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BEATRICE; OR, THE SPOILED CAILD.

A TALR

BY E. M. M.

I know thee but a form of earth—
I know thy wondrous mind ;—
Linked ever by its tears 4nd mirth,

To all of earthly kind.

A flower’s thy strength—a child’s thy gles—

And all thy moods of heart,
Tho’ restless as the billowy sea,
In beauty come and part.
Thou art of earth in mind and will,
Yet a soul’s spell—a vision sti]l.

Miss Jewsberry.

'

“I mave delightful news for you today, my dear
Rirls,” said, Mrs. Annesley, entering her daughters’
Worning.room, with an open letter in her hand.
“Who do you suppose is coming to us tomorrow 7’
. Mary, who was busily engaged copying an exqui-
Site print from Raphael’s picture of the Madonna
and infant Saviour, started up at these words, ex-
Claiming : « Who, dear mamma 1 pray tell us 9

"“Who but your friend and favourite, Colonel
Brereton. He is going to the Abbey, and has kind-
17 written to say that he will take us en route.”

The crimson which rushed to the cheek of Mary,
nd the gentle heaving of her bosom, betrayed the
®Motion she felt at this intelligence; while her
Joung sister, Beatrice, who sat by her side on a low
8tool, with her pet dog lying on her knee, replied ::

“ Colonel Brereton coming ! oh, how sorry 1 am!

SUppose now there will be nothing but formal din-

- M€ parties for the next week, and all our beautiful
SVenings sacrificed to playing fine ladies and gentle~
™en in the drawing-room.”

“Beatrice, Beatrice, my loved one, do speak with
Tore reflection,” said Mrs. Annesley, laying her
“!nd on the fair round shoulder of her daughter.

member that Colonel Brereton is the son of my
Most valued friend. I hope, therefore, you will
lermine within yourself to behave with propriety,
I.nd. impress him favourably. I am particularly
Anxious that you should do so ; and for the time be-
m§ Eive up the character of a romp.”
. “Colonel Brereton must become of vastly more

'mfx"me in my sight,” returned Beatrice, with af
= k 1

toss of the head, *before I endeavour to sppeat
what in reality 1 am not. If he dislikes me, he will
be sure to admire Mary, which will please me quite
as well.”

“You have never scen Claude Brereton,” mur-
mured her sister, in the lowest tone, “ at least sinc ,
you were five years old.” s

““ And you have. Certainly after your glowir,
descriptions, I expect to behold a perfect blaze o
beauty,” returned Beatrice, laughing ; ¢ yet I scarce
ly think he will consume me by his brilliancy. His
manners are very reserved and distant—are they
not ?? : ‘

¢ Oh, not to those who understand him,” returned
Mary, warmly. “They possess a dignity which
checks all offensive freedom ; and, accustamed as ba
is to command, perhaps they may. appear.at tm?
too decided; yet is he a noble creature.” © ¥ -

¢ 1 am quite sure I shall not like him. He will'
be altogether too grand, too stately for me. I hate
your men in buckram. Nay, dear mamma, do not
look so distressed. Indeed I will comport myself
with all due regard to his mightiness. You shall
see me drop my very best curtesy, and sit on the
extreme edge of my chair; say nothing but yes, sir,
and no, sir, as prettily and demurely as the Misses
Bradshaw, at Miss Fayden’s polite Seminary for
young ladies. Will that please you ?”

Mrs. Annesloy smiled, and stroking the fair head
of har beautiful child, kissed her with much affection,
as she said : .

“If 1 had only possessed the courage to sorrect



-

', € 1only compare to a world without light—a flower

- Herbert running across the fawn.

2

you when a little child, you woulq not have been
- the wilful one you now are; byt | spoiled you, my
. darling, and I must reap the fryjts of my folly.”

* Oh, say not s0, my beloyeq mamma ! eried
Beatrice, melted at once, ang springing into her
mother’s arms.  “ I will be a)) you wish, indeed I
will from this hour- 1 will neyer vex Yyou again.
Do you belicve me 77

¢ My sister, that was sajq without thought,” re-

turned Mary, mildly, ard fixing her cyes seriously
on the young and lovely girl, < pe power to act
well is not in yourself; it nyyst come through God’s
special grace, and can only be obtzained by fervent
prayer.”

“Mary ! Mary ! I canpoy give up the dear de-
lights of roaming over the fields and vallies—going

nutting in the woods with Herberi—or sitling in my

oM oak tree—to mope in my room us you do, with
your religious books, for hours together,” $aid
Beatrice.

*Nor need you, my sister. I would only wish
you to add to these pleasures, by haliowing them
with clearer views of God’s goodness, that you might
behold his image in every leaf, in every spot you
trace, and learn to thank him for all your blessings,
How lovely is (his morning—~how fragrant the
shrubs, the plants, to our sight—how’rich the foliage
on the trees; but dcbar them for ever from the rays
of the bright sun and genial showers, how soon
would they pine and wither away. Thus it is with
a heart which is cold towards religion, and which I

vithout perfume—a bird without song. Oh! Bea-
ice ! my dearest sister! you know not the happy,
appy hours I spend in this room in the early morn-
ag, while you are wearying yourse!f with your
) pieasures. Is there not a time for all things 27
“ Yes, surely, dear Mary. But sce! there is
Where can he be

going in such a hurry ¢ Come, my pretty Ida, and
Tet us follow !’ and as she said this, she sprang
through the window, and down the steps of the bal-
eony, accompanied by her pet, Jjoyously barking, and
jumping around her young mistress.

¢ Oh, lovely, light-hearted being ! said Mary,
Tooking fondly after her, “how sad it is to think that
in your journey through life, clouds must gather over
that fair head, and the sunshine be darkened by
storms, the sportive laugh changed for weeping ;
yet creature of a wild imagination s you are, I fear
they are all too needful to be spared by your Heaven-
Iy Father.”

“ Nay, Mary, cease your prophetic words,” re-
plied Mrs. Annesley, half peevishly. < No sorrow
shall reach her that I can averts no wish withheld
that she expresses. Flowers shajl strew her path,
and pleasure, with ler sportive train, be the gay

eompanions of her sunny days.”
* Then where will be lier refuge when the tempest |
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draws nigh,” murmured Mary, as her mother quitteq
the room on saying this. “Oh ict me thank my
God for the early trials ] received, which proveq the
means of leading me to higher, holier things ; anq (o
place my treasures, not amidst the perishing joys of
earth, but where none can despoil me of them, jn
Heaven, with Heaven’s God 1

Mary Annesley was twenty years of age at (he
period our tale commences; Beatrice only sixteep,
No two beings could be more opposite in person, i
character, in mind, than these sisters, though fongly
attached 1o each other, for while Mary was plain,
but amiable, gentle and pious, Beatrice was lovely
as a dream: g fajr, bright creature, who to gaze
upon, was a delight, so graceful and fairy-like were
all her Iovements, so winning all her ways s yet
had she been cruelly spoiled by the false indulgence
of her mother, who viewing in her the realization of
her fondest hopes, humoured every caprice and de-
sire, till no will was obeyed but her 0wn 5 no aythe.
rity owned but what accorded with her wishes.
Mary strove to counteract the evil, and took ap
active part in her education, in which she was aesigq-
ed by the Keverend Mr. Mortimer, the cstimaple
tutor of her brother Herbert, from whose Judicious
and varied instructions Beatrice derived many ad-
vantages ; and possessing, as she did, Very supcrior
abilities, she acquired, with ease and avidity,
it would have cost another immense labour and
Hers was an imagination full of rich and vivid pic-
tures of happiness, which placed her in a paradise of
her own creation. When not engaged in the sports
of her brother, or in her studies, she would love to
wander alone, or sit in her favourite oak tree with
some book, else singing wild songs as she gazeq
through the rustling leaves up to the bright blue
heavens. WWhat were the thoughts she indulged in
when thus she meditated, were known only to her-
self and her God; but their innocence might be
traced in her quick perception of all that vas pure
and beautiful, and her shrinking from al} that was
coarse, unholy or wanting in refinement, Herbert
delighted in her as a playmate ; but wayward angd
wilful as she too frequently was, he loved Mary bet-
ter. Another loved Mary also, but had never dared
breathe it to herself, and this was Mr. Mortimer, the
gifted and excellent, yet poor, preceptor, Beholding
only the beauties and virtues of her mind, whieh
beamed in her mild countenance, how diq he admire
and pay that homage which devoted affection prompts,
If she expressed a wish for a book diffieult 1o obtain,
she found it soon after on her table; if ghe admireq
a flower, with what delight would it be presented to
her; the slightest desire, how instantly was j; obey-
ed- Mary esteemed, respected, and regardeq him,
for she owed him much, both on her own account
and on her young brother’s and sister’s ; but her
heart, unfortunately, was pre-occupied, and even
had it not, her wealthy and aspiring parents never

what
time.
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would have given their consent to her alliance with
one so obscure. In the family cirele, and by the
poor in the neighbourhood, Miss Aunesley was deep-
Iy valued. If a charity was to be performed, she
was always one who came forward to lend her aid;
if’ her brother or sister quarrelled, she was ever the
peace-maker between them, or if a servant had a
favour to ask, it was through ber it was proposed.
The cares of the household entirely devolved upon
her, and most cheerfully and readily did she perform
her part, thus relieving her mother, who was natu-
rally indolent, more perhaps from a delicate state of
health than from inclination. Two years prior to
the present period, Mary had met with a severe ac-
cident, by her dress catching fire, and which had laid
her on a sick bed fur* several weeks 3 yet, during the
whole time, though suffering intense pain, no mur-
mur was heard to pass her lips, her first words being,
‘ Oh, how fortunate it was not my beautiful sister
Beatrice.” She had always possessed a high reve-
rence for religion; but it was during her solitary
hours that a clearer light was permitted to dawn
upon her soul, and display to her the Saviour in his
matchless perfection 5 that to him alone she owed
her hopes of salvation ; that her good works were
only the fruits of her belief in his atonement, How
happy did this knowledge make her, and how deep
Was the gratitude she felt that her eternal welfare
was not left doubtful, but was promised to her and
Lo ali who would come thus simply and confidingly
to the feet of Jesus ; and how eager became her de-
sire to impart to others the truths she had herself
learnt. But as yet she had met little encouragement.
Mrs. Annesley was lly a Christian, who
made an effort to attend church regularly on the
Sabbath-day ; but she had no idea of uniting religion
With all she did, all she thought. She could advise
and preach, but she could not practice. She would
Occasionally read long moral discourses to her chil-
dren and her servants, and [cel ‘annoyed and disap-
Pointed when her efforts only produced yawning and
Weariness. She was not aware that consistency of
Conduct was required to enforce the principles she
€njoined ; and at length, in disgust, she relinquished
her attempts, and coustituted Mr. Mortimer the sole
8uardian of their spiritual concerns. As a mother,
she was partial. She could not but respect and
Value Mary for her amiable qualities and her useful-
Ness; she felt proud of her son 3 but Beatrice she
Perfectly idolised, centering in her every maternal
hope, every fond desire, while she left, overy fault
Unchecked and unrestrained, from a false and mis-
taken affection. She could not bear to see her
Weep; childhood was formed for smiles alone.”

hus she reasoned, and thus she spoiled. She had
h"’eliheen married when very young to the Hon,

USustus Annesley, a quict gentlemanly man, who
Made a kind husband and father, as {ar as his nature
Permitted him, but who was more entirely devoted

lo scierftific pursuits than to his family. Amongst
the friends who occasionally paid a visit to Annesley
Park, were Sir George and Lady Brereton, of Nor-
wood Abbey, in ——shire. Lady Brereton and Mrs.
Annesley had been old school-companfons, who had
suffered that early acquaintance to ripen into a
friendship as strong as it can ever become between
two persons so very worldly minded as they were.
Mrs. Annesley had always indulged a secret wish to
see their families united by marriage, till this hope
faded away, by the only son of Sir George determin~
ing to enter the army, much against the will of his
parents, and leaving home, to go abroad with his
regiment, at the early age of sixieen. The high in-
terest of his father, however, obtained him rapid
promotion, and at the close of ten years, he
returned home a lieutenant colonel. During the
convalescence of Mary, after the severe accident al-
luded to, Lady Breretun invited her to the Abbey
for change of air. This might have renewed the
hopes of Mrs. Annesley ; but when she looked in the
pale plain face of Mary, good and sweet though it
was in its expression, she shook her head in despair,
Mary rather dreaded the visit, as she knew that Lady
Brereton was very fond of gaiety, and usually filled
her house with rank and fashion ; but she could not
decline it, particularly as she promised to allow her
to be as much alohe as she liked.

Norwood Abbey was a splendid pile, whose gothic
architecture and emerald dark woods bespoke its
having descended through many generations ere it
came to its present possessor. There was a repose
in its silent streams and velvet lawns, shaded
as they were by venerable trees, quite in keeping
with the sombre monastic character of the place.
Mary was so charmed by its magnificence, as-sud-
dealy it burst upon her sight, from a turning in the
road, that, clasping her hands, she exclaimed : “Surc-
Iy I am entering the enchauted wood of Armida 1

From Sir George and Lady Brereton she expe-
rienced a kind and hospitajle reception ; but timid
as she was, and for the first time thrown entirely
amongst strangers, she was thankful to retire to her,
own apartment, and find herself alone with her old
attached attendant, Norris. ~Although Lady Brore-
ton had assured her that she had very few guests, yet
Mary, to her dismay, on entering the drawing-room
before dinner, found it filled with splendidly attired
ladies and fashionable gentlemen. In vain she look-
ed round for one kind and familiar face—not - one
presented itself—and she sank into the chair offered
to her by Lady Brereton next herself, with a feeling
of isolation, which to be understood must be expe-
rienced. A voice near her aroused her altention,
aund on turning towards the spot, she beheld a young
man conversing with a lady, whose striking appgar-
ance could not fail to arrest her notice. He was
rather tall, and finely proportioned, while og-itis no~
ble brow there sat a regal dignity, whish wenld well
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have become a jewelled diadem,
hair partly shading it. There was an expression of
pride and decision on the beautifully chiselled and |
firmly compressed lips, which might have appeared
too severe, but for the deep blue eyes which softened
their character, and which cast over the whole a
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his dark wreathing jupon the subject which he perceived interested her
the most.

From this day, he attached himself more particu-

larly to her than to any one else. She was still
weak and delicate, and unable to join the gay riding
and driving parties enjoyed by the rest. He there-

gravily almost amounting t6 melancholy. Mary  fore supplied her with books, which proved the great-
never beheld ore Who so completely realised her | est delight to her, as she wandered alone amidst the

ideas of manly beauty; and she continued to gaze |
ondim with the admiration of an artjst, who would |
hate gladly made him the subject for a picture, as
. he stood eppawgntly listening to the unmeaning prat-
tle of his fair companion, who, it was evident, tried to
usurp his exclusive attention.

Lady Brereton smiled on perceiving Miss Annes-
ley’s fixed attention, and whispered to her, * That
is my son. Isuppose you scarcely recognize in him
the youth you may remember, many years ago, at
Annesley Park. Claude,” she added to him, * will
Yyou not speak to your old acquaintance, Mary An-
nesley 2

Colonel Brereton haslily turning round, and for
the first time perceiving Mary, instantly advanced
towards her, and holding out his hand, expressed a
hope that she was fast recovering, and would find
the air of Norwood Abbey beneficial to her health
and strength. Mary felt gratified and encouraged
by this address, and replied to him in her own sweet
and natural manner. To the astonishment of the
whole party, he offered her his arm to lead her down
to the dinner table, placing himself by her side, and
continuing to converse with her in preference to the
Lady Julia Russel, who had contrived to occupy the
seat on his other hand. None felt more surprised
than the meek and humble-minded Mary, at his
selecting her rather than the fashionable beauty,
whose dark eyes looked so bewitchingly languid each
time they encountered his. From the want of per~
sonal attraction, she was unaccustomed to receive
much attention, except from those who loved her for
ber real worth; and that the admired, the courted,
yet inaccessible, Colonel Brereton, should shew it
to her so pointedly, struck her as passing stange.
He talked to her about. years gone by, when, as a
boy, he used to visit Anriesley Park, inquiring after
the beautiful child, Beatrice, and whether she was
as great 8 romp as ever? ‘ '

¢ Not quite so great a one at sixteen as when
only five,” replied Mary, affectionately smiling at
the mention of her sister; “yet I cannot say much
for her sedate behaviour even now.»

“Is she petted and spoiled as she used to be 7
was the next question.

¢ Ab, I find you have not forgotten,” returnedH
Mary; “you must see her to judge, and I think
you will say, that you never beheld so fair g crea-
tm.”

Colonel Brereton regarded her with kindness, as
she uttered this warmly, while he continued to dwelt

F

shady groves and lawns of the Abbey. From Lady
Brereton she also received every polite and kind at-
tention which good breeding could dictate or she
could expect; yet in her manner there was a pride
and hauteur natural to her, which chilled the warm-
hearted Mary. To those he did not like, Colonel
Brereton assumed the same demeanour, and Mary
felt often surprised, as she gazed on him while in
this mood, mentally saying, “ Will those stern
features ever relax into that beautiful smile again 7

As his character became better known to her, she

discovered that with much to admire, yet were
there blemishes which she earnestly wished removed.
As a companion, she found him highly gifted, intel-
lectual and refined ; as a son, respectful ; as a sol-
dier, brave, chivalrous, yet perhaps too strict a
disciplinarian to be much liked ; as a man, proud,
ambitious, and truly honourable; but as a Christian,
in its extended sense, wanting in many points. Ma-
ry, when she knew him better, would occasionally
venture to touch upon the subject of religion with
him ; when he would smile and listen to her atten-
tively, but scarcely make any reply to her observa-
tions. Thus daily and hourly, in the society of one
so richly endowed by nature, and possessing so many
attractive qualities, he gradually, without her being .
aware of it, gained a powerful inflience over her,
though he never breathed a word which could imply
the slightest partiality beyond a sincere friendship.
Lady Brereton, who desired a very high alliance for
her son, smiled at his attentions to Mary, which
she conceived were bestowed to pique those who had
been pre-determined to win his admiration ; but in
this she did him less than justice, for he really ad-
mired the good sense and amisble disposition of
Mary,contrasting them with the affectation,the vanity
and lisping folly he beheld in the others, who despised:
and slighted her. Poor Mary ! at the close of two
months she returned home, the beautiful image of
Claude Brereton engraven on her heart and thoughts ;
while he left the Abbey a few days subsequent, al-
most forgetting that there was such a being in exist~
ence as herself.

Mrs. Annesley, after her return, felt a strong de-

sire to behold him, of whom Mary was never weary
talking, and as she gazed on her lovely Beatrice, she
would indulge in golden dreams for her futyre ad-
vancement, in which he appeared before her as the
“ sunshine in the shady place,” brightening her on-
ward path. Imagine, then, the delight she expe-
rienced on receiving the letter which announced his
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intention of visiting Annesley Park on his way to
the Abbey, and which was fully shared in by Mary,
Wwho anticipated his arrival with feelings that chang-
d her usually calm and placid deportment to one of
herveus excitement. She superintended the arrange-
Ment of the apartments destined for him with assi-
duous care, nor did she forget, in her simple piety,
to place a few choice books on his writing table,
Which she hoped he might look into. Beatrice, on
the contrary, dreaded the thoughts of his visit, in
consequence of all the lessons upon propriety, and
the repeated injunctions she had received, that she
must not be seen romping with her brother, or pur-
Suing her usual favourite amusements, or performing
any wil(ul, mischevious act ; above all, she must not
angry with any one before Colonel Erereton
but obey her mother: sing, and play, or dance,
Whenever she was requested ; and to insure her com~
Pliance with these demands, she was promised 'a
beautifyl pony upon which she had set her heart.

The day on which he was expected at length ar-
Tived, and to Mary’s Jjoy, proved fine and auspicious.
She walked through all the rooms, which she had
filled with the most choice and fragrant flowers, her
Young heart fluttering with anticipated pleasure.
She tried to read and compose her thoughts, but this
she found extremely difficult; and she entered the
Studio of Mr. Mortimer, who was engaged there
With Herbert and Beatrice, determined to conquer
the unsettled state of her mind, which she felt to be
detrimental to those duties she was wont to perform.

. Mortimer rose on her entrance, and, with a

ightened colour, offered her a chair. There was
80mething in his appearance extremely pleasing, and
2 mildness and suavity in his manner, and in the ex-
Pression of his intelligent countenance, which ren-

red him an object of regard and interest. Although
very little beyond thirty years of age, yet were his
d."k hairs already mingled with grey; this, in addi-

1 to g cheek pale from intense study, and a quiet
*eriousness in his whole demeanour, gave to him a
Much older look, while they gained for him the res-
Pect and obedience of his young pupils.

Edward Mortimer was the eldest of six children,
Whose father, also a clergyman, having died a few
:“‘" Previously, involved on him the important

Barge of his whole family. Well kad he fulflled it,

by every sacrifice in his power, contributed to

.~ 8Upport of his widowed mother, and the educa-

» of his brothers and sister. From Mr. Annesley,
he regarded him highly on account of his talents,

Teceived a liberal salary, which he chiefly devoted

ir use, merely reserving for himself what was

ly Necessary. How hopeless and presumptuous
'ho‘:l’l’eared his attachment for Miss Annesley,
tance .“Pectlﬁons placed her at an insuperable dis-
5 Yet not to love her was impossible, though
astruggle it cost him to make the effort. She
Perfectly ignorant of her influence over him, and

continued to receive lessons from him in the German
language, without noticing the tremor in his voice,
while he would read aloud select passages from
Goéthe nd Schiller.

The room considered particularly his own was one
well adapted for study. The large gothic window of
stained glass, opening into a long shady avenue,
seemed to invite that repose of thought so necessary
to the student, since no sound, save the cawing of
the rooks, and the distant murmur of a sparkling
fountain, disturbed the attention, unless when the
occasional tinkle of a sheep bell and the voice of
the shepherd would break on the delicious stillness,
and proclaim that busy man was near. In this
charming retreat Mr. Mortimer spent all his leisure
hours, devoting them to the service of his Divine
Master, not only by reading His holy Word, and
meditating thereon, but in the active performance of
his duties towards all those who were depending on
him, and which he considered quite as acceptable to
God. He was much attached to his youthful pupils,
and strove to win them by gentle means into the
fold of the Heavenly Shepherd, while at the same
time he was the cheerful companion of alf their ram~
bles, their guide, their adviser, and their friend. To
lead the lovely and wilful Beatrice gave him at times
infinite trouble ; and often did he tremble for her
future happincss, on beholding the mistaken indul-
gence lavished upon her by her fond but weak
mother. As a woman, he well knew that submijs-
sion she must learn; and how difficult would the
task become to her in after years, wheu the pliancy
of youth was gone. Now, she might be moulded
into any thing ; alas ! then, it would require a severe
discipline to bow down that proud, high spirit. Yet
many were her endearing qualities : and while Mr.
Mortimer would gravely shake his head, and offer
the mild rebuke, he could scarcely repress a smile
at her vagaries, as he gazed on her lovely and child-
like form. ’ ‘

Herbert was a fine, intelligent, well-disposed boy,
one year younger than Beatrice. Mr. Annesley had
earnestly hoped that his only son would have dis-
played some taste for science ; but Herbert’s decided
preference for dogs and horses, and all active pur-
suits, soon destroyed this chimera ; and after break-
ing one of his father’s most valued barometers, he
banished him in disgrace from his studio, as a num-
skull, who was only fit to break his neck in a fox-
chase. )

The moment Beatrice beheld her sister she started
up from her chair, and throwing away her book, ex-
claimed :

“I am so glad you are come, Mary. Mr.
Mortimer will now spare me for a few minutes, I
am dying to have a run down the avenue.”

Mr. Mortimer looked slightly confused at this re-
mark, and hesitated while Mary replied : )

:



“¥am not going to remain long, Beatrice, do not
let me make you idle.”

“Oh, I had forgotten that the peerless Colonel
Brereton is expected today, and | suppose you are
too much occupied to take your lesson in German,”
returned Beatrice, lnughiug.

Mary deeply blushed, while a shade of melancholy
stealing over the intelligent countenance of Mr.
Mortimer, he enquired :

“ Will not Schiller tempt you to remain awhile |
amongst us, Miss Annesley ;> he took up the book ’
as he addressed her : :

*The quiet ealm of this room is even a greater,”’ i
replied Mary, accepting the book and sitling down.
¢ Let me see where did we leave off 1’ while she
turned the leaves, Mr. Mortimer giving her his whole
altention, Beatrice placed one foot on the window
and looking archly back, said :

‘1 have your permission now, Santo Padre 2”

Mr. Mortimer not willing to risk his authority by
arefusal of what he knew she was determined to do,
nodded an assent, when Beatrice bounding off was
soon out of sight.

On gaining the end of the avenue she turned into
the broad road leading from the lodge gates up to
the entrance hall—her long golden ringlets waving
in wild luxuriance round her face, now lighted up by
smiles as she felt the vivifying effects of the delicious
air. The deer in the Park scampered away on her
approach, while she with childish glee pursued them.
At length she was stopped in her chase by the ap-
pearance of two horsemen at the gates, near which
she had drawn—the idea that the one must be Colo-
nel Brereton, who she knew was expected at an early
hour, occurred to her. She desired to avoid him,
yet could not resist a curiosity to see what he was
like, previous to being introduced to him formally —
and with this view she sprang amongst the low |

branches of a magnificent cedar tree, under which |
he must puss, concealing herseli” within its dark fo- |
liage. As the strangers drew nearer, the zaze of
Beatrice became fixed intently on the foremost one,
who from Mary’s description, she at once recogniz-
ed, as the expected guest. He was indeed superbly
handsome, but there was such an expression of
stern determination in his countenance that Beatrice
felt a strong inclination to discover whether it would
be possible to change it. Reflection was unknown
to her, and plucking off a small branch from the tree,
she let it fall upon him as he approached. He looked
up astonished, but seeing no one conceived it acci~
dental aud without relaxing a single feature, again
moved on.

“ Mercy, what a despot he looks,” mentally said
Beatrice ; I must provoke a smile else [ should
dread to speak to him.”

She repeated her mischief and struck him in the
face. He now paused, while a frown contracted his
brow ; it became instantly succeeded by the most ben.
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ignant beautiful smile, on his catching a glimpse of
her white garments in the tree.

““ Ha, little lady, you are discovered ! he said,
beating away the branches with his riding whip.
‘““ Surely you can be no other than the romping rosy
Beatrice, I so well remember. Come down (rom your
covert and let me see you.” '

The confused Beatrice continued silent, while he
endeavoured to gain a better view of her, adding :

¢ Nay, do not climb higher, you will fall—shall [
assist you ! here Antonio, take my horse 3>’ address~
ing his page, who immediadely rode up to him.

“* No, no, no !”’ cried Beatrice, ¢ I will not come
down, go on to the house.”

But perceiving him about to dismount, she sprang
from the trec and ran off with the flectness of a fawn,
nor ever paused until she had gained the study of
Mr. Mortimer, where she cast herself into a chair
faint and breathless, as she exclaimed :

I have seen him, Mary— he has arrived—and oh,
he has frightened me so much.”

“ What can you mean, Beatrice ! replied Mary,
while the crimson rushed to her cheek ; * has Colo-
nel Brereton arrived—how could he possibly fright-
en you.” )

Beatrice recounted their meeting in the Park, at
which Mary looked very grave.

“ My dear sister,” she said, * when will you learn
Lo act with propriety ? what can Colonel Brereton
think of you

“ He will think her what she is,” returned Her-
bert 5 ¢ a wilful romp—untamed—untameable.”

““Ido not care what he thinks,” said Beatrice
‘“he looks as if he drilled his men to death—how
could you call him so very handsome, Mary 77

* Hush, hush, Beatrice ! you speak too fast,” re-~
turned the smiling, blushing, Mary, as she rose and

j glided from the room, while Mr. Mortimer sighed,

and then turning to his wild pupil, bade her proceed
in the task from which she had played truant.

No persuasions could induce Beatrice to venture
into the drawing room until just before dinner, when
Mary, who had taken an amiable pleasure in dressing
her beautiful sister, led her thither and presented
her to Colonel Brereton, who taking her hand, said
smiling : &

“ Ah, fair ludy, 1 am happy to improve my ac-
quaintance with you—jyou are swift of foot as ever I

1find.?

Mrs. Annesley looked surprised at this address,

L while Mary laid her finger on her lip, and Beatrice
‘coloured.

“ lashe like what you imagined she would become
from your remembrance of her as a child,” enquired
Mrs. Aqnesley, pleased to see the admiring gaze
with which (f:lonel Brereton was contemplating her
idol.

“ No, indeed, I had no idea that the little round
unformed Beatrice would have grown inte the grace-
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ful creature I behold,” he replied, in the lowest tone.
““ She is all radiance—all sunshine.”

¢ Which too often changes for the shower and the
storm,” remarked Mr. Annesley, who was standing
at the window with another gentleman.

“Fie, fie, my love,” said Mrs. Annesley, annoy-
ed by this remark ; “ you are always in the clouds,
and your ideas confused by your eternal calcula-
tions.”

“I can hear the thunder rolling beneath me, not-
Withstanding, my dear,” rcjoined the husband.

“Papa, I wish you would take me up to the moon
With you the next time you visit it,” said the laugh-
ing Beatrice, clinging to him fondly ; “I want to
See that burning mountain which you were describ-
ing to Sir Rufus Ganza, a few days ago.”

*“She has it all her own way, you perceive,” re-
Plicd Mr. Annesley, stroking the fair head of his
+ beautiful child ; “ there there, that will do ; now go
to your mother,” he added, turning away to renew
his conversation with his scientific (riend.

Mrs, Annesley was perfectly charmed with the ap-
Pearance and manners of her new guest, who, accus-
tomed as he was to the most polished society, pos-
8cssed an ease and grace in his whole deportment,
Which united to the gallant bearing of a high minded
hilitary man rendered him the attractive object he
Was. His was a singular character, difficul. to be
de!cribed, in which pride and great dctermination.
Bl"llggling with all the solter qualities of his nature,
kept them bound in fetters, rarely permitting them to
Ppear ; by those who did not know him well, he
Was considered cold and repulsive 5 Lie had very few
inﬁmate\friends, but these were devoted to him.

He met Mary on his arrival, with the cordiality of
N old acquaintance, yel without the slightest dis-|
May of warmer feelings, which caused a sensation of
Fain and mortification in the amiable girl, as she re-
traced the many delightful hours they had passed
together.

“Yet how could I expect a being like Claude

Tereton, to remember me,” she mentally said, it
Was only strange that he ever showed me any pre-
€rence, when in the presence of others, so far my
*Uperiors ; he would have acted a kinder part had he
flever done s0.”  Still was he atfeptive and friendly
I his manners towards her, while Beatrice he
treateq familiarly as he would a child, much to her
Chagrin and annoyance. On her complaining of this

ary, and contrasting his different behaviour to

m both, her sister replied :

““Remember you were the first to use a freedom
With Colonel Brereton 5 had I strewn boughs over
'™, and then ran away, as you did, probably his
™anners would have taken the tone from mine. 1If

. © respect oursclves others will do 5o too 3 if not, we
"ﬂnnot blame them if they presume ; you soon forgot;
Your determination to sit on the edge of your chair

and say nothing but  yes, sir? and ¢ no, sir,’ she con-
tinued, smiling.

““Oh ! Mary, I detest school girl manners, and all
your demure misses,” returned Beatrice ; ““yet you
shall see I will make this stately, Colonel Brereton
treat me with more deference ; would you believe it,
when we were standing together in the balcony, he
asked me, “if 1 would like to carry the colours in
his regiment 5’ I could have boxed his ears.”

“You have certainly contrived to thaw the ice in
his nature most rapidly, Beatrice,” said Mary; «1
have seen him behave very differently to those he
likes not ; but of course, as the son of mamma’s par-
ticular friend, he treats us as he would relations; you
must not take offence, but remember what 1 say,
respect yoursell.” Beatrice nodded her head and
smilcd, then perceiving her brother ard Mr. Morti-
mer at some little distance in the grounds, she
hastened from the room afler them, calling on them
to wait for her, ier merry voice rivalling in its
sweetness the song of birds.

““What a sunbeam of hope and promise is that
fair sister of yours,”” now said Colonel Brereton ape
proaching Mary. 1 had no conception I was to be-
hold a being of such surpassing beauty ; she must
make you alt very happy.”

“8She is indecd a very lovely creature,” replied
Mary affectionately, ¢ and light and volatile though
she appears, yct is her mind richly endowed ; she
only wants to learn self control to make her all that
is charming in woman, and this I trust experience
and religion will give her.”

““ And which you will inculcate, will you not
asked Colonel Brereton, with his peculiar smile.

“Itis my pleasing duty to do all I can,” replied
Mary, meekly 5 “ but for success I must look to a
bizher power.”

Mis. Anncsley now proposed a stroll on the lawn,
and while there, Herbert was seen endeavouring to
bring back his sister Beatrice forcibly, who, strug-
gling with the powerful boy, struck him several
times. Mrs. Anunesley lookel inexpreasibly shocked.

¢ Mary, Mary, for Heaven’ssuke 2o and bid that
rude boy not to annoy his sister ; tell him I am very
angry with him.” )

““ At least she appears to know how to defend her-
self,”” observed Colonel Brereton rather astonished H
the voice of Herbert now vociferated :

“ Mamma, Beatrice will insist on going 1o the
Gipsey Camp, although you have desired her not.””
Mrs Annesley uttered a scream. *¢ Beatrice, my
darling, come hither,” she exclaimed,  the most vi-
rulent small pox prevails amongst them, implore
you not to think of going.”

“What folly, mamma,” replied Beatrice petu-
lantly ;  how can I catch it in the open air ; besides
I am not going to the camp, 1 only wish to see
Rachael.”

“It is Rachael’s child who has got the disease ; it




8

you love me, return,” cried the terrified mother. “Ah,
Heavens ! she is going! What on earth shall I do ?
Colonel Brereton do you think you could prevail.”

Colonel Brereton, waited not to reply, but was at
the side of Beatrice in an instant, and had caught her
hand.

“ Beatrice, your mother desires you to return,”
he said, gravely.

“Miss Beatrice Annesley, if you please, sir,” she
rejoined ; ¢ I will return when I have fulfilled my
mission.”’

¢ Before that my pretty one, or I am much mista-
ken-—come, there is a good girl.”

¢ No, no, I tell you no. Now are you satisfied—
leave me this instant, sir ; how dare you, a stranger,
detain me against my will.”

I dare do much when success is my object ; do
you persist in your refusal 7

As he asked this, his countenance assumed an
expression of such dark and deadly passion that the
subdued girl shrank under it, and without another
word she suffered him to lead her back to her mother,
when her restrained feelings giving way, she burst
into a passionate flood of tears, and was conducted
by the distressed Mary to her own room. Mrs. An-
nesley was profuse in her acknowledgments to Colo-
net Brereton, who merely bowed, and turning away
Jjoined Mr. Mortimer, who was slowly approaching,
and continued conversing with him for a considerable
time. Beatrice on gaining her apartment, threw her-
self on her bed, sobbing, while Mary endeavoured to
reason with her, gently regretting that she had ex-
hibited herself in such an unfavourable light before
Colonel Brereton. At the meution of his name
Beatrice started up, exclaiming :

 Mary, I hate and dctest him ; while he remains
in the house I will never speak another word to
him.” .
€ My dear Beatrice, I had really hoped that you
possessed more sense,” returned Mary ;  if you suf-
fer these tempers to gain the ascendency over you
now, what is to become of you in after life 2 Pray to
God, my sister, to help you to conquer them, else as
a woman they will cast a blight over your whole
happiness.”

1 was not angry, Mary, until that man’s daring
insolence made me 50. I would have returned when
- Mr. Mortimer asked me, only I had made a promise
to poor Rachael, and I will keep it too in spite
of them all.”

Mary said a great deal more to try and convince
her sister that she was to blame; but finding her
intreaties to return with her to the drawing-
room, ineffectual, she at length left her t6 herself,
when Beatrice waiting until the evening had nearly
closed in, rose and washing away the traces of her
tears, stole from her apartment, and watching her
opportunity, gl"led from the house unperceived, and
pursued her way through the grounds to the shrub-

(alarm on beholding his
! uncouth appearance.
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bery ; the wicket gate was at this hour locked, but in
an instant she had bounded over it, and was running
at her fullest speed down the lane, which opened on
the common, where were encamped the gipsies.
sk.e looked around her cautiously, for it was by this
time quite dark, and she was only guided towards
the spot by their fires, that lent a flickering uncertain
light.

“1 fear she thinks I have forgotten her by my be-
ing so late,” said Beatrice, pausing—* and 1 dare
not go amongst all those wild men.”

As she uttered this a dark form presented itself
from behind a thicket.

“Is that you, Rachael,” enquired Beatrice, tim-
idly.

“No, it is Rachael’s husband,” replied a man’s

I'voice ; ““she is with her child, and has sent me to re-

ceive your gold,” he advanced towards her as he
spoke—and Beatrice could not forbear shrinking in
gigantic form, and savage

“1 wish Rachael had come herself,” she said
trembling ; ¢ cannot I see her 7

“You do nat fear to give it to me,” quickly re-
Joined the man in a raised voice, and purposely dis-
playing a large cudgel to her sight.

¢ Oh, no, no,” said the now terrified girl ; *here
it is, but mind yoy give it to herself for her poor sick
child.”

She was on the point of placing a purse in the
man’s large hand, when Rachael came hastily for-
ward.

““Lady, lady, do not give it to him, he will spend
it all in drink,” she cried, “ for shame Hartley, how
could you serve me so.”

“ Go shares then, or by h—IT will have it all,”
said the man in a voice of thunder.

Poor Beatrice was nearly sinking with terror,
while Rachael rejoined :

¢ Away, cowardly villain, else I will rouse the
camp—hark they are coming ; they hear your savage
threat. Now lady give it to me quickly, and may
God bless your goodness to my poor suffering babe.”

Beatrice instantly complied, too thankful to make
her escape, and while the man growled and skulked
away, she flew with the speed of lightning the way
she had come, nor paused to take breath until she

found hersell once more on the lawn. She looked
towards the drawing-room, the windows of which
were all thrown open ; the light from many lamps
streaming through them, she perceived Colonel Brere-
ton walking underneath with Mr. Mortimer, while
the, sweet voice of Mary was heard singing some of
her favourite Scotch ballads. Fearful of being discov-
ered if she lingered, she hastened from the spot and
sought her own room, with a feeling of thankfulness
for what she had been enabled to do, as well as for
the protection (hat had been granted her even though
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¥he had tempted Providence to forsake her by ber act
of disobedience.

Before retiring for the night, Mrs. Annesley and
ber sister came to see her, when they found her
nearly asleep.

¢ My dcar love,” said her mother, tenderly press-
* ing her; “I could not go to rest without enquiring
how you were—how could you distress us all, my
child, by such wayward conduct, and in the presence
00 of Colonel Brereton, who was so disposed to ad-
Mire you ; indeed it was very naughty.”

 Say no more about it, dear mamma,” replied
Eeatric_e, clasping her arms round her mother’s neck.
““If 1 vexed you I am very sorry, but I do not care
for Coloniel Brereton, neither do 1 wish him to ad-
mire me.”

“ Oh, my love ! say not so; I am very, very anxious
that he sheuld, and if you will only promise to
Tetrieve yoursell in his good opinion, in addition to
the pony, you shall have that beautiful gold bracelet
Which you admired so much at €arlton’s a few days
.xo.,’

“ I will think about it,” said Beatrice, burying her
face in her pillow to conceal a smile. “ Now good
Right, dear mamma, for I am very sleepy.”

® Good night, my darling,” repeated the fond pa-
fent, again embracing her. I am sure you will do
&l I wizh tomorrow.”

With thesc words she left the room, while Mary

nding over her sister, softly whiapered :

““ Beatrice dear, repcat to yourself the fifth com-
Mendment, and in obeying it, remember, that you will
Please God, which is of far more importance to you
than your pleasing Colonel Brereton.”

“1t is, dear Mary, and I shall pray for help to do
#," murmured Beatrice, who in a'few more minutes
Ws in a sweet slumber.

What were the reflections of Mary as she
®ought tier own pillow this night, none knew save
(hat Being to whom she had addressed herself with

€rvour and devotion ; all the bright dreams in which
the had for many months indulged, were by the in-
difference of Colonel Brereton’s manner towards her
forever, yet while she wept she felt thankful that

er heart’s secret was unknown to one on earth.
. “Itis betteras it is,’? she mentally said, after me-
duating on the past, the present and the future;
™y affection for him might have proved a snare in
tenating me by slow degrees from my holier duties §
heart is not yet right with God, and although the
gﬁ"lm of many noble qualities are springing into
Tossom within his breast, yet the tares are there to
<hoke them, and who knows how he t}n'ght have in-
h:‘“"ed smy opinions. Oh! hot presumptuous I
m;: been, and how wrong to bestow on him so
Y of my thoughts. 1 am rightly punished for my
L3 yet I will atiil pray for him as my friend. The

ul'atone may hope to obtain his love

&ry rose on the following day, serene and ealm,

g e TR m e e ——

and with a feeling of thankfulneds for the many Bless«
ings she enjoyed.

“ While the power is mine to do good to uthers,’
‘she exclaimed,  ought I not to be happy 1 Ok, yes,
yes, my father,” she continued, clasping her hands §
“ help me to say from my heart, ¢ thy will be done,?
and to desire nothing beyond the privilege of being
spent entirely in thy service.” When the young
people met at the usual hour in the study of Mr.
Mortimer, Herbert began extolling the merits of Cos
lonel Brereton, who, he said, had visited the stables
with him, admired his pony exceediugly and pros
mised to take a ride with him in the course of the
day.

““J wish you would not speak about him, Hers
bert,” said Beatrice petulantly. ¢ You interrupt
me in my task.”

¢ Oh ! I had forgetten,” replied Herbert sughing,
“you are angry with him becaunse he taught you
a lesson that you could never learn before—to bé
obedient—how foolish you looked when he brought
you back.”’

“ Peace, peace,” said Mr. Mortimer, seeing the
gathering storm on the brow of Beatrice ; *“ here is'd
problem in Euclid to try your patience, Master Eiérs
bert ; let me see how well you ean solve it.”

Herbert received the book with & shrug of thi
shoulders, and a smile, while Beatrice stationed hers
sclf at the window on a low stool, her beautifut ficd
shaded almost entirely by her clustering tinglets;
which fell like a golden shower around Her. While
thus intently engaged, a shadow suddenly obscared
the light, and on looking up she beheld Colonet
Brereton standing before her, outside the casement 3
a flash of anger and pride mantled on ler chieek, and
without taking the slightest notice of hini, she pur-
sued her studies.

“T beg many pardons for my intrusion,” tie said,
entering ; 1 had no idea that this shady walk lef
1o the study of Mr. Mortimer. May I ask the name
of the book which so engrosses the fair Baatrice

Beatrice affected not to hear him, but turring tg
Mr. Mortimer, gave him her book, sayirig she was
ready to repeat her lesson.

% L4 jeune sauvage,” murmured Colonél Breres
ton, throwing himself carelessly into a chair and
taking up & volume from the table. )

In a few minutes afterwards he was ready to recaiit
this opinion,from the feeling and pathos she displayed,
while reciting a beautiful portion of the *Paradise
Lost.” Her voice was one of her peculiar charms,
and when she (':ensed,an involuntary burst of applause
greeted her, while she instantly, resuming her own
childish manner, kissed her hand laughingly to Mr.
Mortimer, as she bounded through the window, say~
ing:

1 am now going to the woods, the young sevage
Joves not restraint or confinement. I will return W

you anon.”
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* What an inexplieable being, is that,”” observed
€olonel Brereton, gazing alter her ; * one moment
she appears angelic, and in the next —— »

*She reminds you that she .s a child of earth,”
said Mr. Mortimer, finishiny the séntence for him.
“ Beatrice is indeed a strange wild creature—who,
had she been judiciously treined, hag gualities which
would have made hers a charming character—but as
she is, with every wayward passion unchecked—
every caprice humoured—most sensitive and too
scornful—1I tremble for her.”’

] would like to have the re-modelling such a
ereature,’” returned Colonel Brereton, * there would
be so much excitement in it.”

“ And how would you commence,” enquired Mr.
Mortimer, smiling,

“1 would punish her for every act of disobedience
till her proud spirit was subdued. By heavens ]
would tame her till she was gentle as a lamb in a
month—1I have comquered many a fiery horse in this
way.”

* Very probably—but I much doubt your suceeed-
iog with Beatrices Unkind or harsh treatment
might breek her heart, but would never bow down
her lofiy spirit. No, Colonel Brereton, as I told you
in our conversation last night, these changes must be
wrought in ber by God alone. Lead her by gentle-
vess and prayer to the feet of Jesus, and Beatrice
would become as loveable as she is lovely.”

“ How long has she received the bencfit of your
instructiops 17
. “Two years ; but I lament that my exertions in
her behalf are sadly warped by her mother, who con-
stantly interferes with her education. Her desire is
to train her for this world,—mine, to prepare her for
the next.”

“Miss Annesley appears remarkably amiable,”
observed Colonel Brereton, abruptly,

The cheek of Mr. Mortimer became pale and then
red at the mention of her name.

* Miss Annesley is an angel,” he returned, in’the
Jowest tone.

Colonel Brereton smiled, for his penetrating eyes
b1d read the secret of the minister’s heart, in his
agilated countenance. .

¢ She would make an excellent wife for a country
parson ip a woodbine cottage,” he said, delighted
with the confusion he had called forth.

But the melancholy expression these words pro-
duced in the varying features of the excellent young
man, checked his levity, and he continued as he rose
10 quit the room : .

* But here am I interrupting you in your morning
avpeations without reflection, youngster ; at what
bour will you be ready to take your ride.’”

Herbert named it, when Colone! Brercton retired
by the way he had entered.

At the appointed time the horses were led to the
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hall door, where Bealrice was standing with her
brother to admire them, when Herbert said o her :

“ Beatrice, you dare do many things, but there is
one I dare you to do, and that is to mount Colonel
Brereton’s horse and gallop him down the park.”

“You do,” said the wild girl, approaching the
nigh-spirited animal ; “ you shall soon see whether
[ dare.” :

“No, no, I did but jest,” returned Herbert, re-
gretting his inadvertence ; “you could not manage
him—indeed you could not, Beatrice.”

“1 must not suffer you to mount him, miss,” said
Antonio, the page, endeavouring to prevent her; “it
would make my master 50 angry.”

But Beatrice was not te be thwarted—in an jn-
stant she sprang upon the horse, and giving the page
a smart twitch with a riding whip to make him let
go the reins, she dashed off at full speed just as Col-
onel Brereton made his appearance. Great was his
indignation on seeing what had occurred, and as he
shook Antonio violently by the shoulder, he darted
a glance upon him under which the poor boy quailed.
Herbertin vain assured him it was not Antonio’s fault,
Colcnel Brereton, with a malediction and a counten-
ance darkened and stormy, ordered him to follow him
on foot,while he mounted the other horse to ride af:er
the provoking Beatrice, who by this time had gained
the lodge, where fortunately for her the keeper of the
gate perceiving her perilous situation on the prancing
stecd, caught the reins and held them firmly until
Colonel Brereton rode up, who snatching them from
him, ordered him to lift the young lady from the
saddle.

Beatrice appeared subdued by fear, which was not
lessencd on encountering the angry eye of the young
man, and she submitted to his orders without a word
of resistance. She stood for an instant silent,
abashed and looking so beauiful that Colonel Brere-
ton was disarmed, as in a softened tone he said ;

“Beatrice, I wish you would act with more re-
flectlon—you have not only run the risk of accident
to yourdelf, but to my horse, which I value—why are
you so self-willed.”

“ Beeause it is my pleasure, sir,” returned Bea-
trice, rallying her courage. *“ Have I not told you
that 1 do not choose to be addressed so familiarly by
you.”?

¢“ You must change your conduet, young lady, be-
fore you can expeet to be treated like anything but e
troublesome child. Ry heavens il you belonged to
me I would teach you obedience.”

¢ Would you, indeed—1 think you would find your
task more difficult than you imagine,” returned Bea-
trice, laughing in derision ; but while she spoke his
countenance gradually assumed the expression which
had before so terrified her. She strove to meet it with-
out shrinking, but such was the extraordinary effect
it had upon her, that she concealed her face within
her hands, shuddering.
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“ VWhat say yeu now, fair one 1" enquired Colone]
Brereton; ‘“should I not perform Petrucio to your
Katherine, admirably 1

“ Oh, no, no, I detest you !” exclaimed Beatrice;
“1 am glad you are s00n going—you must be a very
wicked person to be able to look in that way.”

““ A kind of Mephistopheles, you think,” he re-
turned, laughing ; “ well, well, I see we must be
friends——what ! you will not,” as she retreated from
him, shaking her head. ¢ Farewell, obdurate one,
You may meet a kindred spirit some day who will
Uy that heart of thine and teach it how to suffer and
forgive.” '

Beatrice heard him not, for striking into a copse
on the left, she ran off without venturing to look
back, while Herbert in the same moment galloped
Up to him, followed by Autonio, when Colonel Brere-
ton mounting his own horse, procceded with his
Joung companion through the gates towards the
Wide and open common.

Mrs. Annesley was unusually vexed with Beatrice
for her conduct, when she learnt how much it had
displeased her guest, but as she was going to give a
ball on the following night, and wished her pet child

There was a party expected at dirner, and most mor-
tifying was it to Mrs. Annesley when she beheld the
face of Beatrice swollen and disfigured by weeping,
She took her into Mary’s room, entreating her to tse
her endeavours in composing her before she made
her appearance before the strangers. Mary suffered
her sister to tell her whole griefs, and how complete-
ly the Jabour of many months had been destroyed,
adding : '

Mary, had the garden been yours—I am sure it
would.”

“It would have vexed me sadly, 1 have no doubt,
dear Bgatrice,” replied Mary, calmly ; “and I am
very sorry for its destruction ; but do not let it
grieve you, my sister, I will help you to repair it ; if
we rise one hour earlier in the morning than we are
accustomed to do, we shall soon restore it to order,
while we are improving our healths *

Beatrice was softened by the gentle kindness of
her sister, and clasping her arms round her, said :

“You always suggest something pleasant, dear
Mary ; thauk you a thousand times. Mdmma prom-
ised to take me to Cowley’s tomorrow to chooss

*“Now would it not have made you very angry,

to appear to the best advantage, she feared to|some [resh plants, if I would only say no more about .

chideher, lest she might refuse to make her appear- | it before Colonel Brereton. She litle knovws how she
nce, which she had been known to do on former
Occasj She contented herself therefore by mak- | Wish me to please him so much ? 1 am sure he has
Ing many apologies for her to Colonel.Brereton on | done nothing to deserve my taking that trouble.”

his return, who received them with a quict smile and: “Is it not natural that mamma should do all
In silence, while Herbert enquired : i she can to make her house pleasant to the son of her

“ Whose was the beautiful pony he had just seens friend, Lady Drereton,” replied Mary with a sigh;
led into the stables.”’ | “you forget his kinduess and attentions to me when

“It is one 1 bave purchased for your sister Bea-| ¥ was an invalid at the abbey, should you not help
\rice, my dear,” replied Mrs. Annesley.  Johnson| me in striving to repay them.”
tolls me it is.a very perfict creature ; I must have] “I did not indeed think of that, but I cannot bear
Your opinion, Colonel Brereton.” his treating me like a child.”

Beatrice now entered, full of glee at her new ac-!  * Then you must 1ot bebave like one—come let
qllisiﬁon, boa;ting that Herbert’s was not to be ! me braid this wild bair into s.me crder, and while
" Compared to it cither in colour or in shape, an opin- | doing so I will re}nte to you 5y vist Lo a dear sick

lon which he rude]y contradicted’ cal{ins on Coluned  child this morning, in a miserabie dark cottago,

ton to be the umpire ; on this he agreed, when " whose patience under all his sufferings, was in-

they all sallied forth to the stables, Beatrice forget- ! deed a touching and improving sight.  When I asked

" ling i her eagerness for his decision, all her anger : him if he never felt inclined to murmur, he made me
towWards him. On proceeding down the shrubbery, | this sweet answer : .

is teaching me to hate his very name ; why does she

they perceived one of the grooms running in the di- !

Tection of her flower garden, where she bestowed
Much of her time and labour. Alas, Lierbert’s pony

d broken loose, and the gate being open, he had
*€ampered in, and trampled down a!l her bezutiful
CArnations and roses. Here was a trial of temper,
her was hers proof against it ; but instantly yieiding

her tears she accompanied them by bitter re-
Proaches against Herbert, the groom ard the offend-
"% animal. Colonel Brereton looked on in silence
3 the Scene, lamenting that so fair a creature could
2t once become transformed into such s little fury.
‘.: ™ade no attempt to soothe her, but walked away,

"Ing her to fight her own battls as she Iked.

‘* Yes, lady, I do very often; but whenI look at
i this picture of Jesus Christ in my Bible, I think I
feel the thorns of that cruel crown in my temples,
I'and those dreadful nails tearing my hands and my
" feet—and then 1 forget my own pains, and say if he
i suffered such great onds for me, cannot I bear littla
ones for him.” .
This appeal to ber feelings prodused the effoct
'upon Beatrice which Mary desired. When she
: came to refiect on the loss of a few perishing worth-
i less foers, compared with the real sorrows others
were doomed to experience, she felt heartily ashamed

"time sls was rpdy to accompany Mary {o the draw-

for the tears she had wasted on them, end by the -

e e - - - ewm
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ing-room, her lovely countenance had recovered its
wanted serenity. Mrs. Annesley looked anxiously
towards her on her entrance, but meeting only
smiles, she cast an approving glance on Mary for the
succeas of her amiable efforts. The eyes of Colonel
Breretow were also turned towards the sisters, but
although the beauty of Beatrice failed not to attract
his admiration—yet his attentions he exclusively be-
stowed on Mary, who reccived them with calm dig-
nity, even while her voice faltered as she listencd
to his, whose rich and manly tones recalled a thou-
sand fond recollections. The party at dinner was
small and select, and the evening being warm, it was
unanimously agreed upon to carry the tea out on the
lawn. While assembled there, and all in the gayest
spirits, Herbert was seen slowly approaching, sobbing
most piteously—he would have avoided the stran-
gers, as he drew nearer, but Mary, accompanied by
Colonel Brereton and Beatrice, went to mect him,
" enquiring the cause of his distress. He cast a re-
proachful look on Beatrice as he replied, his voice
almost choked by his feelings.

‘¢ Ah, miss, my poor pony will never go into your
garden again te trample it down, for the groom, in
leaping him over a hurdle fence, has staked him, and
be is dying.”

Presh sobs succeeded this sad announcement
which was received with many expressions of sym-
pathy and regret. Beatrice felt it particularly ; her
tears gushed [orth and throwing herself on the bosom
of her brother, she exelaimed :

“ Dear, dear Herbert, I am grieved indeed for your
poor pony. [ forgave him long since, and I would
give my garden and all | possess to save his life ; but
this I cannot do. All that is in my power is to offer
You mine—yes, my brother take him, he is yours ; do
not cry any more, but let us go and see if any thing
can be done to lessen the sufferings of the poor
animal.”

¢ That creature has & heart, and a kind one after
ally” said Colonel Brereton, much struck by her
charming conduct, and turning to the approving
Mary, while Beatrice taking the hand of her brother
proceeded with him to the stable. On reaching it they
found the unfortunate pony already released from
his sufferings, having been humanely shot soon after
the sccident; the only consolation Herbert could now
recoive, Beatrice had given him, and they continued
admiring the beauties of the ncw pony, until she was
rewarded by seeing him once more happy, and hear-
ing him: call her ““his own dear kind little sister.”
\Thi. act of self denial on the part of Beatrice, rajsed
her very muchin the estimation of Colonel Brereton,
who discovered that there were dﬁpth& in her charae-
ter which his superficial notice had not fathomed,
and he. was determined to observe her more closely.

To the gratification of Mrs. Annesley, she proved
in one of her happiest. moods’on the day following,
and loéked-beantiful as. an angel, when dressed for
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the ball, she entered ber mother’s room witly Miry—
the fond parent gazed proudly o her child, while
thoughts for her future agrandizement floated in her
mind ; she then began to caution her upon her be-
haviour, but perceiving the impaticnt tosy of the
head, she desisted, adding :

“ Well, well, 1 will say no more my dear love—do
not discompose your features, for you are indced
looking lovely ; shall we deseend to the saloon 7"

The rooms were soon filied with all the gay and
elite in the neighbourhood, while the band of musi-

cians, who were stationed in the conservatory, eom=_

menced playing. The young heart of Beatrice flut-
tered wilh pleasure as she gazed around her, and ran
to meet many of her companions, amongst whom she
shone like a bright star. Mary cared not for such
scenes, though she never withheld her presence from
them in her father’s house, since she conceived obe-
dience to the wishes of her parents a more neces-
sary duty than withdrawing herself from gaieties not
in themselves sinful, unless they alienated her from
higher, holier things, The religion of Mary reigned
in her heart, and shone in her cheerful contented
countenance ; she obtruded it on no one, bat in every
action of her life she adorned it by her beautiful
consistency, her forbearance towards the faults and
fuilings of others, and her active kindness to alf. It
was little known the good she did, save by that Being
for whose glogy and whose sake she worked, looking
unto Jesus alone as the author of her salvation, and
on her works as the fruit of that belief. Colonel
Brereton was standing by Mys, Annesley, convers-
ing with her, as the dancers began to form into
groups ; Mary and her sister stood near them, when
Mrs. Annesley turning to him, said :

““Can I introduce you to any of our belles?
hope you do nct object to dance 7

I was on the point of asking Miss Annesley,” he

returned, approaching Mary, and preferring his
request.

“ Mary never dances,” rejoined Mrs, Annesley,
¢ she considers it wrong.”?

¢ Not wrong, dear mamma,* replied Mary, “but
you know I cannot dance well, therefore I am not
fond of it, perhaps you will take my sister as a sube'

stitute (to him), and be a gainer by the exchange.”;. ..

‘ That little speech requires a compliment,”” rew
turned Coloncl Brereton, smiling ; ¢ and perhaps the
only one I can pass which will not appear invidious
is that I see none here but your sister, who could in
any way supply your place. Will you allow me to
lead you forward,” attempting to take the hand of
Beatrice.

“No indeed, not as your second choice,” replied
Beatrice, tossing back her rich golden ringlets as
she looked up in his face with a slight cur} on her
lip.”?

% Go and try your. fortune a third time,” and with-
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thess words she moved to the other side of the
room ; Colonel Brereton laughed and said :

“ After being twice refused, I must be a bold man
indeed to venture on a third.”

* % You must excuse Beatrice,” pleaded Mrs. An-
nesley ; ‘‘ She is very young, and always ‘acts and
apeaks from impulse. I have often told her how
abocking it is.” ;

One of the accomplishments in which Beatrice
most excellcd. was dancing, of which she was pas-
sionately fond, and she waited not long ere she
was sought for, eagerly to join the set. Mrs. An-
nesley watched with delight the effect her graceful
movements and ariel figure produced on her com-
Ppanion, whose eyes followed her wherever she turned.
The moment the dance ended she returned to her
mother, who whispered something in her ear, at
which she shook her head :

¢ Now do my love, to plcase me,” she continued
aloud. “ Colonel Brereton will you exert your in-
fluence—I wish her to dance an exquisite pas seul,
taught her by Madame Ronzi Vestris.”

. “If yours fails, I can have no hope or wish that
Wine should be more successful,’ replied Colonel
Brereton, who had risen to offer his chair.

Beatrice reflected a moment then bending to
kiss her mother, said, smiling : .

“ For you alone,” and flew off to call for the ap-
Propriate music.

A eircle immediately formed round her; and
nothing could exceed the beauty of her performance
tave the effeet it produced. Colonel Brereton ap-
Peared spell bound, nor moved nor spoke till she
Coased amidst the deafening applause of the whole
Yoom, when perceiving Mr. Mortimer at some dis-
tanee leaning against a door, his gaze fixed in me-
laneholy earnestness upon her who was enchanting
all others ; he approached him and enquired :

“For heaven’s sake what ails thee, man ?—why
Cast those dolorous glances at that bright creature
Who inspires any thoughts but those of sadness 7"

“In you she may,” replied Mr. Mortimer,  be-
Cause you look not beyond the present time ; my
Vidion takes in years to come, which must bring
80rrows with them that she will be totally unfit to
Meet. Can I then look upon her in all her innocent
uisty without pain.”

““ Your reason may be very sound, but it is surely
Out of place,” returned Colonel Brereton. “ Do you
TememberLord Shaftesbury’s opinion of Christianity;
“that it is so taken up with the care of our future

Tppiness, as to throw away all the present.’ >

“ A sneer which has as little truth in it as piety,”
Tejuined Mr. Mortimer, warmly. © If religion calls
for & few sacrificas, what countless blessings does she
s upon us in return 7 What are the pleasures
Fthe snses, which enfeeble and enslave us, com-
-Pard with the blessings we derive from every advance
™o Mol in goodness and virtues  Would I give my

conscience for that of the wretch who consumes his
health and appointed time in criminal indulgences.”

“ Then you consider yourself more perfect than
he. Is that humility 97

“ Only by the grace of God,” returned Mr. Mor-
timer, hastily, while his countenance lighted up with
Christian fervour.  Heaven forbid that 1 should
ascribe any good that is in me to my own fallen na-
ture, which needs his continued watch{ul care to keep
me right. To God alone be the praise.”

**So be it,” rejoined Colonel Brereton. ¢ Do
you know, Mortimer, my interest is much increased
for that fair Beatrice since yesterday. I wish she
were removed from the weak control of her mother.
Mine would prove a far better guide ; while in the
society she would meet’at the Abbey she would be
forced to check those violent and eapricious humours
in which she now indulges.”?

* She might learn indeed to conceal her faults, but
not to mend them,” replied Mr. Mortimer ; “and
what she might gain in polish and self command
she would lose in simplicity, and in that beautiful
ingenuousness so prominent now in her character.
No, no, my dear Colonel, she is safer in our keeping,
rest assured, while she is so very young. The ex-

ample of one like her sister Mary, is worth that of ..

all the lady Susans and lady Janes, whose lives are
wasted in vanity, [rivolity and dissipation. [ had
rather see her the wild thing she is forever, than a
heartless, selfish creature, such as fashionable life
produces. But aee,” he continued ; ¢ Mrs. Annesley
is approaching you with the subject of our discourse
—she wishes to speak to you I think.”

Colone! Brereton turned and beheid Mre. Annesley
advaneing with Beatrice, who it was evident accom~
panied her most reluctantly.

1 have come to present my young lady as yowr
partner in the waltz, which is going to form imme~
diately,” she said, *will you accept her !>

¢ Most delightedly, if you permit her to waltsz,”
he replied. : ,

¢ Oh, yes ! I would not approve of if for Mary—~
but for Beatrice, who is so very young—and with
you there ean be no impropriety.”

“J du not wish to waltz, mamma,” powted Bea
trice.

“My dear, | am sure you cannot refuse Calone}
Brereton, who has been kind enough te ask you,”
reasoned the mother.

Colonel Brereton stood with folded arms a little
proudly, and making no advances to the young lady,
who returned :

“He has not asked mé, why am I forced upon
him whether he will or no.””

‘ Be Mrs. Annesley has anticipated my
wishes,® said Colonel Brereton, smiling; “may 1
now be perniitted to plead my own cause.™

Tt is gained,” returned Beatrice, plasing ler
herd in his, when he immediately led her forward.
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As they stood together awaiting the music, many
remarks were made upon their being so.well paired ;
the proud, dignified and commanding appearance of
Colonel Brereton, blending so well with the fair deli-
cate beauty of the young Beatrice, who was Jooking
up in his face and talking in alively strain. One lady
in a formidable pink hat and feathers observed to
another in a gold tissue turban:

T have no doubt Mrs. Annesley would be very

happy indeed to obtain him for her pet child--the |
rich young heir to a Baranet, in the possession of so |
many adventitious qualities would prove a good
match ; T do not believe there is much wealth in the
Annesley family, although there is so great a dis-
P'ay'”

“ Miss Denham was supposed to have money when
Mr. Annesley married her,” returncd the gold tur-
ban, ‘nodding sagaciously ; *but, entre nous, poor
man, he found himself disappointed. ¥hat a re-
markably plain girl is Miss Annesley, and how affect-
ed is that nun-like dress of hers—thouzh 1 believe it |
#s to conceal the scars attributed to a burn. How!

« very becomingly are the Miss Etheringtops attired--
sweet girls, you must be very proud of them !”

¢ They are sweet girls, though I say it that should
not,” replicd the hat and feathers, with a most ap-
proving smile ; but ther¢ is Lady Clayton, I declare,
I must go over and inquire for Sir William, who is
laid up with the gout, poor man. It is shocking she
should be here.”

¢ Fow tired f am of that eternal hat and feathers,”
said the gold turban, now ‘turning to a blorde cap
and roses, on her other side ; * I vow it has been to
every ball and party for the last two seasons—there
is nothing 0 uzly as soiled finery. Her daughters

too are dressed in equally bad taste, with such a
quantity of frippery and flowers. A timple white’
muslin dress like your pretty Emma’s, is so much,
more becoming for a young person.”

¢ 1 think $0,” replied the gratified cap and roses i\
¢ indeed, T am not very fond of them, as companions!
to my girl, they do such queer things—would you
believe it, Mrs. Dashwood, the eldest Miss Ether-
ington drove out alone a few days ago with Sir
Hugh Sparkes, and actually remained in his phaz-|
ton with the servant, while he paid several visits, en
m“te-”

‘Very good natured indeed,”” observed the gold
turban, watching the progress of a tray filled with
refreshments, “and very ladylike, certainly 3 tell it
not in Gath, dear me how very acid is this negus, do
you not think so: T am afraid of it.” The waltz now
commenced, when the hat and feathers was seen '
nodding and waving with as much consequence as;
if it had just come fresh from Madame Cargans, as|
it retreated to a seat, while Beatrice, who appeared!
to have quite forgotten any cause of displcasyre, she|
bad against Colonel Brereton, looked all animation
and delight, as he lightly carried her roand the room,

BEATRICE; OR, THE SPOILED CHILD.

her flowing ringlets sweeping his encircling arm,
they were followed by a very few, and they continued
waltzing until Beatrice, perf ctly breathless and ex-
hauated, was conveyed to a chair by her partner,
who placed himself on an ottoman at her feet, and
continued taltzing to her, while her varying coun-
lenance betrayed pleasure, or assumed anger ace
cording 1o the remarks he made. Mary watched
them from the quiet corncr to which she had with=
drawn, a smile of fond affection brightening her
face as she gazed on the childish form of her sister,
and marked her cool indifference towards nne who
accustomed 1o the flattery and homage of so many,
seemed now amused by the contrast; ifa slight pang
for 3n instant crossed her as a remembrance of past
happy days threw its shadow over her, she checked it
instantly.

“Let me not envy my lovely sister her days of
sunshine,” she mentally 8aid, ““or repine that so
fair a form has been denied to me,—the rose which
charms all beholders, and the lo;vly flower of the field
cared for by no one, are cqually regarded by God,
who reflreshes them with dew—and sheds his light
on both alike, and when their brief existence is
ended and they lie withered on the ground, who will
pause to ask which was the rose, or which the wild
flower.  Let me then rise above the things of time
and seck and prize only those which bloom for ever
in the vineyard of my Lord.”

Mr. Mort'mer now ventured to approach her, and
as the gay dancers continued to flit before hery and
the music send i's thrilling melody through the rooms,
he gradually led her into a conversation so decply
inferesting, that time became forgoiten, until a
summons to the supper room recalled her 1o the
lateness of the hour, when accepting his arm, she
followed the thronz down the crowded stair-case.
Bealrice was standing with her father, at one of the
open windows, laughing, as she recounted some
story, which he appeared to listen to with amused
attention, when one of the Miss Etheringtons ran
up to her, begging she would introduce her to Cole-
nel Brereton, for the next dance. :

“I do not sce him—whcre is he 1" enquired Bea-
trice, carclessly looking round her.

+ ““He s talking to Mies Annesley and Mr. Mor-

timer near the door; now do oblige me,
to know him.”

¢ Poor thing~-you must have patience till we re-
turn to the dancing room—for 1 cannot run after
him.”?

Accordingly Miss Etherington placed herself in 2
conspicuous situation on their re-entrance,and waited
eagerly the fulfilment of the promise. In the mean-
time the sprightly gallepade began, when to her djse
may a quiet looking young man in black approached
her, soliciling the honour of her hand—which she des
clined with a ecli bow pleading fatigue 5 he tijed to -
persuade, but the young lady was resolute, In the -

I am dying
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next moment Beatrice came up with Colonel Brere-
ton, who on being introduced, preferred the same
request. She instantly started up, accepted his arm
with a look of exultation, and walked away with
him, to the extreme mortification of the young stran-
%er, who disguised his feelings under a smile of con-
tempt. The cap and roses, remarked this little in-
cident to her neightour, the gold turban, who, purs-
ing up her mouth, replied :

‘* Miss Etherington has no time to lavish on gen-
teel young men in black ! do see how affeetedly she
hangs on the arm of Colonel Brereton ; she need not
waste her artillery upon him, for those stern cold
looks of ‘his prove him to be invulnerable.”

At the close of the dance he would have led her
back to her seat, but in the most languishing tones
she said, o5 she looked pleadingly in his face.

“ Pray teke me into the air, for I am sure I shall
faint,” he accordingly felt obliged to support her
into the balcony, where they found Beatrice laugh-
ing merrily with her brother Herbert.

“ You are going to faint, are you,” said the lively
&irl, on Miss Etherington’s repeating her belief, * do

wait a little (ill Herbert runs for some cold water.” (

Colonel Brereton who hated scenes, looked a little
annoyed, as he held the young lady in his arms,
while she gently inclined her head, and closed her
eyes. Herbert returned in a few minutes, and Bea-
trice taking the water from him, dashed the whole of
itin her face, contriving to give Colonel Brereton
the full benefit of the ablution.

““Who dared to do that,” exclaimed Miss Ether-
ington in angry tones, and starting from her fainting
Pposition, while Colonel Brereton attempted to catch
the mischievous Beatrice, who eluding him, ran
down the ateps of the balcony, her joyous laugh
re-echoed by her brother, as she flew across the
dewy lawn.

‘“Ob, she will take cold,” exclaimed Mrs. Annes-
ley, who had been drawn to the window by the
Moise, and perceiving the white dress of Beatrice.

“Herbert, my dear boy, follow her, and try and
Wwin her back.”

Herbert instantly obeyed, accompanied by Colo-
Rel Brereton, who gladly escaped from the obtrusive
Miss Etherington. Beatrice perceiving them ap-
Proach, ran with the fleetness of a deer, till she
8uined the fountain, where she stood till they came
Upto Ler. Colonel Brereton then urged her to re-
turn, but she resisted, saying : .

“Do let me enjoy this lovely moonlight, and this
delicious air, 80 refreshing afler the heated atmos-
Phere of yonder rooms. My spirit is weary with the
€rowd and noise. How full of enchantment is this
cene compared with the one we have left 3 where
Ihyriads of golden stars blaze in the heavens, and the

wers shed their sweet perfume on the passing gale.

B! here eould I dwell for ever ——

Come, come, my pretty enthusiast, this will

never do,” returned Colone! Brereton, taking her
hand. ¢ Return with me, and I will promise you
the fairest visions in your sleep this night.”

Herbert united his importunities, but Beatrice was
in no mood to comply.

““ Hush ! hush! your voices will disturb the fai-
ries!” she said, laying her finger on her lips. “ Your
mortal eyes cannot see them as they sport upon the
green; but listen to their song,” and in the wildest,
sweetcet strain, she sang the following words, ac-
companying them with the most graceful dancing

THE FAIRIES’ 50NG®.
¢ Al my life i joy and pleasure,
Sportive as my tuneful measure ;
In the rose’s cup I dwell,
Balmy sweets perfume my cell.
My food the crimson, luscious cherry,
And the vine’s luxurious berry;
The nectar of the dew is mine,
Nectar from the flowers divine.

And when I join the fairy band,
Lightly tripping hand in hand ;

By the moonlight’s quivering beam,
In concert with the dashing stream.
As oft they number on the green,
And lull to rest the fairy-queen.
All my life is joy and pleasure,
Sportive as my airy measure.””

“ Beatrice, you are a bewitching creature,” said
Colonel Brereton, gazing in delighted admiration
upon her; “your very faults possess a nameless
charm.”

“Do they s0,” she returned, laughing, as she
dipped: her hand into the fountain, and sprinkied
him with the water; “then you tempt me to repeat
them. Ha, how like you that, sir 1

“ Now patience possess me, but I think you are
some changeling, my wild one,” he returned. *Tell
me, do you not belong to the fairies you have in-
voked? and have they not stolen your mother’s
Beatrice 7

A charming idea, and one I have often indulged.
But see, the clouds are breaking in the east. My
reign isover Lill this time tomorrow. Take me back,
for I am weary—oh, how weary,” and playfully she
assumed the character of some niel visitant who
fades away with tke return of morning.

Colonel Brercton, taking advamage of her words,

threw his arm round her, and hurried her ('r_oui_‘"

the spot; nor did he relinquish his sweet charge
till he had gently pressed her, ere he re-entered
the ball-room. Soon after this, the guests dis-
persed and returned to their homes, while Bea-
trice, perfectly exhausted, sought her couch; and
when her mother entered her room, as her eustom

* Mrs. Hemans.
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was, to eee her, previous to secking her own, she
found her in the deep sound sleep of a happy child.

The intention of Colonel Brereton being to re-
main only & few days at Annesley Park, as he felt
anxious to rejoin his parents, who he had not seen
for one year, he prepared 1o depart, much to the re-
gret of his host and hostess, on the morning after
the ball. ]

All were assembled round the breakfast tatle, ex-
sept Beatrice, When the conversation naturally turn-
ing on the events of the preceding evening, Mrs.
Annesley said:

1 fear Colonel Brereton that my wild Beatrice
will have impressed you very unfavourably ; but
pray, in speaking of her to Lady Brereton, spare her
as far as you can; and remember, that as I plead
guilly to having indulged her to an excess, she is less
to blame than I am.”

““So I find,” returned Colonel Brereton, smiling ;
“ but to convince you that you are mistaken as to
the impression she has made upon me, I am going
to request you to intrust her to the care of my
mother, for as long a period as you can spare her 17

Mary started, while Mr. Mortimer looked grieved,
when the delighted Mrs. Annesley said :

““I could not desire a better guide and pattern for
my child than my charming friend ; but can you sup-
pose she would undertake so troublesome a respon-
sibility 1’

“ My mother would not find it troublesome ; and
you know how fond she is of having young people
sbout her.  Shall [ tell her you will spare Beatrice
to her 1

¢ Oh, indeed you may, at least if Mr. Annesley
will part with her. My dear, have we your con-
sent 1 sppealing to her husband.  Are you deaf,
Mr. Annesley ? I wish (o goodness you would des-
cend sometimes from your elevated position. You
are really becoming quite disagreeable, my love.
What are you doing with your paper and pencil
now ??

Mr. Annesley put them away, with a look of re-
signation, and then inquired :

4¢ What is it you wish, my dear 17

“To know whether you will allow Beatrics to ge.
get a kied invitation to Norwood Abbey 1”

The countenance of Mr. Annesley again became
abstracted, while the paper and pencil audaciously
re-appeering, he continued his calculations, forget-
ting that any one else was present. ’

“ Well, I vow, that woman who is inflicted with
a seientific husband oughf to be endowed with o
double portion of patience,” returned Mrs. Annes.
Jey. % Porever speculating some absurd theory,
which he can never reduce into practite ; but it is

' useless appealing to him when he is in these moods,
Mary, my dear, I hope your sister will come down
(o say farewell to Colonel Brereton t*

BEATRICE ; OR, THE SPOILED CHILD.

I left her asleep, and 1 did not like to awskes
her ; but if you wish it I will 20 up to her again.”

“ On no account disturb her,” said Colonel Brere«
ton, rising and looking at his watch. ¢ My hour is
drawing near, I fear,”

Mary’s cheek became very pale, but she mads
no reply, and the party adjourned to the drawinge
room, where Colonel Brereton, remembering that
he had left his pocket-book on his dressing-table,
was returning for it to his room. On the stairs he
encountered Beatrice, looking more beautiful than
ever. She little expected to meet him, and she
blushed, while he, yielding to the impulse of the
moment, clasped her in his arms, and pressed his
lips on her fair open brow. Thus taken by surprise,
for an instant she was passive 5 but in the next, true
to her character, she gave him what she was exceeds
ingly fond of threatening, a bex on the car, and with
a cheek glowing like scarlet, rushed back to her
chamber.

Many kind farewells were spoken, as the family
accompanied him into the hall, Mrs. Annesley re~
pealing to him her regret that Beatrice was not pre
sent.

““ Do call her, Mary,” she said; I am sure she
will be so sorry when she heass that Colonel Breres
ton is gone.”

“ No, no, it will be useless 5 she will not come,”
he returned, smiling, for he well knew why. ¢ Tell
her we will setile our quarre!l at the Abbey. God
bless you all.” With these words he sprang into
the travelling carriage awaiting him, while Antonio
followed with the horscs. In a few more moments
both carriage and horses were entirely out of sight,
when Mary, her soft eyes filled with tears, glided
away to her room, where she locked her door, and
remained for a considerable time alone, until she
was interrupted by Mrs. Annesley, who came to con-
verse with her upon aHl her future hopes and plans
for Beatrice, the brief visit of Colonel Brereton have
ing raised them far beyond her expectations, while
it had completely destroyed Mary’s for ever.

On the following week a kind gnd pressing invita-
tion to Beatrice was received from Lady Brereton
through Mrs. Annesley, who trembled lest her wilful
daughter should offer some opposition. To her infl-
nite surprise and delight, however, Beatrice at onee
acceded, when the reply was immediately despatched,
from a fear that she might retract. Both Mr. Mor-
timer and Mary felt much regret on the occasion 5
but knowing how utterly useless it would be to point
out to Mrs. Annesley the danger of plunging such a
creature as Beatrice into the gay society of Norwood
Abbey, they abstained from doing so, contenting
themselves with offering every caution and advice to
the dear girl herself, from whom they extracted a
promise that she would never omit attending church 3
that she would hollow the Sabbath-day, et others
do s00r no; and that she should never omit reading
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& portion of her Bible each morning before she left i
her room. The advice of Mrs. Annesley was con-
fined to dress, to behaviour, and to displaying her-
Sellto the best advantage, sl of which Beatrice in
her heart despised ; but her feelings being softened
by the idea of leaving home for the first time, she re-
ceived it with patience, and beheld all the gay pre-
Parations made for her, under the guidance of her
fond mother, with childish delight. Till the day ar-
rived, Beatrice knew not what a trial it would be to
bid adieu to all she foved on earth. She wept floods
©f tears, as she was alternately clasped in the em-
brace of her parents, her brother, her sister, and
Wmost fifted into the carriage by the sympathizing
Mr. Mortimer 3 nor did her grief subside, till Norris,
the old servant who accompanied her, called her at-
tention to the beautiful country throngh which they
Were journeying, when the spring-tide of youthful
eelings rushing back with the novelty of her situa-
ton, chased away her sorrow, while the rainbow of

Ope, rising brightly before her, faded not from her
Sight 1il] she had passed theldrawbridge and entered
the dark avenues of Norwood Abbey.

(To be continucd.)

——
(oRrreINAL.)

THE WINNEBAGO'S REVENGE.
BY E. L. C.

Duning a treaty of amnesty between the Winne-

"g0 and Sioux Indians, a party of the latter sur-
Prised the women and children of their enemy on an
Yalang in the Mississippi,and basely murdered all,who
Were unsuccessful in making their escape. Their
‘Cries recalled the warriors {rom the forest, when the

Teacherous Sioux fled, leaving one of their number |

""’ﬂ.ally wounded, and the revenge wreaked upon
is ¢orse by a maiden of the injured tribe, with all
€ attendant circumstances, is thrillingly described
Y the Honourable Mr. Murray, in his Travels in
¢ 9rth America, and has suggested a subject for the
“lowing Jines:
“A wail from yonder Isle,
That like an emeraldjgleams,
Amid thy swift and silver waves,
Father of western streams :
A wail of rage, and grief!
Sternly its echoes ring
Through the deep words, and o’er the floods,
Their sounds of terror fling.

The Sioux’ have been there !
They of the ruthless hand,
And all within that peaceful glade,
Have perished by their brand.
heir braves had sought the chase,
And none were nigh to aid,—
And 50 they fell, matron and child,

And dark-eyed forest maid. )
3

Searce the light aspen leaves
By the low winds are stirred,
And close within her secret bower
Sits screened the frightened bird,
While yonder, bending low,
A dusky group is seen,
Silent and stern, with tearless eyes,
Fierce men of savage mien.

And grasping each his blade,
Those naked warriors stand,
Gazing upon their ruined homes,
And on that murdered band.
A moment thus, and then,
A wild shriek rends the air,
And forth they rush, to where a form,
Lies ghastly, stark, and bare!

It is the Sioux Chief,
Deep slumber on him lies, *.
A deeper never shall he know,
Death, death hath sealed his eyes.
Death, dealt him by the hand,
OC( that young dauntless boy;
Who stande apart, with form’erect,
And eye of savage joy.

A bow is in his hang,
A small and fairy bow,
But it hath wing'd the fatal shafy,
That laid yon traitor low.
And lo! a maiden bright,
Steps fearless from the crowd —
She grasped a glittering scalping knife,
As towards the corse she bowed,--

- And boldly smote the breast

Of the unconscious dead,

Severing the bones as *twerg no task,
Of shrinking and deep dread,

Her dark and flashing eye,
The fircs of vengeance light,

And cruel triumph wreathes her lip,
With smiles that else were bright.

Ne’er at thy bloody shrine,
Oh, vengeful Nemesis !
When the fell furies gave command,
Stood priestess fierce as this,--
For forth she plucks the heart,
Still quivering with life,
And in a hundred’parts divides,
With her red, reeking knife !

Sternly she gave to each,
A portion of the food,
Sternly they ate the horrig feast,.
Quenching their thirst in bjood.
Dark grew the_evening sky,
And throuzh the dephts profound.
Of the still woods, the moaning winds ,
Sent forth a hollow sound,—
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Like voices of the slain,
To which each breaking wave,
‘That made sad music on the shore,
Responsive answer gave.
No ray of moon, nor star,
Its light upon them shed,
While drunk with terrible revenge,
They banquet on the dead !

A feast of Moloch dire !
Forgive them, for not yet,
The holy symbol of the cross,
Upon their brows was set.
The Saviour’s law of love,
Their hearts had not yet learned,
Nor ever at his blessed words,
With holy fervour burned.

Forgive them, then, since we,
If still by Christ untaught,
Like them had deem’d revenge and hate,
Virtues with glory fraught.
Their only guide to truth,
Was nature’s glimmering light,
But we at Jesus’ feet may sit,
And leatn to love the right.

(omem.u..)'
T0 A FLUTE

WHICH I HEARD SKILFULLY PLAYED, AT A DIS-
TANCE ON A FINE EVENING.

Sweet flute ! thou bringest tenderness
And melancholy from on high,—
Each note the sofiness would express
Of angel’s sigh.
With freshness as of mountain breezc,
They on our feelings lightly play ;
Who would not wish in strains like these
To die away !

Elow on, and cease not yet awhile,
Cause heavenly melody to appear,—
An evil spirit *twill beguile
That bids me fear :
This Cerberus, that fain would glower
On all my acts, thy minstrelsy
Doth lull to sleep through Orphic power,
Setting me free.

How often does a transient sound
Bring back to memory well known lays,
Meking glad fancies crowd around
The by-gone days;
When hope no longer cheers us o,
A sorrowing glance we then would cast
On what—alas ! has hastening gone
To join the past.

Thus do thy melting tones awake,
In fancy, flutes I loved to hear
Attuned beside a green-browed lake®
By friends then near ;
To college-times fond theughts will roam
When peacefully the days did glide,
And Academus was my home—
Its country’s pride !

Ah! there—when loathing haunts of men,
I could retire to shady dells,
And gather music in each glen
From earth-born bells ;
Anon if beetling crag arose,
I fearless climbed its slippery face,
Rousing the eagle from repose
To yield me place.

But now no longer can I range !
Unto cramped city closely bound,
In busy mart where all seems strange
I must move round :
And though I force my stubborn eye
To view it decked with glittering rays,
My breast will sometimes heave a sigh
For other days.

Yet, whether sadness or bright glee
Sweeps past us to oblivion,
Like flutes we should yield melody
When breathed upon ;
And though the flood of time, does roar,
Bearing us in its course along,—
Our mellowing voices still should soar
In endless song.
Syrvro,
Montreal, November, 1840.
—_—
MODERN CHIVALRY.

A racanteur was telling a long story about the coach
on which he was seated having been run away with,
the coachman tumbled off, the horses at full gallop,
ele. 3 as they flew expeeting momentary death, he
observed a wagon on the road, and in his terror
resolved, whether they came into collision or not, to
leap into the more solid and steady vehicle. ¢ You
were determined to ride full till,’” observed a listen-
ing punster. “No,” replied the story-teller, it
was to avoid a turn-Lmeant.”

COLD COMFORT.
DR=. ROTHERHAM, in his philosophical experiments,
positively states, that in making puddings every two
table-spoons full of clear snow js equal to one egg-
and that a greater proportion of snow will make the
pudding so light that it will not adhere together.

*Near Burlington, Lake Champlain, when viewed
from its surface, appeared browed by the chain of
“ Green Mourtains” running along its shose.
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BY A. R.

DR. JOHNSON.

Rideri possit eo, quod
Rusticus lonso toga defluit, et male lazus
In pede calceus haret. At est bonus, ut melior vir
Nor alius quisquam : at tibi amicus : af ingenium ingens
Incullo tatet sub hec corpore.
Hor: Sat: rm, L. 1. 27,

Samuer Jomnson, born at Lichfield, Staffordshire, England, 18th September 1709 ; his father Michael
ohnson, was a bookseller and stationer, his mother Sarah Ford, was descended of an ancient race of sub-
Stantial yeomanry in Warwickshire ; she was a woman of distinguished understanding, blameless life, and
ind disposition. Johnson, the elder of two sons, at three years of age, was almost blind ; in 1712 was
carried to London, and touched by Queen Anne for the king’s evil ; first Laught by widow Oliver of Lich-
field ; in 1719, was put under the care of the usher of Lichfield school, where he remained upwards of two
Jears. At the age of fifteen removed to the school of Stourbridge ; remained a year, and returned to
ichfield. At the age of nineteen (A. D. 1728) entered Pembroke College, Oxford, as commoner ; stayed
three years—again returned home, because he was unable to support the necessary expenses of College ;
01731 old Michael Johnson dies in embarrassed circumstances ; Johnson becomes usher of a school in
eicestershire in July 1732 dislikes the drudzery, and after a few months of complicated misery relin-
Quishes the situation’; lives at Birmingham six months as guest of Mr. Hector, and publishes his first
Prose work, ¢ Translation of a voyage to Abyssinia by Lobo, a Portuguese Jesuit,” which was published in
1735, for which Johason reccives five guineas. In 1734 returns to Lichfield where his brother Nathaniel still
€pt the shop of the father, old Michael Johnson; tries to publish by subscription the Latin Poems of
Politian, but fails ; returns to Birmingham, marries Mrs. Porter aged forty-eight ; in 1736, opens a board-
Ing school at Edial near Lichfield ; David Garrick and two others, his only scholars; in 1737 proceeds to
ondon to push his fortune ; writes part of IRENE ; returns to Lichfield, and after three months, brings
8. Johnson with him to London ; m 1738 writes in the Genlleman's Magazine, and in May, gave first
Proofy of his transcendant genius, in * LoNDON, a poem, in imitation to the third satire of Juvenal,” for
Which he received ten zuineas ; endeavours to be permitted to praclise as an advocate, without a doctor’s
egree in civil law, but fails ; in 1739 writes * Life of Boerhaave,” and a great variety of miscellaneous
p'eﬂes‘ for the Gentleman’s Magazine ; becomes acquainted with Hogarth, Richardson, Sir Joshua Reynolds,
€+ in 1741-2 wrote the Parliamentary Debates in a garret in Exeter-street without having been but once
Ithin the walls of either house of Parliament ; continues to wrile constantly for the Gentleman’s
8gazine; in 1744, publishes ¢ Life of Richard Savage; in 1747 publishes prospectus of his
£ ICTIONARY oF THH ENGLISH LANGUAGE,” stipulated price £1575; employed six amanuenses 3
Tms literary club; in 1749 publishes  the Vanity of Human Wishes,” for which he got only fifieen
8lineas; in March 1750 commenced “ THe RAMBLER,” translated by the Italians, under the title of
V"gabondo, last number published 14th March, 1752 ; on the 17th March, O. 8. his wife died ; in 17563
€%an to write in ¢ The Adventurer.” In 1754 reccived the degree of Master of Arts from Oxford, and
‘;"‘?llshed his Dictionary in 2 vols. folio; in March, 1736, arrcsted for five pounds eighteen shillings 3
s *iles five essays and twenty-five reviews for the Literary Mugazine ; issues proposals for a Life of Shak-
Peare ; is offred o living, but declines entering into holy orders ; composes sermons for clergymen at a
ﬁlnea cach ; 1758 commences the Idler; in January, 1739, his mother dics ; writes Rasselus and a
asertatzon on Greel: Comedy ; 1762 receives a pension of £300 a year from George 11 ; 1763 Boswell
%ed 22) introduced to Johnson, (azed 54,) writes Character of Collins, and Detection of Cocllune
b 05t ; 1764 reviews Goldsmith’s T'raveller; 1765, visits University of Cambridge, is made L. L. D. by
ublin University ; publishes his edition of SHAKSPEARE 5 1769, interview with the king ; 1770, publishes
th: False Alarm'; 1771 engaged in preparing a fourth edition of his Folio Dictionary ; 1773 commences
e slglldy. of Low Dutchj fram 12th August to the 22d November, on a visit to Scotland 5 1774 writes
ece] alriot ; 1775 publishes his Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland, and Tazation no Tyranny ;
on i‘.’e" Diploma of L. L. D. from Oxford, visits France with Mr. and Mrs. Thrale; 1778-81 engaged
twe] es of the Most Celebrated English Poets ; 1782, aged 73, reads a book of ZEnaid every nizht for
s Ve nights ; 1783 attacked with a stroke of palsey ; recovers, visits Oxford 3 project of visiting Italy ;
a‘l:'e“eq with asthma and dropsy; during his sleepless nights translated into Latin \’er§e, from the Greek,
L‘n; epigrams in the .nthologia; visited daily and almost hourly by Burke, Windham, Hawkins,
Elon, Reynolds ; dies the 13th December, 1784, aged seventy-five ; December the 20th, buried in West
ster Abbey, near the foot of Shakspeare’s Monument, and close t6 the coffin of Garrick.
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In the brief skelch above given of the life and |
achievements of SamMuEL JoHNSON, there is ma(terii
of profound interest to the highest and the humblest |
of us. We have before usa problem worthy the |
investigation of the Philosppher, the right solution of i
which would be a solution of the riddle of this Jife. |
How was it that a poor diseased man, blind, aud |
almost deal, of a gross, unwiedly person, and unpo- |
lished manners, was able to rajse himself from the
depths of obscurity, and indelibly to stamp his char-
acter upon the Augustan age of English literature 1
How was it that such a man secured the adiniration
und reverential homage of the profoundest scholars, |
the ablest statesmen, the keenest wits, and the best
christians of his day 7—That Johnson himself did |
much to effect this, eannot be denied ; but he was |
2lso acted upon by the character and tendencies of
the 8ge ; had he been born a century earlier, he could
never have been what he was 3 his great and massy
intellect, his excellent common sense and moral
worth could not fail to have commanded respect, but
England, a century earlier, would not have been the
fit theatre on which his unique and wonderful ming
could have shewn itself. Nor can we conceive how
a Johnson could exist in this age; he was the off-
spring, or, as it were, the exponent of & particular
epoch of English history ; his prejudices, his political
feelings, his failings, were adapted to his own times,
and he who would rightly understand, and !ruly)
represent to others, Johnson’s whole character and
the secret of his success, must understand the spirit
of the age in which e lived, and its tendencies,
social and political, literary, and religious. Such
knowledge is too wonderful for us; it is high, and
we cannot attain it ; be it ours reverentl y to approach,
and with unskil(ul hand attempt to sketch the outline
of the great original.

It is the common habit to judge unfavoursbly of
the personal character and literary merits of Johnson,
from a partial observation, and on very slight and
insufficient grounds. An anecdate or incident res-
pecting him, which from its singularity has fastencd
itsell in the memory, is enough to lead some persons
thus to decide, and they will repeat the anecdote
and draiw their conelusion with the utmost flippancy
and confidence, Such a conclusion may occasion-
aily, and by accident, prove correct ; but it is never
fairly and honestly arrived at. It js the part of
common sense and common honesty, in judging of
men’s general character, to examine and endeavour
rightly to understend their general conduct and prin-
ciples of acticr.  In Johnson’s case this is particu-
larly necessary. He was not o smooth, hot-pressed,
polished nonentity, with whom one could associate
for months and be unable to fix on a single trajt of
character, either to admire or dislike ; but a man
rough, and angular, and possessing many marked

. and singular characteristics of mind and manners.
But with all thet was uncouth and forbidding in
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manner, with some violent prejudices, and much
superstition, Johnson possessed the essential ele-
ments of a good christian and a great man. He was
called a bear, but he was a bear only in appearance,
for his heart was warm with the kindest and gentlest
sympathies of our nature. In Jjudzing of him, there-
fore, let us beware of partial and censorious criti-
cism, and of setting up an imaginary standard of
perfection with which to compare him. He had his
faults, and his imperfections, for he was but a man,
and a man 100,in whom were united the most stupen-~
dous abilities and most pitiable weaknesses. Letus
estimate him, then, as we ourselves would wish to
be estimated ; judge of him and his abilities, as
we judge of men in actual every day life.

We do not expect, in a retired scholar, to find the
polished manners ofa courtier,nor the sedateness and
sobriety of a judge in a dancing master. The min-
ister is valued for his piety, his devotedness, his
general talent and usefulness,~~the lawyer for his
ready acuteness, tact, and research 5 and if we find in
them these qualifications, we are satisfied. We do
not censure the physician if his eyes do not overflow
with tears as we expatiate on our disorders 5 it is
enough that he is attentive and skilful. We do not
quarrel with a dentist because he is no astronomer ;
nor with a shoemaker, because he knows no Greek.
Every man has his own peculiar talent ; some are
prompt in action, others patient in research, and
ingenious in speculation ; one man is a poet, an-
other a mathematician ;5 there are even different
styles of beauty, ard according as tastes vary, so
each one makes his choice and is pleased with it.
So that it is generally vain to look for various and
opposite talents in the same man, and still more
foolish would it be to ccnsure a man for wanling a
particular qualification or talent, which another has.
And yet this very vanity and folly have been shewn
by many who have written, and written well of Dr.
Johnson.  They speak lightly of him because he
was not perfect. [lis style, say they, is involved,
and pedantic, not euasy and direct like Addison’s, it
has not the splendid and 3orgeous giory of Burke’s;
they miss the simplicity of Goldsmith, the chas-
tened <everity and fire of Demosthenes, the concise-
ness of Tacitus. His conversation too was not per-
fect. It was too learned, too boisterous, tos sar-
castic; not g0 full of anecdote and wit as Foote’s
or Garrick’s 5 it had great depth and variety, it
shewed surprising fertility and quickness of mind,
but it was too much like a lecture, and reminded
others too much of their inferiority.” “ He wag su-
perstitious,” says another ; ¢ he disliked the Scotch,’”
adds a third ; “he would not enter a Presbyterian
kirk when he was in Edinburgh,” mutters a fourth.
Some cven censure him on account of his peculiari-
ties of manper, and not unfrequently for his bodily
infirmities. And on these, and such like grounds,
they pronounce upon his whole character, Yorgelting
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or overlooking his real worth, happy if they can find
a caricature of his person to excite ridicule, or a
keen or rude answer, (wrung from him by imperti-
Nence or presumption), to exhibit as a proof of his
unfeeling disposition.

In this way has his character been misunderstood,
because partially examined, and judged of from
tridling circamstances, or by false standards of per-
fection. These errors must b avoided ; and if John-
son is rightly looked at and fairly criticised he wil!
be found worthy of the respect and admiration of all |
Who love virtuous and honest integrity, and reve-
rence religion.  Let us judge of him by what ke was
and what he did, and rot by what others have done,
or by what he himself might have accomplished, had
he lived and laboured under different circumstances.
OF his early life, few particulars remain ; and these
are mostly gathered from his conversation and cor-
respondence, when he was loaded with years and
honours, when the recollections of his unhappy
and destitute youth, must have excited feelings
by no means pleasurable, although few who have
'*}iSed themselves to eminence, have shown so little
disposition to blush and be ashamed at the thought
of early poverty. Other particulars Mrs. Thrale has
Preserved, and the curiosity of biographers has dis-
Covered a few more, but the record is still too scanty l
to enable us to draw from them any very distinct or
dccurate conclusions as to the developement of his
mind—he seems at a very early-age to have secured
Pre-eminence among his schoolmates, not as is usu-
ally the case, by superior activity and strength, but
S’Y the natural powers of his intellect. In compar-
Ing and contrasting characters, boys are often as
acute and accurate as men; each knows his place,
and wo be to him if he usurps another without the
Power of maintaining himsclf. Johnson was al-
l!"ved, by the consent of all, to be the first scholar;
h.e seems to have imbibed his knowledge by intui-
tion, and such were the powers of his memory that
What he once learned he never forgot. From his
ch.ildhood he was indolent and inert, with fits of ap-
P.llcation which enabled him to accomplish in a short
time, all that was required of him in the shape of
tasks. In the common sport of his companions, he
never joincd, owing, probably, to his defective sight
and ill health, but would saunter away in the fields
and woods for whole days, alone, or with a single
‘“Ompanion, talking and muttering to himself or re-
Peating aloud passages from romances of chivalry,
©f which he was then, and eontinucd through life, to

©extremely fond. It was this solitary reflection
Which did much to give him his superiority over
Sther men 3 here lay his great strength in riper
Years, for during his whole life, even in the busiest

In youth the * vile melancholy ? which he inhe-
rited from old Michael, his father, tended much, to-
gether with the rapid developement of his powers, to
wean him from the society of his equals in age, who
could not be supposed to feel much interest in the
mocdiness and workings of a mind so unlike their
own. Johnson, thercfore, dwelt apart, an unobserv-
ed, unknown youth. Adversity had not yet made
him a mark for her sharpest arrows ; but still he was
not happy. He had no conzenial spirit to whom he
could unbosom himself, and his defective sight shut
him out from all intimate communion with nature.
He already felt within him the quickenings of these
ighty powers which were afterwards to be so fully
developed 3 but they were the firea pent up within,
and he wandered about aimless, or plunged, for re-
lief, into the huge folios on his father’s shelves, and
in this way accumulated those vast stores of miscel-
laneous information, which were alterwards so lavish-
ly poured forth in conversation. At the age of se-
venteen we {ind him at Stourbridge, whither he had
zone by the advice of his cousin, the Rev. Mr. Ford,
on whose talents and kindness he delighted, in after
life, to expatiale. It is not unlikely, that Johnson
received much advautage from his advice ; it is weil
known that his future studics were exactly in accord-
ance with Ford’s recommendation. ¢ Obtain (says
Ford,) some general principles of every science ; he
who can talk only on one subject, or act only in oue
department, is seldom wanted and never wished for,
while the man of general knowledge cau often bene~
fit and always please.”*

Johnson’s extraordinary memory enabled him to
adopt this advice without degenerating into a mere
index rerum, while his strong common sense could
at once distinguish the precious gems which were
to be treasured up, from glittering and worthless
baubles. As a poet, a biographer, a moralist ard a
linguist, his works shows how much he excelled ; he
was deeply verscd also in ancient and modern histo~
1y, in theology, in chemistry and medicine; and’ in
law it is well known how useful he proved to
Boswell in cases before the House of l.ords. Indeed
he was at home in all the various departments of
knowledge, the gravest as welljas most minute, nor
was there any subject which his practical common
sense could not elucidate, his genius and his majestic
eloquence, dignify and adorn.

But his boyhood must socn pass, and we shortly
after find him at Oxford. How old Michael
sent him there, or how he was supported during his
stay, is not known. But his habits of irregular ap-
plication were again displayed, and he was soon
known and held in high estimation, not only ‘in his

:f it, his nights were passed in reading and medita-
lon, for, alas ! to him
The silent-footed night brought no relief,

But weary tossings till the morn awoke.

* This sentence is in complete Johnsonian style.
It is to be remarked that Johnson, Burke, Fox and
Sir Walter Scott, have repeatedly urged Ford’s ad-
vice on youthful aspirants for distinction.
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own college but through all the university. I
was his sominal tutor,” said Dr. Adams, a long time
afterwards; “but he was above my rank.’> ¢ He
was caressed and loved by all’ that knew him,” he
continued, ““ and was a gay frolicsome fellow, and
was generally seen lounging at the college gate,
with a circle of young students around him, whom
he was entertaining by his wit, and keeping them
from their studies.” Thijs, however, was but an
outside view. “‘ Ah, sir,”” said Dr, Johnson, after-
wards ; “I was mad and violent—it was bitterness
which they mistook for frolic.” But at Oxford he
remained for three years, fighting his way with dis-
ease and poverty, roaming from college to college,
where he could find the ablest tutors 5 till at last his
poverty became so extreme, that his feet appeared
through his worn-out shoes, and so attracted the no-
tice of th.e students that he coufined himself to his
room.  His debts, which, though never great, were
now increasing, and his scanty remittances from
Lichfield at last stopped, for old Michael dicd in-
solvent. Johnson, therefore, could no longer delay
his departure—he leaves college and sets out for
Lichfield with no riches but his integrity and talents.

But poverty was not his severest trialy many literary
men have been as poor, but few so overburdened with
distress as Johnson. He was discased in body, and
predisposed to mental gloom and melancholy, some-
times bordering on insanity, and at one time was so
orerwhelmed by dejection, a malady from which dur-
ing his whole life he was scarcely for a moment
free, that he tells us that he could not distinguish
the hour on the town elock of Lichfield. He was so
far carried away with this malady as to fancy that he
was insane, but never for an instant did he despair.
In looking at the mass of his writings in after life it
would be difficult to discover the slightest traces of
dejection, although he often wrote when racked with
pain, without a penny to purchase a dinner. Letus
see how he supported his accumulated misery. “ Let
me take care,’”” says he in his private journals of
1732, “ that the powers of my mind-be not debilita-
ted by poverty, and that indigence do not force me
into any criminal act.” Had he yielded, he had
been lost, but his integrity of soul no temptation
could shake, and although much of trial and of suf-
fering were yet in store for him—there was laid up
for him a reward also.

It were well for mankind that this Roman
firmness of resolution were more common ; we
should then hear fewer of those querulous lamen-
tatious which are occasioned by slight trials and
disappointments. A man in the depth of poverty,
diseased in body, and trembling lest reason should
desert him, who struggles manfully and with
patience, hoping for better days, when everything
around him, is as dark as.the future before him, is
the man who is made of the right stuff.  Such was
Johnson, now in the prime of life, with a mind con-~
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scious of its powers, and longing for an opportuni-
ty to exert itself in any way, if it were but honorable.
But after all his exertions no way of earning sub-
sistence offers itself, and he marries one scarcely
richer than himself. ¢ Sir, it was a love marriage
on both sides,” said Johnson to Beauclerck, * and
on no other grounds can the match be accounted for.
“ When first introduced to my mother,”” says Mrs.
Porter, *“ his appearance was very forbidding ; he
was then lean and lank, and the scars of scrofula were
deeply visible. He also wore his own hair, which
was straight and stiff and separated behind; and often
had, seemingly, convulsive starts and odd gesticula-
tions, which tended to excite at once, surprise and
ridicule.”” No very inviting wooer, certainly, but
such were the charms of his conversation, that Mrs.
Porter remarked afler his departure, that < he was
the most sensible man she had ever met.” The in=
tellectual shone through and illuminated the corpo-
real; and for once, a woman’s heart was not won
through her eye. Sine Cerere et Baccho, friget
Venus ; (if there is nothing in the pot, love flics out
of the chimney,) and Johnson must be up and doing,
for want was coming upon him like an armed man.
So he sets out for London to push his fortune. Gar=
rick was with him, then aged about nineteen, aud
they arrived in London together, in March, 1757,
They were both of them adventurers, and neither of
them rich ; but Garrick was like the commander of a
gallant, well-appointed vessel, leaving the crowded
port and the narrow seas in search of richer and
fairer lands beyond the ocean ; Johnson was like a
solitary shipwrecked man, casting himself into his
leaky boat, preferring the dangers and chances of
wind and wave, to slow but sure death on a' desert
island.  Visions of glory allured the one, the whip
of poverty urged on the other; the one was in the
blushing bloom of careless boyhood, the manhood of
the other had been bent down, but happily not bro-
ken, by successive and heavy afilictions. Garrick
was therefore elated by hope, but Johnson’s iron reso-
lution did much when it kept despair at bay. In
three ycars Garrick burst forth upon the world, and
at once secured to himself the prospect of a speedy
and splendid fortune. Johnson, after thirty-five years
of hard and ill-paid labour, received an annuity, and
was secured from want. It was then as it is now,
the man that can amuse and help to pass away ava-
cant hour, is always sure of speedy applause, and
something more substantial along with it ; the public
teacher and the man of solid literature or science
must sometimes learn to be content with a morsel of
bread, and to draw upon posterity for his applause.
But, thank heaven, the course of genius is not so rug-
ged in our day as when Johnson first threw himself
upon the public. A man of moderate ability and fair
moral character, with education, and even a slight
degree of practical talent, is seldom in this age ex-
posed to actual want. Nay, on this continent, at
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least, he can, with industry, secure not only a bare
subsistence, but in most instances, a respectable and
Tespected competence. As the attention and efforts of
by far the majority, are directed towards business in
its various outward and visible forms, the literary la-
bourcr has here a wide ficld,and if he find few patrons
to encourage, he has not many opponents to outstrip.
A new, and for authors, i not for readers, a profita-
ble branch of literature, has sprung up sinee John-
s0n’s day, alas, that it threatens, by and by, to be-
come our only literature. It is the popular periodi-
<al literature, that is here referred to, which floats
about every quarter of the earth, where reading has
become a habit or an appetite requiring daily and
hourly supplies. We can now, in reality, boast, (if
it be a matter fit for boasting of;) that there is some~
thing like a reading public, and hence the author,—
the literary manufacturer—has little difficulty of dis-
Posing of his wares, for the public is not very fasti-
dious as to their quality—if they are only new and
abundant. But in Johnson’s early literary days, the
Teading public could scarcely be said to have had
Bn existence, or if it did exist, it was in a rude
Unformed state. It had always been the habit
of authors to address themselves more to patrons
than to the public; and the bookseller was rather

€ patron’s servant than the caterer for public
taste. These were the days of long dedications
and high wrought eulogies; every author had,
Or struggled to have, a Mecznas, and flattered,
and bowed, and besought, till some great man took
h.im by the hand, and then, illumined with borrowed
light, and set off with the glittering attractions which
Wealth or office can bestow, the book was brought
Out. It is needless to say that this slavish system
of waiting and begging was not the thing for John-
Son. His independent spirit could ill brook the
'-yranny of titled ignorance, or the condescending
Protection of the wealthy upstart, who gave his
"f""ey only in exchange for panegyrics. Nor were

18 manners such as to fit him for the saloons of the
great. He was once * blowing his fingers in Lord
C}feslerﬁeld’s lobby,” but it was degrading his lofty
SPirit to fawn, nor would his integrity allow him to
ﬁ‘m'e": 80 he turned to the bookseller, and tried to
Strike such a bargain as his necessities would permit-

t.“'as Mr. Edward Cave, the original compiler and
editor of the Gentleman’s Mugazine, to whom John-
500 seems first to have applied, and for whom he
Wrote for many years, earning just enough to keep
Soul ang body together, sometimes hunted by bailiffs,
d::l“lways resolutely fighting his way. Cave wasa
tites Phlegmatic, slow to appreciale Johnson’s me-
w 3 but as for this Johnson cared not a straw—he

20ted bread, and not fame—and accordingly we
"::lchhim addressing hims?lf to the editor with as

I~ earflestneas and humility as a just sense of his

. merits and necessity would naturally inspire.

8 London he enclosed to Cave, as to a person dis-

tinguished by his *‘ generous encouragement of poe-
try 3” adding, “your judgment in that art, nothing
but your commendation of my frifle can give me any
occasion to call in question,” and offering to * alfer
any stroke of salire” that Cave might dislike ! Sure-
ly genius had fallen upon evil times, when a Johnson
was obliged to solicit a Cave 1o relieve distress,””
by accepting such a poem at his own price. But
Johnson was never heard to complain that his lot
had been hard. He, on the contrary, was always
ready to affirm, that his writings had received more
praise, and brought him more emolument, than their
merits deserved. He never complained that Cave
had been for a long time insensible to his merits, but
laboured diligently, and with success, for the wages
which fell to him. It was but little that he received,
for, seven years after his arrival in London, he was
so shabbily dressed, as to be obliged to sit behind
a screen when Cave had company, and be content
with a plate of victuals, sent him from the table.
Sometimes he was not so fortunate as to receive
even this favour, for we find him, in addressing Cave,
signing himself, * yours, impransus, Sam Johnson,’”
a plain proof that his fare was not only scanty, but
intermittent.

It was about this time that Johnson and Savage
became known to each other, and the bonds of com-
mon talents and common pursuits soon united them
in the closest intimacy. Savage, though a man of
vigorous powers, possessed little of that stern virtue
and uprightness which never forsook Johnson, even
when his fortune was at the lowest ebb, but was a
man of irregular and even profligate habits, as well
as of a violent and irritgble disposition. But John-
son’s religious principles were too well established,
and his cast of mind too firm and steady to allow of
his being drawn into vice, or being contaminated by
irregular society. He seems to have loved Savage
as a brother, and to have put the most favourable
construction upon his eccentricity and failings ; and
from him, in all probability, he contracted his inve-
terate habit of sitting late, for Johnson had not yet re~
nounced the use of wine, and Savage was noted for
his conviviality. But it is not to be supposed that.
they met as mere winebibbers, to keep each other:
in countenance in intemperance ; they were both too-
poor to obtain more than a bare subsistence, they
were often even in want, but their wants only drew
them together more closely. Johnson has been
heard to say, that he and Savage wandered about
Grosvenor Square till four in the morning ; in the
course of their conversation, * reforming the world,
dethroning princes, establishing new forms of gov-
ernment, and giving laws to the general states of
Europe,”’ ill, fatigued with the burthens of legisla-
tion, they began to feel their want of refreshment,
but could not muster up more than four pence half-
penny between them ! But they had meat to eat,
that the world knew not of, and peals of wild merri~
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ment would flash from them cven in their destitution, {that it was not merited? It was the only blow of
and for a time, at least, make them forget their cares. , the kind that Johnson ever struck, although when told
Johnson had published his ““London,” and it had i that Foote called him the * Caliban of Literature,”
brought only fame and ten guineas; slill he toiled  and threatened to mimic his manner and language in
on, but at last, was anxious cven to return to the | the theatre, Johnson replicd : “If he do so, T will
hard labour of the school-room, with £60 a-year, | step from the boxes, and chastise him on the stage ;»
¢ rather than be starved to death in translating for - but Foote had too much regard for Lis safety to run
booksellers ”” What must have been his feelings, | such a risk.
when he summed up his whole poem in one melan-!| 1In noticing the miscellaneous labours of John-

choly line, which he marked by capitals : son for the Gentleman’s Magazine, the celebrat-
ed Parliamentary Debates » must not be over-
*“ This mournful truth is every where confessed— ooked, as affording evidence of the wonderful extent

SLOW RISES WORTH, BY POVERTY DEPRESSED.” and variety of Johnson's powers. The speeches

were aftewards published in two volumes, now
rarely to be met with ; but thousands have read and
acmired the speeches, without once suspecting they
were {rom the pen of Dr. Johnson. It seems that
Cave had interest enough to be admitted into the
house, and he and the persons employed under him,
brought away the subject of discussion, the names
of the spcakers, the order in which they rose, and the
substance of what was spoken. For ahout three
years it was the task of Johnson to manufacture
orations from these slight materials, and so admira-
bly did he succeed, that not only was Cave’s Maga-
zine cagerly sought for, but the nation at farge
was delighted and instructed without ever doubting
their genuineness ; and cven Voltaire was heard to
declare, that the eloquence of Greece and Rome had
revived in the British senate. Murphy tells us that
it was not for many Years afler that Johnson con-
fessed himself 10 bz the author, when happening,
accidentally, to be present at Foole’s with Lord

Perhaps, at that moment, a glance of his futurc re-
nown was vouchsafed to him, and his wearied spirit i
would shake off for a moment jts gloomy depression,
and take courage. He must have been, in some de-
gree, conscious that he was not fated always to tug
at the oar, friendless and unnoticed. A beam of
light might even then have penetrated the thick dark-
ness which enveloped him. ¢ Sjow rises worth,”
but still it does rise ; there is a progress which pover-
ty cannot entirely repress, and il it rises but slowly,
still it rises surely. The plant of sudden growth is
snapped by the first blast ; but if the winds of heaven
visit it roughly from the first, and repress its growth
for a while, it will send its roots downwards, and
will gather strength, to set at defiance the fiercest
gale. Such considerations may have helped to anj-
mate Johnson ;—if the dawn of his prosperity had
not arisen, it may be, that “far off jts coming shone;”
but whether near or ata distance, he was determined !

not to sink without a struggle. For Cave he contj~ Loughborough, and the well known transiator, Dr.
nued to write for many years, throwing off by the Francis, the_conversation turned on an important
score, essays,translations, copying odes, biographies, debate towards the end of Sir Robert Walpole’s ad-
prefaces, dedications, epigrams, and epitaphs. He ministration, Dr. Francis observed, ¢ that Pitt’s
was a servant of all work, and his services were as speech upon that occasion was the best he had ever
faithfully performed as they were various and ill- | pead 3? adding, ““that he had employed eight years
requitted. of his life in the study of Demosthenes, and finished
But although he was thys nothing but a day- a translation of that celebrated orator, with all the
labourer, he was in mind and feelings indepen-~ decorations of style and language within the reach
dent. Osborne, a booksciler, had purchased the | op pig capacity, but he had met with nothing to equal
Earl of Oxford’s library, for £1 3,000, and employed the speech above mentioned.”” Many of the company
Johnson in arranging the books and maling a cata- remembered the debate, and some passages were ci-
logue of them. He paused occasionally to read ted, with the approbation and applause of all present.
snatches of the books which came to his hand, and During the ardour of conversation, Dr. Johnson re-
Osborne, ¢ thinking that such curiosity tended to mained silent. As soop as the warmth of pruis‘e
nothing but delay, objected to it, with all the pride subsided, he opened with these words : “That
and insolence of a man who knew that he paid daily speech I wrote in a garret in Exeter street; 1 had
wages. In the dispute that, of cour 8¢, ensued, Os-) novor heen in the House of Commons but once.”
borne, with that roughness which was natural t0 |  hiswas the first disclosure of the real author of the
him, enforc.ed his a.rgument by giving the lie. Debates ; but finding that they had been taken for
Johnson seized a folio and knocked the hookseller genuine, hé was industrious in publishing to His

friends that they were meroly fictitious. After this,
T TT————————  |hesaid he was determined to write no more of them,

*“ Haude facile emergunt, quorum virtutibus obstat, | “ o he would not be accessary to the Propagation of
Res angusta domifz’: " *(falsehood * 1t s worthy of notice, as a proof of his

tMurphy’s Life, p. 47. inflexible regard to truth, and the severity with whieh
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ke Jjudged of himself, that within a few days of his
death, he remarked, that ‘“the Parliamentary De-
bates were the only part of his writings which gave
him any compunction on a death bed ; but at the
Uime he wrote them, he had no conception he was
imposing on the world.” Happy would it be for
Society, if such unbending uprightness were oftener
' be found among those who contribute to its in-
‘;'-rucuon or amusement ; and happy will it be {orus
If the hour that brings us to the verge of life, and
8Tays before the awakened conscience the transac-
tions of the past, shall bring with it no heavier accu-
Sations than those which pressed upon the spirit of
Yohnson in his last moments.

. Before leaving the most melancholy of Johnson’s
Yterary life, it may be well to give a specimen of

is poetical powers, for the Must foaud him, like
mmany more of her favourites, in a garret. It shall
Be taken from the Vanity of Human Wishes,” a
Subject worthy of the pen, and, alas, too faithfully
de’"iptive of the life of Johnson :

When first the college rolls receive his name,

® young enthusiast quits his case for fame ;
. sistless burns the fever of renown,

Caught from the strong contagion of the gown.
er Bodley’s domes his future labours spread,
d Bacon’s mansion trembles o’r his head.*

Are these thy views ? Proceed illustrious youth,

And Vigrue guard thee to the throne of TruTH !

&t should thy soul indulge the generous heat,

t captive Science yicld her last retreat ;
ould Reason guide thee with her brightest ray,

And pour on misty Doubt resistless day ;

Should no false kindness Hure to loose delight,

O praise relax, or difficulty fright ;

ould tempting Novelty thy cell refrain,
"d Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain ;
houlq Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart,
9F claim the triumph of a lettered heart ;
hould no gisease thy torpid veins invade, .
Ot Melancholy’s, phantoms haunt thy shade ;
et hope not life from’ grief or danger free,
°_" think the doom of man revers’d for thee :
180 on the passing world to turn thine eyes,
T“d Pause awhile from fetters to be wise H
N mark what ills the scholar’s life assail,
oil, €avy, waat, the patron and the gaol !

From the gaol, Dr. Johnson was preserved by his
Ofrence of debt, and his independent spirit, which
A uld not stoop;to incur oblizations which he had
Means of discharging ; but as for toil, envy, and
&Nt these were his hourly companions for years. A
@ Dr. Johpson never had, nor wished to have.

P—
prim‘}é‘”adition was then current that the study of
G, acon, built on an arch over a bridge, would

M a greater mamw than Bacon should pass
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He did, it is true, publish a plan of his Dictionary,
| addressed to Lord Chesterfield, who had expressed
" himself in terms of high satisfaction as to the design.
! Johnson tells us, ¢ the way it came to be inscribed
to Lord Chesterfield was this: T had neglected to
write it by the time appointed ; Dodsley (his em-
ployer) suggested a design to have it addressed to
[ him.  Tlaid hold of this as a pretext for delay, that
| it might be better done ; in fact it was only a casual
iexcuse for laziness.”* The manuscript was con-
veyed to Chesterfield, and Johnson was on several
occasions invited to visit him. What Chesterfield
thought of Dr. Johnson may be seen from the fol-
i lowing passage in one of that nobleman’s letters to
his son :

“There is a man, whose moral character, deep
learuing, and superior parts, I acknowledge, admire,
and respect, but whom it is impossible for me to
love, that I am almost in a fever whenever T am in
his company. ¢ His figure (without being deformed)
scems made to disgrace or ridicule the common
structure of the human body. His legs and arms
are never in the position, which, according to the
position of his body, they ought to be in, but con-
stantly employed in committing acts of hostility
upon the Graces! He throws every where but
down his throat whatever he means to drink, and
mangles what he means to carve. Is it impossible to
love such a man ? No. The utmost I can do for
him is to consider him a repectable Hottentot.”

Such is the style in which this accomplished lord
writes of onc of nature’s own noblemen. Had
Johnson been a pelit maitre, with the manners of a
a dancing-master, Chesterfield would have welcomed
himn, though he had been the most consummate
hypocrite, or the basest or most depraved gentleman
in London. But, alas, for Johnson! he had no
such attractions. He was only a man of « deep
learning and superior parts ;” alas, that the * figure »*

He cou!d lend dignity and grace to virtue, and by his
stern rebuke, make vice to hide its diminished head ;
but all this was nothing, so long as he “mangles
what he means tocarve, and commits acts of hostili-
ty upon the Graces.” Unfortunate and ill-fated
Jobnson! who must be so lightly esteemed by
such an accomplished judge of manners as Ches-
terfield. It is a consolation, that there are some in
every age who do not miedsure a mai’s worth by the
gracefulness of his bow, his elegant earving, and his
fashionable figure; some who prefer integtity of
heart to external polish, learning to lace, and plain
speaking to deceit. It was in exact keeping with
the character of that nobleman, who was not asham-
ed to inculeate duplicity as the chief ornament and
recommendation of a gentlemen, thus to write of

*Croker pretends tothink this account inacecurate.

which his Maker had given him, was “ ridiculous.” -
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Johnson when he was poor and friendless, and after-
wards to court his favourable notice, when the
“ Hottentot » had received homage from the highest
in station, and the wisest and best of his age. is
lordship says: “I thiuk the jpublic in general, and
the republic of letters in particular, cught to be
obliged to Mr. Johnson for having undertaken and
executed s0 great and desirable a work. Perfection
is not to be expected fromn man; but if we,are to
judge from the various works of Johnson already
published, we have good reasan to believe that he
will bring this as near to perfection as any man
could do. I hereby declare that I meke a total sur-
render of all my rights and privileges in the English
language, as a free-born British subjcct, to the said
Mr. Johnson, during the time of his dictatorship.
Nay more, I will not only obey him, like an old Ro-
man, as my dictator, but, like a modern Roman, I
will implicitly belicve in him as my pope.”

Let us see how Johnson replied to this shullow
flattery :

““Seven years, my lord, have now past since 1
waited in your outward rooms, or was repulsed from
your door ; during which time I have been pushing
on my work through difficulties, of which it is usc-
less to complain, and have brought it, at last, to the
verge of publication, without one act of assistance,
one word of encouragement, or one smile of favour.
Such treatment I did not expect, for I never had o
patron before.

“Is not a patron, my lord, one who looks with
unconcern on a man struggling for his life in the
water, and when he has reached ground encumbers
him with help? The notice which you have been
pleased to take of my labours, had it been early, had
been kind ; but it has been delayed till I am ind;ffe-
rent and cannot enjoy it, tift 1 am sclitary and can-
notimpart it, til I am known and do not want it.
I hope it is no very cynical asperity not to confcss
obligations where no benefit has been received, or
to be unwilling that the public should consider me as
owing that to a patron, whieh Providence has ena-
bled me to do for myself.”

The  Hottenlot,” methinks had here the advan-
tage of the nobleman; but it is time fo hasten on.
The object of this review will not be atiaincd till
something more has been done to set forth in their
true light the merits of Johnson as a man rather
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as harmless pleasantry, dragged from its connexior,
and distorted to suit the purposes of his opponents.
Oftentimes, too, his rude language is given, with-
out the generous apology which reflection prompted
him to make. But the main misapprehension arises
from overlooking the provocation which he received.
Johnson was like a surly mastiff, in the main kind
and generous, not disposed to take offence, but when
roused by contradiction, disgiisted by cant, or wea-
ried out by impertinent and foolish questions, he
would growl, and take delight in secing how hc
could put his tormenters to flight. On sueh occa-
sions, and when thus baitcd, he spared no one. Be
his tormenter lord or lady, it was all the same. He
was oo honest to restrain his feelings, for the sake
of what some people call politeness, If cant was

spoken in his presence, it was ridiculed, without

mercy ; impudence was browbeaten, and presumption
punished.  The sentimental distresses which many
pretended to feel, he never could endure. ¢ The
sight of people who want food and raiment, is so
common in great cities,” said he, * that a surly fel-
low like me has no compassion to spare for wounds
given only to vanity or sofiness.” And when Lady
Tavistock was said to have grieved herself to death
for the loss of her husband, he said : ¢ If we had put
my Lady Tavistock into a small chandler’s shop,
and given her a nurse-child to tend, her life would
have been saved ;* adding, ¢ the poor and the busy
have no time for sentimental sorrow.”” When Mrs.
Thrale pressed him to say, whether a certain lady
would nct be very sorry for a friend who had lost the
hope of an estate, he replied : ¢ Why, madam, she
will suffer— as much perhaps as your horse did when
your cow miscarried.” The ladies insisted no
longer. On unother occasion, as he was musing
over the firc of the drawing-room, the well-known
puppy, Sir John Lade, called out to him, suddenly :
“Dr. Johnson, would you advise me to marry 17
‘1 would advise no man to marry, sir, who is not
likely to prepagate understanding,” and left the
room. “He soon came back,” adds Boswell, “and
drawing his chair among the party, with altered
looks and @ soflened voice, joined in the general
chat, insensibly led the conversation to marriage,
when he explained himsell in a dissertation so use-
ful, so elegant. so founded on the true knowledge of
life, and so adorned with beauty of sentiment, that

than an author ; nor is there time to trace his life, | no one cver recollected the offence, except to rejoice

by his works as they issucd from the press—the true
eras in the history of an author. From his works,
then, let us look at him as a man.

By those who delight in detracting from sterliny
and acknowledged merit, and who anxiously strive
to reduce all excellence to their own low common
level, Johrtson’s character and disposition have been
generally attacked. Hia keen, cutting replies have
been adduced as'evidence of an unfeeling disposition,

and what was actually meant, and taken at the time |

in its consequences.”

" On some occasions he was not so excuseable, but
his harshness of speech, be it observed, was seldom
noticed till after his seventieth year, and to an old
man, in ill health, courted and teazed by a wide
circle of acquaintance, much must be forgiven. Let
it be remenbered, too, that his writlen wisdom is
free even from these slight defects, and that John-
son’s feclings and eccentricities of temper were
more closcly noted than those of any other man.
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A gentieman introduced his brother to Dr. John-
30n, and earnestly recommended him to his notice
by saying : “ When we have sat together for some
time you will find mybrother grow very entertaining.”
“8ir,” said Johnson, “T can wait.” A lady who
shewed him a grotto she had been making, asked him:
““Would it not be a pretty cool habitation in sum-
Ter, Dr. Johnson ?° 1 think it would, madam, for
@toad.” This was not meant as rudeness to the
lady, but he hated grottos, saying; ““that English-
Men has more frequent need to solicit than exclude
the sun.» «To a young fellow who lamented to
him that he had lost all his Greek,” Johnson replied,
“1believe it happened at the same time that 1 lost
Wy great estate in Yorkshire.” Why did you not
Tuake me a tory,” said Garrick to him, you love to
Make people tories.” Johnson pulling a number of
half-pence from his pocket, replied. ¢ Why did not
the king make these guineas ?* « How harshly you
Ireated that man, who harangued us so about gar-
dening the other day,” said Boswell to him ; ¢ |
amsorry,” said he “ if T vexed the creature, for there
Sertainly is no harm in a fellow’s rattling a rattle
“”i only don’t let him think that he thunders.”

An officer who was determined,” as he said, to at-
tack the ol bear,for a long time plicd Johnson, with
1f"l’erlinem; queries, but in vain, Johnson was
tilently attentive to his dinner, till at last, the young
Bentleman said to him, ““now Dr. Johnson don’t be
*0 glum, but be a little gay and lively like others.

Vhat would you give, old gentleman, to be as young
nd sprightly as I am?” ¢ Why sir,” said he, 1
by ink ¥ would almost be content to be as foolish 7

O a person who teazed him about the tender
®ate of his inside,” he replied, ¢ do not, like the
8l’i"'!‘fl’, 8pin conversation thus incessantly out of
ir own bowels.”

Of anecdotes such as these more might be given,

ut were they ten times more numerous than they
Yelually are, they wouid with wise men detract little
from Johnson’s reputation. His harshness be it
remembered, arose from his love of truth and dislike
"'fevery kind of affectation and disguise. He was not

%€ many who suffer a man to utter the most egre~
ign“’“' f:olly, and for the sake of politeness say noth-
fogrtlllhe is gone, when they call him an ass, or a
i: * Nor washe a man of that cautious, temporis-

B cast of mind, that fears to avow what he believes,

U an Upright, plain speaking man, hating double

“ding, in all its forms. Thore are many who haye

° Opinions of their own, and who retail those of

is ¥ men, and by this class Johnson is disliked for
Ruthoritative inanner, although, i common fair-
hi:;' 8uch persons should be willing to pin their
' such a guide without any affectation of inde-

o dewce, is worthy of notice, too, that some of

1%0n’s severest things were drawn out of him by
'9quiries of those who either really or in pre-
€ Were secking for information. On all subjects

he was consulted, and on all he was ready with his
opinion. Sometimes, although but seldom, he gave
the reason or ground of his opinion, and surely if
any man was entitled so to do, it was Johnson ;
whatever he thought of men or things was uttered,
in the decisive tones of a man who knows, and feels
his own power and the deference paid to his views,
Tt is not a little curious to observe the eagerness
with which he was consulted, even on trifling topics,
and plicd with enquiries which even a Job, to say
nothing of a Johnson, could scarcely, have an-
swered without vexation and annoyance,

But not only was he vexed with every variety of
queries, but scarcely a volume was published, but the
author or some of his friends, would send Johnson a
copy acking his opinion of its merits. This he never
liked, remarking that  nobody has a right to put
another under such a difficulty, that he must either
hurt the person, by telling him the truth, or hurt
himself by telling what is not true.” But when he
gave un opinion it was sure to be given in all since-
rity and good faith, and without equivocation or
reserve.

To no one of his own works did Johnson write a
dedication, but he was almost daily employed in fur-
nishing prologues, dedications, and prefaces to others,
and often he had never seen them. In this difficult and
thankless department of literary effort, Johnson’s
eminence is well known, indecd he had more practice
in this line than any another before or since. Even
Bet Flint, a woman of the town, came to him for a
preface and dedication to some poetry she had made !
To secure his assistance, it was enough to be in
need of it 5 for few, certainly few so indolent by na-
ture as Johnson was, ever did more to assist the un-
fortunate. Kindness of heart was his habit, surli-
ness was but the exception. To collect all the re-
corded instances of his benevolence and kindness,
would be an endless matter, but to do something to

s e 880

convinee those of their error, who eall Johnson a .

harsh, unfecling man, one exemple shall be given,
and recommended to their consideration. It shali
be taken, not from his correspondence, althoygh no
finer specimens of affectionate sympathy and pathe-
lic eloquence. are to be found in the language, than
those contuined in some of his letters to Mr. Lang-
ton and Mrs. Thrale, but it shall be taken from his
every day life, which will be less likely to mislead,
than an occasional letter or hasty remark.

In writing to Mrs. Thrale, Johnson says

¢ Mrs. Williams is not yet returned ; but discord
and discentent reign in my humble habitation as in
the palaces-of monarchs. Mr. Levet and Mrs. Des-
moulins have vowed eternal hate. Levet is more
insiduous and wants me to turn her out. Poor Mrs.
Williams writes that she is no better.”” At another
time he writes : ¢ Williams hates every body ; Le-
vet hates Desmoulins, and does not love Williams H
Desmoulins hates them Both; Poll (Miss Carmi-
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chael) loves none of them.” These were persons | rage, has been known to drive him from her pre~

whom Johnson had out of charity taken into his
nious man who came to London, thinking he could

temper. Levet was a Lichfeld man,

i recommend these extracts.
discover the Longilude ; she was blind, and peevish in |

| sence.”— Hawkins’ Life of Johnson, p. 408.
house.” Mrs. Williams was the daughter of an inge- |

To those who Liave judged harshly of Johnson, we
They speak for them-

sclves, in language 100 plain to need interpretation.

with no claim | They give us a picture of his cvery day life ; some-

on Johnson, except that he was in need. Mrs. Des- | thing which can be relied on more than an occasion-

moulins was daughter 10 Johnson's godfather, who | al kind decd.

died and left her in destitution.

Letter from Dr. Johnson 1o Boswell y July, 1777 :

“ Mrs. Williams is in the country, to try if shel
can improve her health ; she is very ill.  Matters
have come about so, that she is in the country, with
very gond accommodation ; but age, and sickness,
and pride, have made her so peevish, that I was |
forced to bribe the maid to stay with her, by a secret
stipulation of half-a-crown a week over her wages.”’

Johnson to Boswell, July, 1778 :

“Mrs. Williams is sick; Mrs. Desmoulins is
poor. I have miserable nights. Nobody is well
but Mr. Levet.”

Let us see what others thouzht of Johnson’s un-
feeling disposition :

¢ His patience was as much tried by these inmates
as his generosity. The dissension that the many*
odd inhabitants of his house chose to live in, dis-
tressed and mortified him exceedingly. He really
was somelimes afraid of going home, because he
was sure to be met at the ddor by numberless com-
plaints ; and he used to Jament pathetically to Mrs.
Thrale, that they made his life miserable, from the
impossbility he found of making theirs happy, when

. every favour he Lestowed on one was 2all and worm-
“wood to the rest. If, however, Mrs. Thrale ventured
Yo blame their ingratitude and condemn their mis-
conduct, he would instantly sct about softening the
one, and justifying the otker ; and finished common-
ly by telling her that she knew not how to make
allowances for situations she never experienced.”’—
Croker’s Life, vol. 2.

Hear the testimony of Sir Johin I{awkins :

“ Even these intruders who had taken shelter un-
der his roof, and who, in his sbsence from home,
/hrought thither their children, found cause to mur-
mur ;5 “the’r provision of food was scanty, or their
dinners iil dressed;’ all which he chose to endure
rather than put an end to their clamours by ridding
his home of such thankless guests. Nay so insen~
sible was he of the ingratitude of those whom be thus
suffered to hang vjon him, and among whom he
may be said to have divided an income which was
little more than sufficient for his own support, that’
he would submit to reproach and personal afiront
from some of them; even Levet would sometimes
insult him, and Mrs. Williams, in her paroxysms of

* In addition to those already mentioned, Miss

"Villiams, the negro Francis, and a female servant.

I he sometimes misjudged, and spoke

But to continue our f rudely ; if he was rough and unconth in mamner, let
extracts @ )

us remember that for more than twenty years his
house was an asylum for the blind, the aged, the
peevish, and, alas, that we must add, the unthankful.
It is easy to bestow an occasional dole to the poor
at our own door, or to give an odd sixpence to a
begzar in the street ; but to surrender our own com-
fort, to receive them at our own firesides, and sub~
mit for years to their caprices and their ingratitude,
and to do this cheerfully without a murmuring word,
or look,—thisis quite another thing. Yet this was what
the unfeeling Johnson did while bodily distress and
mental agony were bearing heavy upon him. ¢ The
best night I have had this twenty years,” he tells us,in
1778, ““was at Fort Augustus.” At another time
he says: “I lie down that my acquaintance may
sleep, but I lic down to endure oppressive misery,
and soon rise again to pass the night in misery and
pain.”? If we remember how irritable a slight ili-
ness, even a week’s tooth ache has made us, we
shall know how to appreciate the gigantic calmness
and energy of Dr. Johnson, who laboured and suf-
fered during a long life without uttering scarcely a
single complaint, uniting the firmness and the heroic
fortitude of an old Roman, with the patient resigna-
tion of a Christian Martyr. Johnson, in tears at the
tomb of his friend Garrick, or putting pennies into
the hands of the poor homeless boys that he found
sleeping in the markets and on the steps, as he re-
turned from the club, would be a fit subject for
genius to illustrate. There is sublimer morality and
more affecting tenderness in the following account
of his last parting with poor Catharine Chambers.
It is taken from his private diary, and dated October
18, 1767.

 Yesterday, at about ten in the morning, I took
my leave for ever of my dear old friend, Catharine
Chambers, who came to live with my mother about
1724, and has been but little parted from us since.
She bas buried my father, my brother and my mo-
ther. She is now fifty-eight years old.

X desired all to withdraw, then told her that we
were to part forever ; that as Christians we should
part with prayer ; and that I should, if she was wil-
ling, say a short prayer beside her. She expressed
greal desire to hear me, and held up her poor hands
as she lay in bed, with great fervour, while I prayed
kneeling by her—I then kissed her. She told me
that to part was the greatest pain that she had ever
felt, and that she hoped we would meet in a better
place. T expressed with swelled eyes and groat
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®motions and tenderness, the same hopes. We \been much exaggerated. He rallicd them often in
kissed, aud then parted. ¥ humbly hope to meet |sport, tease to Boswell. When Lee mentioned some
again 1o part no more.” iScotchman who bad taken posscssion of a barren part

1£ there is one who can read this solemn and touch- ‘10(‘ America, and wondered why ke should choose it,
ing recital without emotion, or with feelings of ridi- :Johnson said: “ Why, sir, all barrenness is com=
?‘ule and' (-]isdain., al'ixs, for his moral sensibilities. Epamuve. The Scotch would not know it to be bar-

Not willingly, in his presence would 1 behold the iren,” and thus he ran on, and in a letter to Mrs.
Sun sinking behind the western hills, or listen to a §Thrale confessed he was breaking jokes with Jack
tale of distress or venture,—for I should be ashamed ;Wilkes upon the Scotch! ¢ Its all gardening with
Of the quict tear on my own cheek.” ‘lyou; pray, sir, are you able to bring the koe to per-

But it is time, and more than time, to look at ifection.” ¢ Much may be made of a Scotchman, if
Other points on Johnson’s character, which utter 'he be caugh! young.” “ What do you think of the

calumny or ignorance, has misrepresented. He
has teen called superstitious. He was so, for he
Was not perfect. It was partly the fault of his phy-
Sical organization, and partly the common failing of
the age in which he lived. It was, at least, a harm-
less failing, for its cffecis were felt only by himself.
He fasted, when others feasted ; he prayed often,
When nine-tenths of the literati of the age scoffed at
religion ; he was too ctedulous, but credulity is a
thousand fold betier than scepticism. If he thought
that the spirits of departed saints hovered around
the living as ministering angels, and was disposed

to pray, on the death of his wife, ¢“that he might

enjoy the good effvets of her attention, whether ex-
ercised by appearance, impulses, dreams, or in any
Other manner agreeable to God’s government,” it
Was certainly no crime, but a venial weakness. We
Quote another example of his superstition ; were it
More common in those days it would do us no harm.

U happened during his last visit to Lichfield :
“Madam,” says Johnson, 1 beg your pardon
f°f the abruptness of my departure from your house
th{’ morning, but I was constrained to it by my con-
Science. ' Fifty years ago, madam, on this day,
c?’"mitted a breach of filial piety, which has ever
8nce lain heavy on my mind, and has not till this
day been expiated. My father had long been in the
abit of attending market, and opening a stall for the
8ale of his books. Confined to his bed, by indispo-
".ﬁ“’n, he requested me this time fifty years ago, to
v"“'t the market, and attend the stall in his place.
But, madam, my pride prevented me from doing my
Uty, and I gave my father a refusal. To do away
» e.;in of disobedience, I this day went in a post
alse to ——, and going into the market at the time
°‘: hi:,;h business, uncovered my head, and stood
With it bare for an hour, before the stall which my
:E}hef had formerly occupied, exposed to the sneers
the standers-by and the inclemency of the wea-
°F'5 @ penance by which I trust I have propitiated
oe“”en Jor this only instanee, Ibelieve, of contumacy
m'fi“'d? my father.” I any consider this as super-
On and folly united, let them remember that

o . .
N hnsons conscience urged him to the penance ; let
at be his excuse.

iHebrides 1 1 say it is a very vile country to be
‘sure, sir ”—% Well, sir, but God made it.”’ ¢ Cer-
tainly he did, but we must always remember that he
made it for Scofchmen, and comparisons are odious,
Mr. Strahan, but God made hell.” His definition
of oats is well known, and perhaps a dozen more
anecdotes, like those quoted may be gleaned from
all his recorded sayings. Let it be remembered
that during his whole life he was intimate with many, «
Scotchtnen, and assisted them as cheerfully as others
‘with his purse. When Boswell hesitated to intro-
‘duce a friend, Johnson wrote him, “Mr. Johnson
does not see why Mr. Boswell should suppose a
Scotchman less acceptable than any other man.”
'On another occasion he said, “when 1 find a
| Scotchman, to whom an Englishman is a Scotch-
man, that Scotchman shall be an Englishman to
me.” But it is scarcely worth while to say more on
this head. Johnson had his prejudices, and he spoke
his opinions bluntly. Let it be remembered that
Johnson was an Englishman. The English nation
pretended to despise the Scotch, the Scotchretorted.
The dislike was in Johnson’sdays, much stronger
than we hope it will be again. It was the remains
of ancient grudges which a union could not obliter-
ate. Men of education and talent (rom all parts of
England, Ireland and Scotland, crowded to the
London market and-offered themselves for sale. If
Scotch shrewdness, perseverance, suppleness, and
economy, commanded the highest price, no wonder
that they were looked upon with jealousy.

‘This feature of Johuson’s character may partly
be excused in him. e was a great man, and lived
in a day when national animosity ran high. He
was a man who had some weak parts, and this was
one of them. It is not uncommon to find the same
narrow jealousies cherished now. Have we not
seen them on a large scale in this very city—Eng-
lish pitted against French—French against English.
Nay is it not too common to find national jealousies,
and social distinctions between subjects of the same.
Sovereign, sprung from the same stock, speaking
one language, with kindred literature, associations,
and manners. It were well if Johnson’s failings served

as as a beacon to us, for although in him they co-ex~

£
But he hated the Scotch” True, he disliked |isted with an enlarged and cultivated intellect, an
™ much, although bis dislikes on this head, have ; acute practical common sense, and after mucH and
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varied intercourse with men; in us, if we cherish
them, these national prejudices will break out in
ill natured remarks ard vituperations, or in hints
and suspicions which are not less offensive. It
surely requires no great degree of candour to admit
that excellence is confined to no particular age, nor
nation ; much less that it is not to be exclusively
found in a particular clique, or coterie, who esteem
themselves righteous and despise others. Wherever
excellence is found, it should be acknowledged and
welcomed, and by persons of liberal and cxpanded
views it will always be thus hailed. Minds essen-
tially little and vulgar, are in their nature exclusive

and one-sided ; and while such minds exist national
prejudices and hostilitics can never wholly disap-
pear.  There are earthy particles in the composi-
tion of great minds also, weaknesses which creep in
while judgment is in immature, and, reason off its
guard. Johnson thoroughly despised the French na-
tion. This was another shadow cast upon his lumi-
nous disk.

Other failings he had which cven his best friends
cannot help discovering ; but on these it is not
intended here to dwell.  We have not examined nor
tried to estimate the worth of Johnson as an author,
nor as a man of firm piety. Another salient point
in his character, his toryism, has been kept out of
view. We have seen him in youth and in manhood
battling with want, and by the scverest exertion
providing, although but scantily, for his subsistence.
His urflinching resolution has attracted our admi-
ration, his integrity and simplicity of heart and pur-
pose, his kindness to the poor and the unfortunate,
have received our love. His failings may serve as
beacons, to warn us from the shoals where his giant
hulk received so little damage. What shall we
more say ? Only this ;—that his whole soul is spread
out before us like a map, in Boswell’s work ; that he
who delights in approaching greatness with reve-
rence, and with eyes devoutly dim, may in it study!
Johnson with pleasure, as well as with much profit ;
he will there find solutions of many knotty points

which seldom fail to press upon an enquiring spirit,
and have the seeds revealed to him, of rare and !
pregnant truths, which if reccived, and cultivated .
with care, cannot fail to spring up into fair and|
goodly plants, never bloomless, but not without |
wholesome fruit.

Montreal, November 14, 1840.

A CONTRADICTION.
MaTRrIMONY, we all know and allow, is the con-
summation of love; now lexicographers say that.

'

consummation means end. l

A REVOLUTION.
IN Shakspéare’s time all the world was a stage, |
and all the men and women mercly players. In
ours all the world’s a book, and all its population
simply readers.

A SPORTSMAN’S INSTRUCTIONS TO A LIMNER.

(ORIGINAL.)

A SPORTSMAN'S INSTRUCTIONS TO A LIMNER,

TO GUIDE HIM IN PAINTING SEVEN HUNTING
PIECES.

The huntsman sounds his thrilling horn,
The sportsmen quick convene,

Each (ace looks cheerful as the morn—
Pray, artist, paint the scene.

In cover next sweet hope runs high,
All beat with ardour keen,

And on the stretch are car and eye—
Pray, artist, paint the scene.

In drawing on they near the spot,
Where Keynard late had been ;

List to the hounds swect music note—
Pray, artist, paint the scene.

The huntsman now whoops ¢ Tally-ho,”
For he has Reynard seen ;

Hark! forward! now is all the go—
Pray, artist, paint the scene.

He next whoops, ¢ zone—gone—gone away,”
And points to the ravine,

Where Reynard erossed in style so gay—
Pray, artist, paint the scene.

O’r brock and brake—o’er hill and dale,
As well as meadow green,

He bounds, till strength begins to fail—
FPray, artist, paint the scene.

Now, panting, faiot, he drags along,
And closg¢ behind are seen

Two high bred hounds, both fleet and strong—
They, artist, close the scene.

R.

SCULPTURE AND PAINTING.

A STATUE may be compared to a star, and a paint-
ing to a flower. The one is apart, unchanging,
independent, and sublime—it is full of light that
burns only for itself; it derive, no apparent nourish-
ment from any outward source; and it lifts our
thoughts to hold communion with higher races than
man. The other, belonging to our earth, and the
child of it, is a portion of that nature to which we
ourselves belong, is fed by the atmosphere we
breathe, and clad in colours which attract us the
more because we irrisistibly connect with them the
notion of decay. The statue might be fancied the
marble crysalis of a spirit that will soon take wing
to its planet. The painting is the exquisite and
blooming bud that grows from the native soil of

' man.
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THE ROYAL ELECTION.

A TALE OF THE OLDEN TIMES—BORROWED FROM THE EARLY HISTORY OF POLAND.

BY SUSANNA MOODIE.

“Ho! ho! ho!
To earth : and why to earth 2—thou fuelish fiend !
What wouldst thou do on earth 2—vain spirit,
Stay in your place—know your own strength !
BEN JoNsON.

CHAPTER I. sailed by templations, both from within and without,

Tre city of Cracow was filled with strange tumults. Ehe was compelled, by dire necessity, to earn a living
“by the strength of his arm. His mind was at first

The jnhabi i i
abitants were seen hurrying from all quarters o .
to .y ° 1 — unwilling to abandon a state of indolent ease, but

wards the market-place, which scemed the general ' his health b 4 bi .

. . . . . - -
Point of attraction, alike to the sober and industrious, | ﬂlust e;: th':\has ro _“(s; ;m \ his arm strong—so & fo;:’é
33 10 the idle and curious citizen. Tlhe houses were , the hitherto 1n. olent possessor was astonishe
‘at its strength, which wholesome and manly exer-

deserted, the shops shut up, and the cheerful sounds ,

of labour yielded to the shouts and outceies of a:cise daily increased. Industrious habits soon effect-

Zathering multitude. One man alone appeared in- ‘ed a great moral change in our hero. He worked

tent upon his business, and continued to make the ‘ hard and paid all his old debts; but this kept hi',“
ajr ring with the strokes of his hammer. This was ivery poor. This morning was the first since his

| . . . .
echus, the blacksmith, the handsomest and strong- { final ruin which saw him beyond the perils of the
law, out of debt, ard out of danger; and though he

€8t man in the kingdom of Poland. Yet, in spite cf | X

these two ereat natural advantages, Lechus was so ' heard the lo‘ud shm.xt.s of thc zathering |n9b, and

Poor that he could neither afford to purchase nor hire | longed to be in the midst of the throng, he had vowed

2 proper forge whercon to labour at his vocation. ! to devote ‘h°. first two hours of the day to labour,

A large stone by the road-side, just without the gates !'and thus begin .lhe world afresh, in a mabner more

9f the city, hollowed in the centre, scrved him in | creditable 10 himself. It was not the love of gain
that made this careless votary of pleosure thus un-

the doyble capacity of furnace and anvil. . . ) .
Lechus had berun the world under better circum- usually industrious ; and it was a maltler of surprise
1 " to every passesr-by to sce Lechus so busy at his

Stances, His futher, the chief of a petty tribe, had - © wo
forge. Hewas in high spirits, and accompanied his

a goodly inheritance of flocks and herds to his | 2 N X £ whick
9nly son ; but Lechus had many dangerous enemies noisy worl.( with noisy shouts anfi songs, of which
the following may serve as a specimen :

0 cope with, which ultimately proved his ruin.
hese formidable foes consisted in a tall, muscular,
Well-knit figure, a handsome, manly countenance, a
Werry dark eye, a heart warm with the headstrong
Passions of youth, and a mind prone to cxtravagance
ad plegsure. Lechus had no other enemies, and
%8s the enemy of none but himsell. He was a
Teckless, good-natured fellow, and was a general
¥ourite with the old and young. Lechus wasa
Tolling-gtone that gathered no moss. While his

Who would wish to be a king,

Who, like me, could work and sing ?
Welcome morning’s jolly prime,

Bid honest labour laugh at time :—
Lord of all that nature gave,

Who shall dare to call a slave ?

The man who, born of low degree,
Monarch of his own can be ?

m?ney lasted, he Lept open house, liberally enter- Whilst yon golden orb of day
‘“"ing ull comers, until his tregggremelted like wax Cheers me with his warmest ray ;
» :f:re 'the s.un 5 and his extravagant profusion, Health, and strength, and youth are mine,
N Ust it eariched the herd of flatterers that daily *Twould be folly to repinc—

8orted his house, reduced him to a state of beg- All the pleasures man can know,
3"’! The young spendthrift perceived his error In a narrow circle glow ;

hen 0o late ; but instead of repenting, he laughed And whilst I can work and sing,

® loudest at his own folly, and vowed, that were 1 envy not the proudest king.
“ Opportunity to occur again, he would act the

Me.  Overwhelmed with debt, and with all his Though noble churl may call me clown,

o Propensities making war against him, doubly as- Earth’s 1o me a bed of down;
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Sweeter far my crust of bread,

Than his board with daintics spread ;
Though for him the royal wine

In a crystal goblet shine,

Friendship consecrates my cup,

And blithe of heart 1 drink it up—
Hurra! hurrah ! I'll drink and sing,
And envy not the proudest king !

“ Master,” said a little razged barefooted urchin, |
running up to the forge, quite out of breath, and
his round, staring, grey-eyes rolling in his head,

““will you give me a huliday 2

“What for 2 returned Lechus, without looking
up from his work.

““I want to sce the show.”

“ What good will that do you, Valdo 2"

““Idon’t know,” said the boy, twirling his thumbs.
* ¥ should like to be as wise as other folk.”

¢ As foolish, you mean.”

* Then all the world are fools, master, but you
and I, for every body is going.”

“ Humph!” said Lechus. < If we comprise the
wisdom of the world, God help the fools. Why,
child, you would only be in the way.”’

8o will a great many that will be there. Why,
master, they are going 10 make a king from among
the great folk, and why may not 1 vote with the
rest 1

“Ha! ha! ha! Vote-—you have no vote.”

“ But I can shout, master, and cry, ¢ God save
the king,” when we have got one--and my shout
will make as much noise as the rest.”

“ That will only serve to stun men’s ears, and
frighten their horses.”

*“ Then, master, you should certainly let me go.
A skittish horse is very likely to kick up a dust, and
kick off his shoes, and that will bring work to our
forge.”

““ Well, go,” said Lechus, laughing ; “but mind
you get into no mischief, and return with whole
bones.”

“ Never fear,”” said the urchin, flinging up the
tattered remains of a.fur cap high into the air.
¢ Here goes. Hurra! hurra !”

Lechus looked after his attendant imp, until the
cloud of dust he raised with his heels hid him from
his sight.

“ Happy Valdo. One hour more, and my task
is ended. I shall then be free to j join the fun. But
softly. Who comes here ? Pretty Mistress Ora. I
know why she comes this way. She hopes to catch
me with her roguish black eyes, and smart feet and
ancles; but, Mistress Ora, you have too many sweet-
hearts; the woman I will have for a wife must
love me and only me. How conceitedly she walks—
bow smartly she is drcssed too. Now she makes as
if she would pass by without observing me. This
is too much for flesh and blood to endure. VWhat

THE ROYAL ELECTION.

tho! Mistress Ora! what brings you abroad sg early
| this morning ?*
] The village beauty tossed her head, and answered
{ with affected nonchalance :

 Not to see you, Mr. Lechus.”

¢ Now that’s what [ call a great bounce,” said
! the provoking blacksmith, dropping the butt-end of
[ his huze hammer upon the anvil with a bang that,
I made his fair gossip start, and staring her full in the
face: “Did T not sec you, Ora, from the moment
you crossed your father’s threshold, affect an air of
| consequence, and exalt your little self an inch or
i two higher, in order to attract my attention, and ap-
pear charming in my eyes 7

“T would as soon try to captivate a bear, Master
Lechus.  Your heart is as hard as your anvil ; and
your voice, which served as an alarum to awaken
me just now, just as musical as the strokes of your
hammer, which make my head and ears ache alt
day.”

“ Poor head, poor ears,” said Lechus, laughing.
“ What a misfortune it is to live in the vicinity of
those who make a noise in the world. But great as
the annoyance is, there is not a maid in Cracow
would more regret my absence than Ora.”’

“Do not flatter yourself, Lechus ; I cannot feel
interested in a rude wretch like you.”

 But I am sure you do.”

“’Tis false! I hate and detest you! and msb
you were dead !

“ Now, that’s very charitable; Ora, and I might
feel a little hurt at such an ugly speech from such a
pretty mouth, did I not invariably take what women
say by contraries, and am ever most ﬂal.lered by
their angry speeches.””

“Is there no way to affront you?” said Ora,
pouting.

“ You would say, Ora, is there no way, Lechus,
to make you love me ? Come, don’t pout and look
like a rose in a storm, or a butterfly after a shower
of rain, shaking its pretty wings, and chiding the
rude blast for so unceremeniously ruffling its tiny
plumes. Your very anger is put on to show off
your sparkling eyes and red lips. If any woman
could make me wish to forego the merry life of a.
bachelor, I think you could.”

“Thate general lovers,” said Ora, slyly advancing
her elegant little foot a few inches beyond her petti-
coat. ‘I should like to know, Lechus, how many
times youkave been in love 17

“So ofllen, Ora, that it exceeds all caleulation.”

“ And you can tell me this—and at the same time
pretend to be in love with me % said Ora, suddenly
flashing upon the blacksmith the indignation of her
large black eyes. There is Casimer, now, whom
you know well, is a handsome and a proper man,
and rich withal—tells me a very different story,”

““ What does he tell you, Ora.”
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“That he loves me to distraction—and that he
fiever did love any one but me.”’ :

““Ho ! ho ! said Lechus. * What a silly girl you
are to believe such lies. Men, Ora, arc not made of
Marble, and the man who could number three and
Ywenty years, like friend Casimer, without having
been in love at least a dozen times, might turn her-
mMit with g safe conscience. I’m an honest fellow,
and dare speak the truth; and you are angry with
e for my sincerity. VWhen I part with my liberty,
%t shall be to one as independent as myself.”

“T wish you may fall desperately in love.”

“ With yourself, Ora? That wish came from the
heary,»

“How 1 would torment you for your provoking
8peeches.”?

“Go and try your power on Casimer—he will in-
Yent pretty tales to flatter your vanity. I cannot
f“e my warm, honest heart in exchange for a gilded

oy.”

“Savage !—1 will not listen to you,” said Ora,
JUrsting into tears. Her mortified pride and secret
Welination for her rude tormentor, struggling for
Wastery,

Lechus beheld her grief with the most provoking
€almness. ¢ Don’t be so angry, Ora ; it spoils your

auty, Cupid has a horror of red eyes, and so
&Ye I. Ceme tell me the news? Where are you
0ing 2 And why are you so gaily apparelled 7
_“ What will you give me for my news ? said the
little belle, brightening up at being called beautiful.

A kiss.”

“ Off! you dirty, black monster!” said Ora,

3 : . !
reaming aloud, as Lechus with one bound cleared

his rurg) forge. “ If you dare to come nearer with
v ‘:‘3'3 smutty hands, I'll tear your eyes out !”?
o Pshaw ! said Lechus, laughing. ¢ The dirt

“Dnest dirt, and will leave no soil upon your lips.”

Ah! you will spoil my clothes, you cruel crea-
"f"e‘blacken my face—and make my checks glow
ike the iron on your anvil !’

“ What, all this terrible ado about a kiss ?” said
“y
‘ You have often given me two before, unasked.® If
You will not allow me to take one civilly, why I must
Use force.»

*Oh, that Casimer were here ! said Ora, wring~
8 her hands and enacting a very pretty distress;

.. '€ Would not suffer you to take such unwg-rantable
_l Criies,?

in
<<

e;:,He could not save you, Ora, from my just re-
P0t°e, ‘:0!‘ I have sworn that you shall not quit this
o until you have kissed the ugly, black monster 1
iy h, dear ! oh, dear!” said Ora, coaxingly,
ear ‘;;halll do? Do but spare me this once,
feme, r. Fechus, and I will never call you rude

« 8 again,”
.hicior You to call me a fool twice, Ora? Now
do you value most, my fair flirt, your rosy

5

<

®thus, still drawing nearer to the terrified girl— |

lips or your gala dress 1> As he spoke he snatched
up an cld shovel, and filling it full of ashes from the
furnace, stood before the bewildered maiden, in the
very act to throw its sooty contents over her fine
dress. ¢ If you do not instantly pay the penalty of
your sauciness, I will envelope you in this envious
black cloud.”

Ora lcoked up doubtingly in his face, hardly know-
ing whether to laugh or to ery. She met the bright
eyes of the amourous blacksmith brimful of mirth,
and her own sunk quickly to the earth.

¢ Ah, Lechus,’’ she said, in her blandest tones,—
“if you have no compassion on me, I beseech you
to have compassion on my dress. Think how much
it cost me 7

“That’s not my business, but yours, Ora. You
know the terms. Come—decide 7’

He resumed his threatening attitude, and Ora re~
mained irresolute, pulling a bunch of* flowérs to
pieces she held in her hand.  But the fear of being
too late for the show, and having her only change of
finery totally destroyed, overcame her maidenly seru-
ples, and she said in a faltering voice :

“ I I suffer this indignity, will you promise not to

'spoil my dress 77

“On the honour of a blacksmith,” said Lechus,
making a salaam. Then clutching the pretty coquet,
he gave her a hearty kiss, she struggling in his
arms like an angry dove in the grasp of g falcon. At
length Lechus appeared to pity her confusion, and

gave up his prize with a hearty laugh, while Ora fled -

back to her father’s cottage with the speed of a deer

“Ha! ha! she runs like a greyhound,” said
[.cchus. ’Tis a lovely child. But no—1 will not ri-
val Casimer—my heart is as light as a feather=-no
woman on earth shall again rob me of my peace of
mind. Here’s a refuge from care,” he continued,
picking up his hammer. ¢ This rough music has

taught me some useful lessons, and will soon fright-

cn away all the envious Cupids (rom my heart.”

Again wood and hill resounded to the styrdy
strokes of the young Hercules, and again burst forth
the full tones of that deep sonorous voice :

Heigh ho ! when a man’s in love,
His blithest song will be

As sad as the wind in the dreary grove,
When it sighs from tree to tree.

Heigh ho ! heigh ho! is not the song for me!

Heigh ho ! the rose is sweet,
The violet’s eyes arc blue :

I cannot kneel at woman’s feet
Or tax my soul to sue.

My head is cool—my spirit bold ;
My heart is gay and free :—
Love is a tale too often told, .

To win one sigh from me.

¢ Well now, that’s a merry stave for a bachelor. I
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hope love will never spoil so gay a tune. But whom
have we here 7

—

CHAPTER II
A SPLENDID cavalcade was approaching on their
way to the cily, in the centre of which, surrounded
by slaves and man at anns, rode a lovely lady. The
proudest woman in the realm, the daughier and
heiress of the Wayvode Boleslaus, the beautiful
Princess Rixa. A dull, hauzhty looking cavalicr,
splendidly dressed in all the gaudy trappings of that
barbarous age, rode at her bridle rein. Leclus rest-
ed his head upon the top of his hammer, and watch-

ed witlr an air of intense curiosity the splendid pro-'

cession as it drew near.

Perhaps, a feeling nearly allied to envy, cast a
shade over his cheerful brow, as his eyes drank in
the light of that noble woman’s countenance ; and
he glanced with coptempt upon the splendidly dress-
ed nobleman, and then at his own manly figurc, and
wished that they could exchange places.

His reveric was interrupted by the horsc on
which the pajncess rode suddenly plunging ont of the
line, and flinging his fair rider. The strong arm of
the blacksmith caught her ere she reached the ground.
The nobleman, whose name also was Lechus, dis-
mounted from his horse, and hurried to her assis-
tance.

1 am not hurt, my lord,” said the princess, dis-
engaging herself {rom the arms of Lechus. ¢ Young
man, I thank you.”

Lechus was spell bound and answered not a word.
He continued 1o stare hke one bewildcred on the
beautiful creature before him.

The nobleman was exceedingly displeased at his
audacity, and threatened to have him severely pun-
ished for his careless and disrespectful conduct.

“Slave !” he exclaimed, “mind your business.
This high-bred Tartarian steed has lost 2 nail in his
shoe, fasten it quickly, that we may proceed without
delay.”

¢ How, my lord, do you call an honest, indepen-
dent man a slave P’ said Lechus. 1 never answer
to an appellation so base and undescrved. He only
is a slave who crouches at the foot of tyranny.”

¢ Serf, dare you bandy words with me,” returned
the nobleman, in an angry tone.

“.Aye my lord, were you even greater than you
are. A frec-born peasant mey address his prince
without forgMting his own dignity as a man.”

A thundercloud was gathering upon the brow of
the arrogant noble, whilst Lechys proceeded with
the utmost coolness to examine the foot of the fair
Rixa’s high spirited horse.

“Lady, you had better mouunt another steed,’ he
said, al length raising himself up, and looking res-
pectfully in the face of the princess. “ This animal
has been wounded in the foot, and will be apt to
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ithrow you, if the least startled, or irritated by the
i shouts of the crowd.”

| ¢ Sparcyour advice, and drop your eyes, you ingo-
{lent, unmanncred knave ! sald the noble, whose

jrage could ro longer be controlled, at the same
! time striking the blacksmith with his riding whip.
i Lechus sprang upon his titled namesake, and sud-
',denly;wrcnching the whip from him, flung it ip his
face, “Take that, tyrant, and with it the decp
"curse of injured manhood !
| A dreadful tumult ensucd. Fifty pikes were
, pointed at the breast of Lechus—but swinging aloft
 his ponderous hammer, he bade defiance to them
all
¢ Down with the slave! cut out his tongue ; hew

him in picees,” burst froin many voices. Yet none
:dared advance to put these threats into practlee.
i Lechus stocd like a lion at bay, conscious of his su~-
I perior strength, and laughing at their impotent
! rage. At length the princess interfered in his behalf.
i “Forgive the peasant, my lord, for my sake, for the
{ service he has just rendered me. He did not mearn

to give oifence—and you must acknowledge,” she
| added in a lower tone, *° that he is a brave fellow,

i and possesses a noble independent spirit.”

“Should T be elected king of this fair realm,”
| said her companion, *“I’Il find a speedy method to
| tame such spirits ;> then casting a withering look

upon the denounced Lechus, he assisted the princess:
to mount her horse, and in a few minutes the caval-
cade were out of sight.

Lechus remained rooted to the spot, gazing after
the princess and her -train, till not one particle of

remaincd between him and the clear blue sky.
He had been insulted and abused—yet, there he
stood, like @ man in a dream, his senses completely
bewildered, and his thoughts so intently occupied in
pondering on the charms of the beautiful princess,
that he heard the increasing tumult in the city like
one who heard it not. Curiosity had fallen asleep ;
and he was too deeply involved in his romantic spe-
culations, to enquire of the foot.passengers the cause
of such an unusual commotion in the city, °

“ Now, by the soul of my father !’ cried Lechus,
at length giving utterance to his thoughts,  that
lady’s countenance is the mirror of all exccllence-
I could Jook into her sweet face until mine eyes
ached, yet never be satisfied. Surely this cannot be
love that has saddened me all on o sudden; and
made me disregardful of the insults of yonder arro-
zant noble.  Were T to take a fancy to the moon,
and make her acquainted with my passion, I might
us readily expect the fair majesty of night to listen
to my suit as this high-born damscl. Hang care-
Let me see if I can banish these gloomy feelings
with 8 song 7

the cloud of dust which their horses’ hoofs had raiscd,.

O
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“1'Il never love ! young Kora cries,
1 scorn the infant tyrant’s art !’

Then turns on me her sparkling eye,
To wound me with his keenest dart.

Ah! eruel maid ! dost thou forswear,
‘The sovereignty thy charms maintain;
Ah! then in pity, deign to share,
The heart where thou hast fixed his chain.
““It wont do.”?

Heigh ho ! Heigh ho ! alas,—and woe is me !—

“Ha! ha! ha! Bhisis a new tune to my old song. |
Y g

Have [ become at last the burden of the ditty ?
1% is useless for me to sigh for a princess. She
Would spurn me from her presence with as little
ce.l'emony as her high spirited palfrey did the dust
frbm beneath his hoofs. Alas! why am I onlya
Poor blacksmith? If I could turn this hammer,”
and he swung it aloft, “into a sceptre, and this
!’Iock of granite,”” and the hammer descended upon
1:‘with a force that almost cleft the solid rock,

into a royul seat, I might then hope to cbtain
favour in the eyes of the most beautiful woman in
the worlg,»

« Perhaps, Lechus, 1 could perform the desired
Wiracle, and help you to the fulfilment of your
Wishes,” said a tall, dark man, suddenly appearing
at his elbow. Lechus, who had not noticed his ap-
Proach, stared upon the intruder with utter asion-
Ishment. The person of the stranger was ma-
Jestie and imposing. He wore upon his head a high
*ed Tartarian cap, of a conical form, and his tuuic of
fine goat’s hair, was confined round his waist by a
broad red sash, cuciously embroidered with gold.

*“Friend, from whence do you come?? said

echus, contemplating his companion with mingled
feelings of curiosity and dread.

“ That’s & secret,” replied the Tartar. & I never
80swer imperlinent questions.”
© “You are right,”’ said Lechus, ¢ but I am in no

Umour for trifling. I have long struggled against
0 evil desting. My light heart has departed frosa
e 3 and in good truth I am weary of my life.”

““Discontent is an evil and anprofitaile discase,”
53id the ‘Fartar 5 ¢ man was forined to cnjey his exis-
lez‘g, at least while he can call the brief season of
YOuth his own ; and not to waste all his energies in
Useless complainings. 1 can make you rich.”

; * 1?0 not mock my poverty,” said Lechas regain-
"3:‘1"8 former courage. ‘I was once rich.”

. What brought you to this 2 said the Tarlar,
p°::"‘ing.contcmptuously tovthe forge.
gavevz)hllc my gold lasted,” rc%urncd Le.chus, 1
vasteq many ; but when by foolish pl.‘Ol'LISlDZl I fmd
Which t}l,ny substance, men made promises of service,

« Th'ey took g?od care never to perform.’’
mag 1s result might have beon expected,” said the

N the red cap.
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“You are an exccllent comforter,” returncd
Lechus. “ Perhaps you are one of those vain boast-
ers, who talk largely and raise hopes in the indigent
which they are unzble to perform.”

¢ You are an uncourteous fellow,” said the Tar-
tar, laughing ; “but 1 like your bluntness. That
which I promise I can perform. The trcasures of
the earth are mine. I can exalt the beggar, and hurl
down the prince, and increase in tenfold degree the
riches of those who find favour in my eyes.”

“You have made yourself equal to a God,”
returned the blacksmith with a sarcastic smile, ¢ but
[ shrewdly suspect you of being a poér mortal after
all. If you be the mighty magicia# you pretend,
smite upon that piece of iron, with the hammer, and
change the base metal into gold.”

It was no sooner asked than performed, and the
rude bar of iron was transformed into pure geld.
The blacksmith was surprised and confounded, and
his countenance displayed a strange perturbation.

“ Do you still doubt my power, Lechus 7 I can do
greater things than this.”

“1wish you would leave me,” said Lechus ;
“ your presence troubles me.”

“ Lechus,” resumed the Tartar, with solemnity.
# Fortunc smiles upon you once more. Do not reject
her fevours. I can make you a king 5 nay, more—
I can give the lovely Rika to your arms.”

At these words the blagksmith drew nearer ; and
though he was convincéd that his strange visiter
was not a material being, his eyes sparkled, and
his countenance became suddenly animated.

“But,” continued the Tartar, ¢ these great ad-
vantages can, only be obtained on certain con-
t ditions.”

[ ¢“Name them.”
“You rust kneel down, and render me homage
! fa whatever shape I may think fit to assume,’

{ «“ Nay, that I will not do,” said Lechus; * until I

{ iinow who and what you are—you may be—— *’

% Out with it man,” said the other, with a scorn~,

{ul laugh ; ““docs the word choke you 2

“The Devil I returned the dauntless blacksmith,
i drawing a {rce breath, when lhe perceived that his
{rank avowal produced no wonderful change in his
mysierivus companion—that his finely fosmed feet
neither contracied into hoofs, nor did a pair of fery
horns sprout ivomn among his rich dark chesnut
hair. '

% That is one of my names,” said the Tartar, [
have many others, of which I am equally proud.
But what if I am the potent monarch whom the
children of dust fooldhly dread? methinks you
could not worship a more munificent deity. Cast
your eyes, Lechus, from east to west, and from north
to south ; all this goodly tract of country shall be
yours, if you will swear to be iny servant.”

“ 1 wostd rather bea free blacksmith than a titled
\slave " cricd Lechus, firmly. 1 have demcaned
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mysell too much already by listetting to your base
proposals.”

“ You will think better of them, Lechus,” said
the Tartar. “1 give you until midnight to make
your choice between poverty and riches—a blacks
smith’s forge and a throne.” He ceased speaking,
and vanished in the smoke of the, furnace.

“ [ a king !”” exclaimed the astonished Lechus,
when he found himself once more solus. * Ha, ha,
the thought pleases me. 1 have been dreaming.
But softly :—this is no delusion of sight,”” he cried,
snatching up the bar of gold, which still glittered on
the anvil. [ am, methinks, awake. Now, by the
soul of king Lechus, whose ramesake I have the
hanour to be, my fortune is already made, and I will
never strike hammer upon anvil again. That Tartar
had a shrewd knack of converting base metals into
gold. An exchange is no robbery. Hurra! in this
instance I have outwitted the evil one.”

He then hastily concealed the bar of gold in a hole
at the foot of the stone, as his neighbour, Steinulf,
(the father of Ora), and her lover, Casimer, ap-
proached the forge.

¢ How, Lechus—hard at work still 7°? said Casi-
mer.  © Can a tumult be raised in the city, and you
not run to make one in the crowd 7

‘¢ Prithee, good Casimer, tell me the news 7

““ Have you not asked that question before 37
said Casimer. ¢ Why, man, you must have seen
two suns in the heavens this morning, and the sight
has made you disrcgardful of earthly concerns.”

¢“The news is bricfly this,” said old Steinulf,
eagerly interrupting Casimer: “the kingdom of Po-
land has lost one master, and is likely to pass into
the hands of a new tyrant. King Premislaus is
hardly cold in his grave before twelve candidates
start forward, all eager to fill his empty seat. To-
morrow will decide whose name will be great in .
Poland. Will you along with us, Master Lechus,
and hear the proclamation ?”’

“ With all my heart,” said the blacksmith, fling-
ing down his hammer, and shaking the dust from his
loose dress,  “ When crowns are to be given away,
and men are at liberty to chose their own king, every
man’s voice adds weight to the matter; and may
that wretch be accursed, who, for the base love of
gain, would betray his country, by voting, against
his conscience.”

(TY be continued.y

A TRUE GENTLEMAN.

St WiLLranm GoocH, being in conversation with
a gentleman in a street, in the city of Williamsburgh,
returned the salute of a negro who was passing.
¢¢ 8ir,” said the gentleman, * do you descend so far
as to salute a slave ? “ Why yes,” replied the gov-
ernor, “I cannot suffer a man of his condition to
exceed me in good manners.”’

.-

THE SPIRIT OF THE SPRING.

THE SPIRIT OF THE SPRING.
BY MRS. MOODIE.

The spirit of the shower,
Of the sunshine and the breeze,

Of the dewy twilight hour,

Of the bud and opening flower,
My soul delighted sees.

Stera winter’s robe of gray,
Beneath the baliny sigh,

Like mist-wreaths melt away,

When the rosy laughing day
Lifts up his golden eye.—

Spirit of ethereal birth,
Thy azure banner floats,
In lucid folds, o’er air and earth,
Andbudding woods pour forth their mirth,
In rapture-breathing notes.
I sec upon the fleecy cloud
The spreading of thy wings ;
The hills and vales rejoice aloud,
And Nature, starting from her shroud,
To meet her bridegroom springs.

Spirit of the rainbow zone,

Of the fresh and breezy morn,—
Spirit of climes where joy alone
Forever hovers round thy throne,.

On wings of light upborne,

Eternal youth is in thy train

With rapture beaming eyes,

And Beauty, with her magic chain,
And Hope, that laughs at prezent. paim,.
Points up to cloudless skics.

Spirit of love, of life, and light !
Each year we hail thy birth—

The day-star from the grave of night *

That sets to rise in skies more bright,—-
To bless the sons of earth .

With leal—~znd bud—and perfumed flower,
Still deck the barren sod;

In thee we trace a higher power,

In thee we claim a brighter dower,
The day-spring of our God i’

(ORIGINAL.)
INTERRUPTION,
BY MR3. H. SILVESTER.
Said Dan, “ your uncle, dying, bid me tell; .
That he had left a thousand pounds to you w—.”"
“Did he?” cried Tom ; *“ excellent creature ! well,
1 always was his favourite, I knew.”

‘“ Not in so great a hurry, friend,” said Dan,
For you, unluckily, are quite wrong there ;—
It had been left you by the dying man,
Until he found out what a rogue you were.””"
Peterboro’. -
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BY E. L. C.

&inooth runs the water whereethe brook runs deej ;
Aund in his simple show he harbours treason.

< Shalspeare.

] . m .
SEVERAL years had elapsed since Isabelia, the young :they had hitherto suifered her to indulge her love of
tifanta of Castile, gave her hand to Alphensc, the | retirement, and to reject unhesitatingly "every pro-

heir of the Portuguese throne, and left the shel- |

posed alliance, that which now offered combined too

‘efi"g arms of her patents, for a residence in theimany advantages not to be treated by them with

tourt of her adoption.

Within four months after her marriage, the young'i
Prince was killed by a fall from his horse, and a |
widowed bride, Isabella, with a riven heart,
adicy to'the scenes of her short-lived happiness, and |
Teturned again to Spain.  But, shurning the publi-
Rity of her mother’s court, she fixed her residence in |
R convent, and deveted her life to acts of charity and l
Hevotion, |

Still, scarcely past the period of childhood, lovely '
in disposition, and eminently beautiful in person, her
.*'ﬂnd was sought by many a princely wooer; but she
turned sadly and coldly from all, wedded to the me-
Mory of her carly love, and averse to forming new
ties, that might bind her again to the world. Her
Parents regretted her determination, for she was
their eldest born and their darling, the object of their
ambition, not less than of their love ; but they for-
bare to coerce her inclinations, haping that time, and
!‘el' own decp sense of flial duty, would eventually
induce her to yicld to, What she knew to be; their
Wishes, During her bricf residence ‘at the court of
¥‘is"0n, her benuty and her sweetness had made an
impression ypon Emanucl, the cousin and heir of
A]Phonso, which time and absence had served rather
1o deepzy, than to efface.  Upon tho death of King
John, in 1193, he succeeded to the crown of Portu-
325 and, the dearest wish of his heart still upper-
Most, he immediately, upon his accession, dispatched
€nvoys to the court of Ferdinand and Isabella, re-
Questing the hand of their daughter, the infanta, in
Marriage,

Isabella received with repugnance the overtures of
the Younz monarch. Not only was the idea of a
Becond marriage indescribably painful to her, but she
Yecoiled (rom the thought of sharing with another
the regal inheritance of the regretted Alphonso, It
Was her earnest desire to be permitted to assume the
Veil of a religieuse, and within the peaceful walls of

e convent, escape the cruel destiny which she su-
Perstitiously believed was in reserve for her, should
She again mingle in the busy scenes of life. But

“er parents would not listen 1o this wish, and though

But, alas for human hopes ! | consideration.

The contiguily of Portugal to their own kingdom,

its increasing power, and, on more than one occasion,
bade | the

disposition which it had shown to annoy themy
made it desiratle to cement the friendship and inte~
rests of the two countries, by the unisn now in con=’
templation. Joining, therefors, thelr entreaties to
those of the royal wooer, both Ferdinand and Isabella
used every argument, which might induce their
daughter to accept his suit. But for a long time
she resisted their persuasions, till she saw how se-
riously her disobedience to their wishes affected
them, when deep fiiial affection, joined to the perse~
vering solicitations of the enamoured Emanuel, won
her to yield a re'uctant consent to their united en-~
treatics. It was yielded, however, on a singular
condition, on one which, as it proved, fearfully ia-
volved her future fate.

-History informs us that almost the only faults of
Queen Isabella’s noble character were a tincture of”
bigotry and superstition—they were the faults of the
age, and pardonable ones amid the galaxy of femi-
nine and hercie virtues possessed by her. The in~
fanta was even more of a devotee than her mother,.
and, with a mind of less power and energy, yicldeds
fuller beliel to the omens and predictions of the:
iznorant, and attached, if possible, hizher importance:
to the serupulous observance of every rite and obli~
gation of her church. The Jews, at that peviod. gg
is well known, were held in utter abhorrence by all
who wore the Christian name, even though they
might be deficient in tho attributes of charity and
brotherly love, which should adorn the Christian,
character. Hence the expulsion of this unhappy.
race from Spain, and the persecution which followed:
them,wherever they bribed a temporary resting place.
The princess Isabella, in cpmmon with all her na-
tion, was deeply imbued with a feeting of abhorrence
towards this proscribed people. Shg was always
observed to cross herself, whenever they were e'e!i
indirectly alluded to, and in every petition for delive
erance from unholy spirits, she fervently implored ta

be spared all contact or communion with that out-.
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cast race, who despised the Lord of Life, and tram-
pled, with sucrilegious daring, on the blessed symbol |
of the cross. It was her firm conviction, that the
misfortunes, which of late years had befallen the
royal house of Portugal were, indications of God’s
d.spleasure, for their lenity in permitting these blas-
phemers to dwell unmolested on their soil, and when
she yielded her acceptance of Emanucl’s suit, it was
only on the condition that he would immediately
issue a sentence of banishment against every Israel-
ite within his realm.

The young monarch was shocked by this instance
of bigotry in his destined wife; his liberal and
Jjust mind revolted from compliance wiih so fyran-
nous and cruel a demand, and he almost resolved to
resign the prize he coveted, rather than yield to it
But the long cherished passion of his soul pleaded
more strongly than the voice of equity within him,
and, in an evil hour, he issued against the harmless
Jews a decree of perpetual banishment, and then set
forth to wed the fair bride, whose hand he had pur-
chased at the expense of a quict and self-approving
conscience. The Jews, thus torn from their homes
und possessions, were, as it may be supposed, dread-
fully exasperated, and not a few meditated deep and
deadly revenge against the authors of their wrongs ;
a revenge which was reserved for one only to accom-
plish.

It was arranged that the royal nuptials should be
sulemnized privately, and without pomp or parade, at
the frontier town of Valencia de Alcantara. A repeti-
tion of the magnificent festivities that had graced her
union with Alphonso, was repugnant to the feelings of
Isabella, and at her earnest desire,Ferdinand and lsa-
bella, attended by a small suite, accompanied her to
the appointed place of meeting, where they found the

.royal bridegroom impatiently awaiting their arrival.
The time which had elapsed since the Infanta’s resi-
dence in Portugal, had ripened and perfected her
then childlike beauty, into the exquisite loveliness of
matured and conscicus womanhood ; and when
F.manyel found himself again in the presence of the
idol whose semblance he had so long worshipped, he
was dazzled with the increased lustre of her charms.
His heart thrilled with ecstacy, as, availing him-
sell of the permitted privilege, he touched with glow-
ing lips the fair cheek, which kindled into brighter
beauty at the salutation.

Nor was Isabella less agreeably surprised by the
personal attractions and courtly graces of her be-
trothed. At the period of her brief acquaintance
with him, she had been absorbed by another, and
amid the melancholy which had since consumed her,
one only image had retained its place in her remem-
brance. A few hours passed in the socicty of the
accamplished prince, whom she had come forth, im-
pelled only by duty, reluctantly to wed, had banished
every feeling of dread and aversion from her heart,
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and awakened pleasurable emotions, whose genjal

influence promised to call again into being, thase
fair blossoms of love and hope, which the icy chill
of death, had once so untimely blighted. Emanuel
saw with rapture the favourable impression he had
produced on the mind of his bride, and in the joy of
the blissful discovery, he forgot that this gentle and
radiant creature, had required Eim, as the price of her
hand, to commit an act of wanton cruelty, which
stung him with present sel™~reproach, cast a cloud
over his bridal joy, and was destined to bring woe
and deep repentance to his after life.

It scemed indeed, as if these inauspicivus nuptials
were ushered in by gloom—for the morning of their
solemnization was dark with storm and rain, and on
the day succeeding, an envoy arrived from Salaman-
ca, bringing to Ferdinand and his queen, the agoniz-
ing intelligence that their only son, the prince of the
Asturias was lying dangcrously ill. Unable to en-
dure the anguish of suspense, the angust sovereigns
bade a sad and hasty adieu to their newly wedded
daughter, and set forth with evil forcbodings, which
were soon, alas ! too fatally realized, to seek the sick
couch of their son.

The return of fine weather veas the signal for the
bridal train to depart from Valencia, and as they
quitted the ancient town, a circumstance occurred,
which trivial as it seemed at the time, proved all im-
portant in the influsnce it was destined to exert on
the fortunes of the ill-futed Isabella.

As the royal cavalcade was just emerging from
the precinets of the town into the champaigne coun-
try around it, a singu'ar looking figure darted from
the crowd that lined the road, and cast himself pros-
trate before the mule on which the young queen sat.
He was an old man, with a beard descending to his
girdle, wrapped in a crimson mantle, and wearing a
pointed cap with grotesque fizures and characters,
engraved on its rim.

“Wo! wo, to the royal bride! wo to her for
whom a throne waits ! wo! wo ! wo !’ he cxclaimed,
in a shrill and mocking voice, as We grovelled in the
dust beneath the terrified princess. She grew pale
and trembled, and as the wild denunciation of this
spectral ohject rung is her cars, her superstitious
mind readily received it as her doom. The high fed
animal on which she sat, seemed not less alarmed,
for he started back with distended nostrils from the
obstacle that impeded his progress, and Isabella, par-
alyzed with terror, would have fallen to the earth,
had not a boy sprung suddenly from the growd, and
spurning the old man away, caught the sinking
princess in his arms, and held her firmly on her seat.

The incicent had passed so rapidly, that the cava-
liers of the royal suite had scarcely time to rally
round their queen, before the object of alarm had
disappeared, and though several spurred after him,
he scemed at once to vanish in the crowd among
which he had thrown himself. Emanuel, in the mean-
time, thinking only of his bride, threw himself {rom
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‘ﬁ} mule, and taking the place which the boy silently
Yielded to him, grasped with agilated tenderness| fill. Hast thou any claim to be ranked among the
her trembling hands, and spoke to her in a tone cal- | high-born and the noble 2

Culated to dispel her alarm. Isabella struggled for| A glow like that of fire passed over the counte~
Composure, but that terrible denunciation had sunk : nance of the boy, and an expression of scorn for an
deep into her heart, and she affected more than, she ! instant curved his youthful lip, but it softencd into
Was capable of feeling. The king, however, seeing |
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the bloom again stealing to her check, was on
the point of remounting his mule, that their progres
Might be no longer delayed, when his eye fell upon
the gallant boy, who had stepped forward so oppor-
tutely to the queen’s aid, and, who still stood a few
Paces from them, earnestly regarding her.

To all appearance he had not seen more than four-
teen summers, but there was that in his aspect, which
ould not fail to awaken interest and attention. His

ress, which was in the Spanish fashion, and formed

°f the richest materials, et off to peculiar advan-
2Ze his slight and graceful figure, while the small hat,

nd drooping feather, inclining to one side, rcvealed a
?ce of such matehless beauty, as artists have some-

limes conceived, when they have combined in one,
€ rare features of different countenances, and

Pourtrayed the speaking lineaments upon their can-
" Tass. There was a depth of thought, a mysterious
Meaning on that young brow, not often obsorvable
M one of years so tender, and an unearthly light

ashing at intervals from those dark and lustrous
®Yes, that told of inward strength, and deathless
energies, such as even manhood in its {ull maturity,

Ut rarely cherishes.

“Is he not beautiful 2 asked Isabella, as she
Wafked the king’s eye dwelling long and admiringly
YPon the youth.

“ Beautiful, indeed !” he answered,—* and how

all | repay him for the service he has rendered
thee 903

“Speal to him,” she said, let us learn FLis
Wishes, that we may bestaw on him the reward he
Most desirest.”

Emanuel beckoned the boy towards him,—*1]
© We thee much,” he said, “ for the service thou hast
Tendered one most dear to me,—with what guerdon
™ay T acceptably repay thee 2"

_“ Sire,” answered the boy, while a glow of ex-
Ciement mantled on his olive cheek,” 1 have but one

%n to crave, and that, I fear, thou wilt deem me

0 unworthy, to bestow.”

. “Name it,”” said the king,—* that must be a pre-
€1ous boon indeed, which we would withhold from

"M, who has done this good deed for our queen.

20 serves and honours her, commands us !’

Then, sire, since thou commandest me to speak
holdly s I have but to crave, and that with all humility,

3 thou will install me as one of the pages of thy
*o¥al household.”

“Ha 1" exclaimed the king, eyeing him from

to foot, *“thou hast outward commendations
% such post, I grant ; but we admit none, except the

! sadness as he replied :
| “Sire, young as I am in years, I stend alone in
! the wide world,—without kindred, home or friends,
and I cherish but the one wish, to spend my life in
the service of that illustrious princess, whose name
throaghout Spain, is coupled with deeds of piety and
goodness.”

 Ah, do not deny his boon !”’ exclaimed Isabella,
her soft cyes flling with tears, as leaning forward
upon her mule, she fixed her pitying gaze upon the
boy—* so young, so beautiful, and so forlorn!
Trust me, it were 2n ill omen for the future, should
| we make the first act of our nuptial life, one of such
cruelty as this.”

¢ I would not willingly deny thee aught, my fair-
iest,” said the king, fondly regarding her, “but it
:seems an unadvised thing to receive this stranger
Lo thy service without deeper knowledge of him.
\\Ve have brief time to parley now, yet give us a
i hasty outline of thy history, boy, and a true one—
since our quecn would fain grant thy request, it is
iright we should weigh thy deserts, to learn if thou
{ art worthy the favour she graciousiy extends towards
‘thee.” ’
1 can relate all in a few words, sire,” returned
[ the boy. ¢ After the sacking of Zahara by the Moors,
l I was discovered by a wealthy Jew, half suffocated
among the ruins of a burning house, rescued, and
iadopted as his son.”” lsabella started at this an-
; nouncement, and a half suppressed smile that played
on the lip of the boy, shewed that he understood the
cause of her emotion, but affecting not to notice it
| he proceeded—¢* He bore me with him to his home
iin Portugal, and proved a kind protector to my
1helpless childhood ; but when, as I grew older, he
I strove to instruct me in the precepts of his faith, my
| mother’s milk wrought within me to reject them. I
! sought the companionship of Christian youths, § fre-
‘ quented a christian temple, and when questioned by
‘him as to my belief, 1 avowed my faith in the
Saviour, whom he would have taught me to spurn.
Yet I had become dear to him, for he was childless,
and still he cherished me, trusting that time, and his
counsel would effect a change in my sentimerts.
But when your majesty saw fit to issue a sentence of
banishment against the Jews of your realm, and he
among the rest was compelled to depart from the
home that had so long sheltered him, his indignation
burst forth, and he swore eternal enmity against all
of Christian blood.

¢ Even I did not escape his wrath ; the kindness
of his nature was changed to bitterness, and when
in his old age he was compelled to go forth and seek
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an abode among strangers, he bestowed on me a
pittance to preserve me from want, and drove me
forever from his presenee. Houseless and friendless,
I bethought me of a wealthy merchant in Cordova,
to whom, on one occasion, I had the good fortune to
render a slight service, and I was on my way to
crave from him assistance and employment, when
the incident occurred which has gained me the hon-
our of your majesty’s notice. While I was in the
act of driving from the queen’s presence the wretch-
ed maniac who had cast himself in her path, the
wish sprang up in my heart, that it had been my
happy destiny to serve one whose looks bear testi-

mony to the truth of what cvery tongue utters in [

her praise, and when your majesty commanded me
to crave the boon I most desired, 1 ventured to name
this, and humbly trust I may receive the royal par-
don for my boldiiess 7

The boy paused, and the apparent truth and sim-
plicity of his narrative touched and deeply interested
his royal listeners. A pang of keen remorse pierced
the noble heart of Emanuel, as he bcheld in the
young and friendless boy before him. one of the nu-
merous victims of his inhuman sentence, and he
resolved, at ali events, to grant his request, as some
.atonement for the wrongs which through him he had
received. Isabella’s conscience, also. found a voice,
and now, for the first time, reproached her for the
miseries she had been the means of inflicting upon so
large a portion of her fellow beings.

¢ He has suffered through us,” she said, address-

PAGE.

ever music to our ears. Be faithful and obedient, and
and thou shalt never want a friend while Isabella
lives. Mount now,” pointing to the mule that had
been brought forward for his use, * thou wilt find thy
place ncar our person, where are others of thy age
and calling, with whom thou mayest claim compan-
ionship.”

The yonth cbeyed with alacrity, vaulting lightly
into the saddle, and grasping the rein with a grace,
that betokenened a well trained and skillful hand, and
immediately the royal cortege moved forward, and
1 soon left fur behind them the grey walls of Valencia
{de Alcantara. The remainder of the progress to
Lisbon,was marked by no event of note. Emanucl re-
i mained well pleased with the lovely bride he had won,
and Isebella felt her affections becaming each mo-
ment more strongly riveted to the generous and er-
lghtened prince, to whom she had yielded her hand.
i Mary painful emotions were of course awakened on
her arrival at the ccurt, by the recollection of the
varicd scenes of joy and deepest sorrow, which she
had there passed through, but the tender devotion of
Emanuel, and the many duties which her new and
exalted station imposed upon ker, were beginning to
win her from sad thoughts, when she ivas indecd
called to mourning, by the fatal intclligence of
her brother’s death, which almost immediately fol-
Towed her arrival.

Truly, she thought, lowering clouds were destired
I'to veil her horizon, and again, and again, with
|shuddcring superstition, she recalled the prediction

ing the king ; *“ and thoush it was to do God service | of the old man of Valencia. Under such circum-
that we expelled from the realm his cnemies and | stances, the court festivitics consequent on the mar-
blasphemers, yet this boy is a true worshipper, and | riage of the sovereign, were suspended, and Isabella

him it befits us to rescue from perdition. If it
=0 please thee, sire, he shall be mine own especial
page and attendant, and I will that a mule be forth-
with provided for him, that we may proceed on our
journey without further detention.”

¢ It shall be as my fair queen chooses,” returned
the king 3  her pleasure is ours, and arrangements
shall be made accordingly.”

A look of triumph beamed from the luminous eyes
«of the boy, as he listened to these words in confirma-
tion of his hopes, and crossing his hands upon his
breast, he knelt down, and pressed his lips to the hein
of the queen’s embroidered robe, whose rich folds
mingled with the splendid trappings of the stately
mule on which she sat.

““ But thou hast not yet revealed to us thy name,
sir page,” she said, as she looked graciously down
on the radiant, upturned face of her new attendant.

¢ Alas ! madame,” he replied in a melancholy ac-

was permitted to indulge in the quiet and retirement,
which was so congenial to her disposition. During
this interval, the page, Isidore, grew into especial
favour with his royal mistress. There was a name-
ess fascination about the boy, that strongly attracted
her—a fascination, mysterious as that, which holds
the fluttering bird powerless above the fangs of the
glittering serpent that watches to devour it. He
was gifted beyond his years in many rare accom-
plishments, excelling especially in music, and his
voice, or his instrument, ever were ready at the
queen’s command, to beguile her weariness, or add
new zest to her hours of enjoyment.

His surpassing beauty awakened her most passion~
; ate admiration, and his gentle demeanor, and grace-
! ful devotion to her wishes, wor. for him a degree of
interest and partiality far beyond that which she be-
stowed upon others. Wierever she moved, he was
scen in her train, and, however attended, the plac‘e

cent, “1know not the name of my family,—I have ; ncarest her person was always assigned to him. Nor,
discarded the Jewish appellation conferred on me by | even in her own hours of privacy, was his absence

_my adopled father, and assumed that of Isidore de, permitted. Ifit was her pleasure to stroll through-

Castello.” | the gardens and orange groves surrounding the pa=
|

“Thou hast chosen well,” she said, smiling,— : lace, his presence was commanded, to render such

it is a truc Spanish name, and in such, there is little services as she might require, or if she sat at
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the tapestry loom amidst her ladies, the beautiful
Page occupied a cushion at her feet, and sung, or
read, or related for her amusement, some of the
many wild legends with which his memory was
stored.

But to all the subordinate members of the royal
household, the boy was an object of suspicion and
dislike. e shunned familiar intercourse with any,
and seemed to hold in contempt the sporls and plea-
sures peculiar to his age. With the superstitious
feeling common to the period, many of them believed
him to be some evil spirit embodied in t.o beautiful
form, the better to effect his malign purpo.rs, and |
Connecting his appearance with that of the old man,
Whose prophecy had arrested the progress of the:
Toyal train at Valencia, they fancied that the queen’s
ﬁ"‘tiﬂy was in some way to be influenced by the
handsome, but haughty youth whom she so ten-
erly cherished. One evening, when waiting till
late hour in the ante-room, he had fallen askep,
nd in his dr.ums uttered some words in an unknown

Zuage, and with a vehemence that had suddenly
Awakened him—and at another time, he was surpris-
edbya gentleman of the household, in a retired part
Cthe garden, poring over an ancient looking scroll,
ngraved in strange characters, and the fierce light
that blazed from his cyzs, as muttering some invec-
E"es he abruptly rose to depart, actually made the
truder recoil with astonishment and affiight. These
Weidents, and many similar ones, were repeated and

canted upon, till the idea became general that
ere was some unhallowed agency connected with
the boy,

Isabella herself, had somctimes fancied thal a
Mrange mystery involved her favourite page—more

an once she had watched his countenance, when,
Wstracted and silent, it had assumed an expression

2t made her blood creep cold in her veins ; and on
one occasion, while she was fruitlessly endeavour.
g to Penetrate the cause of his emotion, he sudden-
Y Taised his eyes and encountered her gaze of seru-

Y. Immediately, a vivid glow pervaded his whole
8¢e, and he turned away with an air of mingled an-
&er and embarrassment— but quickly recovering him-

f, he asked with humble deference, if it was the
een’ royq| pleasure to hear another song.

,“ Thou art sad, hoy,” she said, still bending on
« 2 glance, beneath which, his own sank abashed ;

©an it be, that one so kindly cared for, has aught

e :;"“def him unhappy %
. las, gracious madame,” he replied, ¢ forgive
h‘a if1 confess, that, notwithstanding the unwearied
dness of my” royal benefactors, who generously
on me every mer.ns of happiness, there are mo-
when the recollection of my isolated state, and

7 Dast misfortunes, overwhelms me with the deepest

l”

[
*Now shame to thee, young ingrate,” said: the
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has rescued thee from the den of that Jewish blasphes
mer, who reviles and rejects the Saviour of the world
—and that he has brought thee among christian peo-
ple, where thou may’st worship him without restraint
or fear.” '

The boy’s cheek grew livid as she spoke, his lip
was firmly compressed, and the kindling of his large
eye to sudden fierceness, was so terrible, that the
gentle Isabella shrank from him with instinctive
dread.

“What moves thee thus fearfully, thou foolish
boy 77 she hastily exclaimed ; * 1 scarce know thee
with that changed countenance, nor wouldst thou
belizve that yonder mirror told thee true, were it to
give thee back thy image now.”’

 Ah, madame,” said the page, striving to quell
the passion that struggled within him ; * pardon me
that the recollection of the perils from which my soul
has escaped, fills me with agony and terror. Thou,
in thy wisdom, hast done wisely to banish from the
realm that infidel race, and thy reward, will doubt~
less be such as the pious deed deserves.”

1 sought only to do God service,” said the young
queen, meekly ; *“ and il my act has been acceptable
to Him, I shall have won the only reward I covet.
Go now, I have no farther service for thee at pre-
sent,—yet stay,--haste thee first, and pluck me
some of the ripest of those oranges that hang so
temptingly before yonder casement. Thou knowest
well to choose those that the snn hath longest smiled
upan, therefore, thou shalt ever gather them for me.”

- The page, with a graeeful obeisance, retired, and
the next moment his slender fingers were busy among
the dark leaves of the tree that drooped its laden
boughs, before an oriel window of the apartment in
which the queen sat. When he had filled his small
basket, of wrought silver, with the fruit, he selected
one of the fairest oranges, and standing in the deep
shade,the glossy leaves forming a thick screen around
him, with the point of his poignard, he made an inei~
sion in the golden rind,and quick as thought, inserted
a few grains of white powder, contained in an agate
box, which he drew {rom his bosom—then slightly
pressing the wounded part together, he laid the in<
fected orange on the top of the basket,and re-entering
the apartment, presented it, kneeling, to the queen.
She selected the one he had designed for her, and
unable to conceal his exultation, he arose, and per-
ceiving her engaged with her ladies, repaired again
to the garden, and with a rapid step threaded its
walks, nor paused till he had found a resting place
among its deepest shades. Then the triumph of the
moment had passed away, and tears were coursing
down his cheeks. But as if ashamed of his weak- .
ness he dashed them angrily away.

¢ Shame to thce, son of an exiled and persecuted
race,” he said, *“ what to thee i$ her sweetness; and,
her beauty ? thou hast mighty wrongs to avenge, and

5 “thou should’st bless God rather, that he
6

dost thou already falter in thy task ? a vow is upon
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thee, and it must be fulfilled, although thou perish in
the act, with horror and remorse.”

And in accordance with this purpose, as day after
day passed onm, each one saw a few grains of that
subtle powder infused into the fruit or the beverage,
which the hand of Isidore presented to his trusting
mistress. Gradually, her health became affected,—
herZstep grew languid, her spirits drooped, and a
consuming fever revelled in her veins. The king
was the first o perceive the change, and dreadfully
alarmed, summoned not only the court physicians,
but ali others of eminence in the kingdom, to lend
their advice and aid, in removing the queen’s malady.
But far from detecting any threatening symptoms in
her disease, they all concurred in ascribing it to a
cause that awakened universal joy, inasmuch as it ere
long promised to the crown of Portugal, a legitimate
heir. It was in consequence, not thought strange,
that for the present, no amendment took place in
Isabella’s health. Emanuel only, cherished deep
anxiety, but aware of her depression, he forbore to
aggravate it by communicating his own fears.

A fixed conviction that she should not survive the
birth of her child, had taken possession of her mind,
and she yielded to a despondency, that the fa
cndeavours of affection failed to alleviate—she
would seclude herself for days together in her pri-.
vate apariments, and shut up in her oratory, pass
hour after hour, in the exercises of devotion. Still
her fondness for Isidore remained unabated, and in
her most languid moments, it seemed a delight to
know that he was hovering near her. And, with what
fervency of grateful feeling did he appear to return
her affection—watching with eager devotion to di-
vine her slightest wish, and hastening ere it was
breathed, to fulfil it! and how he would stand, with
his large and lustrous eyes fixed meltingly on hers,
filling with tears as he marked her sad abstraction,
and seeming as though, but for her presence, his
heart would burst, and pour itsell out in passionate
lamentations for the ehange that had come over her.
The boy, indeed, secrned as strangely altered as his
mistress, and though at times an expression of stern
resolution compressed his lip, and lent a fierce lus-
tre to his eye, yet such moods were generally suc-
ceeded by the silent agony of unavailable remorse,
and he would rush forth to weep in solitude, and be-
wail the destiny, that had made him the instrument
of a deed, which his soul had learned to. abhor, but
which a stranze and fatal influence still urged him on
to perform.

At this period, when her mind in some degree
shared the weakness of her body, the unfortunate
Yaabella reverted with unwearying pertinacity to the
wild prophecy of the old man of Valencia, It had
ever deeply impressed her imagination, though in her
early days of wedded happiness, when health and its
enjoyments were hers, less painfully than now, when
she belicved its fulblment on the point of comple-
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tion. Continually she questioned Isidore respecting.
the individual who had uttered it, but the boy dis-
claimed all knowledge of him, except that gained
from common rumour, of his being a forlorn maniac,
who wandered about the country at will, uttering
predictions which all regarded as idle. The queen
would listen to this reply, without being convinced
by it, for the subject was one to which she con-
stantly reverted, and it was evident that it had taken
fast and mysterious hold of her mind.

Emanuel, whose anxiety increased as he watched
the cloud deepening on the brow of his young queen,
lost no time in bearing her to' Toleda, where it was
deemed suitable that the expected heir, not only of
Portugal, but of Castile, Arragon, Navarre, &c.
should be ushered into existence. Isidore was not
permitted to remain behind; his partial mistress
still required his attendance, and arrived in that city
of her birth, where Ferdinand and Isabella awaited to
receive and welcome their daughter, her spirits for a
time revived. Pressed again in those fond parental
arms, and soothed by those voices, which had fallen
s0 sweetly on her infant ear, life seemed to wear
a new aspect ; she looked around on each familiar
scene with interest, and spoke with pleasurable emo-
tion. of her hopes and plans for the future. But with
the lapse of a few days, this excitement passed
away, every offered enjoyment was rejected, and
again the colourless cheek and drooping eye, awak-
ened agonizing fears, in the hearts of those, who
watched her with intense and aching love. But to
lie listlessly on her couch, and drink in the exquisite
melody of Isidore’s voice and harp, was all that she
desired,~~and hourly he gathered for her fresh
flowers and fruits, end daily, but now with a falter=
ing hand, presented to her lips, the drugged cup,
which was slowly, but alas, too surely, poisoning the
sweet fountain of her life.

At length, within those palace walls, and in that
very chamber where she herself first saw the light,
the ill-fated Isabella gave birth to a beautiful infant,
whose frail and delicate appearance, too plainly indi-
cated how brief, notwithstanding the magnificent in-
heritance to which it was born, was destined to be
its tenure of existence. Its first feeble cry awokein
her heart a thrill of rapturous emotion, and an ear~
nest longing for life, which had hitherto been un-
known to her. But she felt that this boon was to be
denied her, and as she showered a mother’s fond tear?
and kisses on the pale brow of her unconscious
infant, her trembling lips softly murmured :

“ Sweet flower, I am not permitted to cherish
thee,—mother it is thine—be to it what thou hast
‘been to me, and it can never know my loss.”

She sank back exhausted as she spoke, and they
thought her dying—yet her medical attendants sa™
no cause why she should not rally, and trusted t0
the cordials they administered, and the perfect quiet
they prescribed, to bring about a favourable chang®
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A few individuals only, whose services wers indispen-
=ble, were permitted to remain in the apartment, but
Queen Isabella refused to quit the bedside of her
ghter, and Emanucl sat holding the motionless
and of his beloved, and gezing "with fast expiring
!‘°P°‘upon her pallid face. Several hours passed thus
inthe agony of torturing fear and suspense, when the
€¥es of the deathlike sleeper slowly unclosed, and
looking for an instant on the tearful countenances
8round her, as though o utter her mute and last fare-
well, she turned away, and softly murmured the name
of Isidore. The boy was summoned, and as he ap-
Proached, the wild and strange expression of his
Sriking countenance was remarked by all. It
feemed as if triumph was there strugzling with des-
Bair, and that each by turns obtained the mastery;
but as he gazed upon the dying features of his indul-
Bent mistress, and saw there, the work which his own
hang hag wrought, the latter emotion prevailed, and
the intense and bitter misery depicted in that young
face, called forth the sympathy of every one. Isa-
bella looked upon him with 2 faint, yet tender smile,
nd making a motion that she consigned him to the
Protection of her husband, again closed her eyes;
2 slight convulsion passed over her brow, and while

T mother and Emanuel bent over her in terror
&nd anxiety, she gasped and expired.

A wild storm of griel and anguish burst from the
Page, when he indeed saw that she was gone, and
Custing himsell upon the floor, * Oh God ! he ex-

* Claimed, ¢ js my service then ended, my task thus
arfully accomplished ¥ words which fell unheeded
“_'-he time, but were afterwards recalled by many,
With a terrible ‘conviction of their true and fatal
Meaning. 1In the engrossing sorrow of the next few
Ours, the absence of the boy was unnoticed ; but
When composure had succeeded 1o the first agony of
Creavement, he was inquired for in vain. Day
Bueceeded to day, and he appeared not; but when
Weeks and months ralled on, and still found him ab-
'eflt, the fearful suspicions which many had enter-
tined of him became confirmed, and the strange
Sircumstances attending the young queen’s illness

14 death, no longer remained a mystery.
hd L L d . L ]

» L]

[ *

. - *
It was on a lowering autumn day, shortly after

e death of Isabella, that an old man sat alone in
tl:Wbrowed cave, in one of the deepest gorges of
Pyrennces. He wore the habit of a peasant,
‘Mtin 3 recess of tre rock behind him was thrown
U crimson mantle and grotesque cap, which
A arrayed the old man of Valencia, on the day
l"hen his wild prophecy arrested the progress of the
‘NMeen. He sat now upon a low flat stone, which
:“."‘dnmpness of the cavern had clothed with soft and
id moss, and as he bent over the ancient scroll,
Written in Hebrew .characters, that lay upon his
, his beard swept the ground, For a time he
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read intently, then, as if some passages of the in-
spired writer came: home to his own experience, he
raised his head, and repeatedly smiting his breast :

“Verily, verily, oh, wretched Ephraim ! the judg-
ment of the Lord hath overtaken thee !” he said ;
“for thou findest no ease, neither doth the sole of
thy foot have rest ; but thy life hangeth in doubt be-
fore thee, and thou fearest day and night, and hast
no assurance of thy life ! he paused a moment, and
laying aside the scroll, with a changed expression of
countenance, exclaimed: ¢ But, if by the hands of
the boy the adversary and enemy of my people have
perished, let me be content to abide in dens of the
carth, till the Lord lead me forth to triumph. Hal-
lelujah ! for He will not forsake His chosen.”

As the old man spoke, he advanced towards the
mouth of the cave, and looked cautiously forth be-
fore emerging. Its entrance was defended by tan-
gled vines, and masses of broken rocks, which, piled
high upon each other, rose far above the sublerra-
neous abode, forming over-head a bold, abrupt preci-
pice, from whence the dizzy eye looked down upon
a dark and turbid torrent, that, swollen by the au-
tumn rains, rushed on with wild foam and eddy over
its rocky bed. A winding and rugged path led to
the summit of the eminence, which, after ascertain=
ing that no one was in view, as sometimes happened
even in that solitude, the old man began slowly to
ascend. Wearily he gained the pinnacle above,
and stood sending his anxious gaze far away through
a narrow foot-path, that, like a thread, wound deep
into the forest below, when his quick eye caught’
sight of a moving object, gliding along its sinuous
track. Quick as thought, he crouched to the ground,
still cautiously raising his head to look forth, till, as
the fizure approached nearer, hope gradually banish-
ed doubt from his countenance, and that again gave
place to joyful certainty, when, springing up, he ad-
vanced to the brow of the precipice, and stood ercct,
courting the observation he had before shunned. ,
The object of his interest in the meantime drew
near, but with a weary step that betokened little of
the elasticity of youth, and when he perceived the
fluttering of the old man’s garments, from his ele-
vated position, began slowly to elimb upwards to the
eminence on which he stoosd. When he had attained
it, and the form and features, though the dress was
changed, of the young page, Isidore, were fully re-
vealed to the ardent gaze of the old Israelite, he
rushed forward, exclaining, with a cry of passionate
oy:
! }:r Azara, my son | my son ! hath the Lord indeed
returned thee to me 7”? and casting forth his arms,
he would have clasped the youlh in their eager em-
brace. But the boy shrank from it, and remained
standing mute, and with downcast eyes before his
father. The old man gazed on him with an eye of
stern inquiry :

 What moeaneth this silence 1’ he asked ; © hath
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thy hand feared to essay the deed, which, with vain
boasting, thou didst swear to do?”

¢ Father, the deed is done !”” said the boy, ina
hoarse whisper; ¢ but the cup of vengeance, sparkle
as it may, is bitterness to him who drinks.”

“Thou hast had misgivings, boy,” said the Jew,

. with a glance of keen suspicion; * venture not to
use deceit, but answer me truly—doth she sleep the
sleep of death 1”

¢ Alas! that I must say she doth,” returned the
youth, in a voice of anguish. *¢Didst thou ever
know me fail in the perforinance of a vow. 1 dared
not violate one so sacredly given, else had I rather
laid down my own life, than have raised my finger
against that which I have destroyed.”

“ How ! young renegade ! was she not the encmy
and persecutor of thy unhappy race, and dost thcu
not glory in the thought, that thy hand was chosen to
avenge the cruel wrongs inflicted on thy people 2’

¢ Father, it is enough that 1 have avenged thcm.
Amid trials and temptations manifold, I wavered not
from my deadly purpose—and had the victim been
other than she was, I might now have triumphed
in my success. But, ah! poor gentle heart that I
have hushed in death! the fond hopes that I have
blighted ! the tender ties that I have severed! can
I ever remember all, and be et pcace? Ged of
Abraham ! thou canst not smile upon my deed ! yet,
oh! let not the workings of remorse drive me forth
to madness !

The unkappy boy, overivhelmed by the conseious-
ness' of his guilty act, and by the remembrance of
the lovely Isabella's prolonged sufferirgs, and patient
sweetness, shown especially towards himself, sank
on the earth as he ceased speaking, and groaned
aloud in decpest agony of spirit. The old man gazed
on bim with angry contempt.

¢ Fool 1? he cxclaimed, ““ art thou a son of Israel,
yet showest thyself less brave than her who, even
within her own tent, smote the temple of her sleep-
ing enemy with a nail, and so wrought out a triumph
for her people ! Lie there and weep, till thy woman’s
mood hath passed away, and then I will speak with
thee of the destiny which we must shape out for our
future.” So saying, he turned and descended to the
cavern, leaving the boy lying prostrate and motion-
less on the very verge of the dizzy precipice.

An hour passed slowly away, and the Jew began
to grow impatient for the appearance of his son ; he
rose and stood at the mouth of the cave to listen,
but his ear caught no sound, except the sighing cf
the winds as they swept down the narrow valley,
and mingled with the restless roar of the torrent
that foamed wildly on its course. He called aloud,
repeating again and again the name of Azara; but
when no voice greeted his in reply, a terrible fear
took possession of his mind, and, issuing from the
cavern, he began, as rapidly as his strength would
permit, again to climb the rocky pathway lo the
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summit above. The day was fast declining, but
though still light enough to distinguish every object
around, the figure of his son met not the anxious
father’s eye. He no longer occupied the spot on
which he had left him ; and, in every tone of grief
and thrilling tenderness, he called wildly on his
name. But all in vain; the silence was unbroken,
the dreary solitude uncheered hy the voice or pre-
sence of the lost one. Presently, as a last and fear-
ful resort, he bent over the beetling brow of the
precipice, and there, ah, sight of anguish for the fa-
ther’s eyes ! hundreds of feet below him, hung the
cap and waving {cather that had shaded the bright
face of his boy, revealing but too surely the terrible
mystery of his fate. Whether he had, unthinkingly,
ventured too near the edge of the rock and fallen
unawares, or whether, in a wild paroxysm of remorse
and grief, he had voluntarily precipitated himself into,
the dark and deep abyss, it was impossible to say.

But it was enough for the self-upbraiding parent
to know that the sole darling of his heart had thus
miserably perished ; and, as he fell with his face
upon the earth, he exclaimed, in the bitter agony of
a crushed and humble spirit: ¢ Truly, oh God ! ven-
geance belongeth to Thee alone ! The darkness of
night fell unheeded around him, and the chilly
winds ard cold dews of that mountain region stiffened
his aged limbs, as he lay, desolate and self-abased,
in the dust; but, when the morning dawned, he
arose, and girding his garments about him, and
taking his staff in his hand, he sallied forth from the
deep solitude where he had so long awaited that
moment of triumph, which it pleased Him, who
mocks the purposes of man, to change into a sen-
tence of punishment and utter desolation.

Montreal, Nov. 23.

YARIOUS VIEWS OF LIFE.
IT fares with us in human life, as in a routed army ;
one stumbles first, and then another falls upon him,
and so they follow, one upon another, till the whole
field comes to be one heap of miscarriages.— Seneca.

It is in human life, as in a game at tables, where
a man wishes for the highest cast; but if his chance
be otherwise, he is €’en to play it as well as he can,
and to make the best of it.— Plutarch.

Life is like a geme at cards ; we know the cards
will beat any one, but he who plays them carefully
will do more with the same cards, than he wtg
throws them out at random. The gifts of nature,
education, and fortune, are the cards put into our
hands; all we have to do is to manage them weld bY
a steady adherence to the dictates of sound reason-
Tucker’s Light of Nalure.

It is proper for all to remember, that they ought
not to raise expectation which it is not in their power
to satisfy, and that it is more pleasing to see smoke
brightening into flame, than flame sinking int®
smoke.—Joknson.




HOPE—THE CHIEFTAIN’S DAUGHTER.

(ORIGINAL.)
HOPE.

As the sweet breath of eve, as the pearly dew,
When deck’d with the sunbeam’s varying hue—
As the spring in the desert, as the falling shower,
Refreshing the leaves of the drooping flower ;

So Hope to our bosom, more welcome, more blest,

Sheds its balm on our heart, when that heart is op-
prest—

Throws a veil o’r the past, and softens each sorrow

With o thought of the joys that awail us tomorrow.

Oh! were it not thus, could we ever depart

From the friends that we love, from the home of our
heart ?

Could we gaze on the sunset of day, as retiring,

And think that its beams were for ever expiring ?

Ah ! no—put for this what were all we possessed ?
What were nature herself, tho’ s0 bloomingly drest ?
Or the joys of this life, if rot from above'?
ere shone on our path this sweet planet of love.
J.D.MD.

THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGHTER.
BY GEORGE I, MORRIS.

“Every part of the brief but glorious life of Poca-
bontag is calculated to produce a thrill of admiration,
‘ad to reflect the highest honour on her name. The
Most memorable event of her life is thus recorded :
fier a Yong consultation among the Indians, the fate
of Captain Smith, who was the leader of the first
¢olony jn Virginia, was decided. The conclave re-
Sumeq their silent gravity—two huge stones were
PMaced rear the water’s edge, Smith was lashed to
them, and his head was laid down, as a preparation
for beating out his brains with war-clubs. Pow-
battan rqised the fatal instrument, and the savage
Multityde with their blood-stained weapons stood
Bear their king, silently waiting the prisoner’s last
Woment, But Smith was not thus destined to
Perish. Pocahontas, the beloved daughter of the king,
Tusheg forward, fell upon her knees, and with tears
ad entreaties prayed that the victim might be spared.
he royal savage rejected her suit and commanded
he" to leave Smith to his fate. Grownfrantic at the
lure of her supplications, Pocahontas threw her
s about Smith, and laid her head upon his, her

: r‘“#hw falling around his neck and shoulders, de-

®laring she would perish with or save him. The In-
Jans gasped for breath, fearing that Powhattan
Would glay his child for taking such a deep interest
the fate of one he considered his deadliest foe.
t'“' human nature is the same everywhere : the war-
b dropped from the monarch’s hand—bis brow
;“‘Ed-his heart softened ; and, as he raised his
ave daughter to his bosom, and kissed her fore-
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head, he reversed his decree, and directad Smith to
be set at liberty! Whether the regard of this glori-
ous girl for Smith ever reached the feeling of love is
not known. No favour was ever expected in return.
*1 ask nothinz of Captain Smith,’ said she, in an
interview she afterwards had with him in England,
¢in recompense for whatever I have done, but the
boon of living in his memory.? »~-Sketches of Vir-
ginia.
1.
Upon the barren sand
A single captive stood,
Around him came, with bow and brand,
The red-men of the wood.
Like him of old, his doom he hears,
Rock-bound on ocean’s rim i—
The Chieftain’s daughter knelt in tears,
And breathed a prayer for him.
1L
Above his head in air,
The savage war-club swung 3
The frantic girl, in wild despair,
Fer arms about him flung.
Then shook the warriors of the shade,
Like leaves on aspen-limb,
Subdued by that heroic maid
. Who breathed a prayer for him.
111
¢ Unbind him !”” gasped the chief,
¢ It is your king’s decree !”?
He'kissed away her tears of grief,
And set the captive free.
*Tis ever thus, when, in life’s storm,
Hope’s star to man grows dim,
An angel kneels in woman’s form,
And breathes a prayer (or him.

—— e ——————

THE BRIDE.

I kNoW no sight more charming and touching than
that of a young and timid bride, in her robes of virgin
white, led up trembling to the altar. When I thus
behold a lovely girl in the tenderness of her years, :
forsaking the house of her fathers, and the home of
her childhood—and, with the implicit confidence and
the sweet self-abandonment which belong to woman,
giving up all the world for the man of her choice 5
when 1 hear her, in-the good old language of the
ritual, yielding herself to him ¢ for better, for worse,
for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to
fove, honour, apd obey, till death us do part’—it
brings to mind the beautiful and affecting devotion
of Ruth: ¢ Whither thou goest, I will go, and
where thou lodgest, T will lodge ; thy people shall
be my people, and thy God my God.”’— Washington
Irving.

WOMAN.
SuE spoiled us with an apple, but atoned for the
wrong by forming 3 PAITe P



RONDO—FROM THE BALLET LES PORTRAITS.
BY MOSCHELLES.

ARRANGED FOR THE LITERARY GARLAND BY MR. W. H. WARREN, OF THIS CITY.
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OUR TABLE.

WE have watched with much solicitude the progress of Mr. Vattemare, who, in the course of i

his literary pilgrimage, has reached this city. It will be unnecessary to explain that the object
of Mr. Vattemare is the noble and philanthropic one of uniting together, for the promotion of
each other’s happiness, of the whole human family ; and this by means of comparatively easy
attainment. We pass very lightly over that portion of the scheme which, in older countries,
may be of the greatest interest, but which, here, is, comparatively, secondary and subordinate.
We allude to the system of commerce, or exchange of curious specimens of art, and rare produc-
tions of nature, in the various kingdoms of which the scientific world is composed. In this
department of Mr. Vattemare’s magnificent project, we cannot pretend for many years to effect
much. Our efforts must rather be directed to the more practically beneficial portions of the
scheme—those which are designed to create among ourselves a system of mutual interchange
of whatever is calculated to advance and improve the moral and intellectual condition of our
people.

The plan submitted for the approval of our fellow-citizens, and which, we are pleased to learn,
has already received the most liberal support fiom those best qualified to render it available, is
one which, in the ordinary view of human nature, would appear chimerical and vain—being no
less than 2 proposal to the various societies of this city to throw open their halls to the world at
large—not indeed to diminish their usefulness to their present members, but to extend that useful-
ness to the whole community, to suffer the waters of knowledge to flow within the reach of every
one who is willing to dip into the glorious stream. With a noble generosity, the Natural History
Socicty have set an example to their fellow-labourers in the cause of knowledge, and have de-
clared that whatever they possess will be given into the general fund for the instruction of the
public——an example followed by the Montreal Library and the Mechanics’ Institute, with
scarcely a dissentient voice among the members of either association.

Preliminary meetings of the various literary societies have been held, at which the proposed
amalgamation has been discussed, in a spirit of liberality deserving of the very highest com-
mendation ; declaratory resolutions have been adopted, expressive of the high appreciation in
which the scheme is held, and the first steps taken towards the merging of the different bodies

into one——to which no individuals or classes shall have an exclvsive right, but to which the -

seeker after knowledge, whatever his origin or creed, may resort, and apply to his own use
whatever may have been accumulated by the separate associations, in their individual or collec~

tive capacity.

THE NEW ERA.
O the cover of the Garland the reader will find the prospectus of a periodical, to be published in
Brockville, under the above title, and to be edited by Major Richardson, the celebrated author
of Wacousta, Ecarté, the Canadian Brothers, &c. &c. It would be superfluous to speak of the
ability of the gallant Major for the task he has undertaken, and, directing attention to the pros-
pectus, we need only express the cordiality with which we welcome so efficient a fellow-
Iabourer in the good cause of Canadian literature.

] THE NEW YORK ALBION,
We are happy to observe that the spirited publisher of this excellent periodical have announced
their intention of furnishing a heautiful engraved view of Windsor Castle, to be issued early in
the ensuing year. The subject is well chosen, as connected with the print of Buckingham
Palace and the Portrait of Her Majesty, published during the last and present years.

Tue third volume, of the Garland, commenced with this number, is, we are pleased to say, almost
wholly indebted to original sources for its attractions. That it will be found acceptable to our
readers we cannot doubt, for the articles it contains are from pens with which they are well
acquainted, and which are deservedly general favourites.

We have been compelled to leave until a future number several articles—poetry and prose—
which we had designed for this number,some of the papers published having extended to greater
length than was originally anticipated. Owing to the same cause, several notices of new hooks

have zlso been deferred.
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