and unpromising circumstances.
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THE PEARL : DEVOTED TO POLITE LI'ERATURE, SCIENCE AND RELIGION.

)
situation, Ar. Holmes hnd to her utter astonishment and horror,

declared, that lie had hitherto considered her on]y as his servant,,
and instead of sharing bis profits with her, had presented her with . i
a pitifal salary, unequal to providing for herself and children. i
That she found hersef unequasl to form a partnership, or in fact to
possess properly, and thatas her hosband was going down in the
world, it was probable that even if her unjust brother-in-law had
conceded that share, to which by agreement she was entitled, and

‘wrhich she afone had earned, the hushand would have seized it.

s ¢T)yus,’ said she, *it is evident that for my exceriions there
is no reward, for the property [ giin no security—my fuelings as
a niother, of course, prevent me from sending wy children to the
house rendered infamous by my husband’s conduet, and I bave
liad no alternative but that of continuing a servant to the man who
deceived me, or to those friends who originally trusted bLim for
my sake, and have supported me through all my troubles § you
cannot be Qurprisud that T prefer them, though my heurt aches at
the loss of my sister this division has occasioned.’

¢ {Toolish man,” said [, ‘his shop is deserted.”

“ Truc,” said she, ¢ yet I am uot, therefore, the gainer ; nfy

,fnenda finding that the law furbids my personal benefit, nolonger,
-‘as herewofore, come from afur to countenance and help me, but
T:must now gain anew the aid which by knowledge and uuremit-
ting diligence may ensure success, evenin these narrow premises

Do not ery for me my dear
friend.  With all my sorrows, I have some comforts ; my ser-
vants arc those:who lived with we on Ludgate [Iill, and have
followed me froin the kindest motives,—my children love me,
and it I can save them from bad example, even poverty is bet-
ter (ah ! how mucli better) than viee 1’ '

-« *This was the last time I'saw her, for it was soon afterwards
my lot to go to France, and you know how many sorrows and
how long a eaptivity followed. DBy an extraordinary chance I
was, abost eight ornine years siuce, in company with some
Eazlish porsons who knew something of this Llliett, and told me
that e gave, in some fit of fondness, a hond 1o his mistress for a
large sum—that for this »he sued him, ftung him into Newgate,
where he beeame sick, and was nourished by his wife to the nt-
ost of her ability, but that#iere he dicd—whether she still Jives,
%ill sn[l’ers, 1 know not, but my first visit to London shall be to

since of all whom I left, and lost, this excellent and
, 8

‘enquire;
- unfortmnlc woman dwel's most strongly on my meumory.

: Tlm re.lder “will, “perbaps, umle with “the writer of this re-
‘ collected cony ers'mun m deumn'r m knnw W hethe,r hP olz.’ lady

She set out:

had passed \vlmn T was informed by her dauglter (wy friend and
neighbour) that she had returned, und was desirous of seeing
me.

A thousand questions naturally present themselves to a person
of sense and sensibility so situwted 5 the ¢ what did you think?
aud who did you =ce 2 arise in all directions, bat my questions
were confined to---** did you reach ®-g-te street? did you find
that long tried and excellent Mes. Fllien 22

S soon as it was possible to despatch my west end {riends,
¥ took a coach to the top o' the strect where T had left her, 1
then walked slowiy forward, to thy right and left, but on the spot
where | had lust scen herin the low, dark shop, T first found
the name---the place now wus totally different, for it was light,
Jarge, and handsome--—-my hopes expanded as ¥ beheld it.

¢ Well, ma’am, I eatered the shop-—-a middle aged man step-
. ped forward, (for the young ones wero all husy)—--to iny enquiry

¢ for Mrs. Elliett,” he replied-—¢ Mr. and Mrs, Ellictt are out re-
: lumln" their bride's visits, ma'am,’

" “Never lind the flight of time struck me so forcibly—the son
mnmed yet "he was the youngest child. 1 910w asked in an
anxious tono * if his mother were living » observing, that 1 had
been abroad many years, and was iznorant of her situation 3°

*¢ <DMps, Elliett guve up the business iwo years ago to ber son,
as her daughter, who was well married down at Hackuey, greatly
desired her company, and there was a house then on sale which
would suit her, nud with this wish she complied.  She lad been a
widow many years, and worked very hard, it was time she should
rotire---this is her card.’

“Itook it gludly, but not without assuring the giver that 1
rocollected him a boy, aud honoured the attuchment to his mis-
tress, which was evinced by his long residence. 1 then harried

1o the Bank, entered a coach, and in a short time found myselfin |

the handsowe, well-appointed house of my countrywoman,

¢ 1 was received us one risen from (he dead, nnd treated with
kinduess fur beyend my chims : sueh, indeed, was her warm wel-
come, and so deeply was I intercsted by her-details of the past,
her swce!duuwhler bier lovely grand-children, and tleir excellent
father, that I could scarcely tear mysell from them, and I have

! promised to return nest week.”

 «Bat how does your poor fiiend look;™ said T, ¢ afier the blight

of spring, and the oils of summer, how fares the autumu of hor
days?”

I wlth a provrao l}mt hot smy was, not to" be lnnlled
" toa day, for she ‘had much 10 see and much to suy ; three days

“She is alittle fuller in form, and a little fuller in the face,
of course ; hias a rheumatic affection from standing so much in the
cold, but otherwise seems: well, and her countenance still exhibits
the goodness of ler heart, the simple rectitude of her mind ; the
unrepining submission once so strongly depicted there, is exchang-
ed for quiet happiness and gratitude to heaven.”’

¢ I rejoice to liear this—you see she has done well at last, not-
withstanding the low.””

“True : bat no thanks 1o the laic, which,by its refusal of assis-
tance to such a wife, mother, and citizen, as this virteous and in-
dustrious subject, proves that there are cases in which we may
say with almost forgotten Bterne, ““they manage thesé things
better in Frauce, nuy, they manage them better even in Turkey.”

London, 1837,

——

CRYSTALS FROM A CAVERN.
FROM BLACKEWOCOD’S 3AGAZINE.

Asone wlho at broad noonday should close the swindows and
doors of his house, and stop every crevice 1o keep ont the light,
thaut it may dim the shining of his candles, and should then strike
a spark in this corner and that, ind rejoice in seeing here a match
and there a taper, and think how much nobler it i3 toenjoy this
illumination of his own than to owe aught 1o the sun—so is he
who shuts himself in the chambers of his self-will, and darkens
himself agninst (he radiance of truth.—Poor man ! he knows not
in the pride of independence that even his weak and meugre glim-
mer is a wilness ta some higher source of light than himself,
whosc affluence he did wot create, but only appropriate and ob-
seure.

T'he moral satirist deelaims against the,cruelty and covetons-
ness, the madnesses and follies of men, and thinks how wise he
is to see through the aimblessness and vanity of these ; too apt to
helieve that because he sees through others, he ! nselfis exernpt
from their fralities. Yot there are few human follics worse than
the merely striving to see through those of all around us.

"L'he unflinching and unlimited self-will of Bonaparte, together
with his sense of numerical order and combination, acted onand
revolutionized revolutionary France as an arctic winter on the
storm-tossed waters. By the freezing of the waves the worn-out
and perishing crew of @ erazy vessel may be preserved from
But they can never hepe to return to porl, or be ﬁ-
nally rescued, except by the’ passirig away of the tyrannous con~
geatulion which has cnck)ar.d ‘the blup and .11l the world nround
itinucake nf~moolh ice.” ‘

drowning,.

'

ed, bat not mlmbm &y “a man wnth enery
house dwelt in, but unfurnished.

Self-consciousness in most men flashes across the field oflife as
lightning over a benighted plain.  The sage has the art to compel
it into fuis lamp and detain it there, andis thus euabled to explore
the region that we are born into and dwell in, and which is ne-
vertheless, <o uiknown to most of us,

'The greatest inteltectual difference among men, is not that of
having thonght on auy given suljeet, or any number of subjects ;
but of haviug or ot having thought at all.  1Je who hus known
the dignity, the strength, the sense of libevation, in the attainment
of an jndependent personal couvietion, has taken probably the
greatest Jeap possible for the mere intelleet.  But such convic-
tions are less common than they may seem.  Bank notes are not
forzed or stalen once for ten thousand times, that the szme felo-
mies are comuilted as to thoughts.

Will is the root ; knowledge the stem and leaves ; feeling the
flower,

" The man who can only scoff' in his heart, at the "recollection of
his first Jove, however extravagant and ill-divected it may have
been, is not to betrnsted withanother’s Jife. e scorns his own.

1f you want te nnderstand a snbject, hear a man speak of it
whose businessitis, If you want to understond the man, hear
him speak of something else.

Abcautiful plant is to a solitary man a sort of vegetable
tress. '

mis-

THE MIND BEYOND THE GRAVE.
BY MRS, SIGOURNEY.

We cannot but feel that we are beings of a two-fold nature—
that our journcy to the tomb is short and the existence beyond
it immortal. Isthere any cntertainment that we may reserve
when we lay down the body ? We know that of the gold that
perisheth we may take none with us when dust returneth 1o dust.
Of the treasures which the mind accumulates may we carry aught
with us to that bourne whenee no traveller returns ?

We may have been delighted with the studies of Nature, and
penetrated into those caverns where she perfects her chemistry'in
seeret, Composing and decomposing---changing matter into name-
less forms---pursuing the subtilest essences through the air, and
resolving even that air into its original elements—hat will be the
gain when we pass from material to the immaterial, and this great
museum and liboratory, the time worn earth, shall dissolve in

ths own centra fires 2.

A nan with lmnwledwc hut wnho ut energy, isa honse furmsh- '
y but no knuwledrre a

We inay have become adepts in the physiology of man, scan-
ning the mechanism of the eye, (il light itself unfolded its invisi-,
ble taws—of 1he ear, till its most ‘hidden reticulations confessad:
their mysterious  agency with snme sound of the heart, till the
citudel of life revealed its hermitage policy—but weill these re-
searches be available in a state of being which *‘eye h.xth nat seen,
nor ear heard, nor the heart of man conceived ?**

. Will he who fathoms the water and computes its pressure and
power, have need of his skill ¢ where there is no more sea ?"’
Will the mathematician exercise the lore by which be measured
the heavens—or the astronomer the science by which he discover-
ed the stars, when called to go beyond their light ?

Those who have penetrated most deeply into the intellectual
structure of man, lifted the curtain from the birth-place of
thought ; traced the springs of action 1o their fountain, and throw-
ing the viin shirinking motive into the crucible, pcrcexve the ob-
jeet of their study taking a new form, entering disembodied an
unknown state of existence, and receiving powers adapted to its
laws and modes of intercourse.

v :
We have no proof that the sciences, to which years of labor
have been devoted, will survive the tomb.  But the i impressions
they have made—the dispositions they have nurtared—the good
or evil they have helped to stamp upon the soul-—will go with it
into c.termty The adoring awe, the deep humility, inspired by
the. study of the planets and their laiws-—the love of truth which
he chenshed who pursued the science that demonstrates, mH
find a response ameng archangels. The praise that was learned
amid the melodies of nature---or from the Iyre of consecrated
genius---may pour its perfected tones from a seruph’s harp, The
goodness taught in the whole frame of creation, by the lower
lifting its honey cup to the insect, and the leaf drawing its green
curtain arouad the nursing chamber of the smallest bird---by the
pure stream refreshing both the grass and the flocks that feed on
it-—-the tree and the master of its fruits-—-the tender charity caugin
from the huppiness of the humblest creature—-will be at home in
h'l: presence who hath pronounced himself the © God of Love.*’

The studies, therefore, which we pursue as the meuans of in-
tellectual delight, or the instruments of acquiring wealth and
honor among men, are valuable at the close of Jife only as they
have prowpted those dispositions which constitute the. bliss of
an unending existence. Tested by jts tendencies beyond the
grave, Religion, in its bearings and results, ‘transcends all other’
sciences. 'The knowledze which it mlparts does not pensh with
the strol\e which dlsumtes the body from:its: ethena] compaumn
Wlnlbt its precepls lend to the lughest 1mprmement of “this state
of proballon, ‘the spirit is’ conrrcmal with that l?reﬁable reward to
which;we aspire; It'i is ‘the prep.lrduou for lmmortal:ty,
should be dmly and hourfy wrought out,
of time,

‘whlch' 5
amid all the wulations

A MQTHER'S LOVE.

Deep is the fountain of a inother’s love. Its purity ie like the
purity of the ¢¢ sweet sonth that breathes upon a bank of wolets "
‘Uhe tear-drop speaks not half its tenderness. There js language
in a mother's smile, but it betrays not all hnr natare. 1 havs
sometimes thought, while gazing on her countenance—its dig-
nity slightly changed by the inelegant accents of her young
child, as it: repeated in obedience, some endearing word— that
the sanctuary of a inother’s heart is fraught with untold virtues,
So f‘ondlv-—so devotedly she listens to its aceents, it would seem
she catchbs from thema spirit thatstrengthens the bonds of her af-
fection. I have seen the mother in almost every .condition of
life. But her love seems every where the same. 1 have heard
her bid, fromn her bed of straw, Lier darling child come and receive
the iinpréss of hier lips, and her mingled strains uiingled in the
air, 1 have thought there was loneliness in them not unlike tha
loneliness ofan angel’s melody.  And I have scen the mother ai
her fireside deal out her last morsel to herlitte ones so pleasant-
ly, thather own cravings seemed appeased by the pleasure she
wnjoyed. But who that is not a mother can feel as she feels ? We
may gaze upon her as she sings the lullaby to hier infant, and in
her eye read the index of ber heurt’s affections—we may study
the demure cast of her countenance, and mik the tenderness
with which she presses her darling to her hosoin, but we cannot
feel the many influences that operates vpon her nature. Did voa
ever mark the care with which she watches the cradle w};eru
sleeps her infant 2 TJow quick she catzhes the low sound of an
approaching footstep !—With fearful earnestness she gazes at her
lictle charge as the sound intrudes! Does it move? Does its
slumber break ? How sweet the voice that quiets it ! Surely, it
seems that the blood of but one heart sustains the existence of
both mother and child. And did you ever behold the mother as
she watched the receding light of her voung bube’s existence ?
Itis a scene for the pencil. 'Words cannot portray the tender-
ness that lingers upon her countenance. YWhen the last spark has
gone out, what emotions agitate her! When hope has e\p:red
what unspeakable grief overwhelusher !

I remember to have scen a sweet boy horne to his mother with
an eye closed for ever. He had strayed silently away at noon-

iday, and ere night-fall death had clasped him in his embrace,



