THE PEARL, DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE SCIENCE AN;D RELIGION.
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Aroken woman to tell me her fumily name, that I miglt write;
“to her.friends in America on ber behalf, ‘
s Priends,” auid she, ©°) have none.
only friend, and she is gone !
¢ But vou have r-(ather 2" said L.
s kn;:w not,*’ she continued 5 ** I have not known fur years.
Mostlikely L is gone w0 17
s At any rate | will write—""
1« Not to America,”” she replied ; ¢ for when my poor mother,
~died he leftit, inow, never to return.”
s And his name ™ said §, Jeading her o the point vpon which
1 wished information,
« Jackson,” said the mourner.

My mother was my

““liis namne was—"’

Why did I start at this single word? Wiy did my waords har-2

! . .
l “had passed on in jadgment ; and [ thought that tremblingly I ap-

proa(hed the throne of grace! Mercy smiled vpon me! and I

Ioolwd with straining eyes after those forgiven =p1rus who had .

1 was about to (ollow, wheg a witness came
‘against me, at whose presence, conscience-striken, I fell pro-
‘strate in despair! My daughter ! my spurned and persecuted
‘daughter ! No voice of accusation was heard ! No look of re-

gonc belore.

At 1he sound of her ﬂuher 5. von:e, the tremblmw creature
my ‘side sprang from her seat,---she would have rushed mtu
anins,---the cortain was between them, aud he wwas slightly turn
ed from her, so that the movenent was' unseen 3 wuh one han
forcibly restrained her.

" She saok down, but a half-suppreased and choking seb, that
might -have breken her heart, escaped her. S

‘proach from her ! Yet silentand motionless, dejected and wan,
as when I had last belield her, she told of the enrly orphanage
Ainto which she wus stricken by my unnatural desegti
\ln\mn which my savoge vengrance bhad entailed?
'under the weight of these awful charges.
:vm iny child to win her intercession ; butl ad no power to move
them from myself. I tried to speak ; my tongue clove to my

on ! the da:-iz
¥ 1 trembledl
I tried to lift my eyes’

Do not grieve,” snid he, affectionately pressing my hnnd '
“ ratherJom me in thank{ul prayer to the Almighty that [ have_
lived thus long—-long enough to renounce as I now do, the dead-
1y sin of unrelenting anger against a fellow creature ; a hm'whii‘h
I madly hugged even on the brink of the grave !

speaking wiih
My child ! my daughter ! God—God bless!as .

“Do you understand me :’* he continued,
'dlﬂ’icﬂ]t)

Ty mpidly on ong another as I questionad ber asto the Circistian "mouth.  ow—how could 7plead for wercy who had 3xelded forgive ber !"*

namn? and why, when I learnt it wag Adam—Adam Juekson—/
did my frame tremble, my countenance change its hoe, my heart )
beat andibly ?

"y
50, '—

k] ™ * * £ *

1 sent fora coach ; and, handing in my still weeping: compa-

:nion, and the little follow whom I had first seen, desired the mian

to drive 10 Mortimer-street, Tt was the residence of . my. dj'inv
“friend. Showing the mother and her chitd into a room bolnw 1
llurr:ed up slaics to his hed-chamber. 1 had already heen absent
sevarnl hiours longer than §had intended, W hen ¥ drew aside|!
the. curtain, the old mantarned his eyos tow ards me ; ;e they were
==deep‘ gunken, and glassy 5 his features, ungulnr and -emaciated
nis llmy had long bieen, wera now perfuctly ghastly. Lwag pain-

'funy struek with the advances which death had mudt. towards !

his victim,

My friend looked steadfisily at me for some minnics without
any token or sign of recognition.
perhaps his last-faiting memory, ealled e to his recollection.
graspad iy hand with a convulsive furee, so great that his bony
fingers actoally gave me pain.

«.f thought,” aaid he, striving, but ineffectnally, o raise him-

self in hed, * that you bl neglected—left me, lelt main my ’"ﬁ"imv.u.o 1 und clasping Lis withered hands together, and raisiag

trial.  Sit down, and coms close to me.. 1 have hada sleep—a’
Jong, long slecp, and » dreaw sg” homble, g0 real, lh\t“ aking,

~ though it bo to die, is hnppmpsq‘ Cnn'ie closer,”’ he cmnlmuod
“ooand 0 will tell you all, \houghﬂ\v\t 1saw my long- dopam\d
\\'lfO ; she came to moe in sorrow, for nur lost, dtscnrdedd wghter
vae on hel‘ ara. . She strove to sp:-..\L, but could not: 3 nv.nn and
‘ sho sh‘ovc, but bitter grief. ¢hoked "her uucrnnce She
sby the- Band, nnd led her towards me Vbi_z I'lmn-
Tlie* p-.mtcm I'ell at m) feet, T <purncd her nwn;
'steelud my heart;; but could not-close miy ears to'her sqpplica-

S ipna. =’1‘he) were the outpourifiga of n conirite heart ; but they

“touched me not, Sho spoke in angnish of her little ones—her|}"
ha!pless little ones ! and 1 laughed---laughed at her misery, il
- sho prayed on ; stie bathed my feet with tears; she lifted her
hands, and would have touched uie, butl sheunk from her ad.
-vapees, and beartlessly commanded her to o gone!
avas anddealy stilled :

Iler volee
1 heard no sob, I hstened;
sbut conld nol even detect the heavy Lrenthings of sorrow. Tor
un instant 1 renwined wrapped in gloamy and narelenting anger.
T turned to gratily onee mors the devil that was in me; hutshe
was gone ! [ sought for and calied aloud wpon my wife ; but
she too had daparted "

flero-the oid man pansed 5 then placing his hand wpon my
shoulder, 50 as to bring my half-averted fice towards him. *You
tremblo '? enid he, ** you tremble, und turn pale !’

It-was 30 ; inspite of every eflort to appear composed, ‘T conld
not ‘command niy feelings. Iavas about to speak. Ile puat his
[iug“ér”ou liis lips a3 enjoining silence, mnd continned.

*You are alrcady nficcted ; you will shudder when you have
lieard me out. 1 thought llml immedintely on being left alome I
was seized with.anicy chillness, which 1 knew was the touzh ofy
«death. T looked around forhelp; but conld find none, 1 prayed
for some hand to assist, some voice to comfort e in my dying
hour 5 but T prayed in vain.  § heard but the echo of my own
lnmentations 5 and was left to go down to thy grave unhiceded
and alone.”

Againhe paused ; and so great were his excitement and agi.
{ation, that I}‘mlo expected he had strength to resume ; but, after
some winutes he did =0, nnd in these waords ---

‘* Y awoke ; ‘but in another svorld, or rather, when this warld
had passed uwn_\\"] As 1 rose from the tomb, but one thought,
one fecling possessed me ; Jwas guing fo be judged! Every
thought, waerd, and action of wy life had shared my resurrection,
and. stood palpably embodied before me—-a living picture. My
last iuterview with my child was the darkest spot there. 1 shud-
dered ns I beheld it. 1 strove, but oh ! how vainly, to blot it
out! Anall-consuming fire was already lighted vp within me,
da the-horrible conviction thatihis, even in its naked self, would
endanger.my salvation for ever! Suddenly a soand such as mor-
tal car had never heard before, burst on the trombling wyriads
around. Tt was a sound that filled all creation, calling all those
avho had ever been to be again, and 10 wait the word that should
dless, or sweep them into endless perdition. Millions upen willions

no sigh!

©Oh, God ! said 1, inwardly, **if it should be!

I spoke, nnd my voice aiding.
el

’luone’ Pressed on by thronging crowds yet behind, Iadvanced
.H if' to -enter that blessed path which the happy trod ; bat sud-
|dN ly it was burred ngainst me?! An angel with frowning 'lspcct
wived me aside, among a countless berd as wretched us m)se!f
‘A cloud pussed over us ; our sonls sank within us: it shut us out
‘mr ever from even the glimmerings of hope. I thought that we
felt, and fell deeper, and vet decper,. g'llhermf' in numbers as':
we fell | Groans and blasphemies were in my ear; impenetra-
ible darkness-above, and hell below !. I shrieked m.ldly I T was
*:msx:.'ere;d bat by shricks ! Alhouaand times 1 vrnepcd at ob_]ecta
o stay ‘m'y Ll : Ic‘lulch:_d them, but Lhey ylelded, and | helped
e not ! Hopl‘lesq and elen'a} peldmon ‘was before. me! “One
:plunge more, and a luke whase wauves were of fire—fire inex_ t
mn"uahable, would engulph me for ever! Myriads beheld it too;
.md nosv one universul geream of hosror, enou«h to rend twenty:

worlds, burst upon.me ™’

Here the old man was so excited with the recital of these ima-
- ginary horrars, that I could with difficalty hald lnm in my arms,
illx.-. frame quivered, his cye glared withy annatural power and:
ihrightaess. 1 spoke and soothed him.
i *'T'he sound is now inmy cars 1”? he exclaimed wi! 'dly. Al-
imost instautly after, he added, s calmly, ¥ awoke; I am

ihis eyes to heaven, be said fervently, ¢ I thank thee, Gnd Tit
was o dream !’

Almost immediately afterwards he fell back on his pl!low, per-
fuctly o‘lmuqmd An\:ous as I was to speak to. him once more, to
agk hinr nutone queqtmm—lo sausfy my’ more. than am'mlses, I
cou'd”’ nol—-d.xred not: do i, as “he then, was-_ -1 watched ‘oh !
how en"eriy, {0-see lns e\'es opcn, hls hps move, thut I mwht
.u\dreas m\snlfm liim,  but ha luy in a state of complele s.l'par :
ltremblcu as 1 g'lzcd Iest he  might ‘never move ngum. Afier
some little ture passed in this’ smte of p'nuf'u] snspense, und &till

no sign of rctulnma consciousness, Igrcw mnre .ﬂnrmed leas
when he did recover, it wight ‘be but for a moment as I knew|l
to be a not unfrequent case,; and that I might bavo no time to in-
quire into the striking coincidence, to say the least of it, that had
sv cxtraordingrily presented itseif to me.  With this fear upon
my mind, I determined at once upon hurrying down stairs, and
satis{ying myself ina wore dircet way than 1 bad at first intend-
(ed.

When I entered the room in which I had left the widow and
her child, T found the formersitting on the sefu, her face buried
in her hands—the boy was at her feet.  As [ approached she
looked up : immediatoly on perceiving me she exclaimed, and
her voice trembled with griefand agitation, ¢ For God’s "sake,
sit ! where am 12 Whose house s this 2* then seizing a bom\
from the l.tblc, she continued, ¢ this book---this old book was
my father's j itwas his own -bible ! Here is his name, written
years past by my own hand.”  And terning to the frst pnge, an
which was inseribed ** Adem Jackson, New York,”’ she held it
to my eyes, stunding motionless as a statue.

Confirmed thus suddenly in the suspicion that had crossed my ||

|
form also many irregular yet unvarying curves.

Hud I wished to have delayed longer the meecting betweoen
father and child, T could not have done it. 1Vith the greatest
dlfﬁcuhy 1 had, up to this mowment, restrained the racking im-
'patience of the latter, until I could discover whether or not the. .
'old man’s dream had effected what [ hud failed. in.. Now that lt
was obvious thut it had done.so, I drew .aside the curtam. On.
bcho!dmg the emaciated Tortm of him from wlxom she_had been so
long pdl‘t&d and whe," but‘l fow ~hours' hcfore, she liad.- never
thought 1o behold ‘aguin,: she stood horror-stncnen paralyaed bv »
'the. conﬁu.rmmf'ee}m ¢ that rashed’ upon. her. IIer -eyes’ were
te.xrless, allsounds ofsorrow husbed ; wn.h h.mds c]nsped her
head beut forward, her features fixed, - her forin mrld -and np-
purettly Lreathless, she seemed a stalue of despair ruther lh.m w
thing oflife. I-trembled for tha cunqequences when she should
speak, or he direct hislooks towards her. Never, ne‘ershall I
fu;get the,.lgon_v of that momwment ! .

He moved ! He turned as if" again to address me. She; whom .
witlt his dying breath he had just blessed, and who wus probably
at that awful moment the sole abject of his thoughts, stood in life,
il such indeed it might bo called, beside bim! His ]m)f-c!o_aed

eye rested upon her !“the pupil dilated,—he gazed fixedly but wild- - -
Iy ; be stroggled to raise himsell ; 1 supporied him in the attempt.
Oace or twice I heard @ ratthing in his throat, as if he ‘strove to .
speak, -but conld not ; then i ina piercing | \omc, w]uch seemcd
to ha\e :lrugg‘ed with. and fur an mst.mt es c.lped 1he pnwe

Ium :mde ..nd hurrledl) c\pldmed to (nm lhe e\ents of -the ]
few. haurs. - We then approached lhe bed:: the old nmn wns rlead

his nrns wers ex tondud acrass his cluld, whose face" was hu.ted
lin the piliow. On raising her np, 2 stream of blood rushed from
‘her mouth ; a vessel had Leen raptured ! . Inless than half an
‘hour ber spirit, too, had departed. . '

——— —entts et

THE FEATHER OF A PEACOCK. -

Tn its embryo the feather of a peaceek is little more than a biad-
der containing a fiuid, while every onc knows the general strue-
ture of those longones which form the train. 1 he star s painted on
a great number ofsm-ﬂl feo!hnns, .lswuuated ina rerrul.u- plarre 5
as these have found their way from the root, through this lonrf
space of three feet, without error nf urrangement or pattern, in.
more miilions of foathers than lrrnfrumtlon cun conceive, If thls
il suﬁlcmntl) wondelful the examination of each fibre of this can- j -
vass (lo adopt this-phrase,) will much increase tlie wonder, 'l‘ak
“mone-h.xlfnrlhe star, the places and proportions of the sev ernl p -
colours ditler in ench of those, as do their lengths and obliguities,. .
yet a single picture is produced, including ten outlines, w}uch
And, further,

mind on first hearing her history and name, I was so bewildered
that 1 knew not what reply to make. I feared to tell her at once
that she was under her father’s ronf, that the same wallz inclosed
them, in her debilitated state, it might prove toe much;
I could not be evasive, for her whole being seemed to hang on the
explanation she waited for.

"Tortured by my silence, she seized my wrist violently, and re-
peated in a lond and menacing tone, while her wild and haggard
look betokened incipient madness. ¢ Whose house is this 3’

*“Ttis the house,” said I mildly, < of Adam Jackson.”’

“ My futher " she shricked hysterically, and fellsenseless at
my f feet.

lust,

p.xram'e calnness ; T was then compelled to explain to her lhe
sitaation of her parent without dlsnmse, fo
peratively insisted on seeing him.

she would be governed by my w hhes.

ber. As we catered [ pointed to a chair,. by the’ bed-side, and
she tottered towards it.

fully placed myself between him and his child.
¢ My dear, dear friend !** he began, ¢ [ lave been some lm\e
d_vin« but I feel the siruggle is nearly over."’

After considerable ditficulty I restored her to com-|!

The slight noise we made disturbed the)|
silold man, and in a faint voice he called me Ly my name. 1 care-

the opposed half corresponds in every thing ; while this complica-
ted picture is not painted after the texture is formed, but each
fibre takes its place ready painted, yet never fuiling,to produco tha
pattern, 1f this is chance, the coloured threads of a tapestry
might as well unite by chance to preduce a pictare ; while every.
annuil renewal is equally accurate, as it bas been in every such
animal since the cre.nion. And whatever the other chances may
be, enormous as they ara against the liypothesis, this further num-
ber cannot be evaded, because it would be to sbandon the very
principle of chance, to.say that renewal, or perpetnation, were
governed by laws. If the system is to mean what it pretends to
{do, every feather that ever existed must have been the result of
fortunate chances. This would be enough, had this ohject not
demanded the arithmetical caleulation ; ; for omitting all.else, who -
would even hape ta reprodace the star from the same separated
materials, under any number of chances ?
| Butthe entire analysis I need not make in words ; it can be
idone by any one on the subject itself, and with a more satisfacto-
ry efiect. Let himtake each fibre separately, note the number of |
the colours, their gradations, the very different n.odes of those en
the difterent fibres, and the very different places of those colours
on them, withthe still more remarkable differences in those {rag-..
iments of the manj outlines mcluded in the star. ‘The pam!er,




