I CANADIAN FAMILY

ERALD.

T

Fitex Suutives Prr ANNUN.]

VOL. 3.

PSSR

e AMRSANANARN A NA R R AR RAAAR S N RAARR AR ARLRS AAR 4 LA RS AR A NS e 2SN

Tristue (8 Crue erpinees,

R N N R N e

TORONTO, SATURDAY, JULY 31, 1832,

p——

[Sivovy, Tnuss Hatr Prxcr,

B L R ORI TN

No. a4,

— .y

& Docten,

N

[ZEE SRR N -

DIBILING ON THE SAND.
nY ELizA COOK.

Tls well 10 wno, "tia gondd In wed,
For solhe woth nasviont
Since mycilis gres, aid rowcs blew,
And morniag brought the sun.

ut havea care, Yo young ans fair;
Ne aure(r pleize swith trath;

e certam fhat gone love will wear
Deyond the daynof youths

For, 1t ye give it heart for heart,
An wellan hand lor hand,

Tonr 1t Gind you've played the ** unwise* part,
And * bwit dpon che aniv

“Lip well tn aave, ‘lin well to have
A gomlly wore 01 gakl
Addd hold eough »lshmlng staff,
For Charity iacold,

fat place not all vaur hape an trust
Tn what the deepaa.ne bringa;

We cantiol hive ¢o pelinw Just
Vumixd wth puree th nge

Aot he who riln up wealih alone
Will often haveinatand

Derhite hlw cafferchient,and own
Tis* Luilt upon the wnd.*

T goo-t 1o epeak (o kiadly gu'ge,
Andeasuthe where er we catt,

Fair epeech alwuld bind (e hupan mind,
-Adund luve-link tnals 1o mng.

Dut g2y not at the gentle worda,
Let dends with language dwell,
The one who pltisstarving dirds
Should acstter crumbs as well,
“The Metcy that s warm and true
Mast tend o helpiug hend,
.For tlinee wlio 1alx, y et fait tolo,
But ** bulld upon the sand ™
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THE MERCHANT OF MARSEILLES.

ettty

“Those who have been at Marecilles will re-
member.that vast building on the quay (cloge
1o the Hotel de Ville, aud in the eame style
wf.architecturd), which, though now subdi-
vided into warehouses, bears token, by the
unity of its design, of once haviug been in
the possestlon of one owaer, aal ociginally
intended for one pucpose. That great building
was long known as the Hotel St. Victor, and
belonged to the waajthy family bearing the
nsme.

In the'year.1'700, he who-bore the honoors
«f the house was in trouble. His firm, for
§ebirs he targest and vichest in Marséifles,
wasod the gve of bankruptey ; their credit,
which kad slood for ages unimpeached, was
{oltéxing ¢ its very base. He wasa man in
he prime of life, that St. Victor, but the dark
fine. hair was thickly strewn with -silver, and
the broad brow was furrowed by lines that
care must have planted there.  All'around the
7obm i Whieh he sat, silentand alone, might
Yo-secn the evidences of the wealth once pos-
reseed by the family, end of the lyxury in
which they had been accustomed to live ; rich
furnityre, velvgt and gold, mirroré, carvings,
soft carpets—rare luxuties in: France even 2t
the presentiume-~trinkets, pictures, all ‘that
vlbnoy:cdald: puirchise- or tasts could select,

were gatheeed in that splendid apartment,
Each panel of the walls contained, ar had con
tatncd, the rarest paintings, of largo rize, and
mostly by the (talimn masters, bt it might be
obzctved that some of them had been recently
displaced, and such,~as the marks on the
\\'nhs testified, had beenaf greater size than
thore tomaining, and, doubllees of greater

value, though those still hanging on the pancls
were meet for the palaces of 5inp-. Above
the Mgh mantel-picce, of pure white marble
with ite elaborate decoration, and majestic
proportions, huhg an oval portrait—the por
trait of a young man. It wae a fair, radiant
face, twith an open, fisppy exproasion, and sur-
rounded by soft, fnllin{); hair. It oar the pac.
traft of §t. Vietor—but of 8t. Victor long
ago. Every now aud then, and nicchanically
as it wore, tho man, amid his sad, silent mua-
ingry would raase his oyes to the bright ple-
ture of the boy.  What a conteast did theeo
prosent l—the one, how beantiful—how
happy ! the other; iow mouenful, and how
wan ¢

The door opencd, and an old man entered,
iloc was old envugh €0 ba the father of St.
Victor ;3 but it was only Devereux, once head
clerk ta the houso of St. Victor, now a sub-
stantial merchant of Maraeilles., The dress of
this person was warn: aad rick, his gait was
feeblé, and he leaned heavily on hie staff, lus
brow wasalto furrowed, but the lihes were
those of age and thought 2 thero was much of
harshiness, of pride, of determination to be
treced on his couutenance, but sono of that
woolul saxicty which scemed withering up
the manly primo ot St. Victor,

The latter rose at his entrance, and moved
towards him with evident pleasure,—

# Pevereux ! he exclnimed—* Welcome !

Dut Devereux put back the offered hand
with a smile, and saidy—

“ Po-morraw, St. Victor, a1l those bills ]
hold of yours become due.’”

8t. Victor started.

#*_is g0, I know 5 but I am safe, for you
hold them ; and you will not press me.*

#You miscalculate, St. Victor’ said the
old man, coldly. ¢1I shall want tho money.”

St. Victor tried to laugh.

# Yau know, Devereyx——you know it isim-
porsible that 1 could meet the demand. 1
could not take up one of thase bills, far less
the whole number.”

4] want not'the amount of cae, nor two,
nor three, but of ait; and 'tis this I como to
say.”

¥‘I)c:'yverf:ux,” said the debtor, with a cheek
as white us ashes, ‘““you might throw me
into prison, you might ruin my creditand my
name for ever ; but I take Heaven to witness,
I'could not raise ome-hulf the sum, though it
were to save my roul,  'What meanyou? Is
it nqt ag o friend that you kavo become. the
heller of those bills 7™

The creditor rose to his feet.

“No!”

“The pocr debtor groaned aloud,—*41t was

not always thus, Why do you now tusn
agajnst me " o
v /

—

1 turn not now,” mnswered Devercur.

“ T have lunged for thisa hour—moughbt i
early and Isie—hved bit for it§ You wrongod
me once, St Victur, but my revengo is st
hand! Yes they ehall be thina! the dis.
graco of bonds, the iynoming of the prison—
proudy beautiful, belused St Vietor ! 1 shall
trininpls now ¢

Does the old manrave ! This—St, Victor,
shrinkwg, bending before hun, weary, care.
worny with datk lucks ev saddly steeaked with
wlite—this world-broken man} How Is hy
worthy such cjuthets 1= proud, beautiful,
belosed.”

But tho old man «peaking thus, looked not
at lns wondering auditor: lia eyes wero
taiscd to the bnght, sniling purtrast, and to
that he spoke.

Deveroux continued,—

Al ¢ 8t Victor, dost thou remember, long
ago, when thou weet & young gay gallaut,
and [ but a pour clerk {n thy father’s prosper-
ous house? When jou, the younyg heir,
wero but a boy, T was past the scason of
youthe  When you attsined your brilliant
majutity, I, Lrevercux, was a man of sober mid-
dicage. Butlloved,oh ! passivnately andtruly,
loved for tho first time, and oven yer, 8t
Victor, that love ishere ! Aad le laid his
withered hand upon his hearc,

«She was very beautiful and good, that
gir), and she accepted my swit 3 wo should
nave been happy, but you came. [ need not
tell you how 1t was: how soon tho young,
the dazzling St. Victor won from tho plain
clerk that heart, with al} ita wealth of love ;
how svan 1 was forgotten and discarded, how
deeply you were loved. [ need not repeat ait
—all my efforts to retain her, oll wmy plead-
ingp—pleadings poured vainly on the ear of
paseion—pleadings both to you and to her.
But T will remind you of one day, when,
~corued by her in your presence, | mado a
last appeal—an appes! to her faith, her honour,
—10 your generosity, your pity, when, stun
to madness by the xigzht of your happiness,
ventured on bolder words than, perhaps, £
~hould have ured, and you answered by a
tlow ! Yes, St. Victar, you stooped tothat !
you struck the poor clerk, rendered mad by his
nijuries and agony of mind-—yon snswesed by
ablow! But you were happy, and you soou
forgot that circumstance. Suvon the maidoa
died o

And here aie voice, that failed and falterdd,
his eyes, tbat seemed to dim with teare, big
lips that quivered, gave tokons that he sp-ko
the truth when he #aid his love for her yet
lived. Aud the poor debtor, while listening,
forgot the traubles of the moment , thought not
of the present. ‘The past, with all its sor-
row and its Joy, 1ts ummaginable happiness,
it< unimagned wac, was his again,

Devercux continued ¢

«The mavden dicd.  Well fur her she died,.
before your luve grew cold, befure she leargod
kow much she had cast away fur ever. She
d:ed before remorse or retribution could arrive,
she died in yonr arms ¢ Above her grave wo
metagain, My [ove must hase becn strong,




