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THE PEARL : DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE,

AND RELIGION.

ODE TO 4 LEAFLESS TREE

BY BIR LYTTON BLLWER.

IN JUNE.

Deaolnte Tree, why are thy branches bare ?
What hast thou done,

Ty winstrange winter from the summer alr,
Frost from the sun ?

Thou wert nol churlisl, in thy palmier yoar,
Gnto the herd ;

Tonderly guv'st thou shelter to the deer,
Home to the bird.

And cver, once, the earlicst of the grove,
Thy smiles were gay;

Qpening thy blossoms with the hsste of love
To the youuy May.

Toen did the bees, nnd all tlicinsect wings,
Around thee gleumn ;

Fewster and darling of the gilded things
That dwell i (h' beau.

Thy liberal course, poor prodigal, {s sped,
How lonely now !

How bird and bee, lnte parasites, have fled
Thy leafless buugh !

Tell me, sad tree, why arc thy brunchey bare?
Whnt hast thou done,

To win strange winter from the summer alr,
Frogt from tho sun?

% Never,” replted that forest-hermit, Jons,
(Old truth and endiess 1)

** Never for evildone, hut fort une flown,
Are we Jent [riendless.”

t Yet wholly, nor for winler, nor for storm,
Dot Love depart:

We ure not all lorsaken, till the worn
Creepsto the heart !

AN nought withont--~within thee, if deeay—
Can hend or hurt thee?
Nor boots it i thy heart itself betray,
Who may descrt thee!”
Book of Beauty for 1€39.

JUVENILE TALES.

- MARIA IIOWE ;

'OR ’I‘HLVLFI‘LCT OF 'WITCII STORIES.

< I was blou«ht up in the country.  From iy ml‘amcy I. wns al—
wnyq a weak and tcndcr-splrllcd girl, subjcet to: fears and dcprcs—
ions.” My palcms, and: ]mlllcularlv my mother, wero of a very
;”"_(.vlfferent disposition.. They were what is usnally called gay : they
loyvt.d pleasure, and partios, and visiting ; but, a3 they (ound the
turn of my mind to be quite opposite, they gave themsolves little
trouble about me—but upsn such vecasions gencrally left me to
my choice, which wus ueh ofiener to stay at home, and indulge

myself in my solitude, than o join in their rambling visits. T was
There

wag a hook closet which led into my mother’s dressing-room.

always fond of being alone, yet always in & manner afraid.

Here 1 was eternally fond of being shat up by mysc!f, o take
down whatever vohuues 1 pleased, and pore upon them, no nit-
ter whether they were fit for my years or no, or whether 1 under-
stood them.  lere, when the weathar would not perwit my going
into the dark walk —my walk, as 1t was called—in the garden ;
- bere, when my prrents have been from home, U have stayed for
hours together, till the lonelinoss which pleased me so at first, has
"o at'length become quite Fiashtful, and I have rushed out of the clo-
‘“'7--"lat'into the iuhabited parts of the house, and sovght refuge in the
ﬂ"lap uf somc one of the fonile servants, or of my auat, who would
say, seving me ook pale, that Maria had been frightening hersell
- with some of those nasty books. Sa she used ta call my favourite
volumes, which [ wonld not have parted witl, no, not with one
- ofthe least of them, i1 had had the choice to be made a fine
princess, and to govern the world.  Liut iy aunt was no veader.
She used 1o excuso herself, and say, that reading hurt her eyes.
I have been nanghty cuough to think that this was only an ex-
cuse § for I found that my aunt’s weak eyes did not prevent her
ten hours a day wpon her prayer-book, or her favour-
a Kempis. Bul this was always her excuse for not
of the books 1 rocommended. My aunt was my fu.
She had never been married. My futher was a good
deal older than my mother, and my aunt was ten years older than
my father.  As 1 was oflen lefl at home with her, and as my se-
‘rious disposition so well agreed with hers, an intimacy grew up
between the old lady and me, and she would often say, that she
toved only one person in the world, and that was me. Not that
she and my parents were on very bad terms ; but the o!d lady did
not feel herself respected enough. The attention and fondness
" which she showed to me, conseious as I was that T wasalmost the
. only being she {eht any thing like fonduess to, made me love her,
 #s it was natural : indeed, T amn ashamed to say, that I fear I al-
) ‘most laved her betier than both my parents put together. But
: ._‘there wag an oddness, a silenco about my: auut, which was never

from poring
ite Thomas
reading any
ther's susler.

l!mzxde me stand in fear of her. An odd look from under her spec-

tacles, would sometimes scare me away, when 1 Itad heen peering
up in her fice to make her kiss me, "Then, she had a way of mut-
termvv to herself, which, though it was good words and religious
words that she was mumbling, somehow 1 did not like. My weak
'spirits, and the fears I wus always subject to, always made me
iafr‘ud of any personal singularity or oddness in any one. I am
tashamed, ladies, to lay open so many particulars of our family 5
;but indeed it i3 necessary to the understunding of what [ am going
lto tell you, of a very great weakness, if not wickedness, which I
‘wag guilty of towards my aunt.  But I must return to my studies,
and tell you what books I found in the closet, and what reading 1
ichiefly udmired. There was a great Book of Martyrs, in which I
used to read, or rather I used to spell out meanings ; for I was too
ignorant to muke out many words : but there it was written all
tabout those vood men who choose to be burned alive, rather than
Horsake their religion, and become paughty papists.  Some words |
couid make out, some I could not : but I made out cnough to fill
my little hzad with vanity, and [ used to think I wasso courageous
!1 could be burned, too—and I would put my hands upon the
flames which were pictured in the pretty pictures which the book
had, and feel them ; but you know, ladies, there is a great diffe-
rence between the flames in a picture, and real fire, and I am now
ashamed of the conceit which 1 had of my own courage, and think
how poor a martyr 1 shonld have made in those days. Then there
was 2 book not so big ; but it had pictures in. It was called Cul-
pepper’s Herbal : it was {ull of pictures of plants and herbs—but §
did not much care for that, Then there wus Salmon’s Modern
History, out of which I picked a good deal. It had pictures of
Chinese gods, and the great hooded serpent, which ran strangely
in my fancy. There were some law books, too ; but the old En-
glish frightened me from reading them. But ubove all, what 1
relished, was Stackhouse’s History of the Bible, where there was
the picture of the ark, and all the beasts getting into it.  This de-
lighted me, because it puzzled me ; and many an aching head
have T got with poring into it, and contriving how it might be
built, with sach and such rooms to hold all the world, if there
should be another flood, and sometimes settling what pretty beasts
should be saved, and what should not—1for I would have no ugly
or deformed beastin my pretty ark. But this was only a piece of]
fully and vanity, that a little reflection might cure me of.  Foolish
wirl that 1 was ! to suppose that any ereature is really ugly, that
has all its linbs contrived with heavenly wisdom, and.was doubt-
less formcd to some’ beauuful cnd, though o child cannot compre-
hend it. - Doubtless, a'frog or a toad is ot ‘uglier in itself than a
squirrel or o prett) green, luard hut w wa.nt undersmndmw to
see it., N . ‘ T :
These ﬁmcxcs, larhes, were 1ot so very foohah or namrhty per-
haps—but they may be forgiven in a’child of ‘six years old : but
what T am going to tell, I shall be ashamed of, and repent, I hope,
as long as Tlive. It will teach me not to form rash judgments.
Besides the picture of the arl, and many others which 1 have for-
got, Stackhouse contained one picture which made more impres-
sion upon my childish understanding than all the rest. [t was the
pictare of the raising up of Sumuel, which I used to call the Witch

of Budor pietere. 1 was always very fond of picking wp stories
about witclies.  There was a book called Glanvil on Witches,
which usad to lie about in this closet ; it was thumbed about, and
showed it had been mueh read in former times. This was my
treasure.  Iere [ used to pick out the strangest stories. My not
being able to read them very well, probably made them appear
more strango and ount of the way to me. But I could collect
enough to understand thut witches were old women who gave
theruselves up to do mischief—how, by the help of spirits as bad
as themselves, they lamed cattle, and made, the corn not grow
and how they made images of wax to stand for people that had
done them any injury ; and how they burned the images before a
slow fire, and stuck pins in them ; and the persons which these
waxen images represented, however far distant, felt all the puins
and torments in good carnest, which were inflicted in show upon
these images ;_and such a horror I had of these iicked witches,
that thongh Tam now better instructed, and look upon all these
storics as mere idle tales, and invented to fill people’s heads with
nonsense, yet I cannot rezall to mind the horrors which I then
felt, withont shuddering, aud feeling something of the old fit return.

This foolish book of witch stories had no pictures in it, butl
made up for them out of my own fancy, and out of the great pic-
ture of the raising up of Sinuel, in Stackhouse. I was not old
enough to understand the difference there was between these silly
nnprobable tales, which imputed such powers to poor old women,
who are the most helpless things in the creation, and the narrative
in the Bible, which does not say that the witch, or pretended
witch, raised up the dead body of Samuel by her own powver, but,
as it ciearly appears, he was permitted by the divine will to ap-
pear, to confound the presumption of Sanl ; and that the witch
herseil was really as much frightened aud confounded at the mira-
cle ag Saul himself, not expecting a veal appearance ; but probably
having prepared some juggling, slight-ofhand tricks, and sham
appearance, to deceive the eyes of Saul: whereas, she, nor any
one living, had ever the power to raise the dead to life, but only
tle who made them from the first. These reasors I might have

N vlnterr;np_led but by her ozcasional expressions of love to me, that

tilvead in Staclthouse itself, if T had been old enough, and have read

them in that very book, since I was older, but at that time I ]oo‘t-
ed at little beyond the picture.

These stortes of witches so terrified me, that my sleeps were
broken, and in my dreams ,Ialivays had a faney of a witch being
in the room with me. I know now that it was only nervousness ;
but though I can laugh at it now as well as you, ladies, if you
knew what I suffered, you would be thankful that you have had
sensible people about you to instruet you and teach you better,
I was let grow up wild like an ill weed, and thrived accordingly.
One night that I had been terrified in my sleep with my imagina-
tions, 1 got out of bed and crept softly to the adjoining reom. My
room was next to where my aunt usually sat when she was alone.
Into her room I crept for relief from my fears. ‘The old lady was
not yet retired to rest, but was siiting with her eyes half open,
half closed—her spectacles tottering upon her nose—bher head
nodding over her prayer-book—her lips mumbling the words as
she read them, or half read them, in her dozing posture—her gro-
tesque appearance—her old-fashioned dress, resembling what I had
seen in that futal picture in Stackhouse : all this, with the dead
time of night, as it seemed to me (for I had gone through my first
sleep), joined to produce a wicked fancy in me, that the form -
which I had beheld was not my aunt, but. some witch, IHer
mumbling of her prayers confirmed me in this shocking idea. I
had read in Glanvil, of those wicked creatures reading their
prayers backwards, and I thought that this was the operation
which her lips were at this time employed about. Instead of fly-
ing to her friendly lap for that protection which I had so often
experienced when I have heen weuk und timid, I shrunk back ter-
rified and bewildered to my bed, where 1 lay in broken sleeps
and miserable funcies, till the morning, which I had so much rea-
son to wish for, came. My fancies a little wore away with the
light ; but animpression was fixed, which could not for a long
time be done awuy. In the day-time, when my father and mo-
ther were about the house, when I saw them familiarly speak to
my aunt, mny fears ull vanished ; and when the good creature has
taken me upon her knces, and shown me any kindness more than
ordinary, at such times { have melted into tears, and longed to tell
her what naughty foolish fancies 1 had had of her. DBut when
night returned, that figure which I had seen recurred—the pnslure;
the half-closed eyes, the mumbling and muttering which 1 had
heard--a confusion was in iny head, who it was I had. seen that
night : it was my aant, and it was not y aunt:"" It was that gb’dd
creature who loved me above all the: world,’ enfraged at " her good‘
taslc of devotions—-perhaps pm}'mfr for some cood to. me“”' : Avmn,,
it was a w1tch--a. creature hatef al'to God and m:m, readmg back-f
wards the. vood prayers H who would pbrhaps destroy :_me. ln‘ K
these conﬂxcts ‘of mind; I passed severul weels;iill; by a ri yolu- b
tion in my fate, 1 was removed to the house uf a female relatmn o
of my mother’s, in a distant part of the countr} R who had coma
on a visit to our house, and ohsenmu wy lonely. ways, :md ap-
prehensive of the ill effect of my mode of living, upon my health,
begzed leave to tale me home to her house, to reside for a short
time. I went, with some reluctance at leaving my closet, my dark
walk, and even my aunt, who had been such a source of both love
and terror to me.  But T went, and soon found the grand eflects of
a change of scene, Instead of melancholy closets, and lonely
avenues of trees, I saw lightsome rovms and cheerful faces: I had
companions of my own age. No books were allowed me but
what were rational and sprightly-—-thut gave e mirth or gave me
instruction. I soon learned to laugh at witch storics ; and when I
returned, after three or four months’ absence, to our own house,
my good aunt appeared to -me in the same light in which I had
viewed her from .my mf.mcy, before that foolish fancy possessed
me, or rather, 1 should say, more kind, more fond, more loving
than before. It is inpossible to say how much good that lady,
the kind relation of my mother’s that I spoke of, did to me by
changing the scene. Quite a new turn of ideas was given to me :
I became sociable and companionuble ; my parents soon discover-
ed « change in me, and T have found a similar alteration in them.
They have been plainly more fond of me since that change, as
from that time I learned to conform myself more to their way of
fiving. 1 impute almost all that 1 had to complain of in their neg-
lect, to my having been a little, unsociable, uncompaniable mor-
tal. TIlived in this manner for a year or two—passing my time
between our house and the lady’s, who so kindly took me in hand,
until by her advice I was sent 1o this school, where I have told
you, ladies, what, for fear of ridicule, 1 never ventured to tell any
person besides, the story of my foolisk and naughty fancy.

Pu~visameENT By DEATH 1N AusTria.—During the tima
that Ferdinand has been on the throne of his ancestors, the blood
of not one of his millons of Austrian subjects have flowed upon
the scaffold. One man was condemned to death  for murder, in
the second year after his accession ; but his heart revolted against
the barbarous punishment which the law still retains for that of-
fence and be commuted the sentence to impriscnment for life—a
punishment equally coercive with death, but which gives the of-
fender opportnnity and inducement to repentance ; and does not
destroy in the minds of the people the salutary notion of the sa-
credness of life w!nch pnnces nnd legislators should ever cultivate

and gnard.




