on my infant mind the omnipresence of God,
that -from my childhood, upwards, this convic-
tion never lost its governing and purifying in-
fluence. Oh, how grateful should we be for
pious parents and a religious education. The
world may wither the branches, and blight the
fruit of this divine principle, but when earl
implanted in the heart, and deeply rooted, 1t
lives through all the pernicious influences of
the world, and exerts an invisible but salutary
power over our hearts and minds. There is
too, something in vice, so abhorrent to a pure
mind and refined taste, that I instinctively
turned from its very form, however seductively
adorned—and adorned it is in the world of
fashion, with graces that the young and inex-
perienced may sometimes mistake for those of
virtue. Yet notwithstanding these guards, I
must confess I was in a dangerous position.
As Eloisa says of herself, “I had a heart too
tender to exist without love.” But as the
Searcher of hearts knows, it was a pure and in-
tellectual sentiment, a communion of soul with

soul, an identity of interest and feeling, for
which I yearned, and without which, life was a
lingering death.

issatisfaction pursued me; finding that so-
ciety could not give me that which I desired, I
again buried myself in my nursery. Nomother
could love her child more fondly, and yet my
heart was not full; ah no, there was an ever
aching void. Ina kind of despair,  would again
go back to the gay bustling world. Vain re-
source! under the scourge of the feelings that
were lacerating my bosom, what was its gaiety
to me? Cold as ice, empty as a dream. The
mere animal spirits which it excited, when ex-
hausted, left me in still deeper dejection. Gra-
tified vanity could impart a trausient glow to
my cheek, and lend a flitting brilliancy to my
sleepless eyes. And thus was the world de-
ceived.

In receiving and paying visits in company
with my husband, he was too polite a man not
to treat me with due attention and respect ; and
any thing beyond this being inconsistent with
the usages of society, how was the world to
know he was not & tender hushand, or that I
was not a happy wife?

Basking as it were in the sunshine of prospe-
rity, those who knew me believed nothing want-
ing to my, felicity, and looked on me with envy;
alas, I looked on myself with pity.

You will think I was unreasonable; I often
thought myself so, and compared my lot with
that of other wives, who suffered from the vices,
the extravagances, ill temper or inferiority of
their husbands, and asked myself if these were
not sources of greater misery than any I en-
dured? I had to answer in the affirmative. Yet
I was not the less wretched. Sich is the per-
versity of human nature, that difficulty of at-
tainment enhances the value of an object, and
possession depreciates it in our estimation. Now
that the conflict is past, and my judgment no
longer obscured by passion, I see the case in the
light that you or any impartial person would
view it, and acknowledge, that in a great mea-
sure I was the author of much, if not all my
unhappiness. But the fact remains unaltered,
and proves the truth of Zimmerman’s remark,
‘“that the joys and sorrows of life are felt ac-
cording to the qualities which we and not they

sess.”

If this is the fact, our wisest course would be,
to look within ourselves for the source of our
discontent, and to correct our own tempers,
change our own habits, and regulate our own
aftections, instead of complaining of any extrin-
sic circumstances.

For many years my condition was such as I
have described, when an incident occurred,
which changed the gloomy habit of my soul.

[(To b¢ continued.]

—_—

If the devil ever laughs, it must be at hypo-
crites; they are the greatest dupes he has; they
serve him better than any others, and reccive
no wages; nay, whatisstill more extraordinary,
they submit to greater mortifications to go to
hell, than the sincerest Christian to goto Heaven.
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THE USES OF

Tax disposition of the human heart to make
to itself treasures is the main spring to all that
is sublime and beautiful, or dark and desolating
in the human character. Souls overflowing
with affection the most gentle ; and souls whose
sluggish course lies bound ’neath icy fetters,
are alike fixed on some treasure which is tireir
% being’s end aim.” All the energies of our
nature, however varied the paths they beat, are
either directly, or indirectly employed in accu-
mulating and guarding heart treasure. While
this treasure issafe, disappointment, with “the
thousand ills that flesh is heir to,” is beaten
back with high and stern resolve; but let the
destroyer desecrate the heart’s “ holiest of ho-
lies,”—let its dearest hopes, its treasures be torn
thence, ‘and the watch is let down—the glory
departs: that nucleus, around which all the
hopes and loves had gathered, buries in its ruins
the energies and springs of blissful existence!
Such is the end of many over whom the lepro-
:;vl of disappointment settles. Hungering and

irsting for happiness, we learn at every sip,
that earthly enjoyment is incomplete, leaving
something still to sigh for. But He, who form-
ed the heart and gave it this disposition of in-
tense devotion to something dearer than aught
else, mercifully and kindfy rovided for it a’
treasure above change, transference or corrup-
tion. And blessed, forever blessed, be that Sa-
viour whose love kindles its brightest and
p(lllr]est fires upon the funeral pile of the heart’s
1dols!

It is when our choice hopes are fled, having
turned toall for an equivalent, yet finding none,
that we rest our hopes on God, and through faith

AFFLICTION.

lay hold on eternal treasures ‘“prepared from
the foundation of the world.” Then for the
first time, the heart, (being its own expositor,)
exclaims, “ Whom the Lord loveth he chasten-
et!}: 'tnd scourgeth every son whom he receiv-
eth.”

The first shock of affliction having passed
and borne with it the last forlorn hope that
lingered around the precious ruins—that for
which we prized life most dearly being clear
gone forever; waking as from a dream, we are
astonished to find that many of the sweetest,
fairest, and purest blessings of existence, have
'been eclipsed by an all-abeorbing passion—a
passion, in itself and object, as pure perhaps
and noble had it taken its proper rank 1n & ra-
tional estimate of life’s enjoyments. Motives
before dormant or of little force, arouse and in-
vigorate our ecattered powers and to our as-
tonishment, we find that affliction removes the
bounds of sympathy and sends it far as suffer-
ing and joy hold habitations. Alike scouting
borrowed troubles and sinking the petty evils
and vexations of every day occurrence to the
level of their proper insignificance; affliction
opens the scources and clears the channels of
numberless enjoyments that, like streams fill-
ing the mighty ocean, compose an aggregate
of happiness as weighty perhaps and more bene-
ficial 1n its influence tEean the monoply it de-
stroys. If we make heaven our liome, the store-
house of our heart’s treasure we may safely
and wisely refresh ourselves on our journey
thither, from all the springs and blossoms of the
way.

y IrENE.

o
v

‘Written for the Lady’s Book.
DEATH-BED OF RED JACKET, THE SENECA CHIEF.

BY MRS. LYDIA H. SIGOURNEY,

« Hz cometh! Death is here! Leave me alone !~
Hence !—Hence !—Ye shall not see me, when

1 die;

If die I must—I would not that the men
Whom I have led to battle, saw me yield
To any conqueror.—Shall my warrior's hear
From this undaunted brcast, weak gasp, or groan,
As when a woman dies?

How cold the dew
That bathes my temples! Wipe it not away !
Shame on your tears !—Leave me alone with
I will deal with him, as a brave man should,
Unblenching, and unawed.—Yea, I will break
A spear with him; ere he shall pierce my breast.

Ha !—He hath smote the lion !—Was it well

‘Thus to steal on me, in my unarm’d bed,

Thou potent enemy? How hast thou cut

The nerve of that strong arm, which used to cleave
The sturdiest foeman, like the sapling spray.

Oh, friends! the dimness of the grave doth steal
Over that eye, that as the eagle dar’d '
The noon-day sunbeam. Let me hear your voice;
Once more !—Once more !

th!

In vain !—These ears are seal'd
That caught the slightest rustle of the leaf,
Where the dark ambush lay. .

Come back ! Come back !

Do my last bidding, friends !—Lay not my bones
Near any white man's! Let not his pale hand
Touch my clay-pillow—nor his hated voice
Breathe burial-hymns for me. Rather than dwell
In Paradise with him, my soul would choose
The outer darkness, and the undying worm.
~Ho !:bl;lged‘ my words!—or else my vengeful

e
Shall haunt ye with a curse.”

And 8o he died.
That pagan Chief—the last, strong banner-staff
Of the poor Senecas.—No more the flash
Of his wild eloquence, shall fire their ranks
To mortal combat.—His distorted brow,
And the stern grapple, when he sank in death
They sadly grave upon their orphan-hearts,
As to their rude homes in the forest glade,
Mournful they turn,
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DEAF MOLLY.

A SKETCH FROM LIFE.

Through the wide world he only is alone,
‘Who lives not fbr another.—Rogers.

¢ Y8, she is as deaf as”—1I paused and hesi-
tated for a comparison—but I've supplied it—
a5 deaf as Molly Stone, you might say,” she
added.

« Ah, you are right,” I answered, “ for in
truth the scaled ear of the dead was never
more impenetrable to earthly sound, than was
the insensible organ of deaf Molly. Poor old
crone, how well I remember her!"” ‘

And asher image thus invoked from its rest,
passed before my mind’s eye, and I echani-
cally repeated the name of this unknown and
obscure individual, a hidden chord was touched
within my soul, a thousand fond and tender re-
miniscences were awakened, and years long
passed away, again rolled back, and gave to
view the almost forgotten events, which they
had borne afar upon their wings—again I stood
among those gently swelling hills and sunny
valleys, where in the joyous spirit of childhood,
and the untamed buoyancy of youth, I had re-
velled in delight—that pure and innocent de-
light, which the sweet influences of nature
awaken in the young and happy heart. Again
I heard the sound of that Sabbath bell which
had so often called me to the house of prayer—
within whose consecrated walls, my revered
father broke the bread of life, and long, and
faithfully ministered to the spiritual wants of his
little flock. Once more I threaded the green
winding of that embowered lane which led from
. the village highway to my romantic and seques-
tered home, and caught, through the drooping
branches of the sheltering elms, a glimpse of
the white walls of my native dwelling, and of
the gray irregular rocks, clothed with locusts,
and crowned with a simple summer house,
which rose almost perpendicularly from the
green valley in which it stood.

And what a lovely view spread itself out from
that rustic summer-house, and how many a
time have I stood there with the sister of my
heart, she, who was then to me but as another
self, to gaze with unsatiated delight upon the
landscape. I doubt not, there are other scenes
as beautiful, more varied, and of wider compass,
but it seemed to me then as if in the whole earth
there could not one be found to compare with
that in beauty ;—and even now, as I behold it
through the faithful glass of memory, I can find
no parallel to it in the wide-stretching scope of
imagination or reality. There it lay—the ter-
raced garden sloping downwards with its la-
den peach trees, and its white espaliers glanc-
ing through the broad foliage of the grape, to
the simple dwelling at its feet, draperied with
climbing roses and honeysuckles, and embosom-
ed in protecting elms—while far away the eye
roved over the beautiful panorama ot hill and
dale, streamlet and wood, showing here and

there a quiet cottage amid its orchards and wa-
ving cornfields, or the more elegant abode of
wealth, with all its appendages of luxury and
comfort.—And that beautifulfy rounded hill op-
posite '—that is Nonantum, hallowed by the
name of Elliot, the venerable, self-denying
apostle, whose labours of love first led the sava-
ges of our forests, to comprehend the great and
glorious truths of Christianity. That green
mount was the earliest scene of his labors.
Then, it stooda wild and howling wilderness;
behold it now, smiling to its summit with the
traces of man’'s toil, crowned with tasteful vil-
las, dotted with forest treesand orchards, bright
with various colored grain, rich with luxuriant
vegetation. How softly shines the star of even-
ing above that beautiful eminence! how gor-
geous the gold and purple clouds that curtain
1t—how varied, and how exquisite are their
swiftly changing hues, saddening by impercep-
tible degrees, till the dim shadows of evening
steal over the fair face of nature, the stars one
by one, shine out in the sapphire sky, and the
distant outline of the landscape is alone dis-
cernible against the gray horizon !

But away with these softening memories of
the past, memories * pleasant yet mournful to
the soul,” and let me sketch the brief outline of
her history, whose name, linked with the earli-
est associations of childhood, awakened them
from slumber.

It was at the foot of Nonantum, that almost
classic hill, that deaf Molly dwelt, and her im-
age now stands vividly before me, though lon
years have passed away since the grave c]oseﬁ
over her imperfections. But time has not
weakened the impression which her singular
figure made upon my youthful mind, and I see
her at this moment as plainly as though she
were still in life, such as she then appeared to
me; with her small withered face, her pale
blue eyes that snapped, and sparkled with no

entle fires, and her gray hair combed back

om her low furrowed brow, beneath a little
cap of snowy whiteness. Her diminutive figure
was always clad in a coarse peiticoat of dark
stuff, a clean checked apron, the corner of which
she was in the habit of twitching, when more
than usually excited, and a striped gown, that
descended midway on her person, the sleeves
of which, loose and scanty in length, barely
reached her wrists, exposing to view a huge
bony hand, which when she ventured abroad,
usually grasped a basket of tiny dimensions.
She wore stout leather shoes, fastened by broad
buckles upon her instep, and a scarlet cloak,
the hood of which was sometimes drawn over
her cap, but more frequently lay idly back up-
on her shoulders. In this guise she would oc-
casionally steal forth from her lonely dormitory,
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before the cock gave warning of epproachin
day, and cautiously gliding over field an
through lane, hasten to pay her customary visit
to the few favored individuals, with whom she
condescended to hold any intercourse ; and well
she knew, that after the hospitable entertain-
ment of a day, she should not wend her home-
ward way at night, without the additional in-
cumbrance of a well filled basket of comforts,
with which to replenish her empty larder.,

How often when a child have I risen in the
morning and found poor Molly quietly enscon-
ced in the ample corner of the kitchen chim-
ney, and how sedulously were we taught by
our parents, to make her understand by signs,
for words fell unheeded on her ear, that we
studied her comfort, and regarded her with
kindness and consideration. Molly was one of
those unhappy beings, called a misanthrope—
with a few individual exceptions, she disliked
ber whole species—but the lordly part of cre-
ation, were objects of her utter abhorrence.
There were but two only, that ever I could
learn, exempt from her bitter curse, and those
were, my father, and the clergyman of a neigh-
bouring perish, towards whom she uniformly
manifested an affection as intense, as was the
hatred she bestowed on others. Every boy in
the country, for miles around, knew the pecu-
liarities of deaf Molly’s character, and she was
consequently an object of their marked persecu-
tion; for she never went abroad, but they as-
sailed her with jests and jeers, and even such
missiles as came to hand, were cast without
scruple at her person. At such times her
was beyond bounds, for though she could not
hear their shouts and vociferations, their actions
were too elogquent to be misinterpreted; and
after enduring in silence, till nature could en-
dure no longer, at least not her irascible na-
ture, she would stand at bay, like a hunted
hyena, and in a paroxysm of rage, that likened
her to one of the weird sisters, grasp a handful
of turf and stones, and hurl at her pursuers,
with curses deep and loud. It was in order to
avoid these encounters, that she always stole
out on her visits before dawn, and seldom re-
turned till the shadows of evening had fallen—
but wo to her, if the sun shone upon her path,
for then she could not hope to escape with im-
punity. The same degree of caution was like-
wise observed by her at home, for the door of
her room was never left unlocked, and if any
one signified their wish to enter, by protruding
a stick through the key hole, she refused to ad-
mit them till she had reconnoitred their persons
through that aperture, and satistied herself that'
they were friends.

Suspicion and hatred were component parts
of her character—the tender charities of life
were unknown to her—it was a cold and bitter
stream that circled through her veins, and
made her a stranger to the gentle and feminine
virtues of her sex ; and yet withstrange incon-
sistency of character, she, who hated her fellow-
beings, loved and pitied all inferior animals,
and writhed with inward agony, if she witness-
ed any act of cruelty inflicted on them. The
feline race were her peculiar favorites; and she

cherished always two or more tabby’s, that she
caressed and fed almost to repletion; yet this
extreme indulgence was not without one draw-
back to the objects of her care, for she compel-
led them to endure that solitude to which she
condemned herself, permitting them to hold no

.intercourse with the external world, and inflict-

ing on them condign punishment, with a rod
kept for that purpose, whenever they eluded
her vigilance, and made their escape through
the seldom opened door.

Singular and unlovely as she was, I ever re-
garded deaf Molly with peculiar interest and
pity. I commisserated the utter solitude of her
feelings and existence, and it was ever, to my
sistar and myself, a joyful event, when we were
permitted on a holiday afternoon, to go, like lit-
tle Red-ridinghood, * with a pot of butter and a
custard,” or some equally acceptable dainty,
across the green fields to the lone dwelling of
poor old Molly. How foyously we went on our
way towards the swelling beight of beautiful
Nonantum—leaping with childish glee across
the dancing streams, pausing to gather anemo-
nies in every sheltered nook, and climbing
many a craggy ledge to pluck the scarlet co-
lumbine whose tuft of tasselled flowers hu
on the farthest point, perhaps, of a jutting r
above our heads—a prize more coveted, from
the very difficulty whioh stood irr the way of its .
attainment. And then when we reached the.
remote chamber of our deaf friend, and gave
the usual signal of our presence, how impa-
tiently we heard the key turn in the heavy
lock, and how gladly leaped our hearts within
us, at her kindly greeting, as she cautiously
unclosed the door and invited us to enter. But
that moment of joy surpassingall the rest, was,
when we gave the precious basket into her out-
stretched hand, and marked the glad sparkle of
her eye as she removed the napkin, and beheld
its dainty contents. With shrugs, and winks,
and strange grimaces, she expressed her thanks,
pointing at the same time towards the door
with a cautionary gesture, intimating with ha-
bitual suspicion, that there were listeners on
the other side. And then to testify her hospi-
table feeling, she would, in her upcouth man-
ner, direct our attention to the various articles,
for use or ornament, contained in her apart-
ment, and a singular melange it certainly pre-
sented to our wondering eyes. Ancient look-
ing utensils were hung against the walls, in-
termingled with a few of more modern and
every-day shape, and on a venerable table, of
most strange form, as it then seemed to me,
beneath which skulked the frightened cats,
stood various articles of old fashioned china, all
of different patterns, and such as would now be
esteemed by the fashionable admirers of such
bijous, of priceless worth. Nearly in the cen-
tre of the room, stood a huge chest of drawers,
reaching nearly to the ceiling, and looking very
much as if it had just walked out of place, for
some especial purpose of its own, But the ob-
jects which awakened my warmest admiration
were a pair of tiny bright scales, polished to al-
most dazzling brightness, which hung side by
side with an iron tripod, invented for what use
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I know not. In my childish simplicity I fancied
them to be composed of more precious metal,
and affixed to them an inordinate value, from
the circumstance of their being the only shining
articles, among the dusty and rust-eaten valua-
bles which constituted poor Molly's worldly
wealth.

When our visit was ended, and we prepared
to depart, Molly would bestow upon us a few
withered apples, or & handful of decayed nuts,
and cautiously unclosing her door, thrust usout,
bidding us hasten home, and ‘keep out of the
wicked boys’ way.” Andtrulya joyous sense of
liberty came over our young spirits, when we
quitted the singular abode of that strange wo-
man, and bounded on our homeward path with
glad and gay hearts, talking of all we had seen,
and even there, planning another visit at no
distant day, through those pleasant fields, to the
solitary home of Deaf Molly.

No kindness or gentleness seemed to have
ur?' effect in ameliorating the peculiarities of
old Molly. As time woreon, they became even
more marked, her antipathies grew stronger,
and her suspicious temper more alive to real
and fancied wrong. Still she might be seen at
early dawn, or when the shades of evenin
darkened the landscape, stealing along the hilﬁ
side with cautious step, and restless eye that

lanced from side to side, as if assured some
oe lurked in her path. But they who noted
her from year to year, could perceive that her
gait gra.dually became less firm, she climbed
the hills with a less elastic step, while the bas-
ket, which still swung upon her arm, scemed
to have grown to her a burdensome appendage.
Age with its infirmities was coming fg:t upon
her, relaxing the nerve of iron, and palsying
the hand that had seldom done an act of chris-
tian love or kindness.

Yet the decay of her physical powers,
wronght no change in the callous soul of old
Molly. No hope of heaven, no dread of eternity,
came over her—but one only fear possessed
her—that in her decline she should be thrown
upon the parish for support, and when she died
her effects would be appropriated to defray the
expenses of her burial. I')l‘hie:, she resolved,
should never be—her pride, and even a worse

-feeling, her hatred to Eer race, rendered such
a thought unendurable, and with dogged reso-
lution she dictated a will, which though it was
neither legally witnessed, signed, nor sealed,
she believed, in her ignorance, was to render
her property safe from the clutch of unprivi-
leged hands, and bestow it on the few that she
really loved. But alas! poor Molly’s day-dream
proved a vain one, for the parish officers of B.
foreseeing probability of a long sickness, and
funeral expenses to defray, began to entertain
doubts of her claim to their assistance. Where-
upon they searched their records, and finding
that an adjoining town might claim the honor
of giving the disputed person birth, they forth-
with consigned her, and her hoarded treasures
to the charge of their neighbours, and poor
Molly was straitway removed to the almshouse
of N. It was a stroke from which she never
recovered. In tearing her from the spot where

she had so long vegetated, the charm of her ex-
istence was dissolved—if it is ible to sup-
pose any charm connected with an existence
useless and unlovely as hers. But so it was.
The link which bound her to life was broken—
long habits and attachments were destroyed—

. the few faces that she loved beamed on her no

more with kindness, and poor Molly grew
weaker and weaker, till in a few months after
her removal, she shut her eyes upon a world,
that had yielded her few enjoyments, because
her own embittered and perverted feelings,
taught her to hate and defy it.

) x * * * *

Yet it is said that this compound of oddity,
ill-nature, and suspicion, who exhibited features
so wrinkled and morose, and moved with a
pace, each step of which betrayed distrust and
Jealousy, was once as fair a maid as ever the
sun shone upon. I cannot describe her minute-
ly, but tradition says, her hair was dark and
soft, her eyes sparkling with joy, her full lips
wreathed with smiles, and the glow of youth
and health, mantled with changeful beauty on
her cheek ;—she was beloved too, and by the
favorite of the village—one, for whom every
maiden eighed, but whom one alone could
charm. He was frank and confiding, but she
had one fault, which made her such as we have
seen—that fatal fault which has poisoned so
many streams of happiness. Suspicion was her
bane—her lover knew it, for even in the early
days of their love, the brightness of many a
happy hour had been overcast by its malignant
inguence. and his companions warned hm of
the wreck it would finally make of his peace.
But he could not renounce her, and he trusted
to her better feelings, to his own faithful and
devoted love, which though often doubted had
never swerved, to subdue this evil and unjust
passion. But alas! this hope was based on a
false foundation. Prone as she was to jealousy,
it was constantly aroused by those around her;
yet there was one, her bosom friend, against
whom she harbored the most lively but unjust
suspicion—suspicion that was confirmed in her
mind by a circumstance, which finally deter-
mined her fate. :

She had been walking towards the noon of a
very warm day, and on returning to her home,
was surprised to find her lover ensconced in an
old fashioned arm chair, in a profound sleep.
He had been violently exercising, and overcome
by the oppressive heat, had fallen into a slum-
ber as he sat waiting for her return. She
moved softly towards him, for he was dreaming,
and murmured in his sleep—but her step was
arrested, when she heard the name of her sus-
pected rival fall from his lips. She remained
motionless, and the color forsook her cheek—
when, again it was uttered, and she sprang for-
ward, with a vehement and passionate excla-
mation. He awoke—but it was to hear himself
discarded and denounced, with the look and ac-
centof a maniac. Her lips were bloodless, her
eye gleamed with concentrated passion, and
her whole frame trembled with emotion. In
vain he essayed to speak—she imperiously com-
manded him to silence, and fearfully adjured
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heaven to bear witness to the vow, with which
she benished one so faithless, from her heart.
He gazed at the distorted visage of one he had
thought so beautiful, with astonishment, but he
attempted not again to address her—the veil of
love had fallen from his eycs, and all the horrors
of the union he had escaped, flashed upon his
view. He turned and quitted her without a
word. He sgoke but to one of what had passed,
and in two days he departed from the village,
Whither he went, no one knew, but it is sup-
posed he sailed for another land, as no tidings
were ever after received of him, by the few
friends he left.

She heard that he was
she heeded it not; but as the waves of passion
ebbed, love returned with added force. She
watched and watched, but in vain—he came
not—he sent not, and the sickness of hope de-

ne, and for a time

ferred, rendered still sharper the barbed arrows
of remorse that pierced her heart. None pitied
her, for the story of the quarrel had got abroad,
and all espoused the cause of the injured lover.
Years rolled on, and no one again sought her
hand, while every unlovely trait, but chiefly
suspicion, that darkest one of all, deepened and
more strongly marked her character. She was
shunned and slighted, and she grew ill-natured
and morose. A violent fever deprived her of
hearing, and this calamity increased her promi-
nent foible, till she began to hate and suspect
all around her, was hated in return, and grew
to be the deserted and misanthropic old woman,
whose portrait I have just now drawn from life.
And from my little sketch may be deduced a
very good moral, which, however, shall be left
to :{e sagacity of the reader to extract.
Montreal. E L. C

o
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LINES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF A LITTLE STRANGER.

BY CHARLES M. F. DEEMS.

Ir every kind wish were a rose,
And the rose had not a thorn,

Your path through life with loveliest flowers,
Fair girl, I would adorn.

If every kind wish of the heart

~ _ Were arich and precious gem,

I'd place upon thy placid brow,

A brilliant diadem.

But flowers may fade and gems decay,
And carthly joys depart; .
One treasure only will remain—
The peace of the pure in heart !

Follow that star !—and when the night
Of this darksome life shall end,

Its pure beam with the light above
Shall gently, softly blend.

‘Written for the
THE 8SI

THx pale stars sparkled in the sky, -

And the young moon looked on two gentle beings,
Robed in the light of loveliness; the oue,

Fair and fragile as youth’s earliest love,

The other, purely beautiful as youth itself.

The first spoke in a gentle tone, the fairy

Words of a sister's tenderness :

“ Sister! why is it, that I hear
Thy voice no more in gladness?
Why are the words you utter now,
So filled with thought and sadness?
The flush upon thy cheek,
Glows fitfully and bright;
And thine eye, once calmly shining,
Now burns with a fearful light.
The liquid music of thy laugh,.
I listen for in vain;
Say, dearest, am I never more
0 hear it sound again 1"

“ Yes, Sister, when the daring dreams
Of my spirit are fulfiled,

When all my restless yearnings
Are gratified and still’d,

When the world's approving eye
Shall sparkle at my name;

And when the laurel wreath is mine,
That genius twines for fame !

Then, will the joyous laugh ring out,
That rarely echoes now,

Lady’s Book.
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And the happincss of parted hours
Will brighten on my brow!”

“ Nay, dear one, why thus cast aside
The joys of tenderer ties,

To seek the dreamy ecstacy
That in proud ambition lies ?

Let others win the crown you deem
Bright as those stars above,

But you should cling to gentler things,
For woman's world is love!”

4 Sister, such thoughts and hopes as ine,
Pass not like dew, away; -
I worship idols, loftier far
Than earthly gods of clay !
T ask an immortality )
That mind alone can give,
A gift, that after I have gone
ill bid my memory live!
I would wield the pen with the mighty power
That in my spirit lies,
And gain at last, the glorious meed,
Of a fame that never dies!”

She had her wish! but her cheek grew pale,
And her eye had a fearful light,

Asit gleamed o’er the pages of burning thought,
She traced in the depth of night.

But that was gone, Fame could not save,

And the laurel wreath, was laid on the grave!
. J. T. L.
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TrERE are several aspects under which onr
meditations may be associated in regard to
friendship. Upon the theatre of life, man was
designed by his Maker for social enjoyment.
He was blessed with powers, by which associ-
ations of companions, enjoyments, amusements
and pleasures might be called back at discre-
tion, and in the raptures of retrospective con-
templation, arouse the feelings to renewed vi-
tality. The characteristic features of compan-
jonship, impress their lineaments upon the
heart ; and after the lapse of years, we can call
up the portrait of some beloved compeer, and
dwell with sweetest contemplation upon the
jocund hours of youthful festivity and mirth,
that then strewed their happiness upon our
path. In the heart of man, selfish as it is, and
biassed as it may be, by self-adulation, there are
all the materials for the most exalted friendship
and love. There are faculties there that, dila-
ting and expanding, throw open their portals,
and give a most cheerful lodgment to kindred
spirits. In the receptacle of our own feelings,
we have a home for permanent and lasting en-
joyment, where we may luxuriate in bliss ec-
static. The stream that from hence issues
forth bears down every impediment; and forces
its way through every obstacle. To arrive at
this enviable destiny, man must surmount all
the embarrassments of distrust or suspicion.
While even the apprehension of deception
lurks about the heart, the sombre cloud of un-
happiness will force itself upon our horizon.
For this reason we regard friendship alone a
mere name—a fantasy of the imagination.

Such is the constitutional organization of hu-
man beings, that self holds predominance over
every consideration that a mere formal associa-
tion may suggest. If there were no interests
involved, then the term friendship that the in-
animate stoic appropriates to himself, heartless
as it is, might be our boast of superior enlight-
enment. But at the name of interest, the heart
recoils upon itself—and leaves every other con-
nexion n lone and shameful abandonment.
When the storm gathers—when calamities be-
fall—when disasters sweep around, and all
unite like the desolating plagues of Egypt to
wither, to blight, to destroy; the riven heart is
left to brave its fate alone, and, to add pungen-
cy to its torturing horrors, may see the feather
that its own ardent feelings had nurtured,
winging the dart that rankles in the death
wound,

Friendship! What is it? A perfect chame-
leon that suits itself to every phase of society—
that accommodates itself to personal aggran-
dizement alone—a cold civility that shoots its
roots into an iceberg and flourishes only in the
asperity of its frozen atmosphere. It is love
that cements hearts in one—that dissolves un-
der the genial warmth of enlightened affection
the adamant of the soul. Yes, it is in this, and
this alone, that friendship—true—lasting friend-
ship, has even a name. This, and this alone, is

the soil in which it can grow; every where
else it is sickly and dying. But here 1t springs
up—spreads its boughs—and affords a secure
shelter to every other feeling of the heart. To
chan%)e the figure: the child of misfortune can
here behold his image reflected as in a mirror,
and what is a little remarkable and that most
powerfully tests the principle in question, when
overpowering calamities arrest, such as drive
the fireless friendship of a philosophic world
into annihilation, the reﬂectecr representation is
most beautifully bright, while the enrapturing
satisfaction steals over the soul—that though a
deceptious world may flatter but to disappoint,
and self-interested mortals like the spider may
throw a web of protection around us, merely to
entangle and destroy, in the heart of affection
and love, the name, the image retains all its
soul inspiring energies, and lives in all the
fonduess of indelible and unfading recollections.
No sculptor’s hand ever engraved more lasting
impressions than here stand out in bold relief.
here is much both interesting and instruc-
tive in the history of David and Jonathan. The
one was a youth raised in obscurity upon the
plains of Bethlehem. His mornings were devo-
ted to the arrangement of his flocks—his noons
were employed 1n chanting the favorite airs of
Judah’s land—his evenings were witnesses of
his filial fidelity. Unobtrusive in his manners,
he sought not the bustle and hurry of public
employ. He contented himself to be little and
unknown. But beautiful in person—powerful
in body—warlike and undaunted in spirit—vic-
torious in personal rencontre with a giant, his
name became celebrated throughout the realm.

The other was the son of a king, and was
raised amidst the magnificence of princes—
surrounded with the pomp and splendour of
state. Sycophantic courtiere crowded to his
feet, and obsequious devotees contended with
each other in rendering homage unto him.

Circumstances threw them in contact. The
fountain of their feelings opened and ran in the
same channel; their souls were knit together.
Friendship threw its chain around them, and
united them in indissoluble ties. What was the
issue? In the time of David’s calamity, when
Saul hunted him like a partridge of the moun-
tains—pnrsued him with blood-thirsty malice,
and with anarmed company sought him through
the length and breadth of the land ; in that
hour of exigency and accumulating distresses,
Jonathan gave him his mantle, his bow, his
sword and his belt—threw himself beneath the
vengeance that gathered upon his father’s brow
—battled with the disappointed fury that raged
in the palace, and thus at the imminent hazard
of his own life, rescued his friend from the vio-
lence of exasperated tyrranny.

In what lively contrast do the cases of Jona-
than and Saul present themselves to the mind !
The one was a friend only so far as personal ac-
commodation was concerned. When the youth-
ful David braved the power of Goliah, and eftect-
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ed the salvation of the people, then did the
heart of Saul rejoice. But the anthems of Sa-
lem’s choristers who placed the garland upon
the brow of Jesse’s son, tore friendship from his
throne, and dashed its urn in broken anments
at the feet of him whose name should have re-
verberated with sweetest symphony through
his palace chambera, The turbid waters of
malice rolled their poisonous streams through
all his enjoyments, while green-eyed envy with
fiendish fire pursued the object of his hate, un-
til upon Mount Gilboa, driven to desperation by
the l];::va.lenee of Philistia’s fortune over those
of el, he fell in premature death upon his
own sword. .

The friendship of Jonathan was the exube-
rance of an affectionate heart—the overflowing
of ardent attachment—where selfish considera-
tions were not recognized even nominally, but
where disinterested devotion expanded its ex-
cellencies like the golden sun when diffusing
his daybeam in bridegroom majesty.

With this delineation of the subject before
us, we may give wing to poetic fancy, and sing
with the muse of Parnassus :

“ When friendship once is rooted fast,
It isa plant no storm can sever;
Transfixed and heedless as the blast,
It blooms and flourishes forever.
Friendship, the name so dear to me,
So warmly feit by those we love,

It still imparts a pleasing hope,
To part on earth and meet above.”

This friendship is not subject to the influence
of those variable winds, that whirl the passions
to and fro. Like a firm pillar it rests securely.
It shines not only when fortune smiles—when
we are surrounded by the grandeur of an earth-
ly potentate—when all the heart of man could
wish is spread out in rich variety before him,
when unbounded possessions and territories of
unlimited extent acknowledge him to be the
rightful owner. It shines not only in the su-
perb palace of the monarch, but seeks a lodge-
ment in adverse circumstances, and its resplen
dent rays are seen illuminating the mud-

tched walls of the cottage, and throwing a’

alo of contentment around the coy sons of mis-
fortune. It laughs at the violence of the storm.
It drives the life-boat over the mountain bil-
lows, and rescues from oblivioa the confiding
associate. It pours the healing balsam into the
wounds of the half-butchered traveller, while
the disdainful Levite and the superciliouspriest,
witnesses of the tragedy, may yet pass in cold
disregard upon the other side. Yea, vary your
circumstances as you may, this companion of our

outh—this comforter of our manhood, will

ring the anodyne to human sufferings, and
open before us the deliﬁhtful Palmyrine of hap-
piness *in this waste howling wilderness.” I
marvel not, therefore, that erring heathens
apotheosise this virtue—I marvel most that the
statue thereof was not a statue of gold.

Emory and Henry College. JAM

Py
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THE FOLLOWING LINES WERE WRITTEN BY A YOUNG LADY FROM LOWER CANADA, WHO VISITED
THE SOUTH FOR HER HEALTH, WITH HER BROTHER, IN THE 8PRING oF 1836.

Cax I forget my native land, that lovely spot of
earth,

And call ancther clime my own, that never gave
me birth ?

Can I forget my native land, that gave me friends
8o dear,

Who sympathized in all my fears, and gave me
tear for tear?

Can I forget my native land, while sisters kind
are there,

O

And brothers, too, who always sought to know my
wish and care ?
Can I forget my native land, that dear, enchanting

lace,
ﬁere,pﬁrst 1 felt a father's love, a mother’s kind
embrace ?
And, last of all, can I forget that holy place of God,
Where first I felt my sins forgiven, cleansed by
Saviour’s blood ? E. W. 8.

Ogeechee Shoals, Geo.

g
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CASTLES IN THE AIR.

Waar a delightful employment is building
castles in the air! What occupation more
pleasant than to pass a leisure hour in invent-~
mg some charming illusion which cannever be
realized, or in raising a castle filled with the

ight dreams of hope, and ornamented with
pictures of fature enjoyment! There are few
persons who have not had some experience in
the art of raising these imaginary abodes of
happiness. The captive in his lonely cell, the
invalid on the bed of sickness, and even the
school-girl could acknowledge the consolation
they have received in the i:ospect (hopeless or
otherwise) of one of these habitations of liberty

and happiness.
WhiYe real” castles of every description re-
10

quire care, and time, and toil in their erection,
all that is necessary here is to give the reins
to imagination, and enjoy the fruits of her la-
bours.

As the materials are so easily obtained, and
the task such a delightful one, no wonder that
so many build castles, when otherwise the
could not even have erected a shed; and al-
though objections have been raised against this,
and it has been said that they occupy time
which could be better employed, and it generally
produces feelings of disappointment, yet erial
architecture is so well suited to the taste of
mankind, that it has continued in vogue from
time immemorial. T. G.

Philadelphia.
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THE SMUGGLER’S DAUGHTER.

BY MIS8 M. MILES.

Star after star had come forth, and the clock
oi"the old church of the village had pealed forth
the midnight hour as Roland Cranstoun knelt
for his mother's blessing. On the morrow he
was to go forth from the familiar scenes of his
boyish days, to tempt the wild waste of ocean;
and the sweet spell of poesy was on his spiritas
he murmured forth

¢ Pray for me mother, pray that no blight
May come o’er my hopes and prospects bright,
Fray that my days may be long and fuir,

Free from the withering touch of care'—

And most fervently did the mother’s prayer go
up amidst the deep hush of the midnight.

Roland Cranstoun’s step had ever been amidst
lqrdl halls; but his father wes dead, leaving
him but a younger son’s portion and a haughty
spirit for an inheritance. The army was open
to him, and soon the name of Capt. Cranstoun
was read in the public papers of the day, and
that his regiment was ordered abroad.

“ What! though these broad lands are mine,
brother, are not our hearts the same as in the
days of our boyhood? Is not one home large
enough for us both? Stay with your kindred,
Roland, stay to witness my happiness, and my
sweet Anna shall be to you & sister.”

Roland Cranstoun wrung his brother's hand

with strong feeling, and there was a slight qui--

ver of his proud lip as he answered: I know
your generous spirit Henry; I know what I sa-
crifice, but you must have the means of sup-
porting the dignity of our ancient house, and I
could not brook dependence. Do not tempt me
my brother; I must go forth unshrinkingly.”

The mother felt he had chosen the wiser past,
and strengthened him with counsel and prayer.
It was his last evening in his home; and each
loved baunt had been visited again’and again,
Each old tenant had been up to the Abbey with
a tear in the eye, and a kind word for master
Roland; and with much emotion had he wrung
each toil-worn hand. = The evening wore away,
and witha kiss upon the cheek of his new sister,
and a smothered God bless you, as he returned
bis brother’s embrace, he broke from the family
circle,and when all preparations were made for
his departure, early the next morning sought
his mother’s chamber for her parting blessing.

The morning dawned fair and bright, but there
was a “vacant seat at board and hearth;” and
the inmates of Cranstoun Abbey felt as if one
glcam of sunshine had departed from. their

welling:
= Speed on, speed on, thou gallant bark !

Thy flag is waving free,

And let the ocean caves give forth,
A fitting minstrelsy [ —

And Roland Cranstoun was pacing the deck
of the gallant ship with a thoughtful brow but
proud step, as the merry shores of England re-
ceded from view.

“ Whither are those sighs wafted, Cranstoun,
my good fellow?” asked a brother officer, upon
whose arm leaned a young and beautiful female.
s there any maiden fair

“ Weeping in lonely bower *

“No! Iam free, but my thoughts were home-
ward bound, Sedley!”

“So would mine be,” replied his friend, *but
that this foolish girl chose to leave home and
kindred to follow a soldier’s fortunes;” and the
look of fondness that he cast upon the young
being beside him, showed how much he feit her
devoted love. *Come, I must introduce you to
Mrs. Sedley.”

Roland turned to greet her, and inwardly
wondered that the fragile girl before him should
ever have dreamed of tempting the dangers of
the sea. A feeling of pity for a moment took
possession of his heart, for he as yet knew not
woman's strength in her hour of need.

Sedley and he had been friends from their
earliest days; but the former’s duties the last
two years had cast their lots in different places;
and it was with all the warmth of kindly feeling
that they met previous to their embarkation on
board the same ship. He had recently married
his cousin, and to ll){olzmd she soon became al-
most as a sister; so confiding was she in her
friendship for her husband’s friend.

“ Do you know who that young girl is, Ro-
land,” she asked one day, just as they came in
view of their “destined haven;” “I have no-
ticed her earnest gaze more than once, fixed
upon you. There is something singularly beau-
tiful about her face.”

“] have seen those brilliant eyes before, I
am sure, but where I cannot think. There, she
has vanished again. They say yon dark browed
subaltern is her father, and that he has forbidden
her appearing on deck. Her face haunts me
like some vision of my childhood.”

“Her name is Florence, so I heard them call
her,” said Sedley joining them, “but her father,
Cranstoun, do you know him?” and a shade of
anxiety passed over the face of the speaker.

“No! I know no one of the name of Ridg-
ley; why do you ask?”

“ Only to bid you be on your guard; I fear he
means you some evil.”

“Me!” but ere he could give expression to
his astonishment, the glad shout of the seamen
and soldiers, as they neared the shore, called off

~ their attention and the conversation dropped.

“Spain! sunny Spain! Obh, there is breathing
beauty beneath thyskies,?.murmured the young
officer as he was wandering forth one evening.
His regiment was stationed not far from ,
the then seat of war; though as yet they had
seen no actual service. He was alone and sad,
for his dreams were of the *“ancient Abbey;”
and the voices of his kindred seemed blent
with the evening wind sighing through orange
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groves. 'The shadows of night were beginning
to fall ere he turned towards his quarters. Sud-
denly a sweet and thrilling voice warbled close
to his ear— )
< There's danger when the soft win s sigh,

And stars beam oat in yon sweet sky—

There's danger in the star-lit path,

The warning comes from ope of carth,”

Startled, hedarted forward todiscover the hid-
den songstress, but he caught only a glimpse of
a slight figure as it disappeared amidst the grove
of limes. The warning was evidently intended
for him; but he was perplexed and amazed.
Who in Lhis’:tmnger land could do him injury;
and who, for the voice was that of a femnf{:.
should take this interest in his fate? But he was
not long suffered to indulge his meditations. A
bright weapon flashed before his eyes, and he
found himself attacked by three ruffians. De-
termined to sell his life as dearly as possible, he
drew his sword, and for a few moments kept
them at bay. He had received a severe wound
in the shoulder, and was fast losing strength
from the effusion of blood; a sudden faintness
was stealing over him, and he sunk to the
ground ; but ere the bared knife of the taller
ruffian had reached his heart, a shout recalled
his fleeting senses, and Sedley and a band of
his gallant soldiers burst upon them. One of
the ruffians was killed, but the others escaped.
The body was recognized as that of a peasant,
who was supposed to hold communication with
a well known brigand band. Cranstoun’s wound
was not dangerous, but it was of such a nature
as to prevent him from using his arm for many
months, and he soon obtained leave of absence ;
though inwardly murmuring that bis proud
hopes of distinguishing himself in the approach-
ing strife, were crumbled to the dust. The
}:rel wreath he coveted was not to grace his

w. :

Home! home! was his thought; and all pre-
parations being made, he was to start on the
morrow. He was sitting with his friends be-
neath the sweet moonlight, that was resting on
the mouldering ruins of what was once a pa-
lace, belonging to some proud grandee, whose
very name died on time’s records.

“Would that I too could see the faces of
mine own,” softly whispered Mre. Sedley,
through her tears, * Mother! sisters! you will
see them all, and tell them that their Flora’s
heart is often with them.”

« Butstill, m! Flora would follow me to share
my dangers an ?rivntious," said Sedley. * Does
she now repent?! The soldier’s bride must give
up mnch, but the soldier's heart feels deeply
her devotion.”

“Never, Horace! Your lot is mine ;® and her
eye was lifted to his face, with a look he could
ot mistake, * But, even you sometimes long
for a sight of old Enghnd; and Roland will soon
#ee her dear shores.” ' ‘

S Tamn! turn! from fhir Englard thessts dearh in thy nath
Tho' ber bowers may smile

danger a e,
1ts meshes have bound thee,
Asd mourning shall be in the ha

Every one started up
their ear, chanted in a

distinet enough for them to catch each sound.
They searched the ruins but could find no trace
of any one's having been secreted there.

“Strange!” exclaimed Cranstoun. “ThatI
have some enemy 1 cannot doubt; but from
whom come these mysterious warnings? I will
stay and unravel this plot.”

* Do not stay, Roland,” said Sedley earnestly,
“ Nor seek England either.. Distrust not this
second warning; I will endeavour to find some
clue to this labyrinth. You must leave to-mor-
row, but your destination must be a secret, and
a chosen band shall guard you beyond the reach
of danger. I suspect Ridgely has something to
do with these dark doings; for I haye seen swch
a look of scowling hate upon his dark fuce, when
his eye has been bent upon you, as has curdled
my very blood.” _

“ But why should he seek my destraction? I
know not the man, except as one who holds
aloof from all eom'rmionship with his fellows.
Why should he thus pursue me !”"—and his
haughty brow darkened as he looked at his dis-
abled arm. “Could I but wield my good
sword,” he fiercely added, I would soon call
him to a dread account.”

Mrs. Sedley laid her hand upon his arm im-
gleoringly', “Roland, Roland, beware! there may

more listeners beneath these sweet skies than
fou wot of now. Hush! for pity’s sake, and
et us leave this spot.”

“Yes!” said her husband, “for you know
mine are only conjectures. We can bring for-
ward no proof of this man's villainy. Let us be

‘wending toour own dwelling, and there we can
form our plans.”

And they left the old ruin, with the sweet
moonbeam resting peacefully on the desolate
ruins of halls, where mirth and music once had
been. Their forms were nearly hid from view
by the embowering trees, when a dark figure
came forth from behind a ruined arch, and gazed
after them with a fiend-like smile upon hisface.

% Ah! go forth Roland Cranstoun, with your
lofty brow and stately bearing. Go forth with
your sage advisers to 'scape me—Ha! ha! my
coile are round thee, and I will compass sea and
land for revenge. When your heart’s blood is
red upon mylﬁade, then, only then shall I rest
satisfied.” And he shook the bared weapon
tauntingly in the direction they had taken.

' Suddenly a you’li%gi:‘l‘:smng forth, and knelt
low at his feet. e ows of sixteen sum-
mers could hardly have touched her fair brow,
and there she knelt,

“ With head upraised, and look intent,
And eye and ear attentive bent,
And locks flung back, and lips apart,
Like monument of Grecian an"—

but no sound broke the deep silence.
® «lelig!” and the tones of the voice were -
stern agil low, *what do you hero girl?”
“ =" and the thrillingly sweet accents
sic on the ear, ‘Father! by the
» sainted mother, abjure this dark
we not forbidden to take ven-

1, have I not told yoy that blood
. .

*
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alone can wash out the memory of that hour. And
mark me, Lelia, I do distrust you of late.

mg faith I believe you entertain some girli
affection for this same youth. Ha! doyou dream
one of the proud Cranstoun's race would wed a
smuggler's daughter. Lelin, he dies IIR' my
hand—and you, girl, may wear the willow if
you will.”

The meiden sprung to her feet: “Beware,
father, or you will find your child bas some
portion of your own spirit. Taunt me again
with my deep love, and I will say one word
that shall give you to a dungeon and chains. I
love you not, father; and but that I promised
. my.gentle mother, on her death bed, to watch
your dark course, I would go forth a wanderer
through the world. I tell you again, that I will
warn Roland Cranstoun—and the knife shall
reach the heart of your daughter ere it be
stained with his life blood;” and with a light
step she bounded away.

“Fool! idiot that { was to trust her,” mut-
tered the man as he slowly followed..

Cranstoun was in Venice, and two months
went by without bringing any solution of the
mysten;y; the third found him laid low with fe-
ver. In hisdeliriousdreams he fancied that the
mysterious warnings were again on his ear, and
he was conscious that a gentle hand smoothed
his pillow, and held the cordial to his parched
lip. A long heavy sleep fell upon him; when
he awoke, he saw one in the garb of a sister of
mercy by his bedside; he was too exhausted for
speech; but she held a cooling draught, and put
her finger to her lip in token of silence. Ina
half dreaming state he aguin sunk back, but not
before he was conscious of looking upon a face
of exceeding beauty. A heavy step was heard
outside of the door—it opened, and the dark-
browed figure of the ruined palace softly enter-
ed the room. Cautiously he stole towards the
table, on which was inany a drink and medicine.

“S8implétons!” he muttered, * they are afraid
of the fever; and laud me for braving the
danger for my friend. Well friend, let it be,
this powder will give him short shrift, and ’tis
surer than the dagger or knife:" and he turned
the contents of a small paper into a small
chrystal cup that held some prescribed drink,
anc{ hastily left the room. land saw the
whole, and knew ’twas Ridgley’s form and
face, but he was too weak to raise his voice or
hand. But there was one other watcher, the
fair being who was watching his weary couch.
She sprang to the table, and with a glance at
the contents of the cup dashed it to the ground,
where it shivered into a hundred pieces. It
was poison.

. The stars looked down in their quiet beauty,
and the soft air of evening, such an eve as is
only met with beneath Italia's skies, was steal-
ing gently into the sick room of Roland Crans-
toun. He was reclining on a couch propped
by pillows near the open window, and there
with an anxious brow was Sister Theresa.

“Tell me your name, sweet lady? It is
strange that one so g'oung and fair should keep
such fearful virgils by my couch.” R

v
¥

“Tis my vocation to soothe the sigk and sor-
rowful,” answered she in tones of music.

«Surely I have heard that voice before, and
met a face strangely like thine. But my head
is weak yet, and I cannot recollect. Surely it
was not always Sister Theresa.”

A knock at the door interrupted them, and
ere she could reply, it was burst hastily open,
and the glad greeting of Horace Sedley fell
like u tone from home upon the yearning heart
of the sufferer, .

% Now the blessed virgin be praised,” mur-
mured Sister Theresa, and the shade of anxi-
ety passed from her brow. R

“8edley, my dear friend, where do you
come from 1" exclaimed Roland, as he warmly
wrung his hand—*I thought you still in sunny

in.”
lJ;‘:No! my old uncle has departed this life,
leaving me heir to his wealth and titles—a
good long rent roll mineis too. I immediately
sold out, and shall expect you to receive Sir
Horace Sedley, and lady, with a deal of form
and ceremony."”

“ What, is Flora with you !” . .

“Yes! Nothing would do, but thesilly girl
must see Italy, though she has since conft
that she had a presentiment you were in some
danger.”

“And so I bave been, Horace, frop more
than one cause—Ridgley has been here, and
tbough this gentle maiden warded off the blow,
and from her lips I can gather nothing, yet I
am confident he has attempted to remove me
by poison.”

“Ah! I was just going to say that Ridgley
deserted but a few weeks after you left. Can
be be taken, his fate is certain.” .

Sister Theresa laid her cold hand on Sedley’s
arm—* Guard well your friend—my duty calls
me away, there is danger around him—and as
he values life let him leave not this room till I

bid.” And gathering her veil about her, she
glided from the a ent.
Sedley started — % Why, Cranstoun, that

surel‘v is the same voice that I heard in the old
ruin.”

Conviction flashed upon Roland’s mind. Yes,
he was sure he had heard those thrilling tones
before, and met that sweet pale face. ¢ Sed-
ley—yon beautiful being is certainly a guardian
angel by my side. Is it not strange that for-
tune should have singled me out as the hero of
a romance like this—I would Five my good
sword to know what the end will be.”

A gondola is gliding swiftly o'er the blue
waves, and the moonlight is giving a silver
gleam, and the soft evening air just.cnrling their
surface—strange that evil thoughts should have
place in such & scene of loveliness.

“ Antonio, I tell yon that twice, thrice I have
failed ; that girl is my bane. I verily believe
that there is an evil spirit in that beautifal
form to circumvent my designs. Before her
only do I quail. Take her off my hands, and gold,
aye, gold beyond your thought shall be yours.”

« Ridgley, I have told you I love the girl,
apd I will be kinder to her than her own

.
-

-
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father—but she hates me, I readit in he
eye'!_
¢ But nevertheless shall wed thee to-mor-
row, Antonio, she shall be yours. And then,
when you have borne her afar, you, boy, shall
know the depth of Ridgley’s hate. ,
- The tgondola glided onward, and those dark
spirits formed their plans for the morrow.
Silence was in the streets of Venice, as
Ridgely entered his temporary dwelling. A
ioung fair girl had laid her weary heudg upon
er arm by the open window, with only Egr
own clustering ringlets for a screen from the
night air. The step roused her from her slum-
:grs, and springing up she stood erect before

im.

“ Lelia, I have blithe news for you. To-
morrow, ere the sun down, you will be the
bride of Antonio Montoli; am I not a kind fa-
ther to gerzvide so well for you?”

The beautiful being before him raised her
eyes to his face. The rich colour that had ting-
ed her cheek faded away, and gave place toa
marble paleness. There was a smile on her
father’s lip that the maiden too well understood.

In a moment her resolution was taken.

“Father, for naught have I to thank you,
save for sending me to the convent where I
early learned lessons of Christian love and
duty. For the education there received, I do
thank you; for it has fitted me to fulfil higher
duties than falls to one of my station. But,
father! you have reviled and tormented me.
You have turned the sweet waters of affection
to bitterness. I have borne all in silence, but
father, henceforth our destinies are sundered
for ever. I will not give my hand to your
match—I will die sooner—no force shall com-
pel me. Father, farewell for ever.” And she
turned to go forth a wanderer from the home of
him who should have shielded her from harm.

But the passions of the parent were roused,
and he sprang forward and grasped her fiercely
by the hand. There was a glitter of something
in the moonshine—but with a powerful effort
she burst away.

Mrs. Sedley was anxiously awaiting her
husband’s return, when her servant ushered
into the apartment a muffled figure. She
started up.

* Lady, fear nothing,” said a low sweet tone
that thrilled to her heart. * Lady, I claim your
protection:” and whilst she held one hand
pressed to her side, with the other she flung up
the veil, and discovered the features of Florence
Ridgley.—Mrs. Sedley uttered an exclamation
of wonder.

% Lady, I am alone in the wide world, and
throw myself on your protection. My strength
is fast failing me—I am wounded, and by my
father’s hand.”

She sunk upon a couch pale as death, and
Mrs. Sedley saw with horror that her hand and
dress were stained with the dark current that
was oozing from her side. In terror she des-
. patched a servant for her husband and medical

attendance, and then applied what means she
had within he: reach to staunch the wound.

10 ;

It was not deep, and after dressing it, the Eng-
lish physician, who had attended Cranstoun, en-
joined strict quietness; and having adminis-
tered an opiate, left them.

Two days went b{, and Roland was impa-
tient to breathe the fresh air of heaven. Sister
Theresa came not, and the third, in spite of
Sedley’s remonstrances, he determined to ac-
company him in his carriage to the — Villa,
which he had hired during his stay. His foot
was already on the step when the click of a
Eistol fell on his ear, and a ball whizzed past

im. Involuntarily he started back—it saved his
life, for in another moment William, his faith-
ful English servant had caught another from
the hand of the assassin, and fired it; the man
fell with a groan, disclosing the dark features
of Ridgley. He was conveyed into the ver
room in which he had attempted to poison Roland.

A priest was soon sent for, at his own re-
quest, to shrive the dying man, and Cranstoun
bent above him.

He raised himself up.

“The sands are runni
the holy man, crossing
aught on thy conscience !”

e replied not, but turning to Roland with a
look of undying hate, hoarsely cried—* Do you
remember the smuggler’s cave by the sea shore,
near the village of A——, in merry England,
Roland Cranstoun?—Aye, do you remember
when a youth, you wandered to the lone spot
one summer eve. One met you and warned you
to depart; but you, with your fearless daring,
would go on. The man laid a strong hand on
you to turn you back, and your fierce spirit
was roused, and with the bitter words of ¢ dog
and smuggler,’ you struck him a blow in the
face. The remembrance of that hour has never
been washed away, and in it was sworn a deep
oath of vengeance. Look at the subaltern
Ridgley, and read in his countenance the name
of Dgatteo Levesci; a name at which you have
often quailed in days gone by.

«I have followed your footsteps, and ven-
geance would have been mine, but that, dolt
that I was, I trusted a child with the secret.
She warned you well—my malison be on her
bead for it. I hate you with a bitter hatred"”—
and clenching his teeth he sunk back.

It all came back to Roland Cranstoun’s
memory. The sunny spot and the dark cave
that had beguiled him from his home in the
days of his boyhood to see what treasure it con-
tained, and the bounding step, and bright beau-
tiful smile in the fairy-like child who often
stole away with him by the sea-shore, when
the smuggler's bark was afar; and the moment
of passion in which that blow had been struck,
and the disappearance of Martin Walters soon
after, It all come back to him like some half:
forgotten dream. Now he knew where he
had heard the voice, and met the eye of the
young gitl whose kindly warning’ had so often
saved his life; and he turned shuddering awa
from the dark page of human passions whic
Walters’ life presented. Ridgley waved them
all from him, and desired to be alone with his
priest. When the old man came forth from

low, my son,” said
imself. “Is there

[N
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the chamber, it was to say that his soul had
gone to its final account.

Gently as possible was the news of his death
_communicated to his suffering child. A feelin
of pity and horror at his impious end was al
the emotion it could excite. His own hand
bhad torn asunder the strong ties of filial love,

“No! no! my sweet Lelia, as this is your
true name, I cannot so soon part from you.
Immure yourself in a convent for life—No ! you
shall go Lck with me to England, and be to
me a sister.” :

“ But, kind lady”—and her tones were

+ ——=¢ Musical, but sadly sweet,

- Such as when winds and barp strings meet,”

“I have none to welcome me there. I am poor
and alone. Few years may go by ere I shall
* be as one forgotten, whilst you, and those with
whose destiny mine has been so fearfully inter-
woven, will be in halls of g]adnesa and mirth,
surronnded by all you love.”

* Never, Lelia, never,” exclaimed Cranstoun,
who stood now before the astonished girl—
“never—I love you, Lelia—nay, turn not away ;
and it must be as my bride that you again go
forth into the world that has so sorely tried
your youth.”

*But I am not of your faith or country, for
my mother was an Italian, and I am poor in
wealth and name.” .

“My kindred shall be thine, Lelia. They
owe you a deep debt, it shall be repaid in affec-
tion; and though our creeds differ, our hearts
worship the same being.”

Still she hesitated, and flush after flush was
mantling her cheek and brow. She, the smug-

ler’'s daughter, to be the bride of the high

rn Cranstoun, and carry naught of dowry to
him. There was woman’s strong love, and
stronger pride, contending for mastery.

Lady Sedley took her hand—* You are young,

Lelia, to quit the bright world, and pass years

of lonely vigils and penances. Think deeply—

a Imppy home, and affection’s spells may yet be
ours.’

y The maiden’s face was bowed down, but not

before one single word had pledged her faith to

her lover.

“ Why, you all look in sober guise,” exclaim-
ed the gay voice of Sedley, about half an hour
after as he entered the room. “ But cheer up,
Cranstoun, there is blythe news from fair Eng-
land. My old uncle, with the eccentric gene-
rosity that characterised him, has left you the -
pretty estate of Mossville, with sixty thousand
pounds to support its dignity, in consideration
of the affection he bore you in your childhood—
so runs the will, a copy of which has just
reached me. I give you joy, Cranstoun, for I
have still more than I know well what to do
with. So my pretty little Lelia will have al-
gmoet a fairy house, for Mossside is a little para-

i”."

Home, home—the “ Old Abbaye” is in sight,
the gates are thrown open, and Roland Crans-
toun 18 again in the midst of his kindred. The
mother blesses her son, the brother grasps his
hand, and they turn with deeper blessings npon
the head of the beautiful being béside him,
whom they greet as his bride. She had saved
their Roland from death, she had watched him
in sickness in a foreign land, and their hearts
yearned towards the stranger. Never was
such a joyous peal rung out, or did the old walls
resoumi to such shouts of merriment as shook
them that eve, for there were warm hearts to
welcome back the wanderer; bnt, there wasa
deeper well-spring of happiness in his soul a
few months after when his young wife had been
converted to his creed, and knelt a humble
worshipper at the same shrine of prayer with
himself.

o

O

‘Written for the Lady’s Book.
OH! I LOVE THE SEA, THE MIGHTY SEA.

Oxn! Ilove the sea, the mighty sea,
When the big waves lash the sky ;

If my ship is strong as we bound along,
There’s none so merry as 1.

Then give me the sca, the boundless sea,
Where I may ever roam,

Afar from the strife of a stifled life,
And I ask no better home.

When the sky is dark, and my gallant bark,
Is bounding o'er the sea;

Let the lightnings flash, and the billows dash,
They cannot frighten me;

Let the thunders roll, and from pole to pole,
Wabke air, and sea, and shore,

Secure I sleep, for God will keep
Me safe "midst the tempest’s roar.

But a frightful sight is the blacksome night,
When far away from land,

The shivering sail in the passing gale,
Is torn by an unsecn hand.

And all around is an om’nous sound,
That soon the sea may be,

Dashing its waves o’er our floating graves
And we in eternity.

Yet I love to sweep o'er the “ vasty deep,”
When the waves run mountain high,

To hear the mast in a fearful blast,
As the winds howl sadly by;

For then I fecl, as in prayer fkneel,
That He who reigns on high,

Is able to sive from a watery grave,
And will hear our dying cry.

Oh! Ilove the sea, the mighty sea,
When the big waves lash the sky,

If my ship is strong, as we bound along,
There’s none so merry as I.

Then give me the sea, the boundlcss sea,
Where I may ever roam,

Afar from the strife ofa stifled life,
And T ask no better home.

Q. P
Elizabeth City, N.C.
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This “I can't,” was a settling clause also,
with regard to fitting, and making, and mend-
ing of every description—all of which she de-
clared to be ¢ horribly tedious,” and to all of
which she had some insuperable objection.

Like many another skilful operatist, Mrs.
Staples found it more trouble to teach an un-
willing learner, than to do things herself, and
if ever she brought Caroline to the point of at-
tempting any domestic employment, it was usu-
ally taken out of her hands, with Well, well,

child, Pll do i his time.”
. % Biddy jes would say, ““ yon must
take th toline’s room. I meant

RiA% but she never leaves it
of no use to try to make

er.” ,

Mrs. uﬁ)lea olten pathetically lamented
Caroline’s deficiencies in the domestic line, and
declared with a sigh, “really that girl does try
me;" but the lamentation generally concluded
with ¢ but, poor thing, she has such fine spirits
now—I want her to enjoy herself as she can—
now is her time—she will have care and trouble
enough after she is married.”

Mothers who talk and act in this way, have
the best reason in the world to think that such

redictions will be verified. One would think,
gy the way people often speak, that the essence
of all enjoyment consists in being of no use,and
having nothing to do, and that a situation de-
manding activltt{ and exertion of mind and body
was an eminently unfortunate one.

But the want of a system, induced by this
mode of bringing ? was not the worst of its
evils. By nature Caroline was endowed with
a quick if not a deep mind, and a feeling heart.
But both these were so entirely grown over
by the self-indulgent habits in which she was

, that scarce a trace was discernible.
her heart—it was so much a matter of
her, that every thing should bend to

that every want should be antici-
every little complaint made matter
consideration, that there was little
room gratitude for favors, or appreciation
of kindness of any kind: and as for her mind, it
was in a state of complete torpor, because, every
thing being given, even before desired, there
was no room for invention, plan or ingenuity.

At the usual age she was sent to school, or
in cant phrase, her education was begun.

All that masters and teachers coulgl:io in the
matter of putting ideas and accomplishments
into or on to a subject who made no sort of effort
to retain them, was done.

We will give our readers a glimpse into one
of Caroline’s school epistles as exhibiting an
edifying picture of the progress of a young lady’s
school education,

“Don’t you think, my dear E——, that the
odious Miss P—— is going to keep me in gram-
mar and feography, e whole of this term—I
did ho, had learnt them enough, and all the
girls, 1 know, have gone into chemistry, natural .
philosophy, and rhetoric—I do wish papa would
not insist upon it that I should take tﬁt whole
course, for if I have to learn mental and moral

hilosophy, with the dancing and waltzing, and
ench and Italien, I never shall get through.
Dear me! I shall be 8o glad when my education
is finished off! By the by, what has become of
that handsome Mr. P——, that we saw at your
aunt’s? There is a gentleman of my acquaint-
ance here, that has such whiskers, precisely.”

At le , after a suitable time, Miss Caro-
line had been into and out of the several sci-
ences announced in the boarding school bill of
fare, as the materials of which young ladies are
to be constructed, and she had gone into and
come out of them with a mind as entirely un-
awakened and unfurnished as can well be ima-
gined. In all that could be gained by slight of

and or natural taste, or that pertained to per-
sonal display, she had made a considerable pro-
ficiency. S‘ixe wrote an eui. fashionable hand,
sketched well in all cases where no knowledge
of perspective was required, played rapidly, and
with some taste, upon the piano, though in in-
correct time, and in dancing was pre-emirently
accomplished.

As to morals . We may as well
make a dash here, for where there is no reflec-
tion there is no principle—Caroline had no
standard of right and wrong. There were some
things to be sure, that she considered as wicked,
but they were such as are universally set down
to be so by the voice of society. But as to the
regulation of her daily conduct, she was as far
from shaping it by any principles of right asa
canary bird or a butterfly. ’

Her strongest passion was for admiration, and
she had every means for its gratification. Never-
theless, Caroline in society as a very
amiable young lady. She had tact enough to
see what would and what would not advance her
insociety; and the instinct of pleasing, that uni-
versal varnisher, stood in the place of many a
virtue,

There was, however, one species of literature
in which Caroline had made some proficiency,
and that was the literature of novels and souve-
nirs, and there was in consequence one grand
sugject of speculation always before her mind,
and that was the subject of falling in love and
bei‘l:]g married.

e would not be understood to say that young
ladies of the description of Caroline are the only
ones who speculate on this subject. It wou
be affectation in any woman to deny that
probabilities and contingencies attendant on Rer
share in this s lottery, do not form more
or less a subject of reflection. But in the mind
of Caroline it was an idea that engrossed every
other—marriage being regarded as a sort of
grand finale, a triumphal procession that would
close her co.mpelgn in society.

Our heroine blazed for one winter as the
leading star, went through the usual course of
flirting, giggling, and reported engagements,
incident to the situation of a belle, and at length
the beaux of her own circle having become tire-
some, she varied her pleasures by projecting an
attack on those of a neighboring metrofpolis, and
accordingly accepted :ge invitation of a young
friend to pass a winter with her in New York.
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Among the various new swains by whom she
was seon surrounded, there was one who more
decidedly than any other was *the fashion for
the season.” This was no ather than William
Hamilton, a young lawyer recently established
in business in the city. Hamilton had neither
tbe recommendation of wealth nor of fashionable
impudence, so that his success in society was
rather a freak of fortune than a thing to be ex-
pected in the ordinary course of events. He
was of a family rather distinguished by talent
than fortune, his father enjoying deservedly the
reputation of being one of the first lawyers of
his day. Young Hamilton was gifted with no
ordinary powers, and had improved them under
the stimulus of no ordinary ambition. Study,
close and intenge, had absorbed him for vears,

delightfully mysterious about it, that createsan
agreeable flutter, and gives something to be
speculated on, when the pretty creatures have
settled all the high points with regard to blonde
laces and satins.

Of course, it was essential to Caroline's re
tation that she should subdue such a prize. She
determined to do it, and the Persian proverb
sys that “when a woman takes a matter in
hand, it is time to put one’s trust in Allah.”
Indeed, poor Hamilton stood a very small chance
of escape—for the beauty of Caroline was not
that of an every day staring belle. Full, radiant
dark eyes, that looked exactly as if they thought;
Grecian stature, animated by a high flow ofna-

coquettish, were quite enough to put an inno-
cent young man off from the defensive, and Ha~
milton surrendered atdizcretion the second week
after Caroline’s appearance in society, being
full in the faith that he had at last found all the
cardinal virtues united in one woman. 8o one

beautiful moonlight evening that seemed made
on fog' the occasion, he gathered courage
to the his vows, and found himself in the

seventh heaven of accepted love. :

_An extract from a letter to his mother, will
give a portrait of the lady with whom he sup-
posed himself in love.

_“I have at last,” he says, “ more than rea- .

lized the visions of romance, and can call m
awn a creature 8o gerfect that my only fear 18
that I may not be able to deserve her.

. “8he is beaatiful, my dear mother, surpass-
ingly so, bat her beauty is her least charm—it

J

L3

is her warm affectionate heart, her loveliness
of disposition, that constitutes the chief charm
that binds me. It is true, she has been much
in the atmosphere of fashion, one so gifted could
scarcely avoid it, but she has not lost a love for
domestic pleasures, and will be willing to resi
all to make me h‘PlLY- She seems to me to
exactly the woman fitted to understand and to
sympathise in my feelings and tastes—it is sel-
dom that I have met with such an entire simi-
larity of views upon all subjects, such complete
oneness of feeling.”

We advise none of our g?:en readers to
smile at the profound jinsigh into character
displayed by tﬁg letter, until “they are certain
they shall not be caught one day seying as much
of some pretty creature whom ave never
seen except with all the advantages of fine dress,
fine sgirits, animating society, and fashionable
appendages. Many another man has fallen as
irrevocably in love with what was not there as
did Mr. William Hamilton. .

For how could Mr. Hamilton think otherwise?
Did not Caroline most emphatically say * cer-
tainly,” and “ so I think,” to all his opinions?’
Did she not listen most devoutly when he read

try to her? did she not say “ how beautiful !”
m all the proper places, say it with such a
smile? :

In fact, it is rather amusing for people in love
to 1alk about exact imilarity of tastes, and con-
formity of sentiment, as the great body of the
conversation that is commonly of a na-
ture so complimentary to both parties, that simi-
Iarity of taste might be expected a$ a matter of
course.

As to Caroline, she was as much in love as a
person without much reflection and entirely
absorbed in self can be. She was delighted
with being the idol of exclusive homage, pleased
to have achieved the most fashionable conquest
of the day, pleased with the anticipated bustle
of a wedding with five bride's maids, wedding
cake, dancing, and so on, and under the influ-
ence of all these ideas combined, she thought
undoubtedly she was in love to a very desperate

- degree.
taral spirits, and set off by airs half modest, half

ell, married they were, and now if we did
after the fashion of story writers, generally, we
should, like the clergyman, close the book as
soon as the ceremony is over, but it is not our
intention so to do, therefore, our readers may,
if agreeable, begin with us another chapter.

CHAPTER IL

A warres on the manners of our country, has
remarked on the wonderful change by which
American girls become transmuted into Ameri-
can wives; the former she represents as flirting,

iddy, livi|:lg only for fashion and show, and the
atter as dignified, retiring, and devoted to
domestic pursuits. Certain it is that such a
change every day passes under our eyes, a
transformation as entire as when your frisking,
frolicksome kitten becomes your decorous chim-
ney corner loving cat. One reason for this is,
that salutary strictuess of public sentiment
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which shuts the married woman up to the
duties of her new situation. Her place in so-
ciety is by common consent declared vacant,
she has stepped off the stage, and if she
remains in public view, it is as a spectator
and not an actor, and what has she to do but
set herself about being the grave, orderly,
discreet, Mrs. So and So. Accordingly, about
two months after all the pride, pomp, and
circumstance of the glorious wedding, Mrs.
Caroline Hamilton found herself the mistress
of a irettily furnished but no way extraordi-
nary house in New York, and the wife of a
man of limited income, dependent entirely on
his profession for sup, Her husband was
necesearily obliged to be absent from home all
. the time during the day, and often in the even-
ing, and Cagpline missing the stimulus which
had for years been her life, began to find her-
self getting sadly stupid. In the views which
she had entertained of the future, before mar-
riage, she had never thought of her husband
in any other light than as the absorbed and
attentive lover, who had nothing else to do
but read poetry, wait on her to places of
-amusement, and study her whims and ca-
prices: accustomed as she had been to con-
stant deference and attention, the devotion of
her husband to his business, the energy that he
put forth to rise in his profession, though the
result of affectionate care for her, seemed to be
80 much taken from her dues, and she began to
complain of negligence, want of attention, and
with all those predictions of decreasing affection
which, sooner or later, always verify themselves.
At first, ’tis true, these little breezes and undu-
Jations of feeling had rather a graceful and be-
coming effect than otherwise; for ever{ body
knows that a very pretty lady, with dark eyes
and long eye lashes, may weep and fret to much
better advantage than persons of less natural
endowment, and besides, the golden age of love
was not yet past.

Even in the happiest marriage there is a
morning hour, when novelty hangs like a glit-
tering mist around every object, giving a bright-
ness not intrinsic, and happy are they who when
these mists and shadows are gone,lose nothing

by being seen under the steady daylight of rea- -

lity. Happy is the woman who, when no longer
regarded as an angel or a fairy, remains
“ 9,
At T,

and happy the man who, when no longer re-
garded asya hero, or a superhuman insnt%;ce of
perfection, can yet be respected and loved as a
consistent human being.

We have before stated that William married
his wife under the idea that she was in mind
and heart not only equal but superior to her
person, and his treatment of her, was for a long
time grounded on this hypothesis; and when she
fretted and complained, he endeavoured to meet
it by such appeals to common sense as would
have been quite in point if he had been talki
to a reasonable woman, and not to a spoil
child. He also undertook to realize some of his
domestic visions by making her the companion
of his literary recreations; accordingly he was

unwearied in furnishing her with books such as
might have interested a woman of cultivated
taste, and as often as he could pass an evening
at home, would attempt to read to her his fa-
vourite authors. But he could not conceal from
himself that all this was so much labour lost,
and when, after he had poured forth his whole
soul in reading or reciting some favourite pas-
sage, Caroline merely replied “ very pretty,”
and then went on counting stitches in her lace
work, or asked some trivial question. Hamilton
felt almost provoked, and wondered how he ever

could have thought her mind a companion for

his own.

But, in a few weeks, a new cause of do-
mestic anxiety developed itself. Caroline had
taken the situation of mistress of a family,
without an idea of any thing more being ne-
cessary than to get a servant and issue orders.
The domestic that she had obtained was one of
the first of her order; active, capable, efficient,
systematic, and every way well disposed. But,
entirely ignorant of all domestic matters, Caro-
line’s plans and directiol re such as con-
stantly to perplex and s her, while
habitual inattention to he and an entire
want of sympathy $rith’} Ities which
came in her way, were, 2 g source of
irritation. Sometimes "would order
such & dinner as no unass pair of hands
could get uF, and in the midst of the most cri-
tical part of the preparations give some new
direction, and order something before forgotten,
till the temper and patience of the poor cook
would be quite exhausted.

“Well, Nancy is going away, at last,” said
Caroline one day to her husband, “and Iam glad
of it on the whole; these smart girls always take
liberties, and Nancy was getting quite too free
in her answers.”

¢ Indeed!” said Hamilton, ¢ but was she not
a , efficient girl? I'm afraid we shall find
it difficult to fill her place.” .

“ Yes, she was smart enough—but disoblig-

-ing and guick tempered.”

“ Ah!” said Hamilton, “she was recommend-
ed as very good natured.”

“ Well, 1 can't say as to that,” said Caroline,
¢ but she has been in a fret about half the time
since she has been in my house, and this morn-
ing she was so insufferably insolent that I could
not”hold outany longer, and Itold her she might

0

Such was the parlour version of the affair.
In the meanwhile, Nancy was giving her story
no less volubly to a friend in a neighbouring
kitchen.

¢ As to staying with that Mrs. Hamilton any
longer, I a'n't a going to—she knows no more
about house work than a baby—if you do a
thing well she wont know it, and if you don't,
she wont half the time. She has made my work
three times as hard as it need to be, because
she hadn’t any calculation. She'd be just as
likely to invite a parcel of company on Monday
when I had all my washing about; or if I was
ironing and wanted the fire for my flats, why
she must have a turkey roasted, and a dozen
nic nacks besides. ¢ Oh,’ she'd say, ¢ you can



Digitized by GOOS[@



120 . THE ONLY

DAUGHTER.

what is called love in such persons. But the
feeble cry, the soft, helpless hand, the tender
infant face of the poor child, who could do no-
thing for her—who was throwan in utter weak-
ness upon her care and love, stirred within her
emotions of self forgetting tenderness such as
she had never known before. ¢ Oh, my own
mother,” she said, as her tears dropped on the
soft unconecious face,  how little have I ever
felt what I owed you.” And & blessed thing it
is for woman, that when by common ‘consent
the influences of early life tend to make her
frivolous and selfish, that Providence has in-
vested with such a redeeming power, the feel-
ings and sorrows of & mother. Many a thought-
less young heart has been taught to know itself,

and to thrill with a trembling sense of ney re--

sponsibilities,ool:{ feeling that the present and
the eternal good of a helpless and beloved being
was committed to its care.

In this softened, chastened state of feeling,
Hamilton saw in his wife more than the beaut
that had wonm his youthful fancy, and their sof

- ened feelings flowed towards each other in a
new channel; and now—now—was the whdle
trial over? did the sky brighten? did the young
peir find an end to all their difficulties?

No—the first step towards better things had
been taken—but it was yet necessary to undo
the work of years. Wit{ returning health, re-

«turned to Caroline an increase of difficulties.
To the care of a family, before badly managed,
was added the care o¥ the little one so lately

- come into it. Caroline was so far amended that
she could not enact the thoughtless or negligent

mother, and their limited means did not allow -

of the relief which might have been gained by
the assistance of a nurse,and she who for the
greater lpart of her life had never encountered
a difficulty or known = trial, could scarcely be
expected to come at once under the severe yoke
of nursery cares. Though she dearly loved her
-little daughter, still, like all of the baby race,
she found it extremely unaccommodating and
exacting; always waking up when it was most
important that it should sleep, and crying when
it was essential it should be still, and apparently
laying out its whole line of conduct with a view
to prevent its mother from attending to any
thing but itself. When the first novelty of ma-
ternal pride and affection had passed off, Caro-
line could not but find the daily monotony and
confinement of her employments exceedingly
irksome, and her unskilfulness in her new duties
made them doubly heavy. Discouragement,
despondency, and irritability were the result.

“] was always good tempered uyntil I was
married,” she remarked petulantly one day to
her husband.

“You thought you were, because you had
nothing to try you,” was the severe reply

“True enough,” said Caroline, * young girls
are fools for getting married.”

“ They are so,” said Hamilton, “if not pre-
pared for their duties as wives and mothers—
t.htg had better live single.” ! .

amilton was now as far wrong as his wife.
He had married from romantic fancy without
an inquiry what circumstances such as his own

would require from a wife, or whether the glit-
tering, brilliant creature on whom he had fixed
his affection, would sustain and carry out those
relations. The discoveries he made of incapa-
city provoked severe censure and sarcasm~—nor
did he suitably allow for the severity of the trial
which had been brought upon his wife, or give
due credit to the exertions which she had endea-
VO:ied ]t‘g make. He had not the Cf:rrbleamln;ce
and se jon to point out to Caroline her
faults a.ms support herp:hrough the painful pro-
‘cess of remedy. It is not one friend in a hun-
dred who will make allowances for faults that
render them- uncomfortable, and not one im.
two hundred who will have the steadiness and
moral determination to ‘undertake the task of
rectification. It is so much easier to be out of
humour with our offending friemds and to in-
dulge ourselves in saying so, than$o assume &
responsibility for their improvement, that the
majority of society are partial to.the former
eourse. Besides, it i8 much easier to undertake
the cure of one tangible, definite fault, than to
build over an-entire character which has been
constructed wrong in every step of itg progress.
It was 1o single fault that caused the diffi-
cultiee of €aroline; but a character which un-
fitted her entirely for her situation and duties.
So at least it seemed to her, when, brought at
length to reflection, she cast her discouraged
eye inward, to see what she was, and why she
was unhappy. “I eee it all,” said she to her-
self, “ I have been spoiled by flattery, weakened
by indulgence, and have come entirely untaught
and unpractised into a place for which I am not
fitted, and for which it 1s too late to fit myself.”
This last “ too late” was the weight that hung
upon the destiny of Caroline, preventing that
energy by which she might yet have recovered
her chance of happiness; and who could blame
her for the feeling—when from hour to hour the
bands are tied by employment from which there
is no escape, while a thousand little things are
to be done or attended to every day, in all of
which, the band and mind are entirely unprac-
tised, who can blame a woman for feeling that
she did not know where to begin, or what to do
first. In the course of four years, Caroline had
sunk down into a desponding, discouraged wo-
man. She had learned to reflect indeed—learn-*
ed bitterly to feel her own incarwig, and had
at times, made very commendable efforts to be
equal to her duties, efforts remitted and given
over in discouragement, as she found she had
dbecome mother to another child, and the pecu-
niary affairs of her husband had become increas-
in%ly involved. It is true, Caroline had desired
and endeavoured to economize; but economy is

. & science of difficult acquisition, requiring a

practised judgment and a skilful hand, and all
that important dexterity, which consists in ma-
king a little serve the place of much, which
extracts substantial comfort and respectability
from very limited means, was an entirely sealed
book to her. She had only learned that such a
faculty did exist in some people, and sighed at
the want of it in herself. As to domestic affec-
tion between the two, there was very little of
it—both were perplexed and embarrassed—both

A}
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had been disappointed, and éach was conscious
of having, at times, failed in temper and duty
towards the other, and each willing tofind faults
in the other, which should excuse their own—
{let, of the two, the wife was the most to be pitied.

amilton found resuurces in his business, and re-
creation in classical reading and literary effort;
but Caroline, with just knowledge enough to
know her own deficiency, with sensibility awa-
kened too late, was confined from day today to the
same round of discouraged unsuccessful exertion.
Her health failed, but her hushand, who had’
become familiar with the language of complaint,
when the cause was imeginary, neglected it,
now that it was real, and many a dejected,
wearisome day passed over Rer, unpitied and
alone, amid the solitary labours of ber nursery.

And who was mgst to be blamed for this un-
happy result of what might have been a happy
marriage? Was it Caroline; or was'is the mo-
ther, who.had suffcred her to grow up in entire
ignoranee of -all that would fit her to be happy
in fature life? Surely if a mother—who knows,
by experience, what is expected of a wife and
the mistress of a family—has not forethought
enough to control and discipline a child with
reference to it, such forethought cannot be ex-
. pected of the buoyant inexperienced young

creature herself. :

Caroline might, as many others have done,
have availed herself of the comfort of her mo-
ther’s experience and advice in her domestic
difficulties, had not that mother been confined
by ill health, for the greater period since they
were married. But a friend was raised up from
. another quarter. Co

We have once alluded to Hamilton’s mother.

An iovitation had often been urged on her to-

" make them a long visit; but various causes
prevented its acceptance. Circumstances, how-

ever, occarred which placed her at liberty, not_

merely to visit, but to make the house of her
son a permanent home. Mrs. Hamilton was a
woman uo less remarkable for superior under-
standing and attainments than for every day
judgment and sense—e woman accustomed to
the exertion of influence, one of those buoyant
encouraging persons who seem to have impulse
and motive enough to carry all around them
onward in the path of improvement. She had
been but & few days in the family of her son,
before her discriminating eye read the eptire
state of the domestic historg, and her warm and
true affectionateness gave her power with both
parties to interpose.

. “Now, mother, you can’t but see just what
Caroline is,” her son pleaded in answer to some
remonstrance from her.

“] see one thing that you seem to have. for-
gotten,” said Mrs. Hamilton. . .

«“ And what is that?”

“That she is your wife—the mother of your
children—the woman who, after all, holds your
whole domestic happiness in her hands—for all
that you might have done toform her mind and
fashion her character, you are accountable—
and to God and to your children, you must an-
swer it, if you have neglected any means in
your power to make your wife what she should

11 .

o

be. If auy thing, my son, I think you most
blameable.”

“I'm sure I can't see why,” rejoined Hamil-
ton. :

« Because you have the stronger and the
more cultivated mind, and a wider range of re-
sources and enjoyments.
superior self command and patience.”

“I'm sure,” said Hamilton, “no man ever’

loved a woman more than I did her, at first.”
“Well, my son, you did as many another
has done, choose a wife, like a picture from a
gallery, as a matter of taste—you find her unfit
for her situation—but, do you, therefore, owe
her no duties? may you dismiss all responsibi-
lity for her improvement?! Can you say that
- you have made one regular systematic etiort to
correct her fuults? Can you be sure that your
careless and sarcastic remarks on her deficien-
cies, have not often discouraged her when she
¢ was really endeavouring to improve 1"
Hamilton looked thoughtful and was silent.
Something in his heart smote him as he re-
membered the animated, graceful being, that he
married, contrasted with the pale, worn, and
despondent woman that was his wife now.
“Indeed, poor girl,” he replied, it is not all
her fault—she was spoiled by her parents, to
begin with—and I have not had the patience
that I should, I know.” ’
“ Well, my son, you are her husband—her
uide—her protector—now sce what you can do,
if you really and disinterestedly seek her good.
Give her credit for every effort; treat her faults
with tenderness; engourage and praise when-
ever you can, and depend upon it yow will see
another woman in her.” ,
* .k x ok %X k%
» “No, no, my dear mother,” said Caroline;
“T did not begin right—I never shall be rizht.
My husband does not respect me—he can't, I
suppose—and my children will not respect me
when they get old enough to find me out.

have no cultivation of mind—and no time for it. -

I have no capacity for order and system—TI have
no energy—in short, I am nothing at all.”

“ No, no, my dear,” said Mrs. Hamilton;
“ you must not make such thorough work with
yourself as all that—you need only one thing.”

“ And what is that!” said Caroline.

« Hope !” replied Mra. Hamilton,

« Ah! that indeed!” said Caroline, with a
sigh. “Well, I am discousaged—and what is
worst of all, I see my husband thinks I ncver
shall be any thing, or do any thing. Now, I
really think—I could have energy—I might do

You ought to exhibit

»

quite well, if he would only believe k should.” *

« Well, Caroline, indeed I will believe,” said
Hamilton, who had entered the room unper-
ceived, during this sentence.

Caroline started, and the vivid blush of olden

times lit up her cheek, while quick tears sprung -

in her yet beautiful eyes.

« Dear Caroline, I have done you much
wrong,” said Hamilton, kissing the little hand
which she involuntarily gave him. )

% No, no, no, it has all been my fault,” said
Caroline; who, woman like, was ready to unsa
any thing and every thing at the first kind word.

L]

L)
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«“Ah, well,” said Hamilton, * we mnst both
put ourselves to school toour good mother here,
and brighter days may yet come.”

CHAPTER 1V,

Our readers must now take a jump of some ten
years with us,and then look in for a sociable even-
ing chat by the fire-side of William Hamilton.—
William Hawmilton is reading aloud, and the
soft light of the astral lamp falls upon a circle
of young faces, that gather round the centre
table. You may trace the brilliant eyes and the
warm, bright complexion of Caroline, in the
faces of the young girls, that you there see,
yet there is more of mind and expression than
ever lit up her youthful features. But, that
graceful, mature woman, who presides with so
much dignity and tenderness in the little circle
—can you recognise in her the gay young belle
with whom onr story begun? But it is Caro-
line, indeed, surrounded by the children who
are her pride—her treasure; and this is their
social evening party, when father and mother.
unite to render home a place so happy that not
one young wish shall stra be?ond it.

“Do you know, Caroline,” said I, in the

‘course of the evening, * what Mrs. Lennox was
saying of you, no longer ago than this morn-
ing 1"

% No, surely—what 1"

“ Why, she was saying to me—after all this
talk about training and teaching girls, I can’t
see that education makes much difference. If
a girl has good sense, it comes out at last, bring
her up as you will. Now, there was Caroline
Staples, one of the flightiest girls I ————
see how she has settled down into a fine woman;,
she could not have done better if she had been
lectured, and hacked, and hewed all the way
up, as these very educational people would do.”

“ Mrs. Lennox does not know the hacking
and hewing I have been through,” said Caro-

-

&

line. “ No, indeed; and, for my part, I am de-
termined my daughters shall never suffer what
I have done. They shall be early accustomed
to exertion and responsibility, and trained to
self denial, and they shall have that expertness
in domestic management that nothing but early
practice can give.”

“ Well, taﬁe care, Caroline,” said I, “that
you do not go to the extreme, of making your
daughters mere housekeepers, and not accom-
plished women.”

« 1 think,” replied Caroline,  that the foun-
dation for intellectual improvement in girls
must be laid by cultivating their moral feelings.
Bring up a girl to feel that she has a responsi-

.ble part to bear in promoting the happiness of

the family, and you make a reflecting being of
her at once, and remove that lightness and fri-
volity of character which makes her shrink from
graver studies. My mind doubled in energy
and power of application from the time I be-
came a mother—and why?! Because, the re-
sponsibility made me think—and having thought
on one subject, I found it easy to think on
others. So with & young girl—make her re-
sponsible in certain respects for the care of her
brothers and sisters—the managing household
accounts—the providing and care of her own
wardrobe, and you daily exercise her judgment
and give her the patience, steadiness, and re-
flection, which she will need in pursuing any
course of mental improvement, or gaining any
elegant accomplishment.”

““ Would not she make a pretty public speaker,
now?” said Hamilton. * You see that Caroline
bas not merely learned to think, as she says,
but has become very apt in oratory.”

¢ Come now, Hamilton!" said Caroline, laugh-
ing—and, reader, lest we should bore you with
too much wisdom at once, we will put dowa no
more of the evening’s conversation, though
there was a great deal of instruction 1n it, we
assure you.

.
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Macicians we: combined, our sway

Is boundless as the radiant day.

O’er mind we hold supreme control,

And wake, to virtuous thought, the soul;
Or, careless of our holy calling,

We rouse to atrife and crime appalling..
Presented to your wond'ring eyes

.In proper order, form, and size,

Pleased, to our magic power you yield,
Scan with delight the pictured field,
While half forgetting carthly care,
Fancy’s rich stores of thought you share,
Vainly the muses’ spell is twined

About young genius’ lofty mind—
Buricd within his struggling breast,

His glowing thoughts must ever rest,
Unlcss our silent aid we give,

And bid them burn, and breathe, and live.

»
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Wanderers we are, extending still .
Our power for good—sometimes for ill.
O’er all the earth’s capacious round,
Where'er the immortul mind is found,
In spite of monk, or despot sway,

Still, still, we force our destined way ;
Till time shall be when every zone
Our blesscd power shall gladly own.
Would'st thou our famous birth-place know ?
To Asia’s ancient map then go,

With curious eye each name explore,
You'll ind—enough—1'll say no more,
Your smile declares the riddle guess'd,
Nor need the muse unfold the rest.

' M A F
Stockbridge, Hass.
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¢ O, love will master all the power of art.”

 AxD so, Clara, you have rejected Mr. Tine- little beauty and no money at all. How can I
ford—I own I do regret it,” said Mrs. Crosby to ever expect another offer "
her niece. . « My dear child, it is none of these motives
* My dear aunt, would you wish me to marry which induce me to wish this marriage to take
a widower, with as many children as followed ™ place,” said Mrs. Crosby, earnestly. * But I
Joho Rogers to the stake? but whether there know that Mr. Tineford Joves you; and he esti-
were nine or ten lgas always been a puzzle to mates also your worth of character, or he would
me. Do you not think Mr. Tineford could solve not, in the maturity of his judgment, when he
that question? T wish I had asked him,” said. has reached such a high eminence in his pro-
the young‘lnd'y, looking very demure. fession, and acquired such distinguished repu-
* Mr. Tineford has but three children, as you tation, he would not thus renew the homage he
very well know,” said Mrs. Crosby. paid you ten years ago. I do not see how you
o« l}ut you know, also, my dear aunt, that my can iave the heart to refuse him a second
imagination always expatiates in the “Rule of time.”
Three”—that -is, making three of ,one, which ¢ Simply because I have no heart to give
Jjust brings out the nine, without any remain- him,” said Clara, with a sigh, and then gaiiy
der.” added, * you know, aunt, that he has been mar-
“Come, Clara, pray leave this trifling; it ried, and appeared to love his wife most ten-
does not become you, and Mr. Tineford is not derly—he doubtless loves his children, so that
a character which should excite ridicule,” said Between the regret he is bound to cherish for
Mrs. Crosby, gravely. “You acknowledged the memory otgr the one, and the affection he
yesterday, that yon thought him excellent, i- must bestow on the other, there can be little
telligent, and agreeable.”. room in his heart for love towards me. This
I do think him worthy of nearly every good second dishppointment will not afflict him; so
adjective in our language,” said Clara Dinsmore; 'do not urge the match on his account.”
earnestly. ‘I esteem his character as highly =~ “I wish it on your own, dear Clara. Sinte
as you do—but I could never, pever thini of the loss of my property, by the failure of the
marrying him.” d + bank, my whole concern has been for you. My
*Oh, Clara !"— . annuity will cease with my life, and I feel my
¢ Spare me, dear aunt. I know all'you would strength failing daily. Do not look so sorrow-
urge 1n his favour, and I know, too, many rea- ful, my darling, I should welcome the change
sons which your. tenderness for my feelings with joy, were your welfare secured. And to
would spare me. Iam twenty-nine—O, wo 18 Mr. Tineford I would entrust your earthly des-
me, that I have arrived so near the verge of old tiny with perfect confidence.”
maidism ! Mﬁbeauty is gone—nay, don’t shake  “I wonder if there ever was a good mother-
your head—Miss Jones says I look positively in-law,” said Clara, strivinf to turn the conver-
old, and that she is quite shocked, (you know sation from her aunt's il health, which she
her benevolent affection for me) to see such a never could bear to hear named, although she
change.” ' felt that there was hardly any hope that she
«I'do not see it, my dear Clara, nor is it so. could be saved. "
Your cheek is not as blooming as it was at “You would make a good one, Clara; I know
mineteen, but there is at times, a more lovely your heart is overflowing with affections and
expression in your countenance, a chastened tender sympathies: you would love those little
thoughtfulness, which gives promise of that children dearly—their mother was your inti-
tenderness and goodness which I know was al- mate friend, and if their father was your hus-
ways in your disposition, but which, in the years band, studying your bappiness and securing to
of your brilliant youth, you did not display.” you every rational source of enjoymnent, you
“ Who would blame me for being vain if they . could not refrain fram loving his children, or
knew my aunt flattered me thus?’»exclaimed rather you would feel that they were yours. 1
Clara, tearsof gratitude and pleasure filling her ‘cannot bear to think you will finally refuse him,
eyes. “But I must not flatter myself, that . and be Jeft to struggle alone with the hardships,
others see with your partial affection. I know and cares, and sorrows, which a single woman,
there is a change; my mirror, as well as Miss without relations or fortune, must encounter.”
Jones, reminds me of it; and the young ladies,  * How careful you are, my dear aunt, for m
those who were in the nursery when I came happiness,” said Clara, gratefully. # I wish

out, call me old.” ) . could follow your advice; but.I should wrong
“Itisa great pity that girls are permitted Mr. Tineford’s generous heart if I married him °
to come out 8o young,” said Mrs. Crosby. .  whes I do not love him.”

“There is no use of preventives, in my case, % You would love him, Clara”—
dear aunt,” replied Clara, smiling with. her  «“ Oh! pever attempt to persuade me that
usual cheerfulness. * I am {wenty-nine, with love can be awakened afier marriage, when

4 .t
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there is no kindling of affection before the ce-
remony. I should undoubtedly esteem him; I
hope, treat him with propriety, but I never
should love him, and you know I have always
declared that I would not marry except I loved
the man to whom I pledged my faith.”

Mrs. Crosby looked distressed. “I must then
relinquish all hope,” said she.

“You think that if I have lived twenty-nine
years without being in love, that my heart is
ossified, I suppose,” said Clara, luughing.

“I think when a young lady has had the
number of admirers and offers which 1 know
you have had, and rejected them all, that there
is little reason to expect she will receive others
I have made up my mind that this is to be your
last offer.” ,

¢ You said the same, dear aunt, when I re-
Jected Mr. Bellows.”

“He was a good man, and is highly prosper-
ous. It would have been an excellent match
for you."”

“ A most wretched one—for I positively dis-
liked him—he was so prosing and particular,
he would have driven me crazy with his small
fidgetings and solemn reflections. I would
rather prefer living like Madame Roland, ina
carret on beans, than to have married him,
though he had been as rich as Rothschild.”

¢ Then, there was William Hopkins, he was
a fine talented young man; I thought for a long
time that you liked him.”

“T did like him as a child does its rattle, far
the amusement he always made me; but [
could not respect & man whose manners were
so frivolous—so like my own.
candid admission 7"

_ * But what could you have found to cavil at
in the character or manners of that noble young
man, Lucius Howard "

* He was too perfect for me, dear aunt,” re-
plied Clara; a blush crimsoned her check, and
there was a slight tremor in her voice as she
added— He never oftered me his hand.”

“Clara, I am sure I understood at the time,
that you rejected him.”

“ No, no, aunt—you were deceived;” Clara’s
voice grew firmer, though her face was deadly
pale; whileshe continued—*I Lave long wished,
long imended to confidle my weakness and dis-
appointment to you; but, it is so humiliating to
own one has been crossed in love, that I never
could find the opportunity when my mind was
in a right mood. Now it shall be done, that
you may feel convinced I do right in declining
to marry Mr. Tineford—yon would not wish
me to vow at the altar to love him, when my
heart is irrevocably devoted to another. Yes,
I did, I do love Lucius Howard, and—he—loved
me, but thought me unworthy to be his wife.”
_She covered her face with her hands, and burst
into tears,

¢ Clara, my darling, this cannot be. He never
could have thought you unworthy; but he might
fear you would reject him,” suid Mrs. Croshy.

¢« No, no,” rephied Clara, in a voice of deep

arony; “no, he kpew that I loved him, and I -

bel‘eve he had little doubt that 1 would accept
him; but he thought I permitted or rather en-

.

Is not that a°

couraged attentions from others. You know
how many admirers I had in those days, when
I rejected Mr. Tineford and a dozen others;
there was then no shadow on my beauty, and I
triumphed in the power it gave me. Fatal
wer, most foolishly used to vex the noble
eart that loved me, and whose love I returned.
1 trifled, till Lucius Howard thought me a con-
firmed coquette, and when he acknow!edged his
deep affection for me, he told me that he did it
to prove to me the consistency of his principles;
as he knew he had often betrayed bis love, he
came to make the avowal openly, but at the
game time to tell me that he did not seck a re-
turn, that he did not ask my hand—he believed
our dispositions and tastes were too dissimilar
to allow him to hope for happiness with.me.
He invoked heaven to protect and bless me—
and took leave of me—for ever.”

Mrs. Crosby was sadly distressed and con-
founded by this disclosure. She had always
thought that her nicce remained single because
she E)und no one to suit her fastidious taste.—
Never had she dreamed that Clara, the gay
Clara Dinsmore, had nursed a secret and hope-
less passion. Mr. Howard, she well knew, had
left that part of the country entirely; he was
settled in the ministry at the South—she had
heard that he was one of the shining lights of
the age, and she felt almost certain she had
beard of his marriage, too—eo she could not
flatter her dear Clara with the least hope of ever
renewing her acquaintance with him. But if
she would be persuaded to accept Mr. Tineford,
who she doubted not would be too glad to marry
her, though she had loved another, the good
aunt thought she might still look forward to
days of happiness for her niece. So she began
her work of comforting, by remarkin% that no
person could expect an unshadowed lot. 8he
reminded Clara of the fortitude with which she
had, hitherto, borne this disappointment of the
heart—entreated her not to allow the remem-
brance of a scene so long past to overcome her
now—showed her how much of good had alrea-
dy arisen from this disappointment, as doubtless
that improvement in Clara’s character, which
had been remarked by every one, had been
effected in consequence of the new reflections
awakened by the parting words of Lucius—and
in short, the good lady proved, to her own satis-
faction, that Clara was & much more estimable
person from having been crossed in love, as
children, habituated to the practice of self-
denial are much more amiable than petted ta-
vourites, who have never learned to control
their own inclinations. Mrs. Crosby hinted
that if Clara would only consent to marry Mr.
Tineford, and, as she was well qualified to do,
train his motherless children in the way they
should go, and make his hume the place of hap-
piness to him, as she easily might, that she
would be a heroine indeed, as much superior to
the common description of those who marry at
the end of the fashionable novels, as Rebecca
the Jewess was to Rowena.

But poor Clara was resolute to Ler vow of
single blessedness, and really felt that her aunt
had almost compromised her dignity, when she

.
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acknowledged that she had invited Mr. Tine-
ford to take tea that evening with them; and
furthermore, permitted him to bring a friend
who was visiting at his house. “ I told him
truly the state of my hearty” said Clara. I
felt it was due to the disinterested regard he

had manifested for me, that he should know why -

I could not return his affection. And I told him
then, that I should, for the future, avoid his so-
ciety, lest I might be tempted to speak of Lucius
Howard. I fear he will think I have no con-
sistenoy of character.” .

Mrs. Crosby promised to do the honours of
the evening to her guests, but thought Clara
must be present ; and finally she consented. At
the appointed, hour, Mr. Tineford and his friend
arrived, and were warmly welcomed by Mrs,
Crosby. Mr. Tineford inquired, with a smile
of much meaning for Miss Dinsmore.

* She will be with us soon,” said her aunt.

“She has not been quite well to-day.” The
friend of Mr. Tineford looked distressed. Just
then Clara entered ; the excitement of her feel-
ings deepcning the colour of her cheeks, till she
looked as blooming as she did at nineteen~—and
more beautiful, Lacius Howard thought, as he
stepped forward to greet her.

Poor Clara—she was quite overcome for the
moment, as she looked at Mr. Tineford, and
thought of the confession she had made to him,
and then felt her hand in the clasp of Mr. How-
ard’s. But all was soon happily settled, and
good aunt Crosby, as she prepared for the mar-
riage of her beloved niece with Lucius Howard,
declared that this last offer was the best which
Clara ever had, and she had become convinced
that a woman had better live single than to
marry one man while her heart was given to
another.

5
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ANSWER TO THE RIDDLE IN THE DECEMBER NUMBER OF THE LADY'S BOOK.
)

THE ROSTRUM.

. Every boy that to colle,
Should never be mont the E:'owledge,
That works on Ornithology,
As well as Ichthyology,
When treating of the snout, or beak, .
Will only of the Rostrum speak.
The end of a retort, we know,
Is called a beak and Restrum, too,
A scissors, when the points are bent,
In surgery, is Rostrum meant.
An instrument in certain schools
Is Rostrum called, and music rules.
‘The Romans took a gullant fleet,
Nor was their victory complete,
Till every noble ship was burned,
And the prows to a platform turned: -
This, they upon the Forum laid,
Where it for many ceaturies staid,

¢

. And that the deed might go to fame,
An honour to the Roman name,
It was The Rostrum called—where men,
Even of this day—as weil as then,
Exert themselves to win applause,
And make the worse, the better causc.

2

SECOND ANSWER.

In scientific terms to speak,

A Rostrum means a snout, or beak,
Scissors, and a retort, a prow,

A ruler, to draw lines—but now

The Rostrum means a speaker’s stage, |
Where he can in debate engage ;

It was thus by the Romans named,

For of the prows of ships 'twas framed.

¢

+ Written for the Lady's Book.
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BY J. ELLIOTT KNIGHT:
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Y= beauteous Stans that gem the vault of heaven,, As on them we do gaie ? Oh! 'tis not so0;

Sweeping for ever through your mystio round,
were your soft, your liquid blazes given

Ye hang as beacons out upom the sky
To guide us on our journey here below;

8ay,
';‘o mock us here ! to show to what we're bound; Ye send your light to catech the wanderer’s eye

To make us loathe this earth we cannot leave}
To gild the scenes of misery and wo,

And show the path in which his steps should go}
Ye tarn our thoughts from off this earthly clod,

And cause our breasts with stifling thoughts to And lcad them npward to the throne of God!

heave

11e

’

»

Newburyport, Mass.

.



126 THE NAME

LESS ONE.

Written for the Lady's Book.

THE NAMELESS ON E.—(costiNvep.)

BY L. A.

Serise me emerge from the crowd with my
dress much disordered, and no person near who
would be likely to attempt a rescue, the pro-
fessional gentlemen stepped forward and arrest-
ed me with due solemnity. My accommodations
that night are not worth talking about, having
but owe thing to recommend them, namely,
their freedom from expense; and it is a little
remarkable that the only hospitality of that kind
which a city affords, is compulsory hospitality.

_The next morning, I was brought to the police
office to answer the charge of having been
* concerned in a riot,” which certainly was not
far from the truth—I had been concerned, and
that with some reason.

The presiding magistrate was evidently dis-
{)msed to be indulgent, and I think I should have

een dismissed with a « reprimand,” as slight
as that which the congressional speaker some-
times bestows on refractory members—but his
honour thought proper to ask me my name, and
then my case was altered, for, the nominative
being wanted, I found myself in the vocative.

“ Young man, I hope you do not think such
Jests will be tolerated here,” said the magistrate,
when, in answer to his interrogatory, [ modest-
ly confessed my extraordinary want. 1 insist
on it, sir, that you tell us your name immedi-
ately.”

«Sir,” replied I, “1 have becn nearly five
years engaged in preparing to answer that
question, and not having succeeded in that time,
it is unreasonable to expect that I should do it
at a notice of five minutes. I know the respect
which is due to this tribunal; and, otherwise,
I am but little disposed for empty jests, (not-
withstanding I have eaten nothing for the last
twenty-four hours,) and I repeat, sir, with all
possible gravity, that [ have not, and never had
any name.”

“I amsorry for that,” said the venerable magis-
trate; ¢ you stand condemned on your own con-
fession. If we often find it necessary to imprison
a man for having a bad name, what shall be done
with one who has no name at all?—A bad hat
or coat is better than none, and common sense
teaches us that names should be referred to the
same rule. The analogy is obvious; and the con-
clusion is infallible that you are a culprit of the
worst class. In ordinary cases of delinquency,
the individual may be inepired with a wish to
amend his name, be it never so bad; but, with
you, that is an impossibility. Nothing cannot

" be mended;—a cobbler should as well attempt

to mend a pair of shoes that never existed. In

short, my duty, however painful, is most impe-

rative; und I think you yourself will admit that

I shall act with lenity in sending you to the -

House of Refuge for the term of six months
from this date.” -

At this period, a thin, sharp-ficed man, who
had been standing within the bar, apparently
very intent on what was going forward, ad-

WILMER.

vanced, and taking me by the sleeve, whis-
pered:

« My name is Richard P. Snacks;—I am an
attorney, and if you think proper to engage me
for your counsel, I can bring you clear of this
scrape. Have you ever a five dollar bill ?”

I had precisely that amount of money and
handed it over to Mr. Snacks; who, while de-
positing the cash in his pocket-book, commenced
discoursing in the following manner:—

% Your honour :—I am retained as counsel for
the person who now stands at the bar. I agree
with your horour that-the case is very suspicious
and that this individual is probably a most ac-
complished villain;—and indeed, his counte-
nance indicates at this moment, as your honour
may perceive, that the bad passions are predo-
minant in his bosom. But, sir, with these can-
did admissions on our part, let me call your at-
tention to one or two facts which should not be
lost sight of in our general detestation of this

reon's character. In the first place, your
Eﬁnour’s humane design in sending him to
prison, is doubtless to keep him from doing mis-
chief. But, allow me to observe that this kind
of preventive justice is like your honour’s coat,
a little out at the elbows. The only instance
in which the principle now holds good is in the
case of our city dogs. A dog is proscribed be-
cause he might possibly go mad, and being mad,
he might possibly bite a human being, and the
person so bitten, might possibly die. Thus, on
a three-fold supposition or contin‘gency, the dog
is executed, without even the form of a t{mﬁ
But this, sir, is not justice, nor even law;—it is
an unconstitutional thing and ought to be abo-
lished. Secondly, it may be noted, in connec-
tion with the subject before us, that all reason-
able creatures, and even such brutes as are most
remarkable for their sagacity, as horses, hounds,
&ec., have proper names. All reasonable crea-
tures, I say, have names; but this young man
has no name—therefore, this young man is not
a reasonable creature. It follows, then, that
he labors under what is called in law, ‘a defect
of will,’—which makes it impossible that he
should commit a crime—thirdly, and lastly, in
having no name, he has no responsibility. Until
the person charged is expressly named, all
charges are but hints or insinuations, and no
man 1s obliged to understand a hint to his own
prejudice. It appears, then, that the person
now at the bar, cannot be called on to answer
an accusation, and this being the case, his de-
tention is illegal. And,” continued Mr. Snacks,
opening the door of the box in which I was
seated, * if he thinks proper to walk out of the
room at this moment, you cannet proceed law-
fully to call him back; for, without names, all
])roceedings at law are informal and mere nul-

ities.”

The significant motion of Mr. Snacks’ head
was unnecessary to make this hint intelligible,
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“It appears to be a prevailing object with
every man to make money; and in the pursuit
of that object, his scruples, if he has any, are
usually the scruples of policy. Now, we are
engaged in making money, according to the
most literal interpretation of the words, and if
we are more scrupulous than other men, it is
because the course we take obliges us to be
more politic. Our scruples, however, relate
chiefly to our personal security, and this makes
it necessary that we should employ every pos-
sible means to preserve the strictest secrecy;
and as some of our faces are becoming too well
known through the city, we have thought it
advisable to receive a new member into our
little association. You are the fortunate man
we have fixed on, and the occupation in which
I wish to engage you is that of “ taking notes”
through the city.’

I do not understand you,” said I, very inno-
cently.

o \Xle]l, then, here is the explanation,” cried
Ralston, throwing on the table before me a book
containing bank notes of various denomiuations.
¢ These are the contraband goods we wish you
to dispose of.”

“ In other wotds,” said I, * you are counter-
feiters; and wish to engage me in the same
business! Pray, sir, what reason have I given
you to suppose I am rascal enough to comply
with your expectations?”

“ Reason enough,” said Ralston, very com-
posedly. “In the first place, you were starving,
and a man in that state is generally rascal
enough for any thing. Besides, I have observed
that the strong entrenchment of honesty is the
desire to keep a good name;—but what scru-

les of that kind were to be expected from you ?

e, who have from six to a dozen names a-
piece, rick the whole of them in our enterprize;
and if the disgrace of a name is a thing to be
dreaded, we, who have the more at stake, should
be the more careful in avoiding every thing
discreditable. Like it is with the Spanish Dons,
each additional title carries with it an increase
of dignity. But what pretensions have you to
fear disgrace? you who have not a single ap-
pella:iém on which an evil report could be en-
gmﬂ ’!"

In spite of such reasoning, I steadfastly re-
fused to become a member of this Society for
the Diffusion of Counterfeit Paper, and after
some time spent in persuading me to no pur-
pose, Ralston exclaimed, in a tone very different
from his usual manner of speaking :—

“ Well, then, comrades, there is but one thing
we can do with this scoundrel. If we suffer
him to escape, he will betray us. Let us des-
patch him at once.”

“ Ay, ay;—despatch him;—despatch him!”
was repeated by several of the gang, and I pre-
sently found myself held most uneasily by three
or four of them, while a terrific knife, gleaming
horribly in the light of the lamps, was held to
my breast.

% But what shall we do with the body?” said
one of the villains.

“Tie it up in a sack and throw it into the
dock, about midnight.”

. “Drag him hither then, and hold him over
this tub, to keep the blood from staining the
floor.”

« Stay,” eaid I, when my astonishment and
horror would permit me to speak—* stay;—I
will join you.”

“ No, dog;" answered Ralston, * we will not
trust you. We have but one sure method of
securing your silence.—Ha!—what bave we
here?”’ hich I

In dragging open my vest, the purse whic
have hadggc:fsiol;eto myention formz;:l , fell from
my bosom. On it were these words, done in
needle-work:—* Presented by Francina Ring-
rose.” Ralston examined it for a few moments,
and then said, * Do you know this lady?”

Before I could answer, the door of the room
was burst open with a startling crash, and sev-
eral stout men made their appearance. A scene
of utter confusion succeeded. * Put out the
lights,” exclaimed several of the counterfeiters.
Tiis was soon done, and a general rush was
made for the door. Favoured by the darkness
several of the villains made their escape, and
among these, as I afterwards found, Mr. Ralston
was so fortunate as to be included. The others
were captured by the police officers, (for such
the intruders were,) and I, being found in bad
company, was in sgite of all my protestations,
conveyed away with the criminals. We were
carried immediately before a neighbouring jus-
tice, when it appeared that some of my compa-
nions were old acquaintances of the t?olice, and
these were committed with very little ceremo-
ny. When it came to my turn to be examined,
the magistrate commenced an eloquent address
much to the following purpose:—

“ Ah, there's a rogue for you. Take notice,
Mullings, (to a policeman,) whenever you see
a fellow who looks down the sides of his nose,
with that innocent, lack-a-daisy countenance,
score him for a scoundrel of the first water—.
could pick him out from among a million. Come
hither now and answer for yourself, sir. From
what state’s prison have you last been dis-
charged, eh? And what is your name?—or, to
speak more to the purpose, what are your
names!—for, I warrant me, you have a string
of them as long as the High street market
house.” .

I sighed deeply to think how far this remark
was from the truth.

“ May it please your honour,” I replied, * so
far from being so luxurious as you suppose, I
am really one of the most abstemious men alive.
If each letter of the alphabet could be divided
into forty thousand fractions, I have not a name
sufficient to be expressed by one of those minute
purtis:les. In short, sir, I have no name what-
ever.”

« Ha—really !—can I have been so much

mistaken?” said the magistrate, unbending the
awful dignity of his brows;—*well, I tind, after
all, that there is very little dependence to be
placed in phisegogony;—crane-alogy is the
only critterion. Come a little nearer, sir, if you
please. Allow me to feel your head ;—so.—Ob-
serve, Mullings;—this is the organ of imitative-
ness, which 1n counterfeiters is very large.

1)
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You see it is just beginning to be developed
here;—just budding, as one might say;—from
which T infer that tgis young man has been but
a short time with the gang we have so luckily
broken up. Well, here is another point in the
case ;—we always find that pick-pockets, coun-
terfeiters, and such kind of riff-raff, increase in
names as they advance in villany ;—therefore,
I say, the inference is plain that the fewer
names they have, the less is their rascality.
Now, if this young man has no name, what can
we have against him?—I take it on myself to
declare that he is innocent; and any one who
contradicts me in that shall be committed for a
contempt.” ‘

His worship looked around to see if any one
was bold enough to gainsay his decision, but
finding acquiescence in every countenance, he
good humouredly dismissed the court, request-
Ing me to remain, however, and saying he had
something to communicate to me in private. 1

was not a little amazed tofind that two judicial -

gentlemen, (both of acknowledged wisdom,)
could take such different views of the same case.
The magistrate before whom I had made my
appearance in the morning, condemned me for
the very thing which my Yresent judge regard-
ed as a circumstance highly in my favour.

When the police officer®had retired with
their prisoners, Mr, Tickler, the magistrate,
gave me to understand that he wasin wantof a
clerk, and offered me the *situation,” with the
liberal salary of five dollars per month, over
and above my boarding and lodging. This offer
I joyfully accepted, and from that time forth,
Mr. Tickler was my very particular friend.
Indeed, without vanity, I may say that I de-
served Mr. Tickler’s friendship, as the services
I rendered him were somewhat more onerous
than might have been expected from my clerk-
ship. It was customary with my patron, when
a case presented unusual difficulties, to t-
pone the hearing of it, so that he might have
an opportunity for consulting with me in pri-
vate; and he never failed to adopt my views
implicitly. I was so much flattered by this
condescension on his part, that I believe I
would willingly have discharged the duties as-
signed to me without compensation, could I
have lived on the honour which I felt to be at~
tached to my office.

In Mr. Tickler’s family, I was treated with
equal consideration. His fat lady often gra-
ciously employed me in reading tracts and ser-
mons to her of evenings, which agreeable task
was diversified by teaching the younger children
their lettere, and composing occasional acros-
tics and other pieces of poetry for the two
eldest daughters. Idleness and money are each
charged with being * the root of all evil;” 1
remember with gratitude that the charmin
family, in which I was now domesticated, le
me in little danger from either of these perni-
cious radices. %dy time they found means to
occupy entirely, with the exception of six hours
of the twenty-four devoted toslumber, and forty
minutes to refection. But, not content with ap-

ropriating my time, one of them, (Miss Grace
R‘ickler, the sccond daughter,) had conceived a

design, as I soon found, to appropriate my heart
also. She was really one of the prettiest girls
I have ever met with; having a diminutive
figure, which was faultless in 1ts proportions,
and a face which wanted nothing but expression
to make it transcendent.

On a certain day, when I had been in this
family about three months, Miss Grace request-
ed me to imagine myself in love with her, and
to write her a letter accordingly. I complied
with this childish injunction, and, on submittin
my performance to the young lady, she plac
her finger on the blank, whicﬁ was necessarily
left in the place of the signature, and remarked
with an eloquent sigh:— ’

“Ah; how fortunate you are in having the
power to choose your own name! Do take my
advice and call yourself Thaddeus. I could
love a man named Thaddeus, if that were his
only recommendation. I have always fancied
your name to be Thaddeus, and that is the rea-
son why I feel so much interest on your ac-
count. Wil you not call yourself Thaddeus?”

I could not find a heart or tongue to refuse .
this reasonable request peremptorily; I there-
fore evaded it, by begging some time for con-
sideration; and Miss Grace, for my encourage-
ment, gave me further hints concerning the
high place in her esteem I should gain by ac-
ceding to her proposal. Think you that my
fealty to Francina was not in some danger?
Here was a surpassingly handsome girl—ay,
and a réch one too—who acknowledged, (as
plainly as a young lady of sixteen could speak
in such a case,) a predilection for me; and
where is the man, possessing any soul, but
would almost love & girl, even for such an ac-
knowledgment?

About a week after this little occurrence,
Mr. Tickler presented his lady, his two eldest
daughters and myself each with a ticket to the
theatre. I had not been seated in the box, with
my companions, more than half an hour, when,
directing my eyes to the opposite part of the
house, I discovered a female who instant;y en-
frossed my attention; and no wonder ;—for no
ooking-glass could have presented a more exact
similitude of Francina Ringrose! The more
I gazed on her, the more I was satisfied that
it was the veritable object of my earliest love;
but when she smiled, I could doubt no longer,
That smile could be Francina's only, or an an-
gel's. When I withdrew my eyes for a mo-
ment, and caught one glance of Grace, who sat
by my side, the latter appeared absolutely ugly;
so much did she suffer by the comparison. For
awhile, the absorbing vision of Francina, pre-
vented me from observing the persons who sat
in the same box with her; but judge if my
amazement was increased, when { discovered
Ralston conversing with her, and that with an
appearance of familiarity that shocked me. I
could see her smile on the villain, and I even
fancied that I could discern in her expressive
features the indications of confidence and affec-
tion. How could Ralston, the base counterfeiter
and impostor, dare to approach Francina? I
was fired with indignation, and, forgetful of
every thing else, I hurried from the theatre,
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gave nformation to the police, and return-
ed with several officers to arrest Ralston. We
entered the box where he was sitting, the war-
rant was served ; the delinquent’s horror and
-alarm were visible appearances of his guilt;
and Francina exhibited signs of distress and
, anxiety which excited my compassion, in spite
of all my resentment. When she heard the na-
ture of the charge against Ralston, she solemn-
ly averred his lnnocence, and demanded who
was his accuser. One of the officers pointed to
me. Regarding me for a few moments, like
one bewildered, she exclaimed:

“No; he cannot say so, I am sure he would
not accuse the innocent falsely.”

«1 would not indeed,” replied I, **and I am
therefore ready to make oath that this man is a
criminal. But what chiefly surprises me is
that you, Miss Ringrose, should be so deeply
interested in behalf of & common swindler.”

“He is my brother ! gasped Francina, * and
I will not believe he is guilty. Oh, this is
surely some unhappy mistake!—why do you
not speak ¥’ she continued, addressing Ralston,
“why do you not acquit yourself of this
charge t” ) . o

Ralston’s lips moved, but his vindication, if
he had any to offer, was inaudible. One of the
police officers led him away, and the others re-
quired me to follow. Turning my eyes, I saw
that Francina had fainted, and at the same time
T heard the brutal laugh and jests of some of
the spectators. Overcome with grief and re-
morse, I would fain have returned to the box,
but my immediate attendance as a witness was
not to be dispensed with. The constables forced
me from the spot ; and if at any time in my life
I have felt unutterably wretched, it was at that
moment.

(Tobe concluded in next No.)
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TrE impartial finger of fate has inscribed
“mutability” on all things earthly. Even
mind, from the close connection which it main-
tains with “these low grounds where sin and
sorrows grow,” has been subjected to change.
Wave fo%lows wave in quick succession, each
burying its predecessor, and destined in its turn,
to become the grave of that which succeeds it.
As one generation bursts into existence, flut-
ters for a moment on the bosom of time, then
crowds the one in advance into the tomb, and
sinks itself into oblivion, so all things of a tem-
poral nature, are doomed to spend their periods
of bloom and decay. The proudest monarch
that ever wielded the sceptre over oriental mil-
lions, has seen the day when he wielded that
sceptre for the last time. Nations whose fame
has echoed and re-echoed from side to side of
the blue vault of heaven, have bid an eternal
adieu to all their greatness. But their works
of industry and art still declare, by their frag-
ments, what they once were. Yes, man is great.
His productions manifest his power, even after
they have been torn and shattered by the fitful
storms of desolation. Antiquity boasts her Car-
thage and Palmyra, and though the tempests of
adverse fortune have howled in fiend-like con-
cert around their massive walls, yet a few scat-
tered ruins still remain to attest their former
splendour. Thebes and Balbec too, are still
magnificent in the remnants of ancient glory.
Upon these hoary monuments the traveller will
ever love to dwell in reverential awe, and, ashe
stoops to catch a still more scrutinizing glance
at the records of the past, feel that he moves on
hallowed ground, and tremble at the sound of his
own footsteps, fearing lest some too incautious
tread might perchance awake the spirits of
other days. And are the ruins of mere matter
thus grand?! Are the fragments of material
pride worthy the admiration of the wise and

of eve ®? Shall this palm be yielded
E:ognatter, l'v{hi e Eternal Truth has ordained
that matter shall be consumed? To what then,
shall it be conceded, if not to matter? Can we
confer it on mind? Aye, on mind! And is
there such a thing as a ruined mind? Can it
be that a spark of Divinity, a fragment of Im-
mortality, should be ruined? Bid humanity un-
roll her parchment and read thyself the answer.
Take a view of that dark catalogue of suicides,
which in numbers, as well as in crimes, vies
with the very lists of hell. Ask the wretch
who dares to plunge the dagger to his own
bosom,—** why so daring?” t his fevered
brain reply.—What are the various lunatic hos-
pitals in our country but museums *—cabinets
of curiosities '—depositories of the ruins of
mind '—of mental antiquities of a kind most
awfully grand? Startle not at the sound of
madhouse. It will harm theenot. Fear not its
recesses—examine its cells. Thy discoveries
may wound thy delicate sensibilities, but then
thou wilt return not unprofited. Draw aside
that curtain. Oh my soul! How that poor
maniac writhes in anguish! How his swollen
eye-balls leap within their sockets, while ever
and anon his hollow screams fall upon the ear
like distant shrieks from the caverns of des-
ir! His foolish smile, his convulsive groan,
iis fitful threat, but too truly tell that desola-
tion reigns within. There he stands, a victim
of transgression, a monument of agony, around
whose summit the lightnings of Almighty wrath
sport in all the vengeance of Omnipoience.
But yet he heeds them not. Even his former
regard for the judgments of Deity has followed
in the general wreck.

See there the delicate female sitting on that
bed of straw, clad in tatters, and shivering in
the cold embrace of winter's icy arms. How
heart-rending the thought, that her own errors
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have doomed her thus to drag out a painful ex-
istence in the very dregs of misery! I knew
her in youth. Then, hope danced before her
captivated vision in the sunshine of coming
prosperity, and joyous anticipation painted in
Flowing colours the veil of futurity. Of excel-
ent parenu.%e, she was the pride of her friends,
the boast of her relatives, and the centre of at-
traction around which revolved the affections of
all who had the honour of her acquaintance.
If this world ever gave birth to one angelic spi-
rit, it was she. Her form was beauty’s self.
Her step was light as that of the fairy queen.
Her carriage graceful as the movements of Ve-
nus, and her smiles as benignant as the blushes
of Aurora. If her figure was beauty personi-
fied, her intellectual qualifications were perfec-
tion almost deified. In these consisted her
chief excellence. Her mind was the spark-
ling gem set in a golden coronet. Here the
graces loved to meet and hold sweet converse,
and to the invocations of her soul, the muses
lent their eager ears. At her call they came
entranced, and caught new strains from her be-
witching lyre. Intelligence beamed from her
eyes in all the effulgence of mind itself, while
the sweetness of her disposition, joined with
the most perfect amiability of character, afford-
ed a shining mark to the keen darts of envy.
But in an unlucky moment this noble mind re-
ceived a shock from which it never recovered.
Disappointment stared her full in the face. At
the very instant when expectation stood on tip-
toe, the idol of her heart eluded her grasp.
The blow was too severe. Her well poised
mind lost its balance. Confusion usurped the
throne of reason. That elegant fabric, rent to
its foundations fell, “and great was the fall of

it.” I need not repeat her present condition,
nor how her frantic soul “raves around its ta-
bernacle of clay” and wails in doleful unison
with December’s cheerless blast. The ve!

soul sickens at the' recital. Let nought be ad-

ded, save that that mind, once another name for .

excellence, has been prostrated. It now liesa
pile of mouldering ruins, the sublimity of which
may be conceived, but cannot be described.

ut go one step farther. Penetrate the
mists of darkness which envelope this little
earth of ours. Traverse the boundless plains
of intellect. Gaze in silent wonder at the
length and breadth and height of Deity. Cast
thine eyes beneath, indulge one long, search-
ing look into that prison-house of the universe,
Catch one glimpse of that mental. structure,
whose base is fixed deep down in caves of tor-
ment, whose sides are lashed by the waves of
eternal woe, and o’er whose top immense clouds

of gloom perpetual brood in dreadful grandeur.
While the lurid lightning leaps with fearful
rapidity athwart the surrounding darkness,

seize one view of those surges of living anguish,
which, commencing with the shores of Time,
spend their fury only on the coasts of Eternity.
Reflect that these were once an integral part
of that Divinity, at whose immensity thou hast
just been overwhelmed, and then say whether
there be grandeur in the ruins of mind ?

As far as eternity is more lasting than time,—
as far as immortality is more durable than mor-
tality,—as far as mind is superior to matter,—
so far does the awful sublimity of the ruins
of mind, exceed that of the ruins of matter.

. J. G. HamMiLTON.
Dickinson College.
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“ And Elisha prayed, and said, Lord, I pray thee, open his eyes, that he may see.”—II. Kings, vi. 17,

By countless foes encompass’d round,
The holy prophet stood ;

Can he, with his age-palsied arm,
Roll back that raging flood ?

Or "scape when Syria’s legions sent,
By tyrant's wrath, pursue?

Who would not join his servant’s wail,
“Alas! how shall we do?”

“ Give him to see,” the prophet pray’d,—
Then roll'd earth’s mists away;

And fear, and doubt, and dark despair—
For in that perfect day,

The flaming hosts of heaven, that guard
The prophet's rest, appear—

And thus, to cvery trusting soul,
Our God is ever near.

And when, like armed and ruthless foes,
Life’s cares and sorrows press,

When Time’s cold, crushing hand has plack’d
Each flower of happiness.

“Give us to see”’—that prayer preferr’d
In fervent faith above,

Will fill earth’s dark and lonely paths
With forms of hope and love.

% Give him to see,” yon poor, pale man,
Whose hoards, a wondrous pile,

Like coral insect’s, he had won
By unremitting toil,

.Are swept, as by the earthquake's might,

That mingles earth and sky—
“ Give him to see,” that nought is lost
‘Which made his wealth on high.

And who shall raise yon widow’d form,
Bowed o'er Ais early bier,

Her sole, her idol son—her all ?
‘Who breathe of comfort here 7

“ Give her to see,” the clouds of doom
That frown'd life’s path above ;

And she shall smile that Ae is safe,
And bless her Father’s love.

Oh! blind to dream the ills of earth
Can o'er the good prevail :

He, who on God his mind has stay’d
Shall never, never fail.

‘What though, like Lazaras, with pain
And withering want he’s striven,

He sees, what Dives never saw,
His home of joy in heaven.
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* MY COUNTRY.

BY J. E. DOW.

(Composed in & foreign land.)

On, how my heart-strings cleave to thee,
The Pilgrim fathers’ glorious home,
Where tower the altars of the Free,
And the oppress’d of empires come.
That hallow’d spot, by Patriots trod,
Where noble exiles weep no more—
Where man, untrammel’d, worships God,
By tinkling rill and sounding shore.

I've trod the vine-clad hills of Gaul,
And wunder’d by Calypso's Isle—
Have paced the Cesars' empty hall,
And bask'd in Greece’s summer smile—
Have roam'd by mosques and minarets—
Have mured in Cintra’s courtly vale;
Heard Andalusia's castanets,
And Judah's dark-eyed daughters wail !—

I've rested 'neath the flag of blood,
On Mauritania’s mountain strand—
On bold Minorca’s heights I've stood,
And roam’d by Egypt's shadowed land ;
Have bowed before the Grecian king,
Have braved Bosphorus’ golden roll,
Have heard the Lesbian mpidens sing
And trod the streets of fair Stamboul.

’'Neath tna’s summit, bathed in fire,
I've watched the midnight hours away ;
Have scen the Mirage’s towers retire
When morning lit Messina’s bay:
Have seen Charybdis® whirlpool beil,
And hcard its thunders far below—
Have lingered long by Cyprus’ isle,
And watched by Scio’s coast of woe.

Pageant and crowd I've seen sweep on,

The noble’s train and churchman’s throng—
Have seen the man the God put on

And heard him praised in prayer and song;
Have seen the poor made poorer still

By mighty Lords, though little men—
Have hcard the few proclaim their will

And heard the many shout amen !

Priest-ridden land, where terror reigns,
And superstition’s spell is strong;
Where culture shuns the fruitful plains
And wrong is right, and right is wrong—
Where bandits bathe their hands in blood,
To win the gold the churchmen crave—
Where ruin marks where cities stood
And all things speak the nation's grave;

Oft has my fancy turned from thee,
Though beauty smiled 'mid genial spring,
And sought that wild and rocky lee
Where 'mid the storm the breakers ring :

Where wrapt in gloom the May Flower rock'd,
Two hundred tceming years ago,

While the gaunt wolf the pilgrim mock’d,
And the fietce savage stalked his foe.

In woods, and strecamd, and mountain peaks,
In swelling prairies vast and fair,
In fruits, and flowers, and rosy chceks,
What land can with my own compare ?
To spend the eve of life in thee,
And taste the joys the free-born know,
Is worth an age beyond the sea,
Amid the forms of human wo.

What though no ruin’d columns stand,
Like markers on the course of time;
No moss-clad temples, rich and grand,
No obelisks rear'd in blood and crime;
The Spirit of the Eternal God
Seems ncarer on thy mighty shore—
In forests vast, and mounts untrod,
And leaping cataract's thundering roar.

On ocean’s storm-curled wave I've hung,
When thunder called from clouds of fire—
‘When terribly the great deep sung,
And swelled the diapason higher :
And oft amid that hour of doom,
With joy I've hailed the thrilling sight,
When through the midnight tempest’s gloom
Came strcaming forth thy beacon light.

Land of the Pilgrims !—blest of God !—

Home of the mighty ones of earth,
No storied spot by mortals trod

Can give its sons a nobler birth.
Wide as a continent thy shores,

Free as the winds thy gallant race,
Amid the stars thy Eaglc soars

And hails thee Glory’s resting-place.

There science rears her hallowed dome,
And golden spires point up to God.
There, wandering kings forget to roam,
And man unshackled tills the sod.
There caste, and sect, and customs join
In one bright chain of virgin gold,
And linked in love, in glory shine,
The lasting cable of the bold.

For ever let her banner float !
For ever let her name be sung !
(While echo has an answering note)
“ In every land by every tongue.”
But should her sons forget her cost,
Traced out in blood on countless plains,
In death shall Freedom murmur—* Lost !”
And tyrants o'er her clank their chains.
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THE QUEEN.
CONTINUED-—BY B. 3. THATCHER, OF BOSTON.

Considerations prefiminary to a | sketch.—~Feelings

.

of the causes of

ited by her

it.— Presentstate of public sentiment.—Notices of her immediate predecessors, her mother, and other members of the family.—

Traits of the d
ter.—Effect
So much for what may be ex -of her in
the political department; for this phase of her
character is one which time must be patient-
ly left to determine.- Thus far she can have
wn nothing more than symptoms, and these,
if ramors be true, will detract nothing from the
argument of the prediction hinted above. It is
commonly acknowledged that Victoria has what
is called a will of her own. This was to be ex-
ted in her as the grand-daughter of George
ﬁ The worst of the family indeed have not
been lacking in this quali:iy, though some of
them have been perversely disposed in its use.
The king of Hanover is respected for his deci-
sion even by the radicals. Hence, in fact, the
fear they have of him. They know him for a
-going wz, and they believe he would
make a complete despot on the throne, should
it please Providence to give him the privilege
of having his own way. Ernest is at all events
a man of character. So was even George IV.
tho:gh unfortunately his decision always de-
cided wrong. William was proverbially self-
willed. The flattering title of pig-keaded, ap-
plied by certain parties to his late majesty, in-
dicates the estimation in which his obstinacy, s
well as his stapidity, was held, at least, by
themselves. Many anecdotes are told of Vic-
toria’s development of this quality, in a milder
but not a spiritless form. The ministry, for ex-
ample, are naturally very anxious to have her
married—well, if convenient—but married, at
all events. Some of them have taken occasion
to indicate their wishes on this head, it is
thought, perbaps as often as good manners
would justify. The Queen was never silly

the popular demonstrations upon her.

enough to be about it. To Melbourne,
especially, t latitudes are allowed ; and yet
not all. “Take care, my Lord,” she whispered

one day in the dl:remxeh' r':s ear, when khe was
b ing on my ter’ in—*take care!
I Zl:ﬁ certainly m:%ry lhe‘gl!;uke if you say
another word about it.”” On one of ger first
formal meetings with her Privy Council, she
wished that her mother should attend her.
This was not according to etiquette, it was
hinted ; there was no precedent for such anin-
dulgence. Precedent or not, however, she had
a sense of both royal dignity and womanly
delicacy, which told her that other things were
to be respected as well as the musty maxims of
the Courts of Elizabeth and Anne, and to show
that she thought so, she quietly left these scru-
pulous gentlemen to themselves. Such are the
yumors—mere gossip, I know; I do not vouch
for their truth. It is pretty certain, however,
that there must be some foundation for them.
Ewen the great mass of the common people of
England are sure to get a tolerably correct no-
12

ty.—English loyalty,—Political views of the

ueen.—-Her general education.~—~Some traits of ber charac-

tion of their sovereign’s character by dint of an
acquaintance of a few months. Victoria's nose,
they say, is enough to settle her reputation.
They eee the grandfather in it. -

As for ‘the mother—who unquestionably has
had and still has, more influence over her (asit
is right she should) than any other person—the
sternness of her character is thoroughly under-
stood. The Yankees would call her Highness
a “right smart woman”—*real stuff”” There
may be possibly a little too much of this about
her; certainly too much to suit some of her
contemporaries. For one, however, I respect
this decision ; and that not merely as it oughs
to be respected in any character, but because in
her position it is quite as difficult as it is desi-
rable to sustain. There was an illustration of
this in the late case of the Lady de Lisle, the
illegitimate daughter and the house-keeper of
William IV. l'fer Ladyship died not long be-
fore the king. His Majesty was very fond of
her; it is no disgrace to the old gentleman that
he had an affection for all this brood; I do not
blame him for showing it, neither—in the right
time and way. His daughter, for anght I
know, deserved this affection, and repaid it.
She was generally esteemed, as her surviving
sisters are, an amiable, exemplary woman—as
the times go. Under these circumstances, it
was thought very harsh in the Duchess of Kent
that she could not postpone a party, appointed
previous to the illness, but which took place
eoon after the death in question; while the
corpse was lying in the palace, it was said—in
the very house, it was added, in which the par-
ty itself was to be. Certainly this was an ex-
treme case; one more trying to the feelings of
the Duchess, as well as the King, could hardl
be imagined. Perhaps she decided wrong. It
is no business of mine to prove that she did not.
But she decided at all events;—decided un-
doubtedly on principle; decided at once. She
had always taken the ground that these chil-
dren of the King ought not to be recognized as
such, in any degree or respect, whereby, what
she considered, the indecency of the connexion
might be thought to be sanctioned by the au-
thority of the court or the nation. How far
she was right or wrong in the details of the ap-
plication of this principle—whether, having
once adopted, she could consistently allow the
least deviation from a strict application, or not
—of how much importance the maintenance of
the principle itself was and is, not merely to
the dignity of the sovereign, but to the popular
morality of & nation so much influenced as the
British nation is by fashionable and aristocratic
example; how far she was bound, moreover, as
the mother and educator of the young queen
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that was to be, to regard her reputation, charac-
ter, interests, and feelings, as well as the King's
—and let come what might come with the
King’s; all these and many more are questions
which cannot be discuesed here, but which must
be settled before the Duchess can be fairly con-
demned. It is clear enough, without any dis-
cussion, what must be the strength of her cha-
racter—her self-dependence, and self-respect—
her Roman decision ; and to know thus much of
the Duchess, is to know almost as much of the
Queen. This is my excuse for an apparent di-
gression.

Thue far then we have made out the case of
the Queen. She has a will of her own; no
ordinary marvel, all things considered; no tri-
vial merit. A greater one, however, is her
plain common sense; a healthy, hardy German
mind; not brilliant—none of the family ever
was so—but sound. With this accompaniment
the “self-esteem” need not be much feared.
There is little danger of its growing obstinate,
and at present, as [ have hinted already, it is

«all wanted for dignity’s sake. Dignity, how-
ever, is not hauteur, nor harshness, nor pride.
From these things, and from all disagreeable
demonstrations of the sort, Victoria is likely to
be saved, not by her good sense only—which is
not always sufficient for the purpose, and was
not especially in Elizabeth—but far more b,
ber third decided quality—her bon naturel.
The plain fact of the matter is—(Americané)—
her majesty is & good-hearted girl; a “clever”
irl, we Yankees should call her; the English call
er ingenuous, benevolent, amiable ; and such is
the truth. Of this, too, the people had an ink-
ling, even before her accession. Hence their
prepossessions were much enhanced. Hence
some portion of the enthusiasm with which
she was greeted. They imagined her all good-
ness—perfection—and really were willing to
love her. Loyalty, for a time at least, was
never more hearttelt; and though this glow
has subsided, as it could not but do in any case,
there is reason to believe that a good share of
the elements of it will not evaporate. There
is a real basis left. It was not all curiosity,
custom, or contagion, or love of excitement, or
thirst for some new thing. The English have
a national good sense and good feeling at bot-
tom..nfter all, and these will instinctively ap-
) g;ecmte the same faculties in their sovereign.
er character is.not so much one to excite
great admiration ; (it is chiefly her mere cir-
cumstances that have led to the sensations we
speak of’;) but it is one like theirs to % wear”—
1o wear well. There is, as I said before, a
Georgian stamina in it—a stamina of the heart
not less than the head.

A thousand anecdotes are told in support of
this character, and though many dre mere gos-
sip, manufactured at a penny the line, and

. many more nauseously trivial (which is no
fault of the Quecn’s) it gives one pleasure to
be able to believe that quite enough of them
are true to sustain our position. There must be,
at all events, a gencral instinctive conviction
of their truths in the public mind, and that it-
self is sufficient proof for the purpose. In ge-

neral impressions of character—after a tolerable
time for reflection—the mass of the people—
even the commune vulgus of England—are
quite sure to be right. Even a decent horse
always finds out what manner of human being
it is that rides him. The London million are
quite as wise,

At Kensington I used to hear, among people
not so given to gossip, a story about the “ gen-
tleman who holds the stirrup,” mentioned above.
It was somebody of some merit and claims—
needy and modest withal—an old acquaintance
probably, who might have thought himself for-
gotten. Victoria, however, does not forget such
things, neither does she overlook little things:
she thinks nothing little, indeed, where the
heart is concerned. The question arose what
could be done for this worthy? There was no
place he was fit for, every body said. They
thought it a pity—but so it was. “The offices
all full " asked the Queen, tapping her impa-
tient little foot on the carpet. * All full, your
Majesty!” answered my lord. * Well, then,
I must violate the constitution. I'll make an
office. Make him my Stirrup-holder. Give
him two hundred a year.” No doubt worse ap-
pointments than this have been issued since the
accession,

With a temperament of this kind, we can ap-
Ereciate again, the pleasure the Queen must

ave had in the affectionate demonstrations of
her people, and the effect it may be expected to
have on her mind. A well informed Scotch
writer, speaking on this head, states that her
medical attendant, in whose charge she has been
from her infancy, expressed to her Majesty a
fear that she was exposed to too much excite-
ment, and it might be injurious to her health.
“ Dismiss your fgars. my dear doctor,” was her
reply; *“you use a wrong expression. I know
not what may come, but I have a8 yet met with
so much affection, so much re:({)ect, and every
act of sovereignty has been made so light, that
I have not yet felt the weight of the crown.”
The doctor at the same time remarked upon
her constant daily public dinners. ¢ Oh,” she
exclaimed, “ if I had a small ?artyl should then
be called upon to exert myself to entertain my
guests; but, with a large party, they are called
upon to amuse me, and then I become personally
acquainted with those who are to surround the
throne,” -

The mildness of her deportment towards the
humble and the poor is still more pleasing.—
To multitudes of these, in every variety of cir-
cumstances, of distress, and desert, she has of
course great opportunities of doing good and
giving happiness; and these she improves with
an evident relish. Her education as well as
her bon naturel, has led her to this. Her mo-
ther has accustomed her to the luxury of real,
practical, personal benevolence; that kind of it
which schools the character; not the mere
meagre charity of either sentiment or money.
Many a time, If reports be true, the two have
gone about in the country together—little Vic-
toria with her plain straw bonnet on, and basket
in hand, supplying and comtorting the destitute
and miserable, from cottage to cottage, and from
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shed tn shed. This was a part of the education
I thought of when I called it rational, practical,
judicious. It was a training worthy of her who
was to be England’s Queen. All the grandeur
and splendour of station and opulence sink into
meanness when we think of the simple spirit
of pure humanity which must have been present
in scenes like these. Scores of engravings of
her Majesty have appeared, and they represent
her in every variety of interesting position which
memory or flattery could furnish; who would
not give them all to see her in the act and atti-
tude of * human gentleness and love” which
“ 1s mightiest in the mightiest, and b
The throned monareh better than his crawn.”

“ Maundy Thursday,” as the old books call it,
afforded last season an inkling of this disposition
in the Queen. The following notice appeared
of its royal observance :—

“ Thursday last being Maundy Thursday,
the royal bounty, consisting of gold and silver

. coins, fish, &c., was distributed by Mr. Hanby,
Deputy Almoner, to as many poor men and wo-
men as her Majesty is years old. Only nine-
teen aged men and women appeared in White-
hall Chapel to receive the bounty, but on in-
quiry it was ascertained that orders were given
Jor all those who had been recipients tn the
last reign to receive a sum of money equal in
amount to the royal bounty.”

This was characteristic. The public saw the
Queen’s hand in it, as they always manage to
discover the spirit of their rulers, even from
their manner of doing the most trivial or habitual
acts. It was in keeping with the coming out
of the poor old state coachman, who, at the age
of more than eighty years, performed the duties
of his office for the last time on the occasion
of the Queen’s opening the present Parliament.
So great were his infirmities, that he was com-
pelled to be lifted on the box, and the horses
afterwards placed in the carriage. She might
have had a safer coachman, doubtless—certainly
one more active and gay—but a happier one,
we venture to say, never held the reins.

We have made out Victoria, then, an inde-
pendent, intelligent, good-hearted girl,and have
intimated that her inge ndence does not go too
far. She has credit for another virtue which
becomes her not less as a Queen than as a
woman—her modesty. This, too, is much to
her special credit. One would know how to
account for it if she had learned the miserable
artificial, stupid apathy, which passes for dig-
nity and simplicity in & portion of the fashion-
ahle world. Had the extraordinary excitements
she has gone through resulted, ere this, in a
genuine sang froid, however uninteresting, we
should indeed have to excuse it. On the con-
trary, the chief charm which I have person-
ally noticed, after all, is the charm of her public
bearing—is the real simplicity she shows; her
obvious sensibility, and her giving herself up to
its impulses; her unaffected freshness of feeling ;
in fact, the girl's graces far more than those
of the Queen. Nothing was half so lensinﬁ,
amid the parade of her procession to (fuildha y
as the emotion with which she responded to the
reception given her by the people. Months

afterwards I rejoiced to see the same weakness,
if weakness it is, exhibited in the presence of
all Europe’s grandeur, at the imposing pageant
of the coronation. At Ascot I saw it again. She
attended the royal races, according to custom,
and no doubt according to inclination too—for
¢ fond of horses” she certainly is. Her station
was in the new grand stand, so called—a tem-
porary showy building, at the edge of the course,
In the most conspicuous part of the field. It is
desiﬁlned to give a good sight of every thin
worth seeing, including the people; and it fol-
lows that the people had the same chance at
the Queen, neither was there any escape from
her publicity. During the whole of the races,
including the intervals, she remained exposed
to the general gaze, much of the time at the
open windows of the room. I never saw her so
well on any occasion; nor did I ever see her
appear so well. Interested as she was in the
animated spectacle around her, and sustained
by the presence of her mother and other most
intimate friends, (as well as of Melbourne, Wel-
lington, Anglesea, and other male favourites,)
it was very clear she had made no progress at
all in the accomplishments of a brazen face.
She seemed .to make an amiable effort to keep
herself where the people might have the satis-
faction of seeing her : but she could not conceal
what it cost her. The crowd who surrounded
her was at all times quiet and civil, but the
publicity itself shocked her, as one would wish
it might. Frequently, when thousands of faces
were turned suddenly upon her, or when re-
marks reaclied her which she thought she ought
not to hear, it was impossible not to notice her
embarrassment. It was very undignified, no
doubt, for a Queen to blush so much at such
trifles; one could never have caught Elizabeth
in such awkwardness; I confess I thought her
blush, like her benevolence, became her better
than her crown.

Speaking of horses reminds me of another
trait of the Queen—a good one; something of &
ready energy, I mean, of body and mind alike.
Her habits of exercise are an illustration of this.
It is well known that she rides on horseback
habitually; that she continues the practice not
only during the warm season but during the
cold also; that she minds neither wind nor wea-
ther; and that she rides not only with great
spirit, but by the hour generally, sometimes
three hours or more, at one time. In this kind
of encrgy she excels most of the ladies of the
court; and even the gentlemen who are ambi-
tious to attend her, are said to be often rather
“hard pushed” upon these occasions. Mostof her
bodily habits are understood to be in keepin
with this. She sleeps on a little mattrass whic
even Dr. Alcott might not object to. She rises
early. A strict punctuality not only governs
her own movements, but she contrives to see
that all concerned with her observe this virtue
as well. Something of this regularity, and of
her good system of business habits in general,
she may probably owe to the influence of the
example of one of her favourites, the Duke of
Wellington, one of the most consummate busi-
ness characters in the world. It need not be



136

SKETCHES OF ENGLISH LADIES,

hinted how important these habits are in the
Queen’s situation. As Queen, she has really &
good many indispensable engagements—a great
deal of drudgery included. ~Her signature, for
example, must be given to a vast variety of do-
cuments—commissions for the army and navy,
among the rest. She has probably commenced
her reign with the general determination to
‘take her full measure of all the legitimate re-
sponsibilities of her station. She has a con-
science and an ambition both, on this point. If
she does not discover the masculine sulient en-
ergy of Elizabeth, as she is not likely, either
to have desire or occasion to do, she will not
have it said of her that she shrinks from the
discharge of her real duty. She knows and
feels that there is much for her to do, much to
endure, at the best. This she has made up her
mind bravely to take as it comes: and to this
end, as well as for other reasons, she cultivates
the health and hardihood of her whole constitu-
tion. Altogether, it is a fine, vigorous spirit,
as well as a judicious one, she shows in
these matters; and she deserves great credit
for it. She deserves the more too, as her per-
sonal example is of great influence with the
court, the aristocracy, and the nation, This
also she knows well. In the shame she has put
upon the effeminate and imbecile habits of too
many of the town nobility, and the fashionables,
she has already rendered the state some service.
Perhaps the humbler classes may profit by
it, as at least it must increase the respect they
feel for her. The English, generally, place an
estimate upon real, hardy, wholesome, energetic
habits. I cannot but think they are, in this
respect, much in advance of ourselves, though
it ought not so to be. Many American ladies,
even within my limited acquaintance, might
take a leaf from the Queen's book, I presume
to say: at least they must do her justice, if not
themselves. ," If they could not or would not
ride or wall{ as she does, or live as much in the
open air—if they deem it beneath them, or not
worth the trouble to cultivate, not health and
strength only, but bloom and beauty, and vigour
and spirit of character and mind—if they think
less than she does of the virtue of good business
habits of every kind—at all events they will
give no heed hereafter to the silly relation about
the Queen’s personal qualities which prevails
so much ameng us. We too readily associate
royalty, as we do aristocracy, with physical
worthlessness. In some countries it may be
more just to do so. In the case of many of even
her Majesty’s predecessors, it has happened to
be so. It ‘is not so, however, with either the
English nobility or gentry at large. There is
a manly sentiment among them in this respect
which does them great honour. They are ge-
nerally above the languishing insignificant cant,
and false delicacy, which are somemnes‘ascnbed
to them. I make bold to say there is less of
this kind of weakness among them, than among
what may be considered the corresponding
classes of our own population. The Queen’s
example itself might well put thousands even
of those who laugh at her to shame. She is
understood to unite independence and firmness

.alities for Lord Elphinstone, intentions of

with modesty and grace. She can sustain all the
charms of the female character without being
an invalid or an imbecile. She knows that she
could not sustain them if she were either.

The Queen’s marriage seems to be a matter
of importance with the gossipping world at least,
on our side of the ocean as well as the other.
There are considerations which might in some
degree interest most of us who weigh the bear-
ings of the subject in the same speculation.
They are to some extent the same which influ-
ence the minds of the ministers, and of the
English liberal party at large. The decease of
Victoria, without offspring, puts the King of
Hanover on the throne: ang this is no trifle.
Were the movement unresisted, the effect would
be bad enough, as it would establish Toryism,
and that of the worst tyj)e, triumphant. Oppo-
sition on the other hand, implies revolution at
all events, not improbably a furious civil war.
These things concern us as well as them, not
politically alone, but commercially, personally,
and in every other way. As to the on dits
which come to us now by every packet, about
negotiations with the Duke de Nemours, parti-
el-
lington to make a move in parliament on her
behalf, the Queen’s announcement of her reso-
lution, and so on ad infinitum, these of course
will impose upon nobody—they are the veriest
mercenary humbug in the world; just about on
a par with the rumours I heard in Ireland, that
the Duchess of Kent was betrothed to O’Connell,
while old Melbourne himself was making love
to the Queen! Our only plausible speculations
on the subject, must be founded on general con-
siderations, Something may be inferred from
the political data just referred to above: but
more from Victoria’s character, even the faint
sketch of which now given, may help us to
some conclusions. Her good sense and her
conscientiousness, aside from all personal in-
clination, will both induce her to lend an ear
to her ministers’ arguments. Her natural love
of popularity would do the same: for it is only
the Tory aristocracy who would not be pleased
by her marriage. So would both her amiable
temperament, and the vigorous views of an in-
dividual, imperial policy, which I have ascribed
to her, and which I ascribe to her mother still
more, under the name of Elizabethan ener,
and ambition. The probability, on the who%ey,
is_clearly in favour of an early connection.
Whom with, is a question we have little or no
light upon. As for the Duke de Nemonrs, or
Lord Elphinstone, my worthy friend Mr. John
Van Buren, has, in my opinion, much about as
good a prospect as either. Some German Prince
will, more probably, be the happy man.

I have been often asked, how does the Queen
look'—Is she pretty 1—1Is she handsome !'—This
is a most momentous point to us Republicans,
of course; so much so, and so delicate an affair
moreover in itself—this description and discus-
sion of a lady’s countenance—nay, of a Queen's
—that I must even decline the task. The most
I could depose would be, in general terms—
“rather pretty!” I hope this is no profanation
to say. The Queen, it is well known, is quite



BKETCHES OF ENGLISH LADIES.,

137

short—too much so for dignity; rather dumpy,
as we call it—1I beg pardon again; her form not
remarkably etherial—more of the substantial
style which we might expect from her habits,
aswell as her lineage, and of which her friends,
if not her admirers, will make no complaint.
Her features partake a little of the same air.
For such a stature they seem rather large, nose,
eyes, and lips. - The latter have a peculiarity,
in being habitually a little open, almost showin
the tip of the tongue. This is not very intel-
lectual, but, I cannot help that. The Duchess
is said to object always lo the painters repre-
senting it as it is, while Victoria herself is un-
derstood to insist on a strict likeness, and to
succeed in having her own way. The best
thing in the face, on the whole, is the expres-
sion. This is decidedly prepossessing—not im-
posu:f atall. It is sincere, frank, warm-hearted.
On the strength of this, chiefly, I should de.
scribe her as “rather pretty,” and I can con-
ceive of its proving so much so, to those who
associate with her, or see her often, or under
certain circumstances of excitement, as to make
her pass for more than this. Hence I have
beard her called even handsome. Some of my
readers will better judge of this opinion when
I say that she resembles Mrs. Smith, of the
Tremont Theatre, more than any other lady I
ever saw; and this remark has been made by
others who know both. The size and stature
are very nearly the same; Mrs. Smith’s features
seem, however, more petite. Her face is less
German. In action, also, she is much more
brisk. The Queen's postures, gait, and general
bearing, are as dignified, perhaps, as her dimi-
nutive person will allow; of course there is
nothing like alertness about her, on public oc-
casions at least. It does very well for a rider
to be spry, I suppose it will notdo for a Queen!
. The reader may feel some interest in know-
ing what were my means of acquaintance with
a personage of whom I have said so much. I
will mention a few of the occasions of her pub-
lic appearance at which I was present.

The first of these of any moment, was the
visit to Guildhall, to dine with the city autho-
rities. This affair afforded a signal illustration
of the justice of some of the remarks made on
British character. It would seem as if six
months might have sufficed to cool down the
raptures of the people about their new Queen,
especially in London, where the populace had
80 many opportunities of watching her habitual
and private movements, from day to day. It
would seem, too, as if so simple & proceeding
as her going out to dine, a distance of two or
three miles, from the West End into ¢ The
City,” could hardly have been magnified into
one of the most stirring events which have
roused the mighty metropolis for many a year.
Yet so it was. 'The dinner was to take place
on the 9th of November. For weeks before-
hand the papers were full of it. Politics, wars,
failures, speculations, every thing else was
thrown into the back ground; one subject, one
sensation, beginning in the heart of the Empire,
and flowing outward, extended itself to every
extremity of British ground. All eyes were

12*

turned upon London. There is something irre-
sistibly contagious in such a feeling—no matter
what one may think of it in the abstract, or in
cooler moments ;—I confess that I caught some-
thing of the disorder myself, and though oc-
cupied in a most agreeable tour through the
Lake-Land of England, when the alarum reach-
ed me, which announced the *coming-off” of
this momentous demonstration, I at once began
gutting my luggage ther, and presently
ound myself movinf with «all the world” else
“up to London.” I was delayed on the way,
but reached there a few days before the festival.
Never shall I forget the air of agitation which
seemed to pervade the whole of the great city.
A foreigner, ignorant of the languvage, might
have thought himself caught * in the midst of a
revolution.” One interest only occupied the
souls of the Cockney million. Even business
was neglected for once. The Queen’s business,
rather, assumed precedence even over the de-
mands of traffic. The * nation of shopkeepers”
deserted their shops. London for once looked
like Paris. The English seemed Frenchified.
Men, women, and children, teemed in myriads
wherever one walked or rode. Every body was
in the open air, ¢ on the qui vive." The streets
sw:u'mege like a bee-hive, in the leafy month of
June. The universal subject was the Queen—
the Queen—the Queen'!

Such, at least, were the first impressions.
On second examination, it was curious to cor-
rect these notions a little. The English were
English still, not French. If the visit was a
festival to some, it was 8 specnlation to others.
The shopkeepers could not all forget themselves.
A vast many, in the zeal of their loyalty, applied
their attention, with even unwonted spirit, to
the consideration of turning a penny on this
occasion: it was too good to be lost. Never
was a more graphic exhibition of the money-
making energies of John Bull, than appeared
along the entire line of Her Majesty’s proposed
passage, at least, within the trafficking region
of the town.

The fronts of the buildings, for miles, were
beset with temporary stagings, for setting up
the illumination arrangements, and accommo-
dations for seeing the grand exhibition of the
day. Not a corner was left unavailed of where
a glimpse could be had. Some seats were let
for several guineas, and first-rate floors brought
fifty pounds, at least. In the house where I
was established, a small, quiet place, more than
a hundred people were some how or other to be
furnished with a sight. Stagings were built in
three tiers, in the dining parlour, to command
all the windows. The upper stories were oc-
cupied as densely as this. On the morning of
the 9th, some stood even in the cornices running
along the outside of the house, between the two
lower stories, and stood there for hours before
the procession began to move. The roofs, in
many cases, were covered with waiters, porters,
and “all sorts of people,” peering in thick rows
over a parapet at the edge. In like manner,
the shops had been cleaned out, and fitted up to
their utmost capacity. Such was the state of
things along the whole line, and the seats were
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mostly taken immediately after an early break-
fast. I pressed through some of the streets at
that hour, to see the decorations, and the win-
dows, for miles, were crowded even then. So
were the porches of the densely occupied
churches, and every other space which could be
used for the purpose—all filled in with transient
tiers of seats, sold for their various prices.

The intense interest to be noticed in eve:
countenance, at this period—the universal thrill
of excitement —the buzz of all sorts of expecta-
tion and preparation—were singularly stirring.
There is something mysteriously moving in
such an exhibition of human sensibility, let it
bear criticism ill as it may. London, under
such circumstances—all abroad and all alive—
is greater than the greatest of its own shows.
There is no such spectacle on earth, for there
is no such congregation of human beings, and
the mightiest ogman's creations, nay, the most
wondrous of all the other displays even of na-
ture, sink into insignificance when compared
with himself, as he acts himself out under ex-
citements like these.

The finest point, perhaps, both of the mere
pageant, and of the more extruordinary general
demonstration 1 now refer to, occurred as Her
Majesty, after passing a mile or two through
the Strand and Fleet Street, began to approach
St. Paul's. The Cathedral covers a considera-
ble eminence at the extremity of these avenues,
and commands an imposing view backward,
down the long slope of Ludgate Hill. This
situation was well improved. The eastern and
southern sides of St. Paul’s were lined round
at the base, with huge booths, erected for differ-
ent schools or companies. Some of these were
most gorgeously bespread with crimson and
purple linings, while multitudes of national,
royal, and heraldic flags, and devices of every
description, mixed in with green boughs, cover-
ed the upper front of the erection, and hung
waving and flaming out over the middle of the
street. One of these booths alone accommo-
dated about eight hundred children of one an-
cient school—Christ’s Hospital. This was at
the east end of the cathedral, looking down the
slope just mentioned, up which came the Queen,
with all her magnificent array. Here, accord-
ing to immemorial usage, a short stay was to
be made, for * the oldest Grecian” of the boys
to address her Majesty. Here the greater part
of the long and splendid procession might be
seen to the greatest advantage. Here, too, the
decorations were most gorgeous; and here, the
people, having expected most, had congregated
1n vast multitudes, whose immensity was almost
frightful to behold. Seas of uncovered heads
stood level together in all the spaces around the
mighty minster, far and wide. The windows
in every story, wherever the eye could reach,
were alive with fluttering laces and feathers,
and faces flushed with enthusiasm. Men, wo-
men, and children—rich and poor—noble and
ignoble—beggar and peer—all were animated
;gr once by a single feeling—the loyalty which
belongs to Englishmen, and the curiosity and
the sympathy which are the attributes of the
race.

When, finally, pressing throngh the excited
hosts that thronged Ludgate Hill, the first
glimpse of the royal cortége in all its grandeur
of trappings, and glittering array of attendance
began to be had by the crowd about the cathe-
dral, after waiting so many hours as they had,
what a sensation indeed it was! What long,
loud shouts rose from the mass of humanity
crowded together in that hutﬁe space ; and then
the multitudinous musie, the singing of the
eight hundred boys, the waving of all the flags,
the women in the houses ready to fly in flocks
out of the windows, the roofs covered, the lanes
blocked up, the streets solid with life—all
wrought up to the highest pitch—all heads un-
covered, all hands up, all voices joining in the
shouts of *“ Welcome the Queen!” « Long live
Victoria !” “ God save the Queen!” The con-
tagion of such a spectacle was irresistible and
overwhelming. More than marble must have
been the soul of the creature who could have
seen it unmoved.

The subject, the object, of this mighty agita-
tion, of course, could not be expected to be so.
It she had anticipated “amusement” on tAis
occasion, and not * excitement,” she found her-
self strangely taken by surprise. It was easy
to read in her open and honest coantenance the
deep emotions which thrilled through her in-
most being. Her dignity, indeed, was not for-
gotten. ] uprigﬁ attitude, the graceful
posture, the intense attention she paid to all
that went on around her, were maintained with-
out a moment's flinching. In this I saw some-
thing of the Georgian nerve. I saw something
also, not a little for one so young, of the genu-
ine breeding of a queen. No movement escaped
her notice. Every display of enthusiasm on
the part of the people, even the waving of the
women’s arms ﬁ?:m the windows, was acknow-
ledged with the most vigilant courtesy. It
seemed to me that the Duchess of Kent, herself
a lady of the finest bearing, sitting in the same
carriage with her daughter, and watching her
every movement with an anxiety which only
such a mother at such a time could experience,
indulged herself in a glow of self-gratulation
and generous patriotic pride, for which she
could well be forgiven. The self-possession,
ease, and grace, of the little lady, (as Mr. O’Con-
nel has it,) were indeed highly creditable to
both parties—it may be hard saying to which
it was most so. And yet, as 1 have before
hinted, there was nothmg masculine in this
hardihood. No suspicion of insensibility or in-
delicacy could be attached to it. The discipline
of her royal training itself was not more appa-
rent than the maiden modesty which gave it
its highest gloss, or the genuine youthfulness
of feeling which no education, no notions of dig-
nity, no force of habit, no false excitement, had
taught her, or could teach her, to suppress. It
was doubtless well that the intensity of her in-
terest in observing what went on around her,
helped her in the struggle which must have
been passing within. A moment’s interruption
of that interest, and of the effort and the diver-
sion it implied, would have been sadly fatal to
all her dignity, I do believe. Twenty times, I
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am quite sure, she came within an ace of a

uchére so unqueenly, so un-Elizabethan, at
east, that no genuine courtier, I suppose, could
ever have excused it. How fortunate that she
managed not to throw herself into her mother’s
arms, and have a cry over it, like the girl
that she was? All Europe would have “ rung
from side to side.”

Six months after this came the coronation.
On that subject so much has been said, that I
need not go into details. The enthusiasm of
the people, if it had ever subsided during the
winter preceding, was again at its highest
pitch; and the extraordinary phenomenon of
excitement which London is wont to exhibit on
occasions that interest the great slow-moving
mass of its common population, was now awa-
kened more vividly than ever by various causes;
not the least of which was the influx into town
of a multitude of strangers, still more excited
than London itself, and amounting to many
hundreds of thousands. These, it 1s scarcely
an exaggeration to say, came together from
every quarter of the civilized globe. No such
human congregation ever befure appeared on
earth, in respect to the strange variety of its
composition; nor do I know where in the his-
Rory of nations to look for its rival even in num-
bers. Imperial, indeed imposing beyond de-
scription, was the sight of the countless masses
of humanity, rolling and rolling on, through the
streets and squares, like an ocean burst from its
bounds, and carrying every thing before it :—
even such a mere glimpse of them, as a
few prominent points of observation afforded.

Limited as it was, however, that glimpse was

worth all the spectacles that human ingenuity
ever devised. The great gorgeous pageant of
the day, was as nothing compared with it—a
pageant attracting by its fame, as it had done,
this monstrous multitude itself from all the ends
of the earth. Never again, probably, can this
scene be essentially repeated. There were
elements of interest in the occasion which no
combinations of ages can ever be expected to

sug»ly

ow strange was the sensation, under these
circamstances, with which the coolest observer
must have almost unconsciously regarded the
little creature (as it might have seemed,) who
was the d source of agitation, and centre
of attraction for the day. It might have seem-
ed 8o, I said—it did seem 8o to many: but, my
own impressions were different. I thought the
Queen exhibited a kind of character on this as
on the former occasion, which was hardly to be
expected from her years. No sitvation could
be conceived more trying to her discipline and
d'iﬁnity on one hand, or to her gensibility on the
other; and her bearing plainly indicated that it
was a trial which she deeply appreciated and
valued, and which as before also she bravely
endured. The same attention to the conven-
tional proprieties of her position, embarrassing
as they might well have been to her, was yet
apparent. At the same time, it was not a
maiden’s fashionable brazen countenance she
wore, but one of which a better notion is given
in the following stanzas, written in the heat of

N

the impression which her appearance created,
by a countrywoman of our own, Mrs. Osgood,
of Boston. Passing over my notes of the Queen’s
appearance at Ascot and” at * Eton Montem,” I
cannot do better than to make amends for these
desultory sketches of my own, too much ex-
tended already, by closing them with these
beautiful lines. me readers, at this cool dis-
tance and this late hour, may deem them en-
thusiastic. Doubtless they are so. They would
have been worse than worthless else. It was
in the nature of the scene referred to, to excite
such a feeling, in any, I will not say sensitive,
but reasonable mind; no matter what the poli-
tical sentiments we cherished, no matter what
our opinion of the mere pageant and parade of
the day.

They told me the diamond-tiar’ on her head
Geax:;;lrout like chain-lightning amid her soft

They told me the many-hued glory it shed
Seemt’;)i a rainbow still playing resplendently
ere ;
I mark'd not the gem’s regal lustre the while,
I saw but her sunny, her soul-illumed smile.

They told me the plume floated over her face,
Like a snowy cloud shading the rose-light of
morn :
I saw not the soft feather’s tremulous grace,
I watched but the being by whom it was borne;
I watched her white brow as benignly it bent,
While the million-voiced welcome tge air
rent.

told me the rich silken robe that she wore
as of exquisite texture and loveliest dye,
Embroidered with blossoms of silver all o'er,
And clasp’d with pure jewels that dazzled the
e

eye:
I saw not, I thought not, of clasp, robe, or wreath,
I thought of the timid heart beating beneath.

I was born in a land where they bend not the knee,
Snvedto One—unto whom even monarchs bow
own :
But, lo! as I gazed, in my breast springing free,
Love knelt to her sweetness, forgetting her

crown;
And m{h heart might have challenged the myriads
ere,
For the warmth of its praise, and the truth of its
prayer.

And to her—to that maiden, dgoung, innocent, gay,
With c;lh:e wild-rose of childhood yet warm on her

And a spirit, scarce calmed from its infantine play
Into woman'’s deep feeling, devoted and meek;

To her—in the bloom of her shadowless youth—

Proud millione are turning with chivalrous truth.

It is right—the All-judging hath ordered it so;
In the light of His favour the pure maiden stands:
And who, that has gazed on that cheek’s modest

glow,
Would not yield without murmur his fate to her
hands?

Trust on, noble Britons! trust freely the while!
I would stake my soul's hope on the truth of that
smile !
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I have croes'd the ‘Eroud Alps, I have sail’d down the Rhone,
And there is no spot
Like the simple cot,
And the hill and the valley I call my own: .
' Tralalalalalalalalala

There the skies are bright, and our hearts are light,
Our bosoms without & fear;
For our toil is play, and our sport the fray,
With the mountain roe or the forest deer.
Tra la la &ec.
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¢ Lady wrap thy cloak around,
Pale consumption's in the sky.”

‘This month is positively trying to feeble constitutions. The
bleak winds of March wither the hope and destroy the life of
many a preci and deli bl , which p | love
had fondly thought to cherish till the warm breath of sum-
mer could give it strength, and freshness of health. Con-

ption is the Min: of our country, which selects the
best and brightest of our yeung men and maidens for its
yearly tribute. And no Theseus has yet been able to stay
the lot. The labyrinth of fashion seems more difficult of
escape than that of Crete, for there is no clue, save the
unromantic one of good sense, which few are willing to fol-
low,

While young ladies will walk abroad in winter, wearing
thin-soled slippers, and often leaving their delicate throats
uncovered to the chill air, they must incur sudden and often
violent colds—and then comes the “slight cough,” which is
never to be cured. The disease is ¢ only a cold"—but its pro-
cess is consumption, and its end desth !

‘The main source of that predisposition to ptive com-
plaints, manifisted by young men as well as maidens in our
country, doubtlcss arises from the feeble constitution of their
mothers, which they inherit. The sex are, in our republic,
too delicately reared. Female children are treated lhke
tender ics, not ives of the cli ‘We should stre-
nuously protest against females of any station being employed
in out-of-door labour, except the care of the garden, orof silk
worms, The Creator never imposed on woman the duty of
toiling to % subdue the earth”—nor has he endowed her phy-
sically for such a work. But females should be accustomed
to exercise in the open air ; playing abroad when children;
and walking and riding in maturer years should be consider-
ed a duty as well ns pleasure, neverto be neglected. And then,
in our Northern climate, warm clothing in winter should al-
ways be the fashion—and shoes that will, when walking
abroad, effcctually protect the feet from damp and eold. In-
dia-rubbers are odious looking things to be sure, and many a
lovely girl has eacrificed ber life, rather than wear abroad

SHORT ARTICLES,

¢ Our correspondents™ will greatly oblige us by attending
to the notice of the publisher in the last i The stori
written for our Book are, generally, too long for one number,
or too short for a continuance. To know how toabridge well
is a capital advantage for a popular writer. We hope our
correspondents will have time to shorten their articles, o that
not one of their offerings may be rejected for want of room.

“ The Missionary’s Wife" in the last number of the ¢ Lady's

Book’ should have been dited to S * Incid of
Travel.”
ERRATA.

There are a few mistakes in the last number. We hope our
readers will have the good sense to correct them without par-
ticular specifications, and the good nature to excuse the errors
which almost necessarily arise from the circumstance of print-
ing the work at such a distance from the residence of the
Editor, that proefs cannot be transmitted and returned in
season, But the Publisher will take the utmost care to insure
correctness in future,

EDITOR'S ROOK TABLE.

Incidents of Travel in Greece, Turkey, Russia, and Poland.,

We read with great pleasure a former work of Travels by
the author of the work now before us. If this does not quite
equal, in novel and exciting interest the first part of the ¢ In-
cidents of Travel,” we attribute it to the scenes through
which the author passed, rather than any falling off in his
powers of description, There is more of the grand, mysterious,
and solemn in the description of ¢ Egypt, Arabia Petrea and
the Holy Land,” through which he first told his wanderings,
than even Grevce, with all its classic associations, can offer;
the other countries here named have nothing of uncommon
intercst. But Mr. Stevens has contrived to give us two plea-

what would disfigure her beautiful foot. Oneinstance is most
painfully imp! d on our y. A few winters ago, a
young lady called on us—it was a bitter day, and her feet were
only shielded from the cold icy pa , by thin slippers and
silk stockings. The young lady was about eighteen ; she
looked the personification of health and that enjoyment of life
which almost seems to hold exemption from care and disease.
How gaily she bid defiance to the winter air, she never feit
the cold, and her merry laugh almost persuaded us that over-
shoes for her were as unnecessary, as we could not but ac-
knowledge they were disfiguring. And thus brightly passed
the vision away forever. That walk was the last the fair girl
ever took. The same night she was seized with a brain fever,
occasioned by the sudden and severe cold caught in her morn-
ing ramble, and in less than a week she was laid in the tomb,
a martyr to the vanity of display which fushion has sanc-
tioned,

But we trust these absurd modes are giving place, among
our countrywomen, to more rational ideas of the beautiful in
fashion, which can only be seen in its best aspect when

sant vol 3 hing dull or place could come from
his ingenious fancy, and cheerful temperament. He de-
serves what he has fairly won, a high place in the esteem of
his fellow citizens as well as in the literature of our own lan-
guage. But we have no design of entering into & formal and
critical notice of the work, its few faults and its many excel-
lencies we hope will become familiar to all our readers ; in
the meantime we shall lay before our friends what to us is the
most interesting page of the work, an account of the School
at Athens, under the care of Mr. and Mrs. Hill. This estab-
lish was d in the of 1831, under the
sanction of our Episcopal Missionary Society. Mus. Hill first
opened her school for girls in the magazine or cellar of the
house in which she resided, with twenty pupils ; in two months
she bad one hundred and sixty-seven. Of the first ninety-six,
not more than ten or twelve knew a letter. At the time of
Mr. Stevens’ visit 1o the School 1n 1835, four years after its es-
tablishment, the pupils were nearly five hundred. Thereare
twelve native teachers ; a number bave been sent out to take
charge of other schools. What a prospect of improvement is

ed by thefitting and approp Comfortis inl to grace,
A constrained posture, tight lacing, garments unsuited to the
season, all detract from that pleasure which youth and beauty
are naturally calculated to excite in the beholder, And then
the duty of preserving the health and constitution is mostim-
perative on woman. We hope none of our fair readers will
neglect the motto we have chosen, and that when another
spring is approaching we shall not have to say, on the remem-
brance of any of our young friends who have perished by that
insidious destroyer, the consumption,

“Ye have given the lovely to earth’s embrace,

She hath taken the fairest of beauty’s race,

With their laughing eyes and their festal crown,

They are gone from amongst you in silence down.”

here opened for the of Greece, and the whole of the
Eastern world ! But we will give the description of the au-
thor of this work.

¢ The principal and most interesting part of the Mission-
ary School, was the female department, under the direction
of Mrs. Hill ; the first, and, except at Syria, the only school
for females in all Greece ; and particularly interesting to me
from the fact that it owed its existence to the active benevo-
lence of my own countrymen.,

“ At the close of the Greek revolution, female ed
was a thing entirely unknown in Greece, and the women
of all classes were in & moust deplorable state of ignorance.
When the strong fecling, that ran through our country
in favour of this struggling people had subsided, and
Greece was [freed from the yoke of the Mussulinan, sn
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association of ladies in the little town of Troy, (N. Y.) form-
ed the plan of establishing at Athens, a school exclusive-
ly for the education of females; and humble and unpretend-
ing as was its t,itis b ing a more power-
ful instroment in the civilization and moral and religiousim-
provement of Greece than all which European diplomacy has
ever done for her. The girls were distributed into different
classes, according to their age and atlvancement; they had

gaged in mereantile pursuits, will thank and bless Governor
Everett for his inestimable counsel.

“ Never let the mere acquisition of wealth be an exclusive
pursuit. Consider it fold imzorunee to manifest,in all
the transactions of life, that quick sense of honour ¢ which
feels a stain like a wound,’ and that integrity which the mines

of Peru could not bend from the path of principle. Let wealth
be regarded as the instrument of doing as well as of joying
Republi Gov: , the tile ciass,in

N a Rep
gd I course of things, is the only one whose mem

clean faces and hands, a rare thing for Greek children, and
were neatly dressed, many of them wearing frocks made by
ladies at home, (probably at some of our own sewing docieties)
and some of them had attained such an sge, and .had such
fine, dark rolling eyes, as to make even a northern tempera-
ment feel the powerful influence they would soon exercise
over the rising, excitable g ion of Greeks, and alinost
made him bless the hands that were directing their influence
aright.
. . . . . - .

¢ Before we went away, the whole school rose and gave us
a glorious finale in & Greek hymn. In a short time these
girls will grow up into women and return to their homes;
others will succeed them, and again go out, and every year
hundreds will distrib h lves in the cities and among
the fortresses of the mountajns, to exercise over their fathers
and brothers and lovers, the infl of the ed jon ace
quired here ; instructed in all the arts of women in civilized,
domestic life, firmly g ded in the principles of lity
and of religion, purified from the follies, absurdities and abo-
minations of the Greek faith. I have seen mach of the Mis-
sionary labours in the East, but I do not know an institution
which promises so surely the bappiest results. If the women
are cducated, the ment cannot long remain ignorant; if th

are enlightened in religion, the men i

d and degeaded Christians,” DI

Is not the above pieture one of deep interest to every Ame-
riean who desires the moral and mentalimprovement of man-
kind? Buthow are such innovations received by the men of
the East, who have always been accustomed to female degra-
dation? Will they be willing to see their slaves transformed
into companions, equals, even teachers? Hear our author on
this subject ? N

« The ex-secretary, Riegos, was greatly affected at the ap-
pearance of this female school ; and after surveying it atten-
tively for some , pointed to the Parth on the sum-

Auh

mit of the Acropolis, and :aid to Mrs, Hill, with deep emotion, .

«Lady, you are erecng in Athens a monument more endur-
ing and more noble than yonder temple.” And the king was
80 deeply impressed with its value, thata little time before my
arrival, he proposed to Mr. Hill to take into his house girls
from different districts and ed them as teachers, with
the view of sending them back to their districts to organize
pew schools and carry outthe great work of fumale education.
Mr. Hill acceded ‘o the proposal, and the American Mission-
ary school now stands as the n:elzm of a large and growing
. 8 of education in G

’ln Jjustice to our own sex we must say, that the efforts for
female education have chiefly been made by them j~besides
the devotion of Mrs, Hill, hersister and one or two other ladies
from our country, who have gone out as teachers at Athens,
The support of the school has been chiefly provided for by
ibutions fram Ameri ladies. Among those most zeal-

ous in this good work are Mrs, Willard of Troy, now Mrs,
Yates, and her sister Mry. Lincoln Phelps, who deserve to be
mentioned.

-

Address and Poem delivered before the Mereantile Library

Association of the city of Boston.

This Address from the pen of the Hon. Edward Everett, is
an eloquent production, and shows with great force and
clearness, the beneficial effects'of on the prosperity
of our country, There is a spirited description of theancient
and modern eondition of Boston, which we should like to give
if we bad room. But we must not omit the coneluding advice
to young men, for though our periodical is prepared for our
qwn sex, yet what American woman is there, whose heart is
unconnected with the prosperity and honourable character of
the men of our country? Every mother who has a son en-

generally speaking, can amass fortune: let it be written on
your hearts in the morning of life, that wealth is ennebled
onlyin its uses, Form, from the first, a coneeption of
the character of the liberal and upright merchant, Regard
him as vne to whom the country looks to sustain her honour
in the hour of trial ;"to uphold her public establishments, to
endow her charities, to be the father of her orphans ; as one
whom no will make ashamed of his ion ; who
will adorn his days of prosperity with and temper,
and hold fast his integrity, though fortunes turn to ashes 1a
his grasp. The ke wledge are in your hands; the
rtals of her temple are open to you. On the shelves of her
ibraries there are stores of infc ion, which, besides con-
tributing to your success in your calling, will give grace to
good fortune, and comfort and resource in disaster. = Above
all, while {on pursue the paths of enterprize to the ends of
the earth, let a well-instructed i be the pani
of your way. Her guidance will saftly lead you, when caleu-
lation is bewildered and prudence is at fauit, Though your
hope in all else be blasted, fail not, my young friends, to ac-
snllg the pearl of great price, that wisdom whose merchan-
ize is better than the merchandize of silver and the gain
thereof than fine gold. Let this be theobject of your life, and
while the guilty glories of war are de%reclwd by mankind
and the weary honours of successful ambition weigh like lead
on the wearcr, you will enjoy, in the esteem and gratitade of
the community, and the peace of your own minds, the happy
portion of the Liberal and Upright Merchant,”

The Poem is by James T. Fields, a frequent eonlributn" to
the Lady’s Book, and therefore known to our readers, He
gives a pleasant and graphic sketch of the progress of com-
merce, and of the young tyro who is inspired with thesmer-
chant’s “ hope of gain and wealth beyond the seas,” And
there are some fine touches of humour in his description of
the “speculation mania for Eastern lands,” which prevailed
in Baston two or three years since. The conclusion of the
poem, which we give, is spirited and fine, and the compliment
at the close to Governor Everett is very happily expressed.

ry

“ But brief my lay; the fairy land of song
Holds me a tenant in its maze too long ;
Yet chide me not, if lingering on the lgote,
I cast ope pebble tothe ripple more.

“Our yankee ships! in fleet eareer,
They linger not behind,

‘Where gallant sails from either lands
Court favouring tideand wind,

‘With banners on the breeze they leap
Asgaily o’er the foam,

As stately barks from prouder seas,
That long have learned to roam.

The Indian wave with luring smiles
Swept round them bright to-day ;

And havens to Atl:lr:;lic isles
Are opening on their way ;

Ere yetpdeleoeivening -hm{own close,
Or this frail song is o'er,

Full many a straining mast will rise
To greet a foreign shore.

High up the lashing northern d
\gvhher’;: glimmerigg watch-lig:?‘am,
Away in beauty where the siars
In tropic brightness gleam ;
‘Where'er the sea-bird wets her
Or blows the -torm&glle;
On to the water’s farthest verge
Our ships majestic sail,

They dip their keels in every s
Tl{n upwellt beneath the sky—
And where old Ocean’s billows roll,
Their lofty pennants fly ;
They furl their sheets in threat'ning clouds
‘That float across the main,
To link with love earth’s distant lays
In manya golden chain,

They deck our halls with sparkling gems
‘That shone on orient strands,

And garlands round our hills they bind
From far-off sunny lande— -

.
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But Massachusetts asks no wreath
From foreign clime or realm,

‘While safely ghdu her lhlp of Stte
With Genius at the belm.”

Robof the Bowl, by the author of % Horse Shoe Rebinson,”

&c. 2 vols. Lea & Blanchard, 1839,

‘This is g 114 d the lesst sfal of Mr.
‘Kennedy’s novels. The incidents are meagre, and with one
‘or two striking exceptions, without much interest, and the
story has not sufficient poist to make a strong impression.

‘The style, also, is looseand slipehod. Notwithetanding these
objections the book has much merit. ‘Several of the charac-
ters are well canceived and delinéated, and the descriptions of

The Oriental Anpual, 1839. Eastern Legends, by the Rey.
' Robert Counter, with twenty-two engravings from draw-
ings, by the late William Daniels. R.M. Whittaker & Co,

London. .

This Annual, which is now in its sixth year, has always
been among the most highly esteemed and respectable of the
class of productions to which it belongs. We have under-
stood that the jssue has sometimes been 6000, and that move
than 1000 copies have been disposed of in this country, a cir-
culation which, as we are informed, exceeds that of any other
English Annusl. The volume for this year is made up of
two taley, one a Hindoo legend, based on a popular but very
singular superstition; the other a Mahomedan romance.
Bodl, in the Editor's language, “are made vehicles for the

pir i o(Benn.Imnnen,hbm.mdfeelmgl,ud

eharacter, scenes, and manners, are lively and authenti

Demonstration of the truth of the Christian Religion, by
Alesander Keith, D.D. New York: Harper & Brothers,
1839,

Dr. Keith isalready well L to Chrieti ders byhis
elaborate and masterly work on ¢ The evidence of Prophecy,”
&e. Thep daction will endear him still more to the
affections of those who love the zealous champions of the fith,
for in its pages he has done battle for his divine master with

a forceful energy that but be triumph Profoundly
okill«l in biblieal learning, and d -.w,-., imbued with all
, the d author bas brought to

hih el

aim at of E society ;" a design,
we may safely uld, lll which Mr. Counter's long residence
and industrious investigations in the country where his soenes

.are laid, bave qualified him eminently to excel. In truth, we
think this volume is very valuable for the infe ion it im-
ing Eastern s, and this too, given in a most

:::hlc as vell as agreeable way. We wish that other pub-
lishers may borrow a hint from sa good an example, and that
our annuals might be made illustrative of some histerical
event or real scene, rather than to be, as they now are, almost
exeludively devoted to fictions in story and song.

the dueuuion of his -nb,eet a mass of evidence ; but remem-
bering that he is writing on a topic. of universal interest, he
has so simplified its application, that every mind ean under-
stpnd his effort. While the work is from its very nature ar-
gumentative, it is also thoroughly plain and practical; and
while none can fail to comprehend the views it enforces, few
will be able to resist the convictions they afford.

Dr. T. T. Smiley, well known for many years in this city
as asuccessful Teacher, has asked our attention to the ¢ En-
eyclopedia of Geography” for the use of Schools, cc., lately
prepared and published byhim. Upon examination we find
the work well adapted to the purposes for which ft is de-

‘The American Phrenological Journal and Miseellany. Phila-

delphia : A. Waldie, February, 1839,

This periodical, which has now been several months in ex-
istence, diligently and efficiently, but without ill temper, la-
bours to advance the cause of Phrenology. Itis well conduct-
ed, and urges the science it advocates both with zeal and
kmwledge.

PUBLISHER'S NOTICES.

With &e present pumber we furnish no Plate of the Fash-
ions. One reason for the omission, is the fact, that since lut
.month there has been no ial change; and h
we frankly confess the p pal ...-...u,dmveverenm
able to get it ready in time for thisissue. The great and uo-

1 additi

signed, thearrangement being lucid, and the q alike

simple in their structure, and calculated to impress upon the

minds of learners the information intended to be conveyed.

The Geography is accompanied by an Atlas, containing fif-

teen maps, exhibiting the 1 and political division of the
ious countries d by them.

#The Huguennt” is among the latest English novels re-
printed here. The author is zealous in his literary labours,and
popular in a great wemuluhmk on that account.
This last work oome q ketches of scenery
and fine touches of the olden manners; the spirit too, of the
fhithful Protestant Christian is shown with much power and
pathos in the character of the good pastor, Claude de I’ Estang.
But on the whole, the Book is not very interesting; at least it
wants the charms of nature. The hero and the heroine seem
d on those perfect.p which the old romance
writers so delighted todisplay. Itisall very fine, but unreal ;
especially the loyalty of the Count de Morseiul, which we
think is too absorbing to appear respectable, even in a cour-
" tier of Louis the Great, much less in that of a Protestant no-
bleman.

fashi

The Harmony of Christian Faith and Christian Churches,
and the Culture and discipline of the mind, by John Aber-
crombie, M. D. New York : Harper & Brothers, 1839,
This is a small volume, bat it contains much that addresses

itself to our highest and noblest faculties. The design of the

pious author is more particularly to awaken the attention of
the labouring classes to the important topics indicated in the
title page, though his arguments and exhortations are equally

which has been made to our subscription
lut since the beginning of the year, has kept the persons em-
ployed in colouring our plates of fashions constantly busy in
supplying the extra demand for the January and February
numbers—and they could not on that account prepare the
Plate intended for March. We have now made such addi-
tional as will pr i difficulties here-
after.

In order to keep pace with ,our rapidly ineraaingp-mm-
age, we bave determined for the future, to issue in every
.number, besides @ coloured plate of tlz j‘a:lnmu, . buuum
mnvln‘mued,ofnome pprop pe,

1, or p t, thus maki tmplacn in every num-
ber—in addmon to which we shall present to our readers
quarterly, a picterial illustratien of fashionable window dra-
pery, brilliantly coloured. The April number, which will be
the first of the inproved series, will contain a coloured Plate
of the Fashions superior toany which has yet been published ;
an engraving on steel, coloured window drapery, embroidery,
music, fac-similies, &c. in the way of embellishments ; and
the usual quantity of reading matter by the ablest writers of

America.
As our new g expenditure,
*and money is a scarce commodity here in the City, we re-
spectfully urge upon delinquent subscribers the propriety of
remitting us the sums respectively due from them.

Persons writing to us upon business, must excuse any seem-
ing neglect in the acknowledgment of theirfavours, We use
every exertion to be prompt in our replies ; but though assist-
od by an efficient corpe of clerks, we have lately found all our
efforts mlulﬂcxem. We mean it only as an explanation of
any , when we say, that frequently be-

adapted to all others, There is an affe

pervading his manner, an obvious sympathy in the wants of
his fellow men, and a sincere desire to promote their eternal
welfare, which, we have no doubt, will make these pages the
means of much good,

fore the orders brought by one mail are one half disposed of,
we have the receipts of three or four other mails pressing upon
us. Under these circumstances, it is scarcely possible to
avoid some delay, but we hope our patrons will excuse it.
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‘Written for the Lady's Book.
THE FARMER’S RETURN.
A - TALE.
BY L. A. WILMER.

IT was in the season of blossoms, at the close !
of as fine a day as ever shone on our western
hemisphere, that an elderly gentleman was
taking a solitary walk in the vicinity of Elms-
borough, (an exceedingly small village, whose
location may be ascertained by reference to the
postmaster’s books.) The gentleman we speak
of wasa stmnﬁr: thereabouts—if we may judge
from the fact that his movements were watched
by the inhabitants, with a solicitude which
seemed to hint that something wonderful, and
even dangerous, might be expected from his

ence. The children especially, on observing
is approach, would retreat into the little grassy
enclosures, which were placed in front of almost
every dwelling, and from behind the white
palings, would survey the intruder with dilated
eyeballs, which plainly indicated their prejudice
and suspicion. Alas, that the buman heart,
even in childhood, should too readily entertain
such guests as suspicion and prejudice! The
old gentleman smiled, though with some bitter-
ness; he knew what allowances were to be
made for human nature, in a village remote
from the great thoroughfares, where every
stranger is regarded as a Erodigy.
. ‘The present visitant to Elmsborough certain-
ly bad nothing alarming in his appearance; and,
in such a community as ours, he might have
escaped with but little observation. He wasa
man of about three-score; with a grave and
even sad cast of features; a figure shghtly bent
by age, but by no means decrepit; and his de-
portment, no less than his garments, bespoke a
gentleman of the old school. He was clad in
a suit of black cloth; the knees of his small
clothes being fastened by large buckles. His
coat was cut in a fashion which might be dated
8ix or eight lustrums anterior to that period.
His face was furrowed and his complexion sal-
low. On the whole, he was a person who pre-

sented the rare symptoms of being at the same
time wealthy and care-worn. This time-ho-
noured worthy had been deposited at the village
hotel by a singular piece of apparatus, called a
stage in that neighbourhood. He had augped
at an early hour, and was now indulging him-
self with a view of the town; and indeed, Elms-
borough was a very beautiful place; and is so
to this day, if the reports.of travellers may be
credited. )

Having enjoyed the gaze of admiration, the
stare of astonishment and the glance of appre-
hension, as we hinted above, he arrived, without
much fatigue, at the end of the street; for Elms-
borough, at that time, had but one spacious
avenue, which, in excellent rural taste, was
much better furnished with trees than with
houses. As an hour or more of day light re-

- mained, our adventurer thought it advisable to

extend his observations somewhat farther. At
the distance of half a mile from the village, the
road was cut in the side of a steep acclivity;
8o that, while the view was ed on the
right by a precipitous wall of earth, surmounted
by dwarf cedars and various kinds of underwood ;
on the left was extended a spacious valley,
which, by its abundant vegetation and large
rowth of timber, indicated uncommon fertility.
g‘he highway, at this point, might be compared
to a gallery; being elevated many feet above
the level of the vale, and commanding a pros-
pect, which, for beauty, magnificence, and ex-
tent, is seldom equalled. The valley was
bounded on its distant extremity by a range of
mountains, the deep azure of which made the
glowing colours of sunset appeax more brilliant
and beautiful by the contrast. “Numerous ele-
Fnt mansions, copses, meadows, and fields, the
atter in a high state of cultivation, were dis-
rsed through the area; and, to complete the
oveliness of the scene, a streamlet of dazzling
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brightness traversed the whole extent of the
valley.

A sudden bending of the road, as it wound
around the hill, brought the pedestrian in full
view of a cottage, situated but a few yards from
the highway, and constructed of the simplest
materials; presenting, indeed, an appearunce
of rudeness, which, at the first glunce, seemed
entirely discordant with the scene we have
lately described. But another look convinced
the beholder that this plain and inartificial
dwelling was not withouts some considerable
pretensions to comfort and convenience. At a
short distance from the little homestead was a
garden, containing a variety of culinary plants;
and, still farther off, was an orchard of young
apple-trees in full blossom, presenting one of
the most pleasing pictures which the vegetable
kingdom has to ofier. Several bee-hives were
placed near the garden gate, and those contri-
butors to rural felicity, domesticated fowls of
various denominations, were uniting their voices
in a melody which no townsman's ears could
have appreciated. While the stranger paused
to observe this lowly abode and its appertinent
means of happiness, he discovered the approach
of one who was indisputably the master of the
mansion. There was something in the good-
bumoured and health-speaking countenance of
the rustic which went to the old man’s heart.
That an old fellow of sixty, in a black coat,and
looking through gold spectacles, should conceive
a sudden and romantic friendship for a young
farmer of thirty, dressed in homespun and ex-
hibiting the signs of corporal fatigue; this, we
say, is a circumstance so extraordinary, that we
would not have ventured to place it on record,
were we not prepared to account for it, here-
after, in a way that will satisfy the most scep-
tical of our readers.

The farmer had just returned from his daily
toil; he was followed by a lad about ten years
of age, his eldest son, with the implements of
their labour upon his shoulder. As the man
approached his cottage, his three younger chil-
dren were observed hastening to meet him, their
eyes glistening with delight and their tongues,
equally sincere, expressing those childish wel-
comes which a parent’s heart knows so well
how to estimate. The farmer stooped to take
up his youngest child, which tottered towards
him, supported by its sister, a girl of six years,
and as the happy father pressed his infant dar-
ling to his bosom, his eye, for the first time,
caught a glimpse of the stranger, who, with a
sympathizing countenance, had beheld the
scene from his elevated position. The country-
man bowed with native politeness to the old
gentleman, and the latter, having returned the
courtesy, was invited by the hospitable farmer
to descend and refresh himself in the cottage.
The invitation was accepted, and the traveller
observed with pleasure that the interior of the
dwelling exhibijgd all that cleanliness and order
which the external arrangements might have
led him to anticipate.

The aged guest having been seated in the
best apartment, the mistress of the house, a neat
and very handsome young woman, drew off the

children to the kitchen, where she had been
engaged in her domestic associations. She
knew, perhaps, that children, though charming
little dears, cherubs, &c., are sometimes rather
annoying to strangers, and she would not in-
dnlge her maternal vauity at the expense of a
visiter's comfort. Obh, that all mammas were
equally considerate !

In less than halt an hour, the traveller disco-
vered his host to be a percon of more informa-
tion than could have been expected from his
employment and condition of life. The conver-
sation, therefore, was managed without that
mutual constraint which generally exists where
the parties are sensible of a great intellectual
disparity. In fact, the utmost confidence seem-
ed to have been established between these two
persons, who had met that evening for the first
time, and whose ages, education, and habits of
life were so dissimilar. The farmer related
succinctly the history of his courtship and mar-
riage; but the minutes of his narrative have
unhappily been mislaid. This we truly regret,
for the recital would positively have made one
of the best love stories extant.

- When the detail of the farmer’s amatory ad-
ventures was completed, his wife announced
that supper was ready, and notwithstanding the
stranger had taken his evening meal at the
tavern, he was prevailed on to assist at the ob-
sequies of a platter of mush and milk; fearing,

erhaps, that a refusal might be misinterpreted

y his kind-hearted entertainers. After supper,
the guest, having bestowed a small pecuniary

ift on each of the children, was about to take,

eave, when the farmer, remarking that his
walk would be lonely, offered to accompany
him to the edge of the village. The old man
atefully acceded to this proposal, and having
idden adieu to his aminﬁle hostess, he was
assisted by her husband to ascend the steep em-
bankment which bounded the highway. Twi.
light still lingered on the valley. As they pro-
ceeded slowly along the road, the traveller
appeared to be involved in thought, which his
companion was unwilling to interrupt; and, for
some time, the silence was unbroken by a single
sentence. At length, the senior addressed the
young farmer to the following purpose:

THE OLD MAN'S STORY.

¢ For the first time in my life, I feel inclined
to narrate in the ear of a human being the sor-
rows which have embittered my existence for
the last thirty years. It is true, such an oppor-
tunity as this has long been coveted, but never
till this evening have I met with one of my
species to whose sympathies T could appeal.
Alas! how often have fbeen taught by experi-
ence that as intimacy and contitued intercourse
unveil to our observation the character of a
Jriend, we see less and less grounds on which
to repoee either affection or confidence. If we
err, therefore, in confiding the secret of our
grief to the bosom of a stranger, we should do
no’ less if he who participates in that secret
were bonnd to us by ties of friendship or con-
sanguinity.
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“At the age of twenty-four, I became the
husband of a young lady whose only wealth
consisted in the charms of her person, joined to
an understanding which was naturally good and
tolerably well cultivated. Her father had been
nch;'but, like many others, was rained by com-
mercial speculations, and died in the extremit
of want, about one year before my union witi
his daughter. Afer the death of her father,
Zerilla resided in the house of a distant relation
until the time of her marriage. For eighteen
months after this latter event, nothing could
oxceed the tranquillity and bappiness of our
domestic scene; perhaps no wedded pair ever
loved each other more devotedly. The birth
of a child, which usually brings an augmenta-
tion of hapmss to married life, was to us the
signal of calamity. From that tine, it appeared
to my too watchful observation, that the affec-
tions of m! wife were en ed by this new
object; and I became jea ous—jealous of my
own child !—It seemed “that all earthly felicity
had vanished when I ceased to be the first ob-
Ject of Zerilla's love. On my earliest percep-
tion or suspicion of the change which had taken
place in her heart, m grief predominated over
every other feeling; but the time was to come
when grief itself must give way to indignation
and resentment. Such was the peculiarity of
my disposition, that all my thonghts and appre-
nsions were confined to my own breast.

would not for the world have revealed my weak-
Dess to Zerilla herself. Here then, for the first
time, our thoughts, our wishes, and our fears

ceased to flow in the same channel ; we
were divided in soul, and mutual distrust and
suspicion had originated between us.

“It !_nn{ be that the coldness which my
overly vigilant affection had ascribed to Zerilla,
Wwas reflected more evidently in my own conduct.

he was unsuspicious of the cause, and doubt-
less thought that my love was really alienated,
rhaps transferred to some other object. Un-
ﬁpplly for me I had been bred to no employ-
ment, and my fortune was sufficient to make &
rofession unnecessary; and thus my mind had
elsure, not dnly to ruminate on real misfortunes,
but to invent fictitious ones where the others
did not exist. The demon Idleness may have
ed me to my ruim. Believing that Zerilla's
aﬁ'ectl_ons were lost forever, I strove to regard
her with eqnal indifference ; but in this I could
succeed only so far as appearances were con-
cerned. With respect to appearances, however,
Toveracted my part; for my behaviour indicated
aversion and abhorrence. These signs produced
a corresponding effect on Zerilla; to sullenness
and discontent, quarrels and reproaches suc-
ceeded, and thenceforth an hour of domestic
peace was never known in our dwelling. So
slight are often the beginnings of conjugal in-
felicity ; trifles almost invisible to a third person
are magnified into crimes, and the ardor of love
itself becomes an incentive to animosity.

“ My temper was natarally violent; I could
not brook the accents of reproof, and Zerilla’s
complaints were sometimes answered by taunts
and execrations, My anger, when once aroused,
was mconttoll:.ble, and it was not before the

13

emotions of rage had subsided, that I conceived
how much I had wronged my companion. [
knew then I had wronged her,and I could have
wept for my fault: but gride, Soh, that accursed
principle!) pride wonld not let me make the
acknowledgment. Even when my furious ex-
clamations had moved her to tears, when her
spirit was bowed by sorrow and she had no
longer a heart to retort my peevish upbraidings;
even then, when I longed for reconciliation,
when I loved her more than ever and hated my-
self for the injuries I had done ker, I could not
seek to be reconciled. Why could I not throw
myself at her feet and beg her forgiveness!—
hy? Ah, that question is now unanswerable,
bat then I felt how impossible it was to do so.

“ Can you believe 1t—you, whom I have seen
evince such strength of attachment to your off-
sﬁring—-can you believe that I hated my own
child?—hated him in spite of all his infant
beauty and innocent blandishments—hated him
because he was dearer than myself to her whose
love had constituted all my happiness. I could
not endure that my own babe should rival me
in the affections of Zerilla. 1 was covetous of
her love, and uneatisfied with less than it all,

“Our son was now two years old, when his
mother, one Sabbath, according to her custom,
attended a church about six miles distant from
our residence.—Oh, how unblest is man in the
opportunity to do ill! When occasion invites
and inclination urges, feeble is all the resist-
ance which can be offered by the best principles
and the kindliest emotions. ~ Before the carriage
had conveyed Zerilla ont of sight, I had con-
ceived the diabolical plan which was to destroy
her mental quietude, and mine, forever. The
nurse stood In the piazza, endeavouring to pa-
cify the child, which continued fretful for the
absence of its mother. I presented a conside-
rable sum of money to the woman and bade her
convey-the boy where I should never see him
again. Too promptly and too scrupulously was
I obeyed; the child was carried beyond the
reach of my most anxious imiuiries, when re-
morse and returning parental affection would
bave recalled him from his banishment.

% For several days previous to the unnatural
deed I have just related, Zerilla and f, in con-
sequence of a recent quarrel, had not exchanged
an accent. We resided in distant apartments
of our dwelling, and gave each other reason to
believe that a more complete separation was
desirable. But this was a calamity that I
chiefly dreaded; I could not have survived it,
and even the anticipation almost maddened me,
And yet, when a word of conciliation might
have removed the cause of my apprehensions, I
had not the moral courage to speak that word !
It was to avert that fearful event, a separation
from iny wife, that I adopted the desperate
scheme of estranging her child; supposing that
in his absence, her love would return to its for-
mer course. For several hours after the depar-
ture of the nurse with her infant charge, I
remained almost unconscious of what had taken
place, so much was my mind stupified by the
extraordinary and atrocious deed I had commit-
ted. In this apathetic state I passed the time
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until the return of Zerilla; I heard her ascend-
ing, with hasty footsteps, to the nursery; I
heard her repeatedly call the woman who was
then far distant; and, receiving no answer, the
tones of the mother’s voice became expressive
of anxiety and alarm. The only servant who
remained at home on this holyday, attended
Zerilla’s summons, but no information concern-
ing the child could be obtained. The weather
being somewhat inclement, Zerilla had charged
the nurse, on no pretence, to leave the house
with the infant, and the absence of the faithless
woman was sherefore unaccountable.

“ By this time I had become sensible of the
enormity of my conduct, and I feared to meet
my injured wite, for it seemed that a glance of
her eye would exercise a blasting influence.
Think then how the trepidation of guilt tri-
umphed over all my motives for concealment,
when | heard Zerilla approaching the chamber
wherein I was seated. Had I not been fixed
to the spot, as if by enchantment, I would have
fled from her presence; but no—I could not.
It is easier to perpetrate the crime than to avoid
the penalty. 1 covered my face with my hands
and trembled alost to dissolution as Zerilla
opened the door. To her question ¢ Where is
the child?’ I could make no reply. My silence
and evident agitation aroused the worst fears
of a mother, and throwing herselt on her knees
before me, she franticly exclaimed: ¢ Tell me,
for the sake of heaven, tell me—where is my
child? ¢I know not,! was the answer, and
although the words were truth, my tongue was
blistered in the utterance.

“ The wretched Zerilla left the apartment,
uttering the most piercing cries of anguish,
each of which went like a venomed dagger to
my bosom. I followed her; half resolved at one
instant to confess my guilt, and the next mo-
ment shuddering at the consequence of a disco-
very. If her indifference had been intolerable,
how should I endure her detestation and con-
tempt !

“ With distracted gestures and exclamations,
Zerilla rushed through the hall; and not before
she had reached the outer door of the building
could I overtake her and arrest her flight.

e Oh.{nlave pity for once,’ cried the misera-
ble womah, ¢Jet me seek my child. Do not
detain me. See—the storm 1ises and he will
perish?!

« Here she broke from me and flew down the
avenue with a speed which seemed supernatural.
Alarmed for her safety, I would still have fol-
lowed, but before I had advanced many paces,
a sudden sickness came over me,a mist gather-
ed before my eyes, I tottered and fell to the
ground in a state of insensibility. When 1
recovered from my swoon, it was dark; a heavy
rain had saturated my garments, and the skies
were still densely covered with black vapours.
I returned to the house, doubting the reality of
what had occurred, and hastily inquired for
Zerilla. The servants had not observed her
flight, and having searched every part of the
building, they informed me that she was not to
be found. Convinced then that the occurrences
of that day were not imaginary, I hastened in

pursuit of my wife. How often did the drip-
ping woods resound with the name of Zerilla !
and oh, how often did the deep silence which
succeeded, agonize me with its still, yet pro-
phetic, response!

* When, regardless of my own peril, I rushed
through the swollen streams which would have
barred my progress, the sullen murmurs of the
waters whispered a fearful tale to my imagina-
tion—suggesting thoughts too horrible for en-
durance, but, (O merciful Creator !) not too hor-
rible to be true.

% One stream, larger than any I had croesed,
presented itself as an obstacle in my path. The
rude bridge had been swept away by the torrent.
The noise of the waves was deafening ;—the
white, curling foam was the only visible object
before me. I knew the danger, but I hesitated
not for a moment. When I had advanced some
distance into the stream, my foot struck against
something which made the blood curdle to my
heart. My limbs became as ¢old and rigid as
marble; sense and reflection deserted me for a
time. Then, with a convulsive motion, I thrust
my arm into the water and felt that it was in-
deed—the body of a himan being! I raised the
inanimate form, my strained eyeballs glanced
at the flowing drapery;—it was, too truly, the
corpse of a female. The features were indis-
cernible in the darkness. What would I not
bave bartered !—life, honour, happiness, for the
feeblest ray that could bave illumined those
icy lineaments.

“T'he nearest habitation was two miles dis-
tant; howling with mental agony, I carried the
body thither; sugpense verged to certainty at
every step, and ere the glare of the windows
could have revealed the truth, I knew that my
wife reposed for the last time on my bosom.

“ The people of the house, attracted by my
cries of distress, came with lights and carried
away the body of the murdered Zerilla. One
glance at that pallid countenance was all—but
that glance was perdition. My brain is seared
now by the remembrance. Through the re-
mainder of that night, 1 roamed—I rushed
through the forest; my sole object to escape
from myself; flying I knew not whither—for all
places were alike to me. I had persecuted to
death the being whom I loved, it may be, as
man never loved before. The world thence-
forth had nothing to offer which could engage
my wishes—time had nothing to threaten,
which could excite my fears. My soul desires
but one consummation in this life—to discover
my son and restore him those possessions which
nVV unparalleled folly has wrested from him.

ith that object in view, I have traversed a
great part of this continent;—but, as yet, to no

purpose. .

“A few days after the death of my wife, I
sold my extensive property in that neighbour-
hood ; and, for the benefit of my son, I placed a
great partof the money at interest; since which
time it has been twice doubled.

“But it may be through a merciful interpo-
sition of Providence that I am not allowed to
make the restitution I have so long and ardent-
ly desired. Why should I seek to restore my
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son to that wealth, which by hardening my own
heart, prepared me to become the murderer of
Zerilla?”

“ Spare yourself that reflection,” said the
farmer, in a tone of deep feeling. “ You are
not the murderer of Zerilla; nor did she die at
the time you suppose. The bridge, on which
she attempted to cross, had fallen but a few
minutes before your arrival, and your timely
assistance was the means of prolonging her life.
She was resuscitated at the house whither you
carried her, and—"

Here the old man the farmer’s arm,
and, trembling violently, whispered:

“ Say that she still lives—and I am blest be-
yond the lot of angels.”

“ She is dead,” answered the farmer mourn-
folly. ¢ She died fifteen years from the time
of your disappearance. The next morning after
her immersion and recovery fromapparentdeath,

ou sent to the place a pocket book containing
Lnk bills of great value.”

«] did; that money was intended to recom-
pense the people of the house for the trouble
and expense of attending to her burial—which
1 bad not a heart to witness.”

“Alas! she construed it otherwise. She
regarded the transmission of the notes as inti-
mating your wishes for a separation. At the
same time, it occurred to her that you had
caused the removal of the child, because you
were unwilling that it should be left in her

ianship. The nurse, to whose care the

had been entrusted, with a part of the mo-
ney you had given her, purchased the little farm
which I now occapy. There, when the lad had
attained his twelfth year, she died, and on her
death-bed, gave him the history of his birth,
and the name and residence of his family. He
went in search of his parents, and for three
years after, in that cottage, he experienced the
tenderness of a mother; in those fields, he
cheerfully laboured for her support. Often did

¢ As a tyrant—a brute—a monster ?” cried
the old man, with a wildness that bordered on
phrenzy.

“ No;—as all that was —all that was
excellent;—as one whom she had wronged ;—
as one who had raised her from poverty, ad-
vanced her to rank in society, and lavished on
her unnumbered instances of his love. She
Jamented her own ingratitude, her aptitude to
give and take offence and her haughtiness in
refusing to yield to the infirmities of her hus-
band’s temper. In short, she accused herself
of causing all his misfortunes and of driving
him from the home of his youth. To honour
the memory of his father was the chief lesson
she laboured to impress on the mind of her
son.”

“ And that son—" :

“Is now before you—happy in the opportu-
nity to alleviate a father’s grief and to fulfil the
last injunctions of a mother. A short time before
her decease, she bade me implore your forgive-
ness for the errors she had committed and the
sorrows she had occasioned.—If it were ever
my lot to meet with you in this world, she bade
me say that, above every earthly impulse, love
for you was the cherished sentiment of her
heart; the source to which every other feel-
ing and affection must be referred for its
origin.”

“Q, my Zerilla!” cried the father, *“soon
may we meet where love is unembittered by
doubts and misapprehension!—for that divine
principle which constitutes the bliss of immor-
tals, is, in this state of being, too often a source
of calamity, remorse, and unavailing repent-
ance.”

* % *  x  * ¥ x

Here our documentsare at fault;—but, in the
absence of other facts, we may imagine that, in
the society of his son, daughter-in-law, and
grand children, the evening of our old gentle-
man’s life was passed with as much comfort and

she speak of her husband—" satisfaction as circumstances would permit.
Written for the Lady's Book.
OLD SCHOOLS. )

BY PROFESSOR ALDEN.

1 prefer old things, that is, when I do not
like new things better. For this reason I look
with sorrow on the ual decline of old
fashioned schools, and the rise of high, eclectic,
collegiate, and other schools. Not but that in-
tellectual improvement is in some cases pro-
moted, for in those old schools, that was
the last thing thought of, but I think the sum
of javenile happiness is diminished, and when
is man happy if not in youth? Where is the
lawyer, congressman, editor, or preacher, who
some twenty years ago passed through the pro-
cess of reading, writing, and ciphering, that
does not look back to thoee as his happiest
days—days when the necessity of comprehend-
ing things was unfelt, when five hours per diem
was the ultimstum of restraint, and when a

goodly portion of that was spent in plannin
enterprises for execution when the delightﬁﬁ
stereotyped expression, “school’s dismiss'd,”
should be uttered.

Who does not recollect his feats at reading,
especially after he had arrived at a height and
circumference entitling him to a standing with
the first class? .

“ First class read,” cries out the pedagogue,
opening Scott’s Lessons before him, and delibe-
rately persevering in ruling the ink-unsullied
sheets, fated ere ong, to bear the traces of un-
earthly characters,

“ First class read,” and la! a simultaneous
rush to the open space diversified by a few in-
tentional stumbles over the smaller scholars,
whoee improving employment was to set up-
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right on backless benches, and avoid whispering,
or by a furtive appropriation of some flaxen
locks, or by an attem‘pt.ed elongation of some
luckless urchin’s ear, followed by a solo attract-
ing the attention and eliciting the inquiries of
the master, ending in a threat of flogging next
time. At length, the line is formed, and the
charge commences. The head boy, who, in
order to secure that station, has taken a place
so near the fire that one side of his person is
well nigh in a roasting state, begins at the top
of his lungs, and hurries on that'he may get
through with his paragraph and use his book
as a fender for the more sensitive parts of his
frame. He is about half through when some
rogue at a distance of four or five below
him gives a side lurch to his neighbour, who
not at all unwilling, communicates the impulse
to one above him, and so on till the reader is
shoved against the blazing forestick, and there
sa Emse to adjust matters and find the place.
¢« Read on,” cries the master, ¢ pext read.”

s Giles hasn’t read a verse,” cries out half a
dozen voices.

“ Giles, why don’t you read on?”

Giles at length gets through his verse, and
forthwith turns to his neighbour, and in a hor-
rible whisper, “ Darnation take you, if you don’t
get it when the boys go out.”

“Giles don’t stand straight,” cries out some
ill-natured boy at the foot of the class. Poor
Giles had advanced in front of the line in order
to avoid crisping. [t was an excellent rule of
the school that each one should keep the place
he took at first. .

« Giles stand back in your place,” says the
inflexible magister. There is no alternative,
he must toast till the last lazy boy has blun-
dered through.

The time to take seats at length arrives, and
on their way Giles falls in the rear and adds to
the momentum of his neighbour by the applica-
tion of his foot, its weight being increased by
horse points innumerable.

“Giles’ been a kickin’ me.”

«Ha’n’t been a kickin’ him nother.”

“ Who saw Giles kick Ben?”’

The parties were about equally divided in
popularity, and amid the cries of “[ did” and 1
didn’t,” the poor pedagogue found it difficult to
discover the truth. At length, all was recon-
ciled and made plain by the testimony of one
who cries out, * Master, I see all how it was.
Ben just kicked himself, and then tried to lay
it to Giles.,” This explanation seemed satis-
factory to all parties; they laughed heartily and
were left with an admonition to behave them-
selves,

There is less incident in the reading of the
second and third classes, the first class * tend-
ing to writen” in the mean time. Scribble,
scribble it goes, with occasional shouts of * mend
my pen,” “John’s joggling,” &c. In about
half an hour one makes a discovery, and cries,
« Master, my ink’s froze,” and away he goes to
the fire to thaw it. Pleased with the warmth
and conspicuousness of his station, he, with
great composure, suffers his ink to boil for an-
other half hour. Not daring to delay longer

for fear of the frown of his master, who has by
this time completed the copies of the day, and
begins to look around, he guards his face from
the flaming embers with one hand, and seizes
with the other the inkstand, which is now at
a temperature equal to boiling water.

“ Gaul darn the inkstand,” is the involuntary
exclamation of the young writer.

“ What is that you said ?”

“1 said as how the inkstand is hot.”

% That is not what you said—come here, give
me your hand:” crack, crack, mck,goes the
ferule, ¢ There, that was for swearing.” Crack,
crack, crack again, “ That was for lying; go to
your seat.”

After this exploit there is silence for pearly
half an hour. At length some urchin breaks the
monoto:x' by a dexterous discharge of a bullet
of soaked and chewed paper, which takes effect
on the nose of one of the opposite side of the
house. This is a signal to recommence opera-
tions. The whispering becomes louder; the
complaints of “crowdin” thicken; till at last
an open explosion, it should seem, is prevented
by only, “ boys may go out,” bursting from the
lips of the master. Books are closed, inkstands
overturned, toes trodden upon, curses not loud
but deep, uttered; at last, there is silence in the
house and peace for the master; for girls, for
the most part, as every pedagogue will testify,
are a peaceable, quiet race. By and by the
boys must come in, and then there is a glorious
time of crowding round the fire. At length
there is a degree of quiet till some long-necked
fellow is curious to know how it looks up chim-
ney, and while taking the position necessary to
determine that important fact, his neighbour
gives him a tilt that brings the line of gravity
without the base, and to avoid falling on the
now quiet embers, he seizes on the coat of his
neighbour, when a *darn you, let go,” and a
Jjerk in the opposite direction, restores him to his
perpendicularity, and at the expense of the coat.

«Jim's been tearin’ my coat.”

“ Master, he tore it himself. I just took hold
en him, and he twiched and tore 1t.”

“ Take your seats, all of you,” thunders the
magister.

ell, the girls in, and all seated, again the
process of instruction recommences. In the
first case, the course was from the eldest even
unto the least, now the beginuning is with the
least, and 8o working upwards to the greatest,
spelling only being substituted for reading in
the first and second classes. .

The youngest toddler comes to read:

“ What is that? No answer.

“Jt's A—say A”

% A—y,” says the toddler, looking at the four
points of the compass, and %0 on to the end of
the alphabet.

The remaining exercises are in considerable
more order, for when the command, * First
class take your places to spell,” is uttered, the
master is seated, or standing in full view, and
there is no opportunity for a repetition of the
exploits of the morning. By and by, the joyful
sentence “school’s dismiss’d,” is heard, and
then perfect happiness is felt, if there is any
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such thing on earth. Now, as I said before, I
grieve at the extinction of those schools, for it
will be seen that they were the very nurseries
of happiness. It was there I acquired my irre-
sistible propensity to laugh at every thing save
old age and religion, and there is no estimating
the value of such an acquicition.

If I thought there was any part of the land safe

from the sophisticating invasion of steamboats
and railroadsand newspapersand orators, I would
retire thither and establish a school on the old
plan, and thus live over my early days. But
the age of chivalry is gone, and that of high- .
schools, institutes, and practicalities is come.
You can scarcely distinguish a schoolmaster
now from an ordinary man.

¢ Written for the Lady’s Book. [}

STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF L.E. L.

WRITTEN AFTER READING THE CONFIRMATION OF THE RUMOUR THAT MISS LANDON, OR MRS.
M’LEAN, HAD DIED AT CAPE TOWN, AFRICA.

BY MRS, HALE.

Anp thou art gone! The bridal rose
Fresh on thy laurelled head—

A land of new, wild, wondrous scenes
Before thy fancy spread—

Song on thy lip—it cannot be!
1 scarce believe thee dead.

“ Bring flowers! pale flowers !"'—but who for thee
An offering mcet can bring ?

Who paint thy Muse, like Huma bright,
Forever on the wing ?

Or wake the tones that thrill'd the soul,
Pour’d from thy lyre’s full string.

They say thy heart’s warm buds of hope
Had never felt a blight ;

That 'mid gay throngs, in festive hall,
Thy step was ever light—

At gatherings round the social hearth

If;ne woro a smile more bright.

And yet upon thy world of song
Dark shadows always sleep;

The beings by thy fancy formed,
Seem only born to weep—

Why did thy soul's sweet fountains pour
A tide of grief so deep ?

Was the prophetic shadow cast
By Afric’s land of gloom,

That thus thy genius ever link’d
The poison with the bloom ?

And *mid the fairest flowers of bliss
8Still reared the lonely tomb ?

In vain we search for thought's deep source,
Its mystery none may tell;

We only know thy dreams were sad,
And thus it hath befel,

That Love’s bright wreath crown'd thee for Death !
Dark fate—and yet *’tis well!”

Ay, well for thee ;—thy strength had failed
To bear the exile’s chain,

The weary, pining, home.sick lot,
Which withers heart and brain ;

And He, who framed thy soul’s fine pulse,
In mercy spared the pain.

And while we mourn a * Pleiad lost,”
From out Mind’s brilliant sky;

A Lyre unstruag, whose * charmed chords”
Breathed strains that ne’er can die.

Give us, O,God ! the faith which sees
The spirit's Home on high.

Sweet Minstrel of the Heart, farewell—
How many grieve for thee!

What kings could ne’er command is thine,
Love’s tribute from the Free—

While flowers bloom, stars deck the sky,

And mourners weep and lovers sigh,
Thou wilt remembered be !

Boston.

a

L oy

‘Written for the Lady’s Book.

FOR AN

ALBUM.

In there a leaf can fude or die
Unnoticed by his watchful eye?—H. X. White.

WRITE for your Album! well I may—
To please you is a virtuous aim; -
Yet, you will frown on such a lay
As I, unaided, know to frame.
Still, any look from you repays
Severer toil than mine can be;
Then listen to what Wisdom says,
Nor prize it less though spoke by me.
Comprised in two short words they lie—
All council for this mortal state—
No burden to the memory,
And they are these, to Love and Hate.

Love whom ? love what ? I hear you say—
Love Truth, and Him who is the way ;
And life itself—that life divine,

Ah, may its holiness be thine!

No purer flame can warm the breast—
No higher joy possess the blest,

And with that Love associate Hate
Implacable and fixed as fate.

Hate sin in every form it wears,

Nor least when fairest it appears.

And calm thy life, or tempest driven,

Remember this—his love is Heaven. J.A. M.
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VITAL STATISTICS.

In the Medico-Chirurgical Review, No. 68,
which only very recently attracted my attention,
there is a review of a work called * Vital Sta.
tistics.” In a note, the editor has the following
malignant remarks:

“ We can add as a fact, that a large and ably
conducted Life Assurance Company in London,
has met with its greatest losses on female lives,
It has had no inducement to lower the rates of
insurance on these lives. On the contrary it
would willingly reject all insurance on women;
and but for the loss of business, and the odium
which such a singularity might entail on it, it
is far from impossible that such a step would
be taken. It is possible that many circum-
stances contribute to diminish the value of in-
sured female lives. The preliminary examina-
tions of a woman's state of health, can seldom
be so searching as that of a man’s. Women do
not scruple to deceive, and a practical ac-
quaintance with their habits and their conduct,
establishes the comviction, that in all classes,
they possess a feebler sense of the obligations
of truth in the ordinary business of life than
men have. Why this should be, we leave to
the casuists to determine. Assurance Compa-
nies have discovered that it is so.”

I have placed the offensive paragraph in
Italics, that it may be seen in connexion with
the rest of the remarks. A more brutal attack
on women cannot well be imagined. I cannot
believe that Dr. Johnson utters this libel in
sober earnestness. He must know it to be a
grossly malignant falsehood, and of a most cow-
ardly nature. There can be no other way of
accounting for it than to suppose it has been
his misfortune to associate with women of a low
scale of morals. No man with a tender reve-
rence for his mother—a warm, generous affec-
tion for a sister, or a spring-like home feeling
for the friends of his youth with whom he has
danced and sung in early life, and for whom he
has held the prayer book in church, could ever
have disgraced his manhood by so foul an accu-
sation.

Dr. Johnson speaks without qualification. He
distinctly says that *“women do not scruple to
deceive.” He does not confine himself to their
conduct when in collision with Life Assurance
Companies; had he done so, his remarks might
have passed unnoticed. Lest it may be sup-
posed that he makes some reservation, he adds,
““and a practical acquaintance with their habits
and their conduct, establishes the conviction,
that in all classes they possess a feebler sense
of the obligations of truth in the ordinary busi-
ness of lij‘g than men have.”

If the Medico-Chirurgical Review were an
ephemeral work, got up for some flimsy politico-
economy purpose, I should never have thought
it incumbent on me to hold the editor up to
public scorn. But it is a work of a grave charac-
ter, and they who give it publicity are in a high
and responsible situation. The moral sense has
to be consulted and guarded as well as the phy-

sical, and what is of the greatest importance,
the sensibilities of the young are to be carefully
awakened and fostered, and this is as much
within the province of a medical work of this
kind as in a moral essay—hear what Dr. John-
son himself says in the 73d number of his re-
view when noticing a work called “ The Reform
of Prisons and of Criminala.”

% The title of this little pamphlet may induce
many of our readers to suppose that the work
can have little to do with the practice of medi-
cine. But this supposition would be erroneous.
The study and the practice of medicine includes
almost every thing that affects the morals and
the bappiness, as well as the health of thg com-
munity. All come within the pale of the me-
dical philosopher’s contemplation and influence.
The medical man mixes with all classes of so-
ciety; and being considered as a person of edu-
cation, and well acquainted with human nature,
his opinions are listened to with respect, and
treasured up with care.” ‘

We have therefore Dr. Johnson’s warrant in
stating, as I have done, that his office is to guard
the morals of the young. A medical review is
established principally for the instruction of
young men—young practitioners. To give
these young men such a degrading view of the
moral principles of those whom they are bound
to reverence, love, and respect, is one of the
basest acts of which a man can be guilty, and
deserves severe rebuke. If an American re-
viewer were to give utterance to so foul a libel,
against so defenceless a portion of the commu-
nity as women—a libel which strikes at the
root of domestic happinessand public security—
he would be universally despised for his cow-
ardice and baseness, whatever might be his
talents. ' ,

I shall not undertake to prove that women
possess as delicate a perception of truth as men
bave; there is scarcely a man who would re-

uire such proof, I feel assured that even in
ndon, where Doctor Johnson has this practi-
cal acquaintance with women, there are many
men who would spurn the writer of such an
unfounded calumny. There is still manly feel-
ing enough there, to make that particular * Life
Assurance Company fear both odium and loss
of business,” should it be known that they con-
sider all women, of all classes liars, even tn the
ordinary business of life. Excepting Dr.
Johnson, editor of the Medico-Chirurgical Re-
view, and some of the hard characters of that
London Life Assurance Company, there is no
other writer, nor no other set of men, certainly
none within the present century, who would
utter such unmerited abuse. No one of the
present day, in balancing the moral qualifica-
tions of both sexes, would let the scales prepon-
derate on the side of the men, when the subject
was that of truth.

But the reviewer is, after all, tp be pitied.
When we look around and see the great influ-
ence that women possess, all owing to high
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moral culture, overcoming the difficulties and
disabilities under which they laboured for so
many centuries, by high minded virtuous en-
durance—when we see how quietly they con-
duct themselves, now that they have attained
the limits which nature assigned them—for
with the wild, unnatural theories of “unsexed
females,” they have no communion—when we
see all this, and feel that owing to woman’s
virtnous influence, man has become more hu-
man, and consequently, more moral, we cannot
but pity Dr. Johnson that such lniowled%e comes
not to him. By what fatality has he been
doomed to live apart from the good and the
virtuous, of the fairest and most interesting
of God’s creation, and dwell with the depraved!

Perhape he was an orphan, and fell into
mercenary hands—perhaps, which is hard to
believe, his mother had but slender notions of
maternal obligations. If, according to him, all
women of all classes are liars, then must kis
mother—but I cannot shock my own feelings to
speak thus of the mother, even of Dr. Johnson,
sweeping as has been his accusation.

Has the man a sister; was her life made up
of petty lies in her ordinary intercourse with
him?! Has he no confidence in his wife—mon-
strous ! —has this man a wife—was she a pre-
varicator? Did she acreen herself by falsehood
to escape from the doubting, exacting, unrea-
sonable, and tyrannical temper of her husband?
Has Dr. Johnson such a character? Does he
imbibe this degraded opinion from a knowledge
of his own daughters’ habits and conduct; for
he speaks of a practical acquaintance with
women, and he includes all classes. Ah, such
a slanderer should have no deughters.

Were the Medico-Chirurgical Review to fall
into the bands of a man who enjoys in his old
age the great happiness of seeing still at his
side the same tender and affectionate wife that
Heaven blessed him with in his youth; would
he not blush with resentment at the base libel
that he may, perchance, be reading aloud to
her?! Could he read it aloud?
that she who has loved him in good report—
who encouraged him in his early stru%'gles for
independence—who deeply sympathized in all
his sorrows and vexations, of which a man has
many—who was the friend of his friend, and
the enemy of his enemy—the safe repository
of all his thoughts—the careful guardian of his
honour—the mother of his children—she, who
after so long a term, still sits by him with the
same true heart and affectionate smile as in the
days of her youthb—was she to be stigmatized
as possessing a feebler sense of the obligations
of truth in the ordinary business of life than ke
had! Was such a woman to be classed with
those unfortunate females with whom Dr. John-
son was compelled to associate—with his wo-
men ! .

If the editor of the Medico-Chirurgical Re-
view ever chance to meet with this paper and
reads these expressions of honest indignation,
he may seek to qualify his remarks. But he
cannot do it, he has been too explicit, and in so

doing has seriously injured his reputation. The.

editors of the British and Foreign Medical Re-

ill he say,

view, with whom he has picked a quarrel, could
not injure him in the estimation of the public
half so much as he hasdone himself. He shows
how unfit he is to inspire the youth of his coun-
try with highand chivalrous sentiments towards
women. Let me remind him that this is as
essential a part of his editorial duty as to in-
struct them how to preserve the health and
strengthen the organic structure of these very
women for whom he exprgsses such unmitiga-
ted contempt.

On an attentive consideration of the®ffensive
article, it appears to show on the fice of it, that
there had been a quarrel between him and the
women of his housebold, and that they got the
better of him. He revenges himself, therefore,
by slandering the whole sex. Every stroke of
his pen shows him to be a man of violent pas-
sions, one who can bear no reproof, however
gentle and merited.  Only look at the intem-
gerate letter to Drs. Forbes and Connoly in the

uly number of the present year, 1838. But
with that quarrel, or rather with his abuse of
those gentlemen I have nothing to do; I state
it to show how utterly unfit Dr. Johnson is to
give a correct, impartial view of any work or
system, if his mind is prejudiced against the
author. His opinion, on the ordinary topics of
the sciences, over which an editor may be said
to preside, cannot be received without hesita-
tion, and in the end the review itself will lose
the respect of the public. Doctor Johnson you
must eat your words.

The time has arrived, happily for the world,
when a woman’s voice can be heard in her own
defence. She knows that she is entitled to
respect, and she will exact it. Is not a woman
entrusted with the care of children! All their
younﬁ life is passed under the care of those
who have, according to Dr. Johnson’s creed, but
feeble notions of truth. If they are radically
liars, why entrust them with so precious a
charge—but I am speaking as if there were
others in the world who thought so meanly of
women as the editor of the Medico-Chirurgical
Review.

I say it again, that women are not going to let
so prominent a man as Dr. Johnson—prominent
as the editor of a respectable review, and pro-
minent (as the programme states) as “ physician
extraordinary to the King of Great Britain—
they are not going to suffer him to trample
them under foot, like a noxious weed. They
will not permit him to brand the whole sex as
liars, because he is suffering through a want of
sound moral culture in his own family.

Sensible women consider themselves as hav-
ing attained the ultimatum of their wishes. As
this does not interfere with a man’s prerogative
or privileges, but adds strength to the social
compact, they should be protected in their
rights and be allowed still further to elevate
their moral nature. This will the better enable
them to perform their duties—and these duties,
what are they? Every man who is a husband
and a father knows how arduons their duties
are, and that his own labours, whatever may be
his dbcupation, cannot in magnitude compete
with them.
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As long as women remain quietly within the
sphere that nature has pointed out for them, they

ould be defended from the assaults of the
cowardly—cowards, who strike, because they
depend on the weakness of those that they at-
tack. The more highly women are educated,
intellectually educated, the less do they covet
masculine occupations. They view all without
their own sphere, as mere drudgery, and better
suited to men’s stronger and coarser nature.

<

There, in the quiet of their useful life, T will
leave them, trusting that they will never again
aspire to be any thing more than good wives,
mothers, and humble Christians; and that they
will never suffer an attack on the character of
their sex to go unrebuked. They may be
assured that the barmony of the whole moral
system depends on the respectful consideration
with which they are regarded. A.

New York. -

. ‘Written for the Lady’s Book.
ON LEAVING LUNDIE-HOUSE* SCOTLAND.

Dear land of the rock and the mountain, farewell!
Dear will it be to me while I have breath,
For there, in their bloom and their purity dwell,
The treasures my spirit shall love after death.
And oh, may the germ of each virtue I cherish'd,
Take root in their heart with a vigour divine,
With the pure bcams of truth may their spring-
time be nourish’d,

And their summer of life in serene beauty shine.

And when Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter
are pas! -

When their bloom, and . their graces, and energies

wane,
And life’s sifver chord shall be loosened at last,
May their spirits be summon’d with angels to

reign!

® The seat of Viscount Dunecan, V

. °"’
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"THE CRUSADER’S RETURN.

¢ Lapy, thy sire’s proud halls are bright,

And they call for thee this festive night—

But why in this latticed jessaminc bower

Dost thou waste thus alone the evening hour?
The cold, damp winds sigh mournfully here,
And thy pale cheek is wet with sorrow’s tear.”

% Oh, sweetly the stars in silence look down,
And tell me of heaven with whispering tone—
And reckless of aught, my vigils I'll keep,
Tho’ the dews of night on my roses sleep;
My heart has no union with glittering mirth,
And my hopes have faded away from earth.”

“ Oh, lady, the flowers are not of thy dreame,

Or the stars in their holiest, purest gleams—

Thy heart and thy thoughts in the decp blue
sea

Are wandering far with the faithless and free;
The leaf of the wood—the wave of the main
Will ccase to change ere thou mect Aim again.”

“ I know—I know that we meet not here,
Yet his memory lives in my heart as dear—
In the clime of the East the waters lave
The rest his country denied him—a grave !

Would ye wring the fond heart in its deep, dark
grief, -
Then say his love, as the rose-reign, was brief."”

“ Ay, he told thee when bidding adieu to the Rhine,
That he sought the war field of Palestine—

But in France, sunny France, he lingers yet,

The same happy knight as when first ye met;
Then with thy love be its memory past,

The remembrance as worthless from thee cust;

At the shrine where angels might humbly adore,
I kneel, and thy pure affcction implore.”

“Would ye seck to win my heart, by speaking
Lightly of him for whom it is breaking ?—
Away! I would spurn thce tho’ proudly crowned,
And thy name by the heralds echoed round—
Away, and let me weep alone

For my lover lost, and my hopes o’erthrown.”

But the knight threw aside his scarf and crest,
And the lady’s hand to his lip he pressed—
And he murmured in accents soft, I ween,

“ My own—my own dear Geraldine !—

Be unto me ever as at this hour,

And deeply I'll bless thy latticed bower.”

CORINNA,

A poetess, was born at Thebes, or acco:jdipg
to some writers at Tanagra. She was distin-
guished for her skill in lyric verse, as well as
remarkable for her personal attractions. She
was the rival of Pindar, while he was in the
prime of his youth and in the zenith of his fame,
and gained a victory over him, according to
some Greek writers no less than five times, but
all agree that she did so once. She wr?e in
Zolic dialect, which it is said gave her a great
advantage over Pindar, who wrote in the Doric,

. particularly as she had an Aolic auditory, She

was not vain of her success, for she gave Pindar
some wholesome criticism upon moderating the
ardor of his imagination. Most of her produc-
tions have been lost in the lapse of ages; a few
fragments only have survived, bnt enough to
show what was the power of her abilities, and
of her mastery over rhythm. Even Pindar has
been but little more fortunate, for but g small
portion of his poetry is extant.
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WHO IS HAPP Y—(conrmvwen.)

BY MRS. HARRISON SMITH.

A young relation of Mr. De Lacy's became
an orphan, and by the death of his parents was
left destitute and homeless. My husband, rigid
in his ideas of duty, determined to adopt and
provide for his relative. He became an inmate
of our family; he was about my age, and was
received in the family as a brother. Placed in
this character and situation, I treated him with
the kindness and frankness such relationshi
was calculated to inspire. He was not hand-
some, but he was interesting. He was not
distinguished by intellectual endowments, or
personal graces, but his extreme tenderness of
disposition, and acuteness of sensibility, gave a
refinement and delicacy to his manners, which
generally is the result of a highly cultivated
mind. A tincture of melancholf, added to his
natural diffidence, could not fail of exciting a
tenderer interest, than a stronger or more self-
sustained character would' have done. Grati-
tude to his benefactor, he felt to a painful de-
gree; and sought by the most assiduous and
unremitting attentions to discharge some portion
of the o:{‘i‘ogutiom which oppressed him. His
relative afforded him few opportunities of evinc-
ing his grateful feelings; fgr my husband, suffi-
cient to himself, seemed as little desirous of
Treceiving, as he was attentive in paying, those
- emall, but kind assiduities, which constitute the
language of sentiment; he lived apart from,and
I may say above others; and, steadily, loftily,
and alone, pursued the path he had chosen, with
a mind so fixed on higher objects, as to be in-
different to the little pains and pleasures of
Privm life. ’

It was natural for the young man, thus re-
pelled by the coldness of his relative, to turn
thoee attentions, prompted by gratitnde, to the
wife and child of*his benefactor. But there was
no reflection or dplculation in this conduct—it
was the instinct of a tender heart, full to over-

wing. 4

Domestic in his habits, pure and simple in

bis tastes, and naturally fond of children, he
was never tempted to look abroad for pleasures,
since all he desired were found at home. Even
had this not been the bias of his disposition, the
governti:dg sentiment of his soul would have
prompted him to devote his time to the famil
mnto which he had been so generously ado,
At any rate, he could not but love my little
Clara. This darling child had now become my
inseparable companion—no longer confined to
the nursery, but the delight and plaything, and
I may eay, the pride and ornament of the par-
lour—for what was there I was so proud of ex-
hibiting, as my beauteous Clara? Yes, her
infantine loveliness made her the admiration,
and her good humour and vivacity, the delight
of all our visiters.

Even her father used sometimes to be drawn
from his abstraction, and would pat her head
and kise her cheek: but, if encouraged by this

14

degree of notice, she attempted to climb his
knee or prattle, he would gently push her back,
saying, * Away, little one, you disturb me.”—
How could he resist her winning ways?—Ed-
ward, on the contrary, never entered the room
without catching her in his arms, and lavishing
on her the fondest caresses. He would play
with her for hours together; sugar plumbs and
toys were always in his pockets, which he
taught her to search; [ should have grown jea-
lous of the dear child’s excessive fondness for
him, had not my maternal love been so much
gratified by his devotion to her.

When 1 walked, Edward walked with me,
while the nurse followed with the child. When
at home, his own engagements were given up
that he might read to me, or play with Clara.

How often during the long twilight of winter
evenings—fire-light, I should rather say—have
we both sat on the carpet and amused the dear
child, or while I played on the piano, he would
dance with her; and when the nurse came to
take her to bed, to humour the petted darling,
he would himself carry her to the nursery door,
or at other times walk her to sleep in his arms.
Kindness to a child is the readiest way to a
mother’s heart, and to such an one as mine, it
was a short and easy way.

My home was no longer desolate—affection
and sympathy were now its inmates. I suffered
not from that aching void which had so long
gnnwed upon my heart, like hunger on the

mished wretch; it was now full to overflowing
of kind and gracious feelings. I made another
happy. Delightful consciousness! The happi-
ness that beamed from Edward’s face, was to
my long chilled and darkened soul, like the
summer’s sun, after a dreary winter.

Every faculty seemed to revive under the
animating influence of cordial sympathy. In-
tellectual pleasures were eagerly pursued, as I
ardently desired the improvement of this amia-
ble young man. I had now a motive for select-
ing and reading the bestand most useful works,
and soon felt the beneficial effect on my own
mind, though the motive of my choice had only
been the improvement of his.

Where were now that lassitude, restlessness,
and dissatisfaction, that had made my life &
burden heavy to be borne? The awakened
activity of thought and fecling gave wings to
:lhose hours, that hitherto had crept so wearily

ong.

AE, my husband, had I been necessary to
your happiness, there would never have been
a deficiency in my own. The consciousness
of pleasing imparts the power to please, whilst
a failure so to do, destroys not only the power,
but the motive which impelled endeavour. The
moral, is like the material world—warmth ex-
pands—cold contracts. The revivifying effects
of spring are not more obvious on the earth
which it clothes in verdure and flowers, than
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the benign influence of affection on my dispo-
sition, which it restored to cheerfulness and
activity.

But this renovated felicity was not of long
duration. My child was seized with a sudden
illness which threatened its life. During five
nights and five days, I never closed my eyes, or
withdrew them from the face of the precious
sufferer.

Every morning before my husband went out,
every night before he retired to his chamber,
he would come and stand beside her, feel her
pulse, inquire what prescriptions had been made,
then bidding me good night, advise me to be
calm and control my feelings. How strange was
the contrast offered by Ess ard’s unwearying
solicitude and attention. A Spectator, ignorant
of the truth, would have taken him for the fa-
ther of the dear little creature. For hours
would he kneel by her bedside and soothe her
restlessness—administer her medicine, and
smooth her pillow.

During her convalescence, she, like sll chil-
dren, was wayward and fretful. With what
gentleness, wgat patience and kindness, did
this amiable friend attend on her. For hours
and hours would he carry her in his arms, and
caress and amuse her. It was not in human
nature to resist the influence of such goodness.
It was a brother’s love—at least, it was with a
sister’s purity! I will acknowledge that the
comparison of his to my husband’s conduct at
this period, often forced itself on my mind,
greatly to the disadvantage of the latter. I
should have controlled my thoughts, and not

allowed them to dwell on this painful subject.
Such a comparison was worse than useless. It
excited too much irritation against one—too
grateful a tenderness for the other. I struggled
against these feelings and argued against my
own convictions. But facts were stronger than
arguments, and feelings stronger than either.

Let no iuman being, but woman least of all,
depend on their own strength of resolution to
resist temptation—especially when it comes
clothed in the garb of innocence—assuming the
form of friendship, and accompanied with qua-
lities congenial with our own dispositions, or
such as we respect and admire. ere vice to
appear in its own hideous form, it would never
be dangerous. It is, when wearing the sem-
blance of virtue, that we yield to itsallurements.
With what specious pretences and seductive
motives does the deceitful heart excuse its wan-
derings from the strait and narrow way of duty.
“The diverging paths are strewed with such fair
flowers that we respect not the snares that lurk
beneath.

Of all the petitions contained in the prayer
taught us by the blessed Jesus, there is none
we should oftener repeat than deliver us from
temptation. He knew our nature, and wherein
our greatest danger consisted.

Ol guard against temptation, however sweet
its voice, or lovely its form. In avoidance alone
is safety. The strongest are sometimnes weak—
the bravest have quailed before danger—the
most determined, at times, have been irreso-
lute—the most virtuous have erred.

No one knows himself until he is tried.

Peter denied his Lord. With all the fervent
zeal, the daring intrepidity, that impelled him
to risk his life in ﬁis master's defence, he
could not resist the imputed shame of being the
follower of the msulted and persecuted Jesus.
After such an example of frailty, who dare con-
fide in themselves?

For a long while I suspected not that I or
my young friend were in any danger; and when
the suspicion was awakened, 1 !gelt a pride in
braving it, recollecting what [ had both heard
and read, that no woman could be called virtu-
ous, until her virtue had been tried. I rejoiced
that mine should be put to the test, in order to
enjoy the pride of trinumph.

angerous experiment! Seldom made with
impunity, and never without suffering. But I
did gain the victory—thanks, most humble
thanks to that superintending providence who
watched over,and guided me through the perils
which I had so rashly dared. Not to me—not
to me is the merit due.

In the dreadful conflict between passion and
duty, I must have.fallen, had not the feGl‘t.)J)re-
sence of a heart-searching and all-seeing re-
strained and governed my most secret actions—
governed them, when human laws and human
motives had lost their controlling influence.

Yes, I came off conqueror; but it was a con-
quest that cost me my peace—my health—al-
most my life—for I was brought to the very
verge of the grave.

And my poor, unhappy friend !—But for me
he might have been happy and affluent. His
sole dependence was on his benefactor, and in
leaving him, he sacrificed all his bright pros-

ts, and went forth from a sheltering roof,
into a cold, unfriendly world. But duty required
the sacrifice,and he did not hesitate to make it.
.. Would that I could deter othersfrom running
the same risk I did. To accomplish such a
purpose, I would tear open the wounds that
time has long since healed—I would describe
the restless hours—the wakeful nights—the
dark purposes—the stormy feelinis—the acute
anguish I endured. I would, in short, describe
the conflicts that distracted me, and compared
to which, the state in which I had long lan-
%uished, might have been deemed happiness,

rievances inflicted by the faults of others, are
light in comparison with those inflicted by our
own errors, Conscious purity and rectitude
afford the mind a strong support under the
pressure of injustice or unkindness, and diffuse
a self-complacency, an inward peace, without
which there can be no true enjoyment, however
splendid the condition, or luxurious the plea-
sures, or various the amusements the world can
bestow.

There is a bitterness in guilt that mingles
with the sweetest draught she evér administers
to her votaries—while in that of virtue, there
is a sweetness which overpowers the bitterest
drop that human sorrow can infuse in the cup
of life.

Yea, the indulgence of any dominant passion,
though it Jead not to actual guilt, is fatal to the
bosom’s peace. But where there is an accusing
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conscience, an internal conviction of error—
doubt and dread prevail—a sense of degradation
80 humiliating and painful, that the esteem and
admiration of society afford no relief.

At least, such was my experience. My ex-
terior of life was unchanged—[ still possessed
the esteem and respect of society; not a cloud
obscured the sunshine of fortune. But beneath
this brilliant surface, all was dark and stormy.
Oh, the torture of covering a breaking heart
with a smiling face! This could not be long
endured. Yet, I did endure it for almost a year,
and had I been called to deal with a less gene-
rous nature than my friend’s, God only knows
how the conflict would have ended. We had
reached the verge of a precipice—had either
of us advanced a step further, it would have
been fatal to both. But we loved virtue—we
abhorred vice, and at this trying period, on dis-
covering our danger, we recoiled—yes, with
horror recoiled from the precipice on which wo
stood. In plainer language, we separated.
entreated, with tears and sobs entreated him to
seek another home. He yielded, and became a
selt-banished man, a voluntary exile from all he
held dear on earth, and left me innocent—but
left me wretched.

For many weeks afterwards, I lay, as it were
between life and death. The physicians called
my disease by twenty different names. They
knew nothing about it; and if they had known,
it would have been of no avail, they could have
adruinistered no remedy for a heart torn like
mine. )

Youth, and a good constitution triumphed
over this severe attack—I recovered. The
raging fever left me, but in a state so languid,
cold, and lethargic, as to deprive life of all in-
terest and enjoyment. Yet, crowds of friends—
visitants, rather—congratulated me on my res-
toration to a life that was a burden—an almost
unbearable burden. Even my child had lost its
power over my affections—they were benumbed,
insensible, or buried in one absorbing object.
Another sad and fatal effect of the tyranny of
irregular and ungoverned feelings.

During this period of listleseness and apathy,
I was so incapable of discharging the duties of
a mother, that my husband, cruelly, as I then
thought, but most judiciously as I now think,

insisted on sending my daughter from me. He
placed her under the care of his aunt, a most
excellent and kind woman. ] murmured, but
1 submitted, and sunk into a state of still deeper
despondency. )

There is a strong analogy between the moral
and material world, and when I looked npon a
river swollen by torrents—its dark and perturb-
ed waters rushing furiously along, overflowin
and ravaging the banks it had once fertilized,
I compared my heart to the scene of desolation.

« Those turbid waters,” thought I, *will
snbside and regain their transparency and gen-
tle course; the ensuing season will restore
beauaty and fertility to its devastated banks;—
will the analogy hold throughout! Shall sere-
nity and cheerfulness return to this wasted bo-
som 7 Shall ho, nnduf'oy ever bloom again?”

Y es, the analogy did hold good. Time, with

its l:nient power, restored tranquillity to my
mind.

My seclusion from society was attributed to
the infirm state of my health, and my lan%uor
and dejection to the effects of debility. This
repose and retiiement, was almost enjoyment,
after the storm of contending emotions through
which [ had passed. But, it was not allowed a
long continnance. Every step my husband ad-
vanced in the career of ambition, only impelled
him onward; he had gained a high ascent, but
aimed at a still higher. One mode to effect
this purpose was, to mix more with society
abroad, and to receive more confpany at home.
I complied with his wishes, as in duty bound,
and became a very slave to these new caresand
projects.  Fntertainment followed entertain-
ment—our hitherto select circle was opened to

.a promiscuous crowd. Our expenses were thus
greatly increased without any correspondin
enlargement of our income, and my husban
was too just a man to live beyond his income:
the consequence was, a retrenchment of home
comforts in order to make the necessary display.
Of course, many cares were added to my ma-
nagement of domestic affairs, and much time
unpleasantly consumed. None but those who
have made the experiment can imagine how
harassing, how irksome and wearisome such a
life is—a life in perpetual warfare with our
taste and inclination.

Had I felt any interest in my husband's
views, had I been solicitous for his success, I
should have found some satisfaction in making
the exertions and sacrifices necessary to attain
the desired object. Bnt power and rank and
wealth were equally indifferent to me; I had
tasted all the pleasures the great world had to
bestow ; they had lost their power to charm, and
I had formed habits in direct opposition to those
a public station would require. The restless-
ness of a dissatisfied mind, had now subsided
into a settled melancholy. T desired solitude,
and aimed only at tranquillity. The new
scheme destroyed both. owever, I had no
choice. Entertainments were given at home,
and attended abroad.

Indifferent himself to what are called the

leasures of society, Mr. de Lacy, however, well
inew their attractive and conciliating power;
and that the frivolities he despised, often proved
effective means to further the aims of an am-
bition, built upon popularity, the only basis on
which, in our government, ambition can build.

«Good dinnets, brilliant parties, flattering at-
tentions, (and all the attentions of persons high
in office are flattering,) courteous manners, go
much farther than persons remote from the seat
of government would imagine, in securing suc-
cess to a political aspirant. Nor would it more
readily be believed, that neglect of the most
trifling civilities, such as an omitted invitation,
or morning call unreturned, could change zea-
lous partisans into personal enemies, and that
the slightest inattention to wives or daughtere
is as keenly resented, as negligence to them-
selves. But this is a fact, and tne wife of any
candidate for office, holds a very responsible
place, and may most effectually retard or ad-
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vance the interests of her husband. And a most
miserable and annoying slavery it is, to be sub-
jected from morning to night to the petty cares
and assiduities entailed by such a lite. Insen-
sible as my husband himself was to any powers
of pleasing I possessed, he was not ignorant of
their attractive influence on others,and became
desirous that my popular manners, us he term-
ed them, should supply the deficiencies of his
own, and unequivocally expressed his wish that
1 should make his house as agreeable as possi-
ble, and his entertainments equal, if not supe-
rior to those of his competitors.

I will acknowledge that self-love was not
averse to this design. I would have preferred
retirement; but, forced again to appear on the
stage, I could not butdesire to appear to advan-
tage—to act a distinguished, not a subordinate
part in the great drama, toilsome, and weari-
some, and exhausting as it might be.

My dear friend, I am not telling you the story
ofa {ife, but making my confessions, and there-
fore do not conceal the weaknesses and faults
of my character. That love of distinction,
which in men is called ambition, and in women
vanity, in a greater or less degree dwells in
every bosom. Who is there who feels not the
ﬁleasure of pleasing? Yes, even when the

igher and stronger feelings of the heart are
dead, self-love may sleep, but never dies. Tt is
an all-pervading principle, and governs even
the purest and most generous natures. On
some occasion when & person reproached Hel-
vetius for asserting, in his great work, the
supremaﬂ of this principle, * Nonsense,” ex-
claimed Madame du Deffand, * he only confesses
what all others endeavour to conceal.” I at-
tempt no such concealment, but candidly con-
fess that my self-love was gratified, and that
the task imposed, was in consonance with my
natural disposition—to be loved, admired, es-
teemed. Alone, these desires seemed extin-
guished, but social intercourse soon rekindled
them, and in spite of all the irksome accompa-
niments, of which I have complained, my new
mode of life was not without its attractions,
while the novelty lasted. Think not, however,
in these efforts to conciliate good will, and win
popularity, that the lofty mind of my husband
could ever stoop to any thing base or servile—
despising, as he himself did, the frivolities and
vanities, “the pomp and circumstance” of high
life, he was fully aware of their influence on
common minds, and made use of them to govern
men, as we use toys to govern children, .

Our house now became the resort of foreign-
ers, statesmen, politicians of all parties, and
citizens of all classes. Exclusiveness, once my
pride, was turned out of doors; and the motley
crowd admitted. It is a wretched system, but
1 suppose in a government like ours, an una-
voidable one.

I was more sought, more courted and flatter-
ed than ever; not because I was more admired

or esteemed, but because my husband had at- .

tained to & higher and more influential place,
and might attain the highest; and those who
songht to rise with him, and desired his favour,
very naturally supposed they would accelerate

their design by propitiating his wife, from a
belief that I had a great influence over him.
My pride did not allow me to contradict such
an opinion, or to acknowledge to these appli-
cants that the most insignificant among them
had more influence than% had. Yes, I was fool
enough not to undeceive the multitude who
hoped success through my interference. I was
besieged with applications of all descriptions—
from the poor slave who wished for emancipa-
tion, the unhappy debtor, lying in prison, the
condemned criminal, the broken merchant, or
ruined spendthrift, seeking petty places, to the
pgud aspirant after foreign embassies or high
office.

I can truly say, that generally I was the
greatest sufferer from the disappointment that
ensued. My time was wasted and my spirits
harassed, by listening to distress [ could not
relieve, and to my husband this host of appli-
cants was an indescribable annoyance. Patron-
age!—proud but empty word;—it fromises a
thousand times more than it gives. It promises
friends, but makes enemies, since where one
individual is gratified, hundreds are disappoint-
ed, and only patrons know how much louder are
the whispers of a hundred, than the acclaim of
a solitary individual.

Before one year had passed, I began to weary
of this life. { was dazzled awhile by its glare,
but the mind, like the eye, becomes soon accus-
tomed to any degree of light. Distinction,
power, influence, were gratifying to self-love,
but on experiment I found them accompanied
by peins and annoyances I had not counted on;

e gloss had worn off, and the coarseness of the
fabric became visible.

The duties of society—duties truly !'—viz. the
the observances of etiquette—the cold conven-
tional forms and ceremonies—the fatigue of vi-
siting and being visited by hundreds, whom we
neither know nor care for—the dullness and toil
of formal entertainments in which there is as
little mind as heart, soon became intolerably
irksome; the more so, a8 my shattered nerves
and enfeebled health, suffered extremely from
crowds and late hours, To be obliged, sick or
well, sad or gay, night after night and day after
day, to go into company to which we are more
than indifferent—above all, to have the manage-
ment of an income inadequate to one’s station,
to make a great appearance on small means,
to be expected to be liberal and profuse, when
it is scarcely possible to be just—these things,
surely these things may be classed among the
miseries of life. Yet, with what avidity are
such situatious sought! with what envy are
their possessors looked upon by those ambitious
of distinction? Little, ah, little do they know,
who repine at being condemned to a humble
fireside, and the narrow circle of home comforts,
how wearisome and unsatisfactory is the lot
they enV{.

In truth, it is not all gold that glitters. Could
they penetrate into the private hours and pri-
vate scenes of these envied great ones, as they
call them, believe me, few would consent to
exchange the quiet of a domestic, for the tur-
moil of a public station.
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Often have I watched my husband’s counte-
nance, from thence to learn what was ing
within his mind, and asked, *is he a happier
man?’ If his countenance told the truth, it
answered in the negative. The placidity that
once dwelt there, was now displaced by a care-
worn expression; his manners were more ab-
rupt, betraying an irritability of temper; his
looks no longer open and cheerful, but scruti-
nizing and dark. His conversation no longer
frank and animated, but restrained, cautious,
cold. In short, he was a changed man, and 1
decidedly think, a less happy one than he had
been before his accession to office.

In conversation with a friend on the object
he then had in view, I heard him say, « It is
not place, it is er I desire.”” The power

which place, and talents, and popnlarity could .

bestow, he possessed, and yet found himself un-
able to realize his views and effect his objects,
and consequently endured the bitterness of dis-
appointment.

Popularity ! what a seductive phantom it is—
how hard to win, how easily lost; depending on
the caprice of a mob, that as eagerly hurl to the

ound, as they have raised to the skies, the
1dol they worshipped.

Yet, it is for such ephemeral and mutable
things that wise men toil. No wonder, then,
that weak women are seduced by their specious
appearance.

As for me, the dream was over—ambition's

11 was broken—my health afd spirits were
sinking beneath external splendour and internal
misery—my daughter, I longed for my daugh-
ter. search of happiness, I had tried the
pleasures of the world, the pride of life, amuse-
ment, admiration, distinction—all by turns, and
found them equally disappointing. Nothing
would do without affection, for that I pined, for
that I langed: My daughter! But I called for
her in vain: I was told, and justly too, that it
was more for her advantage to remain at school.
We had already been separated for years; if

:years were added, would not all remembrance
of her mother be effaced? A poor man's wife
would not have suffered what Idid on this score.

My daughter!—It was the sole anchor on which-

could sustain herself.

was still young, a long futurity lay before

me—with what objects could I occupy that

dreary waste of years? I had lost that elasti-

city of mind which resists the pressure of care
trouble—I had lost the charm of novelty

which can lend to the most common-place thin

a lustre not their own—I had exgausted e

interests of life, and I was still young!

But I weary you, tle.? friend. I would not
so long have protracted this history of my in-
ternal life, had it not been to prove, that the
condition in which we are placed, is of little
consequence—high or low, rich or poor, if its
duties and pleasures are in consonance with our
tastes and inclinations, we are happy-—if op-

ed to them, we are miserable.

In the conclusion of my narrative, this truth
will be established—I longed for some change.
Little did I imagine how sdon a change would
take place—an overwhelming one, which strip-
14*

ho

red me at once of every worldly advantage, and
eft me to widowhood and poverty.

After a short illness, my husband was sud-
denly snatched from life. : .
I 'know not how to describe my feelings—
they were of so mixed and contradictory a kind.
The shock was dreadful. The tenderness
which I thought extinguished, was rekindled,
while [ supported his dying head on my bosom,
and I wept over his lifeless form in an ng?;{
which sincere love only could have excited.
Feelings of remorse mingled with those of sor-
row—his every deficiency was forgotten, and I
blamed myself as the cause of the unhappiness
I had endured; his virtues and excellencies
rose in strong contrast to my own faults, and I
almost detested myself for having prized so
little, a man so good and great. I felt unwor-
thy of the blessings I had enjoyed, and thought
if he could be restored to life, I should be re-
stored to happiness. Such is the waywardness

and inconsistency of human nature.

Yet, after the violence of my first emotions
had subsided, I felt like one who is suddenly
released from prison, and the sensation of liber-
ty, one of the most delightful of sensations, soon
became the predominate one.

To leave scenes of which I was weary—to
leave a crowd in which there were few, it any,
for whom. I cared—to leave a home, where I
had never known the joys of home—to throw
off the trammels of form and ceremony—to re-
torn to my aged and beloved parents, to the
scenes of gappy childhood—to be re-united
to my daughter—oh, these were hopes which
vanquished all regret. :

In losing my husband, I lost my whole sup-
port; for his private fortune had been expended
in_his Jong course of public service, and [ was
left absolutely pennyless.

« What a wreck,” exclaimed those around
me; “ poor woman, she is sadly to be pitied,”
said one. * She will never be able to survive
such an accumulation of misfortunes,” said an-
other. “To lose her husband, her fortune, her
rank in society, to be obliged to quit a circle
where she has so long shone as a star of the
first magnitude, and to be buried in solitude and
obscurity, she will certainly sink under such a
load of misery.”

So thought the misjudging world.  They had
envied and congratulated me when I deserved
commiseration, and now condoled with me
when I was content with my destin{.

Here closes that period .of my life, whose
surface glittered with the sunshine of prosperity,
whilst beneath all was dark and dreary—and
here commences that portion whose surface
was obscured by the clouds of adversity, but
whose interior was bright with renovated hope,
elastic with recovered liberty, and glowing
with warm affections.

Such is the difference between what we are
and what we seem to be.

: [Te ¢ Continued.]

———
Human foresight often leaves its proudest . . .
possessor only a choice of evils.

N .
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‘Weritten for the Lady’s Book.

“THE WIND'S LOW SIGH."

Tuxrr's a language in the winds that sigh There’s sadness in the plaintive moan,
Through the branches of the trees, Of the wind in the hush of night,
I pause and list as they wander by, When the light of beauty’s smile has flown,
The spirits of the breeze ! . And the echoes of delight.
And often in my saddest mood, Then from the forest's dcep recess, -
I turn from the world away, These viewless heralds come,
Alone, in the dim wood’s solitude, And speak to the soul in its loneliness,
Where the wild winds are at play : ) From their cool, sequestered home.
And, as they murmur pleasantly, And there's sadness in the tales they bring,
From the depths of the greenwood lone, From memory’s silent shore,
I deem their voices speak to me, Of the blossoms of youth’s happy spring,
With a low and pleading tone. Whose sweetness now is o'er.
It tells of the haunts of my happier hours, 'Tis strange, that over the chords which lie
Of the meadows green and fair, Within, so dcep and still,
Where the dew-drops glisten upon the flowers, The wandering wind as it passes by,
As they sleep in the cool night air: Should waken what notes it will !
I hear the music of the waves, The memories that have slept for ycars—
With their never ceasing flow, ‘The hopes save to us unknown—
And see where the drooping willow laves These—as the present disappears,
Its boughs in the depths below. Make all the past our own.
There summer skies the clearest seem, - Then wanderer—I welcome thee
And dews the softest fall, Who, can’st the past restore,
The hallow’d spot of life’s early dream, Which, as it fast recedes from me
‘The first, best home of all. . I cherish more and more. P.
LY
Written fot the Lady’s book.
HOPE.
Horr lightly sits on mortal brow, and tells Of Hope, and points to coming good. She says
The good, the virtuous, of good to be - To man, “ Be happy—look beyond the good
Obtained, of pleasure tasted, happiness Or ill that present is, to fairer scenes;
Sccured, and glory won. She points beyond And beauty made more bright, and light more
The earth to regions fairer, scenes more blest ; fair.”
Where life, light, love, and beauty dwell alone. Hope cheers the sorrowful, and lends to grief

The path of life seems rough, and darkness hides  Her strong yet silken wings on which to rise.
~Its beauty from the sight—then comes sweet Hope, She gilds the pathway to the tomb, and points
And all is smooth and fair. Nature herself— To bliss—to Heaven beyond the skies!

Whether when drestin green and deck’d with flow'rs, - Soruia.
Or robed in garments light and cold, is full = -  Philadelphia.

f ‘Written for the Lady's Book.,

SONNET.

BY EBENEZER ELLIOT, OF ENGLAND.

Kino Cynthia !—on my wakeful bed of care Aged, and wither'd by misfortune’s blight;
Bu:'st thou the allver{,I stream of thy soft light?  Of home, of friends, of earthly blessings bare,

Thou’lt find in me no shepherd young and fair Would'st thou to quiet lull my troubled breast,

Like him* who sleeping once bewitch'd thy By gentle spell of thy sweet holy smile ?
sight, O lay me then, in tranced vision blest,
And kisses lur’d from thee, 80 chaste and bright! On mountain summit or in desert isle ;
am a wretch, the victim of despair, Some dreamy spot, $n thy pale radiance drest—
* Endymion, From man remote—there ever let me rest !



Digitized by GOOS[@



164

LITERATURE, LADIES,

4

AND LOVE.

thus, soliloquized he: “Is literature encouraged
in America. Though Otter can't dictate an
intelligible sentence himself, yet he is rich, and
thus spurns a poet! Farewell to your coon pel-
try, and muskrat odour! I shall not contaminate
myself in any of your counting rooms! No—I
will leave the city—I will sojourn in the coun-
try villages, as Goldsmith did. Ha, ha, ha! I
have it—yes, I'll instantly pawn my watch, pay
my board, and set out, without receiving a cent
from Otter for my week’s labour.” And the
flighty fellow kept his word.
hil next found himself tramping along the

margin of a bright bay—the green leaves of the
forest trees quivering in the fresh breeze, and
the bappy birds pealing out their inspiring notes
from every bough. Phil resolved to become a
country schoolmaster: his education was good,
and he bore with him a few letters of intro-
duction to the most influential farmers. He
chuckled with the thoughts of a rural life, and
determined to write poetry every Saturday.

“I’'m glad to see you, young man,” said Co-
lonel —, after glancing over his letter, * but
my friend states that you have a decided taste
for literature—"'

“Yes; ‘and every one to his taste,’ as the
saying goes,” responded Phil. .

* But,” continued the Colonel, shaking his
head, ""writing isa poor business—all poets are

P—

i What of that, my dear sir! Wealth is not
heaven, nor poverty hell. You are the lord of
these broad lands,and that swarm of ‘negroes
singing in the barn yard, and in these consist
your happiness: now, I am of a different caste,
and enjoy more exquisite pleasure, in the con-
templation of the beautiful wild flower ir yon
umbrageous dell, through which I just passed,
than aﬁ your wealth could—"

“ Stop, sir!” interrupted the Colonel, “ you
are an impertinent fool! Go, then, into the
dell, and enjoy your pretty blossom! We want
no crack brained scribblers in our neighbour-
hood!"—Phil slept in the barn that night, his
only companion a brindle cur, which wagged
his tail, and laid down beside him.

Now for the ladies. A lady will scream the
loudest when a house is on fire: but she will
rush the farthest into the flames to save a dar-
ling child. A lady goes not to battle herself,
but she sends many a gallant hero there: if she
braves not the carnage of the field, yet her de-
licate fingers fashion the silken banner, and her
smiles inspire the soldier to defend it. Be the
cause what it will, if the ladies espouse it, tri-
umph is its destiny. As the oxen on the tread
wheel is to the miller, so is man obedient to the
sex. A secret spring is but touched, and they
go, or stand still, as required. When the
monster man is enraged, invoking direst impre-
cations on all around, the soft silver tones of
woman is a talisman, and his wrathful denun-
ciations end with, *“ The ladies—heaven bless
them!” In the darkest hour of distress, they
will endure the most, and hope the longest.
When our country was endangered, it was a
matron who fired her own mansion in its cause;
and it inspired more confidence in the drooping

‘

" versity !” and Phil kiss

soldiery, than an ordinary battle gained. A
lady saved Rome, when—Ay, when Phil found
himself turned into the street, and yet standing
before Mr. Otter's door, his eye caught the
glitter of a ring on his finger, and as he uncon-
sciously put his hand in his pocket in search
of coin, tﬁe cuff of his sleeve turned up, and he
beheld a braid of hair on his wrist: these were
keepsakes, from the hands of fair ladies, and he
was cheered, and resolved never to immolate
his genius on the altar of majnmon, Here was
another instance of the power of the sex: Phil
despised old Otter, and all his thousands lent
out and in bank, and chaerful:]y1 set off on foot,
with a bundle on his back, thinking all the
while of the approving smiles of the dear crea-
tures. If he was weary at eve, and somewhat
hungry, yet his slumber was peaceful on the
sweet straw, and his faithful sentinel kept his
feet warm. Heroines, in the vicissitudes of lite-
rature! In future, it will justly be said that
America owes more to the exertions of the
ladies for the advancement.of letters, than com-
merce does to all the Otters in the world !—
Zealous in the cause they espouse, (two or
three females excepted) happy success is cer-
tain. Whilst plodding merchants are making
money, and ranting politicians striving to bam-
boozle them out of .1t, ye are erecting a monu-
ment in the Republic of Letters, more durable
than the granite one in this city. A time will
come, when husbands, brothers, and sons, will
read the papers, and pay for them: will admire
the works of native minds, and appreciate the
moral of a well written tale—or they may look
to have their heads incontinently broken, if
there are any broomsticks in the land! And ye
will doit! And when their eyes are open to
duty and patriotism, and they shall prefer a
song to a cigar, they will thank the sex for
their reformation. \X/hen—ay, when the sun
rose the next morning, Phil was roused by the
tinkling of a guitar, and the beautiful Virginia,
the Colonel's lovely daughter, was sitting beside
him, like another Miranda.

“Is this a vision? Am I on earth?! That
song !"—exclaimed Phil, sitting upright, and
rubbing his eyes. S

“ I am your old boarding school acquaintance—
you are on the barn straw, and the song is in
this magazine, written by yourself,” replied the
blushing girl, and her fingers again wandered
over the strings.

“Then you are yet my friend—even in ad-

¢ her band in spite of
resistance.

“Alas!” said she, “my father has ardered
the servants not to permit you to come on the
premises, and written to the neighbours re-
questing that you may not be employed to teach
their children!” .

“ Fiddlesticks!” exclaimed Phil, in a lively
tone, * what care I for his enmity, or the frowns
of all the world, so you but smile approvingly 1
Lady, if you have any command to be executed —
any thing whatever you wish to be done—te})
me—with pleasure, I can even die—"

“Die! you look weak and pale!” said she,
and continued, unrolling her kerchief, “ | have
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brought you this.”"—And the provident Virginia
handed him a leg of chicken, and a large biscuit,
Tears came into Phil's eyes, as he partook of
the repast, and thought of his humiliating con-
dition. When his breakfast was over, he rose
abruptly, kissed the lady's hand once more, and
turned away in silence—for his tongue elove to
the rvovof lof his ttl:mu:.’h. "

* Will you thus depart, without even sayi
ﬁrewell’!’}" inquired the gentle Virginiazn:g
meek tones, her blushes giving way to livid
paleness,

o

Phil did depart without bidding her adieu—
but she accompanied him—and the next week
the papers gave a long account of a romantic
runaway match.

Virginia was the Colonel’s only daughter,
and there was no one to play the piano, in her
absence. Therefore, after storming a little,
and laughing with his fox-hunting companions,
at the odd affair, he became reconciled, and
called the lovers home.

’

g

Written for the Lady’s Book.

LINES, BY DR. CLINTON OF VIRGINIA,

. TO WHOMSOEVER MAY UNDERSTAND THEM.

FarrwrLL, dearest Chesnut, I leave thce to-morg
TOW,
In all the romance of my last promenade,

_Far hence to the sunny south—yet I would borrow
One little day more for “ my beautiful maid.”
Tho’ as strangers we passed and as strangers we

parted
Each glam;e of my eye was a charm-draught to
€

me,
+ And her look that I caught was so sweet, so warm-
+ hearted, .
I feel I could love her, who e’er she may be.

But to-morrow. must come—and for me thou must
greet her,
If that * Eastern” eye seek the Southerner more,
And brlelathe his lament that he cannot more meet
er, .
Yet leaves her and thee as he ne'er left before.

Oh! bid her remember me—I will remember
These days and these hours of the heart half
waylaid, L .

When these negligee saunters of lovely November,
Gave a maiden elect to my last promenade.

For the warm blood is rushing thro’ head and thro’

. bosom,
And bright thoughts are teeming I may not
*  repeat, .
That I've caught at in dreams, yet thus find but to
lose 'em,
For high-born and lovely is she whom I greet.
So be it—a dream—a romance—let it slumber,
Perchance we may meet where *my meteor”

ayed,
One more, (and a queen,) to my * Houris” I num-

rl .
*Tis the maiden elect of my last promenade,

Y

o
<@

Wristen for the Lady’s Book.

FRIENDSHIP, OR THE HOUSE ON THE HEATH.

BY MRS, THAYER.

In early youth. when' hope is new,
The heart up’md- \v-(hlrove and joy.
Each object wears a brighter hue, *
And pleasure seems without alloy.

Bat soan, alas ! toosoon, *tis past—

. And hope gives way to dark despair ;
¥ar friends, deceitful friends, bave cast
Aside, the veul they used to wear.

E. M. B.
Some years aﬂ:, a traveller, upen the turp-
ike, between Montreal and Lachine, might
ve observed at an equal distance from each,
an old -building, situated in the midst of a
wild and dreary tract of land, presenting to
the eye a scene of unmitigated desolation.
The curse of nature seemed to rest upon that
?wt; vegetation was at a stand; for, save a
‘ew stunted pine trees, the earth presented no-
thing but a meagre covering of short, dry, sun-
burnt grass. The house itself was in a most
dilapidated state; one end indeed, had partly
crumbled to the earth; the shattered window
frames swayed with every blast. The other
end, though not equally ruinous, was still, the
last place which any one, who had ever expe-

rienced the sensation conveyed by the word
comfort, would have chosen for a place of resi-
dence. It was inhabited, however, and that
too, by beings of the gentler sex. For many
years “the house on the heath” (so it was
called) had been untenanted. There was a
traditionary legend respecting its having once
belonged to & very wealthy man, who had in-
habited it for a short time, with a lovely young
creature, whom he called his wife. They
lived a very secluded life; never visiting, or
receiving visitors; and seldom seen beyond
their own precincts. It became a subject of
wonder, that they should have chosen such a

‘gloomy place of residence; the feeling was

soon converted into curiosity as to the why
and wherefore of the manner of living, of
people, who, evidently did not lack for this
world’s goods. But as there appeared no way,
by which the mystery could be solved, Mr. Au-
ley, so was the gentleman called, keeping no
servants, it is probable that the whole affair
would have been entirely forgotten, had not



166

FRIENDSHIP, OR THE

accident recalled them to the minds of their
neighbours.

One cold, etormy evening in November,
about a year after,Mr. Auley took possession of
the isolated dwelling above described, a pea-
sant having been belated in his return from
market, thinking to shorten the distance to his
home, directed his course through Mr. Auley’s
premises. He noticed a light burning in one
of the upper chambers, but it was not late
enough in the night for that to cause any sur-
prise. He hastened on, and bad just turned
the corner of the house, when his steps were
arrested by a faint scream, succeeded by sobs,
and, what seemed to him, supplications for
mercy. He listened in breathless silence, but
no other sound reached his ear. The next
morning it was discovered, that “the house on
the heath” was empty. A diligent search was
made throughout the premises, but no light
was thrown upon the mysterious affair. Mr.
Auley and his {oung wife had disappeared, none
knew how. It was the generally received
opinion, that he had murdered her, and many
affirm to this day, that, on every anniversary
of the night, when it was supposed the evil
deed was done, a figure, dressed in white, is
seen to flit past the windows of the old house.

Such being the belief, it may well be suppo-
sed, that no fittle sensation was caused by the
agpearance of smoke again issuing from the
chimney, giving indication that human beings
had taken possession of the long avoided spot.

It was early in the spring of 18—, that an
old, and singularly ugly woman, accompanied
by a little girl, of six or seven years, alighted
from a public stage, at the little auberge on the
Lachine road, and called for breakfast: durin
the meal, the old woman inquired of the land-
lady, if there was not near by, an old house,
the property of one Mr. Auley? At the sound
of that name, all the stories, which had been
hushed for many years, revived in the mind of
the landlady ; and she eagerly asked of her un-
prepossessing guest, if she knew any thing of
the person she had named? what had become
of him, and whether his wife was living?
for, she continued, “there were strong suspi-
cions caused by their manner of living, when
they resided in the old house you speak of, and
more from their manner of leaving it.” ¢ No
doubt, no doubt,” replied the first speaker, and
the landlady afterwards assured her gossips of
the tap room, that *“the old witch's voice
made her blood run cold ; it was like the gra-
ting of a saw.”

“No doubt, no doubt, Suspicion! Ay, he
came here for quiet and retirement. He mixed
not with the babbling race that surround.
ed him—his heart was stricken with sorrow,
amd he came here, seeking to forget, in soli-
tude, that bright hopes had once been his. And
for this your suspicions were aroused ! but how
could it be otherwise? you would suspect an
angel, if he came not to your sink of Iniguity
and partook not of your distilled poisons.
Frederick Auley an object of suspicion to the
vile, mongrel breed, half' Indian, balf habitant,
that people this accursed land !”

This was too much for the good nature of
the usually smiling landlady ; the imputation
cast upon her country and people was more
than she could bear. She advanced to the old
woman, whom she interrupted in the midst of
her vituperations. *“Eh bien ma vielle! then
what did you come here for! we want no for-
eign beggars to eat the bread of our children.
What is it you want among us: have you come
to take up your abode in the marderer’s house ?
well, it is a fit place for you, with the frogs
and crows for companions—but where got you
that child ! she is none of yours, I know such
an ugly old witch could never have such a
beautiful child. Say, did you steal her?”

“Woman, you rave! but [ waste my time.
Here, take your price for the petty meal, of
which we have partaken ; and, then, show me
the way to the house. I will pay you, even to
your rapacious heart's content. Lead the way!
quick. Ama,” she continued, addressing the
child, in a voice as mild and gentle, as it had
been hitherto jarring, *come, pet, can you
walk a little way ! it cannot be far from here, -
if my directions were right.”

The landlady, completely mollified by the
sight of her guest's well filled purse, now led
the way in silence till she came to what had
once been a gateway, leading to the old house.
There, she would have left them; but the old
woman, in a stern, peremptory manner, insisted
upon her entering the dwelling with them; in
order, she said, to ascertain what they should
need for their comfort, and to procure it for
them. Accordingly, the landlady, to her own
utter astonishment, found herself actually in-
side the dwelling, which, 8 few hours before,
she would have considered it the height of pre-
sumption even to approach. After examining
the house, the old woman decided upon two of
the lower rooms, and one chamber; for which,
giving her purse to the wondering landlady,
she desired her to procure materials of the com-
monest kind, to furnish; and, she continued,
“the remainder,” pointing to the money,
“keep for your trouble. I'shall want a wo-
man to do the work of the house, but she may
sleep at your house. I will pay for all. Will
you do my business?” The landlady, having
promised, now took her departure, tospread the
news of the strange woman, who had come,
with heape of money to live in “the house on
the heath,” and the beautiful child, ¢ belle com-
me une ange” that she had with her.

In a short time the necessary articles of fur-
niture were procured, and the inhabited part of
the mansion assumed an air of comfort. The
old woman, or Mrs. Saunderson, as she was
called, lived entirely secluded; her only com-
panion, the lovely little Ama, who might be
seen the long summer's day, sporting over the
heathy waste, perchance, chasing some truant
butterfly, or singing some childish song, of the
home which her young heart had not forgotten.

Thus years passed on, and Ama had attained
her fifteenth year, and had returned from
school, where, for two years, she had been
perfecting the education, commenced under her
mother’s eye ;—returned to her dreary home,



' HOUSE ON THBRBR HEATH,

167

rendered ten times more dreary, by the com-

rison she was now enabled to make, between
it, and the homes of her school mates. True,
it was occasionally brightened by visits from
those mates, more especially by one, whom, of
all others she most loved; the one whom she
had choeen as the friend of her young pure
heart. One evening, after a day spent with
her young friend, Ama sat listlessly gazing up-
on an open book before her, one hand supported
her finely formed head, the other rested upon
the unread page; all her bright, glossy hair
thrown back, as if the clustering ringlets,
which usually shaded the fair-face beneath, had
been burdensome in the hour of painful thought ;
and had been impatiently pushed away. Long
did the young girl remain in this attitude. At
lIength, rising from her seat, and pacing the
room rapidly, she exclaimed, I cannot endure
it; I shall die!” .

“Endure what, my child?’ asked her mo-
ther, who had watched, with an expression of
sorrow and pity every movement of her she
called child. « {Vhat cannot you endure !—but
why should I ask *’ she continued in a voice of
sadness, “I know how it is with you, you
grow tired of your poor old mother; you would
go out into the world, which your fancy paints
as an elysium. You would exchange the tried
and trusty friend of years—the protectress of
your infancy, for the song and the dance, and
the comranionship of your new found friend,

our Ella Crosby. Well, well, be it so. Go,
eave the old woman! 1 have no fears of soli-
tude, and, at most, it will last but a few brief
years. éo you to your friend; and learn by
experience, the value of the friendship, that
now shines in your eyes like refined gold. I
have studied well that girl’s character ; I have
marked the haughty flash of hereye ; and I tell
you, Ama, she knows nothing of the friendship
of which you dream, ehe will take you from
your obscurity, she will give you a home in her
father’s mansion, and a seat at the family
board, and while the world’s uPplauses, which
will follow “the noble deed,” are ringing in
_ her ears, you will be her “dear Ama,” her
“sweet friend,” but the novelty will snon pass
over; the world will grow tired of applauding,
and then, the ‘“-sweet friend,” will sink to the
humble companion, and from the humble com-
ion to the dependent, the slave of the rich
E:?ress. Ama, when that day comes, return
to your old mother, ber arms will be ever open
to receive you.”

“ Why do you talk thus to me? I have no
wish to leave you. Never in my secret heart,
have I for a moment thought of acceplinﬁ El-
len's invitation ; though I do not, cannot doubt
her friendship, I will not leave you; but why
need we live in this dreary, obscure place? my
heart yearns, I acknowledge it, for the society
I enjoyed while at school. Let us remove to
the city. I know that it is not poverty that
keeps us here.”

“Never, Ama! I lay no restraint upon you,
on the contrary I wish you to accept Miss
Crosby’s offer. And, Ama, you have often
asked me of your father, of your former home,

I will consign to your keeping a manuscript
which will give you the information you seek ;
but, you must promise me, not to open it, till
after my death, or my prophecy of your friend
is fulfilled. Go, now, to your bed, and sleep
off the hectic of discontent. To-morrow you
shall remove to the city.” .

“No, no, I will never leave you, you have
been to me as a mother, and, even though I
may not have the claim of a child to your affec-
tions, (8o your words have sometimes made me
think,) I, at least, owe you much, much grati-
tude. You have ever been kind and indulgent
to me, bumoring my often wayward whims,
bearing patiently my petalant repinings for
change. No, no, I can never leave you.

rieve that I have offended you, and I will en-
eavour to do so no more.”

“You have not offended me, I tell you. Ttis
my wish that you should accept Miss Crosby’s
invitation, good may come of it. Go to bed
now, we will talk more upon this subject
another time.”

* * * * ] *

“And you. will ‘really live with me, dear
Ama, always, and be my sister? _Oh! I am so
happy ; ourlives will be like a bright summer’s
day. You shall never go back to * the haunted
hounse,” or the old witch that inhabitsit. Do’nt
frown, sweet, she is not your mother, I know.”

“No, Ellen, she is not my mother, I now
feel convinced. I know not the tie, which has
bound her to me so long; but it is one I am
bound to revere. She has been a kind parent
to me—stern, cold, and forbidding she may be
to others, but, to me, she has been gentle and
affectionate; and I love ber, as welT, Ellen, as
you love your mother.”

“Well, well, then we will say no more
about her. I won't even mention her name
again, lest I call up that serious expression,
which I assure you does not become your dim-
pled face, half so well as smiles. Come now
to my father and wother, who are waiting to
welcome their new daufhter. In the afternoon
we will drive to my milliner and dress maker,
for you must be remodeled from head to foot.
In the evening I am going out, but I will leave
you my list of engagements for the week, in all
of which, you will, of course share as soon as it
is known that you are here.—There is the bell,

pa is impatient to see you; so come along ;
K:t I tell you beforehand, I shall not submit to
your stealing all his love from me.”

» . % * * * .

For a few months, Ama was as happy in her
new home, as in her brightest dream she had
ever anticipated. She visited her mother, as
she still called her, who always received her
with a joyful welcome; and listened with a
pleased smile, to her relations of the happy life
she led, and praises of her loved friend, whose
trath she considered now beyond a doubt.

To all this the old woman listened atten-
tively ; but never allowed a doubt to cross her
lips. She saw that her child was happy, and
not for the world would she have shortened the
brief respite, which her experience of the
world, and knowledge of the human heart, told
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her remained of happiness for the artless girl,
whose hopes rested, as she knew, upon crumb-
l‘i:g sands, which were, even now, loosened,
would soon be washed away, by the over-
whelming sea of vanity and jealousy, at work
in the bosom of her she call frieful All this
the old woman knew, though she spoke not of
it; but, when after an unusual absence, of
several weeks, her child again visited her with
a pale cheek and dimmed eye, she knew, that

“ A change had come over the spirit of her dream.”

“ Why have you been so long away, Ama 1"
she asked. The girl, unused to equivocation,
blushed as she answered, [ could not have
the carriage sooner, and Mr. Crosby does not
like that any of the family should walk so far;
or, I would gladly have walked, for I have
longed to see you.”

“Poor child, poor child! and how long cam
you stay ? I see the carriage remains.”

“An hour. I promised Ellen that I would
not stay longer, for she wants the carriage to
ride this afternoon.”

* Are you going to ride with her "

# No.”

“ How is this? I thought you always rode
with her.”

«] generally do; but she promised to take
some friends, who are visiting her from Que-
bec, round the city, and the carriage holds but
four you know.” .

“True—how many are there of her friends 1"

“ Two.”

“ You may read the manuscript I gave you,
Ama, when you please. Poor child! bitter, I
know full well, are the tears you now shed.
Hard is the first disappointment to the youn
heart—the first doubt of those it loves. It
droops, it withers, but it does not dreak—hap-
Py, would it be, if it did. No, it lives on; it
even believes and trusts anew; again, and
again, it pours out its rich treasures of affec-
tion, not, it is true, with the same undoubting
confidence as before.

“ Deceitful friends have cast
Anide the veil they used to wear,”

But still, with the elastic hopes of youth, cling-
ing, yearningly clinging, to the semblance of
truth; till, deceived and trampled upon by the
cold and heartless, its gushing tenderness
thrown back, it becomes by degrees seared and
hardened, and ends, by believing all false, all

faithless. You, Ama, have taken the world's .

first lesson; it needs no words to tell me of it—
tears have been yoar companions, oftener than
smiles, of late. You bave longed to see me. I
know it! You have longed to lay your head
upon my bosom, as in infancy you did, and for-
get that the allurements of the world had ever
parted us ;e!our young heart has been torn, and
you yearned to open it before me, but they would
not let you ; they kept you from me ; for they
were ashamed, aye, they, the proud and haugh-
:g minions of wealth, were ashamed, that I,

e despised outcast, the witch, the hag, should
know that they had ill-treated the innocent,

guileless orphan, whom, in their pompous gene-
rosity, they took from the only true friend,
which in the wide world, remained to her;
decked her, (a living memento of their charity
for the world to gaze upon) in rich garments
and jewels, and lavished upon her the whole
vocabulary of endearing epithets, till, growing
tired of the new toy, they would fain cast 1t
aside, with those which preceded it. But they
dare not, for the world, which they worship,
might then hint, that it was only their own
gratification they had sought; so they keep her
still, but make her life wearisome, by taunts
and revilings. Ama, will you bearit? can the
gaiety and grandeur, by which you are sur-
rounded, make up for a breaking heart? But
do not answer me now; go home—read the
manuscript the first opportunity; then, when
you know all, if you can unbesitatingly return
to me, do so. Good bye, my child.” .

Ama returned to her adopted home with her
heart lightened, in a degree, by the knowledge,
that her long tried friend had read the secret of
her disquietude,and, not only sympathized with
her, but was willing to receive her again to her
peaceful, though retired home. She hastened
to her own room, to avail herself of the privi-
lege she had received, of perusing the manu-
script which her supposed mother had given
her, on her first separation from her. It was
in the form of a letter, as follows :—

Dear Ama, child of my love, when you read
these lines, either the hand that traced them
will be mouldering in the earth, or you, loved
one, will have learned, that the world is not a
¢ temple of truth.” You will have learned,
what I foolishly thought toshield you from ; the
dear bought knowledge, that * triendship is in-
deed but 2 name.” You will go out into the
world. I have long known that it must be so;
I have watched you, when you knew it not: I
have seen your ong:}!ea.rning look after the
carriage that conveyed your new friend away.
I have marked your tearful eye, yourtrembliug
lip, and knew that you were contrasting your
lot with her’s; and, from the first, I knew that
we must part. I do not blame you; it is natu-
ral; youth delights in scenes of gaiety. I do
not blame, but pity you. We have been happy,
Ama, here, in our lonely home, from which
worldlings would turn in real, or affected hor-
ror—here, on this dreary heath, communing
with none but each other, and our God, we have
been happy. Care, or envy, or deceit, the at-
tendants on the rich and great, have found no
entrance beneath our humble roof. You will
leave me, Ama; and, in leaving me, leave
peace of mind; and, what will you gaim in-
stead ! a place among the giddy revellers that
throng the city, whom, if I have read your
heart rightly, before many years have matured
your judgment, you will despise—a place in
the dance; looks of admiration, and words ot
unmeaning flattery ; and, for a little while, the
charm will have effect; you will believe all is,
as it seems, and while the delusion lasts,
formed, as you are, for the enjoyment of society,
you will be happy as the bird of spring; but it
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will soon pass away! The poor dependant on
a rich man’'s bounty, will not long be allowed
to gaze upon the world's bright side only:
friends, or such as are termed so, will grow’
cold ; and, though your pure heart shrinks from
admitting aught lili'

bitter¢ruth will be forced upon it, that you have
been deceived. Tiien, Ama, you will think of
the friend whom you have left solitary. Then
will the remembrance of past days of peace
rise ap, and you will sigh that you bartered
them for a bubble. But % will pursue this sub-
Ject no further; it was of myself I wished to
write; of myself, and your parents. I liuger at
my task, for Ama, it will be very bitter to me,
to recal the past. Rather would I allow the
shades of oblivion to rest upon all that concerns
myself; but it is necessary that yon should be
informed who were the authors of your being:
and so intimately was my existence interwoven
with theirs, that in recounting their history, I
must of necessity recount my own.

I was the only child of my parents, and heir-
ess to their ample fortune. I was reared in
the midst of abundance, but those kind friends,
with their usual judicious thoughtfulness, early

taught me the instability of riches, and the °

wisdom of habituating myself to depend upon
my own resources. They spared no expense in
-my education; but, sought more thuse accom-
plishments which tend to the adornment of the
mind, than the light graces, which go to make
up a fashionable lady’s education. In person I
was always very plain, and, as you know,
slightly deformed; but as the heiress to an ex-
tensive property, I was sufficiently attractive
to have many suitors—worldly minded beings,
who wonld sell their souls for mammon. How
I despised them! Early in life, I formed a
friendship with a young girl of nearly my own
age, but beautiful as I was plain. She wasa
bright creature, with a smile and a song ever
on her lips; her large deep blue eye seemed
to look out from a soul of purity and truth, and
I imagined that not a shadow of falsehood counld
ever darken it. I loved her with the intensity
that always characterized my feelings; and
when I became an orphan, I offered her a home
and a share of the wealth of which I was mis-
tress. She would gladly bave accepted the
offer, as freely as it was made, but she could
not leave the aged relative' with whom she was
living; who had supplied to her the place of
parents, since her infancy. I was obliged to
submit; but my home was dreary to me, and
the greater part of the time I spent with Alice.
I sought not, T wished not for any society but
hers. I would have been contented to have
lived apart from all the world, never to mingle
in 1n its scenes, had Alice been with me.
et, as I looked at her, lovely as she was, and
met the laughing glance of her eye, I felt that
she was formed to adorn a far different sphere.
I became selfish in my affection, and when I
thought of her giving her heart and uniting her
fate with another, % almost ‘wished, that she
had been less fair. [ sometimes spoke to her
upon this subject, when she would twine her
arms around me, and assure me again, and
15
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. beauty but of minor consequence.

again, that she conld never love any one better
than me. *“And even,” she would say, *should -
I marry, does it necessarily follow, that 1should
love you less? Be assured, that I will never
marry any ene, who does not appreciate your
character as highly as I do. My husband will
love my friend, dearly as I love her.” I loved
to hear her talk thus, for I thought that she
spoke from her heart.

Years passed, and we both remained unmar-
ried; for myself, I had never even wished to
change my condition. Morbidly sensitive upon
the subject of my personal appearance, [ forgot
that a sensible man, who, in choosing a wife,
secks not merely a toy to amuse his leisure
hours; but a companion and friend, capable
of sharing in his graver pursuits; to whom he
may unfold his most secret thoughts; secure
of sympathy and counsel, will consider mere
I shrunk
from the thought of uniting myself, to any one,

. allured by my wealthy alone, to seek my hand.

As for Alice, she had been so unremittingly
attentive on her infirm relative, that she had
been secluded from society, and had met with
no one, upon Whom she could bestow her heart.

When I had attained my twenty-fifth year,
in compliance with the wishes of my friends, I
celebrated my birth-day by an entertainment.
Among the guests invited was an elderly gen-
tleman, an old acquaintance of mine, who re-
quested permission to bring with him a stranger
who had brought introductory letters to him,
from his friends in England: I readily consent-
ed, little thinking how much my after life,
would be influenced by the events of that even-
ing. Mr. Ainsford (the name of the stranger)
came, was introduced to me, and requested m
band in the dance. I think I never met wit
a mbre prepossessing person ; he was not hand-
some, if we except a forehead, the height and
form of which gave promise of the fine intellect
of its possessor. He was not handsome, but
there was a dignity, & nobility (if I may so
speak) about him, that more than supplied the
deficiency; and his conversation was varied and
refined; in short, that evening was to me the
most delightful in my existence; and I, who
had never allowed the dream of love to cross
my mind, learned to think the hours long and
wearisome, when not passed in his society. [
gave him an invitation to pass some time at my
house. The presence of an aunt, who had re-
sided with me since my father’s death, allowed
me, with perfect propriety, to do so. He
accepted my invitation, and now a new life
dawned upon me; a life of pure unalloyed hap-
piness. Oh, why could it not last! or why
could I not die before the change came?

For several months this dreamy state of ex-
istence continued. I loved deeply, devotedly;
and I felt that I was beloved in return. We
were betrothed, and I gave myself up to de-
lightful anticipations for the future. About this
time, Alice, who had been travelling with her
aunt, returned, after having performed the last
filial duties to her remains. She died at some
distance from home, at a place where they had
been residing for the benefit of sea bathing.
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“In supposing it possible that ariy man could
love her. What but her vanity, think you,
revents her seeing that her betrotired hus-
d’s attentions are bestowed almost entirely
upon her ¢ degr Alice?”

 Alice, I do not like to hear you talk thus
of one, who has been so true a friend to you.
I hope you have not an ungrateful heart.”

I could bear no more.. I sank senseless upon
‘a chair, and was conveyed to my own chamber.
None ever knew, could know, my anguish, my
utter hopeles-ness—for a few days I gave my-
sel€ up to despair; I cared not to live. T had
been deceived where [ most trusted; my confi-
dence repayed by falsehood—my friend—my
Alice, whom I had considered pure and artless
as an infant, had proved false, heartless, un-

tefal. I brooded over my disappointment
in solitude and silence. I sought not for sym-
pathy or pity. I would have spurned it.
taught my lip to smile, my tongue to utter
light words, my brow to remain unclouded, and
none saspected that the dank dews of . despair
had fallen on my heart. I sought an interview
with Mr. Ainsford, and gave him back his pro-
mises. [ then settled one half of my property
upon Alice; the remainder to devo{ve' to her
or her children, at my death.

This done, I but waited to see them married.
Yes, I saw them married! I heard Frederick
Aipsford vow to love another! My heart sick-
ened within me, but outwardly I was firm.
saw him whom I loved, place the ring, which
was te have been mine, npon another’s finger.
I saw it all, and I fainted not, wept not. I had
nerved my soul for the trial, and God gave me
strength to bear it.

Immediately after they were married, I gave
up my house to them, with the intention of
g‘nsaing some time in travelling with my aunt.

rederick urged me to remain with them; say-
ing that their happiness would be incomplete
without my presence. He was sincere!—yes,
I believe, even now, that he was sincere.
Alice, too, in her soft, mild tones of endearment,
begged * her beloved Maria™ not to leave them.
How I despised the sycophant! I turned trom
her almost with loathing. .

I leff my home, my childhood’s home, the
home where my parents had lived and died. 1
left it and became a wanderer. Where [ went
or how passed the years of my exile, it is not
necessary now to relate.

After two years absence, [ returned again to
my native land, and had I sought revenge, it
was offered me. I found Alice still in iny house,
but her husband was not there. She had ful-
filled the prophecy, which a moment of bitter-
ness had wrung from me, that the faithless
friend would prove the faithless wife.

. Soon after their marriage, Alice had given
her husband cause to doubt the purity of her
principles; but, wishing rather to recliim her
if possible, than to publish her error to the
world, he removed from his residence, and
came here, Ama, to this desolate spot, hoping
that solitude and time for reflection, and ab-
sence from the tempter, who sought to lure her
to vice, might recal her to a sense of her duties

as.a'wife, and member of society. Vain hope!
that one, who had openly counselled all disre-
ﬁzrd of engagements in one case, would ever
bound by.them when opposed to the gratifi-
cation of the predominant fancy of the moment.
One morning, after they had lived here nearly
4 year in total seclusion, (at least, on her part)
Mr. Auley, the name by which he was known
here, returning unexpectedly from a walk,
found his wife earnestly perusing a letter. He
calmly desired to see it; she, for some time,
refused to show it to him; but, at length, find-
ing him determined to see it, she yielded. You
may imagine his surprise on finding it written
by the wretch, whom, in choosing this abode,
he had thought to avoid ; and, written too, evi-
dently, in answer to one from Alice. For some
time, he spoke ot & word: at length, addrese-
ing his wife in a mild, but decided voice, he
mﬁi her, that he was now convinced of her de-
pravity of heart; that the hope which he had
nourished, that her error arose from thought-
lessness, and might be repented of, was now
broken. He bade her prepare to returan to their
former home; he told her, that as a christian
he was bound to forgive her; and he did—and
more, he entreated her, for her own sake, to
correct the light coquetry of her manners,
which exposed her to insults, the greatest that
could be offered to a virtuous married woman,
rofessions of love from others than her husband.

@ said that her welfare must always be the
sincere wish of his heart; but, for the future,
they must be strangers. Alice was subdued;
she loved her husband as well as she could love
any thing beside herself; but her vanity and
love of admiration, would not allow her to be
satisfied with the love of but one. But now,
that she was about to lose it, his affection seem-
ed to her more valuable than the whole world
besides. She begged of him not to cast her off;

romised solemnly to be all he desired her, if
Ee would but live beneath the same roof with
her. He was inexorable; though she besought
him on her kaees for mercy and forgiveness, he
remained firm.

That night they both left this place and re-
turned to New York, where Alice again took
possession of my house, and Mr. Ainsford took
lodgings in a boarding house, till he could ar-
range his affairs, to permit of his leaving the
country. I arrived at home the evening before
the day fixed upon for his departure. After
hearing the particulars of their lives during my
absence, (of which I have given you a brief .
sketch,) from Alice, who, in relating it, spared
not herself, she exonerated her husband from
all blame; and said that she alone was in fault.
So sincere appeared her penitence, that I
thought it warranted my endeavouring to bring
about a reconciliation. I therefore sent imme-
diately to inform Mr. Ainsford of my return,
ani desired to see him. He obeyed my sum-
moas. | rec-ived him alone, and after a few
preliminary remarks, I commenced my office
of mediatrix. I represented to him, in as strong
a light as [ could, the disgrace and Lumiliation
attending upon separations ; painted the solitary
life to which it must consign both parties, and
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dwelt upon my conviction of Alice’s sincere
repentance; but, for a long time, in vain. He
said he had forgiven her; but he never wished
to see her again; his hopes were blasted. He
knew that he deserved all his suffering, for his
faithlessness towards one, far, far too good for
him—he knew that he deserved it,and he hoped
to bear lds lot with resignation—he would
leave the scenes of his gisappointment—he
would pray that God would guile and direct
her, but he could never again call that being
wife, who had deceived him, and whom he
could neither respect or esteem.

It is not necessary that I should recapitulate
all the arguments I used to obtain my object;
suffice it, that I did at length obtain it. 1 led
him to the room where Alice was, and left them
alone. What passed between them at that in-
terview, I never knew. The result was a re-
conciliation.

The next day Mr. Ainsford again became an
inhabitant of the same dwelling with his wife,
and I think he never had reason to repent it. He
could not, it is true, forget the past—he could
never again place the same trust and confidence
in Alice, as before he had learned to doubt her
truth. But her conduct was ever after per-
fectly correct. I do not think that Alice was
ever happy after their separation. She was
conscious she had forfeited her husband’s es-
teem; and the thought wore upon her. She
became sickly and melancholy. She had seve-
ral children, all of whom died in their infancy.
She used to say sometimes, that the curse of
God was upon her, and that she should never
hear the dear name of mother, from child of hers,
Her presentiment proved true. She died soon
after the birth of her sixth child, a fine healthy
babe.

Now Ama, a few brief lines and my tale is
told. Mr. Ainsford remained & widower two

ears, and then in offered me his hand and

eart, 1 ncceptﬁathe offer, for I bad never
ceased to love him. Again I looked to the
future for happiness—again I admitted hope to
my bosom—again pictured forth scenes of do-
mestic enjoyment—and again reaped disap-
pointment—sad, wilheringaﬁisappointment.

It wanted but one week to the day we were
to be united, when Mr. Ainsford, returning
home from a considerable distance, was surprised
by a storm, and too impatient to reach home, to
think of stopping till he arrived there, he be-
came drenched to the skin. Every means was
adopted to prevent the ill effects likely to arise
from his imprudence, but in vain. A raging
fever set in; and, on the very day that was to
have made me his wife, I saw him laid in the
tomb. I will not attempt to describe my feel-
ings. I have often wondered at the ways of
providence; truly, ¢ they are past finding out;”
that I, for whom the world contained no tie, no
charm, should still live on, while so many are
talcen away, while hope is still young in their
hearts; surrounded by all that makes life dear:
but He, who takes note of the little sparrow,
and clothes the lily of the field, has given to
each his allotted time, and I do not complain.
I trust that my life has not been guite useless;

at least, I have fulfilled the trust imposed upon
me by your father; I have been a friend to you
Ama, have [ not? Immediately after Mr.
Ainsford’s death, I took the child—you, Ama,
consigned by him to my care, and sought this
spot. I longed for solitude, seclusion, and I
have found them. The rest you know.

When Ama had finished the MS, her first
impulse was to return to the friend of her child-
hood; but she curbed her impatience, and re-
solved to wait till the next day. In the even-
ing, Ellen, who was preparing for a party,
called, as latterly had been her custom, upon
Ama, to assist her in the duties of the toilet.
The ci-devant friend and adopted sister, unhe-
sitatingly complied with the ungracious request,
but she could not control her thoughts from
dwelling upon the events that day had made
known to her. She obeyed the haughty Ellen’s
directions as far as it was in her power; but a
lady's maid requires to have all her thoughts
about her, when preparing her mistress for a
party. Ama committed several ludicrous blun-
ders which cost herseveral petulant reprimands,
from the amiable young lady upon whom she
was attending, whose patience became quite
exhausted, when her absent minded tiring wo-
man actually put on her beautiful dress wrong
side before, and composedly commenced fasten-
ing it in that state. A rude push, and an accu-
sation of stupidity was her reward. It was now
Ama’s turn to be offended. She was, usually,
good nature itself, but even a worm will turn
when trodden upon.

¢ Stupidity! Miss Crosby? Well, perhaps I
am stupid, for I did not commence the business
of waiting maid till I was too old to acquire it
in perfection.”

“Oh! I beg your ladyship'’s pardon, I really
forgot that I was speaking to Miss Saunderson,
heiress to the houseon the heath,and daughter
of the respectable Mrs. Saunderson, commonl
called “The Old Witch.” 1T fancied myseﬂ'
addressing a poor dependant, whom I raised
from the ﬁ)west grade in society, and gave her
a home in my father's house; and whom, I was
foolish enough to suppose, possessed some gra-
titude for benefits received. I can dispense
with your assistance and your company also. I
would advise you to peruse the little fable
which we translated some time since, of the
peasant and the viper—you need be at no loss
where to apply it.”

“I am no viper, Miss Crosby. What you
have done was for your own gratification, un-
sought by me. You professed friendship for
me; I believed your pro‘essions; and, when you
offered to share your home with me, I accepted
it, as [ supposed it was intended—as your equal
in all but wealth. I am no beggar, as you well
know. I never knew the want of any thing in
my life—deceived by your show of affection, I
never thought that you were but gratifying
the whim of the moment—that you but sought
a new toy. I am not ungrateful; but I do
repent, most sincerely, that I ever left my
humble home, and to-roorrow I will return to
it'"
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“[ think you had better, it is certainly the
fitter station for you. You will oblige me by
returning.” " )

The nextday, Ama returned to.her old friend,
who received her with open arms, and smiled
when she observed that ¢ her child” had not
returned alone. * Who is this who has accom-
panied you, Amal! Is he a friend of yours? as
such, he is welcome to all our humble means
can offer.” :

The stranger, apparently to relieve Ama,
;ﬁ:c;‘ appe painfully embarrassed, answered
for her. -

My name, madam, is Crosby, nephew of the
entleman in whose house this young lady has
en residing.”

« I see, I see it all. This accounts for their
coldness, for their change of behaviour to my
darling—they feared that one of their proud
race, would marry a poor, portionless girl. I
understand it all.”

% May I then hope that you will not disap-

rove! I acknowledge my affection for Miss
underson—will you sanction it?"

“Come here, Ama, dearest, tell me truly,
does your heart answer to the affection you
have heard proffered to yous do you love this
Mr. Crosby? Again, the young man interposed.

« Madam,” he said, “I have, before now,
spoken my hopes to Miss Saunderson, and 1
haytz’ her permission to beg your sanction to my
suit.”

“ You have it. I kuow that Ama would not
love unworthily. You have my sanction to
wed—not Miss Saunderson, but Miss Ainsford—
not the poor dependant on yeur uncle’s bounty,
but the mress of wealth equal to your own—
not the daughter of “ The Old Witch,” but of pa-
rents of as high rank and respectability as your

roud relations. Yes, Ama, all I say is true.

e will return to New York once more; I will
dwell in the home of my parents, which your
happiness will again make pleasant to me.
Once more will I believe that the future may
offer some consolation for the sorrows of the
pust. Surely, surely, I shall not now be disap-
pointed. I will trust in God that the hope of my
declining years be not blighted.” JL.T

o
v

‘Written for the Lady's Book.
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WHO GAZES FROM MOUNT OLIVET!?

BY W. B. TAFPAN.

L

Wao gazes from Mount Olivet,

His dove-like eyes with sorrow wet—

His bosom with compassion heaving—

His mighty heart with anguish grieving ?

Who searches with unerring eye

Into thy sad futurity

Jerusalem! and sees thy doom

Written by imperial Rome :—

Famine, Slaughter, Fire, agreed

On thy precious ones to feed—

When thy towers shall Ruin wrap,

And the pagan eagle flap

O’e¢r the sacred Mercy seat?

‘When the pent-up wrath, in showers,

‘Will, incessant, on thee burst—

When thy maidens shall, like flowers,

Perish 'mid the flames of lust— '
. When the mother, hunger.wild, *

Shall, in madness, gnaw her child.

Who is he that sees it all?

Sees when sacrilegious feet

Trcad on Zion—when the call

Is for vengeance most complete ?

He, the Prophet, pilgrim-shod,

Hz, the very Son of God!

IL
Years sweep on—Jerusalem !
Thee the Roman armics hem,
Helmed legions on thee press.
Clouds of arrows thee distress—
Stone, and dart, and javelin
Entrance to thy treasures win.
Hippicus, Antonia, fall;
Mary-Amne—and t.h{ wall,
Pierced with gates of burnished gold—
And thy Holy House of old,
Yield unto the dreadful strife.
Heavens! the sacrifice of life!
Murder, plunder, leagued in band,
Stalk amid thee, hand in hand ;—
Cedron is a pool of gore,
Olivet is fortress made—
Mercy! that these towers of yore,
Courts that saw the world adore,
Should in dust and blood be laid !
Who directs the furious war?
He, alone, whose prescience saw.
Mightier than Vespasian’s son,
Who the ruthless fight has won?
Who the wine-press here has trod ?
HE, the very Son of God!

Pride often miscalculates, and more often .

misconceives. The proud man places himself
at a distance from other men; seen through that
distance, others perhaps appear little to him;
bat he forgets I.Eut this very distance causes
him also to appear-equally little to others.

15*

o
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If kings would only determine not to extend
their dominions, until they had filled them with
happiness, they would find the smallest territo-
ries too large, but the longest life too short, for
the full accomplishment of go grand and so noble
an ambition.
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On! the sound of that wind,
What a legion it wakes
Of thoughts that have slept through a long lapse
of years,
In the dearest and deepest recesses of Mind—
How ‘clear on the memory each fond vision
breaks,
Though consign’d to oblivion with torrents of
tears:
Consign'd, but in vain! for each image ap-
pears
Agzin on the scene, with the freshness it wore
To the young eye of joy in the summer of

yore. ,

I behold the bright vale
Where Hope said I should live
In seclusion and bliss, with the youth of my heart,
New-born seem the roses that bloom'd in that dale
Where we promised to yield all the world had to
ive, .
All fhat riches could purchase in life's splendid

ay. .
For the charms that Love, Virtue, and Nature im-

part, .
Yet that world’s gilded pageants seduc’d him from

truth,
And the Eden we formed in the white days of
youth. M. T

o
<

Written for the Lady's Book.

THE NAMELESS ON E.—(cincLupED.)

BY L. A.

DxerLy regretting my own precipitance, 1
now called to mind a fact with which I had
long been acquainted;—namely—that Fran-
cina had a brother, two years older than herself,
who had studied the art of engraving, in a city
remote from the residence of the Ringrose fa-
mily. I likewise remembered that, on my first
interview with Ralston, I had remarked some-
thing in the expression of his features which
awakened unaccountable recollections; and as
soon as the word brother was pronounced by
Francina in the theatre, I cursed my stupidity
for not discovering the family resemblance
sooner. I was now to appear as his accuser,
and probably to be the instrument of his con-
viction;—I was to bring sorrow and disgrace
into a domestic circle, which comprised the
only beings on earth whom I loved, and who
ha.dy given me the most undonbted proofs of a
reciprocated affection. How could I meet the
reproachful glances of that father ?—of that mo-
ther'—and above all, of that sister? These
reflections made my existence hateful,—and
could I have given up life, without incur-
ring the guilt of suicide, Francina’s brother
would have been liberated for want of testimony
against him.

When we arrived at the alderman’s office,
the examination was about to commence, when
a momentary interruption was produced by the
entrance of several persons. These were a
gentleman and lady, whom I afterwards found
to be the brother and sister-in-law of Mrs. Ring-
rose;—at the theatre they had been scated in
the same box with Ralston and Francina.
Francina herself followed, looking so pale and
wretched that I turned away my eyes to avoid
a sight so distressing. Having been duly sworn
to tell “the truth, the whole truth, and nothing
but the truth,” I proceeded, in a faltering

WILMER.

voice, to relate all I knew concerning the pri-
soner; and, had 1 been on the rack of the In-
quisition, my delivery could not have bcen more
painful.

My evidence having been given in, Mr. Bar-
net, Francina’s uncle, said—*Who is this
person who brings such a serious charge against
my nephew?!—For the last year, this young
man, (pointing to Ralston,) has resided in my
family, and his conduct during that period, as
well as his general reputation, makes the pre-
sent charge a matter of astonishment to me and
all his relatives. In such a case, we may rea-
sonably demand that the accuser give some
evidence of his own respectability. —Pray, sir,”
continued Mr. Barnet,addressing me, * be good
enough to answer these three questions;—what
is your name?—where do you reside?—and
what are your means of subsistence?”

A ray of hope darted to my heart, like a sun-
beam on an icicle. That interrogatory which
had often caused me so much embarrassment,
was now heard with rapture.

“If I am uneble to answer the first of your
queries,” gaid I, “you may conceive that the
others are likewise unanswerable.”

“You cannot tell your own name, then?”
said Mr. Barnet.

“1 cannot.”

Mr. Barnet cast a triumphant glance at the
alderman, and the latter surveyed me with an
eye which seemed to menace instant annihila-
tion. In all my subsequent replies, I was care-
ful to deepen the unfavourable impression
which I had certainly produced;—and in this I
succeeded so well, that a commitment for va-
grancy, or perjury, or both, seemed inevitable.
To this fate 1 was entirely reconciled, when X
considered that the release of Ralston would
be the consequence of my own misadventure.
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Baut, at the very moment when I was delivered
into the hands of the constable, to be conducted
to prison—when, for the first time since my
arrival at the office, I raised my eyes to meet
those of. Francina, she seemed, at that instant,
to become conscious of what was going forward,
and grasping her uncle's arm, she exclaimed in
a tremulous, yet energetic tone:

¢ No;—this must not be. He has not sworn
falsely. I know him to be incapable of false-
hood. I now believe that my brother is guilty.”

All were astounded at this unexpected vin-
dication, and, by the looks of pity which were
cast upon the generous' maiden, [ seaw that her
intellects were supposed to be disordered by
grief for her brother’s misfortune. With this
apprehension, Mrs. Barnet attempted to comfort
and compose her; but Francina persisted in as-
serting my innocenee and her brother’s guilt—
Ralston himself now appeared to be struggling
with various emotions, and at length, to the
utter amazement of the audience, he said, ap-
parently with much effort: .

“ Yes; she’is right. I am guilty, and the
young man has told nothing but the truth.”"

This acknowledgment changed the whole
aspect of affairs instantaneously. Ralston, (as
I have continued to call him,) was committed
as a suspected felon, and I was required to give
security for my appearance at court, as a wit-
ness. In the meanwhile, one of the constables,
who had seen me at Mr. Tickler's, had gone td
tell my %ood old friend what had happened—
and the latter came bustling into the offico at
this very seasonable juncture. Mr. Tickler
baving become my surety, I was thenceforth at
liberty; but wished heartily that the matter
had turned out otherwise. I would have given
worlds to exchange a few words with Fran-
cina. Asshe and her relatives were about to
leave the place, I approached the melancholy
group, and, addressing Mr. Barnet, I expressed
those unfeigned regrets which were intended
for the hearing of another person.

¢ Sir,” answered Mr. Barnet, * you have done
nothing more than your duty; I blame you only
when you give us to understand that you would
have dene less, had you known the family.
connections of the prisoner. Were he my own
son, I would not raise a ‘finger, if thereby I
might prevent justice from having its course.”

n reconsidering the adventures of this even-

ing, there was but one circumstance which I
could remember with comfort. I bad learned
incidentally that the real christian name of the
culprit was Thaddeus. Whether he had been
called after Thaddeus of Warsaw, or Thaddens
the apostle, I cannot say;—however, his name
was Thaddeus—and, in this fact, I spied hope
and consolation. I called to mind my late con-
versation with Miss Grace Tickler, and the

admiration she had expressed for the name

aforesaid; and, intent on & project for the de-
liverance of the prisoner, I hastened back to the
theatre, where I arrived in time to hand Mrs.
Tickler and her two daughters into the car-
riege. The next day I found an opportunity
to make Miss Grace acquainted with Ralston’s
story, endeavouring to soften some parts of it,

and to make other parts as pathetic as possible;
which little artifice, in conjunction with the
name of Thaddeuk, soon enlisted all her sympa-
thies .in his behalf. I then requested her to
petition her father to use his influence in favour
of the prisoner. Having thus secured the me-
diation of Miss Grace, I introduced the subject
to Mr. Tickler himself, the eame afternoon.
The old gentleman had latterly taken some
pains to instruct me in phrenology, and I now
began the conversation by remarking that the
young man who had been arrested on the prece-
ding evening, bad one of the finest crahiums I
had ever met with. This was happily the truth;
and the observation was not lost on my friend
Tickler. He instantly embraced my views;—
a petition for a nolle prosequi was drawn up,
and, before the expiration of two weeks, it was
signed by numbers of respectable citizens and
transmitted to the seat of government. '
While these matters were in process, | was
returning, one day, from the bank, where I had
been to transact some little business for Mr.
Ticklet, and while crossing the street, I had the
happimess to preserve a lady from being run over
Ply an omnibus, the horses going at full gallop.
he driver cursed me for my interference, and
the lady thanked me for my politeness and hu-
manity; so that between the imprecations of one,
and tKe acknowledgments of the other, I was
thoroughly stupified. The lady begged to be
favoured with the address of her deliverer,
and the driver demanded my name, for a very
different purpose, vowing he would have satis-
faction for the insult I had presumed to offer
his horses. The lady was visibly hurt at my
delay in answering her grateful inquiries, and
the driver protested against my cowardice and
sneakishness, in refusing to let him know where
I might be found. I stood, like an Indian at
the stake, rolling my eyes from one of my tor-
mentors to the other;—doubting which I should
answer first, and unable to answer either. This
scene lasted for about five minutes, to the great
amusement of “a large and respectable assem-
bly,” (as the newspapers sometimes express it,)
including a moiety of hackmen, candy-pedlars,
match-venders, and butchers® apprentices.
* Eloquence always gains favour with the mul-
titude, and a man who has little to say is seldom
popular. The emnibus driver, who “spoke in
public on the stage,” with great fluency and
self-possession, was highly applauded for the
spirit and energy of his discourse ;—while I, who
had neither “action nor utterance,” was treated
with every mark of contempt by the audience.
“Your name !—Give the gentleman your name!”
was repeated on all sides, with groans and
hisses, which had but little effect in relieving
my perplexity. Finding, at length, that omnes
sided with omnibus, human patience could en-
dure it no longer, I dragged Jehu from his box,
and gave him an exquisite thr“hini’e which
convinced the spectators that 1 had been the
party injured. The beaten is always supposed
to be in the wrong by the populace; with whom
the trial by battel is far more satisfactory than
all judicial investigations, from those of piepou-
dre upwards. A sound drubbing is the soundest
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argument that can be offered in all matters
of dispute, scientific, theological or miscella-
neous.

Amidst the cheers and congratulations of the
by-standers, I was once more arrested by the
folice. Contrary to the best usages of antiquity,

was made a prisoner and led in triumph, at
the very moment of my victory. It seemed to
be my unhappy destiny to fall into the meshes
of the law at every step; constables and police-
officers were the persons who chiefly atfected
my company, and these are the only friends who
never desert us in the time of trouble. Fortu-
nately for me, we were at no great distance
from Mr. Tickler’s office, and 1 was conducted
thither, in company with my late antagonisat,
now my fellow prisoner. One of the officers
made oath that I had given the first blow; a
fact which Mr. Tickler over-ruled, by assertin
the impossibility of the thing—adding, that
was one of the most peaceable youngsters he
had ever met with. The officer proposed to
bring other witnesses to corroborate his own
testimony, but Mr. Tickler angrily ordered him
to be silent, saying he knew how to artive at
the truth by a shorter process. He then direct-
ed the driver and me to stand side by side and
present the back parts of our heads to the com-

pany.

“ySee here,” said Mr. Tickler;—* this is the
oll'g'an of combativeness. Observe, in this indi-
vidual it's as big as a half-grown turnip, and as
hard as the knob on the top of an andiron. This
proves him to be a quarrelsome fellow. It's a
certain sign;—I never knew it to fail in one
instance. But herc, (laying his hand on my
occiput,) you find the surface is as smooth and
regular as the rind of a water-melon. That's
enough for me; I know how the quarrel began,
as well as if | had seen and heard the whole of
it.—So no more talk about it, or I'll have to
show you who is the proper judge in the case.
The youngster is discharged from custody, and
the driver must give security for his good beha-
viour.” :

About two hours after this knotty case was
disposed of, while Mr. Tickler was at dinner,
and I was engaged in filling up blank warrants,
a coloured boy entered, and handed me a billet
containing the following lines:

“The %ndy who feels so much indebted to
your kindness and intrepidity, bas, by a fortu-
nate accident discovered your place of abode.
Availing herself of the opportunity thus offered,
she begs to be honoured with your company
this evening, at her residence, No. 138, —
street. The resemblance you bear to a person
who was once very dear to her, makes her anx-
iously desire to be acquainted with your history.

Fail not to come, as you value the happiness of -

one who is gratefully, and—she would fain be
permitted to add, affectionately yours.”

“This poor woman,” thought I, “must be
undeceived—I will go at the time appointed,
and tell her, without reserve, that my atfections
are pre-engaged. I feel it to be my duty to
save any lady who is in danger of being run
over by an omnibus;—but, as for marrying any
lady who throws out a delicate hint to that pur-

pose, I can’t say that my ideas of gallantry go
quite so far.”

At the appointed time, I knocked at the door
of No. 138, —— street, and was shown into an
apartment which surpassed, in its decerations,
all that I had ever conceived of earthly splen-
dor. The lady who had commanded my attend-
ance, sat on a superb couch and invited me to
take a seat by her side. With great trepidation
I placed myself on the most remote corner of
the ottoman, casting glances of apprehension at
my fair neighbour, in the opposite angle. An
indifferent spectator might have compared me
to a sheep, shut up in the same cage with a
lioness. Yet there was nothing repulsive in
the manners or appearance of this lady. She
was not young, it 18 true, and if she had ever
been beautiful, the extreme fairness, or rather

leness, of her complexion, the perfect regu-
arity of her features and her dark, glossy, and
profuse ringlets, were all that remained to
speak of loveliness departed. I should certainly
have thought her a charming woman, had not
my senses been bound in the spell of prejudice.
After a silence of some moments, she began to
speak in a soft low voice.

« I have already thanked you in all sincerity
for your generous conduct this morning. My
motive for requesting the present interview was
to inquire into the circumstances of your life;
as I have a well grounded suspicion that m
own destiny is intimately connected wi
yours.”

“ Madam,” replied I, it is truly a painful
duty on my part to remove the unhappy error
which seems tu have taken possession of your
mind. The assistance it was my good fortune
to give you this morning, would have been
afforded to any other woman in like circum-
stances of peril;—and, pardon me, if I add, that
the only feelings of regard or affection I have
to offer you, are those which arise spontaneously
in my heart for every individual of your sex.”

“Surely,” said she, *“you could not have
formed such an inconsiderate resolution. Cer-
tain ] am that I have not deserved so harsh a
sentence; as | hope to convince you, if I am not
deceived in my expectations.”

“To remove all misapprehension at once,” I
rejoined, * I must tell you that my heart has
been, for the last four years, in the possession
of another temale.”

The lady heard the announcement with some-
thing amazingly like a smile ;—but this appear-
ance continued only for a moment.

“ For nearly four years!” she repeated, “and

y who is the female who succeeded in mak-
ing such an early impression?—Are her con-
fections respectable !

You will believe that I gave a most glowing
description of Francina, and left nothing unsaid
which might indicate the wisdom of my choice.

“I see,” said my Learer, smiling again, * you
have faithfully reported the state of your heart.
But, we have really misunderstood each other
heretofore. All mistakes may be rectified, if
you oblige me with the outlines of your his-

t.orly.”
cheerfully complied with this request, and
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related the substance of my memoirs in as few
words as possiple. She listened with the utmost
attention, and, as the story proceeded, I observed
that she appeared more and more agitated. At
length, rising suddenly, she threw her arms
around my neck and wept on my shoulder. I
was much surptised and offended at the freedom
of her behaviour, and was about to reprove her
sharply, when she interrupted me by exclaim-
ing, * You are my son!—My dear child,—how
long has your mother mourned over her cruel
bereavement!”

_When the first emotions occasioned by this
discovery had, in some measure subsided, my
newly-found parent gave the following elucida-
tion of the mysterious circumstances attending
my early adventures: :

In her sixteenth year, she had, without the
consent or knowledge of her parents, (who were
very wealthy,) become the wife of a young sea-
man, the captain of a merchant vessel. Six
months after, she received the intelligence that
her husband had perished at sea;—her parents,
on being made acquainted with this fact, re-
ceived her once more into their family, and for-
gave the act of disobedience which had occa-
sioned & temporary separation. Some months
after her re-admission to her former home, she
became a mother, and the infant was conveyed
out of her sight, for the ostensible purpose of
being placed in the care of a nurse. Two
weeks after, she was again permitted to see the
babe; and, at that time, she observed a mark on
the forehead, which, though scarcely perceptible
to any one but a mother, was, in its form and
location, durably impressed on her memory.
This was the last time she was suffered to be-
hold her child. On her recovery, her father,
in reply to her anxious inquiries, gave her to
understand that the babe was‘in good and care-
ful keeping, but that she would probably not
see it again for a considerable length of time.
Within the last four years, her father and mo-
ther both died, and as she was their only sur-
viving offspring, she inherited all their property.
On the death of her father, she found a memo-
randum in his cabinet, stating that the child
had been deposited, with the sum of five hun-
dred dollars, at the gate of such an asylum,and
that, as the overseers sometimes abused their
Erivilege of giving names to the foundlings, he

ad made it a request that the boy should be
permitted to name himself. Rejoicing at this
discovery, she hastened to the asylum to demand
her child; but he had left the place a few
months before and no farther intelligence con-
cerning him could be obtained, She returned
to her home, bitterly disappointed; and, from
that time forth, all her exertions had been di-
rected to the recovery of the lost sheep. Acci-
dent had, that day, etfected what all her efforts
had failed to accomplish.—My hat had fallen
off while I was endeavouring to stop the horses;
she saw the mark on my forehead, and, at the
same instant, she discovered the striking simi-
litude of my features to those of my deceased
father.

While my dear mother was engaged in this
explanatory- discourse, I waited, in an agony

of suspense, for one piece of information, which,
above every other, was interesting to me. -
What was my name? I trembled—my lips -
quivered—and I would have interrupted her to
ask that momentous question—but my tongue
refused to perform its duty. My mother came
to the point. X

% My dear son,” said she, “as I find by your
narrative that you have not been christened, let
me entreat you to take the entire name of your
father—THEODORE ORLANDO PARKINSON.”

I was greatly relieved on hearing this name;
for truly it might have been much worse. 1
repeated it aloud several times, and although I
was not entirely pleased with the sound, yet,
for the sake of obliginga mother who had proved
herself so tender and affectionate, T consented
that the baptismal ceremony should be perform-
ed forthwith. A neighbouring clergyman was
called in; but, before the reverend gentleman
had finished his work, I interrupted him b
pronouncing the word * Top ! in a tone whic
expressed feelings compounded of grief, horror
and mortification. The minister gazed at me
with eyes full of wonderment; I was about to
beg a respite, when an appealing look from my
mother sealed up my lips, and the fatal business
was completed. I had discovered, but too late
for remedy, that my initials were T. O. P.,
forming a sound which presented the idea of a
contemptible plaything;—and this, I foresaw,
would be a constant source of disgust and vex-
ation to me thereafter.

The next day, 1 took an affectionate leave of
my friends, the Ticklers, giving and receiving
many assurances of lasting friendship.

- But T was soon to experience the severest
affliction that had ever fallen to my lot. The
petition we had sent to the seat of government,
was returned, endorsed with the Executive’s
reasons for not granting it. Murder, man-
slaughter, &c., it seems, were pardonable
offences, because they did not interfere with
trade;—but counterfeiting and forgery, being
sing highly prejudicial to business transactions,
were, 1n no case to be overlooked. These rea-
sons were significant and unanswerable, but not

uite satisfactory. In the extremity of my grief,
(l‘called. for legal advice, on my old acquaint~
ance, Mr. Snacks. With the accustomed pre-
liminary of a five dollar bill, I begged him to
counsel me in this trying emergency. He
laughed at my apprehensions. * My dear sir,”
said he, “in law there is always a remedy,
when there is cash to pay for it.” Being told
that [ was the only witness against the prisoner,
he advised me to deposit the amount of my re-
cognizance in the hands of my surety, and then
withdraw from the city, until the matter had
been finally settled in court. My kind mother
readily furnished me with the requisite sum,
(two hundred dollars,) which she regarded as a
trifle in the way of my happiness. I made Mr.
Tickler safe, and set out on a tour to the Falls
of Niagara. In my absence, no bill was found
against Ralston, for want of evidence, and he
was liberated.

At the end of three months, I returned to the
city and became acquainted with the following
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circumstances:—On the release of Ralston, Mr.
Tickler, (who remembered my favourable ac-
count of the young man’s phrenological develop-
ments,) invited him to his house;—where, as
the father was engaged in operating on the
head of Thaddeus;—the daughter, Miss Grace,
was equally busy with the poor fellow's heart.
The result was, that he became Mr. Tickler's
choice as a clerk, and Miss Grace's choice as a
husband. . )
Now, for the first time since the commitment
of her brother, I called to see Francina, who
was still at Mr. Barnet's. 1 was no longer a
nameless being—every obstacle was removed—
I made proposals and was accepted.—The nup
tial ceremony was performed at my mother’s
house, in the presence of & select company,
consisting chiefly of our own relatives. Shortly
after, by the liberality of my excellent parent,

-
v

T was enabled to establish my brother-in-law in
a thriving business. It was a long time after
his delinquency that the father and mother of
Thaddeus became reconciled to him and con-
sented to see him ; but, since the unhappy error
of his youth, his conduct has been marked with
undeviating prapriety. I believe most men are
innately honest, (when they have nro temptation
to be otherwise.)

Mr. and Mre. Ringrose, my mother, Francina
and myself, make but one family, and never
were people happier in each other's socicty.
‘The only thought which comes like an occa-
sional cloud over the sunshine of my felicity, is
that my name does not fully realize my wishes
and expectations. If my mother’s consent could
be obtained, I would endeavour to have it
changed by legislative enactment.

~
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Written for the Lady's Book.

TO A 8NO

Ewmsrey of innocence, we hait
Thy visit to the earth;

Tlgocouricr, the northern gale,

mpanion of thy birth.

White as the down on seraphs’ wings,
And light, and bright, and pure}
Thou'dst be a type of holier things,’

Was thy continuance sure. .
But no; the sun, with envious eye,
Looks down upon thy birth,

W-FLAKE.

And all thy short lived beauties die;
Thou art too pure for earth.

Another foe awaits thee here,
To rob thee of thy charms;

Zephyr, who comes the spring to cheer,
Expels thee from earth’s arms.

Emblem of innocence thou art,
For virtue never dies,

But exhaled like thy aqueous part,
Mounts upward to the skies.

Newark, Ohio.

Jane

o
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* Can to-morrow be the eighteenth?” ex-
claimed Ernest Mordaunt, suddenly starting
from the seat, on which for some time, he had
thoughtfully reclined. -

“[ believe so,” replied his friend, Henry
Dormer. “But why do you ask so hurriedly !
. One would judge from your manner, that, to
you, the morrow will be fraught with porten.
tious matter.”

Ernest returned no answer, but walking to
the window, gazed thoughtfully upon Geneva’s
calm lake, whose bright waters unruffled by a
breeze, laved with mimic ‘waves, the sands
beiow.

¢« Come, Ernest, out with it. What is this
mighty mountain! Remember, I've relieved
you of many ere this.”

Still no answer. Seeing his friend deter-
minedly in the heroics, Dormer quietly resumed
the book, from which his attention had been
arrested by Mordaunt's sudden exclamation.
Ernest continued to gaze in moody silence, for

some moments ; at length, turning toward Dor-
mer, said :

“ Whilst you were in Americs, did you visit
Virginia 1

¢ Merely passed through, on my way to the
Southern States. Why!”

“ Did you see any of the ladies "

« T think I did see a few in the streets of the
towns through which my route lay. Why do
you ask? what is the matter? and in the name
of every thing that is reasonable, what have
the Virginia ladies todo with the eighteenth 1"

“ Much:—My grandfather, you well know,
fought against the Americans, during their re.
bellion, or revolution, as it is now styled. Ir
one of their engagements he was severels
wounded, and taken prisoner. By some chance
he attracted the attention of the young Vir
ginian, by whose troops he had been captured
who, pitying his forlorn condition, caused hix
to be removed to his own tent, and his woun:
carefully attended. A strict intimacy was th
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consequence. I have been always opposed to
strict intimacies! I scarcely know what pre-
vents me from adjuring your's.”

“ Perhaps the coneciousness, that mine can

“be of service,” said Dormer, dryly—* but, for
peace-sake, resetve your comments for the end
of your story.”

“You must really let me tell it, my own
way. Afier his recovery, my grandfather, be-
ing on parole, accompanied this abominable
friend on a visit to his family, somewhere in the
south of Virginia. Near the principal town—
what's its name ¥’ .

“Richmond is now their principal town ; bus
they formerly had another, I did not visit. The
name, though familiar, has escaped my memo-
ry. But goon, that can have little effect on
your story.” .

“No. I only wish the place had as little ef-
fect on my well-being. Butto continue:—There
was my worthy ancestor, preseated in due form,
to Mre. Merry, the wite of his friend, and Miss
Rebecca Merry, his sister; and it unfortunately'
happened, that the bright glances of this same
Miss Rebecca, kindled a flame in the heart of
colonel Mordaunt. Knowing that the Merry’s
were descended by the female line, from the
Mordaunt’s, and that should he die childless, the
family estates lawfully would fail to them, he
judged it best to unite the interests of the two
famuilies, by uniting himself to Miss Rebecca.
After his marriage, being unable to procure an
exchange, he was forced to remnain in America
till my father’s birth. Now comes the part of
the story that touches me. It seems, that the
night of my father’s birth, Mrs. Merry also pre-
sented her husband with a daughter, and the
mother’s immediately determined that these
children should be united as soon as possible.
But it so chanced, that little Miss Merry depart-
ed this life, and shortly after my grandfather
sailed for England. Mrs. Merry I believe, had
but one other child, a son. Time passed on.
My father married, and so did his cousin on the
other side of the water. I made my appecarance
in this dark world, and six years after, the birth
of a daughter to Mrs. Merry, junior, was duly
announced. Now my grandmother, was calm,
haughty, and unbending in disposition. She
ruled the house. By her influence, she pre-
vailed on my father to consent to the same en-
gagement. being formed between my luckless
selt, and her detestable grand-niece, which had
formerly existed between himself and the little
lady in heaven; and upon her death-bed, made
me solemnly swear to do nothing to dissolve an
alliance, on which, she said, depended her leav-
ing this world in peace. Shortly after this act
she departed; whether more peacefully than
she would, had I refused to obey her, 1 cannot
say. But, to conclude my tale:—This morning
I received a letter from my father, saying, that
he was about to hasten with the carriage to
meet my intended, and he expected to return
home by the eighteenth. Are you surprised
now, at my dreading that day 1

““Not much, I confess. But is there no
chance of escape

“Very slight. Uncle Merry, with whom she

.

N

hasresided since her father’s death,says that in
fulfilment of the promise he made his sister, he
sends his grand-daughter to England.” But, if
at the end of two years, she should choose tore-
turn to Virginija, the engagement is dissolved,
and his promise null and void.” .

“ Well, but Ernest, you may not please the
lady!” . e :

“Not please her! My oath to my grand-
mother prevents.me from striving to displease
her, and do you think a little Virginia savage
can resist a man like myself?” Here Ernest
glanced at the mirror.

Dormer laughed. =
savage.” . .

“ Alas! my friend, her grandfather has
brought her up in gtrict retirement. In his let-
ters, he boasts that she bas never been out of
Virginia.” .

“ My poor Emest, what can I do for you?”

“ Nothing. Or at least, nothing you can tell
me. Remewmber my vow.” *

“ At least, I ean accompany you
When do you set off "

“To-morrow. Yes, Geneva; the day the
destroyer of my peace i8 received into the bo-
som of my fami{ , I leave thy banks forever—a
miserable man.”

Another pause ensued, which Ernest broke
by exclaiming, * Her name! I could forgive,
farget all the rest, were her name but what it
is !"

“QOne part, at least, you may alter. But
what is this frightful name!” -

« Grace—Grace Merry. I tell you, Dormer,
I never can love a woman named Grace Merry!
The thing is ulterly impossible! No! were
ker eyes as blue, as I've no doubt they’re black ;
and her locks as glossy and clustering, as they
certainly inust be lank and dull, I could not
love her by that name! Love and Grace Merry
can hever agree! But a truce to her grace-
ship; let's try to forget her, in a last stroll on
the banks of this far-famed lake. .

But she may not be a

-

home;

*T'was on a calm summer night, that Ernest
sod Dormer reached Mordaunt Hall, The
moon’s silvery light fell upon the walls of the
mansion, which stood proudly on the brow of
an eminence, overlooking a stream, whose dark
waters partly shaded by the foliage around,
tempted the wanderer to seek its banks as a
refuge from the sin and follies of this vain
world; for all there seemed too calm and peace-
ful for misery to intrude.

All in the house was dark and still, save that
a lamp shed its bright beams through the large
and lofty casement of the library. Knowing
that his father frequently sat in that apartment
till a late hour, Ernest entered the window,
glad of an opportunity of conversing with Mr.
Mordaunt, ere seeing his dreaded cousin.
What was his amazement to find, seated in the
large arm-chair, so frequently filled by his fa-
ther, a teautiful girl in a profound slumber.
Some folded papers, an unfinished letter, which
lay before her, and the pen which she held in
the hand which so gracefully hung over the
arm of her chair, showed what had been her oc-
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cupation, ere surprised by sleep.. " With a cau-
tionary motion toward Dormer, Ernestadvanced ;
but more intent on gazing oa the beautiful ap-
parition, than heedful of his path, he struck
against a stool which lay in his way. The
noise roused the eleeper, who started up in af-
fright, and perceiving a stranger near her at
that late hour, uttered a faint scream, seized
her unfinished epistle, and unmindful of Er-
nest’s eager apology, darted out of the room.

* Who can she be?”” was Ernest’s exclama-
tion, as Dormer now entered the casement.

% By heavens! she's an angel!”

“The papers left may discover that secret,”
said Dormer, approaching the table. Ernest
held back. o

«“ Here, Ernest,” continucd his friend, hold-
i&g up a folded letter, * here, read for yourself.

hy, man, what makes you look so? The very
prospect, that ought to fill you with delight,
seems to sink you below zero. I almost envy
you the possession of such a treasure!”

*Then it ig”"—— :

“ Yes, surely—it is your ¢Virginia savage,’
Grace Merry. See, here is the name at full
length; written in a- bold, ‘free hand. Pray
heaven! by some successful rival! You de-
serve to lose her, for that look.

“It is of no use. I have often said, and say
itagain, that were shea divinity, named Grace,
and born in Virginia, 1 could not love her. Be-
sides, past events have produced an effect upon
my mind, mere external charms cannot efface.”

“ Pooh, man, forget past events.” .

“I cannot. I told you in Geneva, I con-
sidered myself forced into this engagement.
That, independent of my unconquerable dislike
to every thing American, would prevent my
possibly entertaining feelings of affection for
this poor girl, were she ¢ Heavenly Grace,’ and
not Grace Merry.”

« But Ernest, how ridiculous thus to yield to
prejudice! I cannot believe you will suffer
yours thus to control you !

“Dormer, my grandfather had an old servant
who accompanied him to the wars. During
my childhood, this old man would frequently
take me on hisknee, and narrate the most fear-
ful tales of the American war, in which these
rebels were represented as mean, treacherous,
and cruel. Then, my grandmother! !—Dormer,
you never knew my grandmother.”

“No, thank heaven! But she was not
mean "

%“Oh, no! yet so imperious! Look at the
portrait which hangs above you. It is her like-
ness, taken soon after she reached this country.
Young as she then was, you still can see some-
thing of that expression, which quelled my
youthful spirit.”

“ Really, Ernest, T think it one of the finest
faces I ever saw. So much dignity and intel-
lectuality of expression, combined with such
extreme beauty of feature!”

« Dormer, you never suffered from that dig-
nity, that intellectuality. Had you known heras
I knew her, you would regard that portrait as I
do. Dormer, she never altered a determination.
To do her justice, she displayed neither con-

,ceit, nor passion in maintaining her ground.
Oh no! she was too calmly haughty for that.
But no consideration could induce her to yield
a point she had once determined to carry.
Dear Henry, & wife with my grandmother’s
disposition, would forever destroy my happi-
ness.”

“] must confess I should have little liking
for such a wife myself. But even in eleep, the
expression of this little beauty’s face was sweet-
ness. And I'm pretty certain your grand-
mother would never have run at the sight of a
man; she would much sooner have given
battle.” ’

¢ Perhaps so—still, Dormer, the slaves! I've
little doubt she has some half-dozen in her
train. I only wonder, that to-night she had not
one to fan her, and another to hold her feet,
whilst she wrote upon the head of a third.”

“Ernest, you are crazy! Still, you know,
you have a chance of escaping this dreadful
fate; perhaps she will reject you.” .

“ Ernest did not seem much to enjoy the idea
of being discarded. He rang the bell most en-
ergetically, called for refreshments, and with-
out further reference to his future prospects,
shortly after bade Dormer good-night.

So prettily did Grace Merry blush, when pre-
sented next morning to her cousin and his
friend, that but for consistency, Ernest would
have forgiven her her name,and her birth; and,
as the sweet tones of her voice caught his ear,
he felt ashamed to meet Dormer’s eye. There
was much merriment at the breakfast table, as
they spoke of the adventure of the preceding
evening : Grace insisting, that she was in a
state og abstraction and not of sleep; that she
had taken Walter the Doubter’s plan, for re-
flection. Ernest felt puzzled; he had never
heard either of Walter the Doubter or his

lans. Indeed, so strong and unequalled had

een his prejudice, that if by accident he came
across an American production, he would cast
it from him, determined to believe that nothing
“good” could “come out of Nazareth.” He
therefore knew not how to reply to Grace's de-
fence, and was in some perplexity, when he
was unexpectedly relieved by his father, who
had been busily engaged at the foot of the ta-
ble examining the letters and papers, which
were daily laid by his plate.

“ Here is a most singular epistle,” eaid he—
“the direction covers nearly the whole of one
side, and the writing is so perfectly original,
thut I wonder it should have reached its desti-
nation. Miss Diny Merry,” he continued, en-
deavouring to decypher tge hieroglyphics.

“Dinah!” interrupted Grace, blushing and
laughing. “Dinah Merry ! Give it to me, if
you please, sir. Miss Dinah Merry appertains
to me in quality of waiting maid. Her letter,
I expect, was accidentally thrown amongst
yours."”

“ Merry,” said Ernest. ¢“Do you permit
your slaves to assume your names?”’

“Certainly. It does us no injury, and is
a gratification to them.”

“[ did not know, that you Americans studied
the gratification of your elaves,” said the

”
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* aniiable Lucy Sexton, Mrs. Mordadnt’s hum-
- ble companion. .

Grace coloured. “ We do, as far as we think
we ought. - How can it be otherwise?! They
are our playmates in infancy, and the affection
a-child feels for its black nurse, is in many in-
stances as strong, if not stronger, than its love
to its natural parent: Indeed, it remains, du-
ring its early years, almost constantly with its
‘Mammy.’”

“ Ah then!” continued Lucy, lau
liciously, “You receive your early lessons
from black instructors !—negro polish !’

Our heroine’s cheek flashed more deerly;
however, .commanding herself; she replied,
laughingly, “ Oh yes! and in'me you behold a
specimen of this polish: Many a.game of rompse

have Dinah and 1 had together! and the bitter-
est tears I ever shed, were caused by the death
of my black ‘mammy.’ I thought I had .lost
my all! For when found fault with in the
house, I had always flown to her.for consola-
tion, and I verily believe she would have quar-
reled with every member of the family, l?ln.ck
and white, for her “sugarly,” as she called me.

This reply only inﬂameg Lucy to a greater
degree. She saw the effect produced in the
young Virginian’s favour, but unable to restrain
her malice, pursued the subject.

“ suppose, at all events, you took care not to
inform this friend and waiting maid, that she
would be considered free, so soon as she touch-
ed English ground.”

This was too much for our heroine’s eqim- .

nimity. “ You must be extremely ignorant of
America,” she replied, striving to speak calm-
ly, “not to know that our Northern States are

ee, and that we generally sail from New
York for England. Besides, Dinah would
scarcely wish to continue in a kingdom, whose
inhabitants are, in our country, proverbial for
proving the worst masters.”

“Lucy, you deserved this,” said Mr. Mor-
daunt, rising—*“and I must desire, that such at-
tacks may neveragain be made in my house.”

Lucy burst into tears; and Grace, whose an-
ger was but momentary, made her escape, de-
claring she must hear what news Dinah’s let-
ter contained.

Lucy Sexton was the daughter of a clergy-
man, who, dying, left a family of five children,
in extreme poverty, and loaded with debt. He
was what is termed an man; that is, too
indolent to exert himself, and too selfish to
deny himself. At his death, of course every
body pitied him, and said, *“ How much it is to
be deplored that he had not more business
habits. But a clergyman,” &c.—and all the
truly benevolent, and many who would be so
considered, came forward to assist his orphan
family. His eldest son, who had been educated
for the ministry, bad his father's living bestow-
ed upon him ; his second was presented with a
commission in the army; and his two youngest
were procured situations, the one as a private
tutor, the other in the India Company. Lucy,
his on;I daughter, was taken as companion to
Mrs. Mordaunt. ’

Now Lucy was a regular groaner., When
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in society, she was cheerful and amusing, for
she soon found that there excessive sorrow
quickly lost its effect. “But if she could corner
an unfortunate, she apgeared “in her glory,”
* and poured her *“tale of sorrows” into his or
her, *!twas a’ ame to Dandie,” wearied ear.
Every one pitied Lucy. Every one listened,
whepher wearied or not, for few knew that se- _
cretly.she was devoured by envy. She could
- not forget having been onee in prosperous cir-
camstances, nor codld she forgive others for
I:eing more wealthy, more beautiful, or more

* edmired than herself.

. Envy! thou. baneof true happiness! where is
the bosom in which thou hast not planted thine
envenomed dart!

Thou art seen in the downcast look of infan-
cy; in the maiden’s paled hue; in the gossip
of middle age; and e’en in the dull tale of
helpless dotage, thou bearest thy part! Rauth-
less tyrant! thow poisonest the full chalice of
human bliss! - - .

Since Luéy’s entrance into Mr. Mordaunt’s
family, but little had occurred to rouse the de-
mon that'lay slumbering in her breast, 'till
Grace appeared. - Her extreme beauty, spirit,
and accomplishments, awakened him fully, and
bitter were the pangs he caused his victim,
when witnessing the gdmiration our heroine
excited. Misgmided Lucy! Spartan-like,* she
hugged her direst foe.to her heart, unmindful,
though that heart were stung to its inmost
core. *

Ernest daily discovered some new perfection
in Grace, and daily became more and more
copvinced of the unreasonableness of his pre-
judices.~ He found his cousin’s mind highly
cultivated ; her manners gentle and fascinating;
her voice in speaking or singing, possessed of
singular sweetness and power; in short, ina
few weeks, he found himself as much in love,
as even old Mrs. Mordaunt could have wished.

“How uanjust, how ridiculous has my con-
duct been,” he exclaimed, as the evening be-
fore Dormer’s departure from Mordaunt %-Ial],
they walked together on the banks of the
stream before mentioned. *“ What would shé
think, were she to suspect I had once fostered
such feelings toward ber and her country, as I

ve vent to before you, the night I first saw

er! She, sonoble, so candid, so—"

« So free from every error,” interrupted Dor-
mer.* “I suppose now, were I to hint at a
fault, I might expect a challenge.”

«Fault!—every one must have faults, to ren-
der them passable. But ‘really, I think my
cousin as free from fauits as mortal can be. In-
deed, I do not think at present I can recollect
m.” -~
“Temper,” said Dormer, wickedly. Do
you remember your declarations with regard to
your dmother’s temper 1’

« My dear Dormer! how ridiculous to com-
pare the two! My cousin, for a moment, may

ield to anger, yet 'tis but for a moment—she
nstantly commands herself, and if wrong, owns
her fault with a sweetness and candour, that

*® I do not think this latter clause original.—dutAer,
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adds new fascination to her charms. M
ﬂmndmother was always calm and unruffled,

t the combined powers of heaven and earth
could scarcely have made her admit she could
be in error. Grace’s quickness of temper draws
you toward her, my grandmother’s proud calm-
ness of demeanour drove you from her. Dear
Dormer, the comparison wrongs my cousin.
But is not that her own sweet self I see seated
in her bower?! I must hasten to her.”

8o saying, Ernest left his friend, who re-
turned to the house, and sped his onward way
toward the little bower, called “Grace's
Bower;"” for there his cousin loved to sit of an
evening with her guitar, and sing the songs
learned at her own Glendale,

He was not mistaken—it was Grace.. But
the instrument, o’er which she so often leaned,
striking at his approach a few hurried chords,
row lay neglected beside her, and with her
face buried in her hands, she seemed a prey to
bitter anguish. At the sound of his footsteps
she raised her head, and displayed a counte-
nance so pale, so woe-begone, that Ernest in-
voluntarily paused ; then, unable to restrain his
anxiety, sprang to her side.

“ What has happened to distress my sweet
cousin 1" exclaimed he, taking her hand. “ No
bad news from home, I hope.”

The hand was hastily withdrawn, and with
a look sufficiently haughty and cold to have
been given by his oft-alluded-to grandmother,
Grace replied, she had received no news of a
distressing nature from Glendale; then rising,
hurried toward the house. .

Poor Ernest! thunderstruck by her manner,
he strove not to detain her, but when alone,
paced the narrow limits of the little bower,

vainly endeavouring to conceive how he had

possibly offended her. He could recollect no
one act by which he might have excited her in-
dignation. What, then, was the cause of this
sudden change? Could it be caprice! Oh no!
she was too noble, too pure for so petty a feel-
ing to find an entrance in her bosom! What,
then, had occasioned this painful alteration.
He had no enemies—but she had, and he now
remembered having seen a white figure leave
the bower in some haste as he approached.
Yes, it could be no other than Lucy Sexton
who had occasioned this mischief! She had al-
ways hated Grace with the rancour natural to
a compound of evil, and would, he well knew,
delight in wounding her feelings. But what
could she have said of him. He had been
abroad since her residence in his father’s house
until very lately, so she had never heard from
him his ridiculous American prejudices, and
his mother was too prudent to disclose it to one
in whom she placed little confidence. What,
then, could she possibly have said of him, so to
excite his cousin’s gentle nature? ¢ Sister of
Batan !” exclaimed he, aloud, “I will yet frus-
trate thy schemes!™ With this doughty resolu-
tion, he sought Dormer.

It was evident, on the appearance of our he-
roine that night, that she had been shedding
‘bitter tears. Though she placed herself as
:much in shadow as possible, she could not con-

ceal the redness of her eyes, the langour of her
countenance. Gentle reader, my heroine could
scarcely be called a heroine! She could not
weep according to the rules of romance. When
her feelings were slightly touched, the blood
would rush o'er cheek and brow, and the bright
tear would rise to her eye, adding fresh lustre
to her beauty; but when thoee feelings were
fully aroused, the tears no longer trembled on
her long lashes, they poured In torrents, leav-
ing traces of their effects in a pale cheek, crim-
son brow, and quivering lip. Ernest, bowever,
saw none of these things. He only knew that
she avoided him, and that he was miserable.

Dormer observed all parties closely. He
soon perceived that Grace was now rather de-
jected than angry; and that her evident unhap-
Yiness gave Lucy Sexton much secret delight.

He also observed the last mentioned lady quietly
and effectually endeavouring to prevent all pri-
vate communication between Ernest and his
cousin, much to poor Ernest’s annoyance, who
wished too sincerely to discover the cause of
Grace's displeasure, and if possible, to explain
it, to bear the thought of waiting for the
morrow.

At length the family separated for the night,
and Dormer advised his friend by all means on
the morrow to demand a private conference
with his cousin, and come to a full explanation.
Next morning, to Ernest’s great regret, he left
Mordaunt Hall. .

It was in vain Ernest sought to speak with
Grace alone. Walking, talking, reading, what-
ever was our heroine’s occupation, Lucy was
near. In despair, at length, he determined
to write, and was on his way to the library for
that purpose, when he saw the fair object of his
thoughts, walking pensively in the shrubbery,
alone. With a mighty effort Ernest summoned
up his resolution, and in another moment was
by her side.

«I have, for some days, wished to speak to
you in private,” said he, “to ask the cause of
the cruel change in your manner toward me.
How can 1 have offended you, to whose happi-
ness it is my chief pleasure to contribute, as
much as lays in my power.”

Grace was silent. Ernest continued.

“Will you not inform me of the cause of
your displeasure? You must know how en--
tirely, how devotedly I love you, and how
much pain your coldness has occasioned; will
you not then tell me its cause 1"

Still no answer. Urged on by excess of emo-
tion, Ernest resumed in a higher strain: *Grace,
from boyhood I've been taught to regard you
as the future arbitress of my destiny. Since
your arrival”— .

Here Grace interrupted him. “ What must
you think of me?! How destitute of all the
feelings of delicacy that should characterize
woman, must you believe me, thus to leave my
native country, and seek a foreign shore, for—
Oh! the thought is too horrible!” Here she
burst into tears.

¢ Dear cousin, we all knew your ignorance
of our engagement. When your grandfather
sent you over, he wrote word, that if you ob-

.
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jected to its fulfilment, you were at the end of
two years toreturn to himagain. We all knew
that this plan was arranged by my grand
mother.” -

Grace appeared somewhat softened—Ernest
continued:

“Yes, dear Grace, in your hands, rests my
future happiness or misery, for you must know
how passionately, how devotedly I love you!”

A smile played on Grace's features. est,
greatly encouraged, proceeded :

“You smile. Too well I know your noble
nature, to believe that smile occasioned by my
pain.  Will you not now inform me how I have
offended 1" :

Grace hesitated; but incapable of affectation,
placed in his hand a folded letter, which Ernest
Instantly recognised as one he had written to
his father from Geneva, announcing his inten-
tion of sacrificing his bappiness to the fulfil-
ment of his promise to his grandmother.

" “ Who gave you.this?’ was his involuntary
exclamation. .

Grace refused to tell. !

“1It is needless to refuse. I know that but
one inmate of this house, would to gratify an
evil nature, attempt my misery. Grace, I will
admit, that before I knew you my prejudices
were strong against your country, and even
against your own sweet self. My grand-
mother’s overbearing disposition prepossessed
me against”’— . .

“ You might have remembered your grand-
mother was much more nearly related to your-
self than to me,” interrupted our heroine, with
considerable warmth. And a little reading
would have convinced you that Americans are
the noblest race in the world.”

“But to consider yourself forced into an en- -

gagement,” urged Ernest, forgetting the con-
struction she would place on his words, in his
eagerness to defend ﬁimself.

* You are free, sir. You should have been
free years ago, had I only been conscious of its
existence.”

*But I will not be free. Freedom would be
my thraldom, and would only lead me to your
feet, to entreat a renewal of your fetters.”

Grace seemed still half inclined to continue
angry. Her lover perceiving this, again re-
sumed:

“You blame me for prejudices imbibed in
childhood, yet do not remember that here have
I been for the last week, evidently anxious to
obtain a private conference with you, which
you have sedulously avoided granting me,
though you must have seen my wretchedness.
My error was unavoidable, what can you say in
defence of your conduct ?”

Grace replied with a mischievous smile and
a blush, “ That any one, but a gentleman of
prejudices, would know that when a lady
walked alone where she knew he must see her,
and placed the cause of her displeasure in his
hands in the shape of a letter, she wished to
give him an opportunity for explanation.”

A few days after this conversation, Dormer
received the following letter from Ernest:

Mordaunt Hall..

Dear Dormer—Next month my happinees
will be completed, by my union to my. lovely
Grace! How could I ever dislike that name!
'Tis surely the most musical in creation! I -
scarcely think “ ma belle sauvage” would be as
interesting, by any other! But this by way of
digression:—to retarn to my bridal: -

We areto be married on the eighteenth, the
day you remember, I dreaded so much, After
the ¢eremony, we immediately sail for America,
to remain at least a twelvemonth amongst her
relations,and I am'now as anxious to visit Vir-
gl:ia.as I was once opposed to it. My dear

rmer, how silly it is to yield to prejudice!

By the bye, Lucy Sexton was the cause of
our temporary quarrel. Prowling about, like
her own father, the * roaring lion, seeking what
she might devour,” she accidentally possessed
herself of a foolish letter I wrote my father
from Geneva, concerning my engagement, ex-
pressed in entirely too strong terms, had my
prospects really been as dreadful as I endea-
voured to persuade myself they were. This
epistle she carried to Grace, who refusing to
read it, this compound of evil did the good deed
herself; affecting great commiseration for her
victim, who, horror-struck and confounded, had
not the courage to leave her. On my approach,
my mother's amiable companion, throwing the
letter in Grace’s lap, made her escape. What
1 most admire in my cousin’s conduct, is the
nobleness of her behaviour towards this poor
girl, as she calls her. She says, that the con-
sciousness of detection is sufficient punishment;
8o will neither permit me to show coldness in
my manner, or to inform my parents. Surely
she isa Virginia angel!

But I hear her voice. Remember, Dormer,
my marriage will be scarcely a marriage, unless
you attend. Your friend,

Eanest MorpAUNT.

—————

Despotism can no more exist in a nation, un-
til the liberty. of the press be destroyed, than
the night can happen befure the sun is set.

—_————

Laura Crera, an Jtalian lady, was born in
1669. She was learned in the languages and
philosophy. She married Peter Lereni, but
with him she was not destined to live long.
He died in eighteen months after their union.
She refused to enter into a second conuection,
but devoted herself to her studies. She held a
correspondence with most of the great scholars
and philosophers in Europe, who were happy
in forming an acquaintance, through the medi-
um of letters, with one of the most learned wo-
men of the age, and of the world. She died in
the flower of her age, and was lamented
throughout Christendom. But by the jealousies
of many of modern times, the writings of high-
ly educated females have not had a fair chance
to see new editions. This jealousy, thank
Heaven, is now departing from the literary ho-
rizon.
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SKETCHES OF YOUNG LADIES.

THE YOUNG LADY WHO IS ENGAGED.

SoME of our readers may be surprised that
we consider the fact of an engagement as suffi-
cient to establish a young lady under an entire-
ly new head of classification. But those who,
like ourselves, are acquainted with the fair sex
in a philosophical manner, must be well aware
that, no sooner is a young lady engaged, than
the very next second she is an altered being.
We might almost say that she ceases to pre-
serve her identity ; for, by this simple process,
we have known the romantic young lady be-
come sensible, the busy young lady become
diligent, and the matter-of-fact young lady be-
come romantic.

It is to no purpose that we have philosophised
and re-philosophised upon the cause of this sud-
den change. Sometimes we have thought that
all young ladies, without exception, must be
hypocrites, and intentionally deceive the world
in respect to their true characters, until they
become engaged. Bat this hypothesis we were
compelled to give up as incompatible with the
acknowledged amiab