THE CANADIAN FAMI

LY HERALD.

Five Suietixes rsn Axsua.]

Yictue {8 True PWappiness.

VOL. 1.

Y a2 s Bt LY

TORONTO, SATURDAY, JONL 5, 1852,

[Sixory, Tunkr Hare Prxex.

L S N N I TR . - A

No, 26,

Pocten,

AANVAANARVAAAMAAAARS | 3 AR RN S VA AL

THE LESSONS OF SPRINO.
BY JAMES SYNE,

T have oft gaxed;with wonder®and fervent Jdelight
On the chiliiren of nature that peopla the spring,
Asthey pour forthin millons exuitmg 10 lite

O er the ekl anud the byriet to frole and o ng.
There's Innocence there In her garmeniaof white,
There 8 Winlom thateparkles with lnaire so bright,
There's Modesty blusting when Kissed by the light,
And Teuth In I8 Gem support of the rialt;

Thene lessons are graved by the finger of Goil

To be leastied by man In his heavenwan! ruad.

There's hope for mynkind in the bustle of life,

There are thoughta l be chetishinl and duticn to do,
‘The dust and the ashest that death had ennsigned

‘Tuthe careol the gravi are awaking anew.

‘There’sthe might ufthe matter which time can tcongume
There's the strength of the apiritthat conquers the tomb,
There's the life alter death snd the heavenly bivom,

(M the allapring of hope in etenuty’s womf: H

These touching man a hieart ot its nublest str.ng

Ave echoed nfar as the song of the Spring.

SONNET.

0! were 1 loved as 1 desire to be,
What s thero in the great ephere of carth,
Or range of exli betwe en desth and dirth,
That 1 shouk] fear—I£1 were lovel by theo!
All the inner, allthe outer work! of pain,
Clear love would Klm:e and cleave, ifthou wertmine;
As 1 have heard that somewhere in the iy,
Fresh water springs comes up thruugh bitter brine
*Twere joy, hot fear, clamped hand In hand with thee
To wait for death—muie~carelenas of all itls.
Apart upon a mountain, through the su
Of some new deluge from a thousand hills
Flung leagues of ruaring foann inty the gorge
RBelow us, a& far on a8 eye could see.

£iterature,
A TERRIBLY STRANGE BED,
(From the Albion.)

“The most difficult likencss I ever had to takes
not even excepting my first attempt in tho art
of Portrait-painting, was a likeness of a gentle-
man named Faulkper. As far as drawin
and colouting went, I had no particular fault
1o find with my picture ; it was the expression
of the sitter which 1 had failed in rendering—
a failure quits as much his fault as mine.
Mr. Faulkner, like many other persons by
whom 1 have been employed, took it into his
head that he must assume an cxpression, be-
cause he was sitting for his likeness; and, in
Lonsequence, contrived to look 88 unlike him-
aelf as possible, while I was painting him. I
had tried to divert his attention from his own
face, by talking with himon all sorts of to-
pics. We had both travelled a great deal,
and felt interested alike in many subjects con-
siected with our wanderings over the samo
sountries. Occasionally, while we were dis-
suseing -our travelling expericnces, the un-
lucky set-look Iefi hiz countenance, and I
began to work to some purpose ; but it was
always disastrously sure to retarn agtin, be-
fore { hed made any great progress——or, in
other words, just at the very time when I was
most anxious that it should not re-appear.
The obstacle thus thrown in the way of the
satisfictory completion of my portrait, was

the more to bo deplored, becanse Me. Faulk.
ner's patural cxpression was & very romarka.
blo one. I am not an author, eo { cannot de.
scribo it. I ultimately succeded in paintin
ity however ; and this was tho way in whicﬁ
I achioved my success 3

On tho morning when my sitter wascoming
to me for tho fourth tume, 1 was looking at his
portrait in no very agreeablo mood—Joaking
at ity in fact, with the dishearteming convic.
tion that tho picture would be a petfect
failure, unless lrno expreseion in the face re-
presented were thoroughly altered and in.
proved from nature, ‘The only method of ac-
complishing this succcesfully, war to make
Mr. Faunlkner, romechow, insensibly forget
that ho was sitting for his picture.  What
topic could I lead him to talk on, which would
entirely enrross his attention while I wasat
work on his likences 1—=I was still puzzling
my brains to no purpose on this subjcet when
Mr. Faulkner entored my studio ¢ and, shortly
afterwards, an accidental circumstance gained
for me the very object which my own ingo-
nuity had proved uncqual to compass,

While I was ¢setting” my pallett, my
sitter amused himself by turning over gome
port-folios. 1lo happened to solect one for
special notice which contained several sketch-
esthat I had mado in the streets of fParin.
Ho turned over the first fivo views rapidly
enough ; but when he came to the sixth, 1
nw ﬁis face flush directly ; and observedthat
he took the drawing out of tho portlolin, car-
red it to the window, and remained silentl
absorbed in the contemplation of it for fuﬁ
flvo minutes. After that, he turned round to
me ; and asked very anxiously, if I had any
objection to part with that sketch,

It was the least interesting drawing of the
serics—merely & view in one of the streets
running by the back of the honses in the Pa-
lais Royal. Somo four or five of these honsea
wero comprised in the view, which was of no
patticular use to mo in any way ; and which
was too valuclesa, as & work of Art, for m» to
think of selling it to my kind patron. Ibeg-
ged acceptance of it, at once. He thanked
me quite warmly ; and then, sccing that |
looked a little surprised at the odd eelection
he hnd made from my sketches, langhingly
asked me if § could guess why he had been so
anxious to becomo possessed of the view
which I had given him ?

« Probably "—I answered—¢ there is some
remarkable historical association connccted
with that strect at the back of the Palais
Royal, of which I am ignorant,”

4 No%"~s0id Mr, Paulkner—# at least,
none that I know of. The only association
connnected with the place in my mind, is a

urely personal association, k at this
ﬁouse in your drawing—the house with the
water-pipe running down it from top to bot-
tom. I once passed & night there—a night [
shallneverforget to the day myofdeath. 1have
had somo awkward travelling adventures in
wy timo ; but that adventure—! Well,
well ¢ suppose we begin the sitting. I make

but & bad return for your kinducss in piving
mo the eketch, by thus wasting your timo in
mere talk,”

e had not long occupicd tho sitter's chaie
(lovking pale cnd thouglitful), when he return
ed—involuntarily, as it ecomed==ta tho subject
of the houee in the back strcots  Without,
hope, showing any undue curiosity, I contriv.
ed to let him ace that I felt n dleep interest in
everything he now esids  After two or theeo
preliminary hesitations, he at last to my great
oy, fritly started ou the nareative of his ad.
venture,  In tho interest of his subject ho
eoon completely forgut that io was sitting fur
lus portenit—=the vesy expression that 1 wanted
catno over his fncc—mfy picture }mwmlcd to-
warda completion, in the right direction, aml
to tho beat puepose, At cvery fresh tourh, |
felt more and moro certain that [ was now
pretting the better of my geand diliculty ¢ awl
I enjoyed the additional gratitication of having
my wotk lightened by the recital of a truo
story, which possessed, in my cetimation, sil
tho excitement of the most exciling romance,

‘T'his as nearly as I can recolleet, e, worl
for word, how Mr, Faulkner told e the
story s—

Shortly befure the period when gambhing-
housus WOTO BUPproeenl by the Peonali Gavor
mont, [ happened to bo straying at Panis with
an English fricnd.  Waowere both young men
then, and lived, 1 am afeaid, a very dissipated
life, in the very dissipated city of our sojourn.
Ouc night, wo were adling about the neigh-
bourhood of the Palais Royal, doubtful to what
amusements wo should next betnke ourselves.
My fricnd proposed a visit to Frascati's
but his suggestion was not to my friend

roposed & visit to Frascati's ; sa tha
*rench saying is, by heart ; had lostand won
plenty of five-franc picces there, # merely for
the fun of thing,” until it was “fun” no
longer ; and was thuroughly tucd, in fact, of
{ all the ghastly respectabilities of sucha soiial
j anomaly as a respectable gambling-house.
| % For l¥cuvcn‘s sako"—saul I to my friend
| —*lct us go somewhere where we can sce a

hule genuine, blackguard, poserty strichen
gaming, with no false gingerbresd glitter
thrown over it atall.  Let ae get away from
| fashionable Frascal's, to a liwuse o lYere thoy
dont mind letting in a man with & ragged
‘ coat, of & man with no coeat, ragged, or other-
wise,"—+ Very well,” smd my friend, “ew
needu't go out of the Palais Royal to find the
sort of company you want. Here'a the place,
just before us ; as blackguard a place, by all
report, as you could possibly wizh to eec.”
In another minute we arrived at the door, and
entered th liouse, the back of which you have
drawa in yaur sketch.

When we got up staire, and had loft our
hat. and sticks with the doorkeeper, we wers
admitted into the chief gambling room. We
did not find many people assembled there.
But, few as the men were who looked up at
us on our entrance, they were all types—mis-
crablo types—of thoir respectiveclarses.  Wo
had come to sce blackguards ; but these men
were something worse, There is a comic




