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Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island, Thursday, February 9, 1854,

Fern Leaves from Fanny's Portfolio.

THE STRAY I.All’;..'d. i
I was walking through the streets Y

outwardly and nnrdly‘,hu one is apt to be, by the first
approach of winter, somewhat out of bumour with myself,

and indisposed to be pleased with others, when I nof
bofonu.ubot,.&ﬁyofo-lgn-h in a very destitute
condition. One of women was tottering under the
weight of & huge chest she carried upon her head ; most of
them were ragged, snd all travel-stained and n.
Bringing up the rear, with uncertain, faltering steps, some-
what behind the rest of the party, was s little girl of eight
rs, bonnetless, barefooted and barelegged, her scanty
k barely reaching to her littlo purple knees, her
tangled brown hair sport of the winds. She stepped
wearily, as if she bad neither aim nor object in moving on ;
showing neither wonder nor childish curiosity at the new
sights and scenes before her. It seemed to-bea matter of
indifference to the rest of the party whether she kept pace
with them or not. My heart for_her, she looked so
friendless, so prematurely careworn. What should be her
fatare fate in-this great city of snares and temptations! |
Who should take her by the hand! Ah, look! the Good
She watches over the stray lamb ! [ hear a shrick of
joy! A well-dressed woman before mo sces hor : with the
ing of an antelope she seizes her, presses her lips to those

 If your time is precious, shall be well ; it will
mthl’:‘;vlhlq.' will oy erf

uoh. %
“0 -ir.rhrn brother, sick,
our reach ! Give me some wine to keep him from sin!
now, if you please, sir !"’—and she blushed at her own
earnestness—** then [ will come to you to-morrow. My
pame is Lena May,”

“ Dear, dear mother '==trine for Charley, and more when
this is gone.””

“ Loua!" said her mother, alarmed at her wild, excited
manner.

‘* An artist, mother, gave me this, if I would let him make
& sketch of me.  Dear Charley !""—and she held the tompt-
ing luxury to his fever-parched lip—** drink, Charley. Now
you’ll be strong and well,and all for this foolish face !"’ and
she laughed hysterically : then her hands fell at her side, her
head dropped ; the excitement was too much for her—she
had fainted.

* There, that will do ; thank you ! Now turn your head a
trifle to the left, so : "’ and the young artist’s eye brightened
as his hand moved over the canvas. In trath, it were hard
to find a lovelier model. That fall dark eye and Grecian
rofile, that wealth of raven hair, those dimpled shoulders !
(es, Lena was the realisation of all his artist dreams ; and
then she was so pure, so innocent. flatterer as

Jittle chilled limbs, then holds her at arms’ length, p
back the hair from her for:head, strains her again to her
breast, while tears of gratitado fall like rain from her eyes ;
then lifts her far above her head, as if to say, ** O God, [

thank thee !”’
What can this tomime mean! for not a word have
they en, smid all these sobs and caresses. * What

does thisr mean 1’ said I to n bystander. * Oh, snd it'sa
child come over from the old oonntht{, ma’'am, to find her
mother ; and sure, she’s just met her in the street, and the
hearts of 'em are most bréaking with the joy, yeu see.”
« God be thanked !"’ said T, as | wept too ; ** the dove has
found the ark, the lamb its fold. Let the chill wind blow,
she will heed it mot! The little weary head shall be

llowed sweetly to-night on that loving breast; the chilled
imbs be warmed and clothed ; the desolate littie heart shall
beat quick with love and hope!” And there I left them.
still ing, stil ping. ious of the crowd that
had gathered about them, forgetting the weary of the
rd.p.dugnuhﬁ-o of happiness into the joy of those
s haud et despise not one of these little ones

o ° not one of "
for [ say unto you QLC in heaven their angels do always
behold the face of my Father.”

LENA MAY.

Such a gloomy room as it was! You may sometimes
bave seen one just like it. The walls were d , the
windows small, the furnitare -nntzon.d shabby. In one
corner was a small bed, and on its of about nine years
so pallid, 50 emsciated, thas, us he 15y there with his long

sweeping his pale cheek, you could scarce tel! if he
were living. At the &t of the bed sat a lady, whose locks,
sorrow, not time, had silvered. Her hands were clas;
hopelessly in her lap, and her lips moved as if in t

P G0sd morning, Mrs. May,” said the doctor, s he laid

ide his gold-headed cane, v usly. ‘I have but
:n-inuh l‘:qnn G 1 élf‘y’p:.po ther attack of the
gout, and can’t get along without me. How’s the’ boy!”
and he glanced carelessly at the bed.

« Ho seems more than usually feeble,” said the mother
dejectedly, as the doctor examined his pulse. )

& Wol(lll he wants is something lmzbuiw_, in the
way of nourishment, to set him on his t. ino and

s, Mrs. May—that's the thing for him—thst will do it.
morning, ma'am.”

“ Wine Jellies !"’ said the poor widow ; and the tears
started to her eyes, for she remembered sunnier days, when
thoss now unattainable luxuries were sent away untasted
from her well-farnished table, rejected a capricious
appetite ; and she rose, and laid her hand lovingly on the
1 tmnﬁnr‘n head, and prisoned the warm tears beneath
her closed eyelids.

Little Obarley was blind. He had never scen the face
that was bending over him, but he knew by the tone of her
wieoww&mghdwﬁwh ; and there was a
heart-quiver in it now, as she said, *
that made his little heart beat faster ; and he

o lips to her hand, as if he would com
tkz:ﬁn.lonnd sorrow had taught Charlcy a lesson
—many of his seniors were more slow to learn—to endure
silently, rather than add to the sorrow of a heart so tried
. And so, through those tedious days,
and long, wearisome mights, the little sufferer uttered no
word of mﬁ-lnt. though the outor and inner world was
darkness to him. |

Gently, noiselessly, a young, fair girl glided into the
‘h {oth"ob«flidn;tb?:, l‘uinyin.nolov
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not to , because Charley is hea
about it last night, Lens. T'wasn’ta blind boy any
; and I saw sach things
“Don’t, don’t, Oharley !"* said the , sobbing.
« Take srms from my neck. !otuhll , Charley ;
n'mn everything you need. Let ‘'me go, now,
's'a darling ! and tied

he was professionally, praise seemed out of place now—it
died upon his lip. Hie had transferred many a lovely face
to canvas, but never one so holy in its expression.

And little Charley d‘:j by dn{”w stronger ; and rare
flowers lay upon his ; and he inhaled their fragrance,
and passed his slender fingers over them elre.i:sly. as il
their beauty could be conveyed by the touch. And then he
would listen for Lena’s light footstep, and ask her, on her
return, a thousand questions about the picture, and sigh as
he said, ** | can never know, dear sister, if it is like you ;"
and then he would say, ¢ You will not love this artist better
than me, Lena!"” and then Lena would blush, sad sy,
% No, you foolish boy "’

“ Well, Lena,” said Ernest, ** your picture will be finished
to-day. I suppose you are quite ’Inl it is over with "’

* Charley misses me 80 much !"" was love’s quick evasion.
¢ There are still many comforts you would get for Char-
ley, were you able, Lena !"

** Oh, yes, yes !"’ said the youn:.girl eagerly,

** And your mother, she is too delicate to toil 50 anremit-

ﬁ-,'{ "
““Yes,"” said Lena dc)echdl?

“ Dear, good, lovely Lena' they shall both have such &
bappy home, only say you will be mine !"’

reader, you should have peeped into that artist's

bome. You should have seen the proud, happy husband.
You should have seen with what & sweet grace the little
child-wife performed her dny as its mistress. You should
have seen Charley with his birds and his flowers, and heard
his merry laugh, as he said to his mother, that ** if he was
bllud, e slwaye saw that Bruest would eteal awey our
Lena.”

THOUGHTS BORN OF A CARESS.

¢ Oh, what a nice place to ery!" said a laughing little
girl, as she nestled her head lovingly on her mother’s breast.

all unconcious how much mesning lay hid in them ; but
they brought tears to my x:. for | looked forward to the
time when care and trial should throw their shadows over
that laughing face—when adversity should overpower—
when summer friends should fall of like autumn leaves
before the rough blasts of misfortane—when the faithful
breast she lcaned upon should be no warm with love
and life—when, in all the wide earth, re should be for
that little one ** no nice place to ery.”

God shicld the motheriess ! A father may be left—kind,
aflectionate, considerate, perhaps—but a man’s affections
form but a small fraction of his existence. Ilis thoughts
are far away, even while his child clambers on his knee—
the distant ship with its rich {reight, the state of the money-
market, the fluctuations of trade, the office, the shop, t
bench ; and he answers at random the little lisping immor-
tal, and gives the child a toy, and passes on. 'l‘ge little,
mdﬁv-fuﬂ has borne its childish griefs through the day

The words were spoken playfal .y, and the little fairy was |

supremo—to have the eapacity to appreciste me, but not
hnllinfe'v' enough to um -o.,:or to sttract * out-

I like that, because it isso unsolfish,” enid Minnie,
with mock humility. * Go on.”
‘* You see, Minnie, theso literary women live on public
admiration—glory in seeing themselves in print. Just faney
my wife's heart turned inside-out to thousands of eyes
besides mine for dissection. Fancy her quickening ten
thousand strango pulses with ¢ thoughts that breathe and
words that burn.” Fancy me walking meekly by her side,
known only as Mr. S.;mcf;od_v. that the talented Miss—wr—
condescended to marry! Horriblo! Minnie, I tell you,
literary women are a sort of nondescript monsters ; nothing
feminine about them. They are as ambitious as Lucifer ;
olse, why do they write 1"
* Bocause they can't help it,"” said Mionie, with a flash-
ing eye. * Why does a bird carol! There is that in sucha
soul that will not be pent up—that must find voico and ex-
pression ; a heaven-kindled spark that is anquenchable ; an
earnest, soaring spirit, whose wings cannot he carth-clipped.
These very qualities fit it to appreciate, with a zest none
cise may know. the strong, deep love of a kindred buman
heart. Reverence, respect, infoed, such a soul claims and
exacts ; but think you it will be satisfied with that' No!
[t craves the very treasure you would wrest from it, Love !
That there are vain and ambitious female writers, is true ;
but pass no sweeping condemnation ; there are literary
women who have none the less deserved the holy names of
wife and mother, because God has granted to them tho power
of expressing the samec tide of emotions that sweep, per-
chance, over the soul of another, whose lips have never been
touched * with a coal from the altar.’ "

* Good morning, Colonel,”” said Minnie ;: * how did you
like the lady to whom | introduced you last evening 1"’

“Like her! I don't like her at all—l love her! She
took me by storm! Minnie, that woman must be Mrs.
Colonel Van Zandt. She’s my ideal of a wife embodied.”

1 thourht she'd suit you,” said Minnie, not trusting
herself to look up. * She’s very attractive; but are you
sure you can secure her !"’

** Well, I flatter myse!f,” said the Colonel, glancing at an
opposite mirror, ** | shall at least, ‘ die making an effort,’
belure I take No for an answer. Charming woman ! femi-
nine from her shoe-lacings to the tips of her eychrows ; no
blue-stockings peeping from under the graceful folds of her
silken robe. What a charmed life a man might lead with
her ! Her fingers never dabbled with ink, thank Ileaven '
She must be Mrs. Colonel Van Zandt, Minnie !"

She was * Mrs. Colonel Van Zandt.”” A week after their
marriage, Minnie came in looking uncommonly wicked and
mischievous. ** What a turtle-dove scene !’ said she, as she
stood at the door. ** Do you know [ never peep into Para-
dise that I don't feel a Luciferish desire to raise a mutiny
among the celestiale! And apropos of that, Jou recollect
¢ Abelard,’ Colonel : and the beautiful * Zeluka," by the same
anonymous writer ; and those little cssays by the same hand,
that vou hoarded up so long! Well, ['ve discovered the
author—after a persevering investigation among the knowing
ones—the anonymous author, with the signatare of *Ifeloiso.’
You have your matrimonial arm round her this minute!
May I be kissed if you haven't !’ and she threw herself on
the sofa in o paroxysm of mirth. ** O Colonel! ‘marry a
woman who has just sense enough to appreciate you, and not
brillidncy emough to attract outsiders! Famey my wife
quickening ten thousand strange pulses with thoughts that
breathe and words that burn ! Fancy me walking meckly
by her side, known only as the Mr. Somebody the talented
Miss condescended to marry !" [ declare ['m sorry for
you, Colonel ; you have my everlasting sympathy ; $ou look
already like a man * transported for lite!"*’

“ lau‘h away, Minnie! You might have played me a
worse trick ; for instance, bad you married ine yourself.
* Heloise’ or Amy, 'tis all one to me, 80 long as [ ‘can call
bher wife I'm quite happy enough to be wilhn;'you should
enjoy your triumph ; and quite willing to subscribe, on my
knees, to your creed, that u woman may bo literary, and yet
feminine and loveable; content to find her greatest happiness
in the charmed circlo of Ilome.”

DARK DAYS.
L D(ing! Tlow can you ever strugzle through the world

unshared. She don’t understand the reason for anything,
and nobody stops to tell her. Nurse ‘‘ don’t know,” the
cook is * busy,” and so she wanders restlessly about poor
mamma's cm{:y room. Somethingis waating. Ah, there,
is no ** nice place to ery !"”

Childhood passes; blooni:! maidenhood comes onm;
lovers woo ; the ther’s quis instinet, timely word of
caution, and omnip t watéhful are not there. She
gives her heart, with all its roing, sympathies, into
unworthy keeping. A flecting ymoon, then the drawn-
ing of a long
the feeble moan of the first-born ; no mother’'s arm in which
to place, with girlish pride, the little wailing stranger;
lover and friend afar ; no “ nimghy to ery!”

Thank God '—not unbeard Him who ** wipeth all
tears away’’ goeth up that troubled heart-plaint from the
despairing lips of the motherless !

A CHAPTER ON LITERARY WOMEN

“ Well, Colonel, what engrosses your thoughts so entire'y
this morning! The Jast new fashion for vests, the price of
Macassar oil, or the misfit of your last pair of primrose
kids ! Make a * clean breast’ o!(l."

«‘(ome, Minnie, don’t bo satirical. I've a perfect horror
of satirical women. There's no such as repose in
their uce. One neads to be always on the defensive,

atall points ; and then, like as not, some arrow will
the joints of his armour. Be amiable, Minnie, and
to me. I wantawife.”

“You'!a man of your resources'! Clubs, cigars, fast
horses, o) , concerts, theatres, billinrd-rooms! Can’t
account for it,” said the mueih-r m-hh;;l'hdu:.pr;
m sympton ofa erow's foot ora ! o
BT S, o

fine 3
The Colonel took up o with » air, as
much as to '&n’hut.hhhqy.z I:E‘yn get
Il talk reason to you.

y of misery ; wearisome days of sickness; |

alone ! Who will care for you, Janie, when I am dead !’

| «* Have you rooms to let "’ said s lady in sable to » bard-
featared person.
‘“ Rooms! Why, yes, wo have rooms,” surveying Mrs.
Grey very deliberately. * You are a widow, [ supposec!
| Thought so by the length of your veil. Been in tie city
| long * How long has your husband been dead ! What was
| the matter of him ! Tuke in sewing or anything! Got any
reference! How old is that child of {ourl!"
[ hardly think the situation will suit,’ eaid Mrs. Grey
fuintly, as sho rose to go.

** Don’t ery, mamma,”” said Charley, as they gained the |

street. * Won't God take carc of us /"’

¢ Put another stick of wood on the fire, Charley; my
fingers are quite beoumbed, and I'vo a long while to work
ot?

* There's not oven a chip left,” said the boy mournfully,
rubbing his little purple hands. *‘ It secms as though [
should never grow a hig man, so that I ctuld belp you !"

¢ Hist! there's a rap,”’

* Work done !’ nifu rough volee ; **'cause, il you ain't
up to the mark, you can’'t have any more. ‘ No fire, and
cold fingers '’ Sswe old story. Business is business ; I've
no time to talk about your affairs. Women never nan look at
a thing in a commercial p'ivt of view. What I want to

woman 1"
+ Indeed, there is only one finished, though I bave done
"R, Sout aione t got any more. Andsi
“ Wel ¢ 8l ; you won’ an . t
up h—nigﬁt and finish lio zest : d'ye ﬂu V"

* Have you vests that you wish embroidered, sir 1"’

“ Y-e-8,”” said the geatl (}) add d, ing a look
of admiration at Mrs. Gro‘i. * Here, James, run out with
this monhey to the bank. Wish it for yourself, madam "’
said he blandly. * Possible!? Pity to spoil those blue eyes
over such e

A moment, and he was alone.

- llo‘l.very\-hk child,”” said the doctor, * and there's
yery little chance for him to got well here ;" drawing his
farred coat to his ears, as’the wind whistled the

koow is in a nutshell. Is them ghirts done or not, young |
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that look ereep over it that comes but once. The sands of
life were fast o’)!vlng.r The little taper fickered and flashed,
cn:l then i.m‘thm ever! -

Tt was - man's lot” that Harry Grey's pet
boy was buried. '}bm were no'carriages, no -c-:u- no
hearso. Mrs. Grey shuddered; us the waggon jolted over
2; rough ltom-hb the olg o &n‘:w s

nt sercam as the saxtou hit the against the waggon
in lifting it out. Again andagain she stayed his band, when
he wou'd have fastened down the lid ; she heard with fearfo
distinctness the first hieavy elod that fell mpon her boy's
broas: ; shelooked on with a dreadful fascination, while he
filled uso the grave ; she saw the Jast shovelful of earth
stamped down over bim, and when the sexton toached ber
arm, and pointed to the waggon, she followed him mechani-
cally. and made no objection when he said, * he gnessed he’d
drive a little faster, now that the lad wasout.” Ho looked
at her onee or twice, and thought it very odd that she didn't
ery ; but ho didn’t profess to understand women-folks. 8o,
when it was quite dusk, they came back again to the old
wooden house : and there he left ber, with the still night
and her crushing sorrow.
** Who will care for you, Janie, when [ am dead "

NIGHT.

Kicar! The pulse of the great city lies still. The ecto
of hurrying feet bas long since died away. The maiden
dreams of her lover ; the wife, of ber absent hushand ; tio
sick, of health ; the captive, of freedom. Softly falls the
moonlight on those (lnict dwellings : yet under those roofs
arc bearts that aro throbbing and breaking with misery too
hopeless for tears ; forms bent hefore their time with erush-
ing sorrow ; lips that never smile, save when some wocking
dream comes to render the morrow’s waking tenfold more
bitter. Thero,ona mother's faithful breast, calm and heau-
tiful, lies the holy brow of infancy. Oh. could it but pass
away thus, cre the bow of promise has ceased to span its
future—ere that serencst 1Ey be darkened with lowerin
clouds—ere that loving heart shall fecl tho death-pang 0?
despair !

There, too, sits Remorse, clothed in purple and fine linen
*‘ the worm that mever dicth '’ hid in its shining folds.
There, the weary watcher by the eouch of pain, the dul
ticking of the clock striking to the heart a nameless terror.
With straining eye its hours are counted ; with nervous
hur.ldtlhe draught that brings no healing is held to the
pailid lip.

The lsmnr.d tread of the watchman as he passes his
round, the distant rumble of the coach, perchance the dis-
jointed fragment of & song from beechanalian lips, alone
breaks the solemn stillness. At such an hour, serious
thoughts, like unbidden guests, rush in. Life appears like
the dream it is—Eternity, the waking , and, imo‘:utily,
the most carcless eye Ioo{- up appealingly to llim by whom
the hairs of our heads are all numbered.

Blessed night ! wrap thy dark mantle ronnd these weary
earth-pilgrims ! Over them all the *‘ Eye that never
slumbereth,'” keopeth its tireless wateh. Never a flut-
tering sigh escapes a human breast unbeard by that
pitying ear—never an unspoken prayer for help that finds
not its pitying responso in the bosom of Infinite .

CHILDREN'S RIGHTS.

Mex's rights! YWomen's rishts! I throw down the

untlet for children's rights' Yes, little pets, Fanny

crn’s about ** takin® notes,"’ and she'll ‘¢ print 'em,’’ too,
if you don't ﬁ“ your dues. She has seen you seated by a
pleasant window in a railroad-car, with your bright eyes
dancing with delightat the prospect of all the pretty things
you were going to ssc, forcibly ejected by some overgrown
Napoleon who fancied your place, and lhuus‘u(, in bis wis-
dom, that children bad no taste for anything but sugar-
candy. Fanny Fern knew better. She knew that the pret-
ty trees and flowers, and bright blue sky, gave your little
souls a thrill of delight, though you couthot tell why ;
and sho knew that great big man’s soul was a t deal
smal'er than yours, to sit there and read a ltllpig politieal
{‘npcr, when such a glowing landscape was hefore him that

c might have feasted Lis eyes upon. And she lon to
wipe away the big tear that you dida't dare to let fali’; and
she understood how a little girl or boy, that didn't get a
ride every day in tho year, should not be quito able to
swallow that great big lump in the throat, as he or she sat
jammed down ina dark, crowded corner of the car, instesd
of sitting by that pleasant window.

Yes; and Fanny bms seen you sometimes, when you'va
been maufiled up to the tip of {ont little rose in woollen
wrappers, in a clos?, crowded church, modding your little
drowsy heads, and keeping time to the sixth-lie and seventh-
lis of wmnpmnpon theo'ogian whose preaching would havo
been high Dateh to you bad you been wide awake.

And she has secn you sitting like little automatons, in a
badly-ventilated school-room, with your nervous little toes
at just such an angle, for hoars, under the taition of a
Miss Nancy Nipper, who didn't care a rushlight whether
your spine was as crooked as the lotter S or not, if the Great

fogui Committec, who marched in once o month to make
the ** grand tour,”’ voted her a ** model school-marm.""

Yes, and that ain't ali! She has seen you sent off to bed,
just at the wiwhinf hour of cand'e-light, when some enter-
taining guest w s in the middle of a doligitful story, that
{ou. poor, miscrable ¢ little pitcher, was doomed never to

ear the end of! Yes, and she has seen ‘“the line and
plummet’’ laid to you so rigidly, that you were driven to
deceit and evasion’; and then seen you punished for the very
Bin your tormenters helped you to commit. And she has
seen your ears boﬁ‘w as hard for tearing a hole in your
' est pinafore, or breaking a Chins cup, as for telling as big
a lic as Ananias and Sap did.

And when, by patient lsboar, you had reared an edifice
of tiny blocks, fairer in ite Auglmnl propertiona, to
your infantile e{:’, than an r.hu in ancient Rome, she
has seen it ruthless] mxd nto a shattered ruin by some-
body in the house w! dinner hadn’t digested !

over mind ! I wish I was mother to ths whole of you !
Such glorious times &8 we'd have! Reading pntz'l.woh,
that bad no big words in ’em ; going to sehool w

asking leave first ; and to church on the quiet, blessed
Sabbath, where the minister—like our dear Sa:

times remembered to ** take his arms, and
blessed them.”

Then, if you asked me a stion, I la’t protend not
to hear ; of lagily tell you, [ ** didn’t kwow,” or turn you
off with some for your memoty to .L.
for a cud till you were old sce how bhad been
fooled. And 1’d pever wear such s gown that




