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TIPHE BEE.

From ¢ Wailson’s Tales of the Borders.”
THE WIDOW’S AE SON.

We willnot name the wilage where the ac.
tors 1w the tollowing wmedents restded ! and 1t
15 sutlicent for our purpose to say, that it
lay in the county of Berwick, and wathm the
jurisdiction of tie Presbytery of Dunse.  Liter-
miy has gathered forty winters into 1ts bosom
sinee the poneipal esents ok place, JanetiJef-
frey was left a widow before her oniy cluld
hud completed lus tenth year,  YWhile her hus-
band lay opon lus death bed, he called ber to
lus bed sude, and, tuhing her hand within g, he
pronned, gazed on her fuce, and smid—+* Now
Japet ' gaun alang and o dark Journey s but
ye winna lorget, Janet--ye winna forget—for
ye Ken at has aye been uppermost womy
thonghts, and fiest o my desires to make
‘Thamas nmimister—promise me that ae thing,
that af 1t be Ihiswall,ve will see 1t performed,
an’ I wall diean peace.”  Fa sorrow the pledge
was miven, and m joy performed.  Her hife be-
canmie wrapt opm her son'’s life s and 1t was
her wmorning aud her evamng prayer that she
might lne to see ber ** dear Thamas a shiing
ficht in the kirk.”  Often she declared that he
was an * auld tarant barn, and could ask n
blessing ke ony namster.”  QOur wishes and
affections, however, often blind our judgmeat.
Nobody but the wother thought the son fited
for the hitk nor the huk fitted for tum. There
was nlways smnething ongnal, alimost poetical,
nbout htn— but still ‘Lhomus wos © no oratoras
Brutus was”  1hs mother had tew cans
beyoud the labour of her hands for thewr sup-
port.  She had Kept him at the parish sehool
untit he was 13 and he had learned all that los
master knew ; and in three years more, by ris.
g early and sitting Inte at her daily toils, asd
the snvings of his ticld labour and ocasional
teachmng, she was enabled to make prepara-
tims for sending him to Ediburgh, Never
did lier wheel spin so blithely sinee her hus-
band was taken trom her side, ss when she put
the first liatupon the rock tor bis College sarks.
Proudly did she shew to her neighbours her
double spinel yarn—observing, “ §t’s nae finer
than he deserves, poor fallow, for he’ll pay me
back some duy.”  The web was bleached and
the shirts made by ber own hands; and the day
of his departyre arnved. It was a day of Joy
mingled with anguish.  He attended the class-
es reaulurly und futhfully ; and troly as St
Giles warked the hoar, the long, lean figure
of ‘Thowmas Jetfrey, in asut of shahby biack,
and o half a Jozen vohues uader s arm,vwas
seen 13suiny from fus garret n the West Bow
—darting down the trail stasr with the veloeny
of a shadow—menswing the Luwn market nnd
High street with mgantc strides—elding hke
a ghost up the South Bridee, and gibing thre?
the gothue archway of the College, ull the puue-
tual stadent was lost in 11s juner chambers.
Years ralled by, and at lenath the great, the
awtul day arnved—

< Biy with the {ate of Thomas and his mother."
{le was to preach his tnal sermon—and wher?
—in his own parish—in his natne vitluge ! It
was summer, bt bis mother rose by dayhreal,,
lHer son, however, was at las studies befure
her; and when she entered tius bhedroom wih
aswimming heartand swimming cyes, T'homas
was stalking aerossthe floor, swinmng has arms,
stamping s feet, and shouting his sermon to
the trembling curtains of a four-post hed,which
she had parchased in honor of him alone.
* Ob, my bairn ! my matchless bairn ! cried
she, “ what a day ¢’ joy is this for your poor
mother ! But oh, laany, hae e it weel aff?
1 hope there’s uae fears 0 ye stucken’ or usiy’
nortes?’ < Dinna fiet,” miher: dwuna fre,
replied the yonnyg dvine; ¢ sucken an’ notes
arcout o' the question. | hae vvery word o
2t as chak as the Ao B. C2, The apponted

hour orrived.  She was tirst at the kirk. 1fer
heart telt too big for her bosowy  She could not
sit—she walked ngam to the chnir—she gazed
restless on the Pulpit.  Lhe punsh nunster
gave out the Panlm—tho book shook while she
held . The minister prayed—~unguin uave out
n Psalm, awl left the pulpit.  “I'he bouk fell
from Mrs. Jeflrey’s band A tall figure paced
along the pavsage.  He reached the pulpnt
statrs—tool two steps at once, [t wasa bad
otmen—but arose tfrom the length of his hmbs,
not levity.  He opened the door—lis kuees
stnote one upon apother. e sat down—
he was puler than death. e rose—his bones
were paralytie. The ible was opened—ins
mouth opesed at the same thne, and remained
apen, but sad nothing. s large eyes stared
wildly aroumd ; at length his 1eeth chottered,
and the text was announced, though halt the
congregation disputed it. My brethren,”
satd hie opee, and the whiteness of s couu-
tenance ncreased 3 but he satd no more.
“ My brethren I? responded he a seeond time
his teeth chattered louder ; his cheeks beeame
clanmy and deathlike. ¢ My brethren 1—
stainmered he athaed e, emphateally, nnd
lus kuees fell tagether. A deep groun echoed
Irom lus mother’s pew.  ths wilduess ineiens-
ed—** My muther ! exclaimed the preacher.
They were the lust words he ever uttered i a
pulpmt  "T'he shaking and the agony  begun
n bis heart, and his budy caught the contagion.
He covered his tuce with lus hands, fell back,
and wept.  His mother srrenmed aloud and
fell back also—and 1hus perished her toils, her
husband’s prayer, her fond anticipations, and
the pulpit oratory of her son. A few negh-
bours crowded round her to console her, and
render her assistunce.  They led her to the
door.  She gazed upon them with a look of
vacancy—thrice sorrowfully waviog her haud,
in token that they should leave her; for thesr
words feli upon her heart hilke dew upon o fur-
nace.  Silently she arose and left thew, and
reaching her cottage, threw herself upon her
hed in otterness,  She shed no tears, nether
did she groan, but her bosom heaved with
burning agouy.  Swckuness smote Thamas to
Ins very hearts vea even anto blindness he
was sick.  His tonzue was hle heated jron in
s mouth, und hus theoat hike n parched land.
He was led from the qulpit. But he eseaped
not the persecutiun of the unfeeling titter, ondd
the expressions of shallow pity. He would
have rejoiced to have dwelt 1 darkuess for-
ever, but there wus no escape from the eyes of
tus tormentors The congregatuon stood
grougns m the hirhyard, * just,” as they sud,
Yo bae ansther look at the orator5*? and he
must pass throngh the midst of them. Wath
lus very soul steeped i shame, and lus checks
covered with confusion, he stepped from the
kirk-door. A bhumvming noise ssued throush
the crowd, and every one turned their faces
towards b Yl nosery was gronter than he
could benr.  * Yon was oratory for ye 1 said
one. * Poor deevil;” added another, ¢ I'm
sotry for hun—but 1t was as gmd as a play
was it iragedy or comedy 7 auquired a urd,
laugling as he spohe.  "The remurhs fell upon
s ear, e grated lus teeth m madaess, but he
conld endure no more; and, covering his face
with his hatds, ae hounded oft like a wounded
deer to his mother’s cottage.  In desparr, he
entered the honse, scarce knowing what he did.
He beheld her where she had falien upon the
bed, dead to all but misery, < O auther, mi-
ther 1 he eried - dinna ye be angry—dinna
ye add o the sfllictons of your sun!  Will ve
no mother 7 A low groan was his only ans-
wer.,  Io burried 10 snd fio ucross the room,
wringing his hands. ¢ Mother,” Lie aguin ex-
clmmed, ** will ye no speak ae word?  Oh,
womuan ! ye wadna be angryif yekenned what

low ye and aboon ye, and round about ye, o’
staning upon ye hke condemmng judges, ar’
looking to yourvery sonl—ye hne no iden o't
miuther--Itell ye yo hue no iden o'ty or yo wadna
be angry.  The very pulpit floor gaed down
w1’ me—tho kuk wa's gaed round about, and I
thought the very erown o' wmy head wad pich
on the top o’ the precentor.  Lhe very eeno’
the muhitude soomed round mo hke fishes 1—
an’ oli! womnn ! are ye dumb !} will ve tor-
ment me mr! can ye uo speuk, mother I
But he spoke to oue who never spoke nzanin.
Her senson departed, nnd her speceh fuiled,
but grief remumed.  She had lved opon one
hope, and that hope was destroyed.  Iler round
ruddy cheeks and pontly forin wusted away,
and withio u few waoeks, the neghbours who
performed the office of humamty, declared that
a thner corpse was never wrnapt in a wind.
g sheet than Mrs. Jefirey.  "Time svothed but
did not heal the sorrows, the shame, and the
disappointment of the son. e sauk nto a
village teacher, nnd often, 1w the nudst of his
littie school, hs would quote lus first his enly
text-—imagine the children to be his congroga-
tion—attempt to proceed—guze wildly round
for a moment, nud sit down and weep, Thro?
these aberations his school dwindled nto nuthe
ingness—and poverty incressed his delirinm.
Ouceg, 1 the midst of the remaining few, he
gave forth the fatal text. ¢ My brethren ! he
exclumed, and smitwg bis hund upon bis fore-
head, cried, * Speak, mother t—speak now I
and fell wih his face upon the flonr  The
cluldren rushed screaming from the school,
and, when the villagers entered, the troubled
spirit had fled forever.

From the New-York Express.

NEW-YORK IN 183¢.

Loox:NG arvund over our own city, pondering upon
her vast resources, thinking of her present power axd
fuwure greatness, wo have becomo almost bewildesed
with our own reflections.  Amid the din and bustle of
busincss, the unceasing hfe and motion of every street,
lane and avenue, the midnight noise, second only to
the noon day activily around us, we are cowspelled to
pause and wonder at all we see.  Every thing indeed
i3 1 otion, net your stow, snail-pace motion of olden
times, when spinning wheels and hand labor tuok the
place of steam-power, and water-poner, but your
quick, night.and-day, perpetusl otion which never
winks, sleepe, nor slumbers. Indced, in Now York
theee is vo check to business, no chack ta ewtetprize,
nothing can, if 1t would, clog the wheols of prorperity.
Weroll on with the velocity of steam, aye, and faster
too, for here there is no time when power and motion
are cxausted, but with us there 13 no human power
cither to weakien or destsoy. We roll forward with
all the force of a tornado, going, going, always ad-
vancing in our journey, but with ocur journey never
finkhed. Tho great cry with us 18 busines, business,
BUsINESs. We cat faster and Jeer ofien, riso carher
and retiro lnter, because one cternal cry of work stares
us every whero in the fuce, beckoning us onward hke
the spell of witchery, and with a power wholly irre-
sistable, Hence in New York, no man, who 1s a
man, 13 ever sdle.  Our merchants hive upon the land
and tho sca et the same time, with their bodies vpon
terra firma to be sure, but with their minds, nover-
theless more frequently wandering ut Cape Horn, m
india, or along tho Mednerrancan, than in their own
counting tocins, warc-houses, or private dwellings.
Quid factum, est factum sit is particuloriy writlen
vpon the brows ui cvery man. The nil admirar§ of
Horaco is ours in crery thing. ¢ Nothing Is impossi-
ble,” 8ays the man who contracls to buwild you a hun-
dicd houscsin a year. ** Nothing 18 unpossible,”
ethiocs anothier who makes a journcy from Potersburg
through the capital of tho nation, and to Now York
intwo daye, and from Lence proceeds on to Boston

. f1? H > an? o . .
an awfi’ thing 1t ie 10 see a thousan’ con be-Jyotncen sun and sun. Al things are possiblo crios



