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THE WORTH OF WOMAN.

“Honored be woman ! who sweetly discloses
In lifo's rugged puthway auch heavenly roses!
Gracefully wenving love’s fortunate band,

While in the Grace's most winning attire,
She esrefully watches the bright, genial fire
Of aur purest emotions with skilfulest hand.
Ever from the hounds of reason
Stray the restless powers of man :
In the raging scu of passion
Plunzo his thoughts, devoid of plan,
11e¢ grasps the future with emotion,
Naver iahis heart at rest,
Beyond the farthest planet’s motion
UWe sceks what ne'er can make him bieat.

But with mild looks, whose sweet magic enthrals him
To thestraight path of Juty ’tis women recals him,
Warning of dangers, which threaten in view !

With nseful employment wili fancies vxpelling,
Quiet she reats in her beautiful dwelling,
Daaghiter ofnature, stitl faithful and true :
Maui to conquer still s steiving,

. Wild destruction spreading round !
.Spmo ond pursuing, yet ne'er orriving
“Tlirough life unautrsfied is found,

- ‘Daily his own works o’erturning,
./ 'Naver rests the cager wtrife;
. Bire ono passion ceasey burning,
Another rushing into life!

" WBat woman, with glory less brilliant contented
" Gathers the flow'rets each momont presented
Cherishing goutly their fragrance and bloom;
1n hor limited circle more free in her motion,
. To knowledge more true is her spirit's devotion;;
To her, fuucy's lowers yield their sweoteat perfuine !
Strong and proud, himself suflicing,
Mnn'a cold heart is never moved,
Another’s sympathy by prizing,
To seek the bYss of being lov'd ?
Do canitot know the rapturous feeliag
Confldence and love impart,
Life's hard contest ends in ateeling
Harder still his rugged hears,

. But the pitying bosom of woman resombles
_The ZEolian hharp, which so casily trembles -
. AL Zophyr's sofl brentlun its chords pssslng thron-h.
‘3 “Hor hoarl awells with pity when misery vmwlng, :
L 'l'hc acceuta of woe, her compuaaion renewmg-—- U
_(iliatens her Lright oye wuh hca\cnly dev.
Mau, in his proud avd high dominion,. ‘
: Makes atrongth usurp the throune of right’;
“-With the sword he rules opinion,
.Governing by force und might !
1is passions no repose e'er finding,
Wildly rage unchaincd and free:
Whore poncefnl streams were geatly winding,
Rushing torrenty we mny scu '

Bat, with the soft magic of gentle poranzslon,
Biwvgol woman can sway the wild sceptre ofrenson,
Allay the fierce tempest when wildly it blows s
Inatruct warlike powers foolish hate 1o relinguish ;

In ouch various Leing the good to distinguish,

Thus bringing together the deadliest foes ¢
Then honored be worman! who sweetly disclosos,
In bife’s rugged pathway such heavenly roses!

From the Friendship's Oltering.
ELIODOREs*

. BY THB A¥THOR OF “ SKETCHES OF CORFU;" * RVENINGS aDROAD" ETC.
v |

1t was aday of busy preparation ; her Ladyship wna closeted al]
the morning with Madam Guiletta, gavzes, laces, etc. Her Lady-
ship's page had a sorry time of it, and her Ladyship's lady’s maid
—poor thing ! her fate would have drawn tears frow a stoneimage.
All the white kid gloves in the place wete bouglit up, all the laurel
Lushes for miles round were stripped—spangles and red roses
were not to be had at any price-—the book of costumes,---there
was ono only in the library,~—was in constant request. 1€ it bad
Lut been private property, a man might have made his fortune ;
as it wag, two duels were almost fought about it Asto the pour
aides-de-camp—Captain Donothing uctually walked his feet to
stumps, so that he never could dance afterwards, and consequent-
Iy lost his place,—while the Right Honourable Augustus Frede-
rick Fiddle-de-dee, sunk into an easy chair half an hour earlier
than was his wont, and declared that if the very existence of the
Pritish Army depended oa his carrying out one more card of invi-
tation, ho really could not do it,—-all this fuss was for a funcy
Latl,

1t was a brilliant evening. The apartinents in the Casino were
one blaze of light, and groups of merry masques wandered hither
and thither, and exchanged gay sally and quick repartee. ‘Che
Land rang out glorious snatches of martial music, and light feet
responded to the quick measure.  The gardens 100, were like o
scend of enchantnient, fur bright lamps glenmed umong citron
flowers, and all the night Llossoms gave their richest perfume to
the air. It wasa stranga scene for an English eye to dwell on,
for the trees were of southern growth, and the rich flowers that
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* Coneluded from page 402.

{ithat limited circle had obtained by means of on dils, letters from

mnod for” such fooleries.

ngrew so Juxoriantly by the paths of the parterre, were such as
‘we behold only in green houses. The figures that flitted about
?were dressed in costumes of all nations, aud strange and gorgeous
g,'as were their aspects, turbaned head, and jewelled scymetar,
!'gleaming through orange trees and palmns, were in perfect har-
'mony with the scene. There were characters there of all sorts,
lgood, bad, and indifferent. The seven native legislators camne
'disguised as the seven wise men of Greece. Two or three imps
came fresh from Lucifer’s domain, and acted their parts to the
Q
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:very life. Some came as gentlemen—they were the hardest to
‘be reregnised,—one noble Lord wore the very same suit of ar-
‘mour, in which he had valiantly sustained a defeat, at the seige
‘of Cadiz. Another came as an old gipsy-woman. He drew from
I’his pedlar’s basket some slips of folded paper, and guve one to
‘every body that drew nigh. Peals of laughter were heard all
around, for these papers contained each a verse, in which some
witty or unexpected allusion was made to the private history of

‘the reader. The perfect knowledge which every individual in

‘home, ete. of each other’s afluirs, rendered. this practicable.

- ‘Edmund Gray stood by a marble pillar near, but he was in no
He turned lofiily away and went out
on the'terrace. "There all was calmness, and peace, and beauy ;
the blue sea slept below, the dark sky above was spangled with
a thousand living lights ; even the breeze that' came softly up
from the waters, seemed to linger lovingly among the myrtles and
oleanders, that stood on the low balustrade of the terrace; ere it
came to bathe the brow of the young enthusiast with its cool
freshness. ¢ Tt is a lovely scene,’’ at last he said, haif aloud.

It is lovely,”” echoed a solt voice near him; * nature is
more beautifal than art. Those lights are brighter than the bright-
est in the ball room, and they whisper far different thoughts.”’ In
a moment Edmund was at the speaker’s side. ¢ You here, Elio-
dore ! how came you here ?"’

She to whom he spoke was habited as a young priestess of the
sun, but her Jong loose robe could not conceal her figure ; her
dark eyes peered through her mask, and her voice was not to be
mistaken ; but liow could the w:ld mountaineer have entered in
such a'secne? ' :

e Slm]l we Jom the dancers,---the music is striking up ' sand
Edmund, anxious to bear ber apeak again. o ‘
¢ Music,”” answered the young pnestess, " mus;c.-—-call you
that clanging of trumpets and j jarring of - strings, music 2~ Come
 hither, Edmund_ Gray ! . Do you hear those sounding waves that
have murmured on, in lhesr everlasting harmony since time began {
No human being may stand by the sea-shore and listen without
foeling that he 1o is immortal, without dim and delicious aspira-
tions after purer felicity than eaith can yield—that is music.”
Tlindore.”” said the voung soldier, ““Jet us go down to the
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thomed well of affection, so what cared he for the laugh and jeet

Neither smile nor sneer could detract one atom
from her beaunty or from her worth.

« But, Eliedore,”” he said one evening as they ascended the
'narrow puth that led to their favourite littla chureh, ** one thing
[ cannot understand yet ; how could vou find me nut on that di-
mal rock at Pailo Castrizza, »nd the masque evening 2*’

«f know, T know,”” she veplied. ¢ what you would ask ; Jo-
hannes is my foster hrother, and J have some young cousins in
"the city with whom 1 went to the palace ; but let us not talk on

lof his comrades ?

4 «
ithese things now,—must you go, must you go, dearest, to-mor-
row:”’

[ will retarn,”

answered Edmund ; “* my duty calls me to
the city, but fear not, Llivdore, my home, the home of wmy sou!
is witlh you.”

They entered together the mountain charch. It was a mect
sanctuary for Love and Hope, for twilight threw a veil of softness
over all harsher objects that might offend the eye, and invested
with beauty even the rude painting of the Madre Dolorosa. Elio-
dore threw her vative offering of orange blossoms in fragrant heaps
below the picture, and then, kneeling ‘down, she veiled her
fair young fuce, and poured out her soul in prayer.. For the first
time in her happy life, her prayers wére freighted with sighs and
tears. ‘ ’

¢ Come away, dear one,” said Edmund at last, ** come, the
dews are falling, and I must away,—I cannot leave you here.”’

‘““Yes, yes,”” she softly whispered, **let us part here,—this is
a haoly place—let us meet here again—here ‘I shall come every
day to watch for the first gleam of your white feathers amaong the
trees ; leave me here, if go yon must.”’

So there on'the threshold, beneath the dark eypress trees, they
parted. ¢ Jobannes,”” were the last words of Elivdore, *¢ you
have been as a brother to me from the cradle ;—guard his lifa
and his safety, as you would guard your own soul.”

And the young wife watched -them depart,—she stood under
the dark trees as they slowly descended the narrow hill-path,
noling every wave of Edmund’s lofty plume, as it glimmered
through the flickering olive bonghs. There was a pnuse in the
sound of their foatsieps ; she bent down her br:uhl face. to" the
enrlh to listen for the patter ol'the horses hoofs qne b} one the
henvy sonnds fell fike a knell upon l\er heart: ,when the B
died away in the d:stance, shc dro:e, folded ‘her veil abunl har, c
and remmed 10 the sllence of her falher 5 hearlh., !

_ VII

”{Shere is.one fanit, peculiar almost to a high spirit and gene-
rous disposition. It is the pride which will not condescend even
to explain away an error ; the impetuosity which will not even
wait fer or admit expostolation. The blow first, n«hl or wrong,

sea-shore and talk of all these things.”
v Ay 1** answered Eliodore, ¢*let us leave this noise and dazzle
Jt is all vanity.””
had wwakened an

that bewilder the brain and fatigve the eye.
Edmaund started, for the girl, unconsciously,
iecho that had long slumbered in his spirit.

YI.

**And 1 have found happiness at last,’’ said Edmund, *“ here
where T least expected it, in a mountnin wilderness, and witha
companion wild and untutored as her own mounhm olives, ay,
and gs graceful too.”

It was a pretly pnqloral scene on which the young soldier
looked ; one which, in its very simplicity, possessed a thousand
charms for an eye that hiad gazed to weariness on worldly splen-
dour, that had roved fromn scene to scene until it had been sated
with variety.

The old Syndie, venernb1c and placid, with his white flowing
hair and his picturesque capote thrown carelessly over his shoul-
ders, sat smoking his pipe under a broad Spanish chesnut, that
shaded the door of his white-washed dwelling. There was peace
in the old man’s heart, und an expression of deep happiness in
bis eye as he looked down on his fertile vineyards, and around on
the many signs of opulence that begirt his home. The low pi-
tasters that supported his broad verandah were decorated with
wreaths of Tadian corn, and festoons of tobacco, hanging to dry in
the sun, that proniised an abundant supply of comfort for the
coming winter : little Dimos, his youngest darling, frolicked be-
side him in the unthinking glee of childhood : the old man stroked
lovingly the boy’s sunny ringlets, and when he turned and looked
within, there tao, all was peace and beauty ; Edmund could not
but own that the pride which then lit up the old Syndic¢’s eye,
was pardonable pride, for Eliodore sat there, bending in the twi-
light over her guitar. Edmund too looked proudly on her inno-
cent beauty, for he had made her hisown. He had asked her of;
the old Syndic fuirly and honourably for his bride, and though the
gond gentleman did demur awhile at giving her to a heretic, yet
Eliodore and yonng Dimos pleaded, and they overraled his seru-
ples. Edmund would not look too curionsly to the future,—for
the present he had no apprehension ; he loved his dear one not
only for her flushing eye and bright cheek, bat for the soul thatj{®
beamed in both. He knew too that her young epirit was attuned

the blow must be given Lrst. The unavailing regret, the bitter
self-condemnation come afterwards. 1t was but a light word,
lightly spoken ata pic-iiic party, after dinner, when wine circulates
freely, and the spirits are let loose, and prudénce is sometimes
forgotten ; but that word reluted to Elivdore ; her name was not
mentioned, only implied, and something was suid about an infec-
tioug fever, lingering Jonger than such fevers are wont 1o linger,
and being a cheap price to pay for the attendance of a young
Grecian beauty. 1t was enough. Edmund’s was not the spirit
to saffer such words to pass unanswered. No apology was offer-
ed or would have been received, but a soldier’s short and decisive
mengure of settling all quarrels was ndopted. ¢ To-morrow—tho -
pass ‘of Panta Leone—at day dawn ;*'—and the affair was settled.
'Aslong as Edmund remained with his noisy companions it was
well ; as long as he drank the red wine and joined in the cborus
of the loud song, it wus well ; the still small voice was unheard ;
but when, one by one, they had departed ; when the horse's
head of the last lingererwvas turned city-wards,—for they had
been dining al fresco, far enough away from the capital—when
quiet and rest stole over the still 1andscape, he began to ask hun-
gelf if he had not done an unjustifiable as well as a sinful thing.
[t had been arranged that Edmund and his antagonist, ith their
seconds, shonld sleep at the neighbouring village, that they might
be nearer their place of rendezvous in the morning. We may
as well settle the matter now,” said young Mordaunt ; ¢ what
need to sleep over it ’* But Edmurnd replied, ** No, I have soums
affairs to arrange, some lies yet remain to me in this world.”*—So
they parted, and Edmund persuaded even his friend to leave him
alone.

Edmund’s preparations were soon finished. He had bLut linle
to leave, and but one in the world to regret, and over her he de-
termined to bend yet one more parting look ; so, calling his trusty
Johannes, who, so he believed, knew nothing of all that bad posa-
ed, he resolved to revisit once again his happy home.

But Johannes was a Greek, and knew well enough how to em-
ploy both eyes and ears. He could form a shrewd guess why,
when all the rest departed homewards, these four.remained be- ‘
hind ; he conld read the troubled aspect and fiushed cheek of his
young master ; he could also divine why Edmund should go by

:wht, i silence and in dnrkness Ao visit, that village paradieg,
whereat his presenca was always welcnme as'the day light itself.

/0 the deep poetry of his cwn, and that her Leart was as an unfa.

P
k3o

Fbowaever, kept all his imaginings to himself, n;hll\' Judg\n&.



