- brido under the auspices of her vuly parent.
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For the Pearl.
T0 ’

The firg foats aloit from the tapering spar;
And sesward the lizhi-hearted suilor doth gaze,
As he paces the deck, und with joy sees afur
The clouds shoot along on the favouring hregae.
And goon ¢ he proud bark under weigh, 1 shall view:
Her mo orings she’ll leave ere the red Sun is goue;
And then froin the shore, I will wave thee adicu,
Aso'er the green surges she slowly moves on.

N .

My bosom will seem likic a wilderness then,—
Where no sweet hlooming flow'r, ur tender plantgreen
In thie summer breeze waves, or Jooks up to the Sun,—
But where dark desolation and barrenness reign,
At the thought that the friend 1 may never sce more;
For whom the first love of my youthful heart burned
Wlio hath ever [u mairth, or in sorrow™s dark hour,
Ta me with a sinlle uf tenderness turned.

And when evenlng goes down o'er the sea and the land
And o'er the lone waters thou'st faded from sight:
With reluctance, I')} turn from the rude rocky strund,
With my eyes ¢iin with tenrs, and sighing * good night.”
And homeward with sorrowful heart il return,-—~
To the hearth which thy sinile of affection did cheer:
Where, in times that aro past, all my sorrows were gone,
Wihen thy converse, like music, fell swect on my ear.

“When I'm in the gny circle, where oft we have met,—
i Where Jife's carly pleasures unsullied we've scen;
[ Unknown ta thoso round me, 1'll deeply regret
. Thut thou’rt not there to enliven.the scenc,
And tell me, when otliers thy sunny smile share ;
And the light of enjoywment fllumines thy leart,
Wilt thou think of the frieud who s sighing nfar
For the joy which the smile unto kém would impart ?

O yos: the bright tear that so tremblingly flows
O’cr the soft tints of thy beautiful cheek,—

Like a dew-drop in silence o'er the leaf of  the rose
When the zephyrs of mnrning besin to nwake—
Morg swectly than words, give the wish'd for reply;

And joy, thro' the gloom that envelopes my heart,
Will ahine like the sunbeum, so sweet ta the eye,
" When the storn’s suble spirits begin 1o depart.

“When [ sweetly shall think thow'lt remember me still,
Tho' on others thine eyes winning lustre may shing---
'l‘hn.t when mirth lixy' virtuions bosom sknll fill,
Tlmul‘z regret that fis light is not kindled in mine.
Tlu-n over the ocenus dark snluude, blun,
Be the wind that from heaven's-deep sizare vault hluws,
Untll gafe, on old All)lun’s “wave-girdled®? land,---
a'Phe Tcmplc of Prcedom,---lhy fuot shajl repose. RO
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For-the Pearl.

LLCY CLARKSON.

A TALE 01-' SIMPLY LIFE,

Chapler JI1—The Town.

Luey was eluted ut her father thus giving his sanction to her
flight from howe,—by agreeing o accompany the fugitives, It
was an unlooked-for incident, and sho felt, what has been ofien
experienczd, that anticipated evil sometimes results in actual good:

—her futher’s pursuit, and the probabitity of being overtaken by}
hiin, were, o few minutes before, the great fears of her existence, }

- —uow, she found that only for such overtaking, she would be
yeta guilt-burdened fugitive, instead of one ubout becoming a
One or two pangs
- till lingered to mar her satisfaction ;—her sisier, her beloved but
'\-:‘ill.used sister, was distant, nnconscious of her {ortunes since they
" purted,—and her late lover had been dismissed with a rudeness
-'_‘wllich did not hecome her character, which he did not deserve,
-and which she well knew would cause himu torture, that she in-
tdeed should be the last to inllict.  "I'he ouly excuse for the evil,
© “was, that it was dona to prevent greater,—done in the harry and
excitement of the tnament.  Yet was it nott bit-
terly ungrateful and ungenerous it seemed ta be,—thus to plant a
barbed arraw in the heart which best loved,—and all on the plen
of expediency. ller husband-that-wus--to-he,
violanee, perhaps,
cation,—but he, the discarded, was the poor envrificed vietim,—
insnited, despised, taunted,—tortured, bevond endurance. o it
is with the world,—as the sportsman shoots down the pheasant,
or the wond-dove, and dyes the exquisite plumage in the heart’s
oed, that an idle hour may have
for interost or pleasure, or {row

he less cruel

indeed, eseaped
by the nct,—and she was saved some mortifi-

its excitement,—so men and
woen sacrifice one another,
wayward habit.  Few, comparatively, are: the events over which
Justice presides,—while caprice and wrong unnaticed, rule the
incidents which form the destinies of the great mass of the world.
These ideas were soon banished,. partially, if not wholly,
Luey’s breast.

edge of remuorse,

frowm
Nature gave ler sophistry enovgh to turn the
and the addition of ‘animal spirits which late

helped to cust aside the cause of blaak thoughts,
They occasionally started up, whon least desired, like c\'mczll
lmruden at b:mquui —but a mental effort threw ofi'the infliction,
und _tesource was sought ina g|e.uar play of pleasurable ap-
peurances‘

eveuts inspired,

At the little border town of Zoar, Lucy was married to Rev—
nall. Experiencing feelm«rs tinged with some astonishment and
sudness, at the unexpected rush of late incidents, she pat off the
graces, and attractivns, and light-heartedness of maidenhood,—
and entered, a8 a wile, on a' new stage of existence. Marked,
most interesting, and serious, is the step, to all who think aright,
—and the flow of natural tears which coursed down her fair
check, as she prepared for her'bridal in the small chamber of the
village inn, expressed the anxiety, and apprehension, and strange-
ness, with which old daties and cares were given up, and new
undertaken. She felt,indeed, the zone which bound her past ex-
istence, give way to the touch of circumstances,—and she eyed
the dim future, timidly-hopeful, but altogether uncertuin, how it
would compensate for the loss of old endearments.

Months rolled over the sons and dauzhters of men, and brosght
changes greater than those of the seasons to many a heart.

"The scene was no longer that of prairie, or forest, or barren,—
a small, lofty chamber, in the rear of a house in B » looked
out on a linle well-like yard, which was surrounded by high
gloomy looking walls, formed of the sides of other buildings. Soime
attic windows peered over the inclosure, and one or twe whicli
admitted light to stair-case or lobby,—but they only made ‘the
loneliness animated, and gave no cheerfulness to the confined
scene. The windows of several stores upened into this area, bat
these were now closed, and their blank shutters looked like the
rigid eyelids of the'dead, reminding of activity and life, butnow
typical of silence and cold abstraction. Down this artificial gulph,
the beams of a declining January sun, sofily and yet coldly
streamed, enlizhtening up, but scarcely enlivening, some parts of
the walls, and throwing other parts into deep shade. In the
small chamber, before mentioned, Luey sate, and looked out, and
up, wistfully, seeming'y attracted by the evening beams.  As her
eye rested on the blank walls, and anon glanced over the small

Iportion of cloudy sky which was visible above, she appeared to
bn filled with thoughts, or feelings, in accordance with the dull
iisu:ne. Lines of sad expression deepened over her face, while
‘alie mazed ;—as the shadows crept slowly up the enclosing walls,
'and the fading hues of the winter evening prematurely tinted sur-
!roun(lmu objects.

Did she contrast !lmt narrow gloomy scene—neither the work
;of nature nor of refining art, but of clumsy necessity and conve-
|n|cn¢.e——wnh the broad fragrant Prairie,—which was bounded on])
hv the dlahmt ﬂm,wt,‘ and the. sohmry shining river, dl‘ld the skyey
‘horizon 2. Did she cnntr’mt Ler life of snmphcny and iinocent
lz.nywment thue,——wuh the' 'uuﬁcml shaclues of the city, and lhe
1wln~pemm of . remorse, nnd ‘the yenrnm"s uﬂel the sister of" her
‘vouth ? - Did she sigh fur those days of leaves and flowers and
tstreams and maidenly endearments, now made dnubly delightful
by tiie dim town and its cares,—and its apparent neglect, also.

.Ye~ —the novelty had worn away,—the few gleams of society
~which business admitted had passed,—the enjo yments of domestic
hﬂ’ had rather palied on her hushand, and he semed strongly at-
tracted again by the recreations of his baclielor’s days,—uwhile the
iwholo world seermed ta have forgotten the girl from the Prairics

whoin he had made  his wife.

Too true proved the saying of
Maria, that Reynall had the characteristies of fickleness,—tao
ctrue the remark, that changes against old habits, and not founded
on good principles, slide deceptions!y and mockingly from the
erring mind,—tao trne the almost denunciation of Osbarn, that
when sarrow came, ag come it would, she would think of her
harsh treatment of him ; of him who would have had her to bless
his cottage, and with whom shz might continue to enjoy the
blessings of simiplicity, sincerity and rural love.

"I'he deepening shades of night, found the young wife still in
her narrow chamber, her cheek flushed, and-her bright eve glis-
tening throvgh a briny suffusion. ¢¢This will not do,’® said she
haif andibly,—* it is not correet, I have more to be thankful for,
than to fament over,—and I will notbe conquered by these trifling
annoyvanees.””  ller natural vivacity came to her assistance, and
[having bunished the traces of care from her blue eyes aod ivory
brow, she sunoned Julia, to relieve the duliness of the even-
wx by the little atteations which row claimed her service, The
tea-table was laid, but the single cup, and the slender refresh-
ments, did not promise the social cheer which so vsually attends
that pecaliarly social meal.

“ Well, Julia, are you tired of the Town yet:”’

“1 have scarcely seen it yet, Ma’am.”

“ Would you give it for the Prairio again,
really prefor

Julia, or do you

its nurrow streets and du!l houses, to the sweet
walks and trees of the Farm 3" '
[ like the towa’s

ed at the poverty :

guicty and life, though I am almost frighten-
and wretchedness that T’ told is in it but

somehow, take il altogether, oue can bo more cheerfu) here, and
{am willing to stay.”

* \What does Eben say 2"

“ Why he says that he does not want ever to'go out of sight
of a house agnin,—and you know what that is, for a person born
and reared in the back-woeds as he was.  But he was called idle
there, because the work did not suit him, he was intended for
the town Ma’am,—he slready has begun to save some money as »

groom zmd dealer in horses,-—and hopes, soon, n mny,.be, 10
keep a tavern and stablmg, and get me to nss:st hlm o mmd'n
what do you think ofthat ‘Ma’am 2 :

“ Think it very reasonnble Julia,~-no wonder )ou are o p'lr-
tial to the town,-——) ou reckon its com’emence, also, no doubt, fOr
edacating children, and all that? '

“ Why yes, perhaps so, how copld we, poor folk, get ]nlle ones
brought up, except like ourselves, on the borders of a' Prame
But here, I’m told, peopla no_better than ourselves, have madc
ladies, and gentlemen of theu' chlldren. We may look forward,

[ hope, as well as athers.” .

“ Yes, and may find, that you do not add to their hdppmess or
your own, by muking them poor gentlemen and ladies, and teach-
ing them to despise their parents. DBut those are all distant mat-
ters at worst, and there is no use in damping prebsent prospects,
by croakings of the future,—you will have, in your way, a long
course of fondling, and rearing, and hopes and brilliant anticipa-
tions,--and, if the evil day come, it may find you ripe, and ready
to full from the tree, without a pang, at the first blast of the heart’s
winter.- You have no former friends or scenes to languish fur,
Julia.>?

¢ No indeed, and if I had, Ido not see that I wonld tal\e the
trouble,—why should I,—the past is past, - the . time to come js
what we have to look for. I recollect nothmg but hardshlp of
my early hfe until I entered your f falher s;house, and the’ Tess I
think of old times the pleasanter,—I owe them but lmle.. Ehen '
and I, supposing that we are wed, will be the whole world to
euch other, and will start ready to fight for a llvm-r a"nms! tho
whole world. We hope to have our own ficeside yet,. nnd plenty.
at it, then why should we be down-hearted ?”’

The conversation was not in unison with Lucy’s feelings —ﬂle
mind, sore with disappointment, and gloomy anticipation, ard
with severed sympathies, has little in comnion with that which
turns gladly from past scenes, enjoys the present, and is almost
swallowed up in the promises of the future. Julia retired, and
her yeung mistress again held solitary watch, and sad communings
with her own heart. Rally as she would, seek for relief in what
she would, stiil half defined images of sorrow rose to her imagina-
tion,—-still the frequcnl, involuntary, Bl"h, escaped her lips,~-and
mental efiort alone restrained her tears. “The night wore away, -
silence reigned,—if noise still animated the streets it did not come _
to lier apartment, -.md she 1ppcarcd as 1f the, only walnnw nb'ect
in B——- Lo e S : :

“All was profoundly sllll and: all seemed at rest, except
i;le world in lhe hum'm bre'\sr, whl(.li s‘an epuome of" I
world- ofem.stencc,—.md whu.l) lma its memcnes, and pn:sl _
and .muclpntlon "md :ymp.ltluea, lo cnowd m. qphere, .and !o
either dignify or. de'rr'lde delight or lortme a8 cncumqtnnce give-
From brooding over “ the thick commfr ﬂmcxes” of this
mininture world, Lucy was startled by a lond rapping, which, after
the-intense silence, seemed toshake the house 1o its foundations.
Who conld the visitor be, at that most untimely hour? Advanced
as the night was, sad experience told it was too early for the re-
turn of the master of the little household,—perhaps it was only
the senseless frenk of some practicat jol'er, who, *“ filled with
insolenca and wiae,’” thought any absurdoy {vod for lauwhler,
and never recked what siek or sad wateher his insulting attempts
at merriment mlght disturb.

cause.

Julia's a.pooaching footsteps dissi-
pated canjectures, and the good-natared girl, with excited looks,
threw opén the chamber door and presented a letter to her
anxious mistress. 'The knock then, was that of the Post-man,
that welcome visitant to all, except the unfortunates who have no
kind correspondents, and who only expect dunning epistles by
“the Mail.”’ What ¢ words that breathe, and thoughts that Liurn®’
that official’s most unsentimental looking bog contains,~—what
heart-essences, potent as mediciacs, or mayhap, poisons, to the
hearts for which they are directed ! .

A glance ot the superscription told Lucy who the writer was,—
and fervent kisses were Lestowed on that little packet, which, to
a stranger would be so innocent of all such influence. The hand-
writing was Maria’s,—the loved companion of childbovd,—the
amiable confidant of riper years,—the beloved sister whose value
was so enhanced by absence ; the packet was from home,---from
the prairie cottage,—that scene of innocent delights,—of paternal
affection,—of long past sorrow which was sanctified by virtue,
and of recent enjoyments unalloyed by any tinge of regret or re-
morse. Lucy's fervour, her animation, her countenance lighted
up by glad synipathies, and ber buoyant form, while she guzed
on the thrice welcome memento, wade n most striking contrast
io the languor and sadness which so recently appressed her. Such
is the influence of the imagination, aided by the affections. But
who can tell the intellizence enclosed in that small envelope?
May not evil and sorrow be its burthen, as probably as happy
themes? Jtis also the first since the Sight from home,~and how
may that more prudent sister have viewed that breach of family
propriety, of sisterly confidence ? With a palpitating heart, and
a nervous hand, the well-known seal was broken, and the epistle
spread to the anxions gazer.

It was one of peace and love. Reproaches were so modified,
and so accompanied by expressiens of ‘affectionate respect, thut
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