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One miorning I knocked at his itting-rdom
door, but, obtaining no answer, I concluded
he was in his chamber; which communicated
with the apartment, and had not heard nte;
and, privileged by friendship, entered the
room. It was unoccupied, and throwing my-
self into an easy chair by the window, which
commanded a fine view of the adjacent couns
try, lost in the contemplation of the beauties
of the landscape, I had almost forgotten the
object of my visit, which was to request the
loan of a book on whose merits Mr. Wor-
thington had been expatiating the night be-
fore. The chutting of a door below arodsed
e from a reverie into which I had fallen,
where Halinn skies and English scenery, my
present abode and the dear old family man-
sion, strange and familiar faces, seémed
blended togetherin a kind of waking dream,
half pleasing, half mouruful,—one in which
Fancy is allowed fo dispute the throne with

" reason. Turning from the window, I was
about to leave the apartment, in search of
my friend, whenr my atiéntion was arrested
by a slight viev; gf a painting on.card beard,

partially hidden by larger ones, that lay on
the table,—and, supposing it some fancy
sketch, T drew it forth. My surprise was
almost equal to my admiration, when I be-
held an exquisite paicting of a beautiful
female.

“Ts this a portrait of some real or ideal
fair one, I wonder ?’ said I, musingly. «If
the former, whose can it be? Not his sis-
tér's; for I have seen her portrait béfore,—
but this, I suppose, is too sacred for the pub-
lic gaze; it is, no doubt, the belle ideal of
&ll his burning thoughts.” .

It scemed to me that I could never weary
in looking at it, yet it was not merely phy-
sical beauty, the beauty of features or com-
plexion, that atiracted me. No; it was the
gpiritual halo which seemed to éncirclé the
countenance, for o

« Surely the painter’s hues have ciught
The spirit from within.” .

The lady was represented as seatéd in an
arm-chair ; one white hand supporting her
head, whilé the other'leld a half-closéd book
which, apparently, she had endeavoured in
vain {o peruse. That mournful thoughts oc-
cupied her mind, was evident from the ex-
pression of her large dark eyes; expressively
soft, froin which you could almiost béhold the
starting tears, and the slight compression of
the crimson lips seemed to betoken thein- .}
ward struggle to repress the outward: mani- |
festation of sorrow.  ‘While:absorbed<in
contémplation of the beautiful porirait, Fre-
derick had entered unobserved, and a desp,
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heavy sigh was the first intimration of his
presence.  Starting, for the sound proceeded
from some one close io me, and, looking upy
I met his mournful glance:  Placing the pic-
ture on the table, I apologized, as well as I
could, for the liberty I had taken in exam-
ining that which was evidentily not intendéd
for a stranger’s gaze, My curiosity was
roused, and inquiries came “tripping to my
tongue,” seeking egress,—but a glance «t
Mr. Worthington’s countenance wa3 suffici-
ent to deter me from remarks which might
Le the occasion of pain, and; as he made no
allusion to it, the subject was not referred to.
I now, for the first time, saw that Frederick
was strangely altered, and his appearance in-
dicated a rapid decline. A bright spot of
crimson on his cheeks, which were becoming
hollow and sunken,—an unnatural clearness
in the eyes, and an occasional cough, slight
but painfully ominous, warned of the insidu-
ous approach of a fatal disease. 1 could see
that some inward grief, repressed outwardly,
but struggling fiercely within, controlled by
a master hand, but nevertheless taking sad
vengeance by preying on the vitals, draining
the strength, robbing food of its relish, and
sleep of its enjoyment, was fanning into fierce
flame the latent spark of consumption in a
slight frame and delieate constitution. Im-
patience and irritability there was none; a
delight at sacrificing his own pleasure to
promote that of others-—a continued effort
to remain calin and compnsed, to enjoy the
- present, characterized him, but an cffort it
evidently was. Trom his lips no past inci-
dent of his hife escaped, and the future seem-
ed to occupy but little of his thoughts. What
cloud of misfortune could have cast so som-
bre a gloom over alife scarcely arrived at ma-
turity Iknew not—but certain it was that be-
neath some crushing weight of grief earthly
- hope appeared to be buried, and when I have
obsérved his evident attempts to reuse himself

—to shake off the incubus—to speak cheer- |

ingly, lightly, gaily, my heart has ached at
the failure which I well knew must foliow,
and I have turned away to conceal emotion
which I dared not display.

A fortnight elapsed, and my fellow trav-
eller having become convalescent, I was

1 - seated with him oné lovely afternoon, enjoy-

ing the balmy breeze, which, laden with the
odour . of fragrant flowers, came gently
through the open casement, when a servant

entered with a messagé from Frederick,
whout 4 slight indisposition had detained as
prisoner in his room for a few days, éarnest-
ty requesting to' speak to me if I was at
leisute; I ittnsedistely obeyed the sum-
nons, and directed my ‘steéps to the room.
The contrast between the lighted hall and
the darkened apartment—for the glare of -
sunshine was not congenial to the invalid’s
spivits--prevented me, at first, front distinctly
discerning him, but as I became accustomed
to the darkness, I bebeld him reclining on &
couch with clasped hands, closed eyes and
face, so marble, so deatk-like in its repose,
that a cold shudder ran timough my frame.
“Surely the spirit has not fled,” was my in-
ward gjaculation, but the sound of his voice
reassured me, as, in a tone of peculiar pathos,
he Dade mle welcome. “ Will you not sit
down,” he said, pointing to a chair that stood
by the bedside. “[ have much to say to
you, but I fear exhausting your patience.”
Eagerly I assured him of my willingness
to listetr— of my ardent desire to'do ahything
in my power to contribute to his comfort.
Thanking me, he referred to the circumnstan-
ces which led to our acquaintance, and sub-
sequent friendship, and then added, “ The
kindness whick you have shown towards a
total stranger, and the interest you have
manifested in my welfare, prompts me to a
narrative of the incidents of my life; they
may, perhaps, be interesting to you,—aud,
far from home and friends, I would fain
awaken a chord of sympathy in one human
heart, before earthly ties are dissolved by
the hand of death I ) ‘
“ Death I said I, starting abruptly at the
word. Do not mention it, I beseech you.
You are very young, and your constitution
will soon triumph over this slight disease,
and, indeed, the physician informed me this
roorning that there was not the slightest
symptom of danger.” o
A mournful smile passed over his counte-
nance, as in o tone that went to my heart,

.80 fouching was its cadence, he exclaimed:

“ Say, oim he minister to a mind diseased, .
Or pluck, from memory's roots, 8 barbed sorrow 2

« Yes, my friend,” he continued, aftera
pause, for my heart was too full to permit

‘me to answer, “I feel that I must die: 1

have struggled long against my feelings, I
have borne up till now,—but ¥ can: bear up -
no longer. My native hill shall again be
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green, bui on their sammits, 1 shall no more
tread: the flowers shall adorn the valleys,
but my haud shall never pluck them again.
Well it is better so,” he murmured, “ better
to be at rest.”

It would weary you to minutely relate the
conversation that passed between us,—but a
brief outline of his history may not, perhiaps,
be unipteresting to you, though I shall not
be able to give it in his own words.

- ¢ Frederick Worthington'’s father was a
private gentleman, who resided in & small
estate in one of the nothern counties of
England. Possesing affjuence, and of a re-
tiring disposition, he lived secluded from the
gay world,—and eceupied in superintending
the education of his son and daughter, who
had lost their mother at an early age, found
a happiness, far saperior to that which could
have becn acquired by wingling with the
gav and thoughtless votaries of pleasure.
Calmly glided away the carly yearsof Fred-
erick, with little to ruffie the swface of
domesic peace, when, at the age of tweuty-
one, he peceived an invitation from a friend,
who lived at some distance, carnstly request-
ing from him a visit. His father gladly con-
senting, he set out on his journey, and soon
arrived at the place which was to prove so
fatal to his future happiness, Among the
raany ladies to whom he was there introdue-
cd, one especially attracted his attention.
She was the daughter of highly aristocratic
parents, but

4 As meek as Poverty doth make

Her children.”
His pointed attention to her soon became the
subject of remark in their circle of acquain-
tance,~and, for some time, her parents not
only tacitly permitted, but even encouraged
them, until the arrival of a wealthy Baronet,
and his subsequent introduction ta their
daughter, seemed entively to change the
current of their thoughts. From that period
Frederick was treated with the utmost cald-
ness, but, blest in the consciousness of being
loved, with the consent of Marion, he applied
to her parents for her hand, believing, no
doubt, that
4 Be oither fears his fate too much, .
Or his desert is small,— ~
Who feacs to put it to the touch,

To win or lose it all.”

‘The sequel may be easily imagined. His
offer was considered presumptuous in the

highest degree, and Maiion was peremptorily
forbidden to hold any more intevcourse with
him. Overwhelmed with the blow, he was
scated, a few hours after, in his chamber, al-
ternately lamenting his sad fate, and wonder-
ing if by any means it could be averted,
when the sereant, kinocking at the door,
handed him a letter, With a presentiment
of some fresh misfortune, he broke the seal,
and opening it, found it was from his sister,
conlaining intelligence of his father’s sudden
and dangerous illness,—and implaring him
to return home with all speed.  With filial
affection he hurriedly made preparations for
his journey, but Le could not leave without
bidding Marion adicu. By some means or
other, he contrived to obtain an interview
with her, and found her in the attitude re-
presented in the picture, namely, that of deep
sorrow. Iler mother had alitile while before
informed her of the result of Frederick’s ap-
plication,--and when he was announced, she
felt that he had come 10 bid her a final adieu.
Short was that meeting, sad but not despair-
ing, They were both young,—and ‘what
change might time not effect in their fortunes?
At all events, it might soften her parent’s
hearts, and thus they reasoned with each
other,—and parted with vows of eternal
affection.

A few months elapsed, and in the interim
Frederickawept bitterly over the grave of his
beloved parents,—and had resigned to anoth-
er’s keaping, his only, his darling sister, thus
fulfilling the last wish of his futher, that her
mariage should be eclebrated a short time
after his death. Frederick had written seve-
ral times to Marion, but, veceiving no an-
swer, he concluded his letters had been in-
tercepted by her parents, and he determin-
ed,as soon-as his affairs were arranged to
return {o the place where she resided.—
Carelessly taking up a papor one day, he
casually glanced over the contents, when his
eyeresied an a familiar name. “Did his sight
deceive him ?’ Helooked again, Yes, it was
the marriage of Marion with the wealthy
Baronet. Terrible was tlie blaw, that one he
believed so. constant could so easily bave
forgotten him, - ¢ But na,” he corrected him-
self, “it must have heen the work of her
patents. - Marion, my own tender, faithful
Marion was never led to the alter a'willing
bride,” '

He had been fondly cherishing the. hope,

—

S
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that gne day or ether, her parents would
have reienied ; that, witnessing their mutu-
al constancy, they would, at last, consent to
their union ; but now, his hopes were blasted,
and life seemed suddenly to become a blank,
Whither should he go? ~ To remain at home
was impossible, He could no longer endure
the loneliness of the family mansion, from
which the beloved had head departed,and the
absence of his sister, who was journeying far
away, conﬁlmed him in a resolution which he
had often made in boyhqod, namely, tq visit
“the clgssic land of Ttaly,” and thither he
directed his steps, The natural wish of the
human heart to fly from the scene of its sor-
rows, and to seek solace in change, was well
exemphﬁed in his case, but it produced, as
it not unfreqyently does, a coutrary result,
and to him might lave been gopropriz ately
addressed the answer of Solitude, to oe in
similar clrcumstances,

“ Youth, you're mnstaken it you think to find,
In shades & medicine for o troubled mind,
Wan grief will hayot you.wheresqc’er yoy g0,
Swh in the breeze, and i the strearn]ets flow.”

But I musf hasten to 3 conclusion. Ile
had been there but a few months when he
received intelligence of the death of Marjon.
The friend who commypjicated jt added,  that
a broken healt had brought her to a prema-
ture grave. A short iime subsgquent to
her death, we became acquainted with him :
and this was the grief which had bgen se-
cretly undermmmrr his health,

We bqrxed hlm at the close of a lovely
summer’s dgy, in a se uestered but beautiful
spot.  We planted the cypress at his head,

- strewed roses, watered with tears, over: hlS
grave, and left him to repose “in sure and
certnin hape of 3 blissful resurrection.”

There was 3 pause of some moments after
the conclusnon -of Mr. Cliffton’s narrative,
brokeu by oneof the gompany, with an allu.
sion to the pxcture.

“T had forgotten to tell you,” was Mr.
Cliffon’s reply, 4 that Frederick had taken
a sketch of the place in which we ‘encoun-
tered the brigands,—and intended to add
some finjghing tauches to it, when his health
faﬁmg, he never con;pleted it,—but enclosed
it tq bis sister, just g3 it was, knowing well
thiat any of -his prodyctions, however poor,
would be highly valued byher. A litfle be-
fore his death, he placed in my hand g lej-
ter, and entreated me, on my return to Eng-

land, to call and see her, requesting me also
to t';ke chame of g few vainables, which he
had brought with him to Italy, until T could
restore them to her.

“The promisc was made, but, unfyrtu-
nately, I have never been able to fulfill it.
On my Teturn home, I repaired, almost im-
mediately, to the place to which I had been
directed by Frederick,—but coyld gain no
intelligence of his sister, except that she had
removed, with her husband, from the city,
some time before. I advertised in many of -
the newspapers, and made all the inquiry I
could, but it was of noavail. Subsequently,
I learned that they had removed to Canada,
—and, after leaving England myself, to set-
tle hene, I again prqeecuted wy search, but
without any success. Some time after,
heard from a person who had met them tra-
velling, that her husband had become very
mach dissipated, and that they were in des-
titute circumstances.

“'This picture,” continued Mr. Cliffton,
again exammmg{ it, “is not the same, but
Lvndemly a copy of the sketch. That it is
far syperiqr tq the original, I do not hesitate
to say—Dbat the artist must have obtained
the latter by some means, or he could not
have taken it so exgctly,~—and this, perhaps,
may serve as a clue to ascertain whether
Frederick’s sister still survives—and, if so,
her vesidence.”

[to BE CONTINUED.]

@he Harking-Bird,

The plumage of the Mocking-Bird, though _
none of the homeliest, has nothing gaudy or
brilliant in it ; and had he nothing else to
recommend hlm, would scarcely entitle him
to notlce, bat his figara is well praportioned,
and even handsome. The egse, eleoance,
and rapidity of his movemeats, the anima-
tion of his eye,and the intelligence he displays
in listening, and laymr' up lessqns from ai-._
most every snecies of the festhered creation
within his hearing, are\really surprnsmg,and
mark the peculiarity of his genius. To these
quahhe; we may add that of a voice full,
strong, and masical, and eapable of almost
every modulation, from the claar, mellow
tones of the Wood Thrush, to the savage
scream of the Bald Eagle. In the measure
and accent, he faithifully follows his originals.
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In force and sweetness of expregsion, he

~ greatly improves upon thew, In his ngtive
groves, mounted on the top of a tall bush or
half-grown tree, in the dawn of dewy mora-
ing, while the woods are alieady vocal with
a multitude of warblers, his admirahle song
rises pre-eminent over every competitor,—
The eur can listen to his music alone, to
which that of the others seems u mere ac-
companiment. Neither is this srain altoge-
ther imitative. His own native notes,which
are easily distinguishable by sach as arc
well acquainted with those of our various
song birds, are bold and full, and varied
seemingly beyond all limits, They consist
of short expressions of two, three, or at the
most five or six syllables, generally inter-
spersed with imitations, and all of them ytter-
ed with great emphasis and rapidity, and
continued with uudiminished ardour for half
an hour, or an hour at 3 time. His expand-
ed wings and fail glistening with white, and
the buoyant gaiety of his action arresting the
eye, as his song most irresistibly does the
ear,he sweeps round with enthusgiastic ecstacy
—he mcunts and descends as his song swells
or dies away ; and, as my friend Mr. Bart-
ram has beautifully expressed it, “Ie bounds
aloft with the celerity of an arrow, as if to
recover or recal his very soul, expired in the
last elevated strain.” While exerting him-
self, a bystander, destitute of sight, would
suppose that the whole feathered tribe had
assembled together on 3 trial of skill, eaoh
striving to produce his ntmost effect, so per-
fect ave his imitations, He many times de-
ceives the sportsman, and sends him in
search of ‘birds that perhaps are not within
miles of him, but whose notes he exactly
imitates ; even birds themselves are fre-
quently imposed on by this admirable mimic,
and are decoyed by the fancied calls of their
mate; or dive, with precipitation, into the
depth of thickets, at the scream of what they
suppose to be the Sparrow Hawk,

The Mocking Bird loses little of the pow-
er and energy of his song by confinement.
In bis domesticated state, when he com-
mences his cgreer of song, it is impossible to
stand by uninterested. He whistles for the
dog; Cesar starts up, wags his tail, and runs
to meet his master. He squegks out like a
hurt chicken, and the hen runs about with
hanging wings and bristled feathers,clucking
to proteet her injured breod. The barking

of the dog, the mewing of the cat.the ereak-
ing of a passing wheelbarrow, follow with
great truth and rapidity. Ie repeats the
tune-taught him by his master, though of
considerable length, fully and faithfully.—
He runs over the Canary, and the clear
whistlings of the Virginia Nightingale, or
Redbird, with such soperior execution and
effect, that the mortified songsters feel their
own inferiority, and become altogether silent,
while he seems to trinmph in their defeat by
redoubling his exertions.

Phis excessive fondness for variety, how-
ever, in the opinion of some, injures his song.
His elevated imtations of the Brown Thrush
are frequently interrupted by the crowing of
cocks; and the waublings of the Bluebird,
which he exquisitely manages, are mingled
with the screamings of swallows, or the
cackling of hens; amidst the simple melody
of the Rohin, we are suddenly surprised by
the shrill reiterations of the Whip-poor-will ;
while the notes of the Killdeer, Blue Jay,
Martin, and twenty others, succeed with such
imposing reality, that we look round for the
originals, and discover, with astonishment,
that the sole performer in this singular con-
cert is the admirable bird now before us.—
During this exhibition of his powers, he
spreads his wings, expands his tail, and
throws himself around the cage in all the
ecstacy of enthusiasm, seeming not only to
sing, but to dance, keeping ‘time to the mea-
sure of his music. Both in his native and
domesticated state, during the solemn still-
ness of night, as soon as the moon rises in
silent majesty, he begins his delighiful solo,
and serenades us the livelong night with a
fall display of his vocal pawers, making the
whole neighbourhood ring with his inimitable
medley.— Welson’s Amerioan Ornithology.

-

Study to make the whole of your carriage
apd discourse among men so engaging, a3
may invite even strangers to love you, and
allyre them ta love religion for your sake.

By doing good with his money, a man, as
it were, stamps the image of God upon it,
and makes it pass current for the merchan-
dise of heaven.

Truth and holiness are, in the Christian
system, so intimately allied, that the warm

only foundation for the other.

‘and faithful inculeation of the one, lays the-
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[ortcinaL]
Tines,

SUGGESTED BY THE EXCLANATION, I CANNOT
IE4R.”

1 move amid those busy streeis,
Teeming with Jife pog varied sound,
Yet not the dwellings of the dead
"To me bear stilluess more profound ;
No voige, no tone, salutes miue car,
A)ns for me, X' cannot hear!

T gnter halls, where Eloq;'enqe,

* In breathless itilinéss chains the throng,—
And, oft, ench flushipg eve reveals

. Wlmt powerful thoughts are barne along §
But Eloquence may never cheer =~ ° 7
My Jonging heart, ] cannot hear.

Yhen shadpive of the qvenipg fall,
1 sit beside thequict heartl,—
Yet, though I know the loved are near,
T'p me how vain their tones of mirth ;
Affection’s langiage, fond and dear,
Oh, ooulil 1 for 4 moment hear!

The zephyr hath no voice for me,
The howling storm may wildly ravg
1 heed it not,—und on the sea,
"1 calmly mark éach giant wave ;
No terror ntp me they bear,
Thejr solemn sounds L'may not hear.

et, tq my Fatheris will ] bqw.
TAdoringly his’lmngl'sée, !
Who not amid the tempest speaks,

But in the  still, smal} voice to me.
My tlirobbing heirt, iny inward ear,
Those grygious tones rejoice to hiear.

And ob, I trust, when life has fled,

° Tqjoiy the happy choir above,

Who still in hymus unceasing sing

" The praises of Almighty love;

{*‘.nch sound shall thrill my wakened car,

¥or oh, in Heavei, J too shall liear. MBI

- Fomale @uration,

Thera ig much truth and good sense in the
following remarks of alate English moralist,
upon the manner in whicly female education
is conducted, under the popular notions of
the day; and altbough they have more im-
mediate reference to the prevailing mode of
education in his own country, they are not so
inapplicable as we wish they were, to our
own. The mirror he holds up ta mother
England may show to her transatlantic
daughter in the image reflected, a strong and
not very flattering family picture.

“There does not appear any reason why
the education of woman should differ in its
essentials, from that of mems The education
which is good for human nature is good for
them, They are a part—and they ought to

be, in 2 much greater degree than they are, 8
part—of the effective contribytars to the wel:
fare and intelligence of the human family,
In intellectual as well as in other affairs,
they ought to he fit helps to man. The
preposterous absurditie< of chivalrous times
stil} exert a wretched ipfluence over the
character and the allotment of women.——Men
are not polite but gallant ; they de not act
towards women as tq beipgs of kindred
habits and eharacter as to beings who, like
the other portion of mankind, reason and
veflect and judge hut as to beings who
please, and wliom men ape baund to plepse,
Essentially there is nqkinduess, no politeness
in this ; but selfishness and ipsolence. Heis
the man of politeness who evinces his respest
for the female mind, e is the man of inso-
lence whe tacitly says, when he enters inta
the society of woman, that he needs not tq
bring his intellects with him. I do not mean
to affirm that these persons intend insolence,
or are conscioys always aof the real character
of their habits ; they think they are attentive
and polite ; and habit has become so jnveter-
ate, that they really are not pleased if a wo-
man, by the vigour of her conversation, inter-
rupts the pleasant trifling o which they ave
accustomed,  Unbappily, a number of wo-
men think themselves more fascinating than
respectable, They will not see, and very
often they do not see, the practical insolence
with which they are treated ; yet what insol-
ence is so great as that of half a dozen men,
who having been engaged in an intelligent
conveysation, suddenly exchange it for frivo-
lity if Jadies enter.

“For this unhappy state of intercourse,
female education is in too great a degree
adapted. A large class are taught less to
think than to shine, If they glitter, it patters
little whether it be the glitter of gilding or of
the gold. To be-accomplished is of greater
interest than to be gensible, It is of more
consequence to this class to charm by the
tones of a piano than to delight and invigo-
rate by intellectual conversation—The effect
is reciprocally bad. An absurd education
disqualifies them for intellectual exertion,
and’ that every disqualification perpetuates
the degradation, C :

¢« If then we were wise enough to regard
women, and women were wise enough to
regard themselves, with that real practical
respect to which they are entitled, and if the

'
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education they receive was such as that res-

- pect would dictate, we might hereafter have
occasion to say, not as it is now said, that « in
Lngland women are queens” but something
higher and greater ; we raight ssy that in eve-
ry thing, social; intellectudl, and religiois,
they were fit to co-operate with man, and to
cheer dnd assist hif in his endeavoursto pro-
mote lis o¥n hippiness and the happiness
of his fumily, his country and the world.”

B Great An Rige,

Few things that happen in the world are
the result of accident. Law governs all;
there is even & law of Chances and Proba-
bilities, which bas been elaborated by La-
place, - Quetelet, and others, and ap-
plied by practical men to such purposes
as life insurance, insurances against fire,
shipwreck and so on. Many things which
happen daily, and which are usually attvibu-
ted to chance, occur with such regularity
that, where the field of observation is large,
they can almest be calcilated upon as cer-
taintiess o

But wé do nof propose now to follow out
this idea, interesting though it would be;
we wounld deal with the matter of * acci-
dent” in another lighti—that of self-culture.
‘When a man has risen from an humble to a
lofty position in life, carved his name deep
into the core of the world; or fullen upon
some sudden discovery with which his name
is identified in all time coming, his rise, his
work, his discovery, is very often atiributed
to “accident.” The fall of the apple is oft-
en quoted as the accident by which Newton
discovered the law of gravitation'; and the
convnlsed frog’s legs, first observed by Gal-
vaui, are, in like manner, quoted as an in-
stance of accidental discovery. But nothing
can be more unfounded ; Newton had been
studying in retirement the laws of matter
and motion, and his héad was full, and his
brain beating with the toil of thinking on the
subject, when the apple fell. The train was
already laid long before, and the signifi-
cance of the apple’s fafl was stiddenly appre-
hended as only genius could apprehend it ;
#nd the discovery, which had long before
been elabotating, suddenly burst on the phi-
losophey’s sight:  So with Galvani, Jenner,

Franklio, Watt, Davy, and all other philo-
soplters § their discovefies were invariably
the result of prtient labout; of long study,
and of earriest investigation,. They worked
their Wway by steps, feeling for the right road
like the blind man, and lwdys ttying care-
fillly the firmness of it new ground before
venturing upon it.

Geenius of the very highest kind never
trusts to accident, but is indefatigable in lu-
bour: DBuffon has said of genius, “It is pa-
tiénce”’ Sonte one else has culled it “intense
purpose;” and another, “hard work.’=——
Newton himself used to declare, that what-
ever service he had done to the public was
not owing to extraordinary sagacity, but
solely to industry and patient thought. Ge-
nius, however, turns to account all accidents
—calls them rather by their right nante; op-
portunities, The histo¥y 6f successful mén
proves that it was the habit of cultivating
opportunities—of taking advantage of op-
portunities—which helped them to success
—whicli; iddeed; secured success. Take
the Crystal Palace as an instance; was it a
sadden idea—an inspiration of genius>-
flashing noon one who, though no architect,
must at least have been something of a poet ?
Not at all ; its contriver was simply a man
who cultivatés opportunities—a laborions,
pains-taking mau, whose life liits been a ca-
reer of labour, of diligent self-iriprovemert,
of assiduous cultivation of knowledge. The
idett of the Crystal Palace, as Mr. Paxton
himself has shown, in & lé¢ctute before the
Society of arts, was slowly and patiently
elaborated by experiments extending over
many years; and the Exhibition of 1851
merely afforded him the opportunity of put-
ting forward his idea—the right thing at the
right tinte— ard the’ result is what we have
séen,

1 opportanities do not fortuitously oceur,
then the man of éarfiest purpose proceeds
to make them for himself. He looks for
help everywhere; there are many roads
into Nature; and if determined to find a
path, a man need not have to wait long.—
e turns all accideirts to account, and makes
them promote his purposé. Dr. Lee, Pro-
fessor of Hebrew at Cambyidge, pursued his
trad¢ -of a bricklayer up to' twenty-eight
years of age, and was first l¢d to'stady He-
brew by betoming intérésted in & Hebrew
Bible, which fell in his way when éngaged
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_in the repairs of & synagogue; but before

this time he had been engaged in the cul-
tare of his intellect; devoting all his spare
hours, and much of his nights, to thc study
of Latin and Greek. Ferguson; the astrono-
mer, cultivated the opportunity afforded him
by the nights occupied by him in watching
the flocks on the Highland hills, of studying
astronomy in the heavens; and the sheep:
skin in which he wrapped himself, became
him as well as the gown of the Oxford Pro-
fessor. Osgood, the American painter,
when a boy, was deprived by an austere re-
lative of the use of pencils and papery but
he set to work and practised drawing on the
sand of the river'side. Gifford, late editor
of the Quarterly Review, worked his first
problems in mathematics, when a cobbler’s
_ apprentice, upon small seraps of leather,
which he beat smooth for the. purpose.—
Bloomfield, the author of the % Farnrer’s
Boy,” wrote his first poems on the same
material with an awl. Bewick first practis-
ed his genius on the cottage-walls of his na2
tive village, which he covered with his
sketches in chalk. Rittenhouse, the astro-
nomer, calculated eclipses on the plow-han-
dle. . Benjamin West, the painter, made lis
first brashes ont of the cat’s tail.

It'is not accident, then, that helps a man
on in the world, but purpose and persistent
industry These make a man sharp to dis-
cern opporiunities, and to use them. To the
sluggish and the purposeless, the happiest
opportunities avail nothing—they pass them
by with indifference, seeing no meaning in
tiem. Successful wen achieve and perform
because they have the purpose to do so.—
They “scorn delights, and live laborions
days.” They libour with hand and heart.
Difficulties serve only to dvaw forth the en-
ergies of their character, aud often their
hightest pleasure is in' grappling and over-
coming them.

Doubtless Professor Faraday had difficul-
ties to encounteryin working his way wpfrom

. thee carpenter’s bénch to' the highest rank as
& seientific chemist and philosopher. And
Dr. Kitto had his difficulties to overcome, in
reaching his present lofty -position as one of
the best of .oun Biblical eritics ; deaf from a
very. early age, hie was for eome indebted to

the- poor-rates. for, his: subsisfence, having.

compobsed his firat ebseys “*in & workhouse.”

And Hugh Miller;-the author of The Old

Red Sandstone,” bhad difficulties to grapple
with in the stone-quarry dt Cromarty, out of
which he raised hindself to a position of emi-
nent honour and, usefuloess; And George
Stephenson, to0, who wad a trapper-boy in o
coal-pit, had difficulties to encounter, perhaps
greater than them all; but, like a true and
strong man, bravely surmounted and tri-
umphed over them. “What!” said John
Hunter, the first of Euglish surgeons, ori-
ginally a carpenter, “Is there a man whom
difficulties dishearten, whio' bends to the
storm? He will do little. Is there one
who will conquer 7 That kind of ma never
fails.”

Man must be his own helper. He must
cultivate his own nature. No man can do
this for him. No institution' ¢an do it. Pos-
sibly 4 mian may get anotlier to do his work
for him, but not to dv his thinking for him,
A man’s best help is in himself—in his own
heart, his dwn soul, his own resolute purpose:
The battle cannot be fought by proxy. A
man’s wiind may be roused by another, -and
his desire to improve and advance himself
excited by another; but he must mould his
own stuft, quarry his own nature, make his
own character. What if a man fails in one
effort? Let him try again! Let Kim' try
hard, try often, and he cannot fuil ulfimatety
to'succeed. INo man can tell what he can
do until he tries, and tries with resolution.
Difficulties often fall away of themselves,
before a detcrmination to overcome them.
“There is something in resolution,” says
Walket, in the Original, “which has aun in<
fluence beyond itself,"and it miarches on like
a mighty lord among its slaves. Allis pros-
tration where it appears. When bent on -
good, it is almost the noblest attribute of
man, when on evil, the most dangerous. It
is only by kabitval resolution, that men suc-
ceed to any great exteni—mere ¥npulsesare
not sufficient.” -

Some are scared from the diligent practice
of self-culture dnd self-help, because’ they
find their progress to be slow. They aré in
despair, becauge, having plauted their acorn,
they do not see it.grow up into an oak at
onces Thege must coltivate the virtue of
patignce—=onle of the quietest but most valus
able of human virties, They must be satis-
fiéd to do their true work, and wait the issués
thereofs -
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Qlive dnd e HAngel.

IN TWO PARTS-—PART IIL

One morning, about a week afterwards, I
fose early, and took my way to the park.—
All the week I had been watching for Alice
across the wall, and had not seen her. I
passed through the gate, and looked up at
the lodge windows, but the blinds were
down, and below the screens were closed
outside. I thought “they have not risen
. yet” I had not proposed to kndck theve,
but simply to walk in the park: However,
I waited & while, and listened for some one
moving. I even went round the palings
and looked up at the windows at the back.
One was open, and the long blind was swell-
ing outward, like a sail, and dropping in the
current of air. I drew back immediately,
afraid of being seen, and walked down the
avenne: I saw some one coming towards
me (rom the further end, looking like Alice,
although the distance was too great for me
to be sure. As we drew nearer, however,
I saw that it was she. She had a basket
on her arm, and was walking quickly.~ She
saw me, and came running up to me, saying,
“J have a sad picce of news to relate to you.
I am afraid you will think me very ungrate-
ful when I tell you what has bappened. 1
have hardly the courage to confess. Iknow
you will never forgive mie; unless I get a
promise from you first of all. Tell e, then,
am I forgiven ?”

“Yes!” I answered; “fully absolved, as
far as I bave power.”

« Listen, then,” slie continued, “without
being angry, if you can. The greyhound
that you gave me—the beautiful slender dog
is broken ianto twenty fragments! ' Oh, you
are not more vexed than I am,” she added,
seeing me look serious. “I would not have
exchanged it for its weight in_ silver. And
to have done it myself, to have no one to
blame but my own careless self. I will teil
you exaetly how it happened. It was stand-
ing yesterday on the side-table where you
lett it. I intended to set it in my room, but
1 tiad forgotten it for a while. I thréw on
my shawl suddenly to go out—the fringe
caught in soufething behind me: I did not
look back, but pulled it itipatiently; the

1

~ppoor carving lay broken in pieces and. scit-

Tittle table dvétgﬂrngg :ﬁth a crash, and my

e

tered about the floor.”

Although she professed-to regtet the ac-
cident, I could not help thinking that there
was an air of malice in her manner of rela-
ting it. But I endeavoured to conceal my
vexation, and answered cheerfully, « I can-
not blame you for doing by accident what
-I siould have done perhaps on purpose.—
I have destroyed every image I have made,
excepting this.”

¢ And why? Your conscience troubled
you for having broken the second command-
ment ?”

“ A whim—nothing more”” I answered ;
T shall earn the nickname of Teonoclast, if
I deserve nothing else of Fame.”

“ What does that mean ?”

“¢Image-breaker.” An honourable title
at the time when the Puritans emptied eve-
ry niche in our cathedral. But let us’say
vo more dbout this.” Then changing the
subject, I asked her where she had been?

1 biave beea down to Holy Well Point,
to get some grounidsel for the birds. What
4 lovely morning ! so still ; the whole world
segms to be our own, and we the enly liv-
ing créatures in it: Down yonder there is
a hollow, where the mist lies aud creeps
along the grass, 43 if the turf were a-fire and
smoking. Lower down there is & fif plan-
tation, which I came through on my way
back. I like that walk better than any in
the park. The earth smells so fresh there,
as you walk in the twilight, ankle-deep in
withered leaves and fir-apples. They say
there are snakes there ; but I know better,
There are rabbits there, out of number, and
the birls sing all about, although I never
could see one of them, One at a time they
break out from every side. I thiak they
liold & conversation.” .

1 listened to her with delight, and said
nothing. Her tone was so- earnest, - that 1
felt she loved the places that she spoke of.
Her manner, too, was so natural and. grace-
ful, &0 unconscious did she seem of having
charnied me with her words, that I knew
that she, assumed no character; but: spake
withotit reserve from the feelitig of the mo-
ment @nd the impulse of bher nature.. I
thought of her words long after I bad left
liér, with a better hope thun T had felt' be.
fore of bringing her "to love me, aftér. all
What might I'not hope from that gentlenesy

-
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- which showed itself at times;.in spite of ber
mocking tongite 7 This, 1 thought, will un<
fold as she grows to fuller womanhood, and

“all her lightness will. be softened down. by
time. After all, it was better that she

"ghould be'thus ;. with that strong . conscious-
pess of being and quick perception of what
“life is; than stung with finer notions that are
quickly jarred and broken by experience.

“'This mew. hope in my life had already
wrought some changes in my character. I
was no longer locked up in one - purpose=s.
mischief to the spirit; though that purpose
‘wére the purest and the best. I looked up,
and saw that there were others in the world,
besides myself, hoping, toiling, and endur-
ing. X made good resolutions for the future,
to bar out selfishness as far as in my power;
and, conscious of change for the better in
‘my nature, I felt, as.it were, new life within
me; What wonder, then, that I came to
love her, more and more, and blessed her
secretly. :

_ Yet my. pride remmained. I saw her many
times aud walked with her ; and, finding her
still changeable—shifting from mockery to
seriousness—from_irony to tenderness, a
hundred times, I kept my love stilf shut up
in mry heart. I dreaded the moment when
1 should open my lips and tell hery as the
ending of our friendship; and 1 waited;
waited for a change that did not come:

. Xn the winter of that year my fa her died

sadderdy. It was a little before Christmas, |

and the snow was on the ground. I satand
watched all night, and heard the carol:sing-
ers.in the streét; and wept. For days I
walked . about the darkened rooms and
thought of my pust life; and grieved for ma-
ny things that eowld not then be chbanged.
Some’ days after the funeral I was sitting in.
the shop alone, when I. heard a tapping at

. the door, and looking up, saw Alice through-
. the gldss. - I.rose and’opened the door; and:

she:canve in, There was & change in her
. manner;: She sicok my¥and when I offer-
od it; and sat looking at e in silence for
. gome-moments. o )
- '«T have passed here many tinves this week,”
. she:said; * but
. fore.,” - _ .
- . 8he sat and talked with me for some time,
withoiit mentioning wy fathier ; but, by her-
. tone @nd'manher, soothing me, She_cume.
sgain somy dpys s, and :this. time. I did

I did not like to knock be-.

not hear her knock, or open the door, but;

looking up; ¥ siw her stdnding in the dooi-
way: It Was getting dusk, and she was so
still that I rose in wonder, half thinking that
I saw a vision, such as sometimés have been

‘seen of friends who in that moment died else-

where. I took her hand, and led her
throught the shop to see my aunt: She took
her-bonnet off and: sat with us that evening.
The -mystery thét was about her when she

-entered lingered in iny thind: As after

earthrquakes, for-2 while men lose thair old

-conviction of the firmness of the earth, so

when, for' the first time; Death steals into a
peacefal howsehold and strikes thute one
dear companiox of our lives, our faith in the
security -of life #nd other habits of the mind
are weakened, and give place to mysteriea.
Ilooked at her as- she sat talking with
my aunt, by firelight, Ier face was paler
thait-usual, and her-long haiy; turned. back
behind the ears, flowed down on either side.

:Never, in pictures of enrved ithages of an-

gels, or of women: inennt for types of Trath,
or Charity, or Mercy, had I seena head and
face more perfect. It was therr that I first
Lhoughb to carve an angel with a face like
ers. .
When 1 saw Alice again she sat before

- me¢ while ¥ drew the outline of her face in

chaik, and shortly after I began my task.—
The figure was almost the size of life. The
feet were bare. The robe was girdled at
the waist, and behind the hair hung down
betweest half-folded. wings. I cut the fea-
tures from the drawing—soteething like ber,
but not- wholly she, until I fetched her and
begged her to stand before me while I carv-
ed from life. T covered up the wings so
that- she did not know that my figure was
an angel. I told her that it was my whim
to: give to it her features. For several
months T worked ipon it aftérwards. The
folds of the full robe grew perfect to my eye
—~the carves and feathered plaits of the long
wings—the flowing lengths of hair. Lastly,

‘T retouched the face, and eame again each

day and touched it, till it brought her. fully
to my minde
. The summer had conse round. again, but

1 had begun my. work in- the house;. and it

remdaingd, there.”. Ohe .evening I put my
tools aside and sat down to look at.it. I
rose and walked:about it-—brushed the “dust
apd chips. from.round the feet.and - pedestal,
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and sst down again. My task was fnished.
1 saw its perfect symmetry and beauty with
a feeling of delight that almost stayed -the
beating of my heart. 1 remembered no
more the long years in which my soul had
often become sick and weary, struggling
with imperfect ytterance. My thought
stood out before me fully manifested; the
crown and recompense of all my toil. | sat
and fooked upon it till the twilight gathered
in the room. The pedestal, the feet and
robe grew shadowy ; but the head was lev-
el with the window, and the light lingered
about it like a glory, and the features shone.
Then the dusk increased until I saw only
the outline ; and that mingled with the dark-
ness where [ sat alone, Yet not alone ; but
with 2 mute companion, in whose presence
1 had laid aside my sorrow-—a remembran-
cer of Alice, as she was, while pity made
her worthy of those wings. [ had not seen
her for some days, and the last time she had
hart me with her paillery and made me an-
gry ; though | had said nothing, and per-
haps she did not know it.

- My purpose was, now that I had finished
my statue, to get it set up somewhere in the
cathedral, where I had first dreamed of meet-
ing her. I went the next day to one of the
vergers, an old man who lived inside the
gateway close to the cloisters, He knew me
well, for I bad been 3 customer of his for
prints of monuments and-inscriptions which
he sold in a little shop. He promised to speak
to the Degn about it, and I pointed out an
empty niche just through the entrance to the
choir, which I had measpred and faund to
be of the dimensions of my work. A day or
two afterwards the Dean himself called at
our house and saw the statue, He praised
it highiy, and asked my reason for wishing
it to be placed there ; but I teld him I had
none beyond 3 wish tq see it in a fitting
place. He was satisfied, and afterwards
sent some masans who were at work in the
cathedral to remove it jn the evening. 1
stood hy and assisted them, anxions lest
accident should happen to my work, I went
with them and saw it finally set upin its
place. Afterwards people talked of it in
the city, but few persons knew whose work
it was. On the Sunday following, I -stond

_in a little group of peaple looking at it, and
heard their various comments.-

After that the cathedral was my favourite

Haunt, I went to service there in the afler-

noon, gnd Jingered sometimes afterwarda for
hours, until I knew every monumant; and
learned almost every inscription by heart.
Sometimes coming there after the doors
were closed, T talked with the masons work-
ing at & side window. At length, as I be-
came more familiar, I climbed their scaffold-
ing, got through the window, and descended
by another scaffolding inside. At such times
1 walked about the cathedral till dusk, when
they called to me and said they were about
to leave their work, and I returned by the
window., :

Alice came once to see it. I was with
her. When she 83w the wings she laughed
and said, “ Her own mother would not take
it for her had she liveg to see it, Not only
for the wings,” said she, * but for the flat-
tery of the artist ; for, mark you,” she
added, “I look iuto my glass half a dozen
times a day, and am not to be deceived.”

We went out together afterwards, and I
walked home with her. It was & cold day
towards the end of autumn, with a strong
wind hlowing, and a cloudy sky. As we
drew near the lodge there fell same drops of
rain. I entered, snd while we sat there it
began to beat hard upon the windows. I
rose several times to go, but the storm had
not abated, and I returned and sat down
again, Her sister-in-law was in the next
room, making bread, and we were alone.
We sat beside the fire and talked. She was,
as usual, in a merry mood ; but that day my
passion had returned with tenfold force, and
I listened ta every word she eaid, and loved
her more for evepy word. She twisted her
hands, till the firelight threw strange shapes
upon the ceiling, and then turned her face
sideways to make a gigentic shadow of her
features on the wainscot. She Jaughed, and
shifted her discourse from one subject to -
another, until I grew bewildered. Yet 1
felt, as it were, drawn towards her—tempted
to forget my pride, the danger of her scorn,
and all that had hitherto restrained me, and
to tell her there my passion, once for all. I
determined that | would knaw that night be-
fore I left her if she really had any love for
me. [ blamed myself for the dreaming life
that I had led ; nourishing a passion without
the courage ta avow it ; putticg off the day
that must, comte at last ; only perhaps to
make my disappointment still more Ditter.
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Vet I arose again and looked out at the
door ; byt the night was still dark and
windy, 30d the rain did not cease to fall. 1
came back again, and, this time walking up
behind her, where she sat before the fire, |
leaued upon her chair, and looked over her
shoulder and said, “ I hyve many things to
say to yop, Alice, to-night, before 1 go.”
“ Hush!” she said, lifting her finger, and
-ocking my tone, # something very serigus /"
Even then, before I knew what she would
say, I felt angry with her, The blood
rnshed to my face, and I spoke with a thick
and hurried voice. I wase prepared for her
refusal. I pictured in that moment to my-
self the ridicnle with which she would meet
my words; but I was resolved to know the
worst that night, and I had seitled in my
mind the course that I-would take. T told
heér briefly that X Joved her, and asked her,
almost abruptly, whether she would see me
any more. She answered me, as 1 knew
she would, with laughter—said she was dis-
appointed in me—thought she had found a
man more rational than his fellows, and
finally told me not to see her any more till
repented of my folly. I waited for some
little time till she had doue, with my eye
fizxed steadfastly upon her, I would not
trust myself to speak, lest I should raise
my voice and be overheard ; but 1 felt how
the love that I had borne her turned to
hatred in that moment. All the history of
our acquaintance ran through my mind inan
instant. I saw plainly now, I thought, how
light and vain she was; how she abused the
gifts of intellect and beanty, to mock and
- trifle with a deeper and more earnest
pature. I held my hand ont ance, and said,
“favewell,” and, turning, left her abruptly.
I passed throngh the gate in the darkness,
in the wind and rain, unmindful of every
thing but my anger. Yet once, befgre I bad
gone many steps, I thought I heard a voice
of some one calling. Could it be Alice.? I
felt even tempted to return and see; but I
. thought I might be mistaken, and my pride
withheld me. I listened, and, not hearing
it any mare, I hurried on, thinking T had
coined a fancy from a secret wish, and hlamed
myself for wavering in my purpose, I re-
“peated her words to myself as I went, that
‘my, indignation might. not lessen. I was
filled .with self:contempt for the weankness I
had shown, I remembered how my whole

nature seemed to have changed for a while
under the influence of my passion ; how I had
vainly glorified myself for the effeminacy
inta which ] had fallen, while thinking I had
bacome g better man, Now, I felt ashamed
of gll these things, and would fain have for-
gotten them, and become again the selfish
being that T was, :

My aunt opened the daor to me. She
held a Jamp in her hands, and saw me Jgok-
ing wild, and my clothes saturated. with- the
rain. She asked me where I had been, but
I answered her sharply, and went up into
the workshop, I found my .great hammer,
and went down the stairs again, and cut’into
the street. The cathedral yard was silent.
I passed under the trees, and looked into the
window where my statue stood, and saw it
there. My intention was to get inside, but
how [ knew not, unless I could find my en-
trance by the scaffolding. I climbed up,
and found that the masons Lad removed the
window altogether and boarded up the place.
[ tried the boards, and found one looser than
the rest. 1 pushed it, and it gave way, and
fell back with a noise on the platform inside.
I was afraid that it was heard, and drew bhack
awhile, but the only house near was the
verger’s, at some distance across the yard,
and [ saw no lights there at any of the win-
dows,  After that i got through gnd replaced
the board behind me.

. know not how the thought arose to
destroy my statue, except that | was driven
wild with passion, and scarcely knew what [
was doing. I did not wait a moment to look
at the work ‘which had so rejoiced me in the
carving—that had filled me full of hope
when 1 saw it finished—the first token | had
won of future honaur in the art that | had
chosen—but grasped my hand, and with
blind fury struck it, ynmindful of the noise
1 made, though every blow rang twice upon
the roof. 1 shattered first the winge, and
after a while, the whole fignre fell beneath
my blows vpen the pavement. 1 cast my
bammer down and climbed the platform
again. . The perspiration trickled down my
face from the exertion ; but | bad na fear;
T did not even reflect whether my naise had
been heard ; but as 1 jssued by the window,
and the moon was darkened, some large bird
that I had startled struck mein the face and
made me start. I replaced the board again,
and glided dawn the scaffolding, . The yard
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was still silent and deserted, though it was
not iate, :

I had not been absent more than half an
hour when I knocked again. My aunt
opened the door, and saw rae looking wilder
thaa before. I followed her into the par-

" lour, and told her to get ready to leave the

city with me that night by the coach that
passed through there at eleven o’clock, on
its way to London, She was terrified. She
looked at me earnestly, and then, bursting
into tears entreated me to tell her what bad
happened, I assured her that there was no
cause for her alarin ; but she asked me what
1 had done with the hammer 1 had taken
out with me ? T refused to tell her, and her
suspicions were increased.

“ God only and yourself,” said she, “know
into what trouble your violence has led you
this night !”

1 assured her, again and again, that T had
done no harm to any oue, but her fears re-
mained, and she packed up, tremblingly, a
few things in a trunk, and fetched a porter
to carry it to the coach, while [ fastened all
the doors and windows, Afterwards we
went out together, and [ locked the outer
door and took the key away.

All night 1 sat outside the coach beside
my aunt, without speaking. The wind had
fallen ; there was not a cloud to be seen,and
the moon shone brightly in a hazel ring.
My passion had gone down, though 1 did not
repent of what I had done. I thought of
Alice no longer angrily, but sorrowfully. 1
knew she did not feel as I felt—had not the
habit of picturing in herself a nature differ-
ent to her own, in order to appreciate what
others suffer, and did not know how much
her conduct pained me. So [ forgave her
in my heart; for I know how few there are
who, studying themselves, find out their own
defects, and strove to change and roaster
their original nature. Thus | excused her,
with a readiness that showed that my love
for ber was not yet dead. T did not deceive
myself. | knew that | should grieve about
her till | died.  Yet the coach rolled on,and
I did not wish to return.

Welived three yoars in London—a strange
place to me, after the quiet old city where |
had passed my early duys so peacefully,
Fortune smiled upon me there aftera while ;
and for some things | had no season to regret
the chauge. But my heart was always

heavy. My sorrow for the loss of the hope
! had clung to had tecome a lasting sense,
that weighed upon me even when Alice was
not in my thoughts. = Never again did I take
my tools in my hand with the same feeling
that had moved me when 1 carved the angel
in the little room at home. DMy ambition
was not the same, [ had too many precious
memories in the past to make the future
worthy of my hope, Many times, by fire-
light and upon my bed, I thought of that
stormy night when I left her, full of anger;
thenge, mounting to the days we spent toge-
ther in the park, remembering everything
she said and did. 1 delighted to go over
these recollections, one by one, I took each
single moment of that happy time and linger«
ed ovér it, beating it out as the goldsmith
beats the precious metal on the anvil, making
every grain a sheet of gold.

I had brought away nothing 1o remind me
of those times. I thought that time would
weaken such impressions ; amd I wished that
1 had something that might serve to awaken
memory to my latest day. But Thad never
had from Alice anything in the shape of a
token or Lkeepsake. 'There was rothing I
could have brought, except the likeness I
had made before 1 carved the statute, and
which I had left locked up in the old héuse.
From the moment when I remembered this,
the wish to possess it grew stronger. Qoce
I dreamed I had discovered it in my box;
and the impression was so strong that I rose
and secarched there; but I did not find it. I
was thinking of it incessantly. [ could not
rest for the desire of possessing it again. I
thouzht of going back to the city and get-
ting into the house at night, and returning
with it to London; and at length I deter-
mined to go.

One night I left my aunt, telling her 1
was going into the country on business for
three days, and took my place upon the
coach. It was the day before the third an-
niversary of the night when I destroyed the
earving. We travelled all night long, and
I arrived at my destination in the afternoon
of the next day, I descended from the
coach before we came to the houses, and
walked about till dusk. Then I went dowa
into thid city, and, stealing through back ways,
came to the street where we lived. There
was no one in the stregt but myself. I stop~
ped before our door and looked up at the

G
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house, by the light of the oil lamp opposite,
Some qf the windqws were broken; the
sutters were dingy and weather-begten, gnd
the qust lay thickly on the sills and agqingt
the dqor. o

Iput the key in the lock; but it would
not mqve till I had tgken it out again, and
raked and blowed the dust out of the key-
hole, TFhen I tyrned it slowly, with all my
strenith, in the rysty wards, and descended
intq the shep, shutting the door. - I hastened
to light the lamp which I had brought with
me; for the strangeness of my situation, in
darkness, after thpee years' absence, in the
old house where my father died, impressed
me; I heard noises about the place, prohs.
bly of rats. 'When I had lighted my lamp,

- T saw that everything was as we had left it:
excapting that the dust lay thickly every-
where, Iy the oak pgrlqur gt the back of
the shop, my aunt’s work-hox stood upon
the table; and on a stand against the' win-
dow were several flower-pots, the mould in
them as hard as stone, and the plants dead
and shrivelled. The grate remained as
we left it—full of cinders; and the old
wooden arm chair in which my aunt bad
been sitting was beside the fire-place, |
walked, 1 knqw nat why, on tip-tae along
the passage, and mounted the stairs. My
bed-room alsa was uynchanged. 1 searched
in a dusty claset and found the drawing that
I sought, and looked upon it by the Igmp,
until I could not see it for my tears. |
walked through every raom, gnd lingered
in the kitchgn where 1 bad carved the an-
gel; and, after g while, returned through
the shap,and hade farewell once more to my
old home,

I put out my lamp, and opened the door
and listened, thinking [ heard some one pass-
ing. The footstep ceased, and when I is-
sued and laoked dawn the street, | thought
1 saw a figure, standing still, at a little dis-
tance from me, As | was anxious not to be
recognized, | turned quickly and walked

. away. | heard the faotstep again, as if the

person was following me, and 1 quickened
my pace; but it seemed to gain upon me,
and [ heard a .voice that struck me motion-
less. [t was Alice, and she came and caught
me by the arm. 1 could feel how she was
trembling, and | turned and held her firmly.

-4 never thought to .see you any more,”
she 8aid ; ¢ my God, haw I have prayed to

seg yau, and repented of that dreadfyl night
whea | spoke foolishly 3gainst my heart, and
sent you from me angry! I thought that
you were dead ; gnd that the feeling of what
1 had done, weighed upon me like a sin that
ngver cauld ‘be pardoned or washed qut.—
Three years of bitter sorrow | hayve passed
since then; night after night 1 hgve lain
awake and cried, until my heart is almost
broken, [t was known that you had left by
the coaoh, but na gue knew whither you had
gone. I bave watched about the cathedral
and in front of the old hoyse many an even-
ing, in the hope that you might be tempted
to sevisit them if you were still alive, till,
when yay did nqt come ‘for months and
years, I could not donbt that you were dead.
Yet to-night I came again, It is three years
to-night since you left me, T heard with
terror sorme one opening th> daor from with-
in, and retivad gnd saw that it was yon.—
And you.were hurrying away, and in another
moment would have heen gone again for-
ever! Qh, da nat leave me again—never,
never again !”

1 was stunned, bewilderad ; but J spoke:
“Qh, Alice, Alice! do not sue to me, | can-
not bear to hear you. [ only am to blame
for my blind pride and obstinucy. [ never
will forgive myself the sarrow | have caused
yau; though I have also suffered verymuch.
1 have ceased ta love you for a moment.—
‘This very night | came to seek your likeness
that I drew, little thinking I should see you
here again, and hear you talk like this.”

We stood near a lamp, and | saw how
changed she was—how thin and pale her
face ; but she was still my Alice, whon 1|
loved so much., | put both arms about her
neck and kissed her wet cheeks, took her
hands and kissed them many times, and told
her not to think about the past, and that [
would never leave her while | lived. We -
turned and walked down.the street together,
and round the cathedral yard; but her talk
was still about the past, and all that she had
suffered. She asked me a hundred ques-
tians, of where I had been, and what 1 had
done since that time, and cried afresh when
I told her how I had grieved for her sake.
She made me tell her how I had broken the
statue, and I showed her the side window
where' I entered, and old her everything—
for I remembered well ‘that night.

Alico and I walked to and fro till it was
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getting Jate, and still she had many things to
ask me and to tellme. I returned with her
towards the lodge. We went in at the gate
and she lett nité at the door, while she en:
tered and bade her sistés guess What strdn:
ger she had brought. Witk hér, and then eall
ed me to surprise her. It Was late when 1
left her; promising to come again early in
the morilitlg ¢ but [ found 2n inn still open
in thecity. I rose early, and Alice and |
walked again together in the park, recalling
the old times and visiting all our favourite
places, 1kept my promise not to legve het;
and wrot¢ to my aunt to corfe to us; telling

her, for the first time, all our story:

. So Alice becanie nty wife; And whe, in
after yedys; 1 attain#d to honour in my pro<
fession, I gave tbe praise to Alice; who re-|
stored to-me my hope and spirit when they

failed.

- @l Library,

Oat! miltvél not that day by diy
1 love to seek this quiet rootn’
Althougt: the thoughtless and the gay
Deem it a haunt of lonely gloom.

The shelves around, whose crowded rows
Appear 60 dull and grave to thee,

To my euraptured sense disclose
4 bright and goodly company.

Lessons of varied kindd they teach,

They tell me talés of fornter times;
th‘; oft aSsue thé very speech

" distant lands ang foreign climes:

NOt strivé th2y with officious zeal

MK preise and notise to command,
Each with persuasive, mute appeal,

Invites my eye and courts nry hand:

Sometinres a stranger 1 select,
whom my eager gaze to bend,
Sometimes salitte with fond respect
An old and well-remembered friend.

And many & friénd sirrounds me here .
Of lohg-tried worth and ohnnfelees truth,

Sonte, my wise guides through life’s career,
Some;the dear playmates of my youth.

Even in childhood’s opening day
My shining toys I 6tt forsook,
stole tosolitudé.away,
To hold sweet converse with 4 book.

And, as new.comgrehension came,

More brighfly glowed lnstruction’s pagey
And lighted' with'a steady flame

The path of my advancing age,

Most soothing then ix;pem this scene,
Renewing fanoies of tlx,efm -

‘Where knowledge his 6bY fove’ beer!
It seldom fails t0°Bé-our last. .

‘What varied claims.iavite my choice) .

. Hist s here their regords poury

Statesmeb tontend with fluent voice,
§agges revenl thelr ledrhod stord

1

Philogophers the secrets tell
‘Treaslired by unture and by ort,

Poets unfold with sweeter spell
The secrets of the luman reart'

And writers purer, nobler yet,
.s'?grlng all earthly themes above, .
With faithful zeal before us set
The blessed truths of gospel love!

Such truths indeed one volume fil),
Our safeguard through this world of strifs,
Beyond all works of hinap skill,
'he Book of Wisdom and of Life.

Yet mortal skill each hﬂ”y truth
.. May &laoq in Jighte disifnét and plain,
5 fix the faith of timid yduth,

And prove the skeptié’s doubting vain.

And mortal pen may well express
The fortitude that never faints,
The patience, peace and holiness
Ot God’s own hand, liis chosen saints.

Encompassed by such apirifs here,
Whose voices reach g frot theé dead;
Shll I desert this tranqui sphere,
And seek the triffing ¢rowd instead?

‘When o’er these volumes I havé hung
A few absorbing hours, R€hen =
W jth spirits braced, and nerves neW struifg;
Can go améng my fellow men.

Secure that if ordained (6 rbeet

With disappointment, cdre, or pain,
I soon can seck my still retredt,

And greet my silent friends again.

Nay, smile not at my warmth—I deem
D1y loved pursuits of better worth

Than pleasure's spell, ambitigiu’s dream,
The praise of man, the porips of earth,

Oh! would that ail who own their ti¢s
The glittering thraldom could resigt
Anid learn to cherish and to prize
Suth calm and peaceful joys as mine.

Pirrn Piteis.

In the¢ year 1809, Pierre Pitois was ser-
geant in the twelfth regiment of the line,

then quartered in Strasburg. He was a nav .|

tive of that half-savage, haif-civilized part of
Burgundy known under the narde of -Mor-
van; and his -comradés never spoke of -him
but as “a tough customer” Always the
first and the last to fire, he had the reputas
tion of liking but two things in the world—
the smell of powder, and the whistling of

 Bullets.

Now, one fine day our friend Piérre took
it-into -his head to addréss « letter to’ his

 Colonel, in which he appliéd'forleave of ab-

sence to'go and see His aged mother, who

|'was. dangerously illv. Fle aided: that' his -

father, béing seventy-dight -yeurs: of. .age,
and. sufféring-utider &, paralytic -affection,

could not b& 6f any use in nurse-tending the’
poor womait'; and. he pledged hixoself-to: ré-

1
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turn so soon as the heaith of his mother

should be restored.

The Colonel’s reply to Pierre’s applica-
tion was, ¢ that, as the regiment might at
any moment be ordered to take the field, no
leave of absernice could be obuained.”

Pierre. Pitois submitted: A fortnight
elapsed ; a second letter was received by the

. Colonel, in which Pierre informed Lim that
his mother-had died without the consdlation
of giving her last blessing to her only child,
and in which he again solicited leave of ab-
sence, saying, that “ he conld not state his
reason for this fequest—=it was a family se-
cret,”—but earnestly imploring his Colonel
not to deny him this favour

Pierre’s second letter was as little suceess-
ful as the first: The poor fellow’s captain
merely said, “ Pierre; the Colonel has re-
ceived your letter; he is sorry for the death
of your old mother, but he cannot grant the
leave of abserice you require, as the regi-
ment leaves Strasburg to-morrow.”

“« Ah! The regiment leaves Strasburg;
and for what place, may I ask you?’ said
Pitois.

« For Austria,” replied his officer. «We
are to see Vienna, my brave Pitois ;—we
are to fight the Austrians. Is'not that good
news for you? You will be in your ele-
ment, my finc fellow ¥

Pierre Pitois made no reply : he seemed
lost in deep thought. The captain caught
his hand, and shaking it heartily, said—

“ Why do you.not speak, man? Are you
deaf to-day ? I am telling you that in less
than a week yon are to have a set-to with
the Austrians, and you have not one word

.of thanks for the good news !—Nay, I verily
believe you have.not even heard me.” -

. “Indeed, Captain, I have heard every
word, and I thank yon with all my heart
for your news, which I consider very good
néws,”

«T thought you. would,” said bis officer.

¢ Bat Captain, is there no chance of ob-
taining leave of absence ”

"« Are you mad ?” was the reply. “Leave
-of absence P~«the very day before taking the
Aeldt - - - i .

.« I ’never-thought of ‘that,” said Pierre.

« We are then on the point of taking the
.field ;:and &t such & time, I suppose, leave is
-gever given?” . . - .

-+ ¢ Itigviever éven asked.”

~ .

#It is quite righi—it is never even asked.
1t would have the appearance of cowardice.
Well, then, I'will not press it aiy niore; I
will try and get on without it.”

“And you will do well,” replied the
Captain.

The next day, the 12th regiment entered
Germany; and the next—DPierre Pitois
deserted. :

Three months aftey, whien the 12th regi-
ment, having reaped in the ficld of battle an
abundant harvest of glory, was making its
trinmphal entry into Strasburg, Pierre Pi-
tois was ignominously dragged back to his
corps by a brigade of the gens d'armes. A
court-martial is immediately called. Pierre
Pitois is accused of having deserted at the
very moment when his regiment was about
to meet the enemy face to face., The court
presented a singular spectacle. On the one
side stood forth the accuser, who cried—

“ Pierre Pitois, you one of the bravest
reen in the arniy, you, on whose breast the
star of honour yet glitters, you, who bave
never incurred either punishment or even
censure from yoor officers; yott could not have
quitted your regiment—quitted it glmost on
the ‘eve of battle—without some powerful
motive to impel you! This motive the court
demands of you ; for it would gladly have
itin its power—if not to acquit you, which it
ought not perliaps to do or to desire—at
least to recommend you to the Emperor's
mercy.” .

On the otber side stood the dccused, who
answered, “I have deserted without any
reason, without any motive; I do not re-
pent: if it were to do it again, I would do
it again—I deserve death.....pass sentence.”

And then came some witnesses, whio de-
posed,— Pierre Piiois is & deserter, we
know it is & fact, but we do not believe it.”
And others averred, ¢« Pierre Pitois is mad ;
the court cannot condemn a madman. He
must be sentenced then, not to death, but to
the lunatic asylum.”.

This last alternative had very nearly been
adopted, for there was not one person in the
court who did not consider the desertion of
Pierre Pitoisas one of those singular oc-
currences beyond the range of Buman: possi-
‘bilities, which, while every ofie' is forced to'
admit as -a fact, no one can:acéobnt for, or -
comprehend. " The.a¢cused, however, plead-
ed guilty most- positively, and' was' most

&
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pertinacious in liis demand for the just pepalty
of the law to be inflicted upon him. He so
boldly and fearlessly avowed his erime, con-
tinually repeating that he did ot regret it,
that at length his firmness assumed the cha-
acter of bravade, and left no room for cle-
mency. Sentence of death was then pro-
nounced.

- Pierre Pitois heatd his sentence read with
the most steady unflinching gaze. They
warmly urged him to plead for mercy, but he
refused. As every one guessed that at the
bottom of this affair there was some strange
mystery,it was determined that the execution
of Pierre should be delayed. He was carried
back to the military prison, and it was an-
nounced to him, that, ds 4 mark of special
favour, he had three days given him to
press for pardon. He shrugged up his should-
ers and madeno reply. In the middle of that
night on which was to dawn the day fixed
for his execution, the door of Pierre’ s dun-
geon turned softly on its hinges, and & subal-
tern officer advanced to the side of the camp-
bed in which the condemned was tranquilly
sleeping ; and after gazing on him sotite tiine
in silence; awoke him.

Pierre opened his eyes, and staring about
him said—¢ The liour, then, is at last come.”

“ No, Pierre,” replied the officer ; “it is
not yet the hour, but it will soon come.”

¢ And what do you want with me until
then?” '

“Dost thou not know me; Pierre?—Ne
matter ;—I know thee well. I saw thee at
Austerlitz and bravely didst thou bear thyself.
From that day, Pierre I have had for thee 4
regard no less wurm thansincere. Yesterday
on my arrival at Strasburg, I learned thy
crime and thy condemnation. I have prevail-
ed on the gaoler, who is a rclation of mine
to allow me" to See theeand now that I have
come; I 'would say to thee; Pierre, it is often
a sad thought to a man about to die; that he
has not a friend near him to whom he might
open his heart; and entrusthim with some sa-
cred commission to discharge when he should
be no more. If thou wilt accept me, I would
be 1o thee that friend” .

«Ythank you, comrade,” replied Pierrs,
briefly and coldly. |

% Why! bast thoi nothing to sty to me ?”

¢ Nothing.”

“What ! not one word of adieu to thy sweet-
heart, to-thy ssisster 4

“ A sweetheart ?—a sigter? T never kad
either.”

“ To thy father ?”

“He is no more: Two months ago he
died in these arms” -

“ Thy mother, then ?

“ My mother I’~~and Pierre, whose voice
siiddenly and totally changed, repeated—¢ my
mother |—Ah, comrade, don’t utter that name;
for see, I have never heard that hame—
I have never said it in my heart without feel-
ing melted like a child,—and-even now, me-
thinks, if I were to speak of her—"

“What then?”

% The tears would come-~and tears do not
become a man: ‘Tears!” contiiived he; “tears
when Ihave but a few hours to live—ah ! there
would not be much courage in that I”

“ Thou art too stern, comrade. I think I
have, thank God, as much courage as other
people, and yet [ should not be dshamed of
weeping, if I were to speak of my mother.”

“Are you serious? said Pierre, eagerly
seizing the officer’s hand—* You, a man and
a soldier, and not ashamed to weep?’

“When gpeaking of my mother? Certainly
not. My mother is so good, so kind; she loves
me 50 much, and I, too, love her dearly.”

¢ She loves you? and yoi love her?—Oh!
then I mdy indeed, tell you all: My hedrt is
fall ; it must have vent, and however strange
my feelings may appear to you, I am sure you
will notlaugh atthem. Listen, then, forwhat
you said just now is quite true. A man is
glad, when aboitt to die to have a heart to
wizich he can pour out his own. " Will you
really listen to me, and not laugh at me!”

«Surely T will listen, Pierre,—a dying
man must ever excite compassionate ‘sympa-
thy.?

“You mist know that, since I édme into
the world, T never loved but one being—
that being was a mother. But her ¥ loved
as none loved—with all thdt wds in me of
life and energy. While yet a babe; I nsed
to read her eyes, as she read mine; I guess-
éd her thoughts, and she knew mine. She
wag the heart of my heart, and I the heart
of hers. I have never had either sweetheart
or wife; I never had ‘a friend—my mother
was everything to me. Well, I was sum-
moned to take arms, and when they told me

1 maust leave her, in & paroxysm of despair
I declared that they might drag me limb
from limb; bt nhever should they take me .

y .
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. from her alive. With one word spoken in
ber holy fortitude and strong courage, she
changed my whole purpose: ¢Pierre, said
she, ¢ you must go—it is my wishi’ I knelt
before her, and I said, ¢ will go; inother.”
¢Pierre, she added, ¢ thou hast ﬁeen a good
son, and I thank God for it ; but the duties
of & son are not the only ones a man has to
fulfil. Every citizen owes himself to his
country ; it calls thee—obey! Thou art
going to be a soldier ; from this moment thy
life is o longer thine own, it is thy coun-
try’s. If it’s interests demand it, lay it
down cheerfully, If it be the will of God
that thou shouldst die before me, I should
weep for thee my heart’s tears, but I would
say—* He gave, and He has taken away,
blessed be the name of the Lord!” Go
now, and if thou Jove thy mother, do thy
duty” Oh, how precious those holy words !
I have never forgotien them. ¢ Do thy du-
ty,’ she said; now the duty of  soldier was
always and in all things to obey ; dnd in all
things, and always, I obeyed. It wasto go
straight forward, to face danger without hes-
itation, without a second thought; and I went
straight forward, faced danger without hes-
itation, without & sécond thought. Those
who saw me thus, as it were, seek to meet
the bullets, said, ¢ There is a brave fellow !
They might have better said, ‘ There is a
man who loves his mother !’

« One day d letter brought the tidings that
ghe was ill=-iny own poor mother ; I longed
to go to her: I asked for leave of absence ;
it ‘Was not granted. I remembered her last
words— If thou love thy mother; do thy
duty.” I submitted. A litile after I heard
that she was dead. Oh! then my senses
forsook me : at any risk I 'determined to re-
turn to the country. Whence proceeded so
ardent, so impetuous a desire to see once
‘more the place where my mother bad just
died? I will tell you; and as you hive a
mother, as shie loves you, dad as you love
her, you will understand me...v....

“ We peasants. of Morvan are & simple
and ‘confiding race; we have not received

“the instruction, nor attained the knowledge,
that they have in the cities; but we have
“oui¥ beliefs, which the towns-folk csll our su-

" ‘perstitions. - What matfers the name? Be
_“they superstitions or beliefs, we have them,
-and cléver would be the man that could up-
“toot: thef,, ;pr one of these beligfs to

RSN

which we cling the most is, that which attri-
butes to the first fiower that blows in the
grave-niould suth 4 virtue, that he who gas
thers it is ceriain of never forgefting the
dead, and of never being forgotten by them.
Beliefy how dear! how sweet! ith it
death has no terrors : for death, without for-
gelting or being forgoiten, i3 but a sweet
sleep, but calm repose afterlong toil. That
fiower—1I panted to see it bud ; I panted te
gather it ; I abandoned my post and went
on my way: After ten days of a long and
weary march, I reached my mother’s grave, |
The earih seemed yet fresh; no flower had
appeared: I waited. Six weeks elapsed ;
and then one lovely morniMg I saw a little
blue flower—* Forget-mie-not’ As T pluck-
ed it, I shed glad tears; for methonght that
little flower was iy mother’s soul ; that she
had felt that I was near, and under the form
of that flower had given herself to my heart
once more, X .

“There was riothing fiow to detain tie in
the country, for my father had soon followed
my mother to the grave, and I plucked my
precious flower ; what more did I want? I~
remembered my tother’s charge—¢ do thy
duty? T sought out the gens d'armes, and
I said, ‘I am a deserter—arrest me.’..c..
And now I am to die, and if, as yow have
assured me, I have in you a friend, I die
without regret, for you will do me the only
service I require. The flower wheh at the
risk of my hife I plucked from the grave is
here, in a little case next to my heart.—
Promise rae that you will see that they do
not take it from me: It is the link which
unites me to my mother, and if I thought it
would be broken—Oh! I should not have
the courage.n....Say, do you promisé to do
what T ask of you?”

T promise,” said the officer.

“¥our hand, that I may press it to my
heart; you are very kind to me; and if the
Almighty God were in his omnipotence to
give e my life a second tiwe, I would de-
vote it to you.” -The friends parted.

The next dey dawned. They had arriv-
ed at the place of execution ; and already had
the -fatal sentence beer read over, when the
low murmurs which raw through the ranks,
suddenly ‘changed into almost deafening
shouts, ¢The Emperor! The Emsperorf
Long live the Emperor!”

He appeared, distiounted from his horse; -

oy -
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then with his short quick atep he walked up
to the condemned. * Pierre,” said he to him.
Pierre gazed at him, and made an effort to
speak, but a sudden stupor seemed to over-
whelm him. “Pierre,” continued the em-
peror; “ remember your own words of last
night, God gives thee life a second time;
devoted it not to me, but to France! She
too, is a kind and a good mother! Love
her as thou didst love thy first—thine own.”
He then turned to depart, and greeting
shouts of admiring love followed him till he
was out of sight.

Some years after this, a captain of the Old
Guards fell mortally wounded an the field of
. Waterloo. i ’

Awmid the din of battle, he was heard to
shout in his death pangs—

“ Long live the Emperor! France for
ever! My mother? My mother!”

It was Pierre Pitois \—Sharpe's Londor
Magazine.

@race Aguilar,

Grace Aguilar,the only daughter of Eman-
uel and Sarah Aguilar, was born at the Pa-
ragon, in Hackuney, in June 1815;* for
eight years she was an only child, and af-
ter that period had elapsed, two boys were
added to the family. Grace was of so fra-
gile and delicate a constitution, that her pa-
rents took her to Hastings when she was
four years old ; and at that early age she
commenced collecting and arranging shells,
learning to read, almost by intuition, and
when asked to choose g gift, glways prefer-
ring “a hook.” These gifi-books were not
read and thrown aside, but preserved with
the greatast gare, gnd frequently perused.

From the age of seven years this extra-
ordinary child kept a daily journal, joiting
down what she saw, heard, and thought,
with the most rigid regard to the truth; fo.
deed after visiting 2 new scene, her chief
delight was to read and ponder over whate-
ver she could find relatingto what she had
observed. Her parents were both passion-
ately fond of the beauties of nature, and she

* Hor family were of the tribe of Judah. Qfthe origi-
na) twelve tribes two only are at present known: the
tribe of Judah, the fourth eon of Jopoh and Leah,and the
tribe of Benjamin, the youagest son of Jacob and Rachel.

enjoved scanery with them

e, of an when

children are supposed to Lo incapable of
much observation. Her mother, a highly
educated and accomplished woman, loved
to direct-her child’s mind to the study of
whatever was beautiful and true; before
she completed her twelfth year she wrote a
litle drama called “ Gustavus Vasa;” it
was an indication of what, in after life, be-
came her ruling passion.
* *

age.

* *

A lifo spent as was that of Grace Aguilar
affords little incident or variety; it is sim-
ply a record of taleats highly cultivated, of
duties affectionately fulfilled, and, as years
advanced, of the formation of a high pur-
pose persevered in with stoic resolution, un-
til supported by pillows, and shaken by in-
tense suffering, the trembling fingers could
no longer hold the pen. It cannot fail to
interest those at all acquainted with her wri-
tings, to learn how she mingled the most
intense faith and devotion to her own peo-
ple, with respeet for the teachers of Chris-
tianity, Well as we knew her, we were
quite unacquainted with her reiigious habits ;
though the odour of sanctity exhaled from
all she did and said, she never assumed to
be holier than others: never, in her inter-
course with Christians, though sometimes
gorely pressed, gave utterance to a hard
word or an uncharitable feeling ; even when
roused to plead with eloquent lips and tear-
ful eyes the eause of her beloved Israel.

It is a beautiful picture to look upon—
this young and highly endowed Jewish maid-
en, nurtured in the bosom of her own family,
the beloved of her parents,—themselves
high-class Hebrews,—gifted with tastes for
the beautiful in Art and Nature, and a
sublime love for the true; leaving the iraffic
of the busy city, content with a moderate
competence, soothed by the accomplish-
ments, the graces and the devotion of that
one cherished daughter, whose high pursuits
and purposes never prevented the daily and
hourly exercise of those domestic duties and
serviges, which the increasing indisposition -
of her father demanded more and more.

Stimulated by the counsel of a judicious
triend, who, while shé admired the varied
talents of the youug girl, saw, that for at;{
great purpose, they must be concentrated,
Grace Aguilar prayed fervently to God that
she might be enabled to do something to
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elavate the character of her people in the
eyes of the Christian world, and—what was,
and is, even more importani—in their own
esteem. They had, she thought, been too
long satisfied to.go on as they had gone du-
ring the days of their tribulation and perse-
cution : content te amass wealth, without
any purpose beyond its possession; she
panted to. set before them “The Records of
Israel,” to bold up to their admiration “The
‘Women of Israel,” those heroic women of
whom any nation might be justly proud,—
Here was a grand purpose—a purpose
which made her heart beat high within her
bosom. She knew she had to write against
popular feeling ; she had the sill more bit-
ter knowledge that the greater number of
* those for whom she contended, cared little,
and thought less, of the cause ta which she
was devoted, heart and soul, But what
large mind was ever deterred from a great
purpose by difficulties? The young Jewish
girl, with few, if any, literary connections;
with limited knowledge as to how she could
set those things before the world; trcasured
up her intention for a while, and then im-
parted it to that mother who she felt assured
would support her in whatever design was
bigh aud holy. Her mother exulted in her
daughter’s plan,and had faith in her daughter’s
ability to work it out: she helieved in her no-
ble child, and thanked the God of Israel,
who had put the thought into her mind,—
Mrs. Aguilar itnew that Grace had not made
religion her study only for her own personal
observance and profit. She knew that she
embraced its priuciples in a widely extended
and tryly liberal sense ; the good of her peo-
ple was her first, but not her sole, object.
The Hebrew mother had frequently wept
tears of joy and gratitude when she observ-
ed how ber beloved child carried her prac-
tice of the holy and benevolent precepts of
her faith into every act of her dajly life—
doing all the good her limited means per-
mitted—finding time, in the midst of her
cherished studies, and still racre cherished
domestic duties, end most varied oceu-
pations, to work for and instruct her
poar. neighbours ; and, while steadily

{ - venerating and adhering to her - own

“faith, neither inquiring nor heeding the reli-
gious opinions of the needy, whom: she “suc-
-cored pr consoled. Her young lifehad flow-
. edon jn bestowing and receiving blessings,

and now, when her aspiring soul sought
still higher objects, how could her mother,
konowing her so well, doubt that she would
falter or fail in her'undertaking! Proofs
have been for some time before the world
that she did neither,

Bhe first translated a llitle work from the
French, called “TIsrael Defended;” she
tried her piniong in “The Magic Wreath;”
and feeling her mental strength, soared up-
wards in the cause of her people, she wrote
« Home Influence,” and “The Spirit of Ju-
daism,” But the triumphant spirit was, ere
long, clogged by the body’s weskness. In
the spring of 1838, she was attacked by
measles, and from that illness she never per- -
fectly recovered. Soon she commenced the
work that of itself is sufficient to create and
crown a reputation—¢* The Women of Isra-
el.” But while her mental powers increas-
ed in strength and activity, she became sub-
jeet torepeated attacks of bodily prostration;
and her once round aod graceful form was
but a shadow,

It was thought best for her to try the
baths of Germany, but she found no relief.
Convinced that recovery was now impossi-
ble, she calmly and collectedly awaited the
coming of death: and though all power of
speech was gone, she was able to make her
wants and wishes known by conversing on
her fingers. Her great anxiety was to
soothe her mother; though her tongue re-
fused to perform its office, those wasted fin-
gers would cntreat her to be patient, and
trust in God. She would name some cher-
ished verse in the Bible, or some dearly
loved psalm, that she desired might be read
aloud, The last time her fingers moved it
was to spell upon them feebly, « Though he
slay me yet will Itrust in him ;" when they
could no longer perform her will, ber loving
eyes would seek her mother and then look
upwards, intimating that they should meet
hereafter, Amen}

‘What sun-light, and the want of it, are to
the body, such are knowledge, and the want
of it, to the mind.

A moralist who teaches to do and does
not do, is like a sick physician who will not
abide by his own presoription.
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Brlorted Matter,

. The readable character of a paper, in gen-
eral, depends as much on the judgment and
taste of the editor in making his selections,
as upon gny other thing, His fitness for
the post he ,occupies is 1o be estimated as
much by talent in this department as any
other, It requires a knowledge of human
nature to judge what readers ought to read
and what they will read, and what out of
the vast material found in exchanges, should
be selected for the improvement of his pas
per, aud the pleasure and profit of his read-
ers. ‘Some editors have the presumption
and vanity to imagine their readers would
rather be confined to the perusal of original
articles from their pens, than to be indulged
in articles that emanate from other pens and
have been inserted in other papers, There
would be quite a material alteration, and
their pride much mortified, could they pos.
sess themselves of the judgment of their
readers. The editor of a paper must at
times perform the office of a gleaner, and
pick up a little here and there in the true
world of exchanges to enrich his columns
with intelligence that will be appreciated,
and to give it the rich variety of thought and
sentiment, without which his paper would
be pronounced dull and prosy, The proper
use of the seissors is 2 knowledge indispen-
sable to the editor. What to select and how
much to use, require no little judgment and
experience,

@l Billoge Chomeh,

nﬁou ¢ pOEMS,” BY RODERT NICOLL,

God’s lowI{ temple! place of many prayers!
Gray is thy roof, and crumbling are thy walls;
And gver old green graves thﬁhndow fallg,

To bless the apot where end all human cares!

‘The sight of thee brings gladness to my heart;
And while beneath -humble roof I stand,
1 secr to grasp an old familiar hand,

And hear a vaige that bids my spirit start.

Long yenrs ago, in childhogd's careless hour,
Thou wast to me e’en likea grandsire’s knee-
From storms a shelter thou wast made to be—

I bound my brow with ivy from thy tower.

The humble-hearted, and the meek and pure
Have by the holy worship of long years,
Made thee a hollowed place; and many tears,
Shed in repentance deep, haveblessed thy floor.

Like some all loving good man’s feeling heart,
‘Thy portal hath been opened unto all}
A treasureshouse whore men, or great or small, -
May bring their purest, holiest thoughts, thou art!

Churah of the Village! God doth not despise
The totrent’s voice, in mountain valleys dim,
Nor yet the blackbird’s summer morning hymn :
And Be will hear the prayers from thee that rise.

The father Jov2s thee, for his son is lpid
Among thy graves i the mothor loves thee too,
For 'neath'tlie roof, by love time-tried and true,
Her quiet heart long since was happy made.

The wanderer in a far and foreign land,
When death's Jast sickness o'er him revels free,
‘Turns his heart homewards, even unto thee,
And those who, weckly, 'neath thy roof tree stand.

Lowly thou grt; but yet, when time is set,
Will oz who loves what wicked men despise— -
Who hears the orphan’s voice, that up doth rise

In deep sincerity—not thee forget!

Lone temple! did men know it—unto thea
Would pilgrims ¢come, more thau to battle plains
For thou hast lightened human woes and pains,
And taoght men’s souls truths that made them fice!

Tha distant sound of thy sweet Sabbath bell
Q’er meadows green no more shall come to me,
Sitting beneath the lonely forest tree—
Church of my native Village? fure-theeswell?

Fivat  Qunrrels,

A SKETCH FROM LIFE,

T am one of the many from whom Heaven
has seen fit to take sway the. individual
interest of life, that perchance, they might
become universal, Sometimes I could
almost liken myself to a mirvor,which receives
on its silent, solitary breast the fleeting
images that pass it by, and so takes them,
for the time being, as companions to its own
vaid heart, while it makes of them life
pictures to be reflected abroad. These
passing interests I oreate for myself contin-
ually, They seem, too, o meet me volun-
tarily on every side, not merely in society,
but in chance recounters along the waysides
of life. 1 rarely journey five miles from
my home without discovering, or, if you will,
manufaoturing, some pleasant and useful
passage in human life, which mgkes me
feel one with my fellow-creatures, as though
the world stretched out its loving hand to
the solitary one, and called her « Sister ”

The other day I took my way. homeward.
Reader, I may as well tell the truth, that
I am a little, old maid, living in London, and
working hard that I may live at all; also

that, in order to add a_small mite ‘to my

slender modicum of healgh, I had abide_d for
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a brief space at that poradise of eockneys—
South end. A very respectable paradise it
is too, with its lovely green lanes extending
~ close to the shore of what is alj bug the sea;
its pleasant cliffs feathered with rich under-
wood, which the tide almost kisses at high
water ; making the whole neighberhood' as
pretty & compound of seaside rural scenery
as the loversof both woul l wish, When my
“ fairie barque” (the London steamboat
Dryad, please, reader) wafted me from
thence, T felt a slight pain at my heart.
Oue suffers many such on qnitting earth's
pleasaut nqoks, “I ought to have got used
to F good-by’ by this time,” thought I to
myself, half patiently, half sadly, and began
to divert my attention by noticing the vari-
ous groups on deck, [always do so on
principle, and it is hard if 1 do not fiad
some “bit” of human nature to study,
or some form of outward beauty in man,
woman or child, to fall in Jove with, Tra-
velling alone, (as I ever do travel—what
should I fear, with my quiet face and my
forty years?)—1 had plenty of opportunity
to look around, and scon my eye fell.on two
persons, mest subjects to awaken interest.
They were a young couple who sat oppo-
site to me—so close that I could hear every
word above a whisper But whispering with
them seemed pleasantest, at least for a long
time. [ should have taken them for lovers,
save for a certain air of cheerful unreserve
which lovers never have and an oceasional
undisguised “ my dear” falling from both
their lips. At last, keeping a watch over
the gicl’s left hand I saw it ungloved, and
thergon the wedding ring! It rested with a
sort of new impottance, as thongh the hand
were unused to its weight. Unconsciously
she played and fidgeted with its shining
circlet, and then regollected herself with a
smile and a blush. It was quite clear my
new pets were a bridegroom and bride,
Here, then, was a page, in human life
open befare me : I tried to read it line by
line, romancing where I could not read.—
Full opportunity | had, for they took na
notice of ma,  They saw nothing in the
world but-their own two selves. Happy
blindness ! - I amused myself with decipher-
ing-théirs.  The girl's face was strikingly
. pretty,: There was the high brow, showing
Tittle talent; but-much sense ; ¢andid; loving,
" and yet' half-wicked dark eyes ; the straight

nose, and short-curled upper lip: but thers
the face changed, as faces sometimes do, from
beauty into positive ugliness The lowerlip
was foll—pouting-—=showing that it could
look both sutky and sensualy and the chin
retreated—in fact, positively # ran away!”
I said to myself, “If the under half of the
character matches the under half of the face,
the young husband there will find a few
more difficulties with the wife he has marri-
ad than with the ¢lassie’ he wooed” Sol
turned to his countenance, and speculated
thereon, It was decidedly handsome—
Greek In its outline ; in expression so sweet
a3 to be almost feeble jat least so I thought
at first when he was smiling, as he ever did
when he looked at her. Butin afew minutes
of silence I saw the mouth settle into firm
horizontal lines, indicating that with its
gentleness was united that resolute will and
clear decision without which no man can be
the worthy head of & household—respected,
loved and obeyed. For in all households
one must rule; and woe be to that family
wherein its proper head is either a petty
tyrant, or through his own weakness, a
dethroned and condemned slave !

Therefore, when I noticed the pretty, wil-
ful ways, and sometimes half silly remarks,
of the bride, I felt that this young, thought-
less oreature might yet have cause to thank
Heaven that she had a man who knew how
to rule as well as cherish her.

Until now I had not speculated on their
station or calling : it was enough for me that
they belonged to the wide family of humani-
ty. But as my musings wandered idly on
into their future life, I took this also into
consideration. Both had a certain grace and
ease in mien and speech, though, through the
wife’s tones, I distinguished the vague drawl .
which infects most classes of Londoners.—
But the husband looked and spoke like a
gentleman, I felt sure he was such, even
though he might stand behind a counter. A
third individual broke their tete-a-tete—a
middie-aged cackney, pere ds jfamille—evi-
dently some beach aoquaintance made at
Southend. His chance question produced
an answer to my inward wandering,

“ Oh,” said the bride, “ we cguld only
stay at Southend a few days, because of my
" She paused a moment, and.then
changed the ward Ausband.into ¢ Mr. Good-
richc. He caunot stay away from business.”
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- The young bridegroom then, was in  trusi-
ness.” I ihought how hard he must have
- toiled by counter or in shop to have gained

go early in life a home and a wife: I re-
spected him accordingly, ’

My “interesting couple” began a lively
chat with their new companion; at least
the wifo did: She put forth all her smiles;
sll that battery of fascination with which she
had probably before her marriage won her
spurs on the field of conquest, and then
dibbed “a most shocking flirt” And in
the shadew that gathered over the quiet
husband’s face, I saw the reflection of that
which must often have bitterly troubled the
peace of the still more retiring lover. True,
the girl was doing nothing wrong—her new
friend was old enough to have been her
father, so no jealowsy could be aroused ; bus
still she was taking her attention and con-
versation from her husband to give itto a
perfect stranger. She would not have done
so had he been only her lover still. Alas!
that woman should take so much pains to
win love; and so little to keep it |

Each minate the young husband spoke
less, and his countenance grew darker. She
only laughed; and chatted the more: Fool-
ish—foolish one | There carme on a heavy
shower, and there was a rush below: “Come
with us to the fuvther end ; I will find a
place for you,” kindly said the blithe young
wife, turning back to the little old maid, I
thanked her, but declined. For the world,
I would not have prevented the chance that,
in the solilnde of a crowd, seme word or
Jook might pass between husband and wife
to take away his gloom. Yet when I left
the cabin I saw her sitting—bonnetless, and
laughing with a childish gayety—between
her silent, grave busband and the disagree-
able old man.’

I went to my qifiet place at the stern of
the boat, and turned away so that I could
see only the turbid river and dull gay sky.
It was as complete solitude as though I had
been on Robinson Crusoe’a raft in the midst
of the Pacific. I pondered over life and
miseries, as one who is used to loneliness—

who is accustomed to dwell as it were, owa |

monntain top, seeing the world and its inha-
bitants move below like puppets in a show.
And herein does fafe half atone for ties
riven; and ties never formed—that in siich
a life one learns to forget self; and all

individual joys and gricfs, loves and hatreds,
aré swallowed up it uniyersal sympathies,

I pondered much on the two young crea-
tures | had left below ; and, womanslike, I
thought chictly of the wontan, She seemed
to melike 2 child toying with a pricious jewel,
little knowing what a fearful thing it is to
throw away love; or to play lightly;mocking-
ly; with those feelimas on whiclt miust rest
thie joy or woe of tivo human souls for a
lifetimes And passing fronx this individual |
cuge; [ thought sol3mnly; almost painfulty;
of the strange mysleries of humdan life,which
seene oiten to besfow the priceless boon of
love where it is unvalued and cast away.
Unconsciously I repeated the well-known
words, “To him thdt hath shall ke given,
and from hiwt that hath not shall be taken
away.” But my soul answered meekly,
“ QOaly on carth, and life is not long—not
lonz [ . - e

And turning ence miore to the pgrovp of
my fellow-voyuagers, [ saw the two in whom
I took such an interest, They were stand- -
ing together, a litille apart, leaning on the
vessel's side. He was talking to her, not
angrily but gravely, earnestly. In the ex-
pression of his face I scarce recognize the
man who had borne smiling'y all her idle
jests, sportive contradictions, and caprices
an hour ago.~ She tried them for. & few
minutes again, but in vain. Then she hung
ter head, and pouted. Soon' quick, wilful
answers come. I heard them not ; but I
was sure of the fact from the flushed cheek
and sparkling eye, as she disengaged ber
arm from his: Man’s patience is never
eternal, not even in the honeymoon ; he
spoke to her firmly, while his face darkened
into pesitive anger, and then there was a
sullen silence betweer them:

The tinde passed, and stilk they remained in
the same position together ; but oh, what a.
sea of sullen amger was between them !—
Neither saw the other’s face ; but I saw
both. He stood gazing up into the leaden -
clouds, his mouth firmly set, and yet twitch-
ing every now and then with suppressed
feeling, Was it, perchance, the bitter dis-
appointment; almost agony, of the man whe
has with pain and toil built for himself a
household hearth, and finds it trodden:into
ruins by the very idol whom. he hoped to
place‘there forever? A foolish girl ! wish-

ing to try your power, and keep the honor-
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ed husband a tyranized lover still. Do you
think wbit it is you do? When yon suffer
your own hands to tear down the fair adorn-
ments of idolatry with which his passion has
décked you, and appear before him; miot as
an angelic 1deal, but a selfish, sullen, or vdin
woman, little know you that it may take
years of devotion to efface the bitterness
produced by that one honr—=the first when
he sees you as you are !

The young husband glanced once only at
his wife ; but that was enough. The lower
lip—that odious lower lip, which had at first
awoke my doubts !—was the very imsge of
weak, pouting sullenness: Buf its weakness
was ils safegnard against contintted obstina-
¢y ; and I saw—=though the husband did not
see—that, as she bent over the side, tear
after tear dropped silently into the river—
There vas hope still !

She was leaning over the gangway door,
a place scarce dangerous, save to the watch-
ful anxiety of affection. However, the fact
seemed to strike her husband ; for he sud-
denly drew her away, though formally, an
without any sign of wishing for reconcilia-
tion, But this one slight act showed the
thoughtfulness; the love—oh, if she had only
answered it by one look, one word of atone-
ment ! But no; there she stood, immovable.
Neither would yield. I would have given
the world could I have whispered in -the
wife's ear, “ For the love of hery and for the
love of him—for the peace of your future
life, be the first to say, forgive me. Right
or wrong, never mind. Whichever have
erred, it is your place—as weakest and most
loving, to yield first. Oh, did you but know

“ the joy, the blessedness of -creeping close to
your -husband’s wounded, perchance angry
heart, and saying—Take me in there again;’
—let us not be divided more! And he
would take you, ay, at once ; and love you
the more for the forbearance which never
even asked of his pride the concession that
he was diso wrong "

\ Perhaps this long speech was partly writ-
ten in his eyes ; for when, by chance, they

‘met the young wife's; she turned away,
-coloring crimison ; and at that mdorvent up

“ came the enemy once miore, in the shape of

‘ the --intrusive elderly gentleman ; but the.
husband's lecture whatever it was, had its

--effect upon-the girl's demearior. She: drow

’| - 546K with & quiet -womanly - reserve,

and left, “Mr. Goodrich” in pos-
sessiou of the field. And i liked the hus-
band ten times beifer for the gentleinanly
dignity with which he shook off all trdce of
ill-humor, and conversed with the intruder.
The boyish lover changed into the firm; self
indepeddent mian. - And when the wife
timidly crept up; and put her arm through -
hig, he turned around and sthiled upon her.
Oh, how gladly, yet how shyly she answered
the slight token of peace! And I said to
myself, “That man will have a just, and
firm, yet tender saw ; he will make a first
rate head of & family.” :

I saw little more of thent until near the
Jjourney’s end: They weré then sitting in
the half-empty cabin alone together ; for to
my delight, and perhaps theéirs, the obnox-
ious individaal of middle age had landed at
Blackwall. Very quiet they seemed ; all
the exuberant happiness which at first had
found vent in almost childish frolic was
passed away. The girl no longer laughed
and jested with her young husband ; but she
drew close to his side, her head bending
towards his shoulder, as though; but for the
presence of a stranger, it would fain droop
there, heavy with its weight of penitance
and love. Yet, as I watched the restless
look in her eyes, and the faint shadow that
still lingered on the young man’s face, I
thought how much had been periled, and
how bappy—ay, ten timres happier ~would
both have felt had the first quarrel never
been |

In the confusion of departure I lost my
young friends, as I thought, forever ; but on
penetrating the mysterious depths of an om-
nibus, I heard a pleasant Voice addressing
me—* So you are again our fellow-passen-
ger to ——7 ' ‘

But I will not say where, lest the young
couple should “speer” for me, and demand
whiy I dared to « put them in print.” And
yet.they would scarce' be wroth did they -
know the many ehords they touched, and the
warm jnterest they awakened in & poor -
withered heart which has so few.

It was the dréariest of wet nightsin Lon-
don—Heaven knows how dreary that is -
but they did not seem to feel it at all. They
were quite happy—quite gay. I wooderéd
whethier for them was prepared the-deepest
bliss of earth-—the first “coming homse ;"
and I felt almost sure’ of it when the his-

_ .
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band called out to the conductor, “ Set us
down at ——;” naming a quiet, unobiru-
sive new-built square. He said it with the
half-conscious importance of one who gives
a new address, thinking the world must ro-
tice what is of so much interest to himself;
and then the youug people looked at one
another, and siniled. »

I said to the wite—drawing the bow at a
venture—* What a misernble night! Is it
not pleasant coming home ?”

She looked first at her husband, and then
turned to me, her whole face beaming and
glowing with happinese, « Ohy it is=it isI”

They bade me gdod night, and disappear-
ed. I leaned back in my dark corner, my
héart very full; it had just strength to give
them a silent blessing, and no more. 1 re-
membered only that 1 had been young once,
and that I was now an old maid of forty
years, '

[.onxGINAL.]_
Eurtl's Fiest Doys,

The first dn{s of Earth how smoothly they pass’d,
_Ere men in his glory was troubled by cnve,
No affliction and sorrow earth's pleasures to blast, .
How bright were its heavens, its landscapes how fair
But brigliter than all these our first pavents shouc,—
The will of their Maker had made carth their own:

How mild was the air, and how liealthy the breeze,
How perfumed ev’ry biast by gay scented tlowers;
How happy each beast *neath 1he wide branching trecs;
How barmonious in joy the birds in their bowers !—

Then the lion was harmless; playful, #nd mild,
As obedient to Adam as a youug happy chitd! -

When the sun in his splendour sunk down in the west,
And left the bright landscape o little less fuir,
Ag beauty by contrast is tiought ta shine best,
The day and the night, ACam pleas’d could compare ;
The day was most brilliant for his dwelling below,
But night to man's eye distant wonders eouid show.

How mildly the pale moon look'd down from afur,
And diffused i3 soft Jight on Edew's tivst puir,
How. foir wes the radiance of carth’s evening star
‘While the notes of thic nightingale filied all the air'
Bright ministering Angels were hovering rear,
Esvening’s hymn from Adam delighted to hear.

How bright was the know)edg: to Adam reveald,
Of the stars of the heavens the Angels had pass'd.
Of the great extent of the steilary ficld,
of wgrlds by the laws of their motion held fast!
To the glad ¢hrs of Adam sucli converse was made,
By vmgmt Angels in Eden’s sweet shade. -

Then early from reat with the lark they nrose,
And hsiPa with delight the sun’s glorious beams,
For theze eve’ry day to carth’sloved ones disclose,
Some wonder to be found in woods, hilis, and streams,—
So various the objects of beauty around,
No room in their glad hearts for sapiness was found.

But &l ! how soon midst those cuce bivoming bowers,
Was hid the dark venom that blasted eurth’s good,

The smooth shining sev )ilont Wi wrenth'd in its Botversy
and Satan in its breast his base plans pureu’d ;
Inatii’d fn {he heart of the Mother of all,

Those thoughts of Ler Maker that led to Earth'sfall.

Horton, Febuary, 1852, T.H.D.
36

fonxému.z] ‘
Buriptre Penrillings,

NO. I:

THE ENTRANCE INTO JERUSALES.

It was mid-day in Jerusalem, and the
voice of revelry rang through its thronged
streets, when a procession was stén slowly
advancing up the slopes that led to the holy
city. Silently it moved onivards; bbserved
but unmolested; umil it approdched the walls
of the city, drd then gruddally might be
heard rising and swelling, highef and yet
higher, from the crowd that followed it, the
inspiring pzon, “Hosabnii t6 the Son of
Duavid!  Blessed is he that cometh in the
name of the Lord!” Long did that trium-
phant sound thvill and quibei* upon the lips
of the multitude, as the “man of sorrow,”
amid their acclamations, the gaze of the
passers-by, and the witherving sneer of the
haughty Pharisee, entered that city ivhose
approaching fate had filled his soul with an-
guish, and which had so ofien, in wrath and
derision, turned away alike from the plead-
ing voice of merey, and the fearfiil denunci-
atious of judgment. Ere it passed within
its jates, “ while at the descent of the Mount
of Olives,” Jesus lifted up Mis eyes and
“beheld the city.” There it lay, sfretched
out before him in all its beaaty iind gorge-
ousness, sleeping ia the glad sunlight; and
as his eye rested vpoa its watch-toivers and
gilded fanes; upou the Holy Temple where
their fathers worshipped; whose memory was
so intertwined with every Jewish heart; and
ag the hum of its mighty population broke
upon his ear, his spirit kindled within him,
the fountains of his heart were broken np,
and from his lips broke the imipassfoned
words—* If thou had’st known, even thouj

in this thy day, the things which belong to

thy peace; but now, théy are hid ffom thine
eyes.” His all-seeing eye, piercing throngh
the dim vista of futurity, belield the devoted
tity given over to the merciless rapatity and
vengeance of the Imperial legions—the “wo-
worn and exhausted ivhabitants fulling be-
neath the poteut-nrmof-the vietor ; and that
Lallowed spot, that once “bloomed as the
garden of the Lord,” snd over which the
glorious shekinah had in other days so long

i
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- rested, profancd and desecrated by the pol-

luting touch of the-Roman :cohorts. But
'Jerugaiem 'still slumbered on, that last ier-
rible warning .had: been . given, and it re-
mained; wrapped -in lethargy; that thick
darkness yet vested upon it which was only
to be dispelled by.the. stern voice of judg-
ment and retribution. Ipa,

TIE TAST SUPPER.

The last rays of the sun were quivering
upon. the hill tops of Judah, and lingering
.upan the glittering towers and gorgeous pin-
nacles .of ‘the.% holy and beautiful house,”
“within whose walls the smoke of the evening
o’rfer_iijg was ascending, as.the embodiment
-of:a.nation’s homage, to the throne of the
Eternal; and as.“came siill evening on,”
the low hum of stirring thousands gradually
ceaged, till almost upbroken silence reigned

- in_the holy city. Slowly.faded away the
cléat light from the soft snowy clouds, float-
ing far away in the firmament, and when
‘day-had gone, the cold -moon poured her
lustre full upon the slopes of Olivet, and the
sleeping waves of Kedron. But remote
from the . flashing lights of the slumbering
city, whose every pulse beat gladuess, was
a'small, sequestered dwelling, whose mould-
ering. walls.spoke of the ravages of time.—
There, in an upper room were gathered a
band of lonely wanderers, upon whose fea-
‘tutes sorrow: had left its wasting impress.
Oné glone was there, upon whose brow lin-
gered.the; holiest, calmness.  Grief-stricken,
and Almost desolate, they had gathered round
1o eat ance more together of the mysterious

- passover,. . And with hearts upon which the
térror.of despair had well nigh seitled, they

were; i_sge'n_vin_g to -those ever beautiful and
ing words, which ‘breathe sueh dn .un-
told, tenderness,.and. pathos, * Liet not your
heart. be troubled ;,ye. believe in Gad, be-
lieve also in me”: Mournfuily did those
calin.earnest words fall upon,the ears of the
diagi 1&6 r.and as the last melting tones of

*tha, Saviour’s voice . died:away, *sorrow in-
déed Slled their' hearts.” Time passed on,
and it was fast verging-on the solemn hour

-Of fhidnight, . when that - band - of -mourners

emerged from. the narrow, sheltered court.
into. the. open street.. . Slowly. they ‘moved

; i'.?“.&l{:m@ny & winding pathway, snd’

cpol fresh, breezo. wes sfirring”
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ling leaflets, and fanning the hot brow of the
traveller.” The passer-by lingered not to
gaze upon them, and the Kowan warrior
ceased not his heavy monotonous tramp as
they passed along. Passing without the
city, they paused amid the quiet and solemn
beauty of Gethsemane. What a scene [—
Surely amazement must have filled the se-
raph ranks that night, as each unseen cho.
rister bent wonderingly from his throne, to
gaze onthat sight. Beautiful, passing beau-
tiful, was Jerusalem, and beneath the dark
brow of Olivet stood the Son of Man, and
looked upon herbeauty. He stood with the
pure pale moonlight sleeping on his brow,
and the soft waves of Kedron murmuring at
his feet, with his followers around lim, aad
then meekly breathing, “my. soul is ex-
ceeding sorrowful even unto death,” turned
and knelt upon the earth. Who may tell of
that night, when the full cup of desolation
and bitterness was poured upon him who
was “ the brightness of his F'ather’s glory.”
Long did the pleading voice of prayer go up
to heaven from that lonely spot; long did
the prostrate and convulsed form, and the
gushing life-blood falling to the earth, speak
of unutterable woe and agony, but at its
closé, in measured cadence, came thke calm,
passionless words, * Nevertheless, not' my
will but thine be done” Of the deep and
solemn mystery of that hour we may not
speak—when anguish wrung the heart of
Omnipotence, and the earth shook with the
agony of him that made it ; but when it was
passed, the mighty struggiiog of the spirit
ceased, and the Son of man went forth alone
to complete the priceless sacrifice.
Ipa.

Dreams follow the temper of the body,
and commonly proceed from trouble and
disease, business or eare, an active head and
a restless mind, from fear or hope, from
wine or passion, from fulness or emptiness,
from fantastic remembrances, or from some
demon, good or bad. They are without
rule and- without reason; they are as cons
tingent. as if a man should study to make a
propheey, and by saying ten thousand things,

-may. hit upon oue true-=which was there-
-fore; not foreknown, though it was forespok-
en; and they liave no certainty, because’
ithey have no nstural proportion to: those”

foffects which they are said to foresfguify. .
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“ Faney it Burgundy,” said Boniface of
his ale, “only faney it, and it is Whrth a
guinea a quart!” Boniface was a philoso-
pher: fancy can do much more than that.
Those who fancy themselves labouring un-
der an affection of the heart, are not slow in
verifying the apprehension ; the uneasy and
constant watching of its pulsations soon dis-
turbs the circulation, and malady may ensue
beyond the power of medicine. Some phy-
sictans believe that inflammation can be in-
duced in any part of the body by a fearful
attention being continually directed toward
it; indeed, it has been a question with some
whether the stigmata (the marks of the
wounds upon our Saviour) may not have
been produced on the devotee by the influ-
ences of an excited imagination. "The hypo-
chondriac has been known to expire when
forced to pass through a door which he fan-
cied too narrow to admit his person. The
story of the criminal, who, unconscious of
the arrival of the reprieve, died under the
stroke of a wet handkerchief, believing it to
be the axe, is well known, Paracelsus held,
“ that there is in man an imagination which
really cffects and brings to pass the things
that did not before exist; for a man by im-
agination willing to move his body, moves it
in fact, and by his imagination and the com-
merce of invisible powers, he may also move
another body.” Paracelsus would not have
been surprised at the feats of electro-biology.
He exhorts his patients to have “u good
faith, a strong imagination, and they shall
find the effects. All doubt,” he says, “ des-
troys work, and leaves it imperfect in the
wise designs of nature; it is from faith
that imagination draws its strength ; it is by
faith it becomes complete and realized; he

“who believeth in nature will abtain from na-

ture to the éxtent of hig faith, and let the,
. object of this faith be real or imaginary, .he,

nevertheless redps similar results ; and hence
-the cause of superstition.” . L

- Soeaily as 1462, Pomponatus of Mantua,
‘came to.the conclusion, in-his work on in-
ation,. that-all the arts of sorcery and

.|tions,, He eonesived that it was not impro-
|bable that extarnal, mjedns, called into action,
| byihie soul, might relieve our sufferings, and

graft, werp the result of natural opera-.

that there:did, moreovar, exict isdividuals: '
cndowed " with “salutaiy - properties 5 so it
might, therefore, be easily conceived ‘that
marvellous effects should be .produced by
the imagination and by confidence, more es- -
pecially when these are réciprocal between
the patient and the person who assists his
recovery. -Two years after, the same opin-
ion was advanced by Agrippa: in Cologne. -
¢ The soul,” he said, “if inflamed by a fer-
vent imagination, could -dispense health and-
disease, not “only in the individual himself; -
but in other bodies.” Howeverabsurd thess”
opinions may have been considered, or look- -
ed on as enthusiastic, the time hascome
when they will.be gravely examined. - '

That medical professors have at all times
belicved the imagination to possessa strangze
and powerful influence over mind and body,
is proved by their writings, by some of their
prescriptions, and hy their oft-repeated di-
rection in the sick-chamber to divert the pa-
tient’s mind from dwelling on his own state,
and from attending to the symptoms of his
complaint. They consider the reading -of
medical books which accurately deseribe the .-
symptoms of various complaints, as likely to-
have an injurious effect, not only on the del-
icate, but on persons in full health ; and they
are conscious how many died during the
time of the plague and cholera, not only of
these diseases, but from the dread of them,
which brought on all the fatal symptoms. -
So evident was the cffect produced by the
detailed accounts of the cholera in the pub-. .
lic papers in the year 1849, that it was found .
absolutely necessary to restrain the. publicas
tions on the subject. The illusions under: ..
which vast numbers acted and suffered, bave -
goue, indeed, to the most extravagantextent ;...
individuals, not merely singly, but ‘in:coms :
munities, have actually believed in their.own -
transformation. . . A nobleman of the court of -
Louis XIV. fancied himself a dog, .and
would pop ‘his head out of the window to . -
| bark at the passengers. Rollin.aind Hees:
quet have recorded a malady. by wlhich:the.-
inmates of an extensive convent near Paris - |
were attacked simultaneously every -day.at -
the same hour, whenthey believed theme.:
gelves transformed into cats,aind a unjversal:
mewing.was kept up throughout.the.convent.. :
| for some hours,. . But of all- dreadful forms: :
which this strange hallueination - topk,. rione:
was 8o terrible as that of the lycantbropy,
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which at one perlod spread through Europe,
in which " the uchappy sufferers, believing

“themselves wolves, went prowling about the

forests, nttering. the most terrific howlinys,
carrying off lamps. from the flocks, and
gnawing dead bodies in their graves.

. While every day’s experience adds some
new proof of influence possessed by the im-
aginations over the body, the supposed eflect
of contagion has become a question of doubt.
Lately, at & meating in Edinburgh, Profes-
sor Dick gave it as his opinion that there
was up such thing as hydrophobia in the
lower animals: “what went properly by that
name was simply an inflammation of the
brain; and the disease, in the case of human
beings, was eaused by an over-excited im-
agination, worked upon by the popular de-
lusion on the effects of g hite by rabid ani-
mals.”. Ths following paragraph from the
“Cupiosities of Medicine” appears o justify
this now common enough opinion :—Several
persons had heen hitten by a rabid dog in
the Faubourg St. Antoine, and three of
them had died in our hespital. A report,
however, was prevalent that we kept a mix-
ture which would effectually prevent the
fatal termination ; gnd no less than six appli-
cants who had been bitten were served with
a draught of coloured water, and in no one
instance did hydrophobia ensue.”’

A remarkable cure, through a similar aid
of the imagination, took place in a patient of
Dr. Beddoes, who was at the time very san-
guine about the effect of nitrous acid gas in
paralytic cases, Anxious that it should be
imbibed by ane of his patients, he sent an in-
valid to Sir Humphrey Davy, with a request
that he woyld administer the gas. Sir Hum-
phry put the bulb of the thermometer under
the tongue of the paralytic, to ascertain the
temperature of the body, that he might be
sure whether jt would be affected at all by
the inhalation of the gas, The patient, ‘full
of faith from what the entliysiastic physician
had assured ' him would be the result, and
believing that the thermoinetey. was what
was to etfect the ‘gure, exclaijed at once
that he ]t better, Sie Humplhyry, angious
to see what imygipation would do in such a
‘case, did not attempt to undecejse theman
but, saying that he had done enoygh' for him
that-day, desired him “to he with him next
morning. ~ The thermométer was then sppli-
ed:as it bad been'the day before, and for

-

‘dence to art,

every day during a fortnight—at the end of
which time the patient was perfectly cured,

Perhaps there is nothing on record more
curious of this kind than the cures upwitting-
ly performed by Chiet-Justice Holt. It
sceins at, for youthful frolic, he and
his companions bad put up at a country inn;
they, however, found thomselres without. the

-means of defraying their expenses, and were

al a loss to know what. they shou'd do in
such an emergency.  Holt, however, perceiv-
ed that the innkeeper's daughter looked very
ill, and on enguiring what was the matter, .
learned that she had the ague ; when, passing
hinisclf off for a medieal student, he said
that he had an infaliible “cure for the com-
plaint. He then collected a number of
plants, mixed them up with various ceremo-
nies, and inclosed them in parchment, on
which he scrawled divers cabalistic charac-
ters. 'When all was conapleted, he suspend-
eu the amulet round the neck of the young
waman, and, strange to say, the ague left
her and never returned. The landlord,
grateful, for restoration of his davghtér, not
only-declined receiving any paywent from
the youths, but pressed them to remain as
long as they pleased. Many years after,
when Holt was on the bench & woman was
brought before him, ehqrged with Witcheraft:
she was accused of curing the ague by
charms. All she said in defence was, that
she possessed a ball which was a sovereign
remedy in the camplaint, The charm was
produced and handed to the judge, who re-
‘cognized the very ball which he had himself
compounded in his boyish days, when, out of
mere fun, ke had assumed the character of
a medical practitioner, o

Many distinguished physicians have can-
didly confessed that they preferred confi-’
Faith in the remedy is often
not only half cure, but the whole cure.—
Madame de¢ @enlis tells of 2 givl who had
lost the use of lier. leg for five years, and
could only move with the help of crutches,
while her back had to be supported;she
was in such a pitiable state of weakpess, the
pliysicians had pronounced her cgsp {ncura--
abl. She, howerer, took it intg her head that
if she were taken to Notre Dame de Liesse
she would certainly regover, Jt was fifieen -

leagues from Carlepant, were che lived.

She was placed.in a-cart,” which her father

drove, while her sister sat by supporting -
. " ) N \ ' ’ :
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her back. - The moment the steeple of—
Notre Dame de Licsse was in sight, she
uttered an exclamation, and said that her
leg was getting well.  She alighted from
the car without assislance, and, no longer
requiring the help of her. crutches, she ran
into the church, 'When she returned home,
the villagers gathered about her, scarcely
believeing that it was indeed the girl who
had left them in such a wretched state, now
they saw her running and bounding along,
no longer a eripple, but as active as any
among them, .

Not less extraordinary are the cures which
are effected by some sudden agitation, An
alarm of fire has been knawn ta restare a
patient entirely, or for 3 time, from a tedi-
ous illness: it is no uncommon thing to hear
of the victim of a severe fit of the gout,
whose feet have been utterly pawerless,
runaing nimbly away from some approaching
danger. Poor Grimaldi in his declining
years had almost quite lost the use of his
limbs, owing to the most hopeless debility.
As he sat one day by the bed-side of his
wife, who was ill, word was brought to him
that a friend waited below to see him, He
gol down to the parlour with extreme diffi-
culty. His friend was the beaver of heavy
news, which he dreaded to communicate : it
was the death of Grimaldi’s son, whe, though
reckless and worthless, was fondly loved hy
the poor father. The intelligence was brok:
en as gently as such g sad event cauld be;
but in an instant Grimaldi sprung from his
chair—his lassitude and debility were gone,
his breathing, which had for a long time
been difficult, became perfectly easy—he
was hardly a momentin bounding up the
stairs which but a quarter of an hour before
he had passed with extreme diffjoulty in ten
minutes ; he reached the bed-side, and told
his wife that their son was dead ; and as she
bupst into an agony of grief, he flung himself
into & chair, and became again, instantane-
ously, as it hasbeen touchingly described,
“an enfeebled and eripplod old man,”

The imagination, whipl is remarkable for
its ungovernable influence, comes into action
on some occasions periodically with the most
precise regularity, A friend-once told us of
& young relation who was subject to nervous
attacks. She was .spending some time at
the sea-side, for change of air ;. but the even-
jng gun, fired from the vessel in the bay at

eight o’clock, was always the signal for o
nervods attack : the instant the report was
heard, she fell back insensible, as if she had
been shot, Those about her endeavoured,
if possible, to withdraw her thoughts from
the expected moment. At length, one even-
ing, they succeeded, and, while she was en-
gaged in. an -interesting conversation, the
evening-gun was unnoticed. By-and-by she
asked the hour, and appeared uneasy when
she found the time had passed. The next
evening it was evident that she would not
let her attention be withdrawn; the gun
fired, and she swooned away; and when re-
vived, anather fainting fit succeeded, a3 if it
were to make up for the omission of the
preceding evening! It is told of the great
tragic actress Clairon, who had been the in-
nocent cause of the suicide of a man who
had destroyed himself by a pistol-shot, that
ever after, at the exact moment when the
fatal deed bad been perpetrated—one o’clock
in the morning—she heard the shot. If
asleep, it awakened her; if engaged in con-
versation, it interrupted her ; in solitude or
in company, at home or travelling, in the
midst or revelry or at her devotions, she
was sure ta hear it at the very moment.

The samie indelible impression has been
made in hundreds of .cases, and on persons
of every variety of temperament and every
pursult, whether engaged in business, soi.
ence or art, or rapt in holy contemplation.
On one oocoasion Pascal had been thrown
down on 2 bridge which had no parapet, and
his imagination was so haunted forever after
by the danger, that he glways fancied him-
selfon the brink of g steep precipice over-
hanging an abyss ready to engulf him, This
illusion had taken such possession of his
mind that the friends who came to converse
with him were abliged to place the chairs on
which they seated themselves betwéen him
and ‘the fancied danger. But the effects of
terrar ave the best known of all the vagaries
of imagination.

A very remarknble case of the influence
of imagination occurred between sixty and
seventy ' years €ince in Dublin, capnected
with tne celebrated frolics of Datksy Island.
It is said Curcan and his gay companions
delighted to spend a day there, and that with
them originated the frolic of electing “a king

-of Dalkay and the adjacent islands,” and

appointing bis chancellor and all the officérs -~

~
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of state.’ ‘A’man in the middle rank of life,
universally respected, and remarkable alike
for kindly-and generous feelings and a con-
vivial spirit, was unavimously élected to fill
the throne. He entered with his whole
heart into all the humours of the pastime, in
which the citizens of Dablin so long delight-
ed. A journal was kept called the Dalkey
Gazette, in which all public praceedings were
- insertéd, and it afforded:great amnsement to
its conductors. But the mock pageantry,
the affected-loyalty, and the pretended. ho-
mage of :his subjects, at-length began to ex-
cite the imagination of “ King Jolin,” as. he
was called.  Fiction at length became with
him reality;.and he fincied -himself “every
inch a king” " His family and friends per-
eeived, with dismay and deep sorrow, the
strange delusion which nothing could shake.
He would speak on no subject save the king-
dom of Dalkey and its government, and he
loved to dwell on the various projects be had
in eontemplation for the benefit of hispeo-:
ple, and boasted of his high prerogative.—
He never could conceive himself divested
for one. moment of his royal powers, and ex-
acted the most profound deference to his

kingly-authority. The last year and a half’

of his life were spent in- Swift’s hospital for
lunatics. He felt his last hours approaching,
but ne gleam of returning reason marked the
parting scene. To the very last instant he
believed himself a king, and all-his cares and
anxijeties were for his people. He spoke in
high terms of his chancellor, his- attorney-

general, aud all bis. officers of state, and of | F

the dignitaries of the church; he recom-
mended them to his kingdom, and: trusted
they might all retain the high offices which
they now held., He:.spoke on the subject
with a dignified calmness well becoming the
solemn leave-taking of a monarch ; but when
~he came to speak of the crown he was about
toirelinquish forever, his feelings were quite
overcome, and the tears rolled down his
‘cheeks ; ¢“1 leave it,” said he, ¢to my peo-
-plé, and-to him whom they may elect as my
‘successor !”  This remarkable scene is. re-
‘corded in-sonie -of -the notices of deaths for

the year 1788. - The delusion, though most

' painful to “his friends, was far from an up-
fhap" ,f'%'__ne. o its victim ; his feelings were
grafies

gratified 4o the Jast, whilé;f&bink}ngf;h°-:ww
jocgupiod with:' the.good of- his; fellow-orea-1employ the one “in
l : ~ . -k“!';u s tho'oded iitady andebntémplition.’ *

“"5“‘
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A
ouumirop for the Auyjfomer.

On hearing that Moore the Poet was Iabouring under
wental imbecility.

Poet of. the warm:heafed Isle,
And does thy cansciousness retire?
And does.thy Muse forget to.smile,
And does thy flashing wit expire ?
And dost thou tind that all is vain,
¢ Thiy short enduring world ean_give?
That but one gift, thou might’st obtain,
That would, witl, thee, forever live! -

Oh may'st thou witi the morning light
Have glimpses of the mental’n{. s

To cheer thee jn' the ¢ stilly night,”

And Jead thee to endurlngﬂgny '

Thly Count:rs idol .thou hast heen,
Hilarity and mirth to impart, o
How will the{egrie\-e, if'thou art seen,
The Poet of the soathed heart.

Oh might thy soarings mount above !

Q'ercome - the waste of time and years,

Reach to that land of life and love, - .

Then wight'st'thou leave this vale of tears. -
Halifax, Decamber, 1850.

Enigma.

I'm s wonderfulthing, of romarkable sizo, . L
Though I have only two hand?, I have twenty Jarge eyes;
But, although I've these eyes all placed in'my face,
§ have not a nose my strange features to grace.
1 always am. going, but never am gone;
I'm always undeing, but neyer am done ; .
Nobody re«pcots e, yet I'm looked up fo more .
Than the prince-of the present, or the yeoman of yore.
My hands often shake, and in friendlrv, mood too,

hen I'm telling-a fact to your neighbour, or you;
When I’'m bidding good morning, or wishing good night,
Suggestihy that darkness is coming,or dight: ™ . - .t
'or my ¥oice, though tis speechfgss,‘ ocs moie faots

convey . S

To more people around me, by nizht and by day,-
‘Than your tongue could do:il it lived to the last "
Ofthe teeth in your head, no longer held fast.
I never movo ont, o’en by way of a treat, -
Though my bands muy bo truly pronounced as six feet;
1 catnot, and drink pot ; but, if not well attendedy
1 get sadly rnt 'out, and my Jaboure nve ended.
A masspge ja often brought me from tho'sun, -
And sometimes behind, or befoveit Tyun .. .
-J amnot in thé globe, but am somb way below it, -
And when you rise high o'dr, the gnr&hzou maz. fmow. it;
For. though I'am higher than you're likely to be, .
There mag come a time when you'll'look down- or‘mo.
But don't come too near; for, should ino; like you,
1 may be impeélled, and ssverely piay strike you, . -
Ityou e'er'gp ?lr_ds«n&lhg; you may find me- out thon,
For the place I am perch'd in was bullt by a wren.

- AsT am a compound of saul and'body, T -
consider myself as obliged to & doube scheme
of duties ; ‘and- think ‘I liave not fiilfilled the ~
bissiness of the-day, whien I do not thus ‘em: "

- the Tone “in labour and exdicise, ad
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CROTCHET.
D’ Oyley.
. Materials ~~ Marsland’s crotchet thread,
No. 54; Penelope crotehet-No. 3,
Make 14 long stitches on a piece of thread,
which draw together to form a round. -
13t round—2 long in one stitch, 2 chain,
miss one, repeat all round.
20d round—¢ long jn the two long, 2
chain; repeat. o
3rd round—6 long in the long, 2 chain;
repeat.
4th round—38 long in the long,

2 chain;
repeat. .

* 5th round—10 long in the long, 2 chain;|

repeat.

6th round—3 long in the two chain, 1
long-in each long; repeat all round,

7ih round—1 long, 5 chain, miss 2 ; repeat.

8th round—1 long in the centre stitch of
chain, § chain ; repeat.

9th round—>5 long in two chain, 1 long,
2 chain, 6 ¢chain, 1 long in centre stitch of
chain, 6 chain, 1 long, 6 chain, 1 long, 6
chain, ;"repeat.

10th round—35 long above 3 chain and
first 2 long, 5 chain, 5 long above last 2 long
and three chain, 6 chain, 1 long, 6 chain:
repcat.

11th round—35 long above last 8 chain
and 2 long, 6 chain, 1 long in centve stitch
of chain, 6 chain, 5 long above last 2 long
and 8 chain, 6 chain’; repeat.

12th round—$ long above last 2 long and
3 chain, 6 chain, 5 long above 3 chain,
and first 2 long, 7 chain, 1 double crotchet
in centre stitch of chain, 7 chain; repeat.

13th round—1 doubl crotchet in double
crotehet, 11 chain, 4 long in last two long
and first 2 chain, 4 chain, 4 long in 2 chain
and first 2 long, 11 chain ; repeat.

14th round—1 double croichet in double
crotchet, 15°chain, 4 long in 4 chain, 15
chuin; repeatall éound.‘ '

There is no decaying merchant or inward
beggar hath: s¢ -manjy tricks "to uphold the
- -credit-of their wealth as énipty persons have.

to-misintain the dedit of their Sufficiency.

_ New MacaziNe.—The firt Ne: of n .
Magazine, published in the City, was receiv-
ed last month,—but too late for noticein- the
Mayowar for Jauuary. It isentitled “ The
Provincial Magazine,” is neatly executed,
and contains some spirited original articles.
We' cordially wish our contemporary every
suecess. | _ _

To CorrespoNpENTS.—We must apo-
logize to A. B., for the non-appearance of
the “ Leper,” and “Ruth and Naomi,” in
the columns of the Mayflower. They have,
unfortunately, been raisiaid, butif the author
will oblige us with another copy of the arti-
¢les, we shall feel much pleasure in inserting
them in our next No.

Stems of Fema,

Majoe.General Cathcart, is appointed Livuten.
ant Governor of the Cupe of Good Hope. He
comtanded as Lieutenant Colonel tiae 8ih or
King's Own, in our garrison for several years,
and when the rebellion broke out in Canads, in
1833, he weut to that country as commanding
officer of the st Dragovn Guards, and had the
entire command of the outposts of General Lord
Seton’s army during that.hareseing eampaign,
the duties of which he discharged in the most
able and efficient manner, and received. the
morked approbation of the Commander-in- Chiet,

The secret deed, naming the person whom the
President recommends to the people to chouvse
for his successor, in the case of his owa demise,
is already deawn out and signed, ready to be de-
posited in the archives of the senate. ‘The person«
age named is Lucien, the younger brother of the
Prince of Canino, and member of the Assembly.

Mr. Leydell, naval architect at Stettin, (Prus-

sia) and M. Ruthven, an English engineer, have
eonstructed a-ship, which s impelled by neither.
wind, oars, nor steam, but by the hydraulie
rower, The essay they have made is said to have
entirely succeeded,
" PoriTicaL Rervares—It is said that the
majornity of the political relugees now in'London
intend coming to the United States, and that the
British Government has been requested by for..
eign powers to uee ita influence to obtain grants
of laud for the emigrants. :

A new Sieamer is being built for porties at
Calais and St. Stephen, to ba placed upon the
Eastern route, to make one trip each week, dur.
ing the season, between Boston and St. John .
$7000 in shares, weére subscsibed in St. John,

Capt. Symons, who recently perished .iri the
. steawmer Amazon, wes the British officer wlicee
eforts enabled .the. American passéngess to et
:off. from : Chagres safely, dur.ing the time of: the

L

“terrible riot among the patives.

S
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~ Jtis said that the United States.iniend to send
a squadron o Japen, under Com, Perry, tu com-
pel Uie Japanese to opesi their ports to American
‘teade. And this is inghly apjroved by those who
are horror-stnicken at the ided of Awericaa in-
tervention in Buropean politivs. You ty in-
terlere tor trade—for profit—~to maks money—

“but ant 10 faise Lhe oppressed, establish justice,
or form republicdll instiuitinds {— Boston Post.

The 1eceipts o tolls on the public works of
~ Cunada during the gast seazdu daiount {0 about
$400,000, showing an incredse df §35,000 over
the season of 1550, The receipts from customa
" amuant to §2,750,000, showing an aggregate in-
crease of ceceipts irom the public works and from

custditis of near §500,000 over the year 1850,

Curroy Cror—By a fabular statement. in
the New Ocleans Prices Current, it appears that
the colton crop of the United States of the year
1851, was worth more than $40,000,000, more
than the most valuable crop ever before raised.

VaruasLe MuiEs oF SiLVER.—An official
desputch trom New Mexico states thata new and
valuoble silver mine had been discovered in that
country. Itis to be heped that it may lead to the
more plentiful distribution of silver change.

A petition signed by 35,000 fersons praying
the repeal of the laws germitting the sale of in-
toxicating drinks has been presented to the New
York Legislature.

Tax Mane Liguor Law.—Judge Allison

.. of Philadelphia, in lus recent charge to the Grand

Jury, took ground in favour of the Maine Liquor
Law. .

A large American Squadron is about to sail for
Japan, for thte purpose, it is said, of waking a
favourable impression on the Emperor of that
rematkable country,

Bartivors, Jan, 39th.—The Patriot has a re-
liable despatcl: from Washington suying that the
Hor. Mr. Merrick, ex-Senstor from Maryland,
will succeed Mr. Caas as minister to Home.

" The Washington Correspondent of the Com-
mercial says it doy embarrassiment has existed
between the President and Mr, Webster, it exiats
no longer.

Perv.—The Panama Echo says that a reve-
. lution, in embryo, hod been discovered, and the
parties aceased of fomenting it have absconded

" to Chili. :

1t is reported that the'lf. S. Governmetit lins
given notice to the British of its desire to break
up theé present
tivd countries,
vo cou g

postal arrangemrents between the

l_he.(—..‘{_l:yml Palace is now bare of its conlents,
. \be; exhibitors. having cleated awny their

JaMarca—~The cholera still lingered at Sa-
vanna la Mat—sit deaths between the Sth and
15¢th Jan, It was also prevalent at Montego Bay,
and both cholera and small pox have visited St.
Anns parish.- ‘The civic and parothial elections
went off quietly. e

Oue of the greatest temperniice demonstrations
made -lor many years okt place at Albany on
the 23th u't.

A Grear Firr occurred at the Winooski
Fatls, 31st ult, by which property to an immense
amount was destroyed,

_THE Qkxo State House was consumied by
Fire at 3 a. o, Ist inst,

Inp1an Census.—Efforts have been made for
2 year of two past by Government to obtain a
census of the Indian popuiation now inhabiting
the United States. By tlfe accounts received
from the census agents, gnd information derived
(com othier sources, if is ascertained that the
tire number of ludians, inhabiting all parts of
our courtry, amounts to about 418,000. Of this
number 30,000 is the estimated number of those
inhabiting the unexplored territories; 24,100 are
the Indians of Texas; 92,130 helong to the tribes
living in New Mexico; 32231 in California ;
22,733 are in Oregan ¢ 11,900 in Utah. Many of
the New Mexican Indiuns ure civ)ilized, and have
fixed habitations and towns.—Aue. paper.

Trapk oF THE UN1TED STATES.—The esti-’
mated value of the grain, Aour, and other bread-
stufls, exported from the United States, in the
year 1851, was $21,427,216 The value of the
imports of 151 was $223,405,372; the total value
of the exporta $217,523,20t; and the tonnoge
employed, during the same period,was 3,772,439,

Pavurerism v Massacruserrs—The re-
turns of the Secretary of State to the House of
Representatives of Massachusetts staze that the
number of State paupers is 16,154, of whom
12,940 are foreigners  The total expense of the
alss houses and appurtenances for the year, has
been $184,633. "Of the foreign paupers, 2000
have come into the Commonwealth within a
single year. The total number of persons reliev.
ed and suppotted as paupers durmg the year, has
been 27,624,

U. S. TREASURY.—The receipts from October
1 to December 31 were $10,228,242, of which
$9,901,506 were from customs. The expendi-
tares fof the same time were $14,943,023 51—an
excess over teceipts of $1,714,781.

ProviprncE, Jan'y 80..~The Maine Liguor
Law, which hus been under discussion in the
House since Wednesday ladffh was defeated this
evening—yeas 31, nays 37. A new bill will be
offered on Monday,

_About 82,000 barrels. Mackarel were packed in
Gloacester last year,.mare than doublethe

quautity caught gt:&xiyﬁolher port in the United

States.
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