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away her time in admiring their soft caes, :u:d:di.:mmnds and hearts sere alike to her, their
curly hair, and full warm cheeks; but the woman jvalue depending on what was trwnps,  She saw
of the wurld sces tiic bud giown into theheenly and far, but not deeper than the superfi-
expanded flower, and the small cradle is mctam- | cial net-work of the heart, not higher than the
orphosed into the boudvir by the magic of herma- | celing of the diawing-room.  Her enjoyimnents,
ternal love.  And verily, she has her reward; for thercfore, were limited in their range; her
death somctimes comes, to wither the bud, and | nature, though perfeet in its hnd, was small and
disperse the dream into cipty aiv.  Onosuch an g nation 5 and lier occupation, though 0 interest-
occasion, hier giicf, as we may readily suppuse, B> ing to thuse coneerned, was in itselt mean and
neither deep uor lasting, for its oljuct is twined fiivolous. This is always ber misfortune, the
round her dmagination, not her heart.  Shemisfurtune of this envied woman,  She lives ina
regrets her wasled hopes and fivitless specia- material would, blind and deaf to the intluences
tions; but the baby having never been presentthat theill the bosvms of others.  No noble
in its own entity, is now as that which has never | thought ever fires her soel, no generous sympathy
been.  The unthinhing call her an unnaturaly ever melts her heart. Ier shiere of that current
motlier, for they nhe no distinetion.  They doy of human matwie which has welled forth from itg
not know that death is with her a perfectly , fountain in the earthly paradisc is danmed up,
arranged funeral, a marble tablet, a dahened jaud cut off from the general stream that over-
rooni, an attitude of wo, a perfumed hasdherchict. | flows the wotld. Noune of those minute and visi-
They do not consider that when she lies down to  ble ducts cunnieets it with the common waters
rest, her eyes, in cunsequence of over-mental which make one feel iustinetively, lovingly,
exertion, are too heavy with sleep to have rvom , yemningly, that e is not alone upon the carth,
for tears.  They do not reflect that in the morn- bat i meinber of the great human family.  And
ing she breaks into a new conscivusness of ysv, Laving played her part, she dics, this woman
reality from the clinging dieams of her materzalj of the world, leaving no sign o wll that an
ambition, and not frum the swall visionaury arns, | immoital spiit has passed ; zothing above the
the fragrant hiss, the angel whisper of her lost; ground but a tablet, and below, only a Tandful of
babe.  They do not feel that in upening upon the  sotting boues and crumbling dust.— Chambers's
light, her eyes part with the fading gleam of j Souwrnal.
gems and satin, and kneeling coronets, and red —_—
right hands extending wedding-rings, and not, Wones 1y Savace Lire—The division of
with a winged and baby form, svaring into the  labour between the man and wife in Indian lifeis
light by which it is gradually absurbed, while dis- not so unequal, while they live in the pure
tant hymns melt and die upon her car. Lunter state, as many suppose.  The large pavt
The woman of the world is sumetimes prospe-; of & hunter’s time, which is spent in secking
rous in her reign over society, and svmctimes | wane, leaves the wife in the wigwam, witha great
otherwise. Even she subuits, although usually , deal of time ou her hands; for it must be remem-
with sweetness and diguity, to the caprices of | bered that there is no spinning, weaving, or pre-
fortune.  Qccasionally, the threads of her nut- | pating children for schuol—uo butter or_cheeso
agement break in such a way, that, with all her making, or a thousand other cares which are
dexterity, she is unable to reunite them; ovea- | jnscparable from the agricultural state, to occupy
sionally, the strings and fedlings are too stroug to her shill aud indestry. Even the art of the
rend; ant oceasionally, in rauding, the whole, seamstress is ouly practised by the Indian womar
system falls to picces.  Her danghiter elopes, her  on a few things. She devotes much of Ler time
son marries the governess, her husband loses his | to making moccasons and quill-work.  Her hus-
seat in parlinment ; but there are other daughters | band’s legging ave carefully ornamented  with
to maury, other suns to direct, other honours to, heads; his shot-pouch and  knife-sheath  are
wing and so this excellent woman ruis hier busy |, worked with quills; the hunting-cap is garnished
and meritorions carcer.  But years come on at with ribbuns; his garters of cloth are adomned
last, although she lingers as long as shie can in with o profusion of small white beads, and
middle life; and, with her usual graceful dig- | coloured worsted tassels are prepaved for his
nity, she settes dowitinto the reward the world | legsins.  In the spiing, the corn-fichl is planted
bestows on its veterans, an old age of cards, Ly hier and the youagsters, 1 a vein of gaiety
Even now, she sotctims turns vound her and frolic. It is donein a few hours, and taken
head to leak at the things aud pessons avotnd her, pcars of in the sume spirit. It is pertectly volun-
aml 1o exult in the reputation she has carned, and | tary ksbour, and she would not be scolded for
the passive influence her name still cxercises vver  omitting it for all libour with Indians is volen-
socicty; but, as a rule, the lings aud queens  tavy.~—Schoolcraft's Indian Lribes.
and knaves take the place of human beings with ~aso—e b
this"woman of genius; the deepest aeana of her MARIE DE LA TOUR.
art arc brought into play for the odd trick, and -—
“her pride and ambit m are abundantly gratificd | Tug Lasement front of No. 12, Rue St. Antoine,
by the circumventivu of a Lalf-crown. it nurrow stiect in Rouen, leading fiom the Tlace
The woman of the world at leagth dies; and(de la Pucelle, was opened by Madame de la
what then?  Why, then, nuthing—nothing but a | Tour, in the millinety business, in 1817, and
funeral, n tablet, dust, and oblivion,  This is rea- | tastefully arranged, 5o fac ag scant materials per-
gonahle, for, great as she was, sho had to do only {witted the eacrcise of decorative genius.  She
with the external forns of Bfe.  Her eaistence  nas the widow of a ouce Nourishing courtier
was only a material game, and her men and fmaritne (ship-Lroker,) who, in consequence of
wom:n wero ouly cuurt and vommon cards; some utfortunate speculatious, had recently died




