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© A COTTAGY, SCENE.

We sat by our cottage tisesude,
Mother, Sister, and I,

Rending of dreadinl hattles

With miuny a heaving sigh .

Onr wother was pale und teebl,
Al all our heusts were sore,
For liee son, aur ouly brother,
Had been fur wanths in the war,

We ferred for our failing mother,
Watching her closely the while,

We wondered to see her sad, pale face,
Light np with o dreamy smile,

Is it strange, she said, *that 'm smiling ?
Al you see uot what I see !

My boy*s coming home from batthe—
My =omts coming hone 1o me?

* 1 see the smile of bis childhood,
“The light in his lnoghing eye;
My boy?s coming home 1o wother,

If he only comes 10 die.?

Nark! the sound of wheels and of horses?
‘I'hey halt st our garden gate;

God grant it is our brother,
That be comes ere it iz o e,

Up rose onr renbling mother,
‘Ihe coming steps 1o greet,
Fourinen walk in with their burden,
©And aid it at ber feet,

1 kuew you were coming, dating,
We will never be parted more I
And Muther and Son together
Vay dead on vur cottage floor,

TORONTO.

A SKETCH BY bELLWA,

(T8 corsory glimpse of some passing
clouds on the fair moral skies of the Queen
City is inserted as the writer penned it,  But
the good in communities as in individual
persons fur .exceeds the evil, cv the very
had.  Let writers who essay to sketeh social
and woral pietures give us the compeusating
phases of gooduess aud loveliness :—Ep, C.
(. N.] .
Satarday, the second of May, is drawing
to a eclose, and with it coucludes also the
fourth week of the eventful four. 1 say
eventful four; for since Good Friday night
—perchance memorable to many, hut to
none more $0 than 10 the actors in the
¢ Gerard Streel shooting affair'—has  this
city presented a series of unceasing topics
ol excitement. And so quickly have they
followed each other upon the stage of eveats
—that unless to a eritic—the scenes must
have appeared to mingle, rendering the dif-
ferent nctors partinlly vadistinguishable, as
the succeeding crowded the preceding from
the heavds.

Formerly, we cool Canadiuns gave to ro-
mance writers the praise of fabrieating. a
tale to please, although, even at timesad-
mitting that such scencs as they delight to
portray might oceur ou oceasions when the
passionate and revengeful Spaniard threw
down the gauntlet to the not less reckless
and daving son of the South. But that the
usually quiet eity of Toronto should have
enacted within her houndaries the reulity of
what Bulwer's imaginetion would have pic-
eured as the grand culminating seene s over
which, in many cases, the shadowy attend-
ants of the grave drew the gloomy pall—
shrouding on that real tableaux—Death,
i; hideous.

Well has Toronto lately proved that asser-
tion, often disputed, ¢ That there is move
romance jn the affairs of rea: life, than ever
could be racked from the glowiug furnace of
the imagination.”* The Canadian novelist
need no longer sigh for acts of chivalry, or
deeds .of blood; we have all the desired
requisites now at hund—the annals of our
courts record them. Yes; even in the past
few weeks we have an overplus of material
for any number of stories founded on facts,

First in number, and first in importance,
(as two of the parties at one time moved in
the highest circles of Aumerica,) comes the
‘almost a tragedy of Gerard street,’ in
which ¢love and reveuge' are powerfully
delineated—the rude hand of the law tearing
o the veil which hid the secret workings of
a trio of peculiarly dispositioned hearts.

But all is not told, and a growing mystery
atill attaches to its every feature—every suc-
ceeding circumsiance instead of lessening
the obscwity of donbi—increases it.

The trial proved three things—what took
place on that night, the wild strength of
woman’s love, and the mystic power ol wo-
man’s beauly. Ladigs, cultivate the latter
hy some ieans or other, it might prove
serviceable—and any of you who are am-

bitibus, may y’«ﬁ say as Missouri Aun Dame |

can—thai her great personal charms, and
her knowing how (o use them, saved her

> .

from incarceration in the Peniteutiary.

Strange fatality | who, on looking on the
Judgo and the adjudged, on the morning of
the sixteenth of April, thought their posi-
tions wonld 80 soon be changed, that he who
graced the bench by his feeling and chival-
rous sympathy should so soou become the
prisoner—the prisoner to the most dreaded
Jailor of mankind—Death, While, she who
had good reason to fearthe verdict, now
thinks of it us a terrible moment past, and
lives gaily, bappily on—he who sanctioned
it, was to-day followed sadly and mournfully
by the legal profession and his numerous
friends, to his last resting-place—* that hourn
fl'()“l whenece no traveler returng,’

Then follows the ‘Sayer Street Tragedy,’
with all its revolting details, uncovering the
hidden cavity of crimes—showing that many
of the hlackest, darkest die have been por-
petrated—and in such a cool, systematic
manner have they heen accomphshed, and
with such indiiferent unconcern does Green-
wood witness the proceedings, that feelings
of wonder and indignation drive those of
pity from the breasts ot the spectators.  Yet
duy by day the chain of evidence tightens
around him; link Ly link lengthens it, yet
draws him nearer to the gallows, and the
fear that with all the circumstantinl evidence
against him be would escape, now appears
groundless.

The trial of Coulter; for a crime commit-
ted some time ago, has also been ve-dished
up for us Torontonians, who will snon learn
to gormandise on tales of Love and Revenge,
with three dread finales, where the lowest
minion of the law takes that which a thou-
sand worlds could not give.

‘Asg for the Western Capital hersell, she
looks ¢gay and happy,” especially King
street, between three and six v, M., as at the
former hour the principal oflices close and
the ¢young gentlemen clerks,” after arrang-
ing their toilets, getting their hats and canes
in shape, show their ‘good close’ to the
best conceivable advantage; exchanging
glance for glance and smile for smile—put-
ting ou style generally.

Skating is over, and the ¢Quecu’s Park’
has not received its graud opening for the
summer of 1863, therefore it 1a comparative-
ly a quietus for the possessors of charms,
that stole their softest tinls from tlie love-
liest of Howers. T fancy how they pass the
time—muging on their late conquests, and
waiting impaticutly tor that changing and
uncertain future, which looks, al times, all
gorgeous, all beautiful, all as they wish it ;
but a change comes o’er the spirit of their
dreams, as the pouting lip and thoughtlul
eye, doubts if he will come so shortly. I
wonder what they would give for a peep
through a rip in the curtain of futurity, to see
who would kncel most hambly s their de-
voted slages, threc -months hence? Some
improvement in the way of prospective views
might take, perhaps by both parties.
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WIDOW STONE'S SURPRISE.

¢ Now, mark what I say to you, Susy Bar-
ton. I can’t have no more of this nonsense
about Henry Grayworth. Nobody ever heerd
of him until he ceme hanging vonnd last
summer, calling himself an artist, aud sketch-
in? every old pile o’ stans he come across!
Abel Powers is worth a dozen on him; and
I expeet, when he comes to-night, you'll tell
him you're very much obliged for his kind
offer, ad youw’ll try to make him a good
wife. Either you promise Abel Powers this
very night to marry kim, and give up all this
ridiculous nonsense about that other feller,
or you will have to leave my house.”

The Widow Stone’s eyes spaikled, and the
snuff-colored ribbon on her cap quivered
ominously. Susy rose without a word, her
cheek glowing, and deliberately walked out
of the house, scarcely staying to tie her lit-
tle bonnet under her chin.

¢True as T live and hreathe, she's gone I

exclaimed the widow, half relenting. <1
didn’t caleulate she’d five up so quick! 1t

let her go—I don't eare. She'll be back
agin, soon cnough.’

A short time afterwards, Susy Barton sat
on a fallen log in the woods, the honnet
pushed back from her glossy auburn hair,
her tiny feet stirring the withered fern-plumes
below, and her biue, trusting eyes turned
upon the face of a tall, slender young man,
who stood beside her, his durk hair blown
about by the sunset wind.

‘This Abel Powers is a rich furmer, dear-
esi, is ke not ¥’ asked the stranger.

Susy nodded, wonderingly.

¢Then,’ he pursued, ‘1 scarcely know
why you chose, in preference, one like me,
who only offers you his loving heart.? o

¢ Because,” replied Susy, innocently, ‘1
love you ?

¢ And'are you willing to share my lot, hard
and comfortless us it may he—I do not say
will be ?’

‘I would go with you to the world’s end,’
said Susy, curnestly putting both her palms
in Heary Grayworth’s owtstretched hands.
And so she placed the seal upon her fate,
“lor richer for poorer, for better for worse!’

It was the evening hefore Christmas—cold
and clear, with snow on the hills, and the
woods all snapping and erackling ina sheath
of ice. 'I'he Widow Stone, trudging aloug
the road that led to Ellerton Hall, began to
speculate rather unecagily as to whether she
should reach her destination helore dark.—
For she was carrying a famous recipe for
Christmas pies to the house-keeper at Biler-
ton ITall.
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£Tt's a fine place,” soliloquized the Widow
Stone, as she sat down to rest herself ona
great boulder by the way-side, ¢and only to
think that Mr. Ellerton has lived away from
it all hislife. T don’t sec what folks tinds
s0 drefful nice in travelin’ about, [ wust say.
Howaver, Mis. Peckham—a clever old lady
she is, and wears v ! handsome caps—she
says he's comin® ©ome {oanorrow with his
young wife. Tt's a great thing to he horn
rich! 1’d like to get a peep al Mis. Kller-
ton—1I1 wonder if' she’ll he at church on
Sunday. T do s'pose she wears a silk gownd
every day of her life, and white embroidered
skirts! Mrs. Peckham says they've been
fittin’ p the house wondertul fine for ber)

The widow was plodding on once more,
when there was a roll of cariage wheels in
the road behind, and two fiery horses wore
checked close 1o her. A sweet face, set in
a frame-work of auburn curls, leaned out of
the window, and (wo eager hands were ex-
tended.

‘Aunty ¥

¢Law sukesalive U cjaculated the widow ;
‘it’'s Susy Barton.  Child, where have you
been all this time, and where are you going
now ?

tJump iny annl; 'm going to the hall
aud 1've just come (rom your house, where
the door was most inhospitably locked.

The widow had intended to play the role
of relentless guardian, but she could not re-
sist the infection of Susy’s kiss and hug.

¢Going to the hall, eh ? Oh, you've gota
situation there~I s’poze yon've Mys, Eller-
ton’s lady’s maid ¥

“Why, yes,” laughed Susy.
times wait on Mrs, Ellerton.’

‘Well, Pm glad you've got a tol'ably re-
spectable place, though you'd betize have
married Abel Powers—and why hav:.'t yon
let me see you atore 77

‘How could I, amt?" We only arrived
at the hall this morning, and I started for
your house the first winute T could slip
away.’

¢ (ol o pretty good situation ?

‘Very,” said Susy,

“You'll {ind the house-keeper a dreadful
niee lady,” said the widow, patronizingly.—
‘I’1l speak a good word for you to her, if
you like.?

{Thank you! said Susy, veiling her eyes
beneath their long lashes.

¢ What sort of a person is Mrs. Ellerton
pursved the widow. ¢She must be easy-
tempered, if she lets you go cuttin’ roundin
this velvet-cushioned carriage, with a feller
in o gold-handed hat to drive yon I

“Oh, she's very kind (o wme,” rveturned
Susy.

¢Isshe pretty ¥

$Well—I don’t know—I ecan’t say ex-
actly,? hesitated Susy, slizhily embarrassed.

The old lady was just turning round to
demand an explanation, when the earringe
dashed up in front of the hroad flight of
marble steps that led to the portico of Eller-
ton LIall, and they descended.

Susy led the way through the arched ves-
tibule'into an elegant drawing-room. The
chandelier was already lighted, and the gold
and nmethystine tints of the frescoed ceiling
seemed like a canopy of precious jewels to
Widow Stone’s unnceustomed eves. ’

¢This ain’t the house-keeper’s room,?
whispered the old lady, twitching her niece's
dress in dismay. S'posc Mis. Ellerton
ghould come in ?’ :

The door beyond opened, and atall, slen-
der gentleman entercd the room, with a
bright, welcomug glance (o Susy.

¢ Let me introduce my hushand, aunt.’

“Why, bless me, it's Henry Grayworth P
cjaculated the amazed Widow Stone, doubt-
ing the teansmissive accuracy of the silver
spectacles she had confided in for len years,

I do some

¢You have the first two names right, Mrs.
Stoue,’ said the gentlewan, laughing ; ¢ but
my name happens to he ernry Grayworth
Ellerton.’

‘Are you Mrs. Iillerton?” exclaimed the
widow, wheeling round so as to face her
uiece once more.

¢ She is Mrs. Ellevton,” returned her hus-
band, smiling. ¢I wished to marry one who
would love me for myself alone, not for my
wealth or station; aud so I came to the vil-
lage as'a poor young artist, under the name
of Grayworth, and wooed- and won this
precious wife of mine. She never knew my
real name until we stood side by side at the
altar. ’

Ie passed his arm around Susy’s waist,
and lagked down upon her with an affection-
ate pride, answered by the living light in
her own eyes.

The widow sat down and rubbed her spoc-
tacles vehemently.

I3 jest like the books | used to rewd
when I was a gal? she exelaimed at last.

The widow did not know that traih is
sometimes stranger than fiction.
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Tie Husax Facg.—It is wonderful wha
volumes of meaniug are contained in the few
square inches of the human face! A man
finds room there for traits of all his.ances-
tors—for the expression of all his history
and all his wants.  Sculpture, and Winkle-
mann, and Lavater, will tell you how signifi-
cant a feature is the nose ; how its form ex-
presses strength ov weakness, will and evi-
dence of determination. What refinements
and what limitations the teeth betray,  The
late IFrench romancer Ralzac left a whole
chapter on the walk ¢de la Demarche,” in
which he says the look, the voice, the respi
vation, and the attitude or walk are identical;
hut as it has not heen given {o mau the
power to stund guard over these four diller-
enl simullancous expressions ol thought,
watch that which speaks out the truth, and
you will know the whole man.

. ———— s o

God has written on the flowers thal sweet-
en the air—on the breese that rocks the
ilowers upon the stem—upon the rain-drop
that refreshes the sprig of woss that tiflg its
head in the desert~—upon its deep chambers,
upon every penciled sheet that sleeps in the
cavern of the deep no less than upon the
mighty sun that warms and cheers. millions
of creatures which live in its light—upon all
Iis works he has writien—¢ None liveth for
himsel f.”

——— —————————

ON LIBERTY.

BY JOHN STUART MILL.

This bool treats of the liberty of thought
and discussion, of individuality, ns one of the
elements of well-being, and of the linils o
the authority of society over the individual.
Mill is a sound reasouner, and that large-wean-
ing word, ‘Liberty,” is ably discussed. Of
the liberty of the press,he says: ¢The time,
it is to be hoped, is gone by, when any de-
fence would be necessary of the ‘liberty of
the press,’ as one of the securities against
corrupt or tyranuical government'  He
continues ¢ 2, -

¢ Though the law of England, on the sub-
jeet of the press, is as sevvile to this day as
it was in the time of the Tudors, there is
little danger of its heing actually putin
force against political discussion, except
duving some tempovary panic, when fear of
insurrection  drives wministers and judges
from their propriety ; and, speaking gener-
ally, it is not, in constitutional countries, to
be apprehended, that the government,
whether completely responsible to the peo-
ple or not, will often attempt to control the
expression of opinion, except when in doing
so it makes itself the organ of the general
intolerance of the public.?

Mr. Mill discusses ¢Liberty? ns understood
in other countries as well as in lingland.~—
‘Fhe American people are thus treated of :

¢ What the French are in militavy aflairs,
the Americans are in cvery kind of civil
business; let them be left without & govern-
ment, every body of Americans is able to
improvise une, and 10 carry on that or any
otlrer public business with a suflicient amount
of intclligence, order and decision.  This is
what every free people ought to be, and o
people capable of this is certain to be free;
it will never let itself he enslaved by auny
man or body of men, because these are able
to seize and pull the veins of the central ad-
ministration.’

The book abounds in seasible logie, and
some prts of it have a peculiar interest
hoth for Canada and America at the preseut:
time.  Althongh a serious subject, the vol-
ume is by no means dull veading.  AMlr, Milt
handles it very pleasantly. - ’ :



