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likely to gn out, except in their cofting.” Forthe
land ml{ was of a-melancholy disposition, and
inclined to take the most hopeless view of mat-
ters,

‘01 think it was very polite of them to call,”
suid Ritw, feeling u litule shame at the memory
of Percy’s huving deceived herabout puying the
cabmat. There wus also a faint sensation of dis-
appointment wt the way things had turned out ;
she would have liked to have heard who the
young men were, und she would very much in-
deed have liked themn to learn her natue, and
know that she wus respectably connected.  The
opporiunity was Jost for vver of explaining the
whole vircminstunce, or paying Percy what she
felt she owed him,

Jane did not mention—for indeed it hiad ut-
terly slipped her memory-—that ons morning a
hansome eab had driven slowly past, looking at
ull the houses, as though in search of a particular
one whose number e had forgotten, sni, secing
Jane cleaning the doorstep, had respectfully wl
dressed her, and asked i shé wonld tell him the
names of her mistress’s lodgers.  Jane complied
with hiz request, thinking vothing of the oceur-
renee ; for the man merely thanked her, witl a
disappoiuted expression of eotntenaners, suppos-
ing *she could not oblige him by saying ot what
number an old gentleman of the name of John-
son lived 1 Nor would it have oceurred to Rita
that this way « little pieee of amateur deteetive
business : forshe did not remember the appear-
anee of the man who had Ariven her to Welbeek
street, though the faces of both Alfved and Lis
companion were vividly before her,

fut Perey considered o great point gaived
when e had learned the naue of  Alfred's
“Follv,” and the buosiness of sliscovering the
house in Kensington where a taney badl had
taken plice that evening was not very ditlicalt.

s Now, you old dutfer ' he eried one morn-
ing, bursting iuta his frend’s mows, ** vou'll go
to Kome now, won't yeu, just when the heat is
getting intolerable, amd ook for some one to
give vouau intreduction to Miss Courtland 17

AMfred colourad. ** Te was a will-gaose ides,
of vaurse. I never veudly entertained it 1 must
wait patiently 5 very hkely I shall et her
somewhere some day,  But have yon pieked up
anything freshi U How in she T Tell e that, if
vou know."”

* The servant-girl won't talk to the chemist's
young man.  He thinks she loves a policeman,
but there ate too niany of the species in Lomlon
to settle which ; morcover, it's o risky thing to
corrupt a servant of the Government § bestdes,
P think we can do without.  But you want 1o
kunow if she is better,  Pilly supposes so, as there
are fewer amd different preseriptivus to make up.
Aml pow for my business, you slow-pulsed,
pinetestith-centnry, unerndent waoer * Read this
first, and theu this ;" and he prodaced & couple
of Jetters, watehing the expression of his friend’s
hanidsome face as he perused them,

The first was-this )

¢ Gainsborough House, Kensington,
 Mr, Moreton presents his compliments to
Lord Percy Trevor, and-will be happy to allow
him to visit hus studio any Tuesday flot threo
to seven o'cloek.”

The second cansed greater excitement .. -

Y Grosvenor-place, Monday.

* Dear Lord Perey,--Of vourse we perlectly
remeinber mevting you three years ago at Spa,
tod are only sorty chanee lias not sooner nmntivd
s epportunity of renewing so plx,’as:ml, an ac.
quatntanee, but we bave been so little in town,
I answer to your questions about my husband’s
nieee, 1 have very little doubt that she is the
same-Miss Courtland whom vour frieud kuew in
Kome, #s hier father always livesdd - abroad, awd
her ‘mother was au Tudian.  However,. Marg-
herita is now paying usa visit, and we shall all
look forward to seeing you and your friend Mr.
Standish. - | enciose canls for my first evening
this season, and hope to see you then, if not
varlier,

 With kiud reganls, sincerely vours,

CELEANOICOURTLAND,

My dear boy, what have you been domng 17
eried the bewildered Alfred. ‘

S Well, 1 tohd a cram or two 5 butall's fairin
fove, don’t you know, and if they come to cross-
question me, Psball have made womistake, and
been too oflicions, of somasthing ol thet sort.
But we'll go and call, and you wan presend to
have seeén la Margheritw in Rowe, aswell as her
portrmit. O il you-are too conscientious, you
can stick to faeéts now we have gailned the ontege
to her friends' house; and the girl will be lesy
than female if sheis bot flattered at the puins
you hivebeen at'per deputy) -to beeote intro-
duced 1o hers Ogas for that oue,” Pervy con-
tinued, anticipating a query ofthe other's about
M. Moreton™s notey 41 showed you that tirst
bevause it hedds up Lo Lady Conrtland’s, den't
y(m kuow.. ~Whan'd found sut that thepe had
only been one faney ball within reasonable cab.
distanee of Queen's-gate (where we fell in with
* Margherita,' i you retember), v fiest busis
ness was Lo obtaiu ndmission to the said house,
So 1 wrote an effusive note about my great: -
miration  of  Moreton "R AVs pictures, “and
humbly asked if- he ever :ulmilh':-l the vulgar
public to his studio. 1 received this answer, awl

acted upon it Moreton 15" @ very” nice fellow,

and has got such a jolly houses - He took mie all
over itto show e his eallection of china and
Ol Musters 3 both very valuable, -at least he
says so,cand Ldide'ttell him 1 knew nothing
about cither, © Well, "I was wondering how |
could “introduce the subject of - hia faney ball;
wheu Fate arpanged the ahatter most splendidiy
“for me. . We entered n fresh roowm, “and sud-

“denly my atlention was wrrested at the sight of |

one particulur picture. 1 struck an attitude,
and, like the fellow in ¢ The Tapestried Cham-
ber," ejaculated ¢ "Tis she " - It was a picture of
n little gird, with rough hair, and tears in her
eyes, and a sort of enchantingly naughty ex
prression ', :

“ Not * La Ragazzuceia’ 1 cried Alfred.

“ Yeu ; some such name as that e called it.
He had painted it, he said, in Rome some years
ago ;- but it was “Margherita ’ all the samne, bar
the ditference of costutne.: I fell into  ecstasies
about it; aaid { had seen her, and wondered who
shewas ;- and he told me all ahout the: little
creature. She has hardly a rap of her own, and
is going to live with her relations,” the Court-
lands, very good people, whose ancquaintance |
luckily remembered making at a lable d'kjte.
You'll get on splendidly with them, and of course
they’ll be glad enough Lo persuade the little girl
to uceept you, snpposing you are not disappoint-
ed in lier'when you meet hér again. O my,
won't there be desolation in some tender breasts
when it is known that you have been hooked

“ My dear fellow,” said Alfred  warmly, 1
have heard of friendship and unselfish devotion,
but it i« difficult to imagine it possible for any
one to have done all this for another man—-a fool
wlio never wonld have thought of half the things
you have done.  Perey, you have fallen a vic-
tim like myself to that girl’s exquisite face!”

CBlessed if Thave t Pas s bite—at least, |
don't mean to sprak disparagingly of your in-
namorata, but 1 assure you I am as incapable of
being inspired with « romantic passion, or love
at first sight, as you would make a fellow incap-
able of fl'it.‘ll!]ahip," l'vl)“ml Perey. No, be-
lieve me, 1 have managed this from pure love of
a lark, and I shall be amply rewarded by wit-
nessing your wedded bliss, and hearing all the
envious disappointed ones picking Miss Margh-
erita Courtland to pieces.”

This story woull never have been written had
it ended differently from Perey’s expectations,

nid therefore it is hardly necessary to say any-
thing more.  But in consideration of the young
man’s meritorions services, itis only just to add
that he experienned no disappoinunent in either
respeet.  Alfred and Margherita were a very
happy and satisfactory coupls, and Percy was
amused to find that much of the pupular admira.
tion of Alfred Standish bad been transforred
to himself since the appearance of the lovely
Miss Courtland iu socivty. He bad the candour,
however, to avow that e was only becomning a
favourite because hie pretended to condole with
those who lamented Alfred’s sudden infatuation,
as amad freak of faney, s 2 wild dream frow
which he would one day awake only too sadly,
and Le often delighted in bringing a bright
colour to the pretry cheeks of Mrs, Standish, by
speaking of her husbaud rs **a victim of Folly.”™

POETS OF ONE POEYM.

T Ning mm;_v rongs thot thou mayest be remembered.”
— s, 93, 16,

This is rather a satire ‘than a sericus Tevipwe
for securing fate, - 1t is more easy to remember
a siiglemaster-pieee than a multitude of splen.
did things, and great -authors’ nawmes gencrally
go, in public mention, with the name of some
single great work uf theirs,  Itis surprising to
ik how many people of real merit have *“ sung
one song and died.” - They saved themselves a
waorld of useless labor for fame by striking twelve
the first thme,  Somewhat like the following,
the duthor aud his best production, have found
a lodgement in our minds

Henry Carev—God Save the King.

Hopking—-Hail Columbia.

Key -~ Star Spangled Bauner.

John Howard Payne—-Home, Sweet Homre,

Chas, ‘e Burial of Sir Johu Moore.

Chas, y-=The Three Fishers.

Fadgar M. Poe—The Raven.

Tom Hood—The Song of the Shire.

Julias Wand Howe— Battle Hymn of the Re-
public,

Brot Hart-—"The Heathen Chinee,

The history of some of the poems which have
immortalized their authaors will be found enter-
taining.

Hood's touching lvrie, **The Song of the
Shirt,”" was the work of mi evening. 1t author
was. prompted to write it by the condition of
thousands of women inthe eity of London. The
ellvet of its production wa ween by two jaers
<onw, ‘the peet's wile, and Mark  Lemou, Cthe
editor of Puach.

 Now mind, Tow ¢ wmind wy words," said
hisdevoted wite, 2ithis will tell wonderfully.
1t i one af the best thives you ever Jid”

Mro Lemon, Jooking aver his letters oun
nrarning, opened anenvelope enclosing a poen,
which the writer'said had been rejected by three
Londen journals, He-begged the editor to gon-
sivh it to the waste-paper Lasket it it was not
thought snitable, for Penck, as the author wag
“sick of the sight.of it.”  The poem was signed
Tom Hood, and was entitled the “ Song ot the
Shirt,” : - : ’ 3

1t was sibmitted to the weekly weeting of the
editors’ and principal: contributors,” several of
whon opposed its publication as unsuitable to
the pages of a comic jonrnal, = My Lemon, how-
ever, wis so firmly impressed” with its beauty
that he. published itoi Bocember 16,1843,

“The Song of the Shirt " trebled the sale of
the “paper ‘and:ereated” a: profound -sensation
‘throughout. Great Britain.  People of every class
were toved by it 1t was chanted by ballad
singers in:the streets of London and drew tears
from the eves ol princes,  Seven yenrs after the
anthor's “death” the English - people erected a
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i is not generally kuowu.

guineas, the laborers nnd sewing women gave
shillings and’ pence. Seulptured on it is the
inseription devised by himsell:  He sanj the
Song of the Shirt.” : B

““The Old Oaken Bucket” was written fifty
or more years ngo by a:printer named Samuel
Woodworth,  He was in the habit of dropping
into a poted drinking saloon, kept by one
Mallory. One diy," after drinking a glass of
brandy and water, he smacked . his lips and de-
clured that Mallory's brandy'was superior to any
drmk’lm had ever tasted, ~ . :
" “No,” ‘said Mallory, ““you are mistaken.
There was a:drink which in Yoth otir estimations
far surpassed this,” i

“ What  was that ? ¥’
Woodworth.

“The fresh water we used to drink from the
old oaken bucket that hung in the well, after
returning from the fields on a sultry dav.”

¥ ery true,”" replied Woodworth, teur drops
glistening in his eves.

bllelu.rnin,g to his printing office, he  seated
himself at bis desk and began to write, fn half
an hour

incredulously  asked

:“The old vaken bucket, the iron-boumi bucket,
The moss-covered buchet which hung in the well ™

was embalmed in an inspiring song tlat has hee
come as familiar as a household word.

Mr. Kingsley's song of “The Three Fisliors,”
was not the mere creation of his imagination,
but the literal transeript of what hie had seen of
““men who worked and women who weps,” while
he was a boy in the fishing village of Clovelly.
His futher was the dergywan of the parish, and
sueh was bis sympathy with the fiskermen that
when the herring fleet put to sea, he would’hold
a short religious service on the wharf,

The hardy men and bovs, and their anxious
!IIf.»l.)l.(!I'S, wives, sisters and sweethearts would
Jomin singing the prayer book vension of the
121st Dsalm : .

** Sheltered heneath the Alighty's wings
Thou shalt securely 1est.” )

It wus sung a5 only those can sing who with
stout hearts go out, because it is their duty, to
danger and to death. ’

Lt was one evening after being wearied and
warn out by the work and trials of the lay,
that Kingsley wrote the song which reproduced
the scenes of his youthful days.

““Three fisbers went sailing ont into the west,
Qutinte the west i3 the sun went-down,”

Authors do not alwuys appreciate their gool
work,  We all have enjoyerd Campbelt’s ¢ Ho.
Lenlinden,” and everv school-boy has shouted .

“ The combat drepens, on ya brave,
Who rush to glory or the gruve !

Yet Campbell did not know whetlier this fine
Lullad was worthiy of publication. He and Sir
Walter Scott were cnce travelling in w stuge
coach; and, as they w alone, they repeated
poetry, in order to beguile the time.  Ag last
Scott asked Csmpbell to repeat some of his own
poetry. L‘mnplm‘l said there was one thing Le
hal written but never printed. It was full of
“drams and trumpets and tlundechusses and
thunder,” but he didn’t kuow il there was any-
thing gootin it. Then be vépeated * Hoben-
Iindenl”

Seott listened with the greatest intwrest, and
whein he had Gnished, broke out with : * Bat, do
you know that’s very fine.” Why, it is the tinest
thing you ever wrote, and it mnst be printed.”

Mrs. Hemans' “ The Boy Stoad on the Burn-
ing Deck ™ is familiar to every sehaol-bev @ but
the histury of the little hero thus immortalized
] Owen Cassabianesr, 4
native of Cotsica, was-born in 1788, His father
wies addistinguished French politician amd naval
comutinnder, and his wmother a besutiful Corsican
tady. Bur she died young, sad little Owen went
with his father in @ war vessel, gud at the varly
age of ten he participated with his father in the
battie of the Nile,

The ship cdught fire durivg the action, and
Capt. Cassabianea foll wonndel and fnsensible
upon the deek, while the brave bov, nnesnseious
ol s father’s fate, held his post ab the Battery.
The fames raged avound b the crew fled one
by wne, and urged the fad 1o do” the samm, but
be, refused and Fought-on until the whols vessel
was 1 ames, Josing hislife i the tremendous
explosion which followed.

All of usare fowdliar” with the pretty litle
Seottish ballad, *“ Comin® thea’ the Hye™ The
comtmon idew of this song 45 that a rve field s
weant, but who ever saw a4 Seottish fassie walk-
g through a Geld of pye, orany other geain ¢
Theviver Hye, at Dadle in Aveshiod, s meant
Belore the l‘\.l),\' ol !»lia]g(’\ L owas na e e\
nuadter to eross rivers without pavtng steh o
pesality - as has fnnnortadived Jdennie in the old
ballinl,  Burns wiote: the ballad and | Brown
moderuized it As Barns, weete ity itinelades
the riverplainly ¢nongh - ’
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»denny sl wet, puir badie.

CJeony's sellony ey

Niveabrne” 11a’ her peaticoatis
) Cumin' thre’ the Rye”

Eye tsspelled with cacgapital Ro The air is
nearly pentatonic —te snly ¥ which ocenrs in
the melody being very’ characteristic and el
feetive, :

The “foltowing is the “grigin of
“ Hanging the Crane "0 : :
A dozen years ago, shortly alter the warriage
of Mea T Bo Aldrich, Mo Lonufellow s visited
the youug couple and took tea with them at
their charming Hitle heuse ins Boston, The
sapper was-aid on o very sumll fables dndecd,
but -the poet, adwavs vighnt i his sareh for
new ideas, took the <matiness of the table ns a |

Longfellow’s

monument: “over - his grave, - The niel gave

theme or diseussion, sand - associaing the wdeaxtd

Dwas o be under a0 total eclipse.

with an old" Acadian custom, then and there
spin the thread of his future poem. :

¢ As thefamily increases,”’ said he to Aldrich,
¢ the size of the table must be increased. When,
after long years, the children have grown up to
manheod  and womanhood and have left the

fold, the lurge table will again be replaced by

the small one for the two old folks who linger .
at-home.” Here you have a picture of life, of .
the growth of the family; and as you are now
entering upon a literary career, and have already
written” some . good essays, why not write an
essay-on the subjeet in hand 7' :

Mr. Aldrich promised to think about it. The
years flew by, but no essay had appeared. Three
years ugo the elder and the younger poet met
again. = ““ Have you thought of that theme,”
asked Mr, Longfellow, **which I proposed to
you a long tiine ago 27" ““ [ 'have thcoght of it
a hundred times,”” replied Mr. Aldrich, ““but
canuot make anything of it.”” - “The subject
reverts to me, then,” said the venerable poet,
aud he at onee began to write :

** The lights are ont and gone.are ull the guests.”

He completed the poem and sent it fo Mr.
Jonner, receiving in retarn the princely’ com-
pensation of a thousand dollars. In the ensuing
winter, after its publication in the Ledger, the
poem was put into the elegant holiday volume
in which it may be suid it then bhecame widely
knowsn,

It wonid be appropriate, in this counection,
to refer to Bishop Heber, whose other poems,
whose learned  Brompton lectures and able ar-
ticles in’ the Quarterly Review, are: weighed
down hy a single ma2ehless missionary hymu.
It came about in this wise :

While he was rector of the Episcopal church
at Hoddnet, in Shrop<hire, he paid a visit to his
father-in-law, Dr.Shipley, the viear of Wrexham,
on the btonder of Wales,  On the next day,
whicl was Sabhatb, Dr. Shipley was to deliver
a discourse in behalf of the ‘“Saciety for the
Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Lands.”
Knowing his son-in-law’s happy gift in rapid
cotmposition, by said to him : ** Write something
for us to sing at the missionary service to-
morrew morning.”

Short untice that, for a man to achieve his
immortality.  Heber retired to another part of
the room and in a little time prepared three
verses of the popular ivin commencing:

* From Greenlund’s icy wountaina,”

Dr. Shipley was delighted with the produc-
tion, but Heber was not smisfied.  *“ The seuse
is not complete,” he said: In spite of Dr.
Shiplev's earnest protest, Heber retived for a fow
moments longer, and theu, coming back, read
the following glorieus bugle blast which rings
like the reveille of the millenial morning :

*Waft, waft, yo winds, the stery,
And you, ve waters, roll,
Tiil, ke nosen of glory,
It spreads. from pole to pole,
Til w'er our runsamed natuce,
The Lamb for sinners slaie,
Redenmer, Kiong, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.”

The next wmorning the people of Wrexham
church listened to the first rehearsal of a lyric
which has since been echoed by millions of voices
around the globe,

Noprofane hymu-tinker hag ever dared to lay
his hungling finger on a singhe syllable of these
furr stanzas which the Holy Spirit moved Heber
{o write. ’ o

On that Sabbath merning be caught the first
strains of his own immeortality.  He *“builded
better than he kuew."  He did more to waft
the story of Caivary aronnd the earth than:if he
had preached like Apollos; or had founded «
hoard of missions,  ““ In the monthiy ‘coneceris
held 1n the school-houses of New Fngland, in
frontier cabins, ou the decks of missinuary ships
boumd fo Cexlon’s isle, and in the vast assemblies
of the American boards, Heber’s trumpet hymn
hus bern sung with swelling voices and gashing
tears,”” .

Cawper's great Hymn of Provideuce, too,
hasla history. Mo wrate it after those two sweet
devotional gems, O for o Closer Walk with
God,” and " There’s a Fountain Filled with
Blood." - A foreboding impression of another
atiek of insanity began to creep over him, » The
prescptiment grew deeper s the clouds gathered
fast. : ! : o

He even mielitated  self-destruction, and left
his quiet cottage to drown himsell in the neigh-
borineg viver. - He wos under o pull of over-
whebuinge oloom. Just while those black clouds
of despair were dartiog their vivid lightnings

Dinta s snfloring soul, the grdest inspiration

of his life broke upon him, and he began tosing
siet the s waaelerfal words
Tl moves iR mysterions way,
His womters to perform,
e plants His foatsteps in the sey,
B And rides upon the storm. ™ .
For several years Cowper's splendid tntellect
The penumbra
was already davkening its dise. Bot in fall view
of the hmpending calamity, the fuspired son of
song chanted forth those strains of holy cheer
S dude not the Lord by feoble senae,
Hut trast Hia for His goea
Bebind a frowning providence
He hides & smiting face.™ " :
Cowper never could- have sung that sublime
authem «f vietery except under-the immediate
inspitation ab ‘¢ power from on high.”" "The storm
was _coming, but-Cowper'ss eye of faith saw
¢ Jehovah ridivg above the storm.” This match-
Ipss hy i of providenee which God put into the
soul of his afllicted servant has been.a “‘song in

the night 7 to millions of people under the dis.
conraging elonds of adversity,




