THE LITERARY GARLAND.
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¥ sp%ﬁ::!‘e the feelings of the Neapolitan mother
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fuse an 8 "equest rather odd 5 but being loath to re-
saﬁsfac{i thing that would give him cven a visionary
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ing hcfp‘-eSt lady in Naples, with the view of request-
i"qlliry d offices al'ter the manner described. Her
Coulg ¢ Was tedious and difficult 5 every body she
1k of, or who was pointed out to her was

of tm“:}“ Bearflu’ng nearer, to have her own share
byt hav‘“- For some time, she almost despaired 3
Wag ; Ing nevertheless persevered, she at length
. ;‘“’uced to one—a middle-aged married lady
mﬂterm:t only appeared to have all the imaginable
My of worldly bliss, but bore every external
o femg cheerful and contented in her situation.

4 ""'u}lute dame, the Countess prefcrred her
Cxeyge ’ :nak“"g the circumtances of the casc her only
OUngeg, E’Bo‘strange an application. “ My dear
"ea,ll said the lady, “spare all apology, for, if

Y been qualified for the task, T would most

e undortaken it.  But if you will just follow
“Nother room, I will prove to you that I am
he 5% miserable woman in Naples.” So saying,
Way the mother to a remote chamber, where there

1

Blag,
e y

g but a curtain which hung from the ceil-

183

ing to the floor. This being drawn aside, she
disclosed, to the horror of her visitor, a skeleton
hanging from a beam ! ¢ Oh, dread{ul !’ exelzimed
the Countess ;  what means this 2° The ludy look-
ed mournfully at her, and, after a minu‘e’s silence,
gave the following explanation. *¢ This,” she said.
“was a youth who loved me bcfore my marriage,
and whom 1 was obliged to part with, when my re-
lation obliged me to marry my present husband.
We afterwards rencwed our acquaintance, though
with no evil intent, and my hasband was so much
infuriated at finding him one day in my presence, as
to draw his sword and run him through the heart,—
Not satisfied with this, he caused him to be hung vp
here, and every night and morning since then, has
compelled me to come and survey his remains.—
To the world I may bear a cheerful aspeet, and seem
to be possessed of all the comforts of life ; but you
may judge if I can be really entitled to the reputa-
lion which you have attributed to me, or be qualified
to exccute your son’s commission.”

The Countess Corsini readily acknowledged that
her sitluation was most miscrable, and retired to her
own house, in despair of obtaining what she was in
quest of, seing that, il an apparently happy woman
had such a sceret sorrow as this, what were thosc
likely to have, who bore no such appearance. “Alas,*’
she said to herself, “ no one is exempt from the disas-
ters and sorrows of life—there is a skeleton in every
house !’

‘When she reached home, she found a letter cen-
veying intelligence of her son’s death, which in other
circumstances would have overturned her reason, or
broken her heart, but, prepared as she was by the
foresight of her son, produced only a rational degree
of grief. When the first acute sensations were past,
she said resignedly to herscif, that, great as the cala-
mity was, it was probably no-greater than what her
fellow-creatures were cndurirg every day, and she
would therefore submit with tranquillity.

The application of this tale, tinged as it is with
the peculiar hue of continental manners and ideas,
must be easy to every one of our rcaders. They
must see how great a fallecy it is to suppose that
others are more gencrally than ourselves, spared any
of the common mishaps of life, or that we, in par-
ticular, are under the doom of a severe fate. They
may be assured, that, beneath many of the mest cor-
geous shows of this world, there lurk terrible sores,
which are not the less painful that they are unseen.
The very happicst-looking men and women, the most
prosperous mercantile econcerns have all their secret
cankers and drawbacks. The pride of the noble —the
luxury of the opulent—even the dignity and worship
of the crown—all have a somefhing to render them,
if it werc known, less enviable than they appear.
We never, for our part, enter upon any glittering
and magnificent scene, or hear of any person who is
reputed to be singnlarly prosperous or happy, but we



