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10 THE ADVISER.

article, and had a notion that, by wearing it, he
would be speedily cured. The countess ﬁxought
her son’s request rather odd ; but being loath to
refuse anything that would give him even a
visionary satisfaction, she instantly set about her
inquiry after ibe happiest lady in Naples, with
the view of requesting her kind offices after the
manner described.  Her enquiry was tedious and
difficult; everybody she could think of, or who
was pointed cut to her, was found, on searching
nearer, to have her own share of troubles. For
some wine, she almost despaired; bur having
nevertheless persevered, she at length was intro-
duced to one—a middle aged married lady—who
not only appeared to have all the imaginable
matevials ot worldly bliss, but bore every exter-
nal mark of being cheerful and contented in her
situation. To this unfortunate dame the coun-
tess preferred the request, making the circum-
stances of the case her only excuse for so strange
an application.  “My dear countess,” said the
lady, “spare all apology, for, if I had really
been qualitied for the task, I would most gladly
have undertaken it. Butif you will just follow me
to another room, I will prove to you thet I am
the most mniserable woman in Naples.” So say-
ing, she led the mother tv & remote chamber,
where there was nothing but a curtain which
lmag from the celling to the floor. This L ‘ng
drawn aside, she disclused, to the horor of her
visitor, a skeleton banging froma beam! ¢ Oh,
dreadful V" exclaimed the countess: ¢ what
means this?” The iudy looked mournfully at
her, and after & minutes silence, gave the fol-
lowing explanation: ** This,” shesaid, “was a
vouth who loved me hefure my marrage, and
whom I was obliged to part with, when my re-
lations compelled me to marry my present hus-
band. Weafterwards renewed our acquaintance,
though with no evil intent, and my husband was
to much infuriated at finding him one day in my
presence, 2s to draw his sv-ord and run him
through the heart. Not satisfied with this, he
caused him to be hung up here, and every night
and morning since then, has compelled me to
come and survey his remains. To the world I
may bear a cheerful aspect, and seemed to be pos-
sessed of all the comforts of life ; but you may
judge if T can be really entitled to the reputation
which you have attributed to me, or be qualified
10 execute your son’s commission.”’

The countess Corsini readily acknowledged
that her situation was most miserable, and retired
to her own house, in dispair of obtaining what
she was in quest of] seeing that, if an appareatly
happy woman bad such a secret sorrow as this,
what were those likely to have who bore no such
appearance? ¢ Alas,” she said to herself, ¢ no
one is exempt from the disasters and sorrows of
life—there is a skeleion tn every house !™

When she reached home, she found a letter
conveying intelligence of her son’s death, which
m other circumstances would have overturned
her reason, or broken her heart, but, prepared
as she was by the foresight of her son, produced
only a rational degree of grief.  When the first
acute sensations were past, she said resignedly

to herself, that great as the calamity was por-
bably no greater than what her fellow-creatures
were enduring every day, and she would there-
fore submit with trauquility.

The applicotion of this tale, tinged as it i3
with the peculiar hue of continental manners
and ideas, must be easy to every one of our
readers. They must see how great a fallacy it
is to suppose that others are, more generally
than ourselves, spared any of the common mis-
haps of life, or that we, in particular, are under
the doom of a severe fate. They may be assured
that beneath many of the most gorgeous shows
of the world, there lurk terrible sores, which
are not the less painful that they are unseen.
The very happiestlooking men and women, the
most prosperous mercantile concerns, have all
their secret cankers and drawbacks. The pride
the noble, the luxury of the opulent, even the
dignity and worship of the crown, all have a
something to render them, if it were known, less
enviable than they appear. We never, for our
part, enter upon any glittering and magmficent
scene, or kear of any person who is reputed to be
singularly,happy, but we immediately think of the
probability which exists, that our own humbe home
and condition, disposed as we sometimes may be
to repine about them, comprise just as much of
what is to be desired by a rational man as the
other. Even so in the great capitals, where
affluence and luxury are so wonderfully concen-
trated, and all the higher orders sppear so
singularly well lodged and fed and attended to,
we cannot help looking to the other side and
imagining for every one his own particular
misery. The houses appear like palaces; but
the idlest spectator may be assured of it, as one
of the incontrovertible decreces of Providence.
that there is a skelefon in every one of them.

Preacarxc.—The “right kind of ileach
ing" you never can have so long as you keep
teacherrs at it six hours, any more than you can
have the ‘ right kind of preaching,” so long as
you keep the preachers at it half the week, and
all day Sunday.—Crandal.

Tae BisLe.—In the adaptation of the word
of God to intellects of all dimensions, it resem-
bles natural light, which is eqnally suited to the
eye of the minutest insect, and to the extended
vision of man. .

Faue is an undertaker thay pays but little
attention to the living, but bedizens the dead;
furnishers out their funerals, and follows them
to the grave.

¢ Reforms have falien into the hauds of un-
godly men.” Then it is because of the remiss-
ness and coldness of the church. .

The mind has more room in it than most people
think, if you would but furnish the apartments.

Greatness of mind is always compassionate.



