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The dalliopean,

light guitar, and sing of him, who, far away, was revelling in
the brightest carccr of his carthly glory—yct let but the suppli.
coling vuico of the weary traveller reach hor ear, and al! her
cnjoymonts were forgotten—Iet but the opportunity offer of be.
stowing tho gift of charity, and she was happior than we can
imuﬂino the recciver to have been.

Sho pnssessed all the accomplishments of which hor day could
boast. ~ Sho sung and played with a sweetness that spoll-bound
ovea tho heartof Napoleon, His owa admission was, that * the
first applause of the French peuplo suuuded to hus car sweet as
the voico of Josophine.”

Bho was an unthusiestic admircr of the beauties and sublimi.
tics of usturo,  Tho culuvation of luwers, thag cinblem of purity
of tasto, was hor doarcst amasvnient.  The veico of nature was
music to her soul—whothor 1o the whisporing zephyr, or wild
wind's rushe—in tho murmuring strcam, or proud cutaract's roar.

Is it a wondor, thut when ehe visited ltaly she should wish to
carry its charms away to her own native land? This was a
land whoso beautics might funst a suel like hors—a land 8o pio-
fusely blost with naturo’s carest gifts—a land where every biceze
breaghes music and poetry, from its rich and mellow sky to its
majestic mountains and 1ts sequestered dells.  Josephine nuw
roalized that long and fondly cherished wish of visiting a land of
lofly reminisconces agd ruined grandeur. Though dear to the
heart of Napolcon, as tu that of Josephino, was the sight of these
romains of fallen glory—jyect dearor far to hi aspiring soul would
hava boen tho wori ofy resuscitating them in their former splendor.

Josephine’s mentsl endowments were of a superior character,
Reason and judgment nctusted all her movements. In youth
aho stored her mind with the most useful knowledge, which pre.
pared her for the elevated sphere 10 which she afterwacds mov.
od. Bven ovor maternal love, that gift of nature least subser.
vient o rcason, judgment and a sense of right predominated.—
Tho %crms of vartue and truth which she planted ia the hearsts of
hor childeen, wore tho governing principles of all their actions
in aftor lifa, Sho justilled into the heart of Eugepo those feel-
ings of honor and valor, which made him worthy of serving un.
der tho banner which Napoleon unfurled.

As a wife and companion, Josephine was all that kife and hu.
man lovo could give.  If depression of mind, ur sickness, disqui-
eled the breast of Bonaparte, she was cver an angel of mercy,
administoring a balm ol consolation fur every grici, Ever hap-
py aud cver happyfying, she hullowed and ctherealized all
around. Liko the rainbow’s beauteous hues, cach of her virtues
shone, and was admired ; but, when nungled, they fell upon thé
admirer’s view, they shed o calin and mellow hght, that wropt
¢he goul n love, )

All was peaco and happiness in tho family of Bonaparte.
But ho resolved to sacrifico strong affection for still stronger
ambition, From that time his star began to pale.  When he
thus, to graufy his wsatiate thirst for glory, parted from that
gentlo being who had been the 1dol of the nation, he lost the
“[fuxdmg siar of lus hfe.”  Tius was his hour of bittcrest woe.
Although conscious of his own ubility and power, yet, so wers
tis bopes interwoven with hers, that he undertook not his most
danng projects withaut consulung hur, and ofuimes relinquished
them through her picading.  He might perchance have cqualled
Macedonia™ mad sun, had it aut been for o kindly influence
wiich sho exorted over hun.  Ja this disunion of Napoleon and
Joscplune, wo sce displayed un her part, u genuine nobleness of
character. Il a scparaunn wouid cuuinbute to his happiness,
sho would rejoico to dnuk the bitter cup.  Not according to the
£ty of the human heart, did she allow jealousy or hatred to
rise agawst the husband who bad fursaken her, or against her
successur, Mana Louisa; but, with a caimness and - signation
that ¢cuhndled the sympathics of all, she submitted w her fate.
8ho reguiced w the young Napoleon, the son of another, bucause
Bonnparte rejoiced. One would have thoaght that thus severing
from a gprit which sho hud wound affection’s tendrils around,
would fiave crushied o generous heart—but otherwise, hor fiignd.
ship strengthened in tho storm,

{)thn Napolcon was banished from homs, friends, and couu-
try, sho wept in his woes, She was the first to offer 10 go and
while away fus hours, suutho his care, and * smooth down his
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lonely pillow.” ] She wiil ever be thuught of with a fund rogret,
and more touvhing tw the heart s the tear which wnbalms her
memory, than all the laurel wreaths which deck a couquuror’s
brow.
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. For the Calliopean.
The Unhappr School-girl.

“ O, how I hate this grammar '™ exclaimed Eliza W ——, ns
she raised her head, which, for the last ten minutes, had begy
bent over a book ; not that she had been studying thus long,
but, for that space of time, she had been vainly cniavoring 1o
persuade her vacont cye-balls 1o Joarn the Jossop and pyw
throwing L rseif lang.iidly ngainst the wiadow-framg, she gazed
listlessly through the shuttcrs upon the passcrs by.

*Why do you study grammar, if you dislikc it so much?”
asked her room.mate, :

“ Because papa will have me; but I'm sure it's no use, for
I never can understand it ; besides it injures my healih to study
hard, and ...y spirits are getting so dreadfully low.” And she
burst into tears.

“ Cume, put away that grammar, and take some other book ;
you shall not punish yourself in that mananer,” said the hind.
hearted friend. “Here, got your French; P'm just going to
look over my lesson; we'll study together,”

“French! don’t mention it,” replied Eliza; ¥ hate it even
worse than grammar ; I could not learn a line to.night, if I never
know a word of the language.”

‘; W,?ll, what lesson will you have? Which is your favorite
study.

“ The truth is, I have no favorite study; they are all alike,
and 1 dislike them all. 1 connot study this night, I fecl so heavy
—1 have no spirits—I'm really miserable.”

“School life does not seem to agree with you; perhaps you
need more air and cxercisc—the confinement is too great.”

“Yes, I think the confineinent is too much ; though as to air
and exercisc, I get a great deal mare than I would at home,”

“ Were your%]eulth and spirits better there1”

“Rather better; for there I hud more to amuse me, and
amusement is what I sant more than cxercise. 1 am too weak
to exercise much.”

« Well, surely, if you are not able to study, and too feeble to
take cxercise, you should not be at school, but under the care of
a physician.” :

“Oh no! lamnot ill, only I am not accustomed to such
drudgery—and this studying and excrcising dre nothing else.
More thaa all, 'm so sensitive. and this is such a cold-hearted
place—these cold words and cold looks just kill me.” And
hero she wept again,

Poor Eliza, she was, even as she affirmed, * really miscrable.”
And why? Because she was one of many among the daughters
of affluence, to whom existence is a burthen; who, pampered
from carliest infancy, have never known a want, and therefore
never felt gratitude for its supply—who have so far mistaken
the ead of their being, as to think self-gratification the only de-
sideratum, This passion having attained jn Eliza W , tho’
youdy in years, a monster's growth, claimed from ull around that
mecd of attention, nay more, devotion, which had ever been ren.
dered in the home of her childhood. Now, alas, two evils
crossed her path.  One was, that this easa and pleasure-seck.
ing prop.nsity had become so overwecning und fastidious, as
to find all objects within its reach insufficient, dull, and sule,
Anothcr was, that in her present situation she had made the
astounding discovery that she was not the most important per.
sonage in the world, and that it did not so deeply afflict the whole
houschold if she was out of spirits. This latter fact was mor.
tifying in the extreme, was more than she could bear; and at.
trabuting all her agunized feelings to her own refined sensibility,
aud a want of due sympathy in others, she romantically dectar.
ed, “she could endurc any trouble but the abseace of sympathy
and aflection.” But she did not understand the meaning of the
terms. She did not know that aflection secks some qualities,
cither fancied or real on which to rest, and always a return of
goud offices from tho object beloved. That none but doating *




