
THE PEARL: DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE AND REL(GION.

who are familiar with country sounds, know the particular one to ther astonished ut a question which happily he believed unnatural. could net move an hundred yards on cither aide, and were obliged
which I allude ; it comles with the earliest spring-it is the voice "'My mother was English, they say," he added. to remain tiere (where we saw them) exposed to the pelting
cf him whom, in this neighbourhood, by a strange perversion of "You must have been very cold those dark mornings." storm, tili early the next morning, when the rain abating, the neigh-

words, they call the " birM-eeper," for his duty is to frighten the " Ah, ma'am ; but they're gone, thank Ileaven ; and if it bours were enabled te draw them te the other aide of the river by
birds from the seed, and prevent their destroying the young shoots. wasn't for the sparrows, I'd be mighty pleasant now ; but the ropes, etc.
Some widow's son, perhaps, who wou'd rather her child should devil's in them entirely for cuteness : as long as I'n on the trampil After remaining ut Gondo for three days we resolved to try and
be exposed to the sharp winds and frosts of nature, tian that be they keep away, like those yonder, but the minute I sit down- 1 get out ofthe miserable hole on foot, for as to move a carriage it
should, in the peopled dungeon of the parish workhouse, Le ex- yarra ! it's down they are like a shower of hail ; I've no pace at could not be thouglht of. Ilaving therefore taken five men as guides
iled from the sunlight of that mother's smile, and doomed Io find,' ail with them, my lady," and to carry as much lugage as we could, we tarted off and ar-
what ought to le the honourable refuge for distress, converted in We have no right ta probe either poverty or sorrow, unless we rived safely at Domo Dossola after a great deal of fatigue and a
ta the loathsome cells of degradation ; or, our bird-keeper may intend ta relieve. Peter's ant Nelly was easily discovered in a'1 walk over mountains, where I think the foot of man never yet
be one of a large family, too little ta work hard-too old te ho ai- neighbouring lane ; and it was pleasant ta think that the "littletrod, ofabout sixteen miles.

together idle. Be that as it may, I love ta hear his chaunt, and bird-keeper" deserved his relation. a l Tits was nothing ta the awful scene of destruction which we
resolved ta find hin out-not se easy a task as may be suppnsed, " I'm nothing but a widow now," said Nelly, folding ber arms, saw for miles below Isella. Here the road in many places for hIf
for tits neighbourhood is cut into innumerable fields and gardens,I and looking as the Irish women of her class generally look-very a mile together was completely annihilated-not a vestige remain-

intersected with high-ways and by,-ways-footpaths and bridle much out of place in England-" and I have three of my owi ed. Te river had formed for iself a new bed, and a deep and

roads-cherry and apple orchards-acres of lettuce and aspara- childer, that its my pride ta keep out of the work-house ; which I mighty torrent swept by the naked base of the mountain, where but
gus-positive groves of peas and beans, and gooseberry and cur- do, by the help of heaven's blessing, my four blnes and '.he clear- a few hours beforeexisted one cf Napoleon's greatest monuments.

rant gardons of immense extent ; these are divided and subdivided starchrng. But Peter is better ta me than .my own : ' the chil Bridges also were carried away without leaving a single atone to
by hedges, now green, and budding with the promise of sweet !of the nîght ho'd steal from his lied, and after lighting my fire, off record where they once stood. A beautiful one of five arches in
hawthorn, the fresh white garland, whiichr May casts as ber votive with him te the fields, and if one of my own didn't take him share s newly erected, shared the same fate.

offering into the lap of sommer ; these are pleasant ta the eye and of the bit and the sup, when we have it, he'd came home ut nIghtoTe me ly ntelligence ias uate d

refreshing ta the smell, and the sweet country souids abound with the father's smile in bis eyes, and the molher's steadiness on The melancholy itelligence has just come do here that a

amongst them-the sharp chirrup of the sparrow-the whistle of 'his tongue, and ait down ta read (for in ail my misery I gave him lutrn on andahis lady followed us over the mountains the

the blaekbird-the rich saong of the trush echos anongst the thick- 'a turn ut the book), and then, after a few heurs' silep on a lock iater riding on a mule, when the mule shpped und went over the

ening leaves of the tall trees ; and if the sound and its association of straw, away again ta the fields. He turne bis band ta any precipice wthd te lady on bis back, and bath were dashed to atems

are rudely distarbed by the town cry of " lobsters," or by " had- thing in season,-but likes the birdd e best, because ha as time foran he bod

dock and live sole," passingsalong tIhe neighbouring road, why it the reading. I aften ax him what he gets out of the books, and Iwo diligences, which were about half an hour behind us, coul

is bt a lina in the index ta human life, where things common, if he only turne bis eyes on me and laughs." A. M. H.-Britannia. get no furtber than the last refuge, which had been abandoned

n vulgar, intrude into our boliest of holies. Here, however, is somtie years, so that they were obliged ta break open the doors,

our little acquaintance ; bis voice I have long known. Let me and about twenty persons, wet through to the skin, passed the

look again ; I have seen bim before, and frequently. AIl this SLEEP. ight without eitier fire or meut or drink.

past summer he cried " water-cresses-fresh green water-cress- I've mourn'd the dark long night away,
es," along our roads, and I rather think that in the winter ie traf- With bitter tears and vain regret, IIUMAN LIFE.
ficked in muffins and crumpets ! He was better clothed then than Till, grief-sick, at the breaking day

ho is now ; bis littie red legs were cased in stockings, and bis I've left a pillow cold and wet. Ilow truly does the journey of a single day, its changes and ;ts

l looked nisait, and jtty. Thug tira day is fie, bis features v i fr ahours, exhibit the history of human life ! We rise up in a glorious
shoaes fooke na and jetty. Tpreothe dayfa f hiietur es nvg risen from a restless bed, freshness of a spring morning. The dews of night, those sweet
have a thmn and piched expression--the pinch cf poverty ;"his Sad, trembling, spiritless and weak, tours of nature, are hanging from each bough and leaf, and reflect-
eyes are amall aud twinkling, and there la a determined cuttig With ail my brow's young freshness fled, ing the bright and myriad hues of the morning. Our hearts are
about bis mauth-an almost defied firmness of ,purpose, which With pallid lips and bloodless cheek. beating with hope, our frames are buoyant with health. We ase
wvill oua day make hlm remurkable either for goed or bad ; if ho no cloud ; we four no stormn ; and withr our chosen and beloved
bas not been instructed, why ho wili slave and endure te the end lard was the task for aching eyes copClons ue arn o;awo omece a ue opts companions clustering around us, we commence our journey. Step
of bis days-or slave and rebel ; and yet some of the most dis- So long ta wake, se long ta weep ;sP
tinguished in our land have been born to no botter estate than Pe- But well it taught me how ta prize hy step, the scene becomes more lovely ; hour after hour our

ter Finch, thelittle bird-keeper. Peter's cap on tis particular That precious, matchles blessing, Sloop. awy, but l the multitude remining, nd the eaut ofthe sce

morning was decked with a long stoe of hawthorn, that waved in nary, ti te multit.udenby ae bae mutdo a new

the breeze, and the sally bough, which he whirled in measeure to " ery, their losts is unfelt Suddenly we have entered upen a new
his chant, was garnisied with shreds and patches of all colours While languishing 'neath ceaseless pain, country. The dews of the morning are exhaled by the fervur of

and ail lengths. He stood at the corner of the field, watchin While fever raged with demon power, the noonday sun ; the friends that started with us are disappearing.

with one ee the apparently organized movements of a flock of ro drink my breath and scorch my brain. Some remain, but their looks are cold and estranged ; others have
become weary, and have laid down ta their rest, but Ie races

sparrows, which were chirping and fluttering in an old cherry tree, And oh ! what earnest words were given are smiling upon us, and new hopes beckoning us on. mbities
ready ta make a descent on a plot of grouand lately sown with ru- What wild imploring prayers arose and fume are before us, but youth and ffetin are behind

dishes, the moment hie attention was withdrawu. In bis right baud IIow eagerly I asked of Heaven The scene is more glorious and brilliant, but the beuy and fres,.
ie ield his standard, and ir' bis left fluttered a long strip of those A few brief moments of repose nees of the morning have faded, and forever. Buteant ar stosh

ballade which the itinerant venders of song oier at the rate of Our steps
three yards for one penny. His jacket was ragged ; but childhood Oh ! ye who drown cach passing night fail nt, Our spirit fails not. Onward and onward we go ; the ho-

muet be miseraLble indeed, ta be uncheerful in the suahine, and In peaceful slumber, calm and deep, rizon of fame and happiness recedes as we advance to it; the sha-
daws begin ta lenghn n h hlYar feeigaeuup

my little acquaintance hrd plrnty of leisrre ta" lbe giod and glad!" Fail net ta kneel at morning's light, d ngthen, and the chilly airs of evening are usurp-

a privilege nat always accorded ta our pror children. 1 thourght And thank thy God for health and Il ig the fervour cf the non day. Still we press onward : the goal

how much better the cold and chill of the morning was, with the ELZA Coox. is net yet won, the haven nt yet reacwed. The bright orb of hopebow ucî boterthe aldandchiI cftir menîng wa, wtb irethat bas cheered us ou, le sinking in tire weet ; Our limbs begia ta
heave rs above and the teering earth beneath, than the hot and g

cro ded factory where can b no childlood. First conversation GREAT STORMI ON THE SIMPLON. gcenes that we have passed, but the shadows or tw g upon tire

with nature, no ratter how silent, ner low frequent!y repeated, DossOLA, SEPT. 19.-We had io sooner passed the village of terposed their veih between us ; we look around fo have m-
are profitable to both soul and body, and a word or two of little Simplon than we found ourselves overtalen by a most violent familiar faces, the companions of our travel, but we gaze in vair

Peter'e natural poetry convinced me that lie had learnt something storm of thunder, lightning, and rain, which it appears bad been te find them ; we have outstripped them aIl bu c er race ftnr lea

besides shouting his war chaunt te the birds of the ar, raging on the Italian aide cf the mountain for ne whole day, with sure, and the phantomn yet uneaughrt, in a aud c otrafer, n la,
" Ithink I saw you crying water-cresses last summrer " out any appearance of it on the Swiss side, excepting a few leavy sterile and inhospitable country, the night ti n ertaners, i

Yes, lady," in a strong Irish brogue. clouds and now and then a little drizzling rain. On reaching the dark and terrible night time of death, and wee anover uden

Oh, you are a Paddy, I perceive." pass of Gondo the appearance was most awful: rain such as I had we lie down ta rest in the bed of the grave I appy, thrice haep-

"No, yer hanor ; my father was, but I'n Pether. The boys never yet seen in England, and cascades fron the tops of the per- py is he, who bath laid up treasures in h eif for the dietantiudabout cali me Paddy Pether." pendicular mountains, same thousands feet highâ, falling in aIl di- unknown to-morrow !-Charlton.
" And your tmother.?" rections, crossing the road in various places with the force and vo-
" She's not in it, my lady ; s'l in heaven along with my fa- tme of a mill-stream. In addition ta which stones, some of them

ther. The world was ta troublesome entirely for them, yer ho- as large as a bushel basket, were continually falling near us fromt A.PoER.-A little lad who had just reached ho f
uor, and they took sorrow greatly ta heart, and died young." the tops of the mountains, and frequently we were obliged ta get days. was to the great deliglt of his marna and me rthe hol,,

Here was a history eloquent in events, and told, with the pa- out of the carriage in the midst of this pelting rain to remove the rious magnificent passages fron the pats, for the epecial ,voindr

thos of true poetry, the troubles of the world ; hearta too tender obstructions. One of the galleries was broken through in two ment of certain congregated gueste. At length ie essayedn wd

ta endure them-an early marriage-an early death I places, and our carriage was nearly overturned in passing through. naine is Norval ; on the Grampian Hills, etc.' taking
"And who bas taken care of yon, my little fellow ?" To return was as dangerous as to proceed, and on we went ex- of such minor things as commas or semi-colons "Ah thougts
"The Almighty God, and my aunt Nelly !" ,pecting every moment to be our last. When we were passing the boy, said a venerable man, it's a very bad thing to ha iry litlas

The reply was delivered with careless simplicity. The child little village of Gondo a man came running out from a cottage im- I nover hourd cf aperson yet who had, that wg aventaiy

was young, and yet I fancied that I could discern something of ploring us not te proceed, for that a carriage (a German family) transported. If your name le John Smith, whea youre unt hamy
the subdued carefulness of the wiser country mixed with the warm about half an heur before, in endeavouring to pass, was upset by don't ha called Norval when yon're on tie yu'reia home

freai bearing of his father land. His small eye laughed, and ha the cascade which fel from above, and the carriages, horses and anywhere lse.' e Grampian Hills, o

seemed rather fond of shouldering the trunk of a tree-that was Ipostillion carried into the torrent. The party were saved with a
Irish. But, notwithstanding the brogue, re was not se commuai- good ducking and a few bruises, but they tost nearly ail their lug- POPILATION OF PARTS AND LoNDON.-The population n
eative as Irishr chidren are--an Englisshman always wonde why gage. We now came to a stand-still, and took refuge in a mise- Paris amounts 1,200,000 souls, and that of London ta 1,7 00,0Q

you sbould ask questions that do net concern you ; an Irishman ut rable public house, where we spent three days. The landlord of Thus the two capitula of the civilized world contain a population.
once understands that you ask them " out of curiosity." the public house, with six or seven other persoans, who assisted of 2,000,000 inhabitants, a number exceeding the united ppul

"la your aunt kind to you ?" the Germans out of the river, were ultimately ceut off by the falling tion of al the other capitale of Europe. In 1814 the pepulatîiot
'Sure sire and my father war own sisterg," ho answered, ra of immense portions ofthe rocks on eachhside ofthem,sothatthey of London was only 826,000 soule, and that of Paris 865,000.


