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ixdicule and Repartee,~The fatal fond-
nees for indulging  spirit of ridicule, and
the injurious and itreparable consequences
which sometimes attend the too prompt
reply, can never be too scriously or too
severely condemned. Not to offend is
the first step towards pleasing. To give
pain is as wnuch an offence against hu-
manity as against good breeding; and
surcly it is as well to abstain from an ac-
tion because it is sinful, as because it is
impolite. Women are so far from being
privileged by their sex to say unhandsome
ve crucl things, that it is this very cir-
cumstance which renders them more in-
tolerable. 'When the arrow is lodged in
the heart, it is no rclief for him that is
wounded, to' reflect that the hand that
shot it was a fair one.

The Model English Daughter.—1 do
not like the diseredit of the popular no-
tion that our English girls are too genteel
to understand how to cook, and to do
shopping, and to manage the house.
Whether the busincss is properly done or
not, women should insist on its being re-
garded as a duty that there may be the
better chance for its being done. If the
daughter we are now contemplating is a
rational girl, she will presently be in pos-
scesion of the key-basket, and getting
intg training under her mother,  8he will
be up early (thereby ensuring the carly
rising of the scrvants), and off to the fish-
mo..get's, or the vegetable market—hav-
ing the benefit of an early choice of good
things. She will have planned with her
mother the dinners of the week (with a
margin for unexpected oceurrences) 3 and,
thercfore, when she has made breakfast,

“she is ready for her conference with the
cook. She chooses to know how to do
everything that she requires to be dones
und. as far as May be, by experience.
She cxperiments upon cokes and pud-
dings; and the syllabubs, tarls, and pre-
serves, are of her making, till she is sa.
tisfied of her proficiency. The linen in
she housemaid’s department is under her
care, and it will be her fault if a table-
cloth Las a jagged corner, or the sheets a
olit in the middle.  These matters, so far,
occupy very little time, while they afford
more or less of exercise and umusement
to 2 healthy mind—Harrict Martincau,

JAIMA ELMA.

¢ Come here, child; what makes you
act so shy? don’t you want to go home
with me, and live in a fine housc, and
wait upon my little gul3”

«No I don't,” replied the little flaxen-
haired girl of some ten years, looking
umidly iz the face of the faghionable
Mrs. Fenton.

*¢ But you're obliged to, child ; sodon't
makc w fuss.  I'm going to be very kind
to you; Luy you jleaty cf new clothes,
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and you'll be far happicr than you are
here.”

Turning to tho matron of the asylum
she continued ;— A

“1 will call for the child this after-
noon ;" and with much fashionable grace
the votary of fashion swept from the

room.
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“ Emma, you lazy brat, take this bon-
net to Mrs. Tanny's, and tell her it doos
not suit.”

¢ Pleage ma'am, can’t I wait till even-
ing? ’tis so warm now, and my head
pains me badly.”

“ No, you cannot wait one moment;
you must go directly; your head always
pains you when I bid you do a thing;
you're the laziest child I cver saw, and a0
ungratcful ; come, Miss, don’t stand there
gazing at me in that style! step along,
and be back within an hour.”

And little Emma took the bonnet box
in lier arms, and with faltering step she
started for the millinary store of Mra.
Tanny, She had accomplished but a
portion of her journey, when, overcome
with heat and fatigue, she sank upon the
stoop of an elegant dwelling. Resting
her aching head upon her little hands,
she thought of the time when she too
lived in a large and clegant dwelling,
and a fond mother's love was bestowed
upon her; a fint recollection, too, she
had, of a handsome man she used to call
pepa.  Thus was she musing when she
was stertled by the appearance of a gen-
tleman, who sscended the steps and en-
tered the dwelling. A few moments
mote and a fecling of dizziness pervaded
her system, and she fell fainting to the
pavement.

‘When she aga‘m became conscious she

found herself stretched upon a snowy bed, |

surrounded by all the sppearances of
wealth. A large easy chair in the centre

of the room was occupied by the gentle-

man who had entered the dwelling just
before she fainted. At first she knew
not where she was, but a moment more

and she remembercd all, and supposed

herself within the elegant dwelling upon
whose steps she bad stopped to rest.

¢ Tt must be her child—the same blue
eye and flaxen curls, the expression of
the whole face is the same;” thus mused
the gentleman.

At length his.reverie was broken by s

faint noise from the bed. Advaucing,
‘he said s

“You feel better, da you not, child ?”

“ Yes, sir,” faintly murmured Emma,

“ Where do you live 3
““With Mz, Fenton, sir, in. Oafed
Street.”

¢ Is sbe your mother 3

“ No sir, I have no mother ; she dled
two years ago, and Mra, Feuton took me
from the orphan asylut.”

% Do you know what name yousr mo-
ther bore

¢ Mrs, Linma Elma, sir ; 'tis my nume,
too.”

 And you are my own, my durling lits
tle gir),” he said, folding her to his

‘breast ; I am your fathers I bave

sought for you for muny mouths, but now
I am 8o happy, so very happy thatIlave
found the child of my darling Emma.”
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No more unhappy moments, no more
unkind treatment fell to the Jot of Em-
ma Elma.

Mr. Elma had, some eight years pre-
vious to the opening of our little sketeh,
left his nvtive land ard sought for wealth
in foreign climes. The vesse] in which
he took passage had been wrecked, and
he was reported as being among the lost.

Mrs. Elma, after learning that her Lus-
band was among the lost, left her native
city and removed to a distantvillage; his
letters, that were written after he was
rescued from a watery grave, therefore,
never reached ber.  He, after an absence
of years, returned to his native city, to
learn the tidings of his wife's death.
Emma was happy, very bappy in the
home of ber infancy. Life is composed
of clouds and sunshine; tosomse the sun-
shine comes first, but to Emma her life.
clouds were the first that crossed her
pathway; but the sunshine stole through
the darkness and she was happy in a fa-
ther’s love. ’

THE MOCKING BIRD.

The American mocking bird is the
prince of all song birds, being altogether
unrivalled in the extent and variety of his
vocal powers ; and, besides the fulness
and melody of his original notes, he has.
the faculty of imitating the notes of all
other birds, from the humming-bird te
the cagle. Pennant says that he heard
a cagod onc imitats the mowing of a eat,




