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From Bentley's Misceliany for May. Scarron.—The wit thus addressed the king, in his prefuce o} presencc of the perfect woman. Wlhat a countenance was hers,—
T0 LEGNORA- Don Japhet: ¢ I will prove to your majesty, that far from doing}’ .the model fixed, but the expression ever varyisg! On her ample
- . Af any ni » hy ino ‘ ,3 -
« qurnd un Tis verzinal peache et ac décolore, 30_1_”5(.11' ”"} "‘J”:} by doing me mor.c go"’d:. )’OU.“"]: on the f““ ibrm'. sat Intellect enthroned ; and round that throne what radiance
Par un ciel brolant desséehe, trar{, much conduce to your happiness, likewise to that of the 'ofaubum gold. In her deep hazel eye now lightened the glasee
Zur Purne qui Marrose i} peut reanitre encore country ut large. Torthen I shoald be a deal more light-hearted,} i of spiritual essence, now swam. the dewy rroisture of pity, now
. s - . - * s :
Mais quand un ver rougeur dans son gein ¢st eaché, and consequently write be ter plays. And il T wrote good plays, 'rose and fall the indescribable n‘n'lnm"a of love On her rasy
Quel remede cssayer coutre un mal qulun ignore.” o Trr e - - . . e e .
g Ta Vigss, hiyour majesty would be w ell entertained ; so that, by being enter-| Jips the smiile of playful innocence was eraded ; nor did the suck-
“ ftnl S 1niesty’ MR - »
ild‘““’ our majesty's money will uot be wasted. By good plays, | ling leave its treasurc-bed unless exiled for a moment by the ad-
. N , 1
More deur, Lennura, more loved art thou now mo the people’s adatrtion wiil be excited, and cause hosts of, .vent of sympathy for'sorrow, or of sorrow for misery. Suochwas
Than thou wert in thy happiest sears, 1tlu,m to frequent the theatres ; money wiil thus circulute, and 'Marion Delmar in face, nor was she in person less admirable, Na-
Though the paleness of death overshadows thy hrow Tq ot} " he i 0 ’ '
£iL1he ra fenth ovir s ¥ uroth fhere s no teliing where the wmatter may not end.” ture had set her seal upon the most precious casket that ever en-
And ! gaze on thy beguly with teurs, . . ) |
| Mezeray.---This celebrated old French historian was exces- «shr'ned an immortal gem-~the setting the prouvdest and most glo-
! y : A p
I foel thon art stealing away from my arme :““""Y sesceptible of cold. A friend meeting him on a very frosty rmm production of earth, the brightness within an cmanation of
To the cold sileut rest of ihe tomb; (day, asked him how he fered in this weather. ** Iam come to Heaven.
Yet I know not what grief hns thus pres’d on thy q]mrms, ;[ answered P,,e?era\ . ru”mnu hotte as [‘,lgt as his lpnr, conld } * % % And old Time wore on ; wore On, as from the creation,
And wither'd taeir brightuess end bloow. fwell corry him, that he wight enjoy the delights of his fire-side. ‘ regardless alike of the sighs of love, the pangs of disappointent,
My white dove Ties bloed , l'l his riddle was for a long time invxplicab]e < till at last it was lhe delights of pleasure, the shricks of pain, the ‘shouts of nnrth
white duve lies Bleeding and torn ut my feet ! |
y ' ' m y et one day solved by a friend, who lived on the most intimate terms the grouns of woc, the revels of sport, the terrors of death.
But no trace of the urrow s seen ! | -
My ity is broken,—but sehere can ] meet with the eccentric historian. It appearst that Mezeray bad alwaysli * * * Of theten days, eight werc flown ; and whither had they
With u proof who the spoi ‘u,l'll'H been ? ;1 dozen pairs of stockings bekind his - ehair, severally lubelled i flown, laden with alf these miliions of blessings and curses? They
_ _ from A. to AL According to the aumnber of deweea indicated by | liad flown back in mystery while they seemed to hurry onward,—-
Whate'er be thy sorrow, ol ! turn fron the thou ht, Wl lhermomeler he pat on a corresponding number of p'nrs ofjithey had returned to that abyss of eternity from which 1hey sprung,
o Il . . s thi | JL - - €
And reposo on w heart ihat is thine ; sloclun"s ; 80 that having this key to the cnigima, it was evident|!and darkness covered them. : :
Whth fulsehiood and peril i others are finught, ! | he d ) € % & o
“Come, dear uae | for ehelier to mine. that on the day above meyl'oned the poor. clull) '\Iczeray hudQ L'o-morrow, Henry,” said nhmon, chtpmv_hxs h'md -
’ fcome to the lu-t debree. _ , ‘m herq, and Iookmw with mmsurcless conﬁdmv into his ‘watchfui '
1n sxlefor in gladness, in shame or in prido, Lozus XII/ ---A roliber, who had maniged to eﬂ’ec' ]ll: way [ ¢Y® ‘tio-morrow I__wuu:ZJ_ be ulo’ne. Toa glance;lll.xt seemed
Unchunged my devotion will be.— - = ‘ R lmlo one of ihe rny.ll apartnents of Versailles, was in lhe act of:| of the kindest reproach, she repiied, ¢ Yes, my dearest Henry,
1 nh!l‘ ::':x:h;ilt::;li:(; 3::2"1"\!:[1;:”:!:?'. e 'pnucmn'l small ladder dgainst the wall, 10 possess limsell of aflon the next morn I” will be yours for life and unto death.  Itisu
4 T8 E oW e,
a1 T4 ;l_)mumnl time-picce, when the king came in and disturbed his solemn act---an act | will fulfl with_a devotedness of heart and
- e e | Plans.  The rabber, however, undaunted, made a low bow, say- isoul that would sntisfy the wost avaricious miser of love ; but let
e — - —— Y. . . . . ; : hav is v Nl uyseld H .
. g, ¢ 1 was aoing to tike that time-piece down, but T am afraid||™e only have this one day to prepare myself to be worthy of you,
Translated froin Frenell Worke e I . ’ : ; ieh al ;
o n French Yrorks. . ) the ladder will slip.”” IJis majesty, thinking the wan had orders|it scek that aid which alenc can truly make our fute what every
ANECDOTCS OF CELEBRATLD PERSONS i repzir the ¢'ack, offered his assistance, and held the foot of the | human promise tells us it wiil be,-—n fate of lasting affection, and

Henri 11 .~=-As his wjesty was one day hunting inthe Vendo-! [udder, while the fellow took it down.
zhout to return :

A few hours afterwards

moig, e lost sight of his retinue, and was alane,’

the general talk was of 4 most beaatiful time-piece having been
whoen lie saw a peasant seated nndm U TR
here, my good man?

by, sir.”’

are you doing “eaid the king. "'“”'v I 4m one of the parties, | held the ladder to help the manto get ir.””
==t Oh, is that all,”

Ling g0 ool
plied Henri, ¢ then get up Lelind e, and T will take :,nu sothe-li

am wailing lu see the hing g

li N rpo 'eon.—Ile was in the habit of playing with his son as
I childishly as if e himsell were no wore than a mere child six or
puse,
P seven years of age.

r
Ilie boor monnted, and held himaself on the horse, by twining Lis! s L
i ' : ¥ twining Lis) i'under the arms, and toss him up in the air, ‘exciing bis little ma-

arms roand tho monarch.
I\ he Kine § ’ e ol e ; | " ! je sty 's delight to sueh u donree as 1o make him shed tears. Then
10 know the King frons the others 27%---*% Very cust e wi
B y ¥ uc} he would c.xrry him hefore a ‘alass, malunnr the Anost ridiculous

the only ono who will not lako his hut OH” Dresently they were; 'gmnaccs nnngnmhlc ; Ol-lul, 100, the poor fittle fellmv would

hed tears of actual pain, for the game became sowmetimes too
ough; the emperor would then exclaim: < Oh! oh!

iferying! fie, fie ! that is.very u«r'), very ugly !

One day, when the prince was bat a Lweivemonlh old, the om-
peror ook off his sword, and fastencd it on his son, compleling
Lthe child’s toilette by plicing his three-cornered haton its head ;
¢ 1 un close upoun the enemy, and yet 1 have not a horse worth m.,, (.qu!ppt'd it muy be supposed it fonud no little diflieuity in
mounting. My shirts are all gone to rags, and my donblets are’  keeping itself on its legs, and the care with which the emperor
out &t elbows. Tor the last four or five days, I have dined here watched his every step, would have delighted any one to witness.
and thore, for § have nothing wherewith 1o parchase food.””

where whore yon will be uble 1o sce the king at your e Sometimes he would tuke the young king
ila ¥ g Kiag

“But T osuy, sir, how shall 1 be ab.(.

uneov Lrod:
“Well, m.dl :
\Vhy," rep! ied: )
for 1 don’t see any but! ;

discovercd by the gentiomen of the suite, who all

themselves, and paid their respeets to the mounrch a king
19

who now is the King 2 °

the peasant, ¢ it must he either you or I ;

said {I(_nn,‘mllldly

we two with our hats on™

At the thne of the war with Spain, Henri thus wrote to Sally @

1} At breakfast, the emperor wmade it)a practice to dip his finger
G ibbon.—=This celebrated man's prodigious bo'kioess was no, in wine and make his son suck it ; sometimes he would dip his

hinderaves 1o bis gallantry.,  One day, as he sat enjoying a most. finger in sanca, and spot the young king's chin and noso with 1t

comlortable tete-a-tete wiith Mad. de Cronzas, it suddenly uccuned this amuscment was stuong the most pieasing to the child,

to him, that the opportanity was one of the most fuvourable he could:

ever meet with, 1o makie a declaration.  Acting accordingly, the,

i
THE BRIDEGROOM'S STAR.

In nights calm and clear, *mid the bright orbs 1 try
To truce her bright tome in the beantiful sky

Aud | gare on some star, till in faney I =ce

The .ur-:,lumu-r f:‘pml atijl =m:|mw on me.—MirRoR. - ’nm\'._ .

Listorian threw himself on his kuces before the lady, and c.\p!‘('sa:.ml:!
his feelings in wost glowing language. Mad. de Cronzs somewhat
_ surprised, replied i sch terms us were, she thought, calculated at
ohce to pitan end to a scene so ridieslous.  But no, *twas’ noa-!
. vailing ; uu:l Gibbon remained on his knees, regardless of all in-
¢ Sir,’? suid the buflled lady, 1 beg you wili rise.”
_ghm,

L (B thc ﬁﬁh, and on the fiftcenth I shall be the hdppleet
T'en short days {---no, ten long, lonﬂ dd)s ! must
.ulL into lou-ror nights, before I can call my Marion mine. - "Pen
(l.ln '—why, there are more than two hundred —almost three
Thundred hours to be p: assed 3 but will not hope lighten them, wili
.nut gentle Sleep enclose some of them within her forgetful cur-
and every moment of time bring me nearer and nearer to
Yet I am wretch-

junctions.
Al ! the unwieldy suitor, 1 cannot.”
1lis corpulency utterly prevented him from rising without assis-;
tance ; Mad. de Cronzas, therefore, vang the bell, and upon jis;;
being answered, said, ¢ Lift up Mr. Gibbou !” : ’

replied nﬁm rtal men

Policire~—The philesopher was exceedingly disugreeable atfi
table. 1le secued to be in a continual passion, und ealled out toj;
the servants at the top of his voice, which was so loud as 10 ve-

RRHIEN
‘the goal of ull my w ishes and all my pray ers 2.

peatedly startle his guests,—An Englishman, who was on his wa
o ? YiFear lus grown into excess greater still  Ah? how like to far

ravel is the journey of life ! While distant from its object and its
He luekily chose a fortunate moment, and i

. . . U howe, thewind fecls but languid longings for their attzinment,
was received by the philosopher with every possible dewmonstration |!

: > shadowy and un.ﬂndmg prcsennmcms of possible evil ; but as we
near them, as the intervening space diminishes, as the thousand
"miles shorten inio one, how Dbeats the pulse as the blood rushes
throunh cvery vein ! how throbs the healt to bursting ! how weary
'seems the wayv ! how dreadfully arise ‘the spectres of unheard-of

The last bricf tide is the voyage round
ours fs the sum and history of human

1o Italy, could in no wise prevail upun himsell 1o pass erney
Cwithout visiting him,

of respect and picasure.
Englishiazn, that in bis exultation next day, he declared his in-
tention to spend vix weoks at the castle. ¢ You are not quite;|
like Den Quixets,®? remarked Velwire, ¢ Ae mistook inns for))

This reception so highly delighted our

castles, you mistake castles for inus.”’
i v change ot fatal aceident !

> als ) ¥ ontnl ?? M ~
Jxlo:'pslo.,n.—«'lhc celebrated suthor of the t Mossioh®” desired) 1o world,—~the last fow
to be intreduced to me, and came. | was alone with my neice,
when in came a litle, lame, ugly man; I rose, aud conducted
bim to a chair, in which he sat at first as il absorbed in deep

thought ; he then thirust himself comfortably into it, and assumed|!

lexistence. ) )

# = * And well might Henry Sturmond thus dwelt on the date
of his appointed union ; for if ever angel were embodied in an
carthly form, it was in the idel of his devoted affections.

Wetl, and what, stolen, whieh the king h:ppemn" to overhear, said, *¢ Ilush! 1]

fod with the c\cum of Joy ,—the ¢xcess of Joy, at whose upproacl:

Marionj

‘the appearance of ang who was detecmined o make a stay of no
short duration.  With a leud, kigh-pitched voice, he then sudden-
-ly put me the question, © Which, madum, in your opinion, isthe
best prose writer, Voltaire or Bufion 37

was the lovelicst of the lovely, the sweetest of the sweet: so
bright, and yet so soft ; so wise, and yet so simple ; so noble, and
yet so tender ;- that whilst urdent passion bent in holy warmth be-

fore me b!oonmw girl, a feeling aliied to adoration hallowed the

peace and joy.
be alone !’

Indeed, my dearest Heary, Fwould lo-morrow

¢ Then give me now, for my consent, one more, ore last eve
of wandering bliss : let us visit together the spots sucred to orr
i{loves,=--the grove ringing wiih the song of birds erc they seck
their downy nests, the bunk redolent of flowers, and the stream
gurgling its music in regnital for their odours, the rum.x..tic' full
where first 1 breathed my vows of cternal trul!-, and the ruined
nbbey that o’ertops the
and ratified by her to whom I owe life—more than fife ; all that
can make life ncceptable, what life can never repay.”

# % * The'dawu of morning ! -©On a bed of sickuess, of agony,
fay Marion Delmar.  Writhing in the torture of that fell diseuse
before whose appatling might youth and strength were swept away
as grass before. the seythe of the mower, Alas, for Ifenry! the
stern commands of skill forbade him even 1o approach that bed of
iufection and of death. Brief was its awful struggle. Distorted
were the ghastly features of matchless loveliness, but last night
beaming with intelligence and hope ; the rosy tints. of health were
gone, and that pure colour which had marked the streams of vital
principle, like violets strewed umong roses on a wreath of snow,
no longer natural in motion, had usurped the livid corpse.

% * * The tenth day arrived. The village cherch was decked
with hounghs and blessolns i'orthc dismal tidings had not reachied
the aged sexton, and he was sarveying his cheerful work withan
approving glauce, when, lo ! the suminons came to prepare an
iil'xlltc(lizlte grave. In that grave, within an hour, was deposited
‘the remains of Marion Delmar, hardly atiended to their fnal abode
by the dead-stricken lving, whom terror kept from the plague-

danger.

LR
cold clay, her whom ot that very hour he was to have led to ke
bridal altar. But it was not fear that dctﬂmed lum; it was not
despair. The blow had stununed him into’ utter in i(-ﬂ“-ll‘l ity ; and
to have embraced, und Lissed, and endeared the herrible wreek of
all he loved, or to have witnessed it hurriedly shrouded and tossed
into the foul ground, had been the same to him. Reason wis
dead. ‘

* %% Rutnot for ever. She gradually resumed her empire,
and with Ler came images of Marion, fall of life and woarmth, and
perception, and thought, and grace, and love—of Marion sirnck
with disease, tormerted, dying, passive, dead,—dead cven to his
love. ¢ Mo-morrow is here,” he excluimed, ¢ {o-morrow is here,
and she s alone !’

# * % he shades of the evening liad descended upon the jo-
cund grove, the enamelled bank, the murmuring river, the splash-
ing fall, the mo.xldc: ing ruin, and Henrv trod the paths of yester-
day, but he trod them alone.

another and a better world 27? .

He flong himself upon the broken stones, once the tomb of a
jwarrior I\mn'ht, and sealtered near the shrine where kings and ab-
!bots lad knelt .in splendid worship—he flung himself dovrn, and
'he essayed to pray. But his lips were parched and powerless, and
'Ius tongue clave to the roof of his mouth. If he prayed; it was
ithe voiceless nspiration of the crushed and overburthened soul.

* % % Agif awabing from a hideous dream, he cast o lookto-

spotted couch, and whom terror slew in their flight from the,

Not even Henry Starmond was there to see laid in the

 Oh, God ! oh, God I* hie cried aloud in his agony, ** is there.

scene - where these vows were accepiad



