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THE TWO STREAMS.
BY ULITER WENDELL HOLMES,
Beliold the rocky wall
That down its sloping sfdes
Puours the swilttaindrops, blending as they

tall
In rushing river thdes!

Yon stream, whose sources tun
Tureed by a pebble’s ed v,

Ls Athahasca, rolliseg towand the st
Twough the clefumountaia-led e,

The slender rill had strayed
But tor the slaating stone,

Yo ¢vcuing’s ocean, with the tangled brajd
Ur foam-tlecked Yregon.

So from the heiglits of Will

Life's parting stream descends,
And, asn moment turns its slendor i),

Each widening torrent bends,—

Fromthe same cradle’s side—
Finn Lae same mather’s Kuce,—

One to lois darkuess and the frozun tide,
Queio the Peacefnl Sea !

THE WIFE'S MISTAKE.

Thz carriage stopped at the door, and,
in a few minates, Margwet Hale entered
the apartment where her husband sat,
wholly absurbed in poring over day-books
aud ledgers.

“Tnuse tiresome accounts still” she
exclaimed.  “Will you never find tim:
for anything but business, Raiph 7 Tlave
you no taste for anything beyond fizures ??

* Margaret;” but the sadnenss in the
tone was unheeded, a9 she continued :

“We hud such a charming evening at
Mrs. C's. Captain Iill related many in-
t:resting incidints of his residence in
Vigypt, and Me, Warren, the famous
younz pr=t, read ¢ Maud,” and some of
the wost baautiful passages in * Aurora
Leigh? T must read to you some of
Roumney’s “ Great Thoughts on Daty.”

She went hastity to her chamber for the
vohun~a,  When she returned, her quict
entrance w s unheard by her husbhand,
whosz pen was rapidly moving ever the
almost interminable ¢ lumns of figures,
With au expressipn of impatience, aluost
of searn, resting on her fuce, she hastily
turned away,

* And this is the end of all my dreaws,

of warsitge,” said she, us she reched her
oo, e has o taste for dradgery.—
His parsuits and tistes are all common.
place, and I must gy feom hame to find
the sympathy I nesd, t find those who
will appreciate, withm, thebonksoflove,
and the heauatitul in art, for which he has
acither eye nor ear,  Why did he nat
marry a woman whe had neither heart
uor wind o b continually uusatisfied 2"

Ia the room she had left, Ralph 1ale
1t hour afier hour, till his brain was

“ Knoieledge ts Porwer.”

weary and eyelids droopad.  Then, lay-
ing uside his books, he remained a loug
time in leep thought.

 God wess my Margaret,” he prayed,
“ and give me strength to beae all things,
Give me power to make her happy.”

Puttiug nway all thoughts of her hus.
baud’s real nobleness of character, jeal.
vusly preserving the memory of every
slight difference in their tastes and pur-
suits, Marzaret chierished the spirit ot dis.
content, till it embittered every hour of
her lite, and sent suffering. she had never
dreamed of, to the heart of her husband,
who would gladly have sacriticed every
carthly goud for her happiness.

A sudden and severe illness eame to her
while Ralph was in a0 distant city. Oune
day during her slow recovery, the azed
winister, who had baptized her in infan-
¢y, was sitting by her side.

¢ Margaret,” he said, after steadfastly
watching her troubled face, ** you are un-
happy. I have scen it a long time. I
should not recognize in you my once
cheerful, happy child. May I not kuow
what great sorrow has come to you 7”

Then, with sobs and tears, she told him
all her unhappincss,

After a short silence, the old man spoke
again, and there was sadness, almost
sternness, in his voice. “ Years ago,
Murgaret, a wealthy New York merchaut
becaws involved in a speculation, whose
tailure suddenly took from him the aceu-
mulated wealth of his years of commuer-
Leial enterprise.  There were a fow years
{of weary, vain strugzling to regain what
the had lost; then deep despondency, a
lingering discase and death. Iis wile
and four children were left penuiless. The
cldest child, 2°'boy of sixteen, had finish-
cd his preparatory studies, and was about
to enter college. By this stroke, he
found his prosp.cts for the future cloudad ;
Tbut, with a neble selt*forgettuluess, he
Tturned cheerfully into the way marked
out for him, and walked resolutely in it.

“ ¢ obtained 2 situation with a mer-
chiant, who had known his father, where
his faithfulness und untiring devotion to
his duties, won the eonfidence of all who
knew him, During the first yours of her
widowhood, his mother had taught a pri-
vate school for the young; nud 1t was the
boy's highest ambition v rolieve her of
this necassity, anl give her the rest her
feeble health reguired. 1 cannot tell you
a} his privations, his willing sacrifice of
every rezreation, his enntinued self-denial
that by might lighten the burdens of
the.c s dear to b,

*“ Year after yow, success erowned his
cforis.  In the village where his mother
hd passed the yars of her ehitdaood
aund the fiest yearsof her married life, he
purchised & plewsind residence for luor,
aad tien, a lucrative business being
oponed to bim in the Wesy, heoane here.

‘At the timo of his removat hese, ae
deot revealsd to him the Fuce that the

e L e

BRIGHTON, CANADA WEST, DECEMBER 15, 1860,

e m e S o ——

[Arrer Tunee MoxTus ONg DoLLAK

————— e — s -l A

et o S At = e & o —

NUMBER 7.

widow and invalid duughter of one whose
fortunoe was, by his futher's advice, risked
in thut unfortunate speculution which had
so changed his own life, were living in
extreme poverty.  To him they are in.
debted for the pleasant howo that now
shelters them, and for the delicate,
thoughtful ministration to their daily
comfort.

* Now, when the commereial world is
clouded, and disusters orowd thick and
fast upon him, as upon others, his anx-
iouy thoughts turn to the mother, and
suffering sister, in the little villaze home,
whose comforts depend upon hiw, to the
other lonely fireside, to which his constant
tho'tfulness imparty its only light, and ta
his own howe, and the young wite whose
happiness is dearer to him than life.  For
this, Margaret, Ralph Hale gives his
days to incessant toil, and willingly sas.
rificzs the social pleasures he is ro
cuinently fitted to cujoy.

“ I have been in these three homes,——
With a love that is alnest reverence, his
mother aud sister speak his name, and,
with full hoarts, thank God for his life—
that life so filled with the beauty of self-
renuncistion.  The widow and daughter
whose hearts he has made glad, tell of his
nunberless acts of kindness, of his deli-
cate, and unccasing watchfulness, and
daily they ask God's blessing on him
whose life isa blessing to others.

 Xn his own home, the wife whose love
should bless him, whose gentle minictry
should comfort aud strengthen him,
turns coldly from him, because he prefers,
the hupiness of others to his own grati-
fication, because the pressing duties of
lite claimall his waking hours, leaving hin
little leisure for the claims of socicty, or
for the high intellectual culture which
few attain whose lives are not wholly
devoted to it)”

“ Oh, Ralph, I have never known you !
[ have so cruelly misjudged you," said
t'ic weeping wite,

‘The old man continued :—*“ Sone men
talk poetry, some write itin words, and
some write 1t n their lives. The true
heroisms which poets have sung, the beauty
of gxlfabnegation and of ceaseless devo.
tion to duty, which have been their in.
spication, Ralph ale has lived. The
womam who has won the decpest love of
such a heart should reverently and grate
tully cherish it as the richest blessing of
her life.”

In the twilight of that day, Margarct,
was awaiting her hushwd's return.—
Awmid the bitter selfereproachings that
darkened the hour, gleamed a new and
holy lizht, igher purposes were aroused
within hor. In the future, she would
ke divinely real in her life the beauti-
tul ideals which had filled hier heart with
unsatisfied longings. She, tce, would
live for athers, and first of all for him
shown she hagd so misyndogrsiood,

A hwiried step in the ontrance hall,



