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TWO PICTURES: g
From the French of - N. Martin.,

THE RIRD OF GLOOXM.

Hrcm on a snow-clad branch a gloomy bird
Sat, silent as despair, and never stirred!

Upon the desolate earth aro fixed his eyos—
Tn the lone glen, perchance, he marks 8 prise;

Qr is he dead ? Not so—he strippath bare
The snow-clad bough, and whaets his boak with eare;

Then sails away on weary wing. and then
Drops whero yon sexton digs the graves of ment

THE BIRD OF LIGHT.

A bird sat piping upon a spray,
All silvered over with blossoms gay.

His erimson plumage was wondrous bright,
He scomed to have tlown {from the realms of light.

8a clenr a voice from his throat did pass,
The charmed soul rang to it. liko a glass.

He =ang such pieans of victory. .
That the hearts of all moen with hepe beat high.

Ho 15 dead—that bird of my golden days—
.Oh! would that again I might hear his lays!

Grozes MuRrray.
et~ e - e

JONES' GREATNIESS.

My friend Jones started in life with the intention of achiev-
ing Greatnesy, adhered steadily to that determination through-
out, and at length, it is almost needless to say, was suceesstul.
Mankind, who flatter success ¢ven more than they hate it, are
in the habit of assigning to the gainers of it a reputation for
genius, talent, or shrewdness: whereas what is far more re-
quisite (except in rare instances) to its attainment, is self-
denial—that is to say, the subordination, from the very begin-
ning, of all natural pursuits to the proposed end. This is
easier with some than with others, of course; but it can be
done by almostall. Who can doubt but that any human male
creature, coming naked into the world, and living seventy
years in it with his mind fixed oo the acgnisition of money,
will die with at least his plum ! Getting as lareely as possible,
but despising no gain however small ; spending as sparely as
he can; with eyes ever alive to the gleam of gold ; with hands
greedy to cateh, tenacious to hold—such a man may have had,
indeed, to sacritice all that is best in this life; may have lived
without luve in the world, and died having made o friend of
neither God nor Man; but he will have made (in compensa-
tion) his plum, or even his en plums, his Million of Money,
t“And a very preity sum, sir,” as has been before ubserved,
4 to begin the next world with, too.” Whether it is pussible
that such a oue may have been a foul after all, is a question
which, fo some minds, would scemn next kin to irreverential,
considering the amount of money acquired; but he needs not
certainly to be considered a wise man.

Similarly, although less easily, considerable distinction be-
sides this one of mere wealth can be obtained in many walks,
by diligent application and the concentration of all faculties
to the one object. The enquiry to be made upon setting out,
however, is but .too apt to be delayed until it is too late—
namely, ® Will it after all, be worth my while?”
part, bave no experience of the matter to place at the disposal
of the public; but I bebold Jones' Greatness, and that is
sufficient for me.

Have you ever watched a persevering parrot climbing pain-
fully up the outside of his gilded cage, never advancing one
perpendicular inch but by a wearisome, tentative process of
beak and claw; and at last, having reached the ring at the
summit, have you seen him swaying himself backwards and
forwards in a self-congratulatory manner, and yet not lovking
altogether comfortable in his mind, even then?  Whether it
is that, Alexander-like, he regrets that there is nothing more
to conguer, that he can get no higher ; or whether he would
really feel safer if he were at the bottom again, which, as he
well knows, be can never more again except by the headfor-
ward method, I do not know ; but the general expression of
his features, in spite of hisgorgeous attirc and exalted position,
Is certainly not a 'appy one.  And I cannot conceal {rom my-
self that his case finds something like a parallel in that of the
Greatness of Jones.

In the next ed.tion of The Boyhood of Great Men, that of my
friend will doubtless be chronicled, and I do not intend to dull
the cdge of its interest by any anticipation. I will merely
state, that as, on the one hand, he did not distinguish himsclf
in athletic sports, on account of that early application to the
pursuit of his greatnuss at which I have already hinted ; so, on
the other hand, he was not a notorious “ muff” or *spoon.”
Throughout his lify, indeed, he has been a quict, well-behaved
person, almost necessarily debarred from the extravagance
and follies of his contemporaries, and if remarkable at all,
remarkable for his nuiscless unobtrusiveness. What has been
reported of him, therefore, since his distinguished elevation,
is, as will be seen, the more extraordinary and unaccountable.
He went to bed upon a certaiu night, a hard-working, deserv-
ing person in good repute; he awoke in the morning, and
found himself a public character, and infamous,

Jones is a painter, and his last pictur: was announced by
the Thunderer and all its Echoes as being a credit to any age
and any country. It-was Michael Angelesque, said some; it
would have been g0, said others, but for its decidedly Claudian
character. It was the Picture of the year, and for all time;
and if only the colours were durable, he might be certain that
mankind would not willingly let it die But, the very
next day, poor Jones had tears in his eyes on account of what
was the whole talk of the studios, concerning his atrocious
conduct to the model of his Iphigenia; and on the second
mornipg it got into the newspapers, and came to the angry
eyes of Mrs. Jones. Moreover, it then appeared that he had
not in rcaiity painted any of the pictiires which were atiributed
to him, but had kept a colour-mixer, of very great talents, at
half-a-crown a weck, to do them for him, who was bound over
to that service, by alegal document, for a very laong serics of
years. He had picked the poor fellow up in the humblest cir-
cumstances ; observed, with a vultare eye, his extraordinary
gifts ; and from that moment had battened upon his unlucky
brains in the above unprecedented manner,

Or my friend Jones, the subtle lawyer, but herctofore ob-
Beure, vxcept among the profession, has just been appointed

I, for my

Lord Chiaf-Justico 'of the Common Plens. A fitting capital
to a life-long pillar of legal devotion,” say the judicinl organs,
becoming almost poctical in their enthusinsm. The right
man in the right pince, as is admitted by all who wore not

-expeciaut of the high office in question for themselves.

¢ But how sad it is,” says Rumour pravely shaking its in-
numerable Heads, ¢ to think that, in early life, this man sheuld
have stolen a horse!” It turns out, also, that there are two
clients of his, formerly in nflluent circumstances, nnd to whom
he introduced himself, it seems, without the medium of an
attorney, who are now Leggnrs, sir—beggars.  IHis persuasive
talents were indeed at all times very remarkable,  His clerk
(who is poorly clad, and not well fed) is equally wicked, bnt
not equally successful ; and if either of them chose to tell
tales, it s said, they could hang onc another. Morcover, it is
probable that the truth will, some day, out, since everybody
knows them both—motion as of turning a liqueur glass bottom
upwards—to excess,

Or my friend Jones is a divine, and attaing a very wide
celebrity for pulpit eloquence. His sermons, in their third
extensive cdition, combine the most fervid eloquence with
the truest teaching; possess n rare and genuine vein of the
most liberal charity, and exhibit an array of lenrning, modest-
ly indicated in their foot-notes, which is an honour to the
church which hails him as her son.

“The greater the pity, therefore,” sighs Univeesal Report,
s¢ that the reverend gentleman should be unable to write ex-
cept under ihe direct influence of opium.”  Although that
circumstande is, after all; of the less consequence, sinee it is
alleged that he buys his discourses at an establishment in
Cleapside, long famous for its possession of a certain theolo-
gical writer, who, but that h+ prefers to sweep a crossing, and
cannot be kept from drink, might be Archbishop of Canter-
bury. With such strict ultra-Angliean views, also, as Jones
professes to have, so as to oppose himself even to the marringe
of the priesthood, what a very queer story that seemed to be
about his niece ! Huving been himself, too, an only child, and
consequently without brother or sister, the relationship docs
look a little ill chosen, certainly.  The idea of his having had
his gown taken away feom him so lately as 1852, seems almost
as strange as the reason for it—luelling. The report, how-
ever, that he killed his man, is inaccurate ; he only winged the
gallant captain.

Or my friend Jones is o physician of most meritorions cha-
racter, who has done more towards the mitigation of pain,
perhaps, than any wman in his generation, A doer of number-
less unknown acts of good, a beneficent apostle of healing, snd
an unadvertised RBlessing to Mothers.

How unaccountable it is, then, that such n person should
not appreciate the value of a moral character! 1t is moru
thau hinted that, when he has a mind, Dr, Jones will do al-
most as much harm as good, and is not always such a blessing
to husbands ns he is to mothers.  He could not, clearly, have
been thinking of his professional business when he (accident-
ally, of course) gave poor SirJoseph Geven Belladoni instead
of Balm-tea. How such matters manage to get hushed up in
the medical profession is very remarkable, He visits, how-
ever, rood Lady Green as usual, who has forgiven him his
little mistake in a truly Christian spirit.  Being so generous,
as some would have one believe, it seems inconsistent that
the brown footman who shews you into his sanctum happens
to Le his father, who thereby prevents the bribes paid for ad-
mission into the popular physician's presence from going out
of the family. . His grandfuther, who is still alive (though
in pitiably indigent circumstances), would doubitless have
had an appointment of a similar nature, but that he is un-
fortunately o man of colour, and was formerly a slave in
California.

Or my friend Jones is n comic actor of such intense humour
that he cannot appear upon the stage swithout one roar of
langhter from boxes, pit, and gallery, Nor, indeed, for fow
broad farce is there 8 mau to touch Lim upon the British
stage,

And yet, do you know, the private peculiarity of poor Jones
is melancholy!  Deep-svatud, continuous, and funeral gloosm !
He may die any moment with that disease of the heart he has,
and is especially lable to such an accident when singing,
which perilous performance he has (poor fellow) to go
through e¢very night of his life. Although a player by pro-
fession, he is by conviction a strict Calvinist It iz said he
learned his most telling laugh of a donkey looking over a
village-pond in Essex, and that he instantly killed the too
talented quadruped with a pointed stick, lest it should ever
give the idea to another person. It is also worthy of men-
tion, that although we always rec himn as the grave-digger,
his own impression is that he acts  Hamlet)” and solemn
characters generally, better than any tragedian dead or alive.

Or, lnstly, my friend Jones is an author of acknowledged
genius, whose books have the healthicst of circulations from the
most natural causes. ¢ The delightful pathos of his writings,”
as you may read as you run in the daily press, ¢ is enriched
by the highest religious principles” while his touches of
nature are such as to have brought tears, on more than one
occasion, even iuto the eye of a publisher. ’

But, alas, what hypocrisy 18 so great as that of the writer of
Fiction! It is but too well understood that Jones is at heart
an atheist, and opposed to the celebration of the Sabbath. His
private life, it is alleged, is of a character to make Nero blush,
and Heliogabalus hide his imperial but less profligute head,
With regard to his popularity, there is, some say, a sectin the
city, who, despising ull Jegitimate objects of veneration, have
deified Junes, and worship him ; although others assert that
this is but un exaggerated aceount of a convival elub of which
he is the founder. His great original talents are acknowledged,
but it is a curious, though perhaps an undesigned coincidence,
that his productions are all built upon plots the property of an
obscure French novelist of the last centary; while his dia-
logues present a marked similarity to those of Richardson,
Smollett, Fielding, Sterne, and sceveral others.  Although not
much 2 propes to this subject, it may be mentioned, as n note-
worthy circumstance, that Jones is probably the only man now
living in this country who is afflicted with the leprosy ; on
account of which mi=fortune hue'is obiiged to perpetunlly wear
gloves, and a velvet magk with metal springs,

My poor friend Jones' Greatness having, in a word. so many
drawbuacks, | have never much envied Jones, Whether 1 ever
possersed the talents, virtues, self-deninl, or what you will, 1o
achieve his eminence, had T desired it, is an open question, of
which the world takes one side,and T the other. Avall ¢vents,
I am content withmy lot. I prefer to paint portraits from ten
shillings apwards; w pick up mny guinen in the conrts when
opportunity and an attorney offer; to preach to u congregation

which. has never vet requested mo to publish my sermons; to
practise physic without n brougham; to consider the second
comic countryman n good part, nud one which exhibits my
talents suthiciently 3 ov fo write unonymously, ns now, and
never to wed my name with immortal title-pages. When [/
ride into the lists of ¥ume, Hke my friend Jones, with visor
up, the good Time will have arvived, which has been so long
in coming, when Greatness ceases to havo its Libels ng wall as
its Privileges.,

RUFFLES VERSUS PUFFS,

Rurely is a woman entively happy. Once inn while per-
haps, when by some fortunate coincidenice she happens to be
the best dressed, the best Tooking and the youugest present in
an assemblage of her own sex, her satisfaction of mind is ng
nearly unmixed as ever it falls to the lob of female humanity
to be.  But nsually the way of the eonscientiously emulative
fumale is thoray, and her anxicties must be grievons and her
heartburnings manifold 3 and who shall attept to depict tho
depth of her humiliation should there appear by some hateful
chance another woman in the room with Worth on her back

or partintly on her back, seeing that it s now the prevailing

tashion to have the neck of one's dresg commence at the ter-
minntion of oue's spinal cord—ride Mademoiselle Aimée in
L Hericholey, while she is only dressmd by Demorest 7 Ah,
ithen indeed her angish is complete, and her tge more dread-
ful than the lightnivg in the Black Crook., The pen refuses
to dwell on an analysis of this sonl-harrowing supposition,

The trinmph whiclh & woman fecls on being the recipicnt of
unlimited male homage, or when she is the delight of male
beings! eyes or the coveted of male beings' hearts, is but as o
rushlight, a farthing dip te a bambent famp filled with the
purest Astral oil, o gorgeons gleaming chandelier of glaring
gas, when compared with the ravishing rush of satisfaction
and complacency and pure joy which feeds her nobile soul
when every woman in the room is green with envy of her,
The utter carthiness of man's gross nature may probably pre-
vent his apprecintion of thisexalted sensation, this transtigu-
ration which takes place in e femate bosom at intervals, but
maost women know it and feel it, ad in fact T kuow how it is
myseli

Al great and captivating climnxes, all ©decided hits™ aro
but the result of much deep thought and serions study,  Ask
Fechivr the fenzicd, or Forrest the firocions, or Fox the
funny. Those gorgeous and apparently accidental suecesses,
with all the grace of exulevant spontancity elinging to them,
nre simply the meprescatatives of so maay hours of deadgery,
of toilsome fildiine with detadls, perhaps of heart-sickness
and warret grinding,  bet when the supreme moment of
tritmph cotes, who cair enjoy it withon Reener zest than the
man who has worked hand, and cariy and fate for i who has
hoped for it passicattely, and despaired of it gloomily snd
wrought for it patiently 2 Then do net think, O man! that
the boedle of the ball, the qneen of the e, has sailed into
the port of triviph with the swanlike impertarbability, the
duleet affability, with which she suilsslewn to supper on your
arm, in all i pride of pecrless perfection, Oh, no; | tell
vou again, nsk Fechter the Fe—, oy Forrest the Fe— or
Fox the I ; ask Misx A~—— or Misx B or Miss C——-;
ask nny of the Inddios who ave green with envy of your partner;
and they—peroetending of course that they wonld not dream of
Lothering their heads with the atterpt to appear in unique or
birarre vustuines—will recount w you with exnggerated spite-
fulness and appalling volubility how she toiled snd totled, and
made her dressmaker's hale geey before she compassed this
trinmph of a toilette,

SAL honour to the neble crentare,” vou will say in your
heart, if you are uot the basest of your sex,

Hear mee, T owill tell yon the svinptoms; and many and
many are the dingnoses T have had ocension to study, Firse
week, your mind-—or the place where yoar mind vught 1o grow
—is simoly chaos. Then thy cuse assumes w vinntent form;
the pulse is feverish, appetite small, temper nnecertain—vaery ;
and the cyes wear at all times u glittering exprission, but are
mostly vacantty starinze oowith that wistful far-away look in
them which peets love ! as Mes: Seathwortl waonld put it.
Soon there comes a favournble change, and your thoughts
begin to take form and clape, Hebtoanid colonr (generally the
form, cte, of silks, sating, or the Heltter fabrics—ceonding to
the season).  Next they arrange themselves into s decided
muss ) and there (2 the dawning of o brilliant ddena; then it is
matured,  Furefa? KHurela! the cure is found, the crisis is
passed, and the patient speaks to herself brokenly in aadible
murmurs,  {This i3 an execllent sign))  She says: 4 Thus
will be the basque and thus the bottom of the flounce, and I
shan't have a Douglass sleeve, and the peplum shall be so, and
the panier Tooped in this way, and the bounet, parasol, gloves,
boots, shall be strictly dissimilar in colonr.  ¢(Monotony is go
vulgar, you know.) And the polonnise shiall be rufHed—shail
be Tuffl—shall e ” Bah., ¢ Shallit be ruflled or puflfed 7
whirpers the demon of tinrest; and you have struightway a
relnpse. ¢4 8hall it be ruMes or putfx?” rings in your ears and
confuser your poor brain, and bLuzzes through your tortured
head likenn overdose of quinine,  Oh, the days you spend in
troubled thought; the nights yon pass in horrid dreams or
wenary sleeplessness ;) the whole marnings you consume in
tryiugs on und studying cffecty; the whole afternoons you
spend in irresolute reflection ; and, verily, vonr life is more or
less abarden to you, and more or less w burden to every one
in the honse, - At this stage of the attack the awful question,
@ 8hall it be vaffles or putls ?” takes the light out of your life,
the salt out of your soup, and truly it tukes the sugar out of
your disposition, and in somo cases (where it is contugious) it
takes the starch completely out of the maniy partner of your
hosom, and hls home lifo is passed in a state of litnp wretched-
ness,  Despair pursues you; you feel your heart broken, your
nerves unstruny, your reason shattersd, your existence a fail-
nre, and in the desolation of your gorvow you take a morbid
comforl in following the example of poor John Chivery, and
make n thousunl pathetic epitaphs per diem which shall adorn
the headstone that ere long must record the demise of your
youth and bhennty eud the date of the fatal day on which tShall
it be ruffles or pufls 7 was the death of yon.  Oneevening, in
the abandomnent of ugony, you iting yourselt at tnst on the
broad bosom of Her Mann on his retdrn from n dry day of
stoeks and bondxs and things, and before he hag time to take
off his @ yum shoes™ in the hall you recklessly dwmp your
poor hot head (with its seventy-five dollar echatelaing braids)
on his snow-moistened avercont, and with a great gasp you
nsk, frenziedly, ¢ Ohg shall it be ruffles or puils 7' aud then,
with one proluuged und shrill shrick, by way.of symphony,




