CTHE NEIGHBOURS.
A TALE OF EVEBY-DAY LI1FE.

From the Swedish.

Tuese works justly take a high rank in mo-
dern literature,—which mingle with an acco
rate description of the manners and customs
of any nation,—those cmbodiments of charac-
ter, sentiment or passion, which are common
toall mankind. They convey knowledge with-
out the gravity of science,—and confcr zn
amusement which reason approves. History
counts them as her allies, and Wisdom necd
not frown on their accompaniment of fiction,
if it break not the harmony of virtue. The
wild-flowers that spriry up among the corn,
do not choke it, and in the day of harvest, the
reaper readily separates them from the ripened
sheaves.

In works of this class, a two-fold excellence
is required,—that the truth should be simply
told, and the fiction harmless. A still closcr
test is applied by the philanthropic and chris-
tian critic,—that both their truth and fiction
should be of salutary tendency,—that they
should aspire to make their readers better and
happier, and thus cither directly or collaterally,
aid the cause of morality and religion.

The books of Frederika Bremer, translated
by Mary Howitt, onc of the swectest pocts of
any age or country, bid fair to open almost as
distinet a school in the writings of the female
sex, as those of Walter Scott did, in the de-
partment of romance. Especially does the
one before us, evince simplicity, originality,—
<kill in delineating, and distinctness insastain-
ing character, with that tact in touching its
minuter springs, which appertains only to ge-
nius. “3a chere mere” is as peculiar and
prominent in her way, as Mcg Merriles was
in her’s. This mingling of strong passions
with weaknesses and ecceentricitics,— the kind-
ness of waman,—with a majestic, masculine,
and terrible prowess, required, one would think,
more than the energy of a femzlepen.  Yetin
the sweet tonches of domestic life,—indecd, in
the whole intercourse of Franceska and her
Bear, 18oks forth the woman's natre in such
weakness, constancy and truth, that we are
fain to bless it

Of the fidelny of Mies Bremer's pencillings
of seenery and manners in her native chime,
we are asaured by competent judges. That
they leave 1 vivid impression, we are confifent.
Tnderd we half fancy that we have been guests
and denizens at Rasennik,-- seen Lars Andus
amusing himself of an evenmg with hus joincr's
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tools, or inhaled the smoke frem his pipe ;-
heard at Carlsfors, the mighty violia, or
speeches of the General in Mansfield, to
well disciplined dependants.

What can be mote pleasing, orfull of naw,
than the first approach of the bride to herg;
home, at the former place.

“There, on that ill, from whence I
looked into the valley where Rosenrik lics,
hold a dust-covered carriage, within whichs
the Bear and his wife. That little wife lo;
forth with curiosity, for before her gleams
vale, beawtifal in the light of evening.  Gig
woods stretch out below, and surround ery
tal lakes j—corn-fields in sitken waves encirg
grey mountains, and white buildings peer o
with friendly aspects among the trees. Hy
and thete, on wocrd-covered heights, pillars
smoke ascend to the clear evening heava
from the burning turf-flelds. Truly, ali W
beautiful, and I was charmed. 1 bent mysd
forward, and was thinking on a certain hag
natural family in Paradise,—one¢ Adam
Eve,~when suddenly, the great Bear lad
great paws upon me, and held me so tight, 1
I was near giving up the ghost,—while he i
scd me, and besought me to find pleasure
what was here.”

In pathos, Miss Bremer is as powerful as
the frank and discursive epistolary narration
little things. Witneas the scene, wheie &
chere mere, after long conwading with, 23
striving to conccal the increasing malady
blindness announces it to her assembled ctf
dren.

“Are you all here ?" inquired ma chere me
with a firm voice.  We replied 1n the affirg
tive, at the same time gathering around i
“My children,” she began, with a strar
mixturc of strength and humihty, “I wise
to be alone for a moment, 1n order to prepy
myself as becomes a chrnisuan, to appear
fore you, and reveal to you my msfortune:
Chagrin has had its full dominion,—it 1s s
time that rcason should resume its own. X
'dcar children, the hand of the Lord lies hear
uponme. Hehathemitten my eyes wath dai
ness.”

A smothered cxpression of gnief was heas
and the echo spread itself around. My ad
children, you must not distress yourseis:
aboutme. Imyself grievenolonger. Atfirf
I acknowledge that it went hard with m
and for 2 long tme I would not bikieve that
could be so with me, as it now is. No!
would not concede to it. I murmured 1n mg
self. But it grew darker and darker. T




