o “ but 1 bear no malice.
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LY T. J. OUSELEY,
Wiy the receding shore

Or dearest homedims on the anxious sight
The bravest hearts deplore

The partiog of the soul—the furewell blight ;
§1i1l hope will peace restore,

As midnight mourners yearn for morning’s light.

The garden flow’rets die,

Leaves fude—hie rippling rivulets are still 5
Darkness o’erveils the sky ;

J'en birds have ceased their sweet melodious trill ;
Yet spring will beautify,

And they veturn; for such §s Nuture's will.

There will agnin rencw,

The birds their songs,—the trees their leaves,—the flowers
Bloom in theirrainbow hue;

And silver streams, fed by the summer showers,
Sing to the heaven’s calm bluc ;

But these are not of ug,~they are not ours.

Ours are the denrest ties:

Oance fled, what voice the lost one can recal ?
In climes beyond theskics

The spirit soars too purified to fal}:
Memory alone can rise

Upon the wings of Love;—yes, that i3 all.

Thelaat, the tristfal scene,

‘When friendsare gathered round the silent bed ;
When sig, nlone serene,

Smiles while their tears in agony are shed;
Shall we not comfort glean,

To kuow eternal bliss awnits the dead ?

The kind familiar face

Yet miss we from our own domestic hearth;
Wao mourn the vacant space,

And all the sunshine of past joyous mirth
No more can wereplace

iler our hearts loved—above all things of earth.

The faint LAST wWoRDSs we hear.
From the fond lips of the departing one,
Whisper ** She is not here,”’
Assure us thut for ever she is gone:
Still will we hold them dear,
When semblimee tudes, they’re left to dwell upon.
Metropolitan for July.

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.—No. 4.
A STREET LOVE SCENE,

¢ \Vcll Tulrny,” said lhe miller’s dnuwhler, “you seec I 'have

, come o ace you, although we had some words last night.”?

£ I pity your Dhad pnssnons, *Tilda,” replied’ Miss Squeers ;
I am above it.”’ ,
-« Don’t be cross, Fanny,’” said Miss Price. 1 have come to
tell you something that I know will please you.”’

“What may that be, *Tilda 2" demanded Miss 8queers ; screw-

ing up her lips, and looking us if’ nothing in earth, air, fire, or

water, could afford her the slightest gleam of satisfuction.
*This,”” rejoined Miss Price, ¢ Afier we left here last night,
John and I had a dreadful quarrel.”
“I'hat doesn’t please me,”’ said Miss Squeers—relaxing into a
smile though.

|{tion i consequence

of miaanthropical sentiments.
sure.”’

““ Yes, I am,’” rejoined Miss Squeers, tving tight knots in her
‘pocket-handkerchief und clenching her teeth.  “ And1 wish [ was
'dead too. There.”’

« Oh t'you'll think very differently in another five minutes,”
said Matilda. “‘How much better to take him into favour again, ||
ilhan to hurt yourself by going on in that way ; wouldn’t it be
imuch nicer now to have him all to yourself on good terms, in a
company-keeping, love-making, pleasant sort of manner 2

“1don’t know but whatit would,”” sobbed Miss Squeers.
«Qh! *[ilda, how could you have acted so meanand dishonoura-
T wouldn’t have believed it of you if anybody had told

““ You are not serious, I am

‘ble !
me.”’
“ Heyday !’ exclaimed Miss Price, gigzling.
pose T had been murdering somebody at least.”

“Very nigh as bad,”” said Miss Squeers passionately.

«« And-all this because I happen to have enough of good looks
to make people civil to me,” cried Miss Price. ¢¢ Persons don’t
make their own fuces, and it’s no more my faultif mine isa good
one than itis other people’s fuult if theirs is a bad one.’

‘¢ Hold yourtonﬂue,” shrieked Miss Squeers, in her shrillest
tone ; ‘“or you’li make me slap_ you, "J.‘llda, and afterwards I
should be sorry for it.”*-

¢ Onc would sop-

"It is needless to say that by this time the temper of each young
lady was in some sh«rht degree afiected by the tone of the conversa-
tion, .md thata dash of personality was infused into the alterca-
Indeed the guarrel, from slight beginnings
rose to a considerable height, and was assuming a very violent
complexion, when both parties, fulling intn a great passion of tears,
exclaimed simultaneously, that they had never thought of being
spolen to in that way, which exclamation, leadingto a remon-
strance, gradually brought on an explanation, and the upshot was
that they fell into each other’s arms and vowed eternal friend-
ship ; the occasion in question, makicg the fifty-second time of
repeating the same impressive ceremony’ within a twelvemonth.

Perfect amicability being thus restored, a dialogue naturally en-
sued upon the number and nature of the garments which would
be indispensable for Miss Price’s entrance into the holy state of
matrimony, when Miss Squeers clearly showed that a great many
more than the miller could, or would afford, were absolutely
i{necessary, and could not decently be dispensed with. The
young lady then, by an easy digression, led the discourse to
her own wardrobe, and after rccountmrr its principal beauties at
some lennlh, took her friend up stairs to make iuspection thereof,

The treasures of two drawers and a closet having been- dlsplayed

and ali the sm.rller articles tried on, it was time for Miss Prrce to
return Home,'and as she had been in raptures. with aIl lhe frocks,
and had been stricken qunc dumb with admiration of a new pink
scarf, Miss Squeers said in high good humour, that she would
walk part of the way with her for the pleasure of her company,
‘and ofT they weul together, Miss Squeers dilating, as they walked
along, upon her futher's accomplishinents, and multiplying his
income by ten, to give ber friend some fuint notion of the vast
importance and superiority of her family.

It happened that that particular time, comprising the short daily
dnterval which was suffered to elapse between what was pleasant-

“Lor! 1 wouldn’t think so bad of you as to suppose it did,” :)y called the dinner of Mr. Squeer’s pupils and their return to the

*'T'hat’s not it.”
“¢Oh 1’ said Miss Squeers, relapsing into melancholy.
on.”’

rejoined her companion.

¢« Afier a great deal of wrangling and saying we would neves

sce each other any more;”’ continued Miss Urice, ¢“we made it up

and this morning Johin went and wrole our names down to be put

up for the first time next Sunday, so we shall be married in three
weeks, and 1 give you notice to get your frock made.”
There was mingled  gall and honey in this intelligence.

¢ G'OI

The:|.

pursuit of useful Lknowledge, was precisely the hour when
Nicholas was accustomed to issue forth for a melancholy walk,
and to brood, as he sauntered listlessly through the village, vpon
his nriserable lot.  Miss Squeers knew this perfectly well, but
had perhaps forgotten it, for when she caught sight of that young
gentleman advancing towards them, she evinced many symptoms
of surprisc and consternation, and assured her friend that she
<< felt fit to drop into the earth.” ‘

¢ Shall we turn bncl\, or run into a cottage ?*’ asked Miss Price.

!
;! “Don’t call it foolish, dear,”
|
F

reddish brown with a green veil attached, on Mn Nickleby’s
shoulder. ¢ This foolish faintness !*’ " |
said Miss Price, her brruht eye
/dancing with merriment as she saw the perplexity of '\’lcholaa ;
(““you have no reason to he ashamed of it. {t’s those who are
too proud to come round.again without all this to- do, that ought
:to be ashamed.”’ -

“You are resolved to fix it upon me, I see,” said Nicholas,
smiling, ¢ although I told you last night it was not my fault.”

¢ There ; he says it was not his fault, my dear,’’ remarked the
wicked Miss Price. ¢ Perhaps you were too ‘jealous or too hasty
with him? [1e says it was not his fault, you hear ; I thiuk that’s
apology enough.”’ .
“You will not understand me,’” said Nicholas. **Pray dis-
-pense with this jesting, for I have no time, and really no inclina-
tion, to be the subject or promoter of mirth just now.”
¢ \tht do you mean?" asked Mis_s Price, affecting amaze-
went, ' o
“Don’t ask him, *Tilda,’” cried Miss Squeers “ Iforgive him.
¢« Dear me,"’ said Nicholas, as the brown bonnet ‘went down
on his shoulder again, *this is more serious than I supposed ;
allow me. Wil you have the goodness to hear e speak 2’2,
Ilere he raised up the brown bonnet, and re«ardmtr with most
,unfewned "astonishment a look “of- tender reproach from Mrss
Squeers, shrunk bacl\ a few paces to be out of the reach ol' the
fuif burden, and went on'to say— : :
! am very sorry—truly’ and smcerely sorry—for havmg been
the canse  of any difference among’ you last- nwht. reproach
myself miost bitterly for- havmw been so0 unl'ortun'ne as to cause
the dissension that occurred althongh T did so, I assure you,
most unwittingly and heedlessly.”’
““Well ; that’s not all you have got to say surely,” e.\clauned
Miss Price as Nicholas paused.
¢« fear there is something more,’” stammered Nrcholas with a
half smile, and looking towurds DMiss Squeers, ‘*itisa most
awkward thing to say--but--the very mention of such a supposition
makes one look like a puppy—still—may I ask if that lady sup-
poses thai I"entertain any—in short does she think that I am in
love with her?”? ‘
« Delightful embarrassment,” thought Miss Squeers, ““ 1 have
brought him to it atlast.  Answer for me dear,” she whispered
10 her friend. » : T

“ Does she think so 2 re_romed ’\Ilas Pnce ;< ofcourse she
does.” _ : : R
‘ “She does!”* exclaimed Nlcholns wrlh such enervy ofutterance ‘
as might have been for the momem. rmsmhen for’ ra‘)ture
Bl Certnmly,” rephed Miss P Price. : ‘ 2
e IC My, Nickleby has doubled that ’T\Id'r,”v smd the blushmw

Miss Squeers in soft accents, *he may set hls mmd m rest His
gentiments are recipro——"" ~ T : o
¢ Stop,”’ cried Nicholas hurrledly, “pray hear me. This is

the grossest and wildest delusion, the completest and most signal
mistake, that ever human being laboured under or committed. 1
have scarcely seen the young lady half a dozen times, butif I had
scen her sixty times, or am destined to see her sixty thousand,
it would be and will be precisely the sume. 1 have not one
thought, wish, or hope, connected with her unless it be—and |
say this, not to burt her feelings, but to impress her with the real
state of my own---unless it be the onc object dear to my hearr
as life itself, of being one day able to turn my back upon this
accursed place, never to set foot in it again or to think of it—even
think of it—bat with loathing and disgust.”

With this particularly plain and straight-forward declaration,
which he made.with all the veliemence that his indignant and ex-
cited feelings could bring to bear upon it, Nicholas slwhtly bowed,
and waiting to hear no more, retreated.

B_ut poor Misa Squeers ! Ieranger, rage, and vexation ; the
rapid succession of bitter and passionate feelings that whirled

prospoct of the friend’s being married so soon was the gall, aud
the certainty of her not entertaining serious designs upon Nicholas
was the honoy. Upon the whole, the sweet greatly preponderated
over the bitter, so Miss Squeers said she would get the frock
niade, and that she hoped *Tilda might be happy, though at the
same time she didn’t know, and would not have her build too

“1le don’tsee us yet.”’

““No, *Tilda,” replied Miss Squeers, it is my duty to go
through with it, and T will.”? ‘

As Miss Squeers said this in the tone of one who has made a
high moral resolution, and was besides taken with one or two
chokes and catchings of Dreath, indicative of feelings at a high
pressure, her friend made no farther remark, and they bore
straight down upon Nicholas, who, walking with his eyes bent
upon the ground, was not aware of their approach until they were

close upon him ; otherwise he wmight perhaps have taken shelter
himself.

through her mind, are not to be described. Refused ! refused by
a teacher picked up by advertisement at an annual salary: of five
pounds payable at indefinite periods, and ¢ found”’ in food and
lodging like the very hoys themselves ; and this too in the pre-
sence ofa little chit of a miller’s daughter of eighteen, who was
going to be married in three weeks’ time to a man who had gone
downon his very knees to ask her! She could have chokedin
right good earnest at the thought of being so humbled.
But there was one thing clear in the midst of her mortification,
and that was that she hated and detested Nicholas with all the
narrowness of mind and littleness of purpose worthy a descen-
dant of the house of Squeers. And there was one comfort too ;
and that was, that every hourinevery day she could wound his
pride and goad him with the infliction of some slight, or insult, or
deprivation, which could not but have some effect on the most
insensible person, and must be acutely felt by vne so sensitive
as Nicholas. With these two reflections uppermost in her miad,
Miss Squeers made the best of the matter to her friend by observ-
ing, that Mr. Nickleby was such an odd creature, and of such a
violent temper, that she feared she should be obliged to give him
up ; and parted from her.

And here it may be remarked, that Miss Squeers having be-
stowed her affections (or whatever it might be that in the absence

much upon it, for men were strange creatures, and a great’
many married women were very miserable, and wished them.
selves single again with all their hearts 1 to which condolences,
Miss Squeers added others equally calenlated to raise her friend’s
spirits and promote her cheerfulness of mind.

“* But come now Fanny,’* said Miss Price, 1 want to have 4
word or two with you about young Mr. Nickieby.”’

*“1le is nothing to me,’” interrupted Miss Squeers, with hyste-
rical symptoms. I despise him too much !’

¢ Ok, you don’t mean thzrl, T am sure?*® replied her friend,
¢« Confess, Fanny ; don't you like him now ?”’

Without returning any direct reply, Miss Squeersall at once
fell into o paroxysin of spiteful tears, and exclaimed that she was
a wretched, neglected, miserable, castaway.

¢ 1 hate everybody,” said Miss Squeers, ““and T wish that
everybody was dead—that T do.”? )
¢ Dear, dear !" said Miss Price, quitc wmoved by this avowal

‘“ Good morning,’” said Nicholas, bowing and passing by.

“e is going,”” murmured Miss Squeers. ¢ Ishall choke,
*Tilda.”

¢ Come back, Mr. Nickleby, do,’* cried Miss Price, affecting
alarm at her friend’s threat, but really actuated by a malicious
wish to hear what Nicholas would say; ¢come back, Mr.
Nickleby.”

Mr. Nickleby came back, and looked as confused as might be,
a8 he inquired whether the ladies had any commands for him.

< Don’t stop to talk,”* urged Miss Price, hastily ; ¢ but sup-
port her on the other side. How do you feel now, dear >

¢ Better,” sighed Miss Squeers, laying a beaver bonnet of




