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THE RETURN.

WiTiin g hall of princely ornament
A maiden sits ; and hourly waits the coming
Of hin whose love shall make those splendours hers,
And hsil her mistress there; —whose ardent haste y
Fretted by distance and his sovereign's scrvice,
erleaps cold ceremony, apd with eager prayer
Calls her to meathim hieve.~The Lord of Varens
Is firstin the worlds gaze ;—the hero, statesman,
Fhe royal favourite, the laurg) crowned,

Fresh from the field of clors—and yet here

The Lord of Varens writes himseli her slave !
And, as she reads aguin the Lurning line,

Pride lights her eve and mantles o'er her cheek,
And swells her woman's breast.--Yet even then,
Even in that glowing moment, pales again

The flushing cheek, and sinks the glance of pride,

As some strange current of unbidden thought
Calls up another love, in gone-by years,

‘When poor Eugene sat at the young girls feet ;

And, with his thoughtfu) eye intenton hers,

Asked for no other world, than so to sit
And gaze for ever '—Didst thou sigh, Louise ?

Ay, those were days of pure and thrilling joy '

Hand joined to trembling hand, young love’s first kiss,
“The vow that plighted those two hearts for ever,—
‘That vow forgotten now ¢ —no, not forgotten—
Witness those trembling lids and that pale cheek !
But heis lost; —he sought, ip the hot press
Of the world’s struggle, 1o deserve her hand,

Left his youth's home, and ne’er was heard of more.
Five years she mourned him with & widoinjed heart,
And then the Lord of Varens, [but once seén
Bome two years since, when parting for the wars,
And little noted then.} renewed his suit
By missives sent from foreign Jands, which told
How her rare beauty dwelt upon his soul H
Voughing his triith. with gifts of \vox\q:'qxs priqc‘,

- While Tidings of his still more wondrous fame B
tirew daily londer,—Oh the Lkeart of woman '—
Why is-it thus ?—So strong, so weak a thing,

Bo exquisitein all, its very faults
Grow fascinations 2-~like the amber drops
Which straws invade, yet are no blemish then,
But take u charm from bheing so enshrined !~
The Lord of Varens teiumphed ;—flhe scarce seen,
Bearco known except of fame,~-~his snit was heard,
Aud all the memory of Bugene forbid
As n past dream.---And now De Varens comes,
And she shall meet hize Qiere, to spare some days
Of an ill bronked delay.— 1 am not false---
- Blanche, say I am not L—-thou, fny childhoed's fricnd,
¢« Still my companion here-—-Blanche ! speuk to me !--
« Confirm my failing heart ”—-_Bnt Blanclie is mute :
The oft told tale of deep and constant love
Dwells in her breast, and tiongh she will not blame,
She sighs in silence.

“ Lady, at the gate
« One from the Lord of Varcnssecks your presence, "
« Admit him—yct no—stay—"twere better thus
1 honour one who comes {rom sach a master.*
Forth from the hall she passed, and on the steps
Received the messenger; who with doffed cap
And grave but courteous reverance, stood before her.
He was 3 man upon whos open brow
Was written ¢ gentleman,”—swhose micn and drese
Snoke one of trust, weil chosen for such errand.---
S‘ilcm he stood, whije, with averted look,

Blanche turned Ler from the scene she little lIoved ;
Rut on Louise his thoughfal, calm, clear eye
Fixed, 1ill her own shivank from its steady gaze ;
And something sinking, trembling at ter heart,
At last hespoke s

at Lord of Varens
vant.--- At the voice

Oppressed its utterance.
* Lady, my master, the ¢
‘‘Cireets you by me, his » :
Her changing colour fled, her cye grew wild,
And from her quivering snd parted lips
A struggling breath that scemed an unformed word
Came murmuring forth---1t sounded like * Dagene 17
I'e marked her not-—but added, ¢ With this ring
¢ He bids me greet the lady of his choice,
¢ And say, that this, once passed in pledge of love,
* Wiihin its emblematic circle, then
¢ T'wo hearts are knit for ever.”---% Ol no! no!
“ No, not that ring, Eugene ! *twas mine o thee "’
+¢ Lady, forgive my awkward haste.--1 erred !’ ’
¢ No---"tWas 110 €rror, ’tywvas a just reproach,
s And deserve it-—-but Tthought thee dead,
« I mourned thec, mourned thee truly--yes, for years,
* UTntil---oh shame, oh ehame ---But it is past---
¢ Go ¢ tell this Lord, Louise mistook her heart;
-5}t will not be twice pesiured.---Say, the love
“fle seeks is---yes-—cnjoy thy triumph---say
¢ ['ig thie !---And gow, farewell”—-The half-spoke word

Trembled on her white lips, and the quick tears
‘Would not be hid.—* Louise ! my own Louise !

“ Dost thou then love me still ™« Demand the proof !
¢ Oh should I bid thee share my humble jot -
L woull-—-L will 27 Tlink of De Varens’ power 1
STl brave it all - The king’s command #7---% We'll fIy !
““ The world has other lands --Engene, with thee
“1 will be poor, despised, an exile, all,

‘8o thou forgive 1---Oh can T more ntone >”

And then, her maiden modesty ut strife

With her full heart, shie sank into his arms ;

And her pale clicck assumed g paler hue,

And o’er lier eves drooped down the heavy lids,
Uatil a Jovely and uncounscions weight

She lay, deatlt’s counterfuig, Look up, Louise !
“Oh 1 wrs much to blame-—look up and smile !
“It is thive own Eugene—thine own De Varens !
* Nay, notso wildly !---see, 'tis only 1,

““And I am both, and both are only thine.--

* He whom thou kuew'st of old as Lord of Varens,
‘“ A traitor, perished by a traitor's doom.

“ ITis lands and name were given to Eugene,

*“ And in that name again I wooed Louise,

‘ Asin the name more fitted to deserve her.

¢ Canst thou forgive my folly ? speak to me !”--..
She did not speak---but over her fair brow

The crimson spread, and from the brightening ey.e
Raised to his own, a beam of thrilling joy

Gave the reply.—-In his she placed her hand---
Not for the Lord of Varens, but for him,

Her enrly love, Eugene.---And so it was jee-

To fame, and state, and to ipe gnzing world,

He was De Varens still--but for Louise

He had a dearer name; her Iutest faith,

Still constant to her first, knew but Eugene.

MATERNAL MONITgR.

e

IMPORTANCE OF THE FIRE SIDE.

Il As the infant begins to discriminate betwecn the objects around,
{it soon discovers one countenance that ever smiles upon it with
peculiar benignity. When it wakes from its sleep, there is one
watchful form ever bent over its cradle.  If startled by some un-
happy dream, a guardian angel eeems ever ready to soothe its
fears. 1If cold, that ministering spirit brings it warmth ; if han-
:gry, she feeds it 5 if in pain, she relieves it ; if happy, she cares-
{sesit. In joy or sorrow, in weal or wo, she is the first object
tits thoughts. Iler presence is its heaven. The mother is the
}deit_v of infancy.

i ‘

l( Now reflect a moment ufon the impressible, the susceptible
Leharacter of this little being, and consider the power of this mo-
;ther in shaping the fine clay thatis entrusted to her hands. Con.
Isider with what authority, with what eflect, one so loved, sore-
ii'verenccd, so adored, may speak !

I Thus, in the budding spring of life, infancy s the special
icharge, and subject to the special influence, of the mother. Bat

;it soon advances to childhood. Hitherto, it has oeen 1 ereature
fof feeling ; it now becowes a being of thought. The intellectua)
‘eye vopens upon the world. It looks abroad, and imagination
ispreads its fairy wing. Every thing is beautiful, every thing is
:vonderful.  Curiosity is perpetaally alive, and questions come
‘thick aud fust to the lisping Tips. - What is this? Who made it ?
: How > When ? Wherefore? These are the eager interrogations
£;afcllil(]}100d. At this period, the child usually becomes fond of
;‘iihe society of his father.  He can answer his questions.

fanfold the mysteries which excite the wonder of the chj

e can
ldish in-
tellect.  Ife can tell him tales of what he has seen, and lead the
! child forth in the path of knowledge.

The great characteristic of
this period of life is an eager desire to obtain new ideas. N

ew
{lideas toa child are bright as gold to the miser, or gems to a fuir

Hlady.  The mind of childhood is constantly beset with hunger and
jthirst for knowledge. Itappeals to the father, for he cap gratify
ithese burning desires.

“ [ow naturally does such a relation beget in the child both af-
Ufection and reverence ! o sces love in the eyes of the father,
he hears it in the toncs of his voice 5 and the echo of the young
theart gives back love for love. e discovers, too, that his futher
jhas knowledge which to him is wonderful. {le can tel] why the
candle goes out, and though he may not be able to satis{ly the
.child where the beautiful flame is gone, he can at least explain
!why it has vanished, and how it may be recalled. He ean tell
twhy the fire burns, why the stream flows, why the trees bow in
{the breeze. Ile can tell where the rain cowes from, and unfold
;lhe mysteries of the clouds. 1Ilecan explain the forked lightning
:,z,md the rolling thunder. He can unravel the mighty mysteries of

the sun, the moon, and the stars.
Ouwmipotent Being who in gooduess and wisdom has made them
all.

What a sentiment, compounded of love and reverence towards
the father, s thus engendered in the bosom of the child ! What
\a power to instrugt, 1o caltivate, to monld that gentle being, is
thus putinto the haods of this parent ! 1low powerful is admoni-
tion from his lips, how authoritative his example ! The father ig
the deity of childhood. The feeling of the child towards the fa-
ther is the beginning of that sentiment, which expands with the
expanding intellect, and, rising to heaven on the wing of faith,
bows in love and reverence before the Great Parent of the uni-
verse.

Let us go forward to the period of youth. The mother holds
the reins of the soul ; the father sways the dominion of the intel-
ilect. I'do not affirm that there is an exact cr cowmplete division
‘of empire between the parents. Both exert a powerful influence
over the mind and bLeart. I mean only to state generally, that
the nataral power of the mother is exercised rather over the affec-
tions, and that of the futher over the mind. Itisa blended sway,
and if exerted in unison, it has the force of destiny. There may be
cases in which children may seem to set parental authority at de-
fiance ; but these instances, if they actually occur, are rare, and
may be regarded as exceptions, which are said to prove the rule.
Remember the impressible character of youth, and consider its re-
lation to the parent. Is not the one like the fused metal, and has
not the other the power to impress upon it an image ineflaceable
asthe die uponsteel 7 Nay, is it not matter of fact, attested by
familiar observation, that children come forth from the hands of
their parents stamped with a character, that seldom deserts them
in after life? Are they not inipressed with manners, {astes,
‘habitsand opinions, which circumstances may modify, lzut never
jefface 2 If the countenance of the child often bears the semblance
of the futher or mother, do we not still more frequently discover in
the offspring the moral impress of the pavent >’

Is it not true, then, that parents are the law-givers of their
children? Does not a mother’s counsel, does not a father's
example, cling to the memory, and haunt us through life? Do
we not often find ourselves subject to habitual trains of thought,
and if we seek to discover the origin of these, are we not insensibly
led back, by some beaten and fimiliar track,
threshold 2 Do we not often discover
grooves in our minds, into which the inte}

to the paternal
some  home-chiseled
lectaal machinery seems
to slide as by a sort of necessity 2 Ts it not, in short, a proverbial
truth that the controlling lessons of life are given beneath the
parental roof? T know, indeed, that wayward passions £pring up
in early life, and, urging us to set authority at defiance, seek to
obtain the mastery of the heart. But, thaugh struggling for liberty
and license, the child is shaped and moulded by the purent. The
stream that bursts from the fountain, and seems to rush forward
beadiong and selfwilled, still turns hither and thither,
to the shape of its mother earth over which it lows. [fan ob-
stacle is thrown across its path, it gathers strength, breaks away
the barrier, and again bounds forward. Tt turns, and winds, and
proceeds on its course, till it reaches ita destiny inthe sca. But
inall this, it has shaped its course and foilowed out its career,

from bubbling infuncy at the fountain to its termination‘in the
great reservoir of waters,

according

according to the channel which its pa-
rent earth has provided. Such is the influence of a parent over his
child. Tt has within itself a will, and at its hidding it goes for-
ward ; but the parent marks out its track. He may not stop its
progress, but he may guide its course. He may not throw a dam
across its path, and say to it, hitherto mayest thou go, and no
farther ; but he may turn it through safe, and gentle, and useful
courses, or lie may leave it to plunge over wild cataracts, or loge
itselfin some sandy desert, or collect its strength in a torrent, but
to spread ruin and desolation along its borders,

The fireside, then, is a seminary of infinite Importance. It is
important because it is universal, and becanse the education it
bestows, being woven in with the woof of childliood, givgs form
and colour to the whole texture of life. Therg nre few who can

receive the honours of a college, but all are graduates of the

hearth. 'The learning of the university muy fode from the recol-
lection; its classic lore may mon \

!derin the halls of memory. But
the simple lessons of home, enameled upon the heart of child-
hood, defy the rust of years, and out-live the more mature but
less vivid pictures of after days, So deep, so lasting, indeed, are
the impressions of carly life, that you often see a man in the

imbecility of age, holding fresh in his recollection the events of

«

He can point beyond to that_



