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with tears, *‘ and wi with the hairs of the head.”’

no more!”’

THE PASSIONATE FATHER.

¢ Yes, father, but—""
“ No ‘bats!* Haven’t I forbidden it, eh "’
“ Yes, sir. 1| T

the child's head and shoulders.
Not a tear started from Harry's eye, but his face

at his father with an unflinching eye.
“Go to your room, sir, and stay there till you are

days older !"’
ided gently in. She was a fragile, delicate woman,
1y plos.

O, 2 Lrmor litioa —
Kick her
Ay' pass her on the other side; no word of
J ‘bbh’u“ not her fall by her tempera-

ment or her tem ht;u. bat by the frigidity of your own
w o h-n.b’ Leaye no do. of escape

nsolicited,
open ; close your bomes and hearts ; crush every human
el in her teach m'tht

soul ; the Bible and
area ; check the repentant prayer on her fen lip ;
1 thrust her back upon the cruel mercies of those w
rejoice at her fall ; send her forth with her branded beauty,
like & t and mildew. ¢ Stand aside, for thou art
holier”" than the Sinless, whose feet were bathed

Cast

the *¢ fizst stone”” at her, O thou whited sepulehre ! though
those ho.lL lips could say, * Neithsr do I condemn thee—
go, snd

* Come hn.l'u!’.'_-id.-uuzuhhﬁo man, as he
siezed o delicate-looking lad b; shoulder. ¢ You've
been in the water again, sir! wen't [ forbidden it?”

was—
« No reply, sir "’ and the blows fell likes hailstorm about

was

deadly pale, and his lips firmly compressed, as he rose and
lookcs

sent

for. I'll master that epirit of yours before you are many
Ton minutes after, Harry's door opened, and his mother

with

Charlottetown, Prinee Edward Island,'

Fran

not go to-nigat.’’

time to think of them.

little wife, and let us awa

“ Stop & moment, then

look at him."

stood the ug wife of
the waltzers. She made a

ue eyes, and temples startlingl
forehead.

to me !"”
« Harry, he's my husband and your father !"’

Laying her hand softly u| n'lb-d.l{.lﬁoo' and
Kisosd hia e .
The rock was hed, and the waters gushed forth.

« Yes, and I'm for it. hat have I ever had but

blows and harsh w. ! Look at r’p-lceheoh
sunken mother ! lt‘lmh.d.r: ¢

and

He's & tyrant,

mother !”’ said the boy, with a ol fist and set toeth ;

+ and if it were not for vou, I would have been leagues

off

lon m And there's N-llyh , poor, sick child. ~ What

She trembles like « leaf

when she hears his footsteps. 1 say ’tis brutal, mother !”
« Harry'—and a soft band was laid on the impetuous

bo.yl‘- lm—-llhr my sake—""

, 'tis only for your sake, yours and Nelly’s,
orlnblllhnl’h sea somewhero—an whmthr{."

h-Lho- his

8, Lee stole to boy’s bedside,
before retiring to rest. "G:.drbo thanked, lnz:p-!" she

cross
steps were fall ; and then she prayed for her husband.
'rNo. no, ::tizat!" said lhny.’."-mbo- his

aboat

“T ean

his arms
ve him what he hag done to me, hut [ never will for-
ive him what he has made you suffer. Doa’t pray for

Mary Lée was toa wise to late. She knew her boy
was tore under the sense of recent injustice ; so she
lay down beside him, aad, ber tearful check against

his, repeated, in & low, sweet , the story of the cruci-
fixion. * Father, forgive them, tlnﬁ.ho' not what they

do ! fell upon his troubled ear.

yiolded to the holy

":uiwmv"h sobbed. * Mother, you are an angel ; and
if L over got o heaven, it will be your hend that has led me

There was to and fro in Robert Lee’s house that
night. It was s heavy hand that dealt those angry blows on
h’l‘.hopdo-h'ﬁlhu npl:; Ia

's tance came (00 late—came
with_the word that bis mpst die !

* Be kind to her " » 88 his head drooped on
his mother's

shoulder.
Tt was & dearl tlesson. Beside that lifeless corpse
Robert Lee renewed : and now, when the
hot blood of rises o his r-.udhhnywud

0 his lip, the pale face of
’

dead rises up between

and the offender, and an angel voice whispers, ‘* Peace,

be still 1 :

THE PARTIAL MOTHER.
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my sake, dear Mary, co

hearts that were breaking

you had danced

r side.

was dead.

Blue Beard as to turn the key on so bright a
self? No, no, Mary, [ would have others see
shine, and envy me its possession ; so throw on your cloak,

sigh, * let me kiss little Walter before T
little bed o rosy and so bright. Come with me Frank, and

around them, eyes rivallin

music to make the young bl

offsred hand of an acquaintance, she

ok [ t—I feel such an
she placed her hand on heart a

again to the dancers. With a
ﬁﬁ[owod her with his eyes, as her fairy form floated past
him, excitement and exercise lending again to her its
loveliest glow, while on all sides murmurs of *‘ Beautiful,
most beaatiful !” fell on his ear.
is mine,” said Frank to himself; ‘I have won ber from

m whence came the P

shoulder, and turned pale as she said, “ Frank, ¥ feel a
strange, sad presentiment of some impend
whence [ cannot tell. I have striven fo ban
will not go away. T had not meant to speak of it to you,
lest you should think me weak or superstitious: and,
{?" said his sweet wife, in

frivolous life we lead. We are all the world to each other;
why frequent such scenes as these! A fearful shadow lies
scrvss my path. Stay at home with me, dearest! [ dare

Frank looked at her thoughtfully « moment, then, gaily
kissing her, he said, * This vile east wind has given you
the hlues ; the more reason you should mot

.dop-&hf

’_‘,
" said Mary, with a
; he lies in his

With kisses on lip, brow, and cheek, the child slambered
on, and the carriage rolled away from the door to the ball.
It was a brillisnt scene, that ball-room !
arms that shamed for whiteness the snowy robes that floated
the diamond’s light, tresses
whose hue was borrowed from the sun, manhoods’s peer-
less form and open brow, odoroas garlands, fashing lights,
lood race more swiftly through
the veins—all, all were there, to intoxicate and bewilder.
Poerless in the midst—queen of hearts and of the dance—
Fraunk Puring Accepting the
took her place among
fow turns nnn the floor, then.
le as death, she turned to her hus ’ uyin;,' “0

n?tmr‘ion here, here,”’ and
w.

Fraok looked unyod; he was very proud of his wife;
her beauty was the admiration of the room. She had never
looked lovelier than to-night. Whispering in her ear, ** For

uer this weakness,’

for her.”

When the dance was over, following her to
he arranged her scarf about her neck with a fond care ; and
with a *“ Thank you, dearest,”” was leaving her, when she
again laid her band upon his
brillisncy in her eye, ** Frank ! something
Walter ; take me e now.”’

“ Pghaw ! M.m dear, you looked so radiant, I thought

vapours away. One more, dearest, and
then, if you say so, we will go.’

Sufforing herself to be persuaded, again those tiny feet
were scen spurning the floor ; towards the close, her face

w so deadly pale that her husband, in alarm, flew to

* The effort cost you too much, Mary,” said Frank ; “‘let
us go home.”” He ‘wrapped her cloak carefully about her.
She was still and cold 4s a marble statue.

As the cattiage stopped at their door, she rushed past
him with the swiftness of an antelope, and, gaining her
boy’s chamber, Frank heard her exclaim, as she foll sense-
less to the floor, *“ I knew it! I told you so!" The child

The servant in whose cave it had been left, l‘ollowilitho
example of her mistress, had joined some friends in a dance
in the hall. That terrible scourge of children, the croupe,
had attacked him, and alone, in
boy wrestled with the ** King of Terrors.”

ing tones, * thisis a

frometi

smile of gratified pride he

“ And that bright vision

arm, saying, with a wild

still darkness, the fai
e A‘h‘ k- j‘) 'h

‘ ; " . if he will; puta loving srm aboat bim, and let him “ Al'w well " False prophoet! In. yonder luzuri Mani villaine who would bave been livid with
Fern Leaves from Fllly'l Portfolie. .,,,.,...‘:_..‘...ﬁ.m,mw.nuhun room sits one whosé caxse it was o bo lair asa dream ¢ their vietim beon free ‘to face them. ) e
N — courage to flatter and soar with & wing. He shall} Blen. Time was whea those clear eyes looked lovingly i their pens with an‘appetite ; aud the g

WOMAN. yot, engle-like, face the sun! You s! scarce a mother’s face, when & groy-haired father laid his tremblj exaggerated accounts of the prisaner m trials; Even
sight his soaring ’pininu! Bear with yets w with & hluung on that sunny head, when broth the dness of the wifé’s sorrow was intruded mpon by
'a—&”?ﬂhh‘ smbitious mother ! * voices blended with her own in heart-music | thoss ravenous must-have-s .+ Then there
b ‘.“'bhn. i that happy hearth. O'i, wiiore are theynow! Are | were the usaal number of shook
“_‘Mh " there none to say to the repeating Magdalen, * Neither do | their empty heads, and ** alwa; L tarn
e teaes fall like rain, THE BALL-ROOM AND THE NURSERY. | I condemn thes; go and sin no more!” Mast the gilded | out so, because those who held thels hoads 0 Bigh.
“:‘u :‘-4.-'--0-— “ You are quite beautiful to-night,” said Frank Fearin fwhmﬁ":ﬂ 7-1 nd tGha]-'oul that loathes it, because | rally did.”” Tirst and foremost were these *
or R s Sown. to his young wife, as she entered the drawing-room d eAle well 1" :"n nand R . Samaritans® ¢ the tridl, ""‘:"" flitting
T o A Ler dow for a ball ; * T shall fall in love with you over again. What ! o Wl Maloe progiol! Thereonas S0 Smpd | of thoaguaitelh puitintr ¥ el WK S RURNE R
Redouble the smart— ’ not a smile for your lover-husband ! and a tear in your eye, orphan. 1nall the length and hreadth of the groen carth, | their power to prolong his acats their ex-
Rick bor down; too ! What does this mean, dearest !’ !he:; :‘;:l if:‘unv_l no n: w:l:n‘ nest 'blb:dr: &ndt‘l;mly d'go ?uul:u on)‘oy-e-‘:;.‘-ouh instead of hours. “ Good énough
And i ow o5 J +s | coald fol wings whea the pareat- wa., 0 | for bim!'" was ¢ fioal when, verdict
ok Sundition, Mary leaned hor beautiful head upon her busbend’s brooding wing was gone that os.nrod it from the cold winds | +* Guilty'* was rendeved. ¢ It .hhlil‘:lﬁ hn.l‘

evil—from
it, but it

ve yoursell
me such a

smile and &

Necks and

he led her

the window,

happened to

1

shall tell?

“ | love thee! | thee!
. . .

to come unto me, and forbi

Twelve o’clock

fair brow of the mother, or the myst magnetism draw-
ing her wo irresistibly back to her dying child! Who

For months she lay vibrating between life and death—

« Yet the Healer was there who had smitten her heart,
And taken ber treasure away;
To allare her to heaven he has placed it on high,
And the mourner will nlz
There had whi a voice—"twas the voice of her God—

! pass uader the rod!
L] .

Other fair children now call her ** mother ;"' but never
again, with flying feet, has sho chased the midnight hours
away. Nightly, as they retura, they find her within the

uiet circle of howe—within call of helpless chidhood.

ver than the adwmiration of the
ber than viol or barp, is the music of

id them not.”’

ALL'S WELL.

at night, and all’s well!

False prophet ! Still and statue-like, at yonder w,
stands wife. The clock has told the small hours ;
her face is close

y throng, sweoter to
young voices, and

Jjudga for + justice ;”’ and, unpunished of Heaven, the human | do not desert me; Marion. Buat Nﬂuou innocent

of unkindness. Love was its life ; and so it drooped ! .7 0 most risdical censors' who shall sa
“ All’s well !’ False prophet! Sin walks the earth in "vanfh equal op::uuhy snd tempiation, your v’ul
m:ph and fine linen: honest poverty, with tear-bedewed | virtae would have better stood the test!

. hungoars, and sh , and thi ** while the publican * The worstis over now,” said Walter, as Marion bathed
stands afar off ! The widow pleads in vain to the ermined | his temples. [ will struggle to bear the rest, since

if

i

and wept at

tiger erouches in his lair, and springs upon his helpless prey! | Nettie!"" and the strong man bowed his
“ All's well ! Ah, yes, all is well ! for ** He who seeth | the heritags of shame for that brave boy,
the end from the hoginning’’ holds evenly the scales of jus- And 80 days, and weoks, and months dra their slow
tice. Dives shall yet bog of Lazarus. Every human tear is | length along to the divided pair : be, in the livery ofi
counted, They shall yot sparkle as gems in the crown of the | miny, bearing his sentance as best he might among &ot
patient and enduring disciple! When the clear, broad light | perate and degraded, experienci moment a refine-
of eternity shines upon life's crooked paths, we shall see the | ment of torture of which their dl:& i and deadened
snares and pitfalls from which our hed?a of thoras has | sensibilities knew nothing ; she, outas the  felon’s
fenced us in ; aod, in the maturity of our full-growa faith, | wife” by the rude erowd, shrinking nervously from notice
we shall exultingly say, ** Father, not as I will, but as Thou | trembling at the -zpnhtuhu of t, as she toiled on
for dail;

wilt heroically, day by day, bread.
W.l:inm came that q'ukt dib!:{‘ mtb’ which Walter Clay
exao res even from ! H
HOW WOMAN LOVES. \rwa beart Tmebbing for MM g“"". "'*FWM“ s
« Walter,” said Mrs. Clay, ** you have not tasted your | Nightly was he bered in her y Daily she
coffee this morning. Are you il(!o" and she leaned across | taught their boy to lisp, even now, his father’s name, Like
the table, and laid her hand upon his arm. music to his ear was that light footstep echoing through

¢ No—yes, not quito well. [ had a great deal to occupy | the gloomy corridor to his cell. Teaderly those loving
me yesterday ;" and he arose from his seat to avoid the | arms twined about his neck ; sacred and true were the hol
serutiny of those clear eyes, adding, * If [ shoffldn't be | words with which she cheered his sinking spirit. M‘;
home at the dinner-hour, Marion, don’t wait for me ; [ may | she painted the future—this trial past—when, in some
be detained by business. And now kiss me bhefore [ go."” home beyond the seas, he should yet be the happier for
“If Walter would only leave that odious bank ! said being 80 chastened by sorrow, and where no
Marion to herself. ¢ Such a treadmill life for him to lead ! | tongue should remind him of his temptation or fall.
They are killing him with such close application ;" and she | Sweetly upon his ear fell those soothing words, first u
moved about, busying her little b devising certain | by sacred lips, ** Go and sin no more.’
pathetic ngpealu to the ** Board of Directors” for a miti- | No, Walter Clay was not deserted quite! He was not
gation of his suffrings. degraded, gven there and thus, while he could hold up bis
When one is away from a dear friond, 'tis a satisfaction | head and Boast of a love so devoted, so pure, so holy !
to be employed in performing some little service for him, The hghr of mlueinﬁon came at last, and Wn{hr Clay
how trifling soever it may bo. So Marion passed into the | stepped’ forth under the brosd blue sky, once more a free
libracy, arranging Walter's books and papers, producing | man ; And in the little room where the heroic wife had suf-
order out of ion from a di ging and het fmnd toiled, she once more clasped her husband to her
geneops heap of pamphlets and letters, uovuﬂniiauy—chnir b
round to the most inviting locality ; and then her eyes fell  And Nettie, where is he! Lot me kiss my boy,”” said
upoa.a little sketch be had drawn. ¢ Poor Walter'” said | the joyful father. ‘ Where's Nettie!"
she, ** with his artist eye and poet heart, to be counting up | ** On the Saviour's bosom !" said Marion, with & choking
those interminable rows of figures, day after day, that any | voice.
man who has brains enough for the rule of three could do *“Dead! And you have buried this sad secret in your
just as well. To think he must always lead such a tread- | breast, and borne this t grief unshared, lest you should
mill life ! never feast his eyes on all that is beautiful and | add to my sorrow !" ﬂ:h kueltat her feot reverently.
glorious beyond the seas, while so many stupid people are | ** God knows you had enough to bear !’ said Marion, as
galloping over the continent, getting up fits of sham enthu- | they mingled ir tears together, and gazed at the long,
siasm, just as the ¢ Guide Books' firect! It is too bad.” bright, golden tress, all that remained to them of little
She wished heartily she had brought him other dowry than | Nettie.
Iw:‘ Trll face and warm heart.
cll, dianer-hour came, but came not Walter. Marion “W, interesting 19 o
was not anxious, because he had prepared her for his | Italy wl‘h‘i:n - ?’g:‘ m‘::“;:““‘"?“h
absence ; but she missed his handsome fiuce at the table, and | of a Madonna—so pensive, sweet, and touching. If :;
pushed away her food 'unmtod. She was unfashionable | would but sit to me .rw\\'ho' are th;v, Pietro !’ o
enough to love him quite as well, although she had heen *“They came here about a year since, live in the test
married many happy years, as on the day when the priest's lusion, and seem anxiously to avvid all contact with their
bleucin‘ l'olll on l:r maiden ear. own countrymen. All the pom.‘ﬁu‘.“ bless them ; and
* Come here, Nettic,” said she to a noble boy. * Sprin h i i v w'
into my lap, and let mo look at papa’s eye!;" an |h: ::;::'(2‘::_.3“‘ sys they axe best people, for -
pushed back the clustering curls from his broad, white
forechcad. ¢ Tell me, Nettic, which do you love best,

pa or me "’ ’
A MOTHER § SOLILOQUY.

th“ ll‘nr: said [ must love you best, because he does,’” sald
e child. *Tis mine ! bound to me by a tie that teelf cannot
* Bless your baby-lips for that sweet answer ! Where can | sever. That little heart shall never lhnlr:lu.ﬁ ipl-'nn or
that dear papa be, I wonder "’ . throb with pain, withouta quick response from mine. Iam
The words had bat jast escaped her lips when her father | the contre of its litile world; its very life on m
entered—not with his usual beaming smile and extended | faithful care. [t is my sweet duty to deck dim
hand, but with a slow, uncertain step, as if he could with | limbs—to poise that tiny, trembling foot. Yet stay—m
difficulty sustain himself, and such a ard look ! daty ends not here! A soul looks forth from thon’n bln!
* Send away the c.hlld';" said he huskily ; 1 want to | eyes—an undying spirit, that shall plame its wing for &
speak with you, Marion. ceaseless flight, guur«:d by my erring s
** He is not dead ! don't tell me that!" said she, with The hot blood of anger may not the fount whence
ashen lips, her thoughts at once reverting to her hushand. | it draws its life, or the basty escape my lip, in that
“ [::,:;, .o‘,h‘be;:;rw,"‘n:ld the old lll-n,h:hhs”kinq his rnre presence. Wayward, passionate, hp-li‘, ow shall
grey , ** than to live to disgrace us all as B approach it but with a spiri silen
“ Who dare couple * disgrace’ with Walter’s name!” pmpyer! i - t
said Marion, with a flashingeye. ‘‘ Not you—oh ! not you, 0 1 tinel ! slumber mot at thy post over its
durﬂhd;:.!; And she loouullinplorln y in his face. trusting innocence !
“ He is us all, I say !"" said the proud old O reckless * sower “ tares”
;,;;:l;du’o.. and I, .I:d that innoe{ntdehild. llup has em- | spring up ! o oLl el = Rkt tho
money to a large amount, and is now in custody ; O unskilful helmsman! how shalt thou pilot that little
and ['ve come to take home with me—you and Nettio— | bark, o' Y pestu: eternal
for you must forget hi:f Marion.” i shore ! A S - LS, S e
“ Novzr'. never, neve:'!" said she salemnly. * 'Tis false ! + ‘Tis onrs !’
—my noble, generous, high-minded husband ! never ! There A father bands proud] i ? A
is & conspiracy ; it will nﬁh.be cleared up. O father, unsay | love, how nrong.anw u’-:arr tl?:: i;:ﬂ.m.nr:b:rnz
those dreadful words: [ will never leave him, though tender, as hers whose heart that babo hath lain beneath !
the world forsake him. Lot me go to him father !” Fit me for that holy trust, O good Shepherd, or fold it
¢ Marion,” said the old man, ** be will be sentenced t0 & | early to thy loving bosom ! !
folon's cell ; there is no escape for him. When that takes

Hi

B ——

, the law frees you. ould di ur boy! om——
5‘::- back to your o’l?ildhoud’l hor:,‘ .nd.‘g;ctyl‘:i- ; ’{i-
your duty, is unworthy your love or mine. If not,” THE INVALID WIFE.
said th-:ld man,marking hor compressed lip and heightoned | ¢ Every wife needs a good stock of love to start with.”
oolou‘:_.h‘ll.'::l': il Msiten eniend g:m‘t l:ln? You are upon a sick bed: a little feeble
" 1 y y. : erash
* You are no child of mine !’ said the irritated old man. hsl:cf. ?ouul::n’&.:-n - - ks

i
b

She |
own

z'
i .
hip:
ik

i

1]

| moed.
breast. Olm.::ipo he essayed to ; but her hand ; ration of its wee toes

little velvet
* God help me, then !"* said Marion ; * for [ will never head
lﬂl}ew :‘h Yoyt H | our eyes, and turn your \:Fy
was s t to move the stoutest heart, that fair, | and Frank, and Willy, and Mary Mn‘r&l
delicate woman in the prison-cell. Walter started to his | —come ti > room
feet, but he did not advance to meet her. There was lm:: lti-q:lhp::':’ — h'
. Her arms were about his neck, her head upon his uh—u,'ﬁhﬁq‘s“v—tbﬁdiawu
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