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) | becnme the inmute of a home,
fushioned ofter the model of my own taste. Every thing:
waa arranged with a view to my happiness. The curtains
-and decorations of the house were all of the snftec: green,
for tho reposo of my still feeble eyes. Oh! thou bene-
factor of my lifo—friend, lover, husband, would that I
could go back tn the hour when wo  plighted our wedded
vows, aand live over the past, conviaced, though toolate,
how deeply I have wronged thee—coufiding implicitly in
my love and truth, we might live together the life of
angels ! And wo were happy for a while. We withdrew
as much as possible from the gay world. Ile saw that I
lIoved retirement; and he consulted my feelings as far as
was consistont with the duties of his profession. I might
have been convinced. by this of the injustice of my sua-
picions. I might huve kdown thathe loved me better
than all the world beside. During the day he was but
seldom with me, as his practice was extensive, and often
called him ot a distance from home, but the evening was
mine, aud it seemed my peculiar province, for] shrunk
from the full blaze of sualight. The brightness was too
intense, but when the moon was gliding over the firm-
ament, in her sweet, approachable loveliness, and the
soft glitter of the stars was arouud, I could fift my undaz-
zled eyes, and murvel at the wonderful works of God.
Clinton wus a devout astronomer—he tanght me the name
of every planet thut burncd—of every star known to s#-
ence. Ife was rich inthe wisdom of ancient days, and
bLis lipa distilled instruction as naturally and constantly as
the gir! in the fuiry tule dropped the gems of the Orient.
1 have made mention of a female friend—she was the
daughter of a deceased friend of my father, and, as suach,
same under his especial guardianship.  Since my marriage
sho had remained with hitn, to cheer his loneliness, but
her health becoming very delicate, he sent her to be my
guest, that she might receive medical aid from my hus-
band. She was not a decided invalid, but her mother
had died of a consumption, and it was feared she had 2 he-
reditary tendency to that discase. Alice was a pale,
delicate looking girl, with sometimnes a hectic flush on her
cheek, a frail, drooping form, and extremely pensive
cast of countenance. The dread of this constitutional
malady bung over her like a death-cloud, and aggravated
symptoms siight in themselves. Though there was nothing
very attractive in the appearance of this poor girl, she was
calculated to excite pity, and sympathy and surelv she
had every claim to mine. I did pity her, and sought by
overy attention and kindness, to enliven her despondency,
aad rousc her to hope and vivacity . But I socon found
that my father had encroached sadly on my domestic
happincss by giving this charge to my husband. Air,
exercise, and gentle recreation, were the remedies pre-
scribed by the physiciun, and it was his duty to promote
these by every means in his power. She ofien accom-
panied him on horseback in his rides, a pleasure from

“which I was completely debarred, for, in my blindness,
I was incapacitated, and the <unidity which originated
from my situation remained ufter the cause was removed.
It was sometime before I was willing to acknowledge to
myself the pain which this arrangement gave me. I felt
as if my dearest privileges were invaded. Ihad been so
accastomed, from infancy, to be the sole object of every
attention, these daily offices bestowed upon another,
though dictated by kindness and humanity, were into-
lorable to me. Hud I'seen the congregated worl;l around
her, offering every homage, it would not have given me
one envious psng—but Clinton, my husband, he wasmore
precious to me' than ten thousand worlds. She leaned

.too exclusively on his guardian care. I tried to subdue

-y feeling-—l ;ried to assume an appearance of indif-

. ferenag. My manners gradually became cold and con-

-strained, and instead of greeting my husband with the

.Joyous smile of welcome, on his return, I would avert

- from his the eycs which had received from him their liv-

ing reys. Frank and unsuspicious himself, he did not

-seem 1o divine the cause of my altered demeanour. When

_he asked me why ¥ was g0 silent, or so sad, I pleaded

- mdmposxuon, lassxtnde—-any tlung but the truth. lbla.med

" him for his want of peuneiration, for I felt as if my sonl

We were married.

were bare, and that tbe'eye' of affection:could ieail e
tidings revealed by my changing cheek and troubled’ brow..
In justice to myself, let me say, that Alice, by her man-
ner, justified my emotions.

Enliglitened by the sentiment in my own bosom, I could
not but mark that the hectic flush always became brighter
when Clinton approached, that her glance, kindling as it
moved followed his steps with a kind of idolatry. Then
she hung upon his words with an attention so flattering.
Was she reading, reclining on the sefa, apparently languid
and uninterested, the moment he spoke she would close
her book, or lean forward, as if fearful of losing the faint-
est sound of that voice, which was the music of my life.
I could have borne this for a day, a week, a month—but
to be doomed to endure it for an indefinite term, perhaps
for life, it was unendurable. A hundred times I was on
the poiat of going to my father, and telling him the secret
of iny unhappiness,entreat him to recall my too encroach-
ing guest, but shame and pride restrained me. Chilled
and wounded by my coldoess, my husband gradually learn-
ed to copy it, and no longer sought the smiles and cares-
ses my foolish, too exeiting heart, deemed he no longer
valued. Oh'! blissful days of early confidence and love!
were ye forever flown? Was no beam of tenderness per-
mitted to penetrate the old frost-work of ceremony deep-
ening between us? Itis in vain to cherish love, with the
memory of what has been. It must be fed with daily liv-
ing offerings, or the vestal fire will wax dim and perish—
then fearful is the penalty that ensues. The doom de-
nounced upon the virgins of the temple, when they suf-
fered the holy flame to become extinct, was less terrible.
Alice, when the mildness of the weather allowed, almost
made her home in the garden. She must have felt that
I shrunk from her society, and I knew she could not love
the wife ot Clinton. She carried her books and pencil
there—she iwatched the opening blossoms, and gathered
the sweetest, to make her offering at the shrinc she loved.
My husband was evidently pleased with these atténtions,
flowing, as he thought, from a gentle and grateful heart,
and his glance and voico grew softer when he turned to
address the invalid. To be coztiuusd.

THE BROKEN FLOWER.

I walked out in the morning, when the mild spring had
spread her verdant mantle upon the fields and called forth
the blossoms w.ud the bud—vwhen the green shrub was ex-
panding its leaves like the wings of the newly-fledged bird
und the nills leaped gladly along in the sunlight, and 1
marked and enjoyed the freshness and beauty of the scene;
but a little flowret that bloomed lonely by the pathway,
arrested my attention, and I turned aside to contemplate
its hues, and admire the delicacy of its form. It was lovely
yet meek, and rich with fragrance, which it flung upon the
light wings of the passing wind; and I thought it an em-
blem of a young and guileless heart, it stood so unpro-
tected in its innocence. I would not pluck it, althiough it
looked so fair and inviting, but let it bloom upon its slen-
der stem, to meet the next pusser by, and charm him with
its sweetness. I returned in the evening and sought for
the gentle flower. but the cruel tread of the heedless stran-
ger bad becn upon it and crushed it, und it lay upon the
ground broken and bleeding, unnoticed and alone. And
I thought it, as it luy thus before me, an erablem of the
human heart, when its delicate pride had been wounded by
the thoughtless or designing, who pass on their way and
leave the stricken one to mourn in the silext desolation of
the heart. I oralized on the fate of the dying flower, and
received from it a lesson that svnk deep into my mind. It
taught me that only the great, nnd wealthy are secure from
aggressions like this; and that their claims and pretensions
are acknowledged and respected,while the innocent and nu-
pretending are slighted and despised, and their merits un-
seen and unrewarded. Yet let not the proud one exzult in
the ascendency which fictitions advantages may have given
him, nor the child of indigence lament the lowliness of his
lot; for peace-and contentment may visit the ¢ ‘cottage, when
they shun the lordly mansion, and the cares and discon-.

|tents of the mh ae e_xolgded ﬁ'om the qluel hennh-sxdes

of tbe poor-—whxle even nmxdst hls bxtterest rfepmmgs;‘th:i

(oppressed i ma.y 7 find a consolatlon, he. knows that the. wave,
of time is #weeping onward ‘forever; man- may wish’ to "

stay its course when the heaven abovehim is unclouded°
and that all the myriad barks. ‘which - crowd ity bosom swill
alike be dashed upon the shore of oblivion; 2 and, their shate
tered wrecks shrink beneath the surface of its waters; -
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FAMILY WORSHIP . = =r o
Family religion is of nnspeakuble 1mportance Ite eL- S
fect will greatly depend on the - sincerity of the head: of the-
farily, and on his mode of condacting the worshlp of lns
household. If his children and servants do not seehls p Y-
ers exemplified in his temper and manners,they will b&dlq- S
gusted with religion. Tediousness will weary | 1hem Fmo
language will shoot above them. Formahty of comiech or; :
composition they will not comprehend. Gloommees ,0F an»g-';
terity of devotion will make them dread religion as n hard
service. Let them be u ot with smiles. “Let them be met '
as for the most delightful service in which they can ‘be
engaged. Let them find it short, savory, sxmple, plmfi:
tender, heavenly. VVorshlp, thus conducted, “may be
used as an engine of vast power in a family. It dlﬂ"nsee ‘a
sympzathy throvgh the members. It calls oﬁ' ‘the mmd
from the deadening effect of worldly affairs. It arf'é‘w
every member,with a morning and evemng sermon, in- the'
midst of all the hurries and cares of life. It says, “Thero )
is a God 1’ ¢ There is a spiritnal world 1> << There _is ‘a
life to: come !** It fixes the idea of respons’bﬂlty*m the
mind. It furnishes a tender and judicious father or, m‘abter'
with an opportunity of gently glancing at faults, where a
direct admonition might be inexpedient. It enables him °
to relieve the weight with which subordination or servwe
often sits on the minds of inferiors. ‘

- BEAUT!ES OF THE BIBLE

If Longinus knew anything of the sublime in writing,
the scriptures must be full of it ; since his whole work,
compared with their several parts, seems buta comment B
on the beauties ; and if there be anything in what lias been
written by Qumctxhan of the force of oratory, the power .
of self-assistant arguments, there we bebold it all. No
work was ever at once so animated, and so correct : ; 80
plain, and so fall of elegance. What is said of archis
tecture, is equally true of style ; that simplicity is- -the
scource of all true beauty, and thata profusion of mis-
placed oraments and figures, while they strike the eyes
of children and idiots, accuse tle structure, to the -dis-
cerning eye, of barbarism. Different authors have. made.
approaches toward excellence, in the different manners of -
writing, but it is this work alone, that we are to look
for perfection in all ; nor is this a wonder, whenwe recol-
lect that the others are the products of limited and imper-
fect conceptions, this of unbounded aed mfnlhble, that
they are human, this divine. x

Tre CounTrY.~The country begins tobe d’eﬁght;
ful—like one beloved, it is gll smiles, beauty, and goocf .
bumour: the blossoms are its- smiles—the many-tmfgd
green its ever-varying beauty — and the bland__breath uf
summer imparts to it, and reveals its own felicity. - Tha
spirit of enjoyment is abroad—we hear its musick m the
wood, and the murmuring rivulet: its whzspermgs am
the young leaves and the aspiring grass! 'The whxp—poor-g..’
will echoes it in his evening lay, and the many songs-of’ tbe
morning proclaim how full of happiness is nature /! oo

LETTER "—Ina dlSDutO. whether\ H wasmg u
letter, or a simple ‘aspiration, the cg]ﬁrated preacher, i
Rowland Hill, contended that it wasa_letter ; and. he
concluded by observing, that if it be not, it was.a_ very’
serious affair to him, as it would  6ccasion - hla bemg tll
[ Hill without H] all the days of hls lee. ‘

SnNsnum'rY, CORPOREALL -—That cun‘_:
ce*za:r “Writers regard  astén innate pnnﬂxple,' : ;"
in us of being happy, ¢ and of i improving our condmon

o other than the developement of corporeal iewb%




