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CHAPTER VII

Mr., or more correctly, Dr. Derwent, was.

the eldest son of the aunt with whom Emily
bad resided, a few months subsequent to the
death of her parents. This lady, the widow
of a distinguished officer, had, by judicions
economy and adwirable management, sup-
ported her family on the slender pension of
an officer’s widow,—and nothing but Emily’s
earnest entreaties could have induced her to
consent to her removing from her, to obtain
her ‘own livelihood,—for, dearly loved as
were her own children, Emily held an al-
most equal share in her affections,~and
was fondly cheriched as the daughter of an
only and most idolized brother. Though
living at some distance, the most endearing
intimaey bad ever been maintained between
the . families,—~and Emily had always re-
garded their dwelling as a second, and scarce-
ly less beloved home. Edward Derwent,
though several years older than his cousin,
had been her chief companion in childhood.
1t was he who adventured the steepand gid-
dy height to pluck the wild flower for his
cousin, from the-little garden he proudly sty-
led his own were culled the earliest of spring
and choicest of summer's floral productions
13

for her benefit; and dearly as he prized
knowledge for its own sake, it became still
more precious to him when, through it, he
was cnabled to pour light on the mysterious
lesson ; or to solve for her, the brain-weary-
ing arithmetical problem. “But Edward
must o to college,” was the gentle mother’s
decision,~—and to college Edward did go,—
but vacation after vacation found him a wel-
come guest in his mother's dwelling; yet
while Emily smiled secretly at the encomi-
ums lavished on him by strangers’ lips, and
proud as she was of his well-carned literary
honours, it was only with the affection of a
devoted sister, little dreaming that the
thought, that more than repaid his severest
mental efforts, was, ¢ She will hear of them.”

Ah, truly bas one sweet Poet, sweetly
said, that

“Fame is as the moon abovo,
Its light of life and heaven is love!™

During the illuess and ‘death of Emily's
parents, and her removal to L., he was a
student in'one of the medical eolleges in
Edinburgh,—but, after receiving a diploma,
he returned to his native village to practise,
with the intention, however, of soon paying
Emily a visit, and inducing ber if possible,
to return and remain with his mother,—and
Hope whispered, and let those who have -
listened to her bear witness how sweet and
encouraging is her language, It may be,in
8 year or two, I shall be able to offer heran
independent’ home,”—and so, he went on,
drawing such fiiry pictures as only youth




98

THE MAYFLOWER.

can poriray,~and tinting them with all the
colours of the rainbow. But, in this instance,
Fortune,that so seldom follows in the footsteps
of Fancy,—or if at all, most frequently with
slow and measured pace, for once scemed de-
sirous of outstvipping her—and the goal,
© which even Kdward’s euger imagipation
had placed at the distance of one or two
years, was at hand. Most unexpectedly, a
few days after his return to the village, was
the intelligence received that alarge fortune
had been bequeathed to the family by the
brother of Mrs. Derwent’s husband, an ec-
centric old man, from whom they had not
heard for many years, and who had died in
the East Indies.

« Now,” was his mental soliloquy, “ now
Emily can have no further exciise to remain
away,—and, if she will only accept it, she
can be put in immediate possession of a hap-
py home.” Iarnestly bent on this, though
he divulged it to no person, when his mo-
ther proposed writing to Emily, he so elo-
quently urged the desirableness of visiting
her, previous to communicating the intelli-
gence,—and so strongly insisted on the com-
petency of his sister Margaret, with the as-
sisiance of the old and experienced servants,
to take charge of the family in her absence,
that she, at length, consented to accompany
him to L,~—and a few days afler entering
her little parlour, on her returning from
school, the astonished Emily was clasped in
her aunt’s affectionate embrace,

¢ Certainly the city air does not agree
with you,” said Mrs, Derwent, as they were
sedted in Emily’s parlour, the day afler

Charles Perey’s unfortunate accident, “Ed-.

ward, do you not think Emily is looking
very pale?” Thus addressed, the young

man raised his eyes from a book he held in'

Ahis hand;~—and glanced at his cousin. - Be-
fore he had time, however, to reply, little
George, who, though apparently absorbed
in constructing-a miniature edifice, had been
an attentive listéner, jumping up from the
-carpet, and laying down the blocks of wood,
“zan eagerly to his aunt exclaiming, “Iknow
aunt why Emily looks pale. Grace Elliot
told me to-day, in school, that poor Mr. Per-
cy fell off his horse yestcrday, and was near-
1y killed, and Emily is so sorry.” :

you mentioned in your letter?” but the
.question yemained unanswered, for, on some

slight pretence, Xmily had, unobserved to
her aunt, quitted the room. Mrs, Derwent
glanced at her son, who appeared to be still
deeply engaged in his book;—but it needed
not a woman’s discernment to mark traces
of uncasiness in the slightly fiushed brow,
and compressed lips.

“I don’t wonder that should make Ler
pale,” said the good woman, in an apologi-
sing tone, “for I am sure I should have
fainted, had such an accident befallen one of
my acquaintances.”

" The remark, though not directly address-
ed to her son, was evidently intended for his
benefit,—but, judging by his manner, failed
in its desired effect, for Edward, without
making any comment, laid down his book,
walked up and down the room with a step
betokening mental restlessness,~and then,
remarking that lie would take a walk before
tea, took up his hat and left the room. On
Emily’s return to the apaftment she fancied
that the gentle countenance of her aunt wore
a slightly thoughtful and treubled expres-
sion,—but as no further remark was made,
respecting Mr. Percy, she felt comparative-
ly easy,~and when ber cousin returned to
tea was prepared to receive him with her
usual graceful weleome. Through jsome
means or other, she had ascertained the na-
ture and extent of the accident which had
befallen Charles; it was not near as dan-
gerous as she had at firstbeen led to believe,
—and heoring that his recovery was pro-
gressing favourably, her usual cheerfulness
returned, and Edward almost forgot his new-
ly awakened fears while gazing on her ani-
mated countenance:

» What a lovely evening;” exclaimed Em-
ily, as rising from the tea-table she drew
back the eurtoin that shaded the window,~—
and the full moon poured a flood of soft and
golden light into the apartment,

¢ Lovely indeed,” echoed Edward, «I
confess I am partial to moonlight,—and
would gladly dispense with yonder lamp in
order to enjoy its charms.”

“You must not indulge him, Emily, in
his romontic notions,” said Mrs. Derwent
laughing: “Do you know that at home I
am obliged to apend half of my evenings in

| idleness to gratify his foolish fancy for the
“Mr. Percy, is that a relative of the lady’ ‘

moonbeams,”

“But you know, my dear mother, that
though the hands may be unengaged, the

<
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mind may be actively and uscfully employ-
ed. All will agree that there is something
" inexpressibly soothing in the evening hour,
and it seems almost profanation to me o dis-
turb its quiet by other than necessary Ia-
bour. The sabbath of the day, it brings to
the weary repose, to the heart-sick healing,
—and welcome is its return to the spirit op-
pressed by worldly cares, or bowed down
with secret angnish. No, no, wisely indeed
has the day been appropriated to labour,—
but let us spare the quiet evening hour, with
its pensive memories, and chastened antici-
pations, with its dreams of hope and love,
and youth, for, in such musings, we

“ May think down howrs to minutes. Thus the heavt

Muay give a useful lesson to the head,
And Learning wiser grow without his books,"

“You become cloquent on the subject,”
was Mrs. Derwent’s smiling reply, “and I
suppose I must yield asusual.” ~ According-
ly the lamp was extinguished,—and in plea-
sant conversation on the past, the present,
and the future, an hour passed swiftly away.
Those who have been absent for some time
from the fondly cherished scenes of home,
and have been thrown among strangers,—
can bear witness, if they have ever expe-
rienced it, how delightful the visit of some
near and dear relative, with whom they
could converse freely on topics which, to &
stranger, would prove uninteresting and
meaningless,—and perhaps, amid the many
emotions experienced Dy such an eveat,
there was none to be compared to the plea-
gure of unburthening the heart, of dwelling
on familiar names which were once dear as
“household words,” of recalling every tri-
vial cirecumstance that chequered the path-
way of life,—andzevery era that marked, ci-
ther with sad or joyons tints, the domestic
history of the past. These were the fecl-
ings experienced by Emily as the different
events that had occurred daring her ab-
sence, were faithfully related by her aunt,
while Edward, luxuriously reclining in an
arm-chair that stood by the window, sat, for
the most part of the time, attentively listen-
ing ; stealing, every now and then, a glance
at the fair occupant of the footstool,—for
Emily was seated on a low oitoman by the
side of his mother. We will not positively
afficm that Edward had, intentionally, placed
his chair in a position in which he could,
unobserved best view his cousin’s counte-

nance,—-but, certainly, chance had favoured
him highly, for the moonbeams, streaming
full upon her uplifted face, faithfully reveal-
ed every changing cxpression, while at the
same time they lent to it almost unegrthly
beauty. After all we must make some al-
lowances for Edward, for remember, reader,
that Emily had been absent for some time,
and it is only a natural feeling that prompts
us to gaze on the familiar countenance, and
to mark the change that sometimes a very,
very short period will effect in the “human
face divine.” And now, for the first time,
he acknowledged that she was altered since
he had seen her last. The girlish spright-
liness had been changed for the soft and sub-
dued demeanour of the woman ; the voice,
whose sweet and earnest tones had dweit in
his memory like the treasured sounds of
some familiar strain, had caught, from the
heart, a slight pathos which lent it addition-
al power; the placid brow bore truces of
deeper thought; the lustrous eyes wore, if
we may so express it, a more dreamy look,
as if they had been engaged in contempla-
ting the inward movement of the spiritual
world, rather than in observing the aspect of
the physical,—and the slight depression of
the dewy lips told that sorrow, that mighty
transformer, had not passed her unheeded.

“ Anld Lang Syne, that good old song, I
should like to hear you play it,” said Mrs.
Derwent to Emily as she re-lighted the
lamp, and drew the cartains across the win-
dows. “Do youremember what a favon-
rite it was of mine #”

“T heaul not forgotten it, believe me, my
dear aunt, thongh I have seldom trusted
myself to play it when alone, for it brought
back too vividly the past. But to-night T
shall indecd be most happy to comply with
your wishes.” We had omitted meationing
before that Emily still retained a small cot-
tage piano, the gift of her father; often had
its sweet sonnds chicered her lonely hours,
and now she seated hevself at it, happy that
she could contribute, in any dogree, to the
enjoyment of her friends,

« Come, Edward, it is your turn to seleet
now,” said Emily playfully, as after per-
forming some of her aunt’s favourite pieces,
she turned to her cousin, who had been 2 si-
lent though delighted listener to the melo-
dies, Dr. Derwent smiled, and, advancing
to the piano, bent over the note-hook,—~but
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just as he Was in the act of pointing out a
favourite song the door which was ajar soft-
ly opened, and without being announced,
Mrs. Mayo entered the room. Somewhat
confused, Bunily rose, and coldly, though po-
litely, received her visitor,—for though she
had become slightly acquainted with her at
Mrs. Payard’s, her haughtiness had disgust-
ed the gentle girl, and even had Mrs. Mayo
destied ity $he Woitld liave shrunk from form-
ing an intimacy with her. On this occasion,
however, that lady appeared exiremely de-
sirous of making a favourable impression.
_She apologised for calling at such an unsea-
sonable hour, by remarking that her extreme
solicitude about Mr. Percy, of whose acci-
dent she was doubtless aware, and who was
at present au inmate of her house, had pre-
vented her from calling before,—but now
that he appeared so much better, she conclu-
ded to embrace the opportunity of calling on
Miss Linwood, in behalf of a friend, who,
residing in the country, had earnestly en-
treated her to selest u suitable Seminary
for her daughtein

“The very high encomiums bestowed on
it by the friends of the children under your
tuition, have convinced me that I could not
select o more suitable Seminary than your
own,~and I hastened toinquire if you could
receive my friend’s sweet little girl.”

“1 am much obliged to you,” was the te-
ply, “but, as I intend resigning the school,
at the end of the term, which will expire in
a few weeks, I shall not, of course, be able
to receive any additional scholars.”

Mrs. Mayo, it must be confessed, dilated
her small grey eyes at this intelligence,—
though without expressing any more aston-
ishnaent than, ¢ Indeed, I was not previous-
ly aware of that. But do you still intend to
reside in L "

“No, I am about to relarn to my native
village,” was the reply.

“If it were not selfish, I should regret it
much on my friend’s account, though I am
well aware that the task of scheokicaching
is generally an uninviting and wearisome
occupation, and though yeur resignation of
the office will no deubt be severely felt by
the community, for it is so difficult to pro-
oure 4 competent teacher,—on your part it
might well be a subject of songratulation.”

Then changing the discourse, Mrs. Mayo
made some remarks on the weather, news,

&c.,~—and then, with some skilful maneu-
vering, again alluded to Mr. Percy. After
giving o detailed account of the accident,
and we must confess she had one interested
listener, in answer to Emily’s inquiry, re-
specting his mother, she added,

“ Mr. Percy agreed with me, that it was
best not to write to inform his mother, as it
could be of no possible benefit to him, and
would render her very unhappy during her
absence,”

% But reaily, I think, had she been here,
she could scarcely have felt it more thin
poor Miss Elliot, who,"I suppose you have
heard, is engaged to Mr. Percy. Uncon-
scloug of the dccident, she called on me a
few hours after its occurrence, and when,
somewhat thoughtlessly, I informed her of
it, she, to my great astonishment, fainted
away,—and I had much difficulty to restore
hier to her senses,” »

The speaker had turned her face in the
direction in which Emily was seated, trust-
ing to mark, by her countenance, the effect
her words had produced,—but in this she
was disappointed, for Emily’s position, and
the obscure light, for the lamp burned some-
what dimly, prevented her from observing
the emotion which, she trustedy, her informa-
tion would cause,—and in this matter per-
haps,woman’s chief stronghold, pride,enabled
Emily calmly and coldly to return her af-
fectedly gracious adieu,—as, rising and
glancing at & magnificent gold watch, attachs
ed to her neck by a massive chain,—she re-
marked that the carriage must be waiting,
and with a polite, “ Good evening,” left the
Jdwelling.

(70 be continweds) 1\ 1y .
R

n

I confess I love littleness almost in all
things. A little convenient estate, a lit-
tle cheerful house, a little company, and 2
very little feast, and if I were to fall in love
again, which is a great passion, and there-
fore I hope I have done with it, it would be
I think with prettiness rather than majesti-
cal beauty.— Cowley.

Genius has one trial which finds no sym-
pathy: 1t is the trial of being measured as
coarse things are; of seeing its jewels ac-
counted of no value; its inspiration lest for
want, of interpreters, or used up as fit mix-
tures with common things.

T
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%Y ION. MRS, NORTON:

She is standing by her loved one’s tide,
A young and a fair and geatle bride,
But wournfutness hnth eross’d her face
Like shadows in & s\li'\ay ?hmx

And wistfully her eve floth straln
Across the blue and distant main.

My home! my home '—I would I were
i\‘gnin in joyous gladness there!

y home! my homt‘\'!‘—l would 1 heard
The singing veres itke sorie sinl! bird,
OF A, our mother's yonngest child,
With Jight soft step, and features mild—
T would 1 saw thut dear one now,
With the proud eye ard noble brow,
Whose very errors were more loved
Than all our reason most approved.
Aud she, my fairy sister, she,

Who was the soul of childish glee ;
Whie loved me s0—oh, let me hear
Once preve those tones familiar, dear,
Which hwint my rests and*l will smile
‘Even as I used to do erewlile. !

1 kuow that some have fnlln asleep—

1 know that some have learnt to weep—
But my heart never feels the same

As when these light steps round me came;
And sadness weighs my heavy e{b,
Beneath this cheerless stranger sky :

The’ fewer now might round me come~—
It is my home~my own old home!

She i3 baek again én et sunny home,
A Lhick and fust the Dralings ¢ome

Of that young heast, as round she sees,
The same swect owers, the same old trees;
But they, the living flowers she loved,

Avre they the same? “are they unmoved ?— -
No—Time which withers Jeaf and stem
Hath thrown his withering change o’er them.
Where there was mitth, is silence now—
Where there was joy, & darkened brow—
The boupding op &ath given place

To the slow stealing mournful pace;

The proud brighkt cye és now less proud,
Bv time and t| hought, and #ekness bowed,
And the light singing voice no more

Its joyful carol echoes o'er,

But whispers; fearful sonie gay tone

May wake the thought of pleasures gone.
B35 her home—=hatall in ¢xin

Some lingering things unchanged remain:
The present wakes no smile—the pust
Hath tears to bid its memory last.

She knew that some were gonc—but oh?
She knew not—youth ¢an never know
How furrowed o'er with silent thought
Are brews whick griefand tirke ikve tanght.
The marrmaring of some shaiowy word,
Which was ¢ name-. which new, unheaird,
Nuy wander thro' the clear cold sky,

Or wake the ccho for veply :

The lingering pause in some bright spot
To dreamn of those who now are not ;

+The gazo that vainly seeks to trace

Lest Teclings beaming on a face

Where time and sorrow, guilt and care,
Have past and left their withering there :—
Whese are her joys ; and she doth roam
Avound her dear but desert homo;

l’eo‘r)mg the vacant seats, till tears arise,

And blot the dim sweet vision from der eyes.

Who would scorn his humble fellow
For the coat he wears?
For the poverty he suffers?
For hiy dnily cares?
Who would pais him in the footing
With averted eye?
Would you brother? Nao,yot wenld not,
If you would—not I.

P

A Defewee of ¢

(From Half-Ihurs s¢ith the Best Authore. )

thugingu,

BY Il. W. TUCKERMAN.

Let us recognize the beauty and power of
true enthusiasm,—and, whatever We may do
to enlighten ourselves and others, guard
against checking or chilling a single earnest
sentiment. For what is the humnn mind,
howeverenriched with acquisition or strengthe
cned by exercise, unaccompanied by an
ardent and sensitive heart ? Tts light may
iltare, bat it cannot inspire. Xt may shed
a cold and moonlight radiance upon the path
of life, but it warms no flower into bloom, it
sets free no ice-bounrd fountains. There ure
infueuces which euviron humanity, too
subtle for the disseatiag knife of reason. In
our better moments we are clearly conscious
of their presence, and if there is any barrier
to their blessed agency, it is a formulized
intellect. Enthusiasm, too, is the very lite
of gifted spivits. Ponder the lives of the
glorious in art er literature through all ages.
‘What are they but the recerds of toils and
sacrifices supported by the eatnest hearts of
their votaries? Dante composed his immor-
tal poem amid exile and suffering, prompted
by the noble ambition of vindicating himself
to posterity, ard the sweetest angel of his
paradise is the object of his early love. The
best countenances the old puinters lave
bequeathed to us, are those of cherished
ebjects intimately associated with their fame.
The face of Raphael’s mother blends with
the angelic beanty of all his Madonnas.
Titian’s daughters, and the wife of Correggio,
again and again meet in their works. Well
does Foserlo call the fine arts the children
of love. The deep interest with which the
Ttalians hail gified men inspires them to the
mightiest efforts. Natienal enthusiasm is
the great nursery of genivs. When Cellini’s
statue of Persens, was first exhibited on the
Piazaa at Florence, it was surrounded, for
days, by an admiring throng, and hundreds
of tributary sonnets were placed upon its
pedestal. Petrarch was crowned with laurels
at Rome, for his poctical iaboars, and erowds
of the unletjered may still be seen on the
Mole at Naples listening te the readér of

of life. The fountain of action is in the .

feclings. Religion itself is bat a state of

Tasso. Reason is not the omly mterpreter -
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the affections. Ionce meta beautiful peasant
woman in the valley of Arno, and asked the
number of her children. “I have three
here and two in Paradise,” she calmly re-
plied, with a tone and manner of touching
and grave simplicity, Her faith was of the
heart. Constituted as human natuve is, it is
in the highest degreo natural that vare powers
should be excited by voluatary and sponta-
neous appreciation. 'Who would not feel
urged to high achievement, if he knew that
every beauty his - canvass displayed, every
perfect note he breathed, or every true in-
spiration of his lyre would find an instant
vesponse in a thousand breasts. Lord
Brougham cails the word Zmpossible the
mother tongue of little souls. What I ask
can counteract self-distrust and sustain the
higher efforts of our nature but enthusiasm ?
‘While the mere intcllectual man speculates,
and the mere man of acquisition cites autho-
rity, the man of fecling acts, realizes, puts
forth his complete energies. = IHis ewrnest
and strong heauxt will not let his mind rest;
he is urged, by an inward impulse,to embody
his thoughts. Ie must have sympathy ; he
must have results. And nature yiclds to
the magician ; acknowledging him as her
child. The noble statuc comes forth from
the marble ; the speaking figure stands out
from the canvass; the electric chain is struck
in the bosoms of his fellows! They receive
his ideas, respond to his appeal, and recipro-
cate his love.

Constant supplies of knowledge to the in-
tellect, and the exclusive culture of reason,
may, indeed, make a pedant and logician,—
but the probability is these benefits, it" such
they are, will be gained at the expense of
the soul. Sentiment, in its broadest accept-
ation, 1s as essential to the true enjoyment
and grace of life as mind.  Yechnical infor-
mation, and quickness of apprehension, are
not so valuable, to 2 human being, as sensi-
bility to the beautiful, and a spontancous
appreciation of the divine influences, which
fill the realms of vision, of sound, and the
world of action and feeling. The tastes,
affections, and sentiments, arc more abso-
lutely the man than his talents or acquire-

“ments. And yet it is by and through the
latter, that we are apt to estimate character,
of which they are at best but fragmentary
evidences. "It is remarkable that, in the

- New Testament, allusions to the intellect

are so rare, while the heart and the spirit
are ever appealed to. Sympathy is the
golden key which unlocks the treasures of
wisdom, and this depends upon vividness
and warmth of feeling. It is thercfore that
Tranio advises,— In brief, sir, study what
you most affect.” A code of etiquette may
refine the manners, but the “heart of court-
esy” which, through the wérld, stamps the
natural geatleman, can never be attained
bat through instinct, and in the same manner
those enriching and ennobling sentiments,
which ave the mest beautiful and endearing
of human qualities, no process of meatal
training will create. To what end is society,
popular cducation, churches, and all the
machinery of culture, if no living truth is
elicited which fertilizes as well as enlightens.
Shakspeare, undoubtedly, owed his marvel-
lous insight into the human soul to his pro-
found sympathy with man. Iie might have
conned whole libraries on the philosoply of
the passions, he might havo coldly observed
facts for years, and never have conceived a
jealousy like Othello’s, the remorse of Mac-
beth, or love like that of Juliet's. When
the native sentiments are once interested,
new facts spring to light. I was under the
excitement of wonder and love that Byron,
tossed upon the lake of Greneva, thought that
Jura answered from her misty shroud, res-
ponsive to the thunder of the Alps. With
no ey of mere curiosity did Bryant follow the
lonely flisht of the waterfowl.  Veneration
prompted the inquiry
fOWhithor midst falling dow,

When glow the heavons with the last steps of day,

Far throngh their rosy steps dost thon pursue

Thy solitary way.”
Sonietimes, in musing upon genins in its
simpler manifestations, it seems as if the
great act of human calture consisted, chiefly,
in preserving the glow and freshness of the
heart. It is certain that in proportion as
merely mental strength and attainment takes
the place of natural sentiment, in proportion
as we acquire the habit of receiving all im-
preesions through the reason, the teachings
of nature grow indistinct and cold, however
it may be with those of books. I have re-
marked that some of our most intelligent
men speak of mastering & subject, * of com-
prehending a book, of settling a question, as
if those processes involved the whole idea
of human cultivation. The reverse of all
this is chicfly desivable. It is when we are
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overcome, and the pride of intelleet vanquish-
ed befere the truth of nature, when, instead
of coming to a logical decision, we arcled to
bow in profound reverence before the myste-
ries of life, when we are led back to child-
hood, or up to God, by some powerful reve-

glow of fancy and exhibits scenes of perfec-
tion to the soul, that the senses can better
pealize. It is the poetict! principle, If this
precious gift could, be wholly annibilated
amid the common place and the actual, we
should lose the interest of life. The dull

lation of the sage or minstrel; it is then obir : routine of daily experience, the tame reality
natures grow. ‘Lo this end is all art:  Iix- ) of things would weigh like a heavy and per-

(uisite vocalism, beautifiil statuary and paint-

manent clond, upon our hearts. But the

illg, and all true literature have llOl',{Ol’ their , ollice of this divine S[iil‘“. i3 to threw a ro-
great objeet, to employ the ingenvity of [ deeming gruce around the objeets and the
prying crities, or to furnish the world witha ! seenes of being. It is the breeze that lifts
new set of idens, but to move the whole! the weeds on the high-way of time,~and

nature by the perfeciion and truthfulness of
their appeal.  There isa certain atnosphere
exhaled from the inspired page of genius,
which gives vitality to the sentiments, and
through these, quickens the mental powers.
Were it otherwise, those of us who have had
meories might despair of advancement. 1
have heard educated Americans boast of the
qquantity of poetry thiey have read in a given
time, as if rich fancies and elevated thoughts
arc to be despatched a3 beef-steaks oi board
steamboats. Newspapers are cstimated by
their number of square feet, just as it this
had anything to do with the quality of their
contents,  Journeys of pleasure are fre-
quently deemed delightful in proportion to
their rapidity, without reference to tlic new
socicty or secnery they bring iuto view.
Such would not be the case if what the
phrenologists call the effective powers were
enough considered, if the hole soul, instead
of the “moddling intellect” alone, were
frecly developed, if we realized the truth
thus expressed by a powerful writer, “With-
in the entire circle of our intellectnal con-
stitution, we value nothing but emotion ; itis
not the powers, but the fruit of those powers
in so much feeling of a lofty kind as they
will yield”  * * Y ®
There is yet another principle which seems
to me too faintly acknowledged in the phi-
losophy of life, however it may occasionally
be cultivated as a department of literature,
~—and, yet it'is one which we should decm
cssentially dear to man, a glorious endow-
ment, a crowning grace of humenity. Tt is
that principle through which we commune
with all that is lovely and grand in the uni-
verse, which mellows the pictures of memo-
ry into pensive beauty, and irradiates ihe
visions of hope with unearthly brightvess ;
which elevates our social experience by the

brings to view the violets beneath. 1t is the
mystic harp upon whose strings the confused
muarmur of toil, gladness and grict loses itself
in music.  Butit performs a yet higher une-
tion than that of consolation. It is tkrough
the poctical principle that we forni images
of exccllence, a uotion of progress, that
quickens every other faculty to rich cndeu-
vour,

I know it is sometimes said that the era
of romance has passed, that with the prasto-
ral, classic; and ebivalrous period of the

world, the poetic clement died out. But
this is, manifestly; a great error. The

forms of society have greatly changed, and
the pericds of poeticul developement are
much modified,~but the principle itselt is
essential to humanity. No! mechanical as
is the spirit of the age, and wide as is the
empire of utility, as long as the stars appear
nightly in the firmament, and golden clouds
gather around the departing sun,—as long
as we can grect the innocent smile of infan-
¢y, and the gentle eye of woman,—as Jong
as this earth is visited by visions of glory,
and dreams of love, and hopes of heaven,—
while life is encircled by mystery, brighten-
ed by affection, and solemnized by death, so
long will the poetical spirit be abroad with
its fervent aspirations and deep spells of en-
chantment. Again, it 3s often urged that
the poetical spirit belongs, appropriate-
ly, to a certain epoch of life, and that its in-
fluence naturally ceases with youth.  But
this can only be the case through self-apos-
tacy. The poetical element was evidently
intended to mingle with the whole of human
experience, not only to glow in the breast of
youth, but to dignify the )‘hought of man-
bood, and make venerable ‘the aspect of age.
Its purpose clearly is to relieve the stern-
ness of necessity ; to lighten the burden_of

—
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toil, and throw sacredness and hope even
around siiffering, as the old painters were
wont to depict groups of cherubs above their
martyrdoms. Nor can I believe that the
agency of this principle is so confined and
temporary as many suppose. It is true our
contemplation of the beautiful is of short du-
ration ;—our flights into the ideal world are
brief and occasional. We can but bend, in
passing at the altar of beauty, and plack a
fiower, hastily, by the way-side,—but may
there not be an instinct which ecagerly ap-
propriates even these transitory associations?
May they not be unconseiously absorbed in
the essence of our life and gradually refine
and exalt the spirit within us? 1 caunot
think that such rich provision, for the poe-
tic sympathy, is intended for any casual or
inditferent end. Rather let us believe there
is a mystic language in the flowers, and a
deep meaning in the stars,—that the trans-
parency of the winter air and the long sweet-
ness of sununer twilight, pass, with imper-
ceptible power, ovor the soul ; rather let us
cherish the thought that the absorbing emo-
tions of love, the sweet excitement of ad-
venture, and the impassioned solemnity of
grief, with a kind of spiritval chemistry,
combine and purify the inward elements in-
to nobler action, and more perfect results.

Sorip Preasoru.—Fow I pity those
who have no love of reading, of study, or of
the fine arts! I have passed my youth
amidst amusements, and in the most bril-
Liant society ; but I can assert, with perfect
truth, that I have never tasted pleasures so
true as those I have found in the study of
books, in writing, or in music, The days
that succeed brilliant entettainments are al-
ways melancholy, but those which follow
days of study are delicious; we have gained
something ; we have acquired some new
knowledge ; and we recall the past day, not
only without disgust and without regret, but
with consummate satisfaction—Madame de
Genlis..

As the sun dispels darkness, so does know-
ledge clear the understanding from the mists
of error and delasion. Let me intreat you
to avoid the fetters of ignorance,as the chains
which confine the mind are the worst slavery
a human creature can experience, yet unlike
ntost other bonds, they may be broken by
the strong efforts of reason.

For the Mayflower.
Ballnd.

BY W. C. MCKIXNON.

HThe following lines are founded on fact—for the parti-
culars of which we refer onr readers to © Scenes and M-
cidents in the Hungurian War, By an Oflicer.”)

A peasant stood beside the stream
hat murmur’d by his cot;
L1js brow grew darker as he gazed
Around that well-known spot.

Begide him stood a gentle gir),
With forchead faic and high—

Her tresses waving in the air
‘That softly murmured by.

Her dark eyes flashing Jove on his,
She threw her arms around

Her father’s neck, and whispered low—
“Why musing thus profound’—

“ Why dost thy brow so eadly lower~
‘Why burns with fire thine eye—

And why dost thou Jook up so stern
Unto the sun-bright sky ?—

“ As if thou wert invoking theneo
‘Fhie thunderbolt of winth

To strike some foe with its drend power
Who crosses now thy path 2”

“.And so I do, my Madeline”—
The old mun‘sternliv sujd—

As o'er the maiden’s fair young faco
He bent s hoary head :

% Wonld that the thunder of the skies
Were now at iy control ;

Soon should I set my country free,
And shake each tyrant’s soul—

¢ From his throne dyc'd in carnadine,
The Austrian 1 would hale;—

And with the flash of Jightning wrath
Turn every hireling pule.

“ Ha! shudderest thou >—then look around—
Behold the wither'd Jand—

All wet with blood and black with fire,
Beneath th? Invader’s hand ;

“ Behold each cot & grrrison—
Of Austria’s ruflian horde—

And see each field all red with fore
From gollant bosoms poured'—

“ Hush! father—hush !—behold, they coine
The affrighted maiden oried,

As through the far-off cloud of dust,
An army she espied.

The father sternly turn’d hia ﬁaze
Upon the nggroaohin band—

He saw a youth far in advance
‘Wave upwards his right hand.—

‘That youth sat on a dark proud steed
‘Whose breast was dash’d with snow—
And a crimson plume wav’d o’er his orest,

Shading his face below.

Beatde him rode a warriar form,
-Of bearing oalm and high—
The light of youth was on’his brow,
* But wisdom in his eye—

That deep, calm eye, within whose depths
-The living soul wes seen— -

All glorious in its majesty—
And mighty, though serene.

Behind them rode with eabre’s clang,
Axnd coursers’ echoing tread,

A gallant train of oavaliers
ﬁe‘nenth their penons spread.
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‘The Summer sun gleam®d ferth, and shed
A light on cach mail’d hend—

And loud the martial music rolled
With chisllenge high and dread.

 Oh!—father—Jook !—the Austrians—
Dchold our dreadful foe!”— N

She turned—her father’s eyes were bright
With some unuasual glow:

““The Austrians 2—no—my child"—hesaid,
His withered features flushing—

While oer liis brain the lava tide
Of fiery youth ¢ame rushing—

“1t is the gallant patriot band,
Who light the land to free— .

1 know thiit Bannér—rend, ¢hild—read—
¢ 1luxGaRLAN Lissrry 1 2

With mighty tread, and trompet’s elash,
The train came prancing on—

‘The old man raised his trembling voice—
“God speed thee forthl—my son 1

His cye bad eaught that warrior-youth's
Who led the ;.iullm:t train—

An eye so proud must be Nossurn’s—
e knelt upon the plain.

And thé warrior bent his erested hend,
And spoke a gentle word—

And the old man ealled his father’s God
Ta bless the patriot's sword.

But fhe maid gazed on the otier youlh,
And as thejr dark eyes met, .
The glance that thrilied the soul of each

Tiey never could forget.

To her he doffed his erimson plumes,—
The coming steeds were nigh—

“ God for the right’—the old man said—
Andlo! the train went by.

. L3 - * b v

The battle storm has ended now,
And hushed the bugle horn—
And the death dew’s damp on many & brow,
And many a gallant face islow, |
‘That flushed with hope this morn.
The riven flags are furled, and flow
No more above the field of woe—
And the wounded horses reeling go
‘Through trampled ficlds of corn—
And friend and foe,
Rush to and fro,
Trdimpling the forms of the dead helow—
And the victor, flushed with trivinph's glow,
Exults in his work of death and woe—
And mercy laughs to scorn !

0, God of the glorious earth and sky,
Why slumbercd Thou when the vicfory
. Was given to’ Austria’s hiveliog horde—

And the hero-sons of 4luxganyy

Were sinitten with the Ruftian’s sword?
When to Freedom’s God they sent thoir cry—
When their palses thrilled for libcrt{‘—
And their battle-prayer went up on high,
With the patriot-warrior’s d’yiug sigh—

Why went it up unheara?

Thy answer is :—*REVENGE 18 MINE—
WiLL REPAY—'DjS written in_
The Bo?k ot Books—the Word Divine,

Woe! yet, to the Austriun Son of Sin'! 5
For a duy shnll come when the sword shall shine
Above the tyrant’s pllfoﬂ thrine,

And his coward sonl shadl die within.

* L * * L ) . «

“Iush! father~ list!"—the maiden cried,
That summer afternoon—

“1 hear o fur-off rushing tide,
Lilke the leaves of tho trees in June.”

“ Hush theey my cliild—~tis the mittter'd vour,
_Of the rival armies meeting—
I hear the hum of the rolling drunt,
And the oannon’s dreadful greeting.

14

“Oh! may the Lord of Hosts sustain
The champions for the TruTa—

And may his mighty arm this day
Give victory to Kossuth.”

And she prayed too—but *twas for him~
‘The boy, whoso flashing c{,e .

11ad gtirred, that morn, within hér soul,
A love that could not die.

« Look, father, up! the foc! the foe—
They come!” ghe shricking said—

“Behold ! their faces dyed with blood,
£nd ghestly blanch’d with dread »

« Woe '—woe—my child I the 61 man eried—

*‘That is no Austrian blood—
Alh! tis our own'!” as forth he rushed
To mark the coming flood.

The flood of battle and despair—
The flood of death and dread—
For 10! behind each fugitive
A stream is running red,

The battle flood of ying hosts—
Of horses inadly free—-

or stac‘;gcring men all soaked in gore,
And pale with agony !

And lo! Kossuth’s ITussars come—
The gallant and the brave;

Al martyrs for the land they lovéd- -
The land they cannot save.

In disarray—with blood-wetspur
.. I'hey press each fouming steed ; ’
With shivered gword and banner lost,

And flying at their speed.

Where shall they fly ? the land is filPd
With tyrant and ‘with slave;

There is no refuge there for them
But exile or the grave.

The oid man clasped his wither’d hands,
. As gazing on the Lhronf?'

YL
- il

While from his riven soul ﬁp-ru:ng—-
“ How long—0! God--liow long!"

1Ie bowed his head upon his breast—
““The Tyrant’s sword hath won—

But be it so! thou knowest best,
And let Thy will be done ™

But paler grew the maiden’s check—
Wild terrror shook her frame;

One form she singled from that host
Of battle, rout and shamre—

And o'er ler, like the desert wind
Above its sands of flame,

That vague, heart-sickening sense of'ill
With sudden feintness came :

TFor who is he, whose arms entwine
1is horse’s crested neek,

Ag reeling in his saddle’s seat
Ue strives to sit erect?

In vaini—a stream incarnadine
From mouth and nostrils pour, \

‘The charger bounds aside—the youth'
Iralls ut the cottage door.

The 0ld man gnzed upon his facé—
1fis spirit groaned aloud— R
“Woe worth the day, that thou should’st die,
By beantiful--my proud.

#1t.i2 Wossuth's licutenant, why -5
This morn led on the crowd ;

Now woe! alas, he lies there Jow,
11js gallant spirit bowed.”

The old man bent him ¢’cr the boy,
Aund marked the gaping wound;
“T'is mortal muclt I fent {” he cried—
“Oh ! that a Iecch were found !

All.motionless with love that buried
Within her as it glowed,

And feap that froze her fainting soul
Mild I'ity’s tear-drops flowed.
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Her dark eyes flashing dinmond tears
Her bosom heaving high,

With fear and lope’s alternate glow
Up-swelling with cach sigh.

The maiden turned her to her sire,
“Oh aid may yct be nigh—

Go, father, seck some saving hapd—
ile must—te shall not di¢™

“No! Madeline—unless you go,
And I with him remain

To delviv the blood back to the wound,
He ne'er will speak again ;

« Behold his breast—that sabre gash—
No blood, you gee, is here—

‘Tis bleeding inwm&,-—nt his mouth.
Lo! the rcd streams appear;

“ Now, If that blood thus choking Jiir
Were drawn back to the wound,

Oh still his Yife might be prolonged,
Until a leech were found.

“IfX go, then he dies—if you,
The Austriang you may meet !
And first, 1'd rather see thee, child,
Lie lifless at my feett»

“Oh, xo! ghe cricd, and wrang her hands,
“ Pl watch bJ' him il then—

Procure him aid—fear not for me,
Or for fierce Austria’s men.”?

The old man blesséd his child—then went
Towards the nearest {own ;

And ocr the youth the maiden Lent,
Aud by his side knelt down.

The blood-red jacket of the Hussar
She turn’d back from his breast,
And to the sabre’s purple cut
1er ruby lips she pressed,

And drew once more the life-stream back
In its accustomed tide.

Ceased from his mouth the blood to flow—~
LLis eyes he oped, and sighed.

The warrior spake ; a grateful look
The maiden cast to heaven;

Tlse youth woke up as from n dream~—
New lifo to him shed given.

3 » ¥ £ » < &

And when her sire returned again,
And with him came the leech;

He found the youthful warrior
Now capable of speech ;

He wondering gazed—Dbut soon the truth
Came flashtng to his mivd—

He suw the rose-tint on her lip
The blood had left behind :

 And thou didst this, my gentle one,”
Admiringly hie snid—

“ 1 detaned on my return to find
Him numbered with the dead.

« Worthy to be & patriot’s chilq,
And wortly a patriot’s love?—

¢ And mins i3 hers forevermore—
So help me heaven above !

- Sogaid tlié Hussar, who wenk aud faint,

1 onier peerless brow ;

Y love thee, and while life remnins

I1 Jove(thee well as now;

¢ Yea! while the rivers seck the sea,
And while the f'oung sturs shine,’

My spirit still will cling to thee,
And mingle balf with thine ;

% And when again our courntry’s frec,
Again wao'll seek her shrine,

Till then:to Jands afar we'll flee,
Acrosa the foaming brine.”

- » » £l * . *
The storm rolled over ITungary,—
Mer sword was rent in twain,
And the free-born sons of Iungary
Gave forth iheir blood Jike rain.

They fell—the gallant and the good,
On cach cnsanlguincd plaing

‘The voice of wail disturbed no more
The slumbers of the slein.

Ol! a day shall come when Hungary,
Shall rise in arms agaiw,

And shatier every degpol’s throne,
Bencath fair Freedom’s reign.

The Dcad may never see that day,
Who shuber cold and Jow,

Nor feel within their patriot souls
‘The fire of vengeance glow.

Ol they sleep well! their fame Iives on,
Like Time'’s unceasing flow,
And glory’s light bedecks the tomb
Oblivion ne‘er shall know.
o - » £l L] » ¥

There s & land across the deop,
Where Slavery's llag is furled ;
A Jand no tyrant's foot prolanes—

The mighty western world.

And there the patriot warrior lives,
Vith his Iungarian bride—

Nor will you find such love as (heir:
Inall tilc Innd beside:

Nor has the love for Hungary
Within their bosoms died ;

Until Jost Freedom is restored
And peace reigus far and wide.

= ~y
4 dinter’s Lower
AND
A SISTER'S HUSBAND.

A Sister’s Lover! generally a very un-
pleasant personage! enc who sces more
beauty in your sister than in you! one who
has cverything to say to her; (whole days
would not be long enough to say half) and
little, positively nothing, to say to you! ono
who thinks your “roomn better than your
company.” Confess, fair ones, is not a sis-
ter’s Jover quite a bére.

Amy and Margaret were sisters who loved
cach other dearly. Many sisters who love
cach other well may not altogether agree in
some small matters, and may hence have un-
plensant words and looks passing between
them; but our “sisiers” were ignorvant of
such “little quarrels.” (Ldttle quarrels, but
long remembered ; for when did a harsh
word, or an unkind look, fail to sink deep
into the soul) No, Amy and Margarct had
no such quarrels ; but, 23 you might have
seen them on 4 balmy summer’s evening,
tracing their way up and down, in -and out
of the circuitous garden-paths, ifith arms
entwined round each others neck and waist,
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their outward manifestations were indicative
ol the state of their inward lives. The
loving thoughts of cach were cver twined
round the being of the other.  And on that
same summer’s evening, one would lhave
been puzzled to decide which of the two sis-
ters had most of beanty. Margaret with
rich brown hair, soft dark cyes, and an ex-
pression of grave thought, almost melan-
choly, and of protecting sisterly love; or
Amy, with her sanny hair, sweet merry
smile, and glance of innocent girlishness.—
3ut there was one who could without deli-

berating long, have helped you in your de-
cision. Frederic Thornley, by some phil-
osophy which young men seem deeply read
in, had come to the conclusion that Margaret
was undoubtedly the beauty. And as all
beautifal things are pleasant to look upon,
Frederie saw no harm in often allowing his
eyes to dwell on the fair face and lovely form
ofthe beautiful Margaret.  Somchow, he was
often at the young girl’s home of an evening ;
so often indeed, that the innocent Amy was
led to remark one night, afier his departure,
“I wonder why Frederic Thornley comes to
omr house so often now ?”  And, gazing into
Margaret’s face, she inwardly asked, % and
I wonder why Margaret blushes so?”  And
thus, Amy was led to medilate on what con-
nexion there could be between the question
and the blush.  She waiched, too, and saw
that there was aconnexion between Frederie's
speaking and Margaret’s blushing.  Soon,
too, she observed (for Amy was an observant
girl) that after Margarvet had been thonght-
ful awhile, she did not tcll Amy what she
had been thinking about, as she used to do.
So Amy said one day, “ I wish young Thorn-
ley would never come here again!” M-
garet started and exclaimed,

« Ah, Amy!”

“ But I do,” answered Amy.

“Why?” said Margaret.

¢« Because,” said Amy, “sinee le came
here so rouch, you are so changed, Margaret.
Defore, you read with me, worked with me,
walked withme. Now, you read such books
as ke recommends; while working, you arc
silent, and thinking ; and instead of walking
with me, you have taken a great fancy for
sitting in that old summer-house, where you
know I don’t like to sit, for fear of spiders
dropping down my back. And I say again,

I do wish Thornley would never come here
again!”

“But,” said Margaret, ©what has Thotn-
ley to do with all this ; how iske to blame ?”

“ Margaret,” said Amy, “now look into
my eyes.” Margaret did so, and with a
calm, steady gaze, while Amy continued,—
“You used to love me, but now you love
Thornley!” But instead of shrinking from
her sister’s flash of cxcitement, Margaret,
with her calm, steady gaze, replied,—

“Amy! we two have no mother; we have
ever been truesisters; our lives, our thoughts
have ever flowed in unison; and I would
not that any reverse on iy part should now
disturb the current of our affection. Irankly,
then,dear sister, I do love Frederic Thornley.
ButIdo not love you the less for that. The
heart, Amy, can hold many images, and be
true to all.”

Poor Amy could have turned and wept on
lier sister’s neek ; but the thought of “asis-
ter's lover” crossed her mental sight, and
she said,~—

“So, then, T am to be left alone in the
tending upon, and watching over our father.
A poor lone bird, in trath, I shall be!”

“ Nay,Amy,” said hor sister, € say, rather,
that theve will be another added, to share
with us the loving duty., There will be three
to care for him, three to grow round his heart
and eall him father”  Again was Amy on
the point of buryiug her face in her sister’s
bosom, and blessing her; hut the remem-
brance of Thornley, on wlhose bosom she
conld not fally came up, and she replied,—
“(he ol saying has it, that “three are no
company.’”

"T'his chilled Margarcet’s heart, and the con-
versation ended.  She was deeply grieved
on Amy's account; and Amy was unhappy
too, for a secret voice told her that she had
not been true to herself.  Then she began
to justily hevself, and thought thus,— Mar-
gavet may love Thornley, but  eannot.  To
her, e is amiable and pleasing, I suppose;
to me, he is distant and cold ; in me he has
no intevest—in truth, I think he does not like
me ; and perhaps as Margaret grows more
and more to think and feel with him, ske will
get to care about me less, too. And how
lonely I shall be without her! home will not
be like home, when she is gone away ! Oh
Margarcet, Margaret! you do not love me
as devotedly, as thoroughly as I.do you!
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oh, why has Thornley stolen her from me
thus!”  And Amy wept for the first time
tears that were not shared by her sister;
and she felt so utterly alone and miscrable,
so without support and wretched, that she
almost despaired of ever being happy again.
But time which soothes all grief,and changes
the hues of our inward landscape, as won-
derfully as the varying light of the sun does
the colours and tints of the outward world,
came in its own good season to Amy’s help.

The marriage-day drew nigh, and Am
assisted her sister kindly, if not with the ut-
most cordiality, to prepare for the wondrous
event. The day came; Thornley and Mar-
garet were tndissolubly bound in those solem-
nities, which so many unthinkingly enter
within, And now that the short separation
came, Amy felt more than ever the value of
asister. How lone and deserted she felt!
every room in the house seemed desolate
and eold. The charm of home was gone;
and as Amy had time to reflect, she felt that
she smust have Margaret to love, or life itself
would be little worth. She even thought
there might be a reasorn why Thornley had
been reserved with her; she had not made
herself loveable in his eyes, (rather the op-
posite) and how could he love her? But,
when they returned; they should find a dif-
ferent sister awaiting them : one not so per-
sonally selfish as the one they left; one who,
in their happiness, woald find her c¢hiefest
joy. She found she could not do without
them, and she would like them to feel, that
they could not do without her; and Amy
was impatient for their return.

Thornley and Margaret were delighted to
find Amy so cordial; to see that numberless
little things which had belonged jointly to
the sisters, and which Margaret had left in
their old places, had been transferred to the
“new home.”

It was not long before Thornley found
that Amy was very beaatiful too, not long
before she could hide her face in his bosom,
and confess the injustice she had mentally
done him—not long before Ze as well as
Margaret could from the heart, call her “dear
stster ;” and years but made them dearer—
Amy found that the heart can indeed “hold
many images,” and the more niches are filled
with love’s images, and the more we bow in
such sweet idolatry, the more brimful is our
cup of pleasure. She recanted her old doc-

trine that three could not he pleasant com-
pany ; though a few years found the three
turned into six. Dut on the old princijle,
“the more the merricr,” Amy found that
her delights increased with the numbers.—
‘Who so patient as “awnt Amy?” who so
busy as “awnt Amy?” Her soft hand
soothed ol sick pillaws,—her hopeful smile
brovght sunshine back.

At times when the sisters sat, talking their
little plans of the future over,and their hearts
would warm when they spoke of their mutual
happiness, of Thornley’s kind nature, and his
gentle love, Amy could not help, with a tear
glistening in her eye, reproaching herself for
her former thoughts. « The silly, foolish
thing that I was,” she would, say, “to have
such thoughts about Aim !” ¢ Well, well,”
the consoling Margaret would reply, ¢ there
is a great difference between a sister’s hus-
band you know, Amy>

You who have sister’s lovers, beware, how
you indalge hard thoughts, and unkind fecl-
ings, which you may have sometime with
sorrow to eonfess to a sister’s husband !

Waman o er Positin,

What lessons of wisdom, truth, and cha-
rity have emanated from the pens of cele-
brated women. They always inculeate
right principles, lighten our sorrows, purify
onr joys, and breathe a freshness upon the
sterile mind of man. DBut this germ which
is planted in the breast of woman, will not
germinate unless fosiered and watered by a
proper system of education ; they must be
eduacated as the architects of their own for-
tunes, they must be convineed that their su-
periority consists not in wealth nor in beau-
ty, but in a refined and cultivated taste ;
they must have the horrors of vice painted
with all the danger and misery that attend
its votaries. Never lose an opportunity of
passing an high eulogium upon their virtue,
heroism and humanity ; let none of these go
without rewarding, then we shall not hardly
ever see such a creature as a flirt, or even a
coquette; vanity and conceit would have
another turn, then theymost esteemed woman
would be her who shone most brilliantly
with unaffected graces, and whose mind was
well stored with principles of honour, chas-
tity, truth, and wisdom.—Mech. Organ.
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‘15115t Flemueies,

BY JOUN G. WIITTIER.
How thrills once move the tengthening chain
Of memory at the thought of thee!
Old hopes which loug in dust have Jain,
0la dreams ¢come thronging back again,
And bovhood lives inme;
1 feel its glow upon my check,
Its fulness of the hieart is mine,
As when T leamed to hear thee speak,
Or raised my donbtiul eyes to thine.

I hear again thy low replies,

I feel thy arm within my own,
And timidly asnin uprise

The tringed lids of hazel eyea

With soft brown tresses overblown,
And wmemories of sweet summer eves

Of moonlit wave and willowy way,
Of stars and flowers, and dewy leaves,

And siiles and tears more dear than they.

Evre this thy ghict eye hath smiled,
My pleture of thy youth to sec,
When lialt a woman, half « child,
Thy very artlessness bogniled,
nd folly’s self seemed wise in me;
T too ean smile, when oer that homr
‘T'he lights of memory backward stream,
Yet feel {he while that inanhoead’s power
Is vainer than my Loyhood’s dream.

Years have passed on, and left their trace
Of graver care and deeper thought,

And anto mic the ealin, cold face

Of manhocd, and Lo thee, (he erace
OF womau’s pensive beimty brought,

On life’s rough blast, for blame and praize,
‘The seliool-boy’s nnne has widely flown;

Thine, in the green and guict wayy

" Of unebtrusive gooduess known.

And wider vet in thonght and deed,
Our still diverging paths incline;
Thine, the Genevan's sternest creerd,
While answers to my spivit's need
The Yorkshire peasant’s simple line ;
For thee, the pricatly rite and prayer,
And holy day and soleyun psalin;
Tor me, the silent veverence, where
My brethren gather, slow and calin.

Yet hath thy spirit left on me
An impress Time has not worn out,
And gomething of mysell in thee,
A shadow of the past, I sce
Lingering e'er thy way abouat: |
Not whollycan the heart nnlearn
That Jesson of'its better hours,
Nor yet has Time's dull footsteps worn
‘I'o comwmon dust that path of tlowers.

Mugivel  Hwmocintiny,

BY MISS AUGUSTA BROWNXNE,

“ Many ave poets who have never penned
‘J'heir ingpieation, and perchance the best:

Thely felt, and loved, and died, but would not lend
Their tlmnghts to meaner beings.

Muny are poets, but without the name :
For what s poesy, but to creato,

* From over-feeling, good or,ill; and aim

At an external life beyond our fate;

And be the new Prometheus of new men,
Bestowing fire from heaven?”

And many a heart is {ull of music—as if
joy-bells were chiming perpetual Jubilate

within—uwhich is incapable or undesirous of
giving it intelligent utterance or significa-
tion. In order to ennoble and exalt the
soul, the Creator imbued it with the spirit of
sound as & part of its vital essence, and its
true office is to clevate our aspiralions and
thoughts to Paradise, from whence it flows,
where all is barmony—where the silver
streams, as they eternally ripple through
the green pastures, murmur praises, and the
Towliest flowerets, when brushed by angel
feet, breathe songs of adoration.

Music is the language of immortality—
the intimator of our divine origin, ever
arousing within our souls, by its solemn mo-
nitory voicings, unquict, restless longings
after an undefinable something, which, al-
though still invisible and clusive, we are yet
confident exists, It suggests a thousand
remembrances of a pre-existent state of be-
ing; and while under its profound spell,
glimpses of a dim, half-obliterated past flit
before us, and visions of uncarthly loveli-
ness—until, oblivious of the realities of the
present, we pant, impatient to expand the
spirit-pinions  fluttering so wildly, and to
cast off the cumbersome clay habiliments
that shackle us, that we may speed away to
search into the mysteries that so encompass
us, and mingle in communion with saperior
intelligences.  While struggling under such
influences, how oft does the carnest inquiry
avise from the depth of the heart, “ 'Tell us,
oy, tell us, why, and for what end, are we
here, exiles from thee, Most High Iternal?”

Though enchanted and subdued by its
powers, Richter must have hearkened to
music with a but half-wwakeaed spirit, when
he exelaimed—

“ Away ! away! thon speakest to me of
things which in all minc endless life I have
found not, and shall not find?”

No—he found them not here below ; for
the intense thirst awakened by the murmur-
ings of the water of life, may not be slaked
until we avrive ab its margin.

There is a- magic in old psalm-tunes,
which a frivolous mind can neither compre-
hend, nor appreciate, nor respond to ; but to
the thoughtful, serious mind, it is more
geatefully eloquent than any other whatever.
As the familiar strain peals forth reverbera-
tingly along the echoing arches of the dim
cathedral, the aged worshipper, forgetful of
the sacred splendour surrounding him, is
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tranzported back to the simple village church
of his boyhood, and lists again to thc dear
voices that were wont to ascend with his in
this very melody ; and as the cadence dis-
solves, floating away in wmrial symphonies,
his heart follows on, glowing in the assur-
ance that le, too, ere long, shall join in the
far more exultant Jays that they are now
singing, In the tears, therefore, springing
so fast to his eyes, there is no Dbitterness—
they ave tears of hope. -

To such an one, music is an unfailing re-
source of pure, unalloyed gratification. Tho
delicate thread which at his birth attached
him to the Throne of God, has never been
rudely severed; and now, asin the winding
hand of the Angel of Time, it is gradually
shortening, drawing him to his home, he be-
comes more and more alive to the vibratory
pulses of the celestinl harmonics, until, on
his complete absorption info the true and
execllent life, they burst upon his rajtured
soul in full magnificence.

“There is an hewr of deep repose,
‘hat yel upon my heart shait close,
ien all that minre dreads or knows
Suatl burst upon me wondrously.
O, may I then awake for ever
My harp to vaptwre's high endeavour,

Ard as from earth’s vain scenes I sever,
Belost in immortality !

That the associations of sacred music are
thas especially hallowing, is attributable to
the reason that they belong to our holier
moments—that they are conneete:d with sea-
sons spent in the chureh, in social commu-
nion, and in (he mysterious transition cham-
ber, where, from lips pallid and quivering,
faltered the swan-like song of triumph that
proclaimed the victory woa, the mighty
goal gained. A remembrance of this latter
nature surmounts cven the simplest and
plainest air with a nimbus of irradiating
beanty.

It was during the first deep blackness of
one of those bitter storms of life which sweep
with whirlwind violence over the heart,
crushing cvery hope into dust, and smiting
it with sudden paralysis, that « strain of mu-
'sic was indelibly impressed on my mind
through the extremely inclegant medium of
a street-organ. The proprictor of one of
these much contemned instruments, having
stationed himself opposite the door, commene-
ed discoursing his harmonious numbers.—
Had the result of his efforts been a common
melody or dance, it is probable that not the

slightest attention would have been attract-
ed; but it was a psalm-tune—the faniliar
one, St Ephraim’s,” which, although pre-
viously rather an antipathy of mine than
otherwise, new sounded so sympathizingly
sad, so burdened with tender pathos, that it
seemed beautifal and affecting above any-
thing T had ever listened to before. It was
as a song of hope’ to despair—Tlike a silver
edge to that terrible thunder-cloud; and be-
loved comnensurately ever since it has been,
for the ray of light then darted.

Associations furnish the real charm of
everything; and even when, through ex-
pediency, or a conviction of its excellence,
we are induced to adopt and embrace  fresh
ohject, amr first care ever is, before we yield
it cordial love or reverence, to cluster around
it a group of accessories or sccondary influ-
ences, else our jewel is useless, being with-
out a mounting.

Do you wish to subject an uniried heart
to an ovdenl of faith andlove? Mark, then,
that heart, how it »efadns and treasuves up
the recollections of early ienderness, of by-
gone years; mark well how it hoards up
the memorials of former days, relies insepa-
rably linked with spirit-loves ; for be assur-
ed that one fuithful to the memory of the
deparied, will be no loss loyal to the affec-
tion of the Lving. The preservation of a
lock of lair—of a withered flower—of a
serap of an old letter—of even the minutest
atom—oflen discloses, more plainly than vo-
lumes could do, the existence of a heart-his-
tory, perchance marvellously touching in
devotedness and romance.  Of the same eat-~
cgory of mementoes are old strains of music;
and cold, light-of-love, and utterly barren,
must that heavt be, which throbs not at the
recurrence of some simple cradle-song, some
dear strain of youth. The bosom that owns
no such gentle sway, is incapable of enter-
taining or rcciprocating a single emotion of
sincere, fervent love. Beware of that heart :
it i3, notwithstanding all protestations to the
contrary, perfidious and frigid. Beware of
entrusting to its tender mercies your smallest
interests ; for if you do, so surely will it be-
tray them.

The human heart craves occupance—it
will not, cannot remain long an empty void ;
so, if it be not fllled with’ fragrant blossoms
and fruits, it assuredly will be with noisome
weeds and brambles. It must have some-
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what {o hestow love upon—soine reeipient
of its ever out-going sympathies; and the
objeet, when once chosen, hicedless whether
in the view of others it scem worthy or un-
worthy; it will proceed to invest with attri-
butes so excelling, and hues so resplendent,
as befit the idol of the spirit-shrine.

Isolation is repugnaut to the soul—a di-
rect viclence to its nature; and, from the
moment that it draws in ils anchor, and re-
linquishes a hold upon some object, however
small, it drifts surcly and rapidly adown to-
wards the breakers of desolation and wreck.

That is a preity story of the noble lialian
prisoner; whe, pining in the solitude of his
dungeon for companionship, chanced to dis-
cover, onc day, iusinuating its way through
the stones outside his prison door, an insig-
nificant fragile weed.  Delighted beyond
measure at obtaining an olyject on which he
might lavigh lis cire, the caplive watched
over his treasure with o love so trembling
and engrossing, that it would have appeared
extravagant it applied to 4 human creature.
But the weed Piceioln “was notall a weed”
—it was a link of assoeiation with that world
from which he was so entirely sceluded, and
an instrument that revived a host of memo-
ries smonldering into ashes at the root of his
heart.

In this manner an old musie-book may be-
come, nay, is, an invaluable record—a col-
léction of thrilling incidents—a chronicle of
departed scencs—or a mirror of the past,
magical as was that famed one of old, into
which, with irrepressible longings to belold
once again lis lost child, Miriam, swelling
within his soul, gazed, of pilgrims the chicf,
the Wandering Jew. Every one of such
venerable volumes is so sacred and fraiight
with interest, that I would fain have it treat-
cd with a reverence mnot to be awarded to
the most sublime and magnificent chullitions
of unassociwted modern genius.

By musical library is to me a chronolog-
ical chart—unintelligible, it is true, to others,
but by no means, therefore, of an exclusive-
ly personal nature, or devoted to exclusively
personal interests ; for those of many, many
others are blent in it. Little historieties
and adventures there are affixed to an hun-
dred pieces of music—I could not get rid of
them if I would; indecd, there is scarce a
solitary page that I have played fumiliary
from infancy, unsupplied with onc—scarce a

page that does not marshal before memory’s
vision; with the freshness of reality, some
peculiar actiou, mood, or dawning sensation.
Many of these associations, it muy not he
denicd, are passing mournful, ever claiming
the tribute of tears; but better is it lo re-
member and weep, than to forget and be
happy. .

Now; here s a well-fingered page; sadly
torn and distigured ; but for all that, the
whole space, trom top to hotlom, scems (o
beam with one great, broad smile—the iden-
tical gmile that shione over it on a comic oc-
currence, “long, long ago.”

Another page is precious, because, at {hat
cramp chrorpatic run, spraig up in my mind
the germ of an original thought ; and anoth-
er, becawse, in that cruelly hard stave of
complicated modulationa, a new step up the
Hill of Difficulty was mastered. This page
is beloved, because, while piaying it, some
Joytul tidings were communicated, and that
other becavse a pleasant, chicering voice com-
mended the performer.

Here is a favorite old ballad, that, strange
to tell, cficets & momentary resurrection ;
for, no sooner do I begin the prelude, than
a youthful lithe forin springs to my side, and
shaking the ashes of the grave from his hair
and pale brow, joins, with the sweet ringing
tones of yore, in the well-remembered strain.
Ah, yes! and yet another page is before me
—a duct—Dbut ene of the singers, where is
bhe? Bearing part with the angels in the
song that gladdens Paradise. Iis dying
whisper, sweeter than was cver melody of
carth in its expressions of hope, lingers ever
on minc ear. But I close the book ; tears
outnumber smiles, wherever I open——and
tears, the dew of the heart, are not for the
garish light, but to be shed in the solitude of
decponing shadows. In a few of my own, I
have portrayed the feelings of many ; every
genuine lover of music assimilales in mind
and fancy.

It has often been conjecturcd that one of
the employments of the Blessed in Ieaven,
will consist in recalling old associations, in
reminiscences of their terrestrial life, and in
roviewing and contrasting the diversified
trials, joys, sorrows and mercics that inter-
spersed their homeward road.

Once, after touching over a Raussian
march, (not that boisterous affair in octaves
that has caused many 2 luckless piano to
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. quiver in cvery joint, but a charming mor-
ceax,) I was cagerly inquired of by « gen-
tleman in our neiglibourliood, as to where I
obtained it. e said that ndver befor'e since
the conflagration of Moscow had it gréeted
his car: and the best of reason had he for
remembering it 3 for heé was at the time ina
hotel uncomfortably coutiguous to thie hot-
test scene of conflict, confined to his couch
with g sevcre illuess that rendered flight im-
possiblé. It was while in tliis dileama that
he miade the acquaintance of thé miarcl, as,
floating brilliantly above the ranks of the
retreating Muscovites, it saluted him by way
of serenade. If he lacked sufficient grati-
tude or musical taste to appreciate it then,
on the occasion of first hearing, le certainly
acknowledged its powers on thie second ; for
it was a grand diorama in itself. Not the
most Jaboured and minute deseription could
have presenied so forcibly to lis imagina-
tion the events of that unique tragedy:

Togeud of Potevnnzter R,

BY CIIARLES WILTON:

The thought has often struck ni¢, when
occasion has led me throngh Paternoster
Row, that many a one would deem trouble
and fatigue of little moment, could he but
stand for one hour in that seemingly dull
and narrow thoroughfare, and look with his
own eyes upon the houses from whose doors
have gone forth pdges that have stavtled the
world, and upon whose shelves the accumnu-
lated products of more than a thousand
brains have stamped the locality as the head
quarters of English literature. But few
among the thousands who there daily pass
and repass probably give a thought to what
- the locality might once have becn, before
the wand of commerce changed it to an
emporium for books, and the eternal round
of business—business—business—gave to it
a character of its own. Yet in the imme-
diate vicinity are there still solitary indica-
tions of a ruder age—scattered vestiges of
antiquity, whose origin is for ever hidden in
obscurity, but over which the hand of time
has lightly passed, as if at once to invite
and to mock the labours of the curious anti-

quary.

Those who are acguainted with the spot
will imwediately call t6 mind the cluster of
of ‘houises situated between Ivy Lane and

anycr Alley, on the north side of «The
Row.” Imbedded iu the centre of this
group, and attained by 4 paved way, known
as Lovel’s Court, is 2 building which, with
the outward semblance of modern architec-
ture, is yet possessed of chambers, in which
generations bave lived, and doubtless died,
and whose walls may have witnessed all tiie
varying passions that ¢an influence the human
heart: of the tendevest emotions and of the
davkest feelings—of love and hatred, pity
and vengcance—of health and sickness—of
life and death—of triumph and despair.

Had I not myself examined this curious
building, and traced the varied windings,the
muiltiplicity of doors, aiid the singular facili-
ties for concealmeut or escape, which the
changes of many years have still left visible, -
I might be inclined to think that the legends
extant regurding it had too niuch of the air
of romance to be relied on ; nevertheless,
with reference td thic following, I may state,
that I had it from one who speaks with satis-
fied confidence of the circumstances, and
whom I have been accustomed to regard asa
conipetent snthority. TFor myself, the scat-
tered indications of antigquity and wealth
which the house yet presents are the only
data by which to judge; and, thereforc, in
the following relation, I must be understood
to premise that

* I oannot say how the kenth may be—
But I tell the tale ng 'twas toid to me.”

Many, many years ago, the name of Sir
William Bridgnorth was renowned in the
city for great commereial wealth and enter-
prise, and even in the remotest parts of the
country the fame of the house of “ Bridg-
north and Son” became matter of village
gossip, und the term “as rich as a Bridg-
north” was familiar in the ears of our an-
cestors. Sir William had two sons ; the
eider, early developing the characteristic
temperament of the family, had applied
himself steadily, and with determined perse-
verance, to the pursuit of wealth; in which
he bad acquired so much tact, that the father
seldom inierfered in the monagement of
affairs, but enirusted all to his discernment
and ability. _—

But Richard, the youngest, presented =
striking contrast to his brotlier William ;
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whilst the latter was close and plodding; the
former was open and imaginative ; when
William appeaved sullen and immovable,
Richard was invariably gay and volatile ;
and whilst William wis making an invoice,
the odds were that Richard was writing a
sonnet. In the matter of figure, too, they
sgain differed. That of the elder, although
unexceptionable in the counting-house,would
have seemed awkward and ungainly in the
drawing-room. On the contrary; nature had
been lavish with the younger; and his light
shape and polished demeanour, his frank
countenance and insinuating address, threw
around him an air of nobility that would
have given him a graceful ease in the ball-
room, and have caused him to breathe the
atmosphere of the higher circles of socicty
as one in his natural element. These qual-
ities were regarded by the father with mis-
trast. Hssentially a commercial man, he
would have had his sons the same; and any
tendency towards a different sphere of life
—any wish to depart from the fixed and
arbitrary track, was viewed as rank heresy,
and always met with a frown. What, then
was the astonishment of the worthy knight,
when Richard announced o him, on the day
of his coming of age, that his determination
was taken to abandon all anticipation or
prospect of wealth in England, and to carve
out for himself a fortune and a name in
France! The father objected, but the son
persisted—=and although the brother signifi-
cantly shook his head, with a sarcastic smile,
as much as to say—*“I knew very well what
it would come to,” the day was fixed for his
departure: for, when Sir William found
that entreaties and commands were equally
- futile, he determined, in a generous spirit
too seldom manifested, to aid the youthful
Richard in his projects; and, as he could
not dissuade him from his purpose, to exert
Lis powerful endeavours in saving his son
from present danger, and, perhaps, from ul-
timate ruin.

A few months later, the house of Bridg-'

north established an agency in Paris, and
the firm was there represented by a son.
The time had now come for Richard to
establish or falsify the fears and proguosti-
cations of his_family; the time bhad come
- for him to disprove the estimate formed of
his character and capacity—and he did dis-
prove it ; laboriousl;i and. wearisomely—hbut

he did disprove it. At home he had uo in-’
centive to exertion, he had no scope for his
ability : there was no necessity—that migh-
ty moulder of men’s destinies—for the exer-
cise of his powers. But now his pride was
touched,—his ambition was embarked in a
clear and open channel. The French lan-
guage had been from youth familiar to him,
and no obstruction arose from that source;
but from the first day he set.foot upon the
shores of France, he commenced the pur-
suit of his object with a zeal that, early and
late, he never ceased to exert until that ob-
jeet assumed a clear and tangible shape.—
His imaginative tendency became quickness
of apprehension; his volatile love of adven-
ture developed into successful commercial
enterprise ; and the obstinacy that had been
predicted as his rain, proved to be firmness
in design, and uatiring perseverance in exe-
cution.

Two years elapsed, and circumstances
brought our young merchant into contact
with one of the great jewelers of Paris, with
whomn he had several transactions, and whose
representations induced Richard to embark
in a specalation of great magnitude, and of
conscquent danger.  After months of anx-
iety and fatigue, the upshot was declured,
and declared a victory,—-the enterprise was
eminently successful; and Sir William
Bridgnorth, in the fulness of exultation, in-
vited all his commercial friends to an unpre-
cedented dinner, at which hainformed them,
with all due ceremony and importance, that
his son Richard had kept his promise to the
letter, and had “carved out for himself a
fortune and a name in France.”

Seven years after Richard’s séttlement in
Paris saw his talents universally respected
and his society courted. He had freed him-
self of the incumbrance of his father’s Busi-
ness, and transférred it to other hands, whilst
he devoted himself entirely to the more lu-
erative and less laborious occupation of a .
jeweller. His accomplishments, together
with his riches, gained him admission into
the first society, and the courtesy and man-
liness of his behaviour made him every-
where a favourite.

But a cloud was gathering whose shadow
he could not see, and &igform arose which
made him a criminal in thé\land of his adop-

tion, and a fugitive from fgince.
Marie Delvise was thed@gughter of the

™ .
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French jeweller whose counsel and assist-
ance had been instromental in the establish-
ment of Richard’s fortune ; and Maric was
possessed of no ordinary powers of mind.
The frivolities of many of her sex and age.
she despised. Her conversation was mark-
ed by a clearness and refinement, a delica-
cy and precision, which made her at once
an object of attraction ; whilst the well-form-
ed figure, the ecxpressive features, the
thoughtful look, and the calm, pure, expand-
cd brow, spoke eloquently of the soul within,
and drew around her a host of admirers.
But amongst them all was one, Alessandro
Maupertez, a Spanish adventurer, who had
gained the confidence of the Dauphin of
Franee, to whom he had become necessary
in the pursuit of his pleasures, whose eye
she could not meet, Inthe gaycst moments
the mingled ferocity and cunning in the
glance of that man had power to chill her
very heart. His attentions were dreaded,
and she shuddered if he even touched her
hand.

Richard Bridgnosth had conceived for this
Iady a pure and lasting attachment, and his
leisure hours were invariably passed either
at the house of Delvise the jeweller, or in
parties at which Maric and himself had
been invited; for, as it was understood in
society that the young Englishman was on
the point of marriage with Marie, a card of
invitation was invariably sent to both. It
was at one of these evening parties, given
by the Count of , that Alessandro
Malpertez scemed more than usually self-
satisfied: his eyc flashed from face to face
with the air of 2 man who is on the eve of
accomplishing, a successful project. He had
frequently pressed his suit with Marie, and
had as frequently been repulsed ; he could
not fail to dbrerve that, since Richard had
shown. attention to Marie, he had been con-
stantly and systematically shunned. The
gloom upon his brow from that time had
deepened, and he bad ever appeared in a
deep reverie, But to-night his look was'
changed, and to any there who eoufd have
read his thoughts, his features would have
borne the impress of a coming triumph.

‘When wit and gajety were at their high-'

est, the folding-doors were thrown apart,and,
to the astonishment of the entire assembly, a
domestic announced in a loud tone, the arri-
val of the Dauphin of France!

“ The Dauphin1” repeated the guests, as
they simultaneously rose—for his coming
had been reserved Dy the host as a pleasur-
able surprise. .

“The Dauphin!” muttered Bridgnerth,
a3 he glanced towards Alesssndro, snd
sought to rend the haughty working of his
lip; and o chill passed over him as he re-
membered that the Spaniard was the ru-
moured creature of the prince, and that
deference was paid to him as the prince’s
associate and favourite: he felt the chill, bug
he knew not wlenee it came, nor why.

It may well be imagined that the prince
now cngrossed the universal attention; bat
the agitation of the ladies and the soavity of
the gentlemen need no pourtrayal here: it
is enough to say that the royal guest looked
long and frequently upon Marie, but that he
addressed 1o her no word, An hour pass-
ed; Richard had stepped into an adjoining
room, and Marie was alone in the assembly.
A dance was in formation, and Malpertez,
with a smile that made her tremble, ap-
proached the jeweller’s daughter and offered
his hand.

Marie retreated a step, and said, with vi-
sible tremor, “I—I thank you, Signor—you
will pardon me—I am not well.”

“ Nay, lady,” returned he, “suy not so;
the spirit of the dance will chase away
ennui.”

And agnin he advanced towards her, and
now he had taken her hand. She felt for
the moment a faintness stealing over her,
and her glance involuntarily wandered to the
door through which Richard had passed;
then,in a firm, decided tore, withdrawing
her hand, she said—

“ Signor de Malpertez, I thank you for
your courtesy, but I have no wish todance.”

« Come, I will take no refusal,” persisted
the Spaniard, half in jest, half in earnest;
[« you have never yet danced with me, and
now you must.”

At that moment Richard re-entered the
| room. Marie saw him not, nor did Ales-
sandro; but her lip quivered as she now
endeavoured to disengage her wrist from
the firm grasp of the coustier, and she ex-
 claimed in pain— .

“You burt me, sir! Signor de Malper-
tez, you are rude I’ and her eye flashed fire
a3 she spoke. T

¢ Cruel Ma'mselle Delvise 1” he returned.
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“ Signor,” now interrupted Richard, “you

forget yourself; and forget, too, the courte-
sy of a gentleman.”

“ When I need your connsel, sir,” return-
ed the other, haughtily, I will ask it.”

He still'held the hand of Marie, whose
heart was palpitating wildly.

“ Whilst here, sir,” cxclaimed Richard,
“that Jady is under my protection; nor, in
my presence, shall any dare to offer her an
insult.”

“ Away!” cried the courtier; for, altho’
the prince had left the room, he presumed
upon his presence in the house ; but he had
overshot his mark, The word was scarcely
uttered, when Richard grasped the Spani-
ard by the throat, and with one powerful
cffort he was hurled to the distance of seve-
ral yards, and went reeling to the floor. Li-
vid with rage, he sprang to his feet, and his
naked sword glistened in the light. But,
with a cry of horror, the guests interposed.

. “I demand satisfaction!” shricked the
Spaniard ; “ Stand back! Blood for the in-
sult ¥

“Iow now, Malpertez?” demanded the
prince, who, attracted by the noise, at that
moment re-entered the room. “ What means
this disturbance ? A drawn sword in the
presence of ladies!” and then he shavply

added, « Take you this for a camp, sir? Re-
store your Llade to its scabbard—instantly.”

Alessandro bowed to the presence of roy-
alty, and obeyed. The circumstances were
then rapidly- explained to the privee;and
Malpertez was violent in lis demand for
immediate salisfaction.

“This is no place nor time for brawls,”
said the Danphin; “I must adjust- this
quarrel myself.  Monsicur Bridgnortl, and
you, Signor Malpertez, will follow me.”

And, accompanied by the count, in whose
mansion the outrage had lbeen committed,

and by a crowd of gentlemen, ths prince and
the disputants retived to a distant room.—
Arbitration, however, was of no avail—tle
Spaniard would hear of no postponement ;
and, emboldened rather than abashed by the
presence of his master, claimed immediate
decision. It was an age of few words and
sudden deeds ; and, in the presence of the
company, and by the sanction of the prince,
as at a tournament in yet carlier times, the
combatanis were now arrayed, sword in
hand. The ladies, and those who remained

in the drawing-room, listened eagerly for the
issue of the consultation; when suddenly
the alarming sounds of clashing steel struck
upon their cars. Maric uttered a faint
scream, and rushed from the room ; and, ere
a moment had elapsed, guided by the sound,
the entire assembly broke into the chamber.

But the battle was decided. In an un-
anarded moment the sword of Malpertez
was struck from his hand, and he was at the
merey of Richard.  ‘L'he guests entered the
room as Richard took possession of the fall-
en weapon, when gracefally presenting it to
his antagonist, he said, )

“Take back your sword, Signor Malper-
tez, and when next it is drawn may it be in
a nobler quarrel.”

A murmur of applause broke from the
lips of the anditors at the magnanimity of
the victor; and the defeated Spaniard,
sheathing his sword with a scowl, threw up-
on Richard a look of hate and scorn, and
immediately disappeared.

A month passed, and the day was fixed
for the marriage of Richard mnd Marie.—
The parents of both had consented ; and as
Richard had now sceured a handsome com-
petency, he had resolved—for the horizon of
France was darkening—to relinquish com-
merce and return to the land of his birth.—
With that view, his accounts were closed,
and the bulk of his property transmitted to
his father’s care, in London, retaining only
suflicient for immediate wants.  Ilis domes-
tic affairs were casily and quickly arranged,
and a ship was in preparation for the voy-
age. Theaged Delvise had been prevailed
upon to follow them to Iingland, as soon as
his arrangements would permit.

When it became publiely known that their
marriage day was fixed, the invilations to
fashionable parties were even more numer-
ous than before; and, whether by accident

or design, wherever Maric was, there the . |

prince made it convenient to be also. Not
that he noticed, or appeared to notice, Ma-
ric more than another; or that his atien-
tions were more patticularly addressed to
her; bui it became the subject of pointed
remark that the prinee was more frequently
in public than had been his custom. Ilow-
ever this might be, or to whatever extert
surmises were dirccted towards Marie, she
scarcely noled the civeumstance, and- was
certainly too much occupied with her own
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happiness to observe or be annoyed by the
Dauphin’s presence. :

It would be idle to dilate upon the prepa-
rations that ushered in the marriage-day, or
upon the magnificence of the wedding, or
the feasting and festivities that followed.—
It is sufficient to say, that as the wedded
pair had arranged to leave Paris on the
evening of the same day, to pass afew hours
at a couniry house some miles from the cap-
ital, and proceed thence divect to England,
the Count of ————— and his friends would
part with them on no other condition than
that they should devote the last few hours
of their stay in Paris to a farewell party in
the Count’s mansion. In vain Richard
pleaded : the Count would take no denial,
but promised to rclease them attan carly
hour, as they had determined on leaving
Pavis that night.

That evening the Dguphin was not pre-
scnt, and the mirth was unresirained ; but
time flew on, dnd every minnte scemed an
hour, {o two at least—to the young cou-
ple. No sooner would Richard allude to
the necessity of departure, than he was sur-
rounded, and cheated into staying a little
longer. 'The count had an admirable story
to tell—the marquis recollected a striking
illustration to it—and some onc clse, now
that the affair was mentioned, remembered
2 singular collateral circumstance—and, in
fine, it was near midnight before they esca-
ped into their carriage and drove rapidly
away.

It was a night in spring, and the heavy
clouds had decpened in theiv hue, and hung
like a pall over the silent capital. The
streets were now duserted, and the fecble
light of the lamps, that searcely served to
show the ropes by which they were suspend-
ed across the roads, appeared more fitfnl and
cheerless than ever.

The carriage was proceeding slowly along
an ill-paved street in a quiet quarter of the
city, when a man, masked and cloaked, sud-
denly stepped forward to the horses’ heads,
and cried in a loud voice,—

“X arrest you!” seizing the reins with
both his hands. At the same moment four
others, but without masks, emerged from an
archway, and rushed to the carriage door;
but Richard had thrown it open at the sound
of the voice, and now confronted the assail-
ants.

“ What means this? Who are you that
dare to stay us in the public road ?”

“ Gentlemen of fortunc!” was the laconic
reply of one ; “we pick up our living in the
strects.”

« Industrious artizans,” said another, «for
we work whilst our neighbours are asleep.”

Theve was no need for these facetious ex-
planations, for their exterior betrayed their
calling.

Not earing to parley with the ruffians,
who were too numerous, also, o be easily
shaken off,Richard drew out his purse, saying:

“You are poor—you want money ; take
this and let us pass—I have no more.”

“ A very benevolent gentleman,” remark-
ed the fellow who had just spoken, as he
snatched the purse; “and a very acute
sense of the wants of his fraternity : but at
the same time, that lady must come with us,”
producing a pistol as he spoke; “just as a
pledge of your good faith, you know.”

Richard started back, and the words—
“My wife I escaped his lips as he grasped
the carriage door ; and, as he spoke, a coach
came slowly from the archway into the street,
and drew up.

“Sorry to disturb conjugal felicity,” re-
joined the man, rubbing his chin with the
muzzle of his pistol, *but if you're like me
vith iy wife, you'll stand something hand-
some to get rid of her.”

“Why do you delay ?” demanded a iall,
masked figure who had alighted from the
coachs. “bind him if he resists, and seize
the lady.”

The tervified Marie sercamed as the men
approached, and Richard instantly exclaim-
ed to the masked figure as he held fast the
door, and kept the men at bay :

“Dauphin, your disguise is useless! I
know you—and I know you now for a vil-
lain1”

He had not drawn his sword, for policy
withheld him ; and although the prinee, to
avoid the possibility of bloodshed, and de-
pending on superior force, had sirictly for-
bidden the pistols to be loaded, Richard
knew it not; and in a moment he was oyer-
powered, and Marie dragged into the street.
She implored the prince’s merey, and called
upon his hononr, but in vain, when a thought
secmed suddenly to strike the prince, and at
his command they were released—Marie fly-
ing to her husband for protection.
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“ You sece,” said the prince to Richard,
“that you arc at my mercy : Maric must
and shall be mine; and now reflect: if you
resist, she is mine by force, and the law will
avail you nothing against me. Consent to
an accommodation, fand to-morrow you are
the richest man in France, and my influence
shall procure you a title to your name.”

The husband’s face was crimson as the
dauphin spoke, and the haughty ¢ Never I”
that passed his lips in 1eply, went to the
prince’s heart, and again the latter grasped
Marie by the arm.

Richard’s breath came thick and fast. ITe
gasped— Prinee, are you mad?”

% Begaar!” was the reply.

The prince had motioned the men aside
while they spoke. Alessandro, for Richard
now saw it was he, had lelt the horses’ heads,
and the opportunity was ripe for a desperate
venture,

In a suppressed tone, and grinding his
teeth with the words, the jewecller cried—
“Beware, Monseigneur, and loose your hold.”

“ Sucre !— Canaille I” shounted the prince
in scorn.

The bridegroom uttered not a word—for
one moment his check flushed with a burn-
ing rage, and in another instant the English-
man’s sword was red with the datphin’s
blood.

A cry escaped his followers as they saw
him fall to the ground, and in the confusion
Richard swung the fainting Marie into the
carriage, secnred the door, and leaped upon
the coachman’s box. Away went the horses
over therngged street, scattering the sparks
from their hoofs as they dashed madly on—
their nostrils extended, and the white foam
flying from their mouths—till far behind was
the scene of danger, and the house of Del-
vise was gained. Richard, forbidding the
coachman to move, first reassured Marie,
then dashing open the door of the house, and
pale, agitated, and breathless, stood in the
chamber of Delvise.

¢ Where is the passport, Delvise ?
me some money, for I must fly !”

« Tt isthere !V he exclaimed, and as Rich-
ard took it from the table, asked in terror,
“Richard! Richard! your looks alarm me
—what have you done #”

“ Nay—do not ask me, Delvise; I have
drawn my sword in, the streets of Paris—I
have slain the Dauphin of France.”

Giye

The old man groancd, and sank heavily
back upon the chair; a light footstep was
heard upon the staircase, and the terrified
Marie stood by her father’s side. The jew-
eller clasped his daughter to his bosom, and
then the pent-up feelings found an utterance,
and she sobbed upon his breast.

“0Q God! O God}” cried the wretched
husband, “and tkis is my wedding night 1’

ITe buvied his face in his hands, and in
the pause that followed, a thousand thoughts
were chasing through his mind, and above
all there arose the image of the galleys, or
of immediate and shameful death. e start-
ed from his momentary lethargy, with a wild-
ness in his look and accent, as he exclaimed :

<« Father, I must away: every moment
wasted now is a letter on my tombstone {—
Marie, my wife! will you go with me ?”

“To death, Richard I” was the proud re-
sponse, as she placed her hands in his with
unshaken confidence and love.

“Then we must knaw no rest till the seas
are between us. The ship is ready at Cal-
ais.  Oneco on hoard we are safe.  Father,
you will remain secure—they cannot harm
you; and give us now your blessing.”

“ God bless you i cried the old man, as
the tears started to his eyes. Richard grasp-
cd Lis hand, Rarie took a last embrace, and
the clocks of Paris struck out the hour of
one, a5 the carringe halted at the barrier,
whilst the passport was examined—and then
the open country was before them, and they
were driving swiflly on towards Calals.

Paternoster Row was then, as now, a busy
thoroughfare, but it was before the days of
the bookscllers, and various was the mer-
chandise for which its houses were celebrat-
ed; but the mercantile firm of Bridgnorth
& Son, wlich for years had been its leading
feature, no longer transacted business there
—its operations being now conducted in
more spacious premises on the banks of the
Thames; and the deserted house, refitted
and re-arranged, had Iately become the town
residence of the youngest son of the family,
who, after an absenee of some years, had re-
turned from France, with a rapidly acquired
fortune, and with o lady who bore his name.

Richard and his wite had not been many
days in their new habitation, before they re-
ceived a letter from Delvise, which convey-
ed to them the joyful intelligence that the
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dauphin had survived his wound, and was
out of danger ; but then, to Richard, follow-
ed this alarming passage :

“ A3 was inevitable, sentence of death has
been passed upon you, and a heavy reward
held out as the price of your apprehension;
this you need not have feared—but I know
from positive authority of a private nature,
that the Spaniard, Malpertez, induced by the
hope of o title, and by the desire to revenge
some wrong that you have done him,
has taken a sacred oath to follow you to
your retreat, and at the risk of his own life,
to capture or destroy you.”

At that moment a ship was crossing the
seas to England, and Alessandro Malpertez
was pacing to and fro upon her deck.

A cloudy day had given place to a clear,
starlight night. The autumn winds were
abroad, and the few leaves that yet remain-
ed upon the solitary tree in the garden at-
tached to Richard’s house fluttered mourn-
fully upon the branches—for their compa-
nions were yellow and dead, and scattered
upon the ground, and the rustling song of
the green and crowded leaves, that had giv-
cn renewed youth and cheerful life to the
old tree, was now silent and gone, and the
sound occasionally given forth, as the strong
wind more rudety shook the branches, was
but the memory of a former iime, and the
heavy sigh of old age for the faded glory of
youth.

One apartment of that house, which look-
ed upon the garden, presented a striking
contrast to the cheerlessness without ; a large
bright fire blazed ruddily in the grate, and
lighted up the paintings that were hung
about the room, while the magnificent mir-
ror upon the mantel-picce reflected the dan-
cing rays as they shifted fantastically about,

. and followed their curious antics in a hun-
dred varying phases,

It was one of those roomy and substantial
houses that onr ancestors loved to build;
and every chamber gave an indication of
wealth and ease. The rich tint of Sicnna
marble was on the walls, and the broad and
many-stepped staircases, the massive and
highly-finished doors, the warm wainscoting
and profuse drapery—all served to stamp
the habitation as that of a family of afflu-
¢nce. It was in a time when the rich mer-
chants of London invariably dwelt in the ¢-
ty, «nd Dbuilt for themselves houses more

resembling the mansions of nobility- than
the dwellings of tradesmen, and this house
was one of the most sumptuous. Retired
somewhat from the public thoroughfares,
and reached by a couri-way closed at night
by tall and massy iron gates, it combined at
once the comforts and convenience of a town
residence with the repose and safety of a
castle.  But on the night of which we treat,

‘when the iron gates were closed, they shut

the cnemy in. At dusk, a stealthy footstep
had passed unseen up the courtway, and
when the porter secured the gates and en-
tered the house, he saw not the dark figure
crouching beneath the shadow of the garden
wall. '

Let us return to the chamber where the
broad mirror is chasing the shifting rays
upon the pictures, and as we pass through
the doorway, we may hear in a low tone the
single word ¢ Check !” pronounced.

The two figures seated at the table by
the fire, with the curious little ivory men
between them, are Richard and Marie, and
they are playing the thoughtful game of
Chess.

But a deeper game was being played—a
game of mighty import, to be won and lost
that night. The old tree in the garden,
whose branches sometimes touched the win-
dow, was shaking violently, and it was not
the wind that shook it ; it was no bird that
alighted now upon it, for a strong man had
climbed to the trunk, and was straining eve-
ry nerve to reach the window by the aid of
its sturdy arms.

“You are not playing well to-night, Rich-
ard,” said his wife.

I am not altogether well mysclf, Marie,”
he rejoined, as he threw himself back in
his chair. “The weather influences one’s
spirits; it has been verv gloomy to day,and
T have had sadder thoughts than usual; I
have been thinking of Paris, and I never
think of Paris without being sad.”

“You should not give way to desponding
thoughts,” said Maric, tenderly; “I can
think of Paris, and yet not be sad.”

“Tt is when I think of you, Marie, that
the shadow comes. You do not betray™a
wish to see France again, and I know it is
in kindness to me you hide your thoughts.
Do you never long for your native couniry ?
do you never sigh for the home of your
birth ?” ’
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“ Richard, Richard,” she replied, ns she
rosc and threw her arms about him ; “where
you are is my country, and the only home I
ask is in your heart.”

“Ugh!” cried the husband, and started
to his feet as though an adder had stung
bim. His eye had glanced upon the win-
dow as a human face had pressed against
the gluss; and they were features indelibly
stamped upon his memory. Quick as
thought he put his wife from him and durt-
ed across the room, flung open the case-
ment and gazed out into the night. But the
quiet stars looked down upon him; and as
the cool autumn air gently fanned his fore-
head, the strong clear moonlight streamed
past him into the chamber, and played upon
the marble mantelpiece. e passed his
hand across his brow as he fastened the win-
dow and drew the curtains more closely to-
gether,

“What is the matter?” asked his wife
anxiously.

“« Why I thought—oh, nothing—an idle
funcy—no more;” and he stood awhile ga-
zing abstractedly vpon the fire: then step-
ping to the door and dpening it, he called
mildly, ¢ Philip! Philip I

A domestic appearcd in answer to the
‘suramons.

« Are the outer gates closed ¥’

T secured them myself, sir, at nightfall.”

“ 1t 1s well ; sce that the doors are barred,
and—good night.”

An bour elapsed, and the servants had
retired to rest ; Marie had sought her cham-
ber—it was within that where they had
played at chess—and Richard was alone.

Above the staircase on the second story
of the house a powerful alarm-bell had been
erected, and from it diverged wires that
passed down the walls, and were skilfully
and seeretly attached to the principal cham-
ber doors, leaving it in the power of the oc-
cupant of the room to set or loosc ab will the
springs connected with the wire above the
door ; but should the door be accidentally
moved or an entry attempted by a strange
band, the entire machinery was instantly set
in motion, and the alarm effectually spread.

Richard went to the door to set the spring;
but before doing so he opened it, and looked
for 2 moment through the staircase window
at the dark cathedral, whose gigantic bulk
stood clearly out against the cold blue sky.

And there he leaned against the doorway,
and mused till the cold air reminded bim of -
bed, and sighing, he scarce knew why, he
softly closed the door, sct firmly the spring
of the alarm-wire, and went towards the
hearth.

It wasno fancy of Richard’s when, an
hour before, he had sprung towards the win-
dow ; but when he looked forth he saw no-
thing—for the intruder had suddenly drop-
ped from the window-sill among the shrub-
bery of the garden, and the dark dress had
blended with the leaves, while the deepened
shade that hung around the spot had aided
the deception. Nor could Richard know,
as he gazed afterwards through the staircase
window, that the same being had crept round
to that side of the house, and was secking
the means of climbing to that very wiudow
~—that, indeed, he was accomplishing his ob-
ject as Richard fastened the door and sct
the spring.

The lamp upon the fable was faintly glim-
mering, and nearly extinet ; the fire was low
in the grate, and what remained was pow-
erless and dulled 5 yet stiil the master of the
house gazed upon the coal, for his thoughts
were busy, and his mind was far away, and
he saw not the dying lamp nor the perishing
fire, for in imagination he stood again in the
streets of Paris—when a light sharp erack
startled him from his veverie, and he listen-
ed: but the only sound that broke upon his
car was the great cathedral bell, as it slowly
gave out its ponderous tones, and announc-
ed, by the twelve beats of its mighty pulse,
the hour of midnight in London.

Hark ! he could not be mistaken !—thero
was a stealthy {ootstep on thelanding! No:
again all was still.  But his suspicions were
aroused ; he thonght of the face at the win-
dow, and he shuddered.  He drew & poniard
from his breast—a weapon that never left
him—and waited, and listened, with his
glance fixed upon the handle of the door,—
and, as he looked, he distinctly saw it move.

“Who's there?” he demanded, in a loud
commanding tone, and grasped the poniard
firmly,

The sound of his voice was like a spell
upon the intruder, who, finding the door
locked and resisting his hand, threw his
whole weight heavily agaiust it," and burst |
violenily into the room. The alarm-wire
was broken by the shock, but the ‘bell rung
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out a fearful peal. The man was masked,
and in his hand he held a horse-pistol, which
was levelled at Richard ; but the unexpected
bell unnerved his arm, the doubtful light
cheated his aim, and the bullet whizzed
through the hair of Richard, while the ma-
Jjestic mirror crashed into rain at his feet.

“Help! lielp!” he exclained, as lie dash-
¢d away the chair that was before him. The
assailant saw his failure, and in an instant
drew a knife from his girdle, with his left
hand, and, uttering a savage Spanish oathi,
rashed upon Richard with the butt-end of
his uplifted pistol. Swift as thought, the
young man darted from the spot, and liis as-
sailant, unprepared for the movemeat, was
carried by his own force beyond the mark,
and stumbled. Like a tiger Richard sprang
upon him, and struck him in the back with
his poinard : the keen blade passed through
the lungs into the heart, and the wretched
man fell heavily upon the hearth—a corpse.

In a moment the room was fiiled, and
Marie clung to her husband, and thanked
God for his safety. The alarm was sudden,
and they brought no lights. Richard drag-
ged the body .to the window, and when he
drew back the cartains and tore off the mask,
the broad moonlight revealed to him the face
and form of Alessandro Malpertez !

Generations have passed sinee that time,
and the world has scen a change.  The fam-
ily of Bridguorth yet exists, but reverses
have come—=ihe name is changed—and the
descendants know nothing of the wealth of
their ancestors, T'he house yet remains, but
it is not the same. The hand of time has
been busy with the spot, aud commerce
has claimed it for herself. Where the gar-
den stood, and the old tree grew, is now a
garden no more : the space is filled by out-
houses pertaining to the buildings that sur-
round it, and searcely a trace remaias to say
what once it was. Dut in the house itself
-are many indications of the past,and Here
‘and there the rich paint upon the walls,
though cracked and broken, defaced and
stained, speaks .out from: its ancient garb to

.tell of an earlier time; and to this day, in

dts old position, yet hangs a vemnant of the
alarm-pell, with fragments of the wire dang-
ling from it, but all broken and useless, and

.only serving to excite speculation as (o its

former intent in him wlo may chance to
mount the staircase. ,

1t was but the other day tliat X stood in the
room where the fated mirror had fallen, and
endeavoured to recall the incidents I have
narrated. My eye fell upon the chimney-
piecey and I could not look without regret
upon the lately-brokeri marble—the work of
a careless hand—nor without a wish, per-
haps an idle one, that the time-honoured rel-
ics of our ancestors. should be handled with
a more gentle touch, and be more reverently
removed. The building, from time to time,
has had many masters, and undergone many
altérations : rooms have been merged into
cach other by the removal of party-walls,
and the'early arrangement materially inter-
fered with to snit the whim or convenicnce
of the varied occupants; nor does it longer
bear a distinetive character—for two adjoin-
ing houses have heen blended with it, and it
is now somewhat difficult to trace the.boun-
dary of each. In place of the quict and re-
pose of old, the roar of machinery echoes
through the rooms ; the passages are no lon-
ger trodden with a noiseless step; dud at
the entrance of the courtway, where the high
gates stood, are now two slight iron barriers
—the supporters of a gate, which in its turn
has been removed; and on either side a
bright brass plate, but lately placed there,
announces to the passers-by that the premis-
¢s are in the occupation of printers!

I know not why we should speak mourn-
fully of other days, nor why we should ap-
proach, with a reverence amounting at times
to awe, the things mpon which Time has
done its work; yet it would seem an immu-
table principle in human nature, and in hu-
man nature alone. May it not be that in
these perishing memeritos we $ee an image
of our own decay ?—silent admonitors of that
great Mystery to which we are all hastening,
and in which, sooner or later, we must be
merged !

oy

Sensibility is the cause either of the
greatest happiness or. misery attending the
female sex,—but too frequently it leads to
the latter, yet if virtne is their guide it gives
them gleams of the former by a hopeful as-
surance of eternal felicity.

Habitual acts of kindness haye 4 power- -
erful effect in softeniug the heast.
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%0 BREATIE NO MORE THAT NAME TO ME."

O Dreathe no more that name tome, -
For I have steeled my heavt to bear
The worst extremes of poverty,
‘T'he canker pangs of doubt and care.

Yor, T have calmly learncd to smile,
Though cold dontempt und scorn iy Jot,
Unheeded b{ 1he caveless thiong,
And, by the (viends I loved, forgot.

D’yve said to Fancy’s foolish dreams;

& Deceive no more my trustivg youth;”
And summoned, to dircet my steps,

The counsels of the matron, truth,

For chustened is ny wayward heart,
‘T'o duty’s stern deeree 1 bow,—
And, patiently, with willing steps,
1 tread life's thorny pathway now.

Then, if you love me, breathe no more
The name that mocks my self-control—
That bids tl:e waves of passion sweep
In fiercest tumult o'er my soul.

Too vividly it brings to mind
The golden hopes that ouce were mine;
The dreams that lent delusive light
As false, as fair, I now resign.
The buoyunt step is now subdued—
The joyous Jaugh is heard o more §
And the pale cireck forgets the tint
That ouce, in happicr days, it wore :

Yot hush, my heart, no more rebel,
Bew toa Father’s gemtle Jove,
Wlo calls thee, from earih’s fieeting loys,
To seck for nobler gilts above.
Hulifuz. v

am

P e

C e

Whet 5 True Tome ?

Two ladies of my acquaintance, a short
time ago, discussed the important question :
—%What is true love?’  And, reader,
would you believe it, they differed so much
in opinion, that they agreed to refer to the
first gentleman they met; with the under-
standing that they should have been previ-
ously acquainted with their umpire. Fortu-
nately for me, I happened to be that lucky

.personage; and each lady began to unfold

her views on the subject with that rapidity
of tongue only found amongst woman.

« My dear Johd, don’t you think; that
when one person begins to feel interested in
adother and—"

% No, no, I object to your way of asking
the question, my dear Jane;” begin Mary,
before Jane could finish her speech; and I
had begaa to think it was going to be a rc-
gular set-speech, too. But, as I found they
were going to differ about-so trifling a mat-
ter, I asked what they wished to know ; and
on being informed, said : “I am sure I can-
not give you any definite answer at present,

.18

but let me hear cach of your views on the
subject ; but please, only one at a time—
therefore, let me hear yours first, Jane, as
you appear (0 have studied what to say, and
have all at your tongue’s end. She then
began, in earnest, somewhat as follows :—

“Well, Isay, that when one person be-
gins to feel interested in anvother ; anxious
about their welfare; ihquires about, and gets
to know all they can about them ; £ say that
love prompts them to do so; and that is trne
love, and nothing clse, although that anxie-
ty, et cetera, be but slight and not very deep:
Iy rooted in them.” )

“Oh, I suppose,” inquired T, “you are
an advocate for what are called ¢ first ¢m-
pressions ¥ .

“To be sure Tam; and I think that is
true love, for I really ¢ fell in love’ with Cap-
tain C last night; he is such a nice
fellow, although I never saw him before.”

“ Please, don’t detail such a love story at
preseat. I suppose you would have accep-
ted his hand in marriage, if he had offered
it this morning ; but, remember, Jane, this
old saying:—* Marry in haste, and repent at
lessure)” ] . )

“ Now; Mary, I think I understand Jane’s
views, let me hear yours.” .

“Well, John,” she began in an under-

tone, « I differ from her véry much; I am
not an advocate for what ave called ¢ first
tmpressions, but for that only true love
which has been seasoned and strengthened
by time; that God-like love, always the
same, or rather, loving more for knowing
more; that which would endure even death
for the loved onc:.  Jane thinks only of lov-
ing such as Captain C——, but my love
would extend to all mankind; from king to
peasant, from the free to the slave, from
black to white, from the savage to the most
civilized.” . .
. “Yours, Mary, is what inay be called
love universal ; or, where you see your fel-
low-beings, there would you extend your
love?”

“ Yes”

“Well, I think I now understand you
both ; and, as your umpire, it is my duty to
suin up, and then give my opinion on this
important question. First of all, 1 must
comment on Jane’s remarks. I hope she
will excuse me, when I say that I cannot
agree with her altogether, butin part can;
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—<When one person feels interested in ano-
ther, she says, that is love and nothing
else ’—it is love, truly, but like 4 man who
has just begun to ascend a hill, he will never
reach the top, if he goes no further: so
Jane’s theory of love must advance, or it
will not do for me. Aggin, let me tell you,
I am not in favour of what are called *first
impressions.” Jane, I would advise you not
to determine too hastily, but weigh well and
consider ; ¢look well before you leap,” or
you may afterwards feel the consequences ;
be careful not to attach yourself to worthless
pe,l"sons ; such as, I am afraid, Captain C—
is.

“ Now, Mary, T have not much to say up-
on your remarks, except that I agree with
them generally; but let me also cantion yon
not to attach yourself to all indiscriminately,
as you might have to rue as well as Jane.

“ T suppose I must now give you my opi-
pion of love, although it is nearly the same
as Mary’s ; as you will guess from the re-
marks I have made. A picture painted in
the brightest colours is not always best ; but
often far from it: ’tis the equal blending
that strikes the ¢ye. So it is with true love;
he who paints you in the brightest form,
does not always love ; nay, generally prais-
es you to accomplish his own ends—while,
on the other hand, he who sometimes remon-
strates, find fault, and points out your errors,
is often your best friend ; and, if he do it
with good grace and suitable advice, blend-
ing your good as well as evil doings toge-

. ther, and ‘making a picture as you ought to
be, he cannot fail to do good. But, besides
this, there is other love equally good and
noble ; that which would defend the fallen
and the weak : that which would hide the
faults it saw in another ; that which would
cheer the outcast and forsaken ; reform the
vicious ; bring the wanderer from virtue to
vice back again to virtue ; that which endur-
eth all things, hopeth all things ; which set-
teth forth no evil reports, but striveth to
curb calumny, vice, drunkenness, and ‘other
evils too numerous to detail. I could dwell
‘on slavery, war, &c., and those noble-minded
-men, who strive to. abolish such fendish,
base, -and unnecessary institutions, but my
time will not at present -admit ; however, I
may hereafter have an opportunity, which I
shall not. pass. heedlessly by. I must now

:bid: you good-bye, and in doing so, I would

fruit.

say, that he who sincerely striveth to benefit
his fellow-men, no matter in what form, or
how, loves them truly ; and that is what T
call True Love.

@he Tonguoge of Flowers,

The fair lily is an image of holy innocence ;
the purple rose is a figure of unfelt love ;
faith is represented to us in the blue passion-
flower ; hope beams forth from the evergreen;
peace from the olive branch; immortallity
from immortelle; the cares of life are repre-
sented by the rosemary ; the victory of the
spirit by the palm; modesty, by the blue,
fragrant violets; compassion by the ivy;
tenderness by the myrile ; affectionate remi-
niscenes by the forget-me-not ; natural hon-
esty and fidelity by the oak leaf ; unassum-
ingness by the corn-flower ; (the cyanc;)
and the anriculas, ¢ how friendly they look
upon us with their child-like eyes.”  Even
the dispositions of the human soul are ex-
pressed by flowers. Thus, silent grief is
porteayed by the weeping willow ; sadness,
by the angelica ; shuddering; by the aspen ;
melancholy by the cypress ; desire of meet-
ing again, by the starwort ; the night smell-
ing rocket is a figure of life, as it stands on
the frontiers between light and darkness.—
Thus nature, by these flowers, seems to be-
token her loving sympathy with us, and
whom hath she not often more consoled than
heartless-and voiceless men are able to do.

A Generous Hero.—The deputies of &
great metropolis in Giermany, offered Mar-
shal Turenne .one hundred thousand crowns
not o pass with his army through the city.
“ Gentlemen,” replied he, ¢ I cannot, in cot-
science, aceept your money, as I had no in-
tention to pass that way.”

SELF-CONFIDENCE. — They who gird
themselves for the business of the world
should go to it with a sense of the utility,
the importance, the necessity and the duty
of their exertions.—Southey.

Lord Bacon says, «Slander is one of the
taxes which excellent persons pay to the
public ; the best persons are most -injured -
by it, as the birds génerally peck at the best
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Call me et Fhawes, Deovest,

BY MRS. F. 8. 0SGOOD,

Call me pet names, dearest! Call me a bird,
That flies to thy breast at one cherishing word,
That foldg its wild wings there, ne’er dreawing of

flizht
That fcnde"’r)y’sings there in Joving delight
Oh! my sad heart keeps pining for one fond word,
Call me pet names, dearest! Call me thy bird!

Call me sweet names, darling! Call me 2 flower,

That lives in the light of thy smile each hour,

That droops when its heaven thy heart grows cold,

That shrinks from the wicked, the fulse, and bold,

That bloloms for thee only, through sunlight and
ghower ;

Call me pet names, darling! Call me thy flower !

Call me fond names, dearest! Call me u star,

Whose smiles beaming welcome thou feed'st from afar,
Whose light is the clearest, the truest to thee,

Wien the *night of sorrow » steals over life’s sea;
Oh! trust thy rich bark where its warm rays are,

Call me pet names, darling! Call e thy star!

Call me dear names, darling! Call me thine own!
Speak to me always in love's low tone!

Let not thy look nor thy voice grow cold :

Let my fond worship thy being enfold ;

Love me for ever, and Jove me alone!

Call me pet names, darling! Call me thine own!

4 Fuir Offer.

Dr. Franklin, it is said, once made the
following offer to a young man :

“Make a full estimate of all you owe and
all that is owing to you. As fast as you can
collect, pay over to those you owe, If you
cannot, renew your note every year, and get
the best security you can. Go to business
diligently and be industrious ; waste no idle
moments; be very economical in all things ;
discard all pride ; be faithfl in your duty to
God, be regular and hearty in prayer morn-
ing and night; attend church and meeting
regularly every Sunday and do unto all men
as you would they should do unto you. If
you are too mneedy in circumstances to give
to the poor, do whatever else is in your
power for them cheerfully, but if you can,
help the poor and unfortunate. Pursue this
course diligently and sincerely for seven
years, and if you are not happy, comfortable,
and independent in your circumstances, come
to me and I will pay your debis.”

Young people, try-it.

It is the interest of every man who wish-
es to be happy himself to endeavour to make
others so. -

UnEDUCATED WOMEN.— There is no
sight so truly pitiable as that afford-
ed by a rising family of children under
the guardianship of an ignorant mother.—
1 would be understood in the use of the term
IeNoraNT, as wishing to convey the picture
of a mother whose maiden days were devo-
ted to the acquirements of fashionable ac-
complishments, to the exclusion of solid
mental calture and acquirements.

The woman who reigns the queen of the
ball room is very seldom found capable of
being the governess of her own children;
and the time spent at soiree and route will
be bitterly regretted, when age brings ex-
perience and consequent remorse for the
evil she has inflicted and her incapacity to
discharge properly the interesting and im-
portant duties of her station, when it was
hev natural duty to be at once an instructor
and example.

The maiden who casts aside her book for
the cotillion, will never win the love and
esteem of a sensible man ; and should she
select a partner for life among her partners
in the dance, she will find, when it is too
late, that her choice has been as unfortunate,
as the place where she first attracted his
notice was injudicious.

I never look without pain upon that young
wife, who enters upon her second era with
fashionable ideas of society. Her first era
has been devoted to the attainment of certain
rules and systems, which are scarcely par-
donable in the girl, certainly censurable in a
wife, and criminal in the mother.

Discoveries oF THE Last Havr Cen-
TUrY.—There has been no period since the
commencement of the world, in which so
many important discoveries tending to bene-
fit mankind were made, as in the last half
century. Some of the most wonderful re-
sults of human intellect have been witnessed
in the last fifty years. Some of the grandest
conceptions of genius have been perfected.
It is remarkable how the mind of the world
has run into scientific investigation, and what
achieveraents it has effected in that short
period. Before the -year 1800, there was
not a single steamboat in existence, and the
application of steam to machinery was un-
known. Fuiton launched the first steam-
boat in 1807. Now there are three thou-
sand steamboats traversing the waters of
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Ameriea, and the time saved in travel is
equal to seventy per cent. The rivers of
every country in the world nearly, arc tra-
versed by steamboats, In 1800, there was
not a single railroad in the world. In the
United States alone there are now 8,707
miles of railroad, costing $286,000,000 to
build, and about 22,000 miles of road in
England and America, The Jocomotive will
now travel in as many hours, a distance,
which, in 1800, required as many days to
accomplish. In 1800 it took wecks to con-
vey intelligence between New Orleans and
Philadelphia, and now it can be accomplish-
ed in minutes through the electric telegraph
which only had its.beginning in 1643. Vol-
taism was discovered in March, 1800. The
electric magnet in 1821, Electrofying was
discovered only a few years ago. IHods
printing press, capable af printing 1G,000
copies an hour, is a very rccent discovery,
but of 2 most important character. Gas
light was unknown in 1800 ; now every city
and town of any pretences is lighted with it,
and we have the announcement of a still
greater discovery, by which light, heat, and
motive power may be all produced from wa-
ter with hardly any cost. Daguerre com-
municated to the world his beautiful inven-
tion in 1839. Gun cotton and chloroform
are discoveries of but a few years old.  As-
tronomy has added a number of new planets
to the solar system, Agricultural chemistry
has enlarged the domain of knowledge in
that important branch of seientific rescarch ;
and mechanics have inereased the {acilities
for production, and the means of accomplish-
ing an amount of labor which far transcends
the ability of united mental cffort to accom-
plish. The triumphs achieved in this last
branch of discovery and invention are enough
to mark the last half eentury as that which
has most contributed to augment personal
comforts, enlarge the enjoyments, and add
to the blessings of man.  'What will tho next
half century accomplish? We 1ay look for
still greater discoveries, for the intel'ect of
man js awake, exploring every mine of
knowledge, .and searching for uscful infor-
mation in every department of art and
industry.

Maxe Hoxe BeavriruL.—t is a true
index of the progress of our race, to observe
the regard paid to homes : and it is a con-

soling reflection that its sanctity has attract-
ed, at last, the atteation it doserves. To bo
loved as it ought, to awaken the affection
home should inspire, it must be beautiful,
and worthy of heing cherished.  When it is
so easy a thing to beautify and adorn home,
is it not & matter of surprise that so little
attention, in this respect, is given to it in
many parts of our couniry? Indeed, we
may fear that this neglect will become “a
byword of reproach.” It is a mistaken idea
that home cannot be made beautiful, but by
the costly exotics. Tncentives, of: the high-
cst chavacter, are leld out to induce men to
plant and cultivate shady trees. No argu-
ment is needed to confirm the trath that
shade trees promote health, that they are
condicive to comfort and pleasure ; and he
is truly to be pitied, who sees no beauty in
trees, nothing majestic or grand in trees,
Nature’s waving, “frowning Titans.” If
more is required tq induce the growing of
trees and shrubs for shade and ornament,
compare the appearance of some of our vil-
lages, where, for near the full cirele of 2
mile, scarce g solitary tree intervenes ils
gratefol shade to break the rays of a sum-
mer sun’s roasting heat, or to inviie the cool,
refreshing breeze : compare one of these,
(for there are many such,) with the pleasant
town whose streets and squaves are fastetui-
ly planted with handsome elms, maples, or
locusts.  Not only is the aspect of the Jatter
wore pleasing, or the effeet more delightful ;
but it is the safest criterion by which to

judge of the virtue, refinement and intellec-

wal cultivation of its citizens; for where
Nature’s beauties are cherished, vice and
sensuality eannot flourish,  What is (rue of
towns and villages, is equally trae relative
to the homes of men, exeept the influence
of the foriner is more general, while that of
home, whether farm-house or village resi-
dence, more direcily affeets the individual
family., There is no investment of labour
or time {hat remuncrates man with so much
and healthful enjoyment, as that hestowed
upon the cultivation of shade and orpamen-
tal trees and shrabbery.  These make home
beautiful ; beanty will endear it to lis soul
and make it “ part of him;” then, in truth,
will it be his own ¢ sweet home,” and his
country—

“ Tho Jand of the myrtle, the cypress, and vine,
Where all, save the spirit of man, is divine.”
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) For the Mayflower.
OIt CHERISH A LOVE FOR TUE BEAUTIFUL,

On! cherish a Jove for tiic beantifnl,
I'wiil make this-carth more bright ;
Twill cast o'cr the shadowy pall of time

A hulo of goiden light.

The radiant smile of a glorious God
That shone on creation’s bivth ;

Still pours its beams like an ocean of light,
Qa the beaytiful things of Sarth.

Life hath jts houvs of weariness,
And seasons of gloomy despair ;
Sorrow will rest on the youthinl brow,
And Jeave its dread symbol there,

Buf love for the beautiful things of earth,
Disperses the gathering cloud ;

Wiile streams of gushing delight returns
To the heart by anguisi hound.

Earth’s heauty will fade as age draws on,
And the visions of vouth dvpart ;

But it gives to the spirit a holier aiw,
Aud a halevon joy to the heart,

Halifaz, N. §., 1831 Canic.

Suswers fo Enigmag,

No. 1.
Byt T
Kiss,
No. 2,
By M. M
Caress,

Ghitarial,
VORKS OF 1311CISATION.

Some good-meaning people appear to re-
gard all works of imagination, except thosc
of a decidedly religious character, in an un-
favourable light,—and pronounce the read-
ing of them a sinful waste of time. We frce-
Iy admit, that many of those works have g
tendency to injure” the mind, dissipate the
attention, and give ungoverned reins to fan-
¢y, so that a return from their perusal to the
world of action, is accompanied by a distaste
for its simple joys, and uttey incompetence
to cncounter its duties and sorrews,—yet, at

the same time, we eonceive that a line of

demarcation might and should be drawn, and
while are justly excluded those productions,
though emanating from the pen of genins,
which offer incense at the altar of vice, let
us welcome, to the domestic circle, those in-
nocent productions of faney which minister
only to morality and virtue. Tew, who are
at all acquainted with the coustitution of
man, will deny the necessity of recreation,

~—and, in support of it, how often the senti-
ment of the couplet which, from its trathful-
aoss, has passed into a proverb, recurs to the
mind, that labour, without reereation, is in-
jurious both to the physical and mental sys-
tem,—but the question constantly accurring,
and one somowhat difficult to solve is,
“hat is innocent recreation?” and here
we mecet a variety of conflicting opinions,
which, however, wounld oceupy too much
time to specify or answer.  Though to this
law of our being all naturc ministers: the
azure canopy of the heavens,—earth with
its undulating surface,—its gorgeous tints of
leaf and flower,—the placid nwurmur of the
silvery lake, and the awful sounds of the
mighty ocean,—~—yet how often the dwelleps
in the city are partially or totally debarred
from a sight of “Nature in hor green array,”
—or, if, perchance, they steal a few moments
from carking cave to wander in the shady
grove,—to stand by the stream, as it reflects
the rich hues of sunset,—or, perhaps, reelin-
ing under the shadow of some gracelul tree,
listen entranced to the sweet warbling cho-
risters, whose presence make glad the * so-
lemn depths of the forast,” how quickly are
they recalled from such soft and scothing
delights to mingle again in the whirl of bu-
siness. It is true that to many,

Q8.

“ Knowledae here,
Rich with the spoils of time her page unvalls;"
yet sindy cannot be called recreation,—and
though mach of our time may and should be
devoted to its parsuit, the want still vemains,
—and is felt, especially, by those who are
separated from the endearments of home,
and the eharms which hover around the do-
mestic cirele.  Hence arises a strong temp-
tation to mingle in the crowded saloon, or
noisy bar-room, whero every thing of a pure
and intellectual nature is banished, and the
animal passions are alone ministered to.—
For elewver illustration let us suppose o
case, and one to the fidelity of which every
day life ean bear witness. A young man
bids adicu to his home, it may be one situn-
ted in a rural distriet, if so, fronr-his boy-
hoed, he has been in daily and familiar
intercourse with Nature ; he entersa crowd-
edcity, paces its busy thoroughfares, becomes,
not merely a spectator, but a partaker in its
turmoils,~and is initiated into its worldly
customs and maxims, I'or a time the no-
velty of the scene charms him,—but as that
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wears off, and the monotony of business
increascs, he becomes restless, norbid and
uneasy. Thrown among strangers, whose
colduess, to a sensitive heart, seems a strange
contrast to the warmth of domestic affection,
debarred, by daily avocation, from mingling
much with society, his spirits falter, and
vainly yearning for home enjoyments he
seeks for something to supply their place,—

.and the need of rccreation becomes more
and more apparent. And now, solicited by
some gay companion, he is half-tempted to
seek it in the halls of revelry, where a few
moments of so-called pleasurc are dearly
bought by future upbraidings of conscience,
when his glance falls on 2 book that haslain,
forgotten and unopened, on his table; he
takes it up, becumes interested and absorbed
in its contents,—and the hours, which would
otherwise have been devoted to noisy mirth
and sparkling wine, have passed unheeded
and innocently away. But what volume is
it that has fascinated him? It is a work of
imagination, whose sole aim was the presen-
tation of right principles, in the most striking
and interesting light,—one calculaled to win
the attention of the gay and youthful. It
embodies a story of every-day life,~and so
forcibly depicted are its characters, so vivid
its deseriptions, that the reader almost for-
gets that he is not an actor in the scenes:
the beauty of earnest and active endeuvours,
of a well ordered life, arc placed in liveliest
colours, his ambition to “go and do likewise,”
is aroused, and he rises, from its perusal, a
wiser and a better man.

Again: It is evening,—~and n group of
ladies are seated, in & fashionable drawing-
room, in the city. Two of them ave deeply
engaged in conversation, the purport of
which may be conjectured from the half-
whispered sentences that reach the ear,
“ Dear me, did you ever hear anything like
it? or, “I wonder Mrs. R. would have
acted so,” &c. &c. But let us direct our
attention to a lady who is seated a little
aparl near a centre table, on which stands a
lamp. She too is busily occupied,~but it is
in reading a work which endeavours. to ex-
pose the folly and unkindness of slander.
The author might have written with greater
ease perhaps an essay on the subjeet, but,
justly concluding that in such a form it was
more liable to be rejected by those for whose
benefit it was intened, he weaves it into a

narrative,—and thus, while he interests, in-
sensibly instructs the reader. More clearly
than ever before she perceives that it is a
sin against the law of love,—and, rising
from a perusal of the book, inwardly re-
solves that by both precept and exampleshe
will discountenance it for the future.

Here, forcibly recurs to our memory a
remark made by a lady “not a long time
ago.” In alluding to works of the above
description, her answer was that “she was
too serious to read them.” A few mo-
ments after we heard her engaged in an ani-
mated discussion on some trivial article of
apparel, and for half an hour its merits and
demerits were dwelt on with a zest which
showed that the heart of the speaker was
engaged in the subject. The writer must
be pardoned in believing that the lady had
mistaken her motive,—and that want of in-
tellectual taste, not religious principle, had
actuated her refusal to peruse them.

In conclusion, while we have endeavour-
ed to prove that well-written works of ima-
gination, of a moral and intellectual charac-
ter, may not only be harmless but positively
beneficial in their tendency,—and while we
would be very far from placing them in the
stead of those of a religious, scientific, or
literary character, yet, at the same time, we
would claim for them a place in the house-
hold library, which, while justly excluding
all works liable to pervert the judgment, or
vitiate the taste, should be freely opened to
those which while they are subservient to
virtue, afford a healthy stimulus to the ima-
gination, that great and glorious boon Dbe-
stowed by the Creator, and surely not in
vain. No, for let persons pronounce against
it as they may, it is good for all to let
their spirits soar sometimes, above the
petty cares of earth; to remember that the
wants of our spiritual are as real as those of
our physical nature ; that life consisteth not
merely in the abundance of worldly endow-
meats, and tangible pleasures possessed,—
but, properly to enjoy existence, the mind
must be actively alive to beauty in all its
manifestations,—and the heart must feeling-
ingly respond to every noble and philanthro-
phic sentiment. . *, S,

Cheerfulness and good natare sre the or-
naments of virtue.

Change of fortune is the lot of life.
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ArpeaL To THE LADIiEs.—The desira-
bleness of a more extensive circulation of the
Mayflowcer, induces an appeal to the Ladies,
for whose instructive amusement this Perir
odical is principally intended. Will they
not afford us their invaluable influence in
obtaining subscribers among their friends
and acquaintances? The low price of the
Maflower requires a large number of sub-
seribers to sustain it,—and, of course, were
it better supported, many improvemts might
be made which, at present, it is impossible
to attempt.

Perhaps our friends will bear this in
mind,—and if they approve speak a word
in its behalf, in the social circles

LATEST PARISIAN AND LONDON
Fushinug,
( From the Ladies' Newspaper. )

Jacket of Worked Muslin. This is one of
the newest forms introduced in Paris, where
it is distinguished by the name of “ Casaque.”
The foundation is of clear white muslin. It
is made to draw in easy fulness at the waist,
is high at the back, and opens to a point in
front of the bosom. The top is edged all
round with a trimming of needlework, turn-
ing over as a revers, and carried down in
front as low as the waist. A volant, or frill
of muslin, worked at the edge, forms the
basque round the waist. The sleeves, which
descend abont midway down the lower arm,
ave loose at the ends, and are edged with a
double volant of needlework. The pattern
of the work consists of an open scalloped
edge, surmounted by rows of light sprigs.
This casaque has a very preity effect when
worn over a dress of coloved silk. The
dress should have short sleeves, with a cor-
sage half high.

White Muslin Mantalet, Muslin manta-
lets will doubtless be exceedingly fashion-
able, as the warm weather advances, and we
therefore select, for description, one of the
newest and ‘most elegant of the many that
have been prepared for the present season.
This mantalet is of the shawl form, but very
much rounded at the back. The ends in
front, also slightly rounded, descend to about
the knees of the wearer. . The mantalet it-

" self is made of very thin, soft, white muslin,

and it is trimmed with worked volants, from
six to seven inches broad, and set on rather
full.  The back and front of the mantalet
ave edged with two volants, and a third pass-
ing over the arm-hole, forms a sort of sleeve.
The dress, worn with this mantalet, is of
white muslin, richly ornamented with needle
work—but the mantalet is intended to be
worn in out-door costume, with a dress of
silk or darege. The pattern of the needle-
work consists of a deep scallop, with a
notched or dentated edge. Within each
large scallop there is a sprig, the leaves of
which are formed in open work.

Muslin Sleeve. It may be made either of
sprigged or plain muslin.. The trimming is
composed of two deep volants, ornamented
with needlework of a very rich design, and
scalloped at the edge.

Morning Costume. Dress of white mus-
lin, trimmed with two deep flounces, scallop-
ed and ornamented with needlework, each
flounce surmounted by a plaiting, formed of
a narrow band or stripe of muslin, edged
merely with a hem. A white muslin par-
dessus, the trimming correspounding with
that on the dress. Habit shirt and collar of
worked muslin, Cap of valencinnes lace,
trimmed with lilac ribbon. Straw-coloured
kid gloves.

@he Purk-table.

BY M'LLE. DUFOUR.

CROTCHET.
Infant’s Cap.

Materials :—Marshland’s crotched thread,
No. 100 ; Penelope crotchet, No. 4.

Make a round foundation of seven stiches
—work two stitches of double crotchet in
each stitch.

2nd round.—1 double crotchet, 5 chain,

miss one ; repeat.

3rd round.—Double crotchet in centre
stitch of chain, 9 chain ; repeat.
round.—Like 3rd round.
round.—Double crotchet in every
stitch, :
round.—3 double crotchet, 11 chain,
naiss 5 ; repeat.
round.—Double croichet in every
stitch.

4th
Sth

Gth

Tth
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round.—1 double crotchet, &

round.—1 long, 3 chuin, miss 2;
peat.

8th
Oth

chadn,
re-

10th round.—1 long in centre chain, 4

. chain ; repeat.

11th round.—-1 long in centre chain, §
chain ; repeat.

12th round.—8 long, 4 chain; repeat.

13th yound—Like 12th round.

14th round=—4 long in chain, 5 chain, 1
long in 4th long, 5 chain ; repeats

15th round:—DLike 14th round. ‘

16th and 17th rounds.—Like 12th and 13th

, * - rounds.

18th  round.—1 long, 3 chain, miss 5.

19th " round.~—Like 18th round.

20th round.—Double crotchet.

Now work, iu close and open squares, 3
chains between edch long in the latter, and
finish with a round of double long stitches,
and one of double crotchet.

Stema of Fows,

Curious Discoviry ix DurLcaria—A
very curivus discovery has jnst been made in the
provioee of Bulgaria, in Turkey. Some Greek
worknien, in digging neat the village of Rah-
manileah and the town of Hadzah, loond & large
table of gray colored marble; they remaved it,
and found one beneath exactly similar; having

removed that also, they saw a great number of

chjects shining like gold and silver, They has-
tened 1o the captann of the distriet, and that
functionary, assisted by two ecclesiastics, pro-
ceeded to wake an examination. They found a
skeleton of large stature, with a copper helmet on
liis head, surrounded by a thin crown of gold ;
the hands and arme up to the elbuws we e slain-
ed with something of 2 bronze color; in the right

hiand was a copper ¢hain, with an mcense-box of

the same melal, covered with verdigris; on the
third fingerot the le(t hand was a gold ring, with
the figures in Roman characters, 966. By the
side of the skeleton were three cups in silver,
very brilliant, and 26 cups in iron, very rusty,
but bearing traces of having been gilded; there
were ulso an imtnense number of nails,and about
600 arrows; of which the wood was rotten and
the points rusty, ‘The skeleton and the different
acticles were care{ully packed ap, and sent to
Adrianople for eaamination.

Curious ExrerraeNnt.~Theré is a pleasing
experiment which [ have often made in iy youth.
1t is this:—If you place your liead in the corner
of a roon, or on a high backed chair, and close
oue eye, and allow another person to puta can-
dle upon a table ; and if you try to snuff your
candle with one eye shut, you will find that you
cannot do it—in' all buman probabjlity you will
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fail nine times out of ten. You will bold the
snuffers ton near or too distani. You cannot
form any estimate ¢f tlie actual distance. But
it you open the dther eye the charm i3 broken ;
or if; without opening the other eye, you move
your head sensibly, you are enabled to judge of
l%e distance. | wish not for my predent purpose
1) speak ol the effect of the motion of the head,
but to call your attentivn to the circumstance,
that when the head is perfectly still; you will be
unable with a single eye to judge with accuracy
of the correct distance of the candle.— Pryfessor
Airy, Royal Astroromer.

Dors tur Moox INFLUENCE rTuk WEa-
ek P—From remote ages, a traditionary opi-
nion has prevailed among the rude—and civilized
wo—-purople ot ull nalions, that the moon influ-
enced the weather. A few yearsago, the French
astrondmérs reporied against this opsnion as a
fallacy, and the quesiion wis thought 16 be set-
tled; but in the July number of the American
Jourual of Scieuce and Arts, Mr. J. W, Alexan-
der contributes a short article on metedrological
coincidences, in which he states as the result of
a long conlinued series of observations, *‘hat
the third day before the new moon 1egula‘ed the
weather on each quarter day of that Iunation, and
also characterized the general aspect of the whole
period. Thus, it the new moon happened on the
26th of May, 1851, the term day was the 24th of
May ; the weather on which the 24th of May de-
termined what was to be on the 26t of May,
and on the 3d, 11th and 19th of June, the guar-
ter days respeclively of that lunation.” This is
an imgortant discovery, and shows that the infla-
¢nce of the mnoon is appreciable, contrary to the
generally received opinion among the learned,

Exrraorpixary Brrects oF LIGHTNING.
—A late French newspeper relates & marvellous
incident, which is said to have occuired during
a2 thunder storm in the interior department of
France. A barn, in which were two goats, was
strucl by lightuing, but not Yurat. After the
shower; a woman who had been acclistomed to
feed the goats, went to the barn, aud perceiving
that the animals were entirely motionless, ap-
proached and touched them, when, to her great
astonishment and alarm, they fell and crambled
:io pieces, exlibiting nothing bat & mass of cins

ers.

Loxpon Exmisition.—One of the most sin-
gular inventions exhibited is the model of a man
by Count Danin. ft represents the figure of a
man five feet high, in the proportion of the Apol~
lo, and from that size the figure can be increased
in all its compartments to six feet eight inches
I1 is intended io facilitate the clothing of an ar
my; and it is 0 ingedious that the Bmpero
pardoned and recalled Count Danin, who is a
Pole, on seeing this tesult of many years' labor,
The number of pi posing the model is
700. .

Daniel Webster's commission, or fees, on the
snita brought by Messrs. Train agdinst the States
of New York and Massachusetis, for recovery of
cartatn monieg, paid by them s head money,
amounts to $70,000. .




