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RAYMOND.

{Under this title a late Blackiraod containsa
powerful delineation of the sufferings and pri-
vations of a young aspirant to hiterary distine-
tion and honour as a means of hvchhood. Its
‘et length and the comparitive want of inter-
cst in the carlicr chapters, impel us to omut them
and commence where the foreduomed victim
-goes forth into the world to wrestle for fame
and bread. What we omit inay be briefly sum-
ined up asfollows: Henry Raymond, theonly
child of a stern but fond father, is bred in af-
fluence and indulgence; carly sent toa cele-
brated school and thence to Oxford University,
where he falls into expensive and comparitive-
lyidle habits; runs deeply in debt; fallsinlove
with 2 beautiful and worthy but portionless
girl; writes to his father for money to extricate
him from his difficultics; is visited uncxpected-
Iy by his exasperated parent, who not only bit-
tetly reproaches him, but heaps undescrved
obloguy on the object of his love; a quarrclen-
sucs, and the father casts him off forever. He
bandons college; marrics; pays hus debts out
of alegacy left him by his mother; and with
thebalance—about two thousand pounds--goes
#pto London to push his fortune asan author!
Here we take up the thread of the story:}

Four years have passed—ah, how
swifly those years pass which hurry
us away from happiness!—since_the
circumstances allunfed to inthe last chap-
#ter.  Julia isno longer the light-hearted
gitl who has never known sorrow but
by report—Henry no longer hugs the
flattering dclusion to his breast, that he
has but to make the effort to achieve
fame and fortune by his pen. A cloud
s on the brow of both, for experience—
-stern monitor '—has read them one of
“bis harshest lessons. Towards the

close of the second year of their mar-
riage, Julia became the mother of a fine
boy, an event which was shortly fuilow-
ed by the death of her grandmother;
but as the old Jady dicd at an advanced
age, witkout suflering, the shock -cca.
sioned by her decea. 2 was soon allayed,
and things resumed, for 2 while, 1ir
usual tranquil course. But a storm
wasnow about to burst uponthvir heads,
from which the dcfenceless victims weie
to know no refuge but the grave.
Having completed his translation,
which had bewn his undivided labour
of love for upward of three years, Ray-
mond, indulging in the most sanguine
anticipations of success, ook the pre-
cious MS. to London, with a view to
offer it for sale to some of the great
publishers in the Row. Julia, with the
nurse following with the child, accom
ponicd him part of the way, equally
confident as her husband; fer, like all
dutiful wives, she devoutly believed that
his genius was of the highest order.
“When we meet again at dinner, Hen-
ry,” she said, as she parted from him at
the foot of Hampstead Hill, * I haveno
doubt you will have good news to tell
me; for it is impossible that the tine
and talent which you have expended on
your work, should not insure success.”
Alas! they were both cruelly m ersor.
When Raymond retarned from his
Quixotic expedition, his wife saw at
once, by his dispirited menner, that he
had failed in his object. He had made
application to two booksellers—he told
her, in answer to her anxious inquiries
—and from both he had met with the
same discouraging treatnent.  The
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time for classical translations, they as-
sured him, was gone by. If he werea
Parr or a Porson, then, indeed, they
might be tempted to risk the specula-
tion; but he was unknown to the lite-
rary world; besides, he was young—
very young forsuch an Herculean task
as a translation of schylus; and
though they had not the slightest doubt
he had exceuted it in a way to do him
immortal honour, yet, considering that
the public had at present no taste that
way, they would rather decline the un-
dertaking.

Bitter was Raymond’s disappoint-
ment on receiving these chilling replies;
and it was not without some difficulty
that, at Julia's instigation, he plucked
up courage enough to apply to a third
publisher.  On this occasion he was a
Tittle more fortunate; for the bibliopolist,
an observant man of the world, struck
with the manners and conversation of
the young candidate for literary distinc-
tion, requested him to leave the MS.,
which he would putinto the hands of
an experienced Greek scholar, and re-
turn him an early answer. Foranen-
tire month Henry was kept in a state
of the most torturing suspense ; now he
felt a proud conviction that he should
succeed ; and now, sobered by the dis-
appointment he had already experienc-
ed, he was prepared to anticipate the
worst: And his anticipations were not
ill-founded ; for the translation was re-
turned to him by the bookseller, with
the remark that the versification was of!
too free and bold a character. Reader,
those were the days of Haley, Prau,
and the Dela Cruscans}—though the
gentleman to whom he had submitted it,
allowed that, as a whole, it displayed
great promise.

This last blow had quite a stunning
effect on Raymond. His wife did her
best to keeep up his fainting spirits, and
when in her society, and dancing his
playful little boy in his arms, he did oc-
casionally rally ; but his gloom soon
returned, threatening, ere long, to decpen
nto despair. And ample cause he had
for anxiety, for three hundred pounds
were all that hie could now call his own;

and, when this was expended, how was
he to procure the means of subsistence?
He had no trade,no profession, to fly to
as a last resource; he had no methodi-
cal habits of business to recommend
him to the money-making portion of the
community ; none of that dogged per-
severance which derives fresh stimulus
from difficulties, as Antxzus renewed
his strength by touching earth; but
was a mere creature of mpulse—the
dupe of a buoyant fancy. In the wild-
ness of his euthusiasm, he had calculat-
ed that by the time his small capital
came to an end, his volume would have
been bought, published, and, by intro-
ducing him to the favourable notice of
scholars, have gothim intorepute among
those best patrons of literatui e, the book-
sellers; and now he saw all these fond
calculations overturned, and poverty—
guant,threatening phantom !—usurping
the seat of hope by his fireside.

One chance, however, still remained
for him; and, after talking over the mat-
ter with Julia, he came to the resolution
of publishing his volume at his own
expense. It wasa hazardous experi-
ment, considering the state of his finan-
ces; nevertheless, there was a proba-
bility that it might answer ; and, while
this was the case, he thought that it was
worth the trial.  During the time that
the printing was going forward, his
spirits in a great degree revived; forthe
self-confidence of inexperienced youth,
though it may receive a severe check,
is seldom crushed by its first disap-
pointnent. At length, however, the
period arrived that wasto extinguish
the last faint hope that lingered in Ray-
mond’s breast.  His volume was duly
brought hefore the world, and for near-
ly four months he buoyed himself wp
with the notion that it was making its
way with a ¢ gcnerous and discerning
public; but at each successive visit he
paid his bookseller; this delusion be-
came more and more apparent; and,
eventually, he was compelled to admit
that, so far as immediate fame or emo-
lument was concerned, his translation
had proved a signal failure. But this
was not all, He had embarrassed hire
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self with a heavy printer’s account, to
say nothing of large sums disbursed
for advertisements, which made such a
deplorable inroad on his capital, that he
had now little morethan seventy pounds
remaining in his banker’s hands. Such
was his situation at the close of the
fourth year of his marriage.

“«Well, Julia,” said Henry, with a
forced attempt at a smile, as they sat to-
gether one morning at breakfast, “ 1
fear that my father’s prediction will be
fulfilled, and that 1 shall shortly be re-
duced to as complete a state of destitu-
ton as he could desire.”

“For Heaven's salie, Tienry, do not
speale in this sneering way of your fa-
ther. Harsh he may be, becanse he
thinks yon have given him cause for
displeasure ; but it cannot be that he is
such as you imagine. 'T'ry, then, to ef
fect a reconciliation with hum ; remem-
ber, love, we arc parents ourselves, and
in our old age should feel acutely any
neglect on the part of our child.”

“Julia,” replicd Raymond gravely,
“you know not my father. 1le acts
rigidly according to what he calis prin-
ciple; and when he has once resolved
on a particular line of conduct, no con-
sideration on earth can induce him to
swerve from it” :

“But, consider, it is now upward of
fonr years since you had your dispute
with him. Surely he cannot harbour
resentment for so long a period? You
know how ofien I have entreated you
to write to him; but you cannot know
how much pain your disinclination to
doso has caused me.  Believe me, for
1 speak not in anger, but in sad sinceri-
ty. Iscarcely feel that you descrve to
suceeed, so long as you voluntarily live
esttnr zed from your father.  Yeu will
write to him, then; wont you, love?”
and the young mother looked bescech-
ingly in her husband’s face, while a tear
trembled in her eye.

Subdued by the earnestness of his
wife’s appeal, Raymond no longer hesi-
tated, but that day sent off’ a rcs?ccd'ul
and contrite letter to his father, wherein
hie waplored him to send an carly an-
swer, 3f it were buta line. just to say

that he forgave him. But no reply
came, infinitely to Julix's astonishment,
whose benignant natre conld not con-
ceive it possible that a parent could so
long cherish angry feelings toward a
son.

“I told you how it would be,” ob-
served Henry, when, having waited a
fortnight, they had both given up all
expectation of a reply. 1 knew that,
by declining to euter into his views re-
specting commerce, 1 had offended iy
father past forgiveness.”

“ 1t cannot be helped, Henvy: bw
you have done your duty, and should
sad days be in store for us, this will be
a consolation to you,as 1 am sure it
will be to me.

¢ Sad days!" replied Raymond. - Ah.
Julia, we shall not have to wait long for
them. [ fear we must quit our cottage
without delay, and take cheap apat-
ments in some obscure quarter of the
town. 1 have delayed this communi-
cation till the last moment, knowing
how much it would gricve you; but the
painful truth must be told . 1 have now
htde to look 1o, save the pittance that 1
may be able, from time 0 time, to pick
up from the bookscllers. Oh God ¥ he
added, ® my father’s prediction is already
half accomplished.”

“ Do not take this so much to heart,
Henry,” said his generous, high-mud-
ed wife, “to me one place is the same
as another, and 1 can be happy any
where, so long as 1 retain your love—
Leave me but that, dearest, and { shall
still feel that I am rich in the only trea-
sure 1 ever coveted.”

The dreaded communication thus
made, Raymond instantly prepared 1o
act on it. Hedisposed of the remain-
der of his lcase, sold h's furniture at a
heavy loss, and cven got rid of the major
portion of his favourite classics. He
could not, however, make up his mind
to part with his wilc’s piano; for he
well knew how dear it was to her, as
being the first present he had made her
subsequent to their marriage. With
how wmany pleasant vecollections, too,
was it not associated in his own mind !
How many a time had he sat delighted
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beside Julia, as her slender fingers pas-
sed lightly over the ivory keys! No,
he could not part with the piano; but,
when he acquainted his wife with his
determination, she, with the disinterest-
edness peculiar to her character, sur-
rendered all her own private feelings,
and even urged him to the painful sac-
rifice. Fina?ly, however, it was agreed
that the instrument should not be dis-
posed of till the last necessity.

Raymond's next endeavour was to
find some cheap suburban lodgings ;
and, after much humting about, he fixed
upon two furnished apartments in a
small back street, in the neighborhood
of Islington ’Twas adismal contrast
hisnew abode presented to that to which
he had been so long used. An old rick-
ety mahogany table, discolored with ink
spots, stood m the middle of the sitting
room ; the cobwebbed curtains were
threadbare and full of darnes, the fided
Kidderminster carpet looked as though
it had been bought a bargain at Rag
Fair, the window-frames shook and rat-
tled in every wind, and the adjoining bed-
room, which was little better than aspa-
cious closet, had no furniture but such
us was of the homiiest description—
But Julia cared not fur these things; for
her husband was with her,and her child
was thriving apace. Her simple and
elegant taste soon produced a striking
change in the aspect of her new lodg-
ings = The cyrtams were taken down
and freed from dust and cobwebs, the
carpet neatly mended, a few flowers
placed in the window-stand, and a few
of her own drawings hung on the wall
—all which unprovements she had to
exccute herself: for, on quitting the cot-
tage, she had parted with her two ser-
vants, and retained only the services of
her landlady’s daughter, an active girl
about fifteen years of age

« Jimust be confessed, Henry,” she
said to hivr husband, on the first night
of their removal to Islington, ¢ that our
situation is not quite so choice a one as
we could have wished ; but let us not
be disheartened, love. for it is a long
Jane that has ne wrfing ”

In this way Julia sirqys e suskain

her husband’s courage, who, no longer
hankering for literary renown—thm
radiant illusion was dispelled—but anx-
ious only to provide for the wants cf the
passing day, applied to several bookscl-
lers for employment, offering to correct
proofs, revise MSS,, in short, do just
whatever they might require. But his
applications were unsuccessful, chiefly
because he wanted that business-like air
which indicates the practiced and wil
ling drudge.  Onc hookseller, an illite-
rate fellow of the Jacob Tonson scheol,
frankly told him that he was too much
of a gentleman to suit his purposes; for
that what he required wasa hard-work-
ing man, with “no nonsense” about
him. “ Cambridge be d—d!” added
this enlightened bibliopolo of forty years
since, in_reply to a hint thrown out by
Raymond, that, as he had received 2
university education, he might, perhaps,
be found not wholly inefficient—* Cam-
bridge be d&—d! and Oxford too: I'm
sick of their names. Never yet pub-
lished any thing, at my own expense,
for a university man, that I warn’t the
loser by it. Brought out only last year
a translation of Jurenal, by Dr. Prosy,
of Oxford, and a Treatise on Pneuma-
tics, by Dr. Problem, of Cambridge,
and never sold more than forty copies
of either of them.  Devil take both uni:
versities, say It Good day, Mr. Ray-
mond ; sorry we're not likely to sut
cach other; hope you may be more
lucky elsewhere. I wish you gool
morniug, sir.” -

The cavalier manney in which these
remarks were made, stung Henry to the
quick : with a strong effort, however,
he managed to repress his feelings, and
quifted the bookscller's presence with:
outa word. On his way home, at the
corner of a street leading into Holborn,
a person hurried past, whose features,
he imagined, were familiar, to him; and
turning hasuly round, he recognised his
old college friend Jenkins, who, he fel
conv.nced, had also recognised him, but
was anxious to shirk his acquaintance
Nor was this impression an erroneous
one. It was, indeed, his friend of ear
lier and happier years. the eager share
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in his schoolboy pranks at Belford, and
his more reckless follies at Cambridge,
who, having caught sight of his secdy
habiliments, on which the word * penu-
1y’ was stamped in legible characters,
felt, with the false pride peculiar to
weak minds, a sort of shame at being
seen in the public streets speaking to so
shabby a personage! Had Raymond
been trimly attired, as in other days, the
case had been far different; bu. it was
not in the nature of a Jenkins—and the
mass of society is made upof Jenkinses
—to withstand the blighting influence
of a thread-bare suit of clothes!

When he reached home, Raymond
threw himse!f into a chair, half mad
with tage and vexation; furst, at the
heartless conduct of his friend, and then
at his own weakness in taking it so
much to heart; while his wife endea-
voured, but in vain, by kind words and
Caresses, to restore himnto composure.

“ You have been dissapointed again,
Henry ; ¥m sure you have: but donot
give way to gloom. 'To-morrow you
may be more”

“For God’s sake leave me to myseclf
My brain is—curses on the grovelling
upstart! But no, he is not worth think-
ing about. Lcave me, Julia; do, pray,
leave me alone for a while.”

“ Certainly, love, if you wish it, 1
will leave you; and so saying, the meek
and uncomplaining girl withdrew into
the adjoining room, sick at heart, for
these were the first testy words that had
yet fallen from her husband’s lips.

Alas, for the poor and destitute }—
Unknown to them the halcyon frame of
mind, the frank, cordial nature, the
bounding fancy, the winged hope, the
thoughts, tones, looks and impulses—
that i(cep the heart fresh and loving.
and gladden daily life. Care and spleen
are cver the poor man's portion; and
rage and sullen gloom, and a breaking
up of the best affections, distrust of hiin-
sclf and others, and finally despair,
maduess, and the suicide’s crossway
grave! Poverty,if not absolutely crime,
s yet its foster-parent; for, by gradual-
ly blunting the feelings, and enfeebling
the sense of shame, it paves the way

for all malign influences ; and small,
indeed, is the number of those who can
pass its tremendous ordeal unscathed.

Foiled, for the present, in his attempts
to procure work from the booksellers,
Raymond resolved to try his fortune
as a private tutor, and advertised in the
daly papers for pupils, whom he would
attend at their own houses; and also, by
way of baving two strings to his bow,
for the sitnation of usher in a school,
provided it were in the immediate vici-
ity of the metropolis. For several
days hereceived no satisfactory answers
to his applications; but at length, when
he had repeated them five or six times,
a reply was sent him from a school-
masters in Pentonville, to the effect that
#J. Dobbs, of Paradise House, having
seen O. P. @’s advertisement in the
Temes,and being in want of an assistant
to teachthe elementary branches of clas-
sics, would be glad of a visit from said
O. P. Q,, when, if terms, &c. suited, the
parties might do business together.”

The tradesman-like wording of this
letter, together with the stiff and formal
character of the hand-writing, cnabled
Henry to esimate pretty accurately the
sort of person he would have to deal
with ; and, with anticipations the very
reverse of sanguine, he took his way to
the address given in the note, pleased to
find that it was sa near his own resi-
dence.

“Is Mr. Dobbs at home?” he inquir-
ed of a stout country wencn, who was
cleaning the doorsteps of Paradise
House when he came up, and who
looked as if, likea hackney-coach horse,
no p--sible amount of work could wear
her out. .

“Yes,” replied the girl, * master is
at home; but you can’t see him just
now, because,” she added, in a most un-
sophisticated, matter-of-fact spirit—* be-
cause he's flogging Sykes Jumior in the
school room, for mking his shedts this
morning.”

 Oh, indeed I said Raymond, smil-
ing, “ then I'll wait ull the vperation’s
over; T suppose it wont be lang 2"

¢« Oh, dear, no!” replied the servant
with amusing nericfe; ~ master gets
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through a deal of work when once his
hand's in.  Perhaps yow’ll just step in
here till be's ready to see you;” and
she opened the parlour door, and plac-
ing a chair, told Henry that she would
go and inform Mr. Dobbs of his arrival.

As Henry entered this classic temple,
he saw Mr. Dobbs, a brisk, piggish lit-
tle man, dressed i rusty black shorts,
white cotton stockings and Hessian
boots, seated, with spectacles on his
cock-up nose, at a desk, round which
several boys werestanding, one of whose
innocent backs was apparently just

anointed with the caue, for the young-|’

ster was bellowing 1ke a bullcalf
while the pedagogue aept giving vent
to his anger in such terms as—* You
stupid, lazy young dog, I'll teach you
to remember the accusative case. Tom
Holloway, what's the dative of muse ?
Silence there, silence in the corner—
what, you wont ? very well: only wait
till I come among you, toat’s all”—then
seving Raymond, who was approach-
ing his desk, he looked at him keenly
through his speetacles, and said : “ Hey,
who have we here? O, I remember!
you're the new usher, 0. P. Q, that 1
wrotc about t other day: well) Mr. O.
P Q. if you'll juststep with me into
the parlour for a few minutes, we can
talk matters over at our leisure;” and,
dismissing his class, he led the way
back to the room which my hero had
just quitted.

Having taken his seat, and motioned
Raymond to another, Mr Dobbs came
at once to the point without the slightest
ceremony.  “So you're a Cambridge
snan, as the advertisement says 7’

« '&’cs."

“@ood, that's in your favour—what
rcference can you give 2

In reply to this blunt question, Ray-
mond observed, that he conld vefer him
10 the pnblisher of his translation of
sFischylus,

* /BEschylus, hey 27
translated ASschylus ! Well.upon iny
Dfey it's very cralitable o you.  How-
ever, to drop Aschylus, and come to
business, for 1've not a momentto spare
just now—what wages do you expect 2"

Whut, you've

“ Wages!” exclaimed Henry, with
an involuntary expression of disgust,
“J really have not considered the mut.
ter, so perhips yow'll say what you are
prepared to give.”

“ Humph ; these are hard tim~ s.ad
schools don't take as they used w do;
but as you're a Cambridge man, I don't
mind stretching a point; so, supposc 1
say forty pound a-year, and find your-
self. Hah, you may well stare; i’s
too much, upon my life itis.”

¢ On the contrary, sir, I must say that
the sum is”
% Too little 2—can’t help it; I never
give more. Business is business.—
There's my maid-servant docs twice as
much work every day as you'll have to
do for less than one fourth the price.”

“Your servant!” rejoined Raymond,
with eyes flashing with indignation,
“ how dare you, sir, compare me t00”’—

“ Hoity-toity,” replied the schoulmas-
ter, good humouredly, “here’s a to-lo
abouta word! You don’t think I real
1y meant you to be my maid-servant, do
you? Never dreamed of sucha thing”

“ Well, sir,” said Henry, who saw
by this time that it was sheer ignorance
and vlgarity, and not design, that had
prompted the pedagogue’s offensive al-
lusion, “ though your ternns are not
quite what { fell that T have a right to
expect, still, for the present, I accede to
them.”

“1 thought you would,” replied Mr.
Dobbs cagerly, for Raymond’s appear-
ance had prepossessed him in his fo-
vour; “and, let me tell you, vouw'rea
licky fellow, for situations like this of
mine do'nt turn up every day. They're
Crara avis in Lerris, nigroque simiilina
cygno,’ as the Eton grammar observes.
I suppose you can come to-morrow °

“J know of nothing to prevent me.”

“Good. And suppose you step in
and talcea dish of tea with us this even-
ing. when I'H introduce you to Mrs.
D. I'msure you'll like her, for she’s
a woman in ten thousand.  Good mor-
ning, Mr. Raymond ; I believe yowr
name’s Raymond, ant it 2”

“1tis, sic?

“Woll, bos 2 sier, Mr. Raymond, as
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theFrench grammarsays. Weshallsee
you at six—and, Isay, «{o n't go and run
away with the notion that I wanted to
make a maid-servant of you. A maid-
servant, indeed! To empty the slop-
pails, and scrub down the stairs, I sup-
pose! Ha, ha,hat What could have
putsucha crotchet as that in your head?”
and away bustied Mr. Dobbs, laughing
heartly at what he conceived to be his
new usher’s droll misapprehension.

*' Forty pounds a-year!” repeated Ray-
mond to himself, as he returned home to
acquaint Julia with the result of his in-
terview. “Gracious God! and are all
my fine prospects come to thist Sunk
to the condition of an usher at a small
school kept by a vulgar ignoramus !
How little did I foresee such an issue,
when five short years since I figured
among the gayest of the gay at Cam-
bridge! Ah,could I but livethose years
again, how different would be my con-
duct! Curses on that egregious self-con-
ceit which has been my ruin! What
right had I to look forward to literary
renown—1I. whose talents scarce suffice
to earn me forty pounds a-year? Butl
will not complain ; no, be my lot what
itmay, I wiﬁJ bear it patiently, for it is
jor my wife and child I labour; and
what sacrifices would I not make for
them! Poor, poor Julia, would to hea-
ven we had never met ! and, despite his
assumed stoicism, the tears started to
his eyes when he thought of the priva-
nons which his marriage had entailed
on his wife.

Punctually as the ¢hurch clock in the
Pentonville road struck six, Raymond
selurned to Paradise House, and was
formally introduced to Mrs. Dobbs,who
was exactly what her husband had repre-
sented her to be, ‘a woman in ten thou-
sand’—which being interpreted, means,
that she was a desperate vixen, thin and
straight as a skewer, with sharp ferret
eves, and a temper so thoroughly sour-
¢l, that one might almost imagine that
she had been dicted from her youth up-
ward on prussic-acid and crab-apples.
The good lady was by no means slow
or shy in developing this attractive fea-
wre m her character; for soinething

having oceurred to_ruffle her temper a
few minutes before Henry came in, she
immediately began scolding the servant-
girl, and then, by way of variety, fell
foul of her husband. © Why didn't
you set the tea-things, when you heard
the bell ring ?” she exclaimed in a shrill
tone of voice ; “ do you think your mas-
ter and myself are to be kept waiting
till it suits your pleasure to attend to us?
And such handsonse wages as you get,
you lazy slut! Ring—ring—ring—
there’snothing butringing in this house;
if one had n’t the patience of a saint, one
wouldn't put up with ita day. Mr.
Raymond, sir, if you knew what 1 have
to go through, you wouldn’t wonder at
my~——drat them boys, why don't you
go out, Dobbs, and make them keep
quiet, instead of sitting there grinning
like & Cheshire cat?”

“Mr. Raymond,” said the school-
master, taking advantage of his wife's
pausing to recover breath, “ I've been
to the bookseller you referred me to, and
am happy to tell you that he spoke of
you in the most handsomest terms.”

“ Which sugar do you take with your
tea, Mr. Raymond 2” enquired Mrs,
Dobbs ; * we have both white and
brown; our late usher used to take
brown, however’——

# Do pray, my dear Mrs. D, allow
the gentlman to take which he pleases.
A few lumps of white sugar, once in 2
day, is neither here nor there.”

“ None of your nonsense, Dobbs. I
know what'’s right as well as you can
tell me. It isn’t the sugar I look to,
but the principle of the thing”

¢ Oh, ay—the principle! that’s ano-
tzller matter. I've nothing tosay against
that.?

«1 should think not, indced;” and
thus speaking, Mrs. Dobbs desired her
husband to hand Raymond his tea, mo-
derately sweetened with white sugar,
(in consideration of his being on this
occasion a visiter,) together witha thick
slice of bread and butter, as stale as O'-
Conncll’s joke about the Repeal of the
Union.

“You’ll have a comfortable place of
it here, Mr. Raymond,” obscrved the
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schoolmaster, in a affable, patronising
manner ; “your hours wili only be from
eight o'clock to one, and from two to
five,which is a mere nothing in the way
of work, especially as the classics must
be as casy to youas your A, B, C; and
that reminds me of the grammar as we
use in the school. Dow't you think that
the Eton Latin grammar might be
greatly altered, in point of arrangement,
for the better? I've a notion of my
own on this point, which I intend to
astonish the world with one of these
days;” and as he saidt his, the peda-
gogue laid his forefinger beside his nose,
and put on an air of uncommon acute-
ness and sagacity. .

“Stuff and nonsense, Dobbs ! said
his bland helpmate ; “ you're always
talking about the alterations you’re
going to make in the grammar-books,
but you never makesthem. I'd rather
see you do more and talk less. That’s
the way to get on; isn’t it Mr. Thing-
embob?”

“With respect to the Eton grammar,”
resumed the schoolmaster, taking no no-
tice of his wife's interruption, “ whatdo
you think, Mr. Raymond, of my projec:
of commencing itat once with syntax?
I know that most scholars is in faveur
of the book as it stands; but when you
eome to reflect, sir, on the vast impo1-
tance to youth of athorough knowledge
of syntax, ¥m sure that you’ll agree
with me that they ean’t be too soon dril-
led into it. What is it as makes Mrs.
Dobbs and I talk so correctly? Why,
a knowledge of syntax, in course!—
Verbsand substantivesisall well enough
in their way, but begin, I say, with the
great difficulty ; get over that first, and
all the rest follows as a matter of course.
My views, you perceive, are quite ori-
ginal”

“They certainly are, sir, but"—

“But what, my good sir? Speak
out, for I'm frank myself, and like frank-
ness in others. Indeed, Y ask you fora
candid opinion; for no man hates com-
pliments more than Ido. I'm glad you
think my scheme original, and I'm sure
the more you consider it, the more you'll
like it

“Since you wish for a candid opi
nion, Mr. Dobbs, I don’t mind saying
that your scheme is somewhat like pu-
ting the cart before the horse.”

“ [lumph—indeed—so you think so.
do you?” replied the schoolmaster, luok:
ing very red in the face; “ well, upon
my life, your’re candid enough, I mug
say that; I wish I could say you werc
as rational.”

“1 regret, Mr. Dobbs, if any thing |
have said has given you offence.”

“ Offence, Mr. Thingembob—Ray-
mond, I mean! Come, that’s a good
joke! Do I look as if I was offended!
Do Ispeak as if I was oftended? Is
my manyers such as show I am offen-
ded? Upon my life; you must have
queer notions of things to suppose |
could be offended with such a rubbish-
ing remark, as putting a cart beforea
horse! Ha, ha, ha! He says I'm of
fended, Mrs. D.! A good joke an’t i}
He, hc, hel?

Amused with this unconscious dis
play of wounded vanity, and feeling the
absurdity of attempting to reason the
pedant out of his pet crotchet, Raymond
proceeded to practise what is called the
‘soothing system,’ and by so doing, suc-
ceeded, in sonte degree, in allaying Mr.
Dobb's excited temper ; shortly after
which he took his leave, fully persuad
ed of the justice of the old adage, tha
¢‘naked truth is exceedingly unlovely!

Arrived at his lodgings, he found his
sitting-room looking as tidy and cheer
ful as it was possible for such an un
promising apartment to look. The-cur
tains were close drawn, the candles were
lighted, and a clean white cloth laid
upon the table, on which were some
cold meat, a brown loaf, a salad, anda
bottle of white wine. Julia received
him with her wonted cheering kindli
pess of manner ; she was dressed with
extreme neatness and simplicity—in
decd, in her best attire, for she had mad:
holyday on this occasion; and her beaw
ty, if not quite so dazzling as it had once
been, wore a more touching character
than ever. “I guessed, Henry,” she
said, “ from what you told me this mom-
ing of your new employer, that you
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would come home wearied, and perhaps
dispirited, with your visit; so the in-
stant 1 got Charlevto bed, I sent fora bot-
tle of wine; now, do'nt shalke your head
atmy extravagance, Jove, buttalee a glass,
for I'm surc you stand :a need of it.”

She then poured him out a full glass
of eherry, aud placing her chair beside
him, endeavoured, during their homely
meal. to draw him into a tranquil frame
of mind.  She spoke to hin of the
child. who was growing, she said, more
like 1im cvery da{; of the confident
hopr she entertained that their present
embarrasment would be but temporary;
and then returning to the subject of ¢ lit-
tle Charley’—for a young and fond mo-
ther's thoughts scldom wander long
from her children—expatiated with de.
light on the surprising precocity of his
mteliect ; how he smiled when she talk-
ed to him, just as if he knew whbat she
said; how he was always looking about
him—a clear proof of his quick facul-
ty of observation ; and how, in short,
he was the handsomest, most affectionate,
and most astonishing babe on the face
of the carth! Thus the sanguine wife
an on, while her husband, catching the
mfection of her good humour, rephcd to
her with an animation unknown to him
for weeks ; and afier an hour spent in
weaving plans for the future, they retir-
ed to their humble couch, happier than
they had been since they quitted their
cottage at West-end.  Alas, it was the
It eleam of sunshine they were des-
tmed to enjoy on this side the grave !

{Concluded in next Number.)
———

When we are in a condition to over-
throw falschood and crror, we ought
not to do it with vehemence, nor insult-
ingly, and with an air of contempt : but
t0 lay open the truth, and with answers
full of milducss to refute the falschood.

———
STANZAS.
There is a winter of the heart,
When hlasts of sorrow sweep the soul ;
Rending life’s silver cords apari,
And breaking pleasure’s gol(llcn bowl.

Oh! ’tis a fearful thing, to stay

The heart upon a waking dream ;

That in an hour may fade away—

As bubbles Lurst upon the stream.
B

Condition of Wellingtow's Army in
1814.—At this time the clothing of the
army at large, but the Bighland brigade
in particular, was ina very tattered state
The clothing of the 91st regiment Lad
beer two years in wear ; the men were
thus under the necessity of mending
their old garments in the hest manner
they could; somehad the elbows of the
coats mended with grey cloth, others had
the vne half of the slecve of a different
colour from the body ; and thsir trow-
sers were in an equally bad condition
as their coats.

The 42d, which was the only corps
in the brigade that wore the kilt, was
beginning to loose it by degrecs; men
falling sick and left in the rear frequent-
ly got the kilt made into trowers, and on
joining the regiment again no plaid
could be furnished to supply the loss;
thus a great want of uniformity prevail-
ed; but this was of minor importance
when compared to the want of shoes.
As our march continued daily, no time
was to be found to repair them, until
complately worn out; this left a pumber
to march with bare feet, or, as we term-
ed it, o pad the hoof. 'These men being
occasionally permitted to straggle out of
the ranks to select the soft part of the
roads or fields adjoining, others who
bad not the same reason to offer for this
indulgence followed the example, until
each regiment marched regardless of
leeping m rank, and se1 .ctimes mixed
with other corps in fron: and rear. To
put a stop to this irregularity, the men
without shoes were formed by them-
selves, and marched under the command
of officers and non-commmissioned offi-
cers, in rear of the brigade. It is im-
possible to describe the painful state that
some of those shoeless men were in,
crippling along the way, their feet cut
or torn by sharp stones or brambles.

Toremedy the want of shoes, the raw
hides of the newly-slaughtered bullocks
were given to cut up, on purpose to form
a sort of buskins for the barefooted sol-
diers. This served as a substitute for
shoes, and ¢nabled the wearers to march
in the ranks of their respective corpa-
nies.
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Our knapsacks by this time were al-
so beginning to display, from their torn
ends, their worthless contents; and as
our line of march was in an spposite
direction from our expected supplies, our
exterior appearance was daily getting
worse; but the real spirit of the soldier
was improving, and I make little donbt
but we would have followed our leaders
to the extremity of Europe without
grumbling. We were getting hardier
and stronger cvery day in person ; the
more we suffered, the more confidence
we feltin our strength; all in health
and no sickness.  The man in patched
clothes and a piece of untanned hide
about his feet, when he looked around
him, saw others in some respects as ill
appointed as himself; and he almest felt
a pride in despising any new comer,
with dangling plumes, plaited or crimp-
ed frills, white gloves, and handsome
shoes—all good-for-nothing frippery to
the hardy oil-womn soldier, the man of
flint, -powder, and stecl, as he thought
himself. His was the gloveless hand
and the shoeless foot, that braved alike
the cold and the heat, thetoil of the field
and the fatigue of the march; nothing
came wrong to him ; he started in the
morning from his hard pillow and har-
der bed, required no time to blacken his
shoces, but braced up his knapsack, re-
gardless of the stic of the roads or
weather, and was ready tomarch off —
Anton’s Retrospect of ¢ Military Life.

——

ErFrcrs oF PErRSEVERANCE—Al
the performances of human art,at which
we look with praise or wonder, arc in-
stances of the resistless force of perse-
verance ; itis by this that the quarry
beceines 2 pyramid, and that distant
countrics become united with canals—
1fa man were to compare the cffect of
a single stroke of a pickaxe, or of one
impression of the sprde. with the gener-
al design and last result, he wonld be
overwhelmea by the sense of their dis-
proporiion ; yet those pelty opemtions
incessantly continued, in time surmount
the gremiest difficultics, and mountains
are levellxl, and oceans bounded, by the

slender force of human beings.

For The Amaranth.

MIDXNIGIII"S MAGIC HOUR.

O, T love well
To feel the spell
Of midnight’s mugic hour;
I sit alone
Whale all are gone
From ighway and from bower.

No sound I hear,
No footsteps near,
Disturb my revene;
The world may slcep,
But I will steep
My thoughts in fancy free.

My soul shall rise
Up to the skics,

On cagles’ wings away;
There hold it's flyzht,
’M:d realms of light,

TUntil the dawa of day.

“No cares intrude,
My solitude
Is free from any sorrow;
My mind s blest
1WVeih peaceful ress,
And thinks not of 10-morTow.

QOh, T love weil
To feel the spell
Of midmght's magic hour;
Oh, I'mi along,
All, all ave gone
From highway and from bower.

St. John, 1541, G. M. R.
—ef—

Virtvr axn Vice—Every man
has actually within him the sceds of
every virtue and every vice; and the
proportion in which they thrive and -
pen depends in general upon the situa-
ti::!\s in which he has been, and is pla-
ced.

Goobn SexsE axp Learvive.—e
that wants good sense is unbappy i
having learning, for he hasthercby enly
more ways of exposing himself; and
he that has seuse, knows that leaming
is not knowledge, but rather the art o
using it

A LL deception in the course of life, i
indeed nothing elsc but a fie redeced o
practice, and fulsehood passing from
words into things.

Tur firmest friendships have bea
formed in mutwal zdversity, as iron is
most strongly united by the ferces
flame.
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(From the Ladies’ Companion.]
PAULINE ROSILR.

IT was in the twilight of a cold No-
Vember day, while a violent storm was
taging as I hurried along the Rue De

Tace, that I heard a feeble voice ex-
claim, « Charity ! Charity!” 1 turned
to the spot from whence ﬂ};e sound pro-
Ceeded, and there, in the dark recess of
an old building, sat a human figure
Shivering in rags. The singular situa-
Yon, and the wretched appearance of the
Supplicant, caused me to pause On a
Closer examination, I found it was a fe-
Male crouched upon the damp and chil-

Y ground ; a tattered cloak was closely
Tawn around her person, but yet so
Stanty in its dimensions, as to suffer her
ams to be exposed to the fury of the
Storm. Her neck and bosom were also
Partially uncovered, over which hun
lck black masses of dishevelled hair.
er face was pale and haggard, while
er eyes flashed with a wild and un-
€rthly Justre. On perceiving me re-
8arding her, she extended her right
and, and in a voice of melancholy
Sweetness, faintly again ejaculated—
Charity! Charity!” I droppeda piece
% money in her palm—my heart filled
With sorrow at her desolate and cheer-
°SS situation.  “Poor woman,” I ex-
Claimed, “ may God be with thee,” and
Urning away, I was about to walk on.
ith a strong convulsive effort, she
Sprang forward, seized my hand, pres-
i:d itto her lips, then falling on her
ges, called a blessing on me. The
Stddenness of the act caused her eloak
0 fall to the ground, and reveal to view
it‘i!lz emaciated figure, in the veriest
labllxments of poverty, while I particu.
atly observed a mimiature richly en-
gasfid in gold, suspended from her neck
t}? a faded black riband.  Dim as was
the light, I could, however, discover
it was the pictare of a man—no
Oubt g treasured remembrance—a gift
yi 1appier times—a token of the affec-
100 that sorved

Ll
(';f 0 bring remembrance full before the view
the loved lineaments

Of ta

ote we ne'er raust Lope to meet again.”

“ Pray rise, my good woman,” I said,
“this is no place for sorrow ; and 1 en-
deavoured to raise her, but my attention
seemed only to increase her suffering ;
sobs deep and audible heaved her bo-
som, tears streamed in torrents from her
eyes; she held my hand with a gras
like death—a strong hysterical laug
ensued, and she fell senseless before me.

My situation was a most singular and
painful one—almost a stranger in Paris
—an unknown female in sorrow and
suffering lying stretched before me on
the cold and stony ground—no one near
to aid or advise, for such was the fury
of the hour, that the streets were utter-
ly deserted. To leave her exposed to
tge mercy of the elements—tothe chance
of recovery, or to the accidental meet-
ing of some individual more able than
myself to succor her, seemed an act of
barbarity. A thousand ideas flashed
through my mind with the rapidity of
lightning, and I stood for s6me minutes
the being of irresolution, but hamanity
whispered to my heart, “ She is a wo-
man.” My determination was at once
taken, and unclasping my cloak from
my shoulders, I wrapped it around her
stiffl and senseless form, and replacing
her in the recess in which I had first
discovered her, hastened to the nearest
dwelling, to solicit for her shelter and
assistance.

It was with difficulty, however, that
I could find one heart to lend a favour-
able ear to my story, all to whom I ap-
plied, appearing to regard my request
as quixotic; for such is human nature,
ever too prone to receive with suspicion
the prayer of misery, and to attribute to
the wretched sufferer, the cause of his
own misfortunes. At length I encoun-
tered a feeling response in the person of
a poor and humble woman, who listen-
ed with compassion to my story, and
telling her husband, whose heart, thank
God, was as alive to my tale of wretch-
cdness as that of his honest partner,
to accompany me; We returned to the
spot where I had left the sufferer, and
arrived in the very crisis of time, to res.
cue her from two genz d' armes, who
were dagging her along with brutai
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force, and heaping on her the most de-
basing reproaches. “ Gentlemen,” 1
exclaimed, “that female is under my
protection; pray resign her to my care.”

A loud laugh burst from the minions
of authority, accompanied with a threat
of punishment if 1 offered to oppose
them in the performance of their duty—
at the same time they pushed the poor
creature with such violence, that she fell
prostrate on the cold and flinty pave-
ment.

I felt the blood of indignation mount
to my face. Iclenched my fist, and but
for the cooler judgement of my compa-
nion, who arrested my arm, the ruffians
the next moment would have fallen be-
fore me. I sprang forward, and raised
the sufferer—the blood was streaming
from a deep gash above her temple.—
"On perceiving I was beside her, she
clung around me with frantic violence.
“Save me ! save me |” she exclaimed,
“they would drag meto a prison—they
call me a beggar—a thief—a—a-—she
could not give utteranceto the epithet—
a convulsive shudder ran throughout
her frame—a flood of tears came to her
relief, and she wept bitterly upon my
bosom.

The gens & armes looked at each
‘other with amazement. Their stern
‘visages seemed to relax at the scene of
misery. They muttered some words,
the direct purport of which I could not
hear, but the sounds 1 thought were
those of pity. I seized the moment to
appeal to their feelings. My prayer
was successful, which, backed by a few
pieces—a more powerful advocate than
the voice of humanity—they consigned
the unfortuate creature to my protec-
tion. I now lost no time in urging wpon
her the necessity of accompanying us
to a place of safety. At first she hesj.
tated, as if suspicious that my sugges-
tion was the covert of some smister de-
sign, but my request being seconded by
my generous friend, won her conf.
dence, and leaning upon us for support,
we directed her tottering footsteps to the
dwelling of the good Baptiste—the name
of the worthy individual who had listen.
¢l to my story, and who was now mog

anxious in his efforts to succour the un-
ortunate. .

! lArrived at his dwelling, his kind
dame was busy in administering to the
wants of the sufferer, who now begin-
ning to feel assured that we were guid-
ed 1n our actjons solely from the im-
pulse of charity, began to acquire con-
fidence, while her countenance assume
an expression of melancholy happmes=1,
mingled with the remains of departet
beauty. Her age was apparently not
more than forty, while her language
and mien gave token of a superior edw
cation. T'he locket already referred to,
gave also proof that there was a mys’
tery connected with the situation In
which I had found her. Her exhausted
state, however, forbade, for the present,
any enquiry, and confiding her to the
care of Baptiste and his spouse, with
means to procure whatever was neces-
sary for her immediate wants, I wa¢
about to retire, with the promise that I
should be with her in the morning, bu!
the poor creature appeared fearful to
part from me. Oh, sir,” she exclaim-
ed, “do not forsake me. I am indee
unfortunate, I have no friend on earth;
all, all have deserted me. You, sir,
feel, were sent by Heaven to extricalé
me from the wiles of oppression, do not
deny me your confidence—your coun
sel. Tam a wretched wife and mothef
—my husband is—"

“Hush ! I cried, interrupting her:
“to-morrow I will hear all—doubt not
my fricndship—my interest in youf
case. You want repose.  Retire, ané
in the morning I shall be with you.
The poor creature seemed entirely over
come by the little kindness 1 had shown
her; she fell upon her knees, and i
voked a blessing upon me. BaptistV
and his spouse responded  Amen!” 1
departed from the house. Darkness
hadnow completely envelopedthe world;
the elements had nothing abated in thef
fury, and hurrying through the storm-
swept streets, I soon reached my home:
That night as T pressed my pillow, 1
thanked God that I felt a better and 2
happier man.

On the mornng I repaired to the
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house of Baptiste. The worthy couple
Teceived me with the checring intelli-
gence that their patient had passed a
lught of good repose, and was, in every
Tespect, much better. I yequested to be
Conducted to her. My demand was at
Ohice acceded to, and being led into a lit-
tUe apartment, humble but cleanly, with
2 bright fire blazing upon the hearth, I
ound the object of my solicitude seated
A a table, gazing eagerly upon the mi-
Niature, So deeply was she abstracted,
She was not aware of my presence, and
When I broke the silence, she started to

er feet and hastily concealed the minia-
ture in her bosom.

She was conscious, however, that I
haq witnessed the act, and a deep blush
Suffuscd her countenance. I betrayed
10 astonishment or curiosity, but slight-
.Y adverted to the happy improvement
I her Jooks. She was again about to
®Xpress her gratitude, when I prevent-
®her, ¢ Well, well, as you please,”
*he said, “but it is fit that you know
omething of the unhappy creature

om you have so greatly befriended.”
p ‘Not without it be congenial to your
®elings 1 answered. “1am convinc-
s that ‘my protection has not been be-

towed upon an unworthy object. T'hat
Me is a sufficient recompense, but, as
&, I am comparatively a stranger to
You, and therefore not entitled to even
%'Our friendship, much less to your con-
tnce,”

ho‘; Ah! sir,” she exclaimed, “did you
* 8ave me from famishing—insult—
t}tson‘whaply from death? Yes, yes,
e Te iy a frankness in your manner—a
1 dour jn your speech that assures me
se[,:my confide in you. ,
Lo become the possessor of my se-
“—my monitor? Do not consider
ne an impostor—indeed, indecd, [ am
.+ OPpressed and suffering being—the
®im of villany and power.”
o), took her hand, and requesting her
t ee seated, said, “1f what you say be
to . 1 the sight of Heaven I promise
ect your acts, and to endeavour to
Jess your wrongs.”

w ‘Thanks! 'Thanks! God will re-
M yoy——alas ! I can never. Look

Will you con-|

here,” she said, “taking the miniature
from her bosom. “ Behold the cause
of my poverty and suffering. I looked
—it was the likeness of a young and
noble-looking man.

“ And who is he?’ [ asked.

“My husband ! she replied. Her
hand dropped by her side with the mi-
uniature, and but for my assistance she
would have fallen to the grouud,

“My good woman,” I said, “com-
pose yourself Let there be no reserve,
no concealment with me. Tell meall,
and rely upon nae as your friend—your
protector.”

“Ido! 1 do sincerely,” she exclaim.
ed. “ Alas, it is a tale fraught with
bright days, fond hearts, and blighted
hopes ; but”’—she looked around the
apartroent as if fearful other ears than
mine might hear the recital. I rose,
and satisfying myself thatall was safe,
assured her that she might proceed free-
ly. Thus encouraged, she spoke as fol-
lows:

“ My maiden name was Pauline Ro-
sier, the only child of humble parents,
who resided in the village of Plancy,
in the department of Aube. As is too
frequently the case, I was indulged in
every caprice that my yeuthful mind
conld fancy. Seventeen summers had
shed their lustre on my head, and life
was to me a garden of joy. At this
period, there came to reside in our vil-
lage a young man, by name, De Brian,
of noble birth and autractive manners.
He had been sent, by his father, from
Paris, for the better finishing of his eda.
cation, under tuition of the pastor of our
village, as well as for the restoration of
an impaired constitution, occasioned
the gajeties and dissipation of the capi-
tal.  Among the inhabitonts, he soon
became a favourite, and, at our cottage
a constant visitor. My heart was cap.
tivated by his appearance, and I regard-
ed him as a beimg superior to all T had
hitherto beheld. He was assiduous in
his attentions to me, and at length avow-
ed himself, with the permission of my
parents,my lover. This, however, was
opposed by the pastor, and his visits for.
bidden. Young, ardent, and impetuous,
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he was not to be debarred from my so-
ciety, and excuses and opportunities
were easily found for our Meeting. At
length, alarmed at the passion of his
pupil, the pastor apprized his parent,
and De Brian received an order to re.
turn immediately to Paris, but before
his departure, we were secretly wedded
—hetrusting that his father would sanc.
tion our union when he found it could
not be recalled; but alas! the avowal
was received with rage and indignation
by the infuriated parent, who solemnly
averred that I should never be received
as the wife of his son. Rich, and pos-
sessing unbounded influence, he soon
found means to cast a suspicion upon the
validity of our marriage, and to prevent
more effectually our again meeting, De
Brian was despatched to a distant part
of the empire, in the service of his coun.
try, and spies placed about him to pre-
vent his sending to, or receiving intelli-
gence from me. To add to my afflic-
tions at the same time, both my parents
were suddenly called from the world,
and I shortly afierwards became a mo-
ther. Those who, in my days of hap.
piness had been my friends, now re-
garded me with contempt, while the
odium thrown upon my union, made
me a mark for the shafts of scandal. It
was almost with difficulty that I even
procured employment to support my ex-
1stence, and that of my babe.  Yet even
then I found happiness in the hope that
De Brian might yet return, and m
child behold the father of its being.—
Alas! that hope was suddenly dispelled.
One evening as I sat before my cottage
door,the pastor approached; in his hand
he held a letter, which he said was for
me. It was the writing of De Brian,
I severed the seal, and with the eye of
lightning glanced over its contents —
Just Heaven'! they were the announce.
ment of his return to Paris—of hig bein
wedded to another, and a request that
my child should be immediately for.
warded te him, to be reared according
to his instruction. Sense forsook me
and I sank to the ground. When 1
awuke, it was to madness. For monthg
I was the inmate of an asylum, during

which time, my infant was conveyedtoits
father. On my restoration to conscious-
ness, I departed immediately for Paris
in quest of De Brian and my babe.—
On my arrival, 1 found that he had de-
parted for a foreign land, and all tidings
of my child were buried in mystery-
Destitute of money—almost unable t0
walk—a victim to grief, and the agozg’
of suspense, I knew not how to proceed:
At length I received enough to sustain
my life by accepting of the most menia
employment, but I felt a comfort in the
thought that by remaining in Paris,
might ultimately gain intelligence o
my child, but for fifteen years it has been
denied me. Two months since I was
seized with a dangerous malady, an
conveyed to the Hotel Dieu.

On my recovery, I was too weak 10
labour, and the few articles of clothing
which had been left in the hands of the
persons with whom 1 had resided, had
been sold in my absence, to defray 2
small sum in which I was to them in*
debted, while they refused again to re-
ceive me, fearing that I might becom®
aburden. Forthis past week, the streetd
have been my home, and the pittance 0
the charitable passenger my only sup’
port. It was thus, Sir, that you foun
me, and but for your humanity, I might
have perished, and my secret remaine
unknown.” She paused, and regard:
ing the portrait, sighed deeply. 1 coul
not reply, but turning aside, gave vent.

¥ | to my feelings in a flood of tears.

At length, mastering my emotion.
said—“.fntd'is that the 1i1}<,eness of De
Brian?”

“Ttis 1” she replied. o

“Will you permit me to examine it!
I asked. .

She spoke not, but at once placed !
in my hand. Looking closely upon i
it struck me that I could recognise #

g | strong resemblance to a nobleman wi

an

of

whom I had a slight acquaintance,
who was high in the judicial power
France. My curiosty was excited.

thousand ideas floated in my mind—",}‘e’
possibility that he might bethe very i
dividual, and the thought that as my*
terious incidents had been by as sing®
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lar coincidences brought to light, took

Ssession of my heart, and I resolved
% once to ascertain the probability.

“Will you confide this miniature to
Wy care ? said 1. “Tt will materially

' my exertion in the discovery you so

Much desire.”

“Willingly 1" she exclaimed, for 1
assured you are sent by heaven, as

¥ good angel, to divinethe cruel mys-
®ry which hangs over me.”

“You shall see or hear from me,” I
-O0tinued, “in the course of the day, and
& the meantime, hold yourself in rea-
f Dess to come to me whenever I send
°f You”  She promised obedience,and

Quitted her presence.

g ‘mmediately repaired to the Con-
®Ivative Hall. ~ Count De Brisson, for
Uch was the title which had been con-

:r¥ed upon him, was seated in the chair

Justice. I narrowly compared his
:iatures with those of the miniature, and
nl‘hough a lapse of years had materially

tered them, still I'thought I could dis-

O%er a strong mutual resemblance.—
€t how to be assured it was he, [ knew
tl:)t' I therefore approached closer to
€ tribunal, with the purpose of endea-
OUring to glean from some of the offi-

h Information respecting his early

Aracter and patronymic name. The

Mrt was occupied with the trial of a

Inal for forgery. He was a young

21 of about seventeen or eighteen years
fea?ge’ of elegant form and intellectual
el Ures. He had just concluded a most

Quent defence, and the spectators ap-
ter, Ted to regard him with intense in-
to Stand pity. The jury had retired
]escfmsult upon a verdict, and a breath-
thrs Suspense held possession of the
theong’ Their absence was short, for

¢ facts were so palpable against the

'Soner, that no ameliorating clause

Uld be found, and the word guilty

g i emphatically pronounced. A deep

t § burst from the body of the specta-

3enst’ as the judge rose to pronounce the

®nce. The culprit appeared to be
hie only one who betrayed no emotion;

Tow was knit-—a smile of callous

mpt seemed to light up his features

¢ calmly heard the sentence of “ban-

feel

Contg,
4k

ishment for life to the galleys,” record-
ed against him. Bowing to the judge
respectfully, he turned suddenly round
to the spectators, and in a loud voice ex-
claimed, “Citizens, you have beheld a
father condemn his own offspring. I
am Frederick de Brian! Count de Bris-
son’s lawful but discarded son!” A
thrillof horror ran throughout the court.
The Count grew pale, and tremblingly
sunk back into his chair. The prison-
er folded his arms upon his breast; a
glow of revenge scttled on his face, and
a long laugh of ‘exultation burst from
his bosom.  The officers were about to
hurry him from the bar, when the
Count, starting to his feet, exclaimed—
“Hold! remove himnot;” then added,
“Frederic de Brian, if thou art my son,
speak, why do I find thee here ?’

“By thy cruelty—thy pride,” cried
the young man—*“by thy villainy which
dented me my righful name and heri-
tage—robbed me of my mother, and left
me without a protector to direct my
youth. - My poor mother, if thou art yet
alive—"

“Sheisalive!” I voluntarily exclaim-
ed. “She lives and mourns thy un-
known existence. Behold!” I exclaim-
ed, holding aloft the miniature, ¢ behold,
Count de Brisson, the gift of thy love, to
thy wedded wife, Pauline Rosier.” He
uttered a frantic shriek, and falling for-
ward, was received in the arms of the
attendants. They raised him—his eyes
were fixed and lustreless—blood gush-
ed from his mouth and nostrils, and he
was borne from the court. His spirit
had fled in the agony of the moment.

That night the widowed mother clasp-
ed to her bosom her long lost son, for a
remission of his sentence was easily ob-
tained, now that his rank was known,
and the cause which led to the deed con-
sidered.

It appeared that after Frederick had
been taken from his mother, he had been
consigned to the care of two aged pea-
sants, with the strict injuction that he
should be reared as their offspring, and
his real origin from him be concealed.
In this state of rusticity, the young man
coptinued watil the age of sixteen, at
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which time the old woman dying, re-
vealed to him the secret of his birth —
He immediately repaired to Paris, but
finding that Count de Brisson refused
to acknowledge him—and hig claims
were regarded as unfounded, he connec-
ted himself with a gang of roues. His
genteel appearance, and a natural quick-
ness, were well caleulated to aid him in
his nefarious profession. In a short
time he perpetrated the crime of forgery,
for which he was apprehended, arraign-
od, and convicted, as described.

Count de Brisson’s second alliance,
had proved of short duration—his wifo
dying two years afier their union, and
without issue. Frederic was, therefore
the only lawful heir to the title and do.
mains. Happy in the society of his
mother, he retired to his paternal castle
in Lorraine, but grief and suffering had
done their work, and she shortly after

~expired in the arms of her son.” Ten
years had passed away, when circum-
stances leading me in the neighbour-
hood of his estate, I ventured to make
myself know to him. My reception
was most generous. A beautifal and
noble lady was introduced to me as the
Countess de Brisson. My name was
already to her familiar, while a bloom.
ing family, who called her mother, hail-
ed me by the title of—% Their Father's
Benefacior |”

Note.—The incidents and character of this

tale are founded upon facts which occurred in
France afew years since, and many of our rea-
ders will no doubt recognisein it a defail of the
leading incidents of a newspaper paragraph
which” appeared in some of our city papers
8 few months since.—Ep. AmarANTH,

As the dove will clasp its wings to
its side, and cover ang conceal the ay.
row that 1s preying upon its vitals, so is
the nature of woman to hide from the
world the pangs of wounded affection,

GOOD THOUGHTS.

Good thoughts are ministering an els

To point a pathway to the ﬁr%amgent ;s en¢
he brazen serpent raised amidst our grief,

On which to look and find a surereliefy

The bow of promige in our menta) sky"

A pledge of after immortality ! _ ’

I’““"‘;‘.’/ Garland,

AULD FRIENDS.—By Davip Vebpgr.

My word! but ye seem nae sheep-shank,
I like your visage free and frank ;
That ye're a man o’ wealth and rank
I shouldna wonder,
WY’ credit in Sir Willie's bank
For twa three hunder;

Forby a sclated hoose to bide in,

A pony cart to tak’ aride in; .

Sax guid milk-kye, ye’ll hae a ]prlde in,
A mare an’ filly;

This comes o’ thrift an’ frugal uidin’,
Auld muirfand Willic !

An’ when ye gae to tryste an’ fair—
Gin ye hae little time to spare—
Ye'll trot the cannie auld gray mare
Through dubs an’ plashes,
Your legs happed in a cosie pair
O’ spatterdashes.

Nae doubt but ye hae struﬁgled sair
Through fifty years to gather gear;
Your manlybrow wi’ lines o’ care

Is sair indented,
But truth an’ honesty-are there

As deep imprented. ,
The parish kens that ye've maintained
Through life a character unstained ;
The eldership y€e'll hae attained,

As is right meet :
Or, if ye benna yet ordained,

Ye're on the leet.
When neehours cam’ to altercation,
Aspersion, an’ recrimination ;
An’ naething for’t but Courts o’ Session,

. . An’ judge an’ jury;

Your mild an’ righteous arbitration

Aye laid their fury.
When tailor Tam broke yard an’ shears,
An’ listed ¥ the Fusileers;
His widow’d mither, bathed in tears,

Mourned o'er the staff
An’ stay o' her declining years,—

Ye bought him aff.
Ise wad ye hae an ample store
O’ solid theologic lore,
Frae Bailey, Boston, Brown, and More,

An’ weel can quote them 5 ¢
An’ ither worthies, half a score,

Though I've forgot them.
I sec ye've trotted owre the green
To meet your valued early frien’ ;
He's sittin’ on an auld grei;.stane
i

Quite at his leisure;
The vera twinkle o' his een

Denotes his pleasure.
Ah!had we mony mare like thee,
To prop the State’s auld randle-tree;
An’ drink the stream o’ libertie

In moderation;
In spite o’ grumblers, we should be

A happy nation.

——

There is this paradox in pride/‘.t
makes some men ridiculous, but pr¢
vents others from becoming so.
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(From the London Sporting Review.)

Zporting Sketches from New-Brunstick.
BY M. H. PERLEY, ESQ.

The Lawyer and the Black Ducks.
Tur majority of sportsmen from the
United Kingdom, who have wandered
o the British Provinces of North
Merica, have generally complained of
2lack of field sports, and on returning
© that glorious “ FATHER LAND,” froni
Which we colonists are proud to claim
OUr origin, have described this country
t their brother sportsmen as not worth
© trouble of a visit. So far as their
o%n knowledge extended, they were,
®thaps, right; for, being wholly un-
;juallﬁed, they had not attempted our
Vrest life, and, consequently, knew no-
i g of our hunting, fishing, or shoot-
l?ng" They had . expected to indulge
CIr sporting propensities in the same
Yle, and with the like appliances, as
o the other side of the Atlantic, forget-
Mg the wide difference which exists be-
t'}‘:'een an old country and a new one;
€y were grievously disappointed, no
th ubt, in being debarred from joining at
B ¢ cover-side a well mounted hunting-
eld, radiant in all the brilliancy of
tlet coats, spotless leathers, and fault-
S tops; and being unable to move out
Y a day’s shooting, from the comforts
" luxuries of an English country
Ansion, followed by a retinue of dogs
4 keepers, to pace regularly and
?‘“eﬂy over the stubble, or through a
\v‘}:" acres of turnips, across country,
i Ich offered no greater obstacle to
®Ir progress than a hedge or a ditch.
Some few who have visited us, bles-
tom With youth, health, and an ardent
dimpera}nent, have conquered the first
der Culties attendant on eveg new un-
o] taking, and have opened to them-
Ves a wide field of gratification, which
:;ndply rewarded their perseverance,
S0y afforded endless and ever-varying
Tces of amusement and delight—
wioSe favoured few have been taught to
1eld the axe and use the paddle, and
di:y have become adepts with the In-
o ?hﬁShmg-sg:zar; they have succeeded
€ snow-shoe, and been able to pur-

c

8t

sue, with flying foot, the red deér and
the carriboo, over the crisp and glitter-
ing surface of the frozen snow, while
facing the sharp and nipping air of our
biting winter. They have learned, du-
ring the long and bnlliant days of sum-
mer, to navigate the broad lake and ra-
pid river, in the light canoe, with per-
fect saféty, and the most thorough feel-
ing of independence. They have, in
their excursions,skimmedoverthe bright
waters of some of the many sparkling
rivers in which New-Brunswick de-
lights, and which so completely inter-
sect it, ascending rapids and surmount-
ing obstacles of all kinds, until fairly at
the scources of the stream; and then,
instead of returning as they came, they
have “portaged,” with canoe and afl
equipments, to some other river flowing
in an opposite direction, and differing
widely, perhaps, in character and sce-
nery ; pursuing the downward course
of which they have been carried into a
new region, and an entirely different set
of wild sports and adventures.

To roam independently and at will
through the pathless forest, viewing na-
ture in her unsullied brightness, silent
beauty, and matchless grandeur, far dis-
tant from the haunts of man, and the
turmoil and bustle of the busy world,
breathing a pure air under a brilliant
sky, and subsisting by our own exer-
tions in the chase, 1s a mode of life pos-
sessing such fascinations as ¢annot be
understood, or fully appreciated, save
by those who havefelt its spell, and en-
joyed its pure and heartfelt pleasures.
The intense and constant excitement
arising from the ever-changing scenes
and varied incidents of such a state of
existence, are not its least recommenda-
tion ; and few, if any, of those who are
fitted to enjoy it, ever quit the vild wood
to resume their place in civilized life,
without deep feelings of regret that their
enjoyments are at an end, or without
evincing great unwillingness to submit
themselves again to the trammels and
restrictions of that highly artificial state
of things which is styf:ad “living in
good society.” There can be no doubt,

that the man of education, possessing &
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refined taste, who enters upon this wild
life, with all its attendant pleasures, and
moments of intense interest, after long
commnunion with the world, and weari-
ness of its ways, enjoys the delights
which it affords with keener zest and
higher gratification than the being who
is accustomed only to forest scenes and
life “ under the green-woed tree”” The
sportsman and the gentleman takes hig
simple meal in peace and quietness b
the river side, under a bright and cloud
less canopy, and he enjoys it the more,
because it is seasoned by a good appetite,
and sweetened by previous exereise of
the most invigorating character ; he
feels that all his powers, both of mind
and body, are in the highest state of per-
fection, and that he possesses unusual
quickness of perception, combined with
great energy both of thought and ac-
tion. He contrasts his feelings with
those which he has experienced while
undergoing the fatigue of a sumptuous
dinner of many courses, for which he
had no appetite, but with which he was
compelled to trifle while seated under
the gilded cornice, and surrounded by
the elaborate and costly ornaments of
some magnificent saloon, oppressed by
the glare of light, the sense of suffoca-
tion from a close and heated: atmosphere,
and all the desagremens of a large and
crewded party, however select it may
be; and he draws conclusions which
are greatly in favour of his homely,
yet abundant and really luxurious re.
past. He quafls from tKe cool and lim-
pid spring which bubbles by his side,
and feels that the pleasures he is enjoy-
ing are such as leave no sting behind,
but will furnish pleasing recollections
for many long years, of a more troubled
existence, which he may be destined to
spend in the gay world, to whoge ac-
customed round of frivolity and folly he
is fettered by the imperceptible, yet bingd.
ing chains ‘of long continued habit,

1t has been my good fortune, at times,
to meet with capital sportsmen, and right
pleasant companions, from the mother.
country, who had acquired the requisite
degree of skill and dexterity for follow.
ing our wild sports, and ready ang wil-

ling, at any season, for a dash into the
forest; and it was with a party of such
choice spirits that I found myself, one
calm summer morning, floating over
the deep and placid waters of one of ouf
third-rate rivers. We were five in all,
in the same number of camoes, each
paddled by an active Indian; and as we
proceeded up stream, in line abreast
we appeared to move by one impulse,
for no canoe shot a-head of its fellows,
and we rounded points, and skimmed
across coves and bays with equal speed,
and swift and steady motion. Salmon-
spears, guns, fishing-rods, landing-nets,
gaffs, and other sporting implements,
might be seen projecting from the ca-
noes ; while the requisites for a stay i
the forest, of some duration, were snug-
Iy stowed and carefally secured in each-
We had met, by appeintment, at the last
settlement on the river, about 80 miles
from the sea, and departing thence, at
daybreak, with joyous spirits and mer-
ry shouts, the clear, silvery notes from
the bugle of one of the party, broke the
stillness of the opening dag, and arous”
ed the sleeping echoes with the stirring
strain of '
“Behold, how brightly breaks the morning.”
The startled heron rose sluggishly
from the shallow whereon he had taker
post to seize his finny prey for a morn-
Ing meal, and sailed heavily away from
our dangerous proximity; while the
scared wild ducks sprang sharply from
the sedges which eoncealed them, an
wheeling round, rose high above the
tree-tops, to speed their flight to some

Y- | more quiet feeding-place, as yet undis”

turbed by the report of a ¥un, ot the re-
echoing blast of the bugle. Thus we
advanced some eight or ten miles int®
the depths of the wilderness, when the
stream becoming marrower,and the cur
rent more swift, we necessarily broke
up our line of march, and each cano®
made its way independently of the others:
In this way we pushed on some four of
five miles further; and, while pursuing
our course, the fly-rods were in cons'tzillt
requisition, the flies being used right -
and left from the canoes, and many go

ltrout were thus taken, with scarcely #
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Check to our progress, until, at length,
We reached a point where the stream
vided into two branches—or, in Ame-
Nean phraseology, “ forked”—when a
halt was soundeg, and we landed for
Test and refreshment. The grassy bank
Sloped gently to the water’s edge, and
Oliered every convenience for a halting
Place; the canoes were drawn up, stores
Were unpacked, fires lighted,and in very
Short space, breakfast was declared rea-
Y. What a glorious breakfast it was,
and with what gusto we enjoyed it
We did not, however, linger long
OVer our repast, for the day was yet
Young and we were all eager for sport;
%0 soon, therefore, as we had finished,
and made some necessary arrangements,
¢ separated to follow our several in-
®linations for the restof theday. Two
of the party went up the right branch
Of the stream for salmon-fishing, in its
Swift waters; other two, in pursuit of
Wid pigeons, pushed over to a rich al-
Uvia] meadow, or plain—called ¢ inter-
vale” in the colonies—which skirted
the banks of the left branch, and was
Covered with a luxuriant growth of that
Usefu] and beautiful forest tree—the su-
‘ga; maple.

t was my fancy to accompany To-
Mah, the olgest Ingian of omP a¥ty, in
g‘lest of ducks, up a deep and narrow
l}:eek’ winding its tortuous way through

¢ fertile intervale, which, from the
Size of the trees, flourishing in its rich,
Virgin soil, and freedom from under-
00d, bore great resemblance to an old
glish park. We paddled gently and
Cautioysly about a mi};:, the perfect still-
Ness only broken by the heavy plash of
e large mud-turtle, as, launching him-
8lf from off the fallen and halfsunken
s‘i?_e on which he basked in the sun-
th ne, he sunk with sullen plunge; or
k'e sharp and rattling note of the crested
Ing-fisher, the resplendant azure of his

; I“‘Qage glancing in the sunbeams, as
€ flitted from tree to tree before our ad-
8nce, unwillingly disturbed in his ac-
o romed pursuits, and wondering at
h‘"‘ Intrusion upon his hitherto quiet
2unts. Moving stealthily along, and
Ive to every sound and movement near

us, we were brought up suddenly by a
mound across the creek, which Tomah
at once pronounced an ancient beaver-
dam, one that had, in former days, been
thrown up by those most industrious
and sagacious animals, the beavers, to
create a small lake, or pond, in which
to place their singular lodges, or habi-
tations. This dam was about thirt
feet in length, from bank to bank, and,
as nearly as conld be ascertained, some
six feet in width at the base, the thick-
ness gradually diminishing to the top,
which was a little over a foot in breadth.
It was built with smalltrees, which had
evidently been cut on the banks of the
creek by the teeth of the persevering
beavers, and, falling into the water, had
been floated down, and then placed, ho-
rizontally and cross-wise, in an exceed-
ingly well selected situation. A suffi-
cient number of trees appeared to have
been thus placed; the projecting tops
and branches had then been cut off, and,
with twigs and stones, had served to fill
up the larger interstices; after which
the whole fabric had been rendered wa-
ter-tight with tough clay, and strongly-
adhesive mud from the banks and bed
of the creek. The top of the dam was
surmounted with a thick growth of
vigerous shoots from the willow, the
birch, the aspen, and other trees used in
the work,and looked not unlike a hedge-
row, dividing the upper from the lower
waters of the strcam. It was evident
that the trapper had been here, and that
all the beavers had been killed, or dri-
ven off, long before, for their lndges
were broken and dilapidated, and no re-
cent traces of their labours were visible.
At one extremity of the dam, close
to the bank, was an opening, through
which the flow of the stream found its
way ; and Tomah explained to me that
this opening was used by the beavers
for the purpose of raising or lowering
the waters of the pond. It constituted,
in fact, the waste-gate of the dam: in
times of flood, the beavers enlarged the
opening to give vent to the surplus wa-
ter; and in the heat and drought of sum-
mer they closed it again,so as to secure
to themselves sufficient extent of surface
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and depth of water for
In winter, he said, these sagacious crea-
tures nearly closed the opening, and
kept up the water at the highest level,
to prevent the possibilty of the pond be-
coming frozen to the bottom, and the
communication with their lodges under
the ice being thereby cut off,

L was greatly struck with the inge-
nious manner in which the opening or
waste-gate was placed and secured, so
8s to guard against the danger of its be-
coming too large by a sudden rush of
Water, in which case the end of the dam
would be swept away, and the whole of
the worl, in all probability, destroyed ;
and I noticed, with admiration, the ex-
traordinary and wonderful instinet of
the beaver, which had directed the bujld.
ing of the dam, not straight across the
stream, but curving considerably up-
ward, and offering the convex side to
oppose the accurnulated weight of wa-
ter, thus giving increased strength, firm-
ness, and solidity to the work.

Some time was spent in examining
the various labours of the former dwel.

ers in this extinct colony of beavers,
all of which gave ‘unerring proof of the
unwearied labour and prudent foresight
of the numerous body of sagacious ani-
mals which, judging from the great
number of ruined lodges, must, at some
former period, have sported and gam-
bolled fearlessly and freely in the un-
disturbed waters of their pond, now al-
mest stagnant from long neglect, and
nearly choked with aquatic plants in
endless variety.

Tomah lifted the canoe over the dam,
and then we floated out upon a piece of
water, more extensive than we at first
conceived, for the larger portion had
been concealed from our view by a sud-
den bend in the stream ; on turnin
which, we opened a long narrow lake
which seemed to terminate abruptly at
the base of a steep and lofty hill, wood.
ed to the very summit. Qur attention
was, however, attracted by certain ing;.
cations among the tater lilies anq
other aquatic productions, which weye 50
abuntlant that the surface of the water
¥as nearly covered, that wild fow) had

all their purposes.

been lately on the feed; leaves and flow-
ers were broken and floating ; roots and
water-grasses had been torn up from the
bottom, and, half eaten, were strewn in
quantities on the broad leaves of the
white lily, affording proof that the birds
were numerous and long undisturbed-
We crept cautiously and noxseless}y
along, and soon discovered, at some dis-
tance, a large flock of black ducks,
much scattered over the surface; but as
these delicious birds are very shy an

difficult of approach by daylight, it was
agreed that Tomah should land, and,
making a long defour, endeavour to get
beyond the flock, and turn them down
the water, while I remained in the ca-
noe, in such a position as would enable
me to blaze into them as they passed.
The time occupied by Tomah in reach-
ing the point indicated, appeared s0
long, that, growing impatient, and‘for(i
getting the strict caution I had receive ’
to keep perfectly quiet until the birds
were on the wing, and sufficiently near
for a shot, I gradually edged the cano¢
from among the tall rushes and ﬁag
which concealed it, toward the flock ;
but the instant they had view of my sus-
picious proceedings, the alarm was gr
ven, ans the whole body went off in-
stantly, far out of reach Shortly af
ter the Indian appeared on the bank,
and I paddled up for him; he stood lean-
ing on his gun, lost in thought, and,
although he strove to conceal it, evr
dently vexed. On my inquiring \vhﬂ‘i
had happened, he asked if I had hear

what the ducks said, to which I answer
ed, that I had not been so fortunate.f
He then told me, very gravely, that, a8
he was creeping down upon the flack;
and very ncarly within range, a duck
ling, who was on the outskirts, first no-

g |ticed my movements, and cried out t,g
, | the father of the flock : “ Meta-hassim!

(black duck!) “who is that coming!

The old duck looked attentively f(:,f
an instant,and replied, “ It is Potosuin'
(the lawyer). “He isa very dange
rous man! Always beware of a Pf{;
TosUIN ! Let us be off, my children'
And away they all flew.

“ Now, in future, rememter,” con:

’
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cludeq 'Fomah, “when you wish to get
tear black ducks, that you had better
€ep more out of their sight, Potosuin ?’
nd, having delivered this sharp re-
Proof, he stepped lightly into the canoc,
Seized the paddle, and in an instant we
Were skimming swiftly away.
—IL—

COWARDICE IN THE SOLDIER.

. It is perhaps needless to abserve, that
Lls scarcely in the power of an indi-
Vidua] foot soldier to perform any enter-
};“Smg feat in the field of action, unless|
® be on some detached duty in front,
Such a5 is frequently the case with the
“irmishers. If he is with the batta-
tﬁ’n, he must keep in his ranks; itis on
€ united movement of the whole body
23t general success depends; and he
& rushes forward is equally blameable
With him who lags behind, though cer-
inly the former may do so with less
thance of censure, and no dread of
w~lme. A man may drop behind in the
ﬁeld’ but this is a dreadful risk to his re-
Utation, and even attended with imme.
Jate personal danger, while within the
Nge of shot and shells: and wo to the
Man that docs it, whether through fa-
;g“e, sudden sickness, or fear; let him
heek death, and welcome it from the
and of g foe, rather than give room for
Ly surmise respecting his courage: for
"en others are boasting of what they
Ve seen, suffered, or performed, he
Ust remain in silent mortification.  If
h'? chances to speak, some boaster cuts
M short ; and, even when he is notal-
Uded to, he becomes so sensitively alive
tﬁat ese merited or unmerited insults,
the considers every word, sign, or
8esture, pointed at himn, and he is mise-
Fable among his comrades.

IT s proper for all to remember, that
« °Y ought not to raise expectation which
ihls Not in their power to satisfy, and
atit is mare pleasing to see smoke
Tighteninginto flame, than flame sink-
€ into smoke.—Joknson.

THE two great movers of the human

2ind ave the desire for good, and the
of evil,

Selected for The Awnaranth.,
THE THREE HOMES.

“Wherg is thy home 7’ I asked a child,
Who in the morning air,

Was twisting flowers most sweet and wild
In garlands for her hair;

“My home,” the happy heart replied,
Smiling in childish glee,

‘“Is on the sunny mountain side,
Where soft winds wander free.”

O! blessings fall on artless youth,
And all its rosy hours,

When every word is joy and truth,
And treasurcs live 1n flowers !

“ Where is thy home?” I asked of one
Who bent with flushing face,

To hear a warrior’s tender tone
In the wild wood’s secret place;

She spoke not, but her varying cheek
The tale might well impart;

The home of her young spirit meck

Was in a kindred heart.
Ah! souls that well might soar above,
To earth will fondly cling,
And build their hopes in human love,
That light and fragile thing!

“Where is thy home, thou lonely man 7"
I asked a pilgrim gray,

Who came with furrowed brow and wan
Slow musing on his way;

He paused and with a solemn mien,
Upturned his holy cyes,

“The land I seek thou nc'er hast scen,

My home is in the skies!”

o! bi,cst, thrice blest the heart must be,
To whom such thoughts are given,

That walk from worldly fetters free,
Its only home is heaven !

——

Every Day HappiNess.—Occupa-
tionand a clear conscience,the very tru-
ant in the fields will tell you, are cra-
ving necessities. But when these are
secured, thereare higher matters, which,
to the sensitive and educated at least, are
to happiness what foliage is to the tree,
They are refinements which add to the
beauty of life without diminishing its
strength; and, as they spring only from
a better use of our common gifts, they
areneither costly nor rare. Many have
learned secrets under the roof of a poor
man, which would add to the luxury of
the rich. The blessings of a cheerful
fancy and a quick eye come from na-
ture and the training of a vine may de-
velope them as well as the curtaining of
a king’s chamber.

Prvsic, for the most part, is nothing

else but the substitute of exercise or
temperange.
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A MOTHER'S LAST PRAYER.
BY ANN 8. STEPHENS.

“First our flowers die—and then

Our hopes, and then our fears—and when
These are dead the debt is due,

Dust claims dust—and we die t00.”

I'was very young, scarcely beyond the
verge of infancy, the last and most help-
less of three little girls whowere gather-
ed around my poor mother’s death-bed.
When I look on the chain of my varied
existence—that woof of gold and iron
woven so strangely together—the re-
membrance of that young being whe pe-
rished so early a.nCY so gently from the
bosom of her family, forms the first sad
link which ever gives forth a thrili of
{unereal music when my heart turns to
it—music which becomes mare deep-
toned andsolemnasthat chain is strengtﬁ-
ened by thought, and bound together by
the events of successive years. The first
human being that I can remember, was
my invalid mother, moving languidly
about her home, with’the Fa]eness of
disease sitting on her beautiful features,
and -a deep crimson spot burning with
painful brightness in either cheek. [
remember, thather stepbecame unsteady
and her voice fainter and more gentle
day by day, 'till, at last, she sunl to her

»and we were called upon to witness
her spirit go forth to the presence of
Jehovah. They took me to her couch,
and told me to Jook upon my mother be-
fore she died. Their words had no
meaning to me then, but the whisper
in which they were spoken thril?ed
yainfully through my infant heart, and 1
felt that something very terrible was
about to hap Pale, troubled faces
were around that death-pillow—stern
men, with sad, heavy eyes — wemen
overwhelmed with tears and sympath
and children, that huddled together shud-
dering and weeping, they knew not
wherefore.  Filled with wonder and
awe, I crept to my mother, and buryin
my brow in the mass of rich brown hair
that floated over her pitlow, heavy with
tht_e damp of death, but still lustrous in
spite of disease, I trembled and sobbed
without knowing why, save that aj)
around me was full of grief and lamen-

tation. She murmured, and placed he.:
pale hand on my head. My little hea::d
swelled, but I lay motionless and fill
with awe. Her lips moved, and a voicé
tremulous and very low, came faintly
over them. These words, broken an
sweet as they were, left the first dea’
impression that ever remained on my
memory—“ Lead her not into tempta-
tion, but deliver her from evil.” _This
was my mother's last prayer! in that
imperfect sentence, her gentle voice
went out for ever. Young as I W?S;
that prayer had entered my heart wi
a solemn strength. I raised my hea
from its beautiful resting-place, an
gazed awe-stricken upon the face of m}f
mother. Oh, how an hour had chang
ed it! The crimson flush was quench-
ed on her cheeks, a moisture lay upos
her forehead, and the grey, mysterious
shadows of death were stealing over
each thin feature, ?ret her lips still mov-
ed, and her deep blue eyes were bent on
me, surcharged with spiritual bright-
ness, as if they would have lefi one 0
their vivid, unearthly rays, as the se
of her death-bed covenant. Slowly 28
the sunbeam’s pale at nightfall from the

, | leaves of a flower, went out the star”

light of those eyes; a mist come over
them, sofily as the dews might fall upon
that flower, and she was dead. Evep
then, I kmew not the meaning of th‘:
solemn change I had witnessed, bu
when they bore me forth from my m§
ther's death-bed, my heart was fill
with fear and misgiving. -
Allwereoverwhelmed with the weigh
of their own sorrow, and I was permit
ted to wander around my desolate homé
unchecked and forgotten. I stood won
dering by as they shrouded my mothefs

Y, |and smoothed the long hair over hef

pale forehead. Silently I watched th@ﬂ;
spread the winding-sheet, and fold thos
small pale hands over her bosom, b

g | when they closed the blinds, and wen*

forth, my little heart swelled with :

sense of unkindness in shutting out th'r

sunshine, and the sweet summer 5’r

which had 5o often called a smile to her
pale lips, when it came to her bed, ff;‘

grant from the rose-thickets and t
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White clover field, which lay bencath
¢ windows they had so cruelly dark-
ﬁ:eﬂ. The gloom of that death-cham-
T made me very sorrowful, but I went
to the bed, turned down the linen, and
lig my hand caressingly on the pale
2Ce which lay so white and motionless
g‘rthe dim light. It was cold asice. I
‘heW back affrighted, and stealing from
€ Yoom, sat down alone, wondering

*d ful of dread.
The¥l buried her beneath a lofty tree
g:‘ the high bank of a river. A water-
I rajses’its eternal anthem nearly, and
€sunset flings its last golden shadows
;mong the long grass that shelters her.
% Temember it all—the grave with its
ewly-broken sod—the coffin placed on
b € brink. The clergyman, with his
by ck surplice sweeping the earth, and
1o Concourse of neighbours gathered
ound that grave, each lifing his hat
Sverently as the solemn hymn swelled
nthe air,answered by the lofty anthem
burglng up from the waterfall, and the
Teeze rustling through thedense boughs
hat gloomy tree. 'Theh came the
g‘m!}g of the coffm as it was lowered
10 jts narrow bed, the dull, hollow
sl d of falling earth, and those most
®mn words of “ dust to dust, and
¥hes (0 ashes”  With mournful dis-
"ctness were all these things impres-
theo"? MY young mind, but my mo-
}’le‘ 8 last ‘prayer is written more forci-
¥ than all in characters that but deepen
maturity. It has lingered about
heart a blessing and a safeguard,
M&r:lding it with music that cannot die.
¥ Y times, when the heedlessness of
!l?:th would have led me into error, has
,‘ntts\\jeet voice, now hushed for ever,
like"mmgled with my thoughts, and,
dme the rosy links of a fairy chain,
my 2 me from my purpose. Oft,when
rs OV has been wreathed with flow-
b‘-‘e;m the festival, when my cheek has
od flushed, and rer(?' eyes have gpark-
e With anticipated pleasure, have I
ght the reflection of those eyes in the
,e;rol', and thought of the look which
t-hated Uﬁon me when my mother died—
“Nl';ebro en supplication to Heaven has
back to my memory, the cluster-

‘ed from temptation.”

ing roses have been torn from my head;
sad and gentle memories have drank the
unnatural glow from my cheeks, and
my thoughts have been carried back to
my lost parent, and from her, up to the
Heaven she inhabits. The festival and
all its attractions, have been lost in gen-
tle reflections, and I have been “deliver-
Again, when the
sparkling wine-cup has almost bathed
my lips,amid merriment and smiles and
music, has the last sad prayer of my
mother seemed to mingle with its ruby
contents, and I have put away the gob-
let, that I might not be led into temp-
tation.”” When my hand has rested in
that of the dishonourable, and trembled
to the touch of him who says in his
heart there is no God, as that voice
seemed to flow with his luring accents,
I have listened to it, and fled as from the
serpent of my native forests.

Again and again, when the throb-
bings of ambition have almost filled my
soul, and the praises of my fellow men
have become a precious incense, the still
small voice of my mother’s prayer has
trembled over each heartstring, and
kindled it to a more healthy music. In
infancy, youth, and womahood, that
prayer has been to me a holy remem-
brance—a sweet thought full of melody,
not the less beautiful that there is sadness'
in it. '

—otro—

CrastiTy.—How large a portion of
chastity is sent out of the world by dis-
tant hints—nodded away, and cruelly
winked into suspicion by the envy of
those who are past all temptation of it
themselves. How often does the repu-
tation of a helpless: creature bleed by =
report—which the party, who is at the
pains > propagateit, beholds with muchs
pity and fellow-feeling—that she is hear-
tily sorry for it—hopes in God it is not
true; however, as Archbishop Tillotson
wittily observes upon it, is resolved, inr
the meantime, to give thereport her pass,
that at least it may have fair play to take
its fortune in the world— to be believed
or not, according to the charity of those
intso whose hands it shall happen to fall.
—Sterne.
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THE VICTIM'S:DYING HOUR.

Brnoup that cheek, that dim and haggard eye,
Those clay-cold lips, still moving asin pray’r,
List to that thrilling, agonizing sigh,
Then say if guiltidid cr inhabit there?
Alas, alas! the sting is sorely felt,
Well hath she suffer'd to atone her guilt!

Say, is this she, who onee alone did reign
Belov'd of all, the mistress of all heasts?

She who had countless lovers in hier train,
Now brought thus low by vile seductive arts?

Say, is this she, who in e ulgent sheen,

Of ev’ry heart erst reign’d the lovely queen?

Where is the deep carnation tint ? where how
The ley}e which kindled once with beauty’s
ight ?
Whereis the smile that onee light up that brow,
On which stern guilt hath cast jts with'rifg
blight?
Alas, alas! of all she’s now bereft,
Of what she was, the wreck alone is left !

Are those the eyes,
beam,
Which now appear as still as silent death?
Are those the lovely checks which once did
seem,
As if were there entwin’d the roses’ wreath ?
Is this the form, in infancy oft prest
With rapture to a mother’s terider bteast ?

which once with love did

Are those the arms which oft with love have

un,
Upon thg foul seducer’s guilty neck ?
Now lying powerless, their nerves unstrun 3
Aund like herself a sad and mournful wreck ?
Arethose the lips which did their breath disclose
Like to the fragrant odour of the rose.

Say, is this she, whose soul-subduing lance,
Allur'd all hearts to worship at her shri
ho through the crowded mazes of the dance
Like a celestial satellite did shine ?

She who appear'd as lovely as the day,

'Ere the seducer mark’d her for his prey ?

Yes, this is she, but now, alag ! she lies

Sad and neglected on her dying bed;
No gent htgnd is near to closﬁ her eyes ;
© tedeof sorrow now for her is shed ;
-She who could once adorn an empire’s th;'one,
Now lies unwept, unpitied, and unknown,

That breast was once devoid of ev'ry ile,
._And virtue there took u her blest aEgde;
hat facc was once lit with an heav’nly smile,
Which foul seduction’s venom did corrode;
That lovely form is wasted now and gone,
And canker'd sorrow hath the conquest won,

Oh! man, fel] monster, cruel of thy kind,

hat art thou, but a ruthless libertine ?

See that sad wreck, and oh! let it remind
Thee that the foul and dreadful work i3 thine ;
ehold thotsie charms which thou hagt cauged

to fade,
And tremble at the havoc thou hast made,

p——

Thou cruel spoiler, oh! that such as thee,
Should thus deface the image that was made
(Like to the maker of all things that be), .
Or that such are who have from virtue stray d;
That such there are, who foul advantage takes
And seck a woman's love, her heart to break-

)

How mauy arc the vows, the oaths, the prayr’s,
And ev'ry other vile scductive art ;

The protestations, groans, and sighs and tears,
Resorted to, 1o win her gentle heart :

She listens to thee, in an evil hour, .

Then falls, and withers, like a blighted flow'r-

But hark, what sound now falls upon mine car ?
Itis the hapless female’s dying moan;

Say, canst thou hear it, and riot drop a tear,
Unless thine heart is of the flinty stone?
Approach and view thy victim’s dying bed ;—

AFI s silent now, alas ! —her spirit’s fled !

St. John. J. M. 69th Regt.
--—‘._...
THE ABBOT OF LA TRAPPE,

BY EMMA C. EMBURY:

“Think’st thou existence doth def)end on time?
It doth; but actions are its epoch : mine
Have made my days and nights imperishables
Endless, and all alike, as sands on the shore,
Innumerable atoms; and one desert,

Barren and cold on which the wild waves breaks
But nothing rests, save carcasses and wreck$
Rocks, and the salt-surf weeds of bitterness.

MANFRED-

QNE of the most brilliant ornaments
of the splendid and rofligate court 0
Louis the Fourteenth, was the young
Abbe de Rance, Originally destin
to the career of arms, the death of an
elder brother, which left_vacant seve
ral rich benefices, produced a sudder
change in his prospects, and at the ear-
ly age of ten years, Armand de Ranceé,
received the tonsure. Those intellec:
tual tastes, for which he was already
remarkable, seemed to fit him in a pect’
liar manner for an ecclesiastical life, an
he devoted himself to his studies with
zeal which promised unbounded succes$
to the aspirant for fame. His early ac-
quaintance with the classics was §9.
great, that he published an edition ©
Anacreon when only twelve year®
old; and his progressin various other
branches of polite learning, was so 1
markable as to obtain for him the notice
and protection of Anne of Austria. De:
voting himself more especially, hoW;
ever, to the study of the Seriptures, and-
of the Fathers of the Church, he pas’
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8ed through the various grades of cleri-
€al edycation with the most distinguish-
success, and, when permitted to be-
fome a public preacher, soon placed
himself in the first rank by his learn-
g and his eloquence. Young, hand-
Some, and highly gifted, he became one
the most popular persons about the
%ourt, and hundreds who had forgotten
listen to the dictates of virtue in their
?“"1 conseiences, flocked to hear them
Tom the beautiful lips of the young
be de Rance.

. Enviable as it might appear, his po-
tion was, in fact, one of extreme dan-
Ber. Endowed with strong passions,
0se universal contomitants of great
talents, posssessing a nature extremely

Susceptible, and a heart overflowin
th warm affections—gifted, also, wit%xT
3 person of the noblest beauty, and a
O1ce of the most winning sweetness,
€ was exposed to temptations which
Might easily have overcome a spirit far
Ore ascetic than that of the young ec-
hieBIastic. To heighten the perils of
eds career, his father died ere he attain-
Rat)ns twenty-fifth year, and Armand de
ce found himself not only free from
Ntrol, but also in possession of a large
Yate. " Tt was at that period of his life,
en pleasure intruded itself within a
h’mt formerly devoted to wisdom—that
8: first began to feel the weight of his
5e§red vows. His thirst for fame had
0 slacked in the stream of court fa-
of T,and the allurements of society now
w}f?e(_i@hemselves to him at the moment
theen his heart turned in weakness from
empty honours he had achieved —
the morals of the time were not
as to compel him to the practice
hol‘nUch penance and self.denial. His
; ¥ office was but a slight barrier to
M?o Passions, and however the cowl
v ght conceal, it certainly did not pre-
d;.“»!helr indulgence. Living in the
iy observation of the most flagitious
me"eﬂ, and surrounded by those whose
ﬁ“k only served to emblazon their
o 5 the' Abbe de Rance soon became
ﬁbnwe" known for his reckless dissipa-
von. 28 for his talents, and while he still
ued to utter the most eloquent ex-

D

By
8

hortations from the pulpit, his daily con-
duct evinced how little effect the lessons
of virtue had produced on his own
heart. Passionately devoted to thechase,
he would frequently spend several hours
in hunting, and then, travelling with all
speed some ten or fifieen leagues, to
reach the spot where his duties called
him, he would sustain a disputation in
the Sorbonne, or deliever a sermon to -
the people with as much tranquility as
if he had just issued from his closet.
His fine powers of conversation render-
ed him so desirable a companion, that
he was constantly engaged in some wild
frolic, and, listening only to the dictates
of his unbridled passions, he was ever
foremost in scenes of riot and excess.
Among the beautiful women who
composed the brilliant e¢ircle of Ver-
sailles, the Duchess of Montbazon was:
pre-eminent in loveliness. Herdazzling
complexion, 5o rare a charm in the na-
tive of a sunny clime, her splendid eyes,
her fine hair, her superb figure, the
symmetry of her delicate hands and
feet, were claims to admiration not like-
ly to be overlooked in so voluptuons a
society, and Adele de Montbazon had
listened to the voice of adulation, until
its music had become wearisome to her
ear. Moving in the gayest round of
fashion, breathing an atmosphere of en-
joyment, and surrounded by all thata
mere votary of pleasure could desire,
she had already begun to feel the satiety
which ever waits upon indulgence,
when she accidentally encountered, at
a masque, the gifted Abbe de Rance.—
The charms of his brilliant wit, and the
musical tones in which he uttered those
sparkling bon mots which form the zest
of conversation, atiracted her attention,
before she was aware of the personal
beauty hidden beneath his mask and do-
mino. Pleased with the mystery of the
affair, the romance of Armand's nature
was awakened, and he determined to
win her heart by the magic of intellect
alone, ere he discovered to her the fea-
tures of her unknown admirer. They
met frequently at the many entertain-
ments of the court, but by avoiding her
near presence in general society, he
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managed to preserve his incognito ; and
it was not until passion had asserted full
mastery over the hearts of both, that
Madame de Montbazon discovered her
secret lover in the person of she hand.
some and gifted Abbe. It was to both
a dream, such as had never before visit-
ed their waking thoughts ; it was a first
and passionate love, for, however incon-
stant each might once have seemed,
ather attachments were but the sem-
blance, while this was the reality of af.
fection. Tainted as they were, by evil
contact, the voluptuous ‘priest, and the
court beauty were, for the first time,
sensible of disinterested love, and hence.
forth the character of both seemed to
lose the selfishness which had once been
their most striking trait. Yet their love
was a crime, and however thejr guilt
might be palliated to the eyes of the
world by the licentiousness that prevail-
ed around them, in the sight of Heaven,
the sin was too dark and deadly to es-
cape its reward. But the heart of the
lover was of far different mould from
that of his volatile mistress. There
was a wealth of tenderness in his bo-
som of which she never dreamed. Hig
capacity for loving exceeded hersin g
tenfold degree, and all the powers of his
noble nature, all the energies of his
gified mind, were concentrated upon this
affection. Her dazzling beauty, her
bewitching gentleness, her fond blan-
dishments, had completely captivated
his senses, and the treasures of his gift-
ed intellect were flung like grains of in-
cense on the shrine of her loveliness,
But the fire that burned before the idol,
Was an unhallowed flame—the smoke
of the incense ascended not up to Hea-
ven, and the punishment which ever
awaits the deegs of ill, did not spare the
denizen of courtly splendour,

As one of the charms of their inter.
course was the mystery in which it wag
involved, the Duchess de Montbazon
had given her lover a private key which

admitted him by a secret staircase to her
dressing-room; and thus they were ac-
customed to meet without the coghizance
of the lady’s most confidential domestics,

Months had passed without awakening

cither from their delirium of passion,
when, at length, business compelled
De Rance to Jeave Paris, and sunmon-
ing a degree of resolution of, which he
was scarcely capable, he repaired to
their usual trysting-place to bid her
farewell. The lady had just returned
from a ball at the Tuilleries, where the
lovers had met each other with the care-
less glance and frivolous words, which
served to hide their sccret from the ey¢
of prying curiosity. Throwing off her
velvet robe, heavy with its embroidery
of seed pearls, and loosing her beautl-
ful tresses from the cumbrous head-gea¥
prescribed by the fashion of the times,
Madame de Montbazon dismissed her
attendants, and awaited the visit of her
lover. Never had she looked more en-
chanting than on that evening. A wrap-
ping-gown of dark flowered silk, dis-
played the beauty of a form usually en-
cased in the stiff hoop; while her dark
tresses fell upon her fair brow and bo-
som in all the unadorned loveliness of
simple nature. Such was the creaturé
who sprang with joy to greet the commg
step of the young Abbe, and who lay,
weeping upon his bosom, when the hour
of parting came, Again and again he
bade her farewell—again and again he
pressed her to his beating heart, and, 88
he kissed her fair round cheek, he dar-
ed to breathe a sacrilegious prayer that
Heaven would watch over the object 0
his guilty love.

Tg\vo )s(hort weeks only had e]\apsed;.
when the Abbe de Rance, impatient 0
his exile, unexpectedly returned to Paris-

It was late in the evening when he

reached his hotel, and, as he summone?
his valet to assist at his toilet, he antick
pated the joyful surprize which his s}ldi
den return would afford his beautift
mistress. Wrapping his manteau about
him, and slouching his hat close over
his eyes, he hurried to the abode of the
Duchess of Montbazon, and reached the
private portal justat the hour of twelve-
Noiselessly making his way up the
narrow stairs, he approached the secrét
door, and paused to listen ere he ventuf*
ed to unclose it. But all was still, an¢
his heart beat high as he imagined b8
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beautiful Adele lying in peaceful slum-
€5 so near himn. Pausing one mo-
Ient to quiet his excited feelings, he
Cautiously unclosed the door, and the
Rext instant stood in the midst of the
3partment. Giood Heavens ! what a
Scene presented itself!  Stretched on a
ler, attired in the vestments of the grave,
lay the body of the Duchess, while on
2 table near, with the features distorted
Y the most loathsome of all diseases,
ay the severed head of her whom he
ad left in the bloom of youth and health
and beauty! Tall tapers, placed at each
®Xtremity of the bier, shed a ghastly
8lare upon this dreadful spectacle ; and
Uttering a smothered cry of horror, the
Wretched man fell senseless beside the
ead. His mistress had died of small-
Pox, afier an illness of only six hours,
d amid the confusion and dread which
2lways attended this frightful malady,
€T remains were so little respected,
that the coffin having been found too
Short, the surgeons had severed her
€ad from her body !
hen he recovered his consciousness,
the Abbe de Rance found himself still
‘Iﬂolle with the frightful images of death.
1 a paroxysm of neipient madness, he
Tusheq from the apartment, and at day-
feak was found lying senseless at the
00t of his own hotel. When the at-
Yndants, who should have watched the
Uchess, entered the room, they found
& private door unclosed, and a manteau,
h ch was recognized as belonging to
e Abbe de Rance, together with a
lglfwe, stamped with his family arms,
Ying beside the bier. Death had be-
Tayed the secret of their loves, and ere
€ disfigured remains of the beautiful
ele were deposited in the tomb, the
Kerle court rang with the tale of hor-

, This is no wild and unprobable fic
00, gentle reader. Such was the fate,
S Tecorded in the annals of the time,

a One of the chief ornaments of a court,

cnd such the revolting barbarity which

aracterized the obsequies of youth

beauty and rauk, in the age of

Uis the Fourteenth.
_Months passed away ere the Abbe de

Rancerecovered from the terrible shock.
Madness would have been almost mercy
compared to the pangs of grief, the
stings of remorse, and the fearful recol-
lections which haunted him day and
night. The image of Madame de Mont-
bazon leaning on his bosom, her arms
entwined about his neck, her eyes beam-
ing unutterable tenderness into his, was
frightfully blended with the remem-
brance of the bloodstained head, the
loathsome features, the glazed and half
open eyes which had so lately met his
view ; and ofien were his attendants
aroused at deep midnight by the wild
shrieks which told of the horror such
visions awakened in the suffering peni-
tent. Buttime wrought its usual work
of peace in the heart. Armand de
Rance rose from the bed of sickness
stricken in spirit, desolate in beart, but
resolved to expiate the sin for which he
had suffered. With a calmness that
seemed almost unnatural, and even led
to the suspicion that the taint of insanity
still lingered about him, he set himself
to the task of reforming his mode of
life. Dismissing his retinue of servants,
he sold all his plate, jewels, and rich
furniture, and distributed their price
among the poor. All luxury was ba-
nisheg from his table, and denying him-
self even the most innocent recreation,
he spent his whole time in prayer, and
the study of the sacred writings. Nei-
ther the railleries of his friends, nor the
jeers of the gay world could deter him
from the course he had now marked
out for himself. He sold all his estates,
and relinquished all his rich benefices,
reserving only the Abbey of La Trappe,
which he obtained permission from the
king to hold, not as a church gift, but
simply as an Abbot, subject to the same
laws that governed the brotherhood.—
To this humble retreat he retired in the
year 1662, bidding adieu for evertoa
world in which he had sinned and suf-
fered so much.

His first care, after opening the duties
of the abbey, was to reform the abuses
which had erept into the fraternity,
through the relaxed discipline of his
predecessors ; but finding many of the
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monks unwilling to conform to his
severe regulations, he permitted such
as were refractory, to retire jnto other
houses, and commenced his new sys-
tem with such only ag were equa{ly
zealous with himself At first he for.
bade the use of wine and fish, preseribed
manual labour, and enjoined unbroken
silence ; but in later years, he material-
ly increased the austerities of the order.
Prayer, reading the sacred authors, and
severe labour divided every moment of
tieir time. Every speciek of recrea-
ton—even that of study was prohibited,
and the fathers were forbidden to speak
to each other, or even to disclose their
countenances one to another.  So great
was the isolation of each individual,
that a monk might live for years with
the most cherished friend of " his youth,
miiht eat from thesame board,and kneel
al the same altar, yet never learn his
identity, 'till death had sealed the bodily
eyeand lipsforever. "The Abbot alone,
together with a few lay brethren, were
obliged to retain the privilege of speech
for purposes of business, but it was only
exercised in cases of absolute necessity.
‘The hospitality, however, which had
originally been enjoined by the foun-
der of the order, still characterized La
Trappe; and amid the silent, solitary,
selfdenying beings, who glided like
ghosts about the noiseless corridors, the
spirit of benevolence was ever present.
But the health of the melancholy Abbot
-sunk underthe severe penancesto which
besubjected himself; and even the Pope,
unwilling to lose so zealous a son of the
church, advised him to relag the severe
discipline of his monastery. Inflexible
in his purpose, he listened to the advice
of none, and having partially regained
his health, the only relaxation he allow-
ed himself, was the substitution of intel-
lectual in the place of manyq] labour.

Years rolled on, and amid the de-
struction of armies, and the convulsion
of empires, the name of De Rance had
faded from the remembrance of those
whom he had lefi behind him in the
busy world.  Absorbed in the desire of
‘reforming the abuses of monastic life,
and the wish to expiate, by daily pe-

nance, the sins of his youth, the Abbot
of La Trappe continued to divide his
time between writing treatises for the
religious world, and practicing the most
rigid austerities, All knowledge of por
litical affairs was prohibited in the ab(;
bey, and even the stranger who share

their hospitality, was desired to wnh(i
hold all tidings of the external worl

from the inmates of the living tomb.—
Even the Abbot knew little of the chan-
ges which society was undergoing at
that momentous period, and, if the con-
vulsion, which shook to its very foun-
dation, one of the mightiest nations upon
earth, when the consecrated head of ma-
jesty fell beneath the blow of the headS%
man, was felt within the sullen walls 0
La Trappe, it was butas a blow inflict
ed on a palsied and scarce sentient body-

On the evening of a mild Novembe‘i
day, in the year 1690, a stranger, of sad
deportment and careworn micn, atten l
ed by a few domestics, clajimed the wel
known hospitality of La Trappe. As
he alighted, the Abbot prostrated him-
self at his feet—an act of humiliation
which he always performed to a visk
tant, and then led the way to the c}{apel'
After the usual religious cerernonies, a
supper of roots, eggs, and vegetables
was placed before him, and he was con-
ducted to his straw pallet by the lowly
Abbot.  With the dawn of day, lh‘}
stranger was astir, and applied himsp]
to the severe duties of the place, with
the most fervent devotion. The abbot
knew not, and cared not for his namé
or station; it was enough for him that
he was a stranger and a man of sorrow-
But even the holy father was moved tf'o
tears when he learned that the griet
stricken man, who knelt so humbly t0
implore his benediction, was an'exxliii
monarch, the misguided, the bigoted,
but unfortunate James the Second ©
England,

The king's visit seemed to awaken 2
faint glimmer of early recollection i#
the breast of the Abbot of La Trappe:
The things of the world—the stirring
scenes of cities and courts—the dream?
of ambition, the realities of destiny, oncé
more aroused his Jong dormant interest
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and he listened long and eagerly to the
¢ of vicissitudes which Jumes could
Unfold. But he wastoo consistent not
' repent most bitterly of thus yielding
10 temptation. When the king depart-
, he condemned himself to additional
Penance in order to expiate this viola-
on of his own rules, and allowing
msclf to think of wordly affairs.—
Is severity of his discipline proved
%0 much for his weakened frame and
:‘dvanced age. In less than a year af
rwards, the grave, which (according
0 a rule of the order) his own hands
ad dug, received the remains of him
W 0 wag once known as the gified, the
Ambitious, the voluptuous Armand de
poace. For thirty-scven years had he
cen buried in this desert of earthly af
“Ctions, and, when, at the age of sixty-
Ve, he laid down the burden of exis-
hnce, the errors of the youthful priest
ad long been forgotten in the austerity
of the pious Abbot of La Trappe.
. Gentle reader thou hast doubtless lis-
®hed to many a tale of romantic inter-
eTSt connected with the monks of La
Tappe, for the mystery which must
velope men who live together, look-
l}:‘g not upon each other's faces, and
eearmg not each other’s speech, must
>Ver malke thein a favourite subject with
ll:?laginar writers. But it may be thou
Owest little of the history of the sin.
Ular fraternity; it may be that thou
exst never before heard of him by whose
eItions it was transformed from one
o the least to one of the most ascetic
ers of monks ever known to exist.
Can only tell thee that mine is a true
&cord of the past; and the austerities
ich now waste the lives of the soli-
Ty Trappistes owe their origin to the
e:?lncholy termination of an iutrigue
e seventeenth century.

wév OTE.—According to Jesse, the house which
e: the scene of Madame de Montbazon’'s
&bolh’ and of the frightful spectacle recorded
in t}‘:e’ is still standing in Paris. Itis No. 14
Tojg

hand is now known as the Hotel Ponthicu.
—clo—
C"“mdicﬁon.--]\latrimony, we all know and

Y f .
c}.}"“'. 15 the consummation of love ; now lexi-
Btaphers say that consummation means end.

¢ Rue des Fosses St. Germain I’ Auxer-.

CHILDREN’'S HYMN.—By WoubwoRrTH.

On, Thou, whose eye, with merey mild,
Surveys the sinner’s bended knee,
Thou, who wast once a little child,
As tender and as young as we;
Dear Jesus, Saviour, Father, Friend,
To thee our lisping tongues would raise,
While humbly at thy feet we hend,
A song of gratitude and praise.

’Twas thy ereating word that made
All things below, and all above,
When we admiring, sec displayed
Thy matchless wisdom, power and love.
’Twas thy redeeming love that raised
Our soul from ruin, sin and woc;
Then let thy holy name be praised,
By all good children here below.

And may those hearts thy love inclined
To give us intellectual light,

To pour instruction o’er the mind,
Enslirined in ignorance and night.

May they enjoy a rich reward,
In conscious virtues’ sweet repast ;

Oli, bless them while on earth, dear Lord,
And take them to thyself atlast.

— S~

E¥rects oF CrvirizaTion.—Shall
your cook and your ivaiters, your car-
ters and your ditchers, be accounted
equally civilized with yourselves? Shall
they who watch the look, and tremble at
the frown ofa superior, beallowed to pos-
sessdelicacy of sentiment and dignity of
character? No; they are deprived of all
personal consequence in society. Their
own Interest is annihilated. They are
merely a necessary part of the luxurious
establishement of their principal.

We passed by the residence of Poly-
dore. 'We saw his gorgeous palace and
widely extended fields.  We examined
his gardens, his park, his orchards; and
were struck with astonishment at the
splendour of his establishment. And is
this all, we enquired, designed for the
accommodation of one man! Can one
creature, not six feet high, occu}f rall
these splendid apartments? Behold the
flocks, and herds, and fields of corn?
Can all these be necessary for the sus-
tenance of one! But ifall this be the
Froduct of his own Jabour, he has full
iberty to enjoy it. Polydore mustbea
giant! Did he pile up these massy
stones, and erect these ponderous build-
ings? Did he subdue the lordly fo-
rest, and cover the fields with waving
gran? No: Polydore has done noth-
mg. He owes all this to the labour of
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cthers. But how then, we inquired with
amazement, did Polydore gain this as-
cendancyoverothers! Howdid hecon-

el his fellows to cultivate his fields, or
abour in hisditches? Polydore did not
compel them, they were compelled by
their necessities. A fortunate concur-
rence of circumstances, and the laws of
the country, have made Polydore rich;
but these men are poor. A small por-
tion of the product of their lubour goes
to the support of themselves and their
families; but the far greater part is appli-
ed to the aggrandizement of Polydore’s
establishment. And as this aggrandize-
ment increaseg, in like manner increas-
ses his ascendancy over others.

We saw through the whole in a mo-
ment. It is therefore absolutely neces-
sary that every rich man should be sur-
rounded by others more indigent than
himself. If it were otherwise, in what
manner would he induce them to supply
his factious wants, or gratify his lux-
urious inclinations 2 Cottages, then,
must necessarily be found in the vicini-
ty of palaces; and lordly cities must be
surrounded by suburbs of wretched-
ness! Sordidness is the offspring of
splendour ; and luxury is the parent of
want. Civilization consists in the refine-
ment of a few, and the barbarism and
baseness of many. ™

Asthe grandeur of any establishment
is augmented, servile and base officers
are multiplicd. Poverty and baseness
must he united in the sune person, in
order to qualify him for such situations.
Who fill servile and low employments
in your Atlantic cities? Are there not
American minds to be found sufficient
ly degraded for these contamptible occu-
pations. Ye find it necessary to have re-
course to the more highly polished con-
tinental nations for suitable drudges to
sweep your strects and remove nuis-
ances, to stand behind your carriage,
and perform degrading duties about
your persons.

Civilized Europeans, when they vis-
it your country, complain loudly of
your barbarism.  You are little better,
1 their estimation, than the savage of
the wilderness. They cannot meet

with that obsequiousness and servilty
which is necessary to their happiness:
They complain, most dolefully, of the
impertinence of their servants, and,
deed, of the difficulyy of procuring any
one sufficiently qualified for the situa’
tion ofa menial. = You frequently blush
for the rudeness and barbarity of you¥
countrymen, when you listen to thes®
complaints of your polished visitants;
but do not despair. The seeds art
sown; and the growth will be rapid.—
The causes have begun to aperate, an

the effects to be seen. There will soo?
be a sufficiency of indigence and pover
ty of spirit to make servants obsequious;
and multiply the number of domestics-
Let splendour, refinement, and luxu_lz’
triumph ; and we promise that sordid”
ness, baseness, and misery, will walk 18
their train.

Man was designed by natureto cuk
tivate the fields, or roam in woods—
He has sufficient strengthto do every
thing for himself that is necessary ¢
be done.  He can erect a hut of pole®
and cover it with bark or skins witho!
the assistance of another. A smal
portion of his time procures clothllzj
and food ; and the remainder is devot
to amusement and rest. The momf’n‘

ou leave this point, your destinatio?
15 certain, though your progress may
he slow.—The Savage. ’

—efrA—

The pianoforte of M. Listz, the cele

brated performer on that instrument, waé

sold at Hamburg a short time since fof
the enormous sum of £840,

~ofo—
MEMOIRS OF THE HEART.

Visions of our childirood

Blotted out with tears;
Golden hopes long buried

In the wreck of years;—
Flowers, which by the way side

Perish’d in their bloom ;—
Voices that reply not,

From the silent tomb ;—
Faces that bent over ns

In our cradled rest;—
Eyes that woke affection

In the youthful breast;—
In our sleep like phantoms

Come they and depart—
Shadows of the memories

Lingering in the heart.
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A REMARKABLE PERSONAGE.
I AxMoxo the most strange and singu-
T characters that have cver played
J€Ir part upon the stage of human ac-
Uon, the « Chevalier d' Eon,” it appears
' Mme, must have been among the most
rf"‘tlﬂl‘kal.)le. Over the birth of this cu-
ﬂ‘]‘;‘ls personage, there hung a mystery
t was never disclosed. Having re-
ently vead a biographical sketch of the
€ and doings of this singular charac-
€%, and presuming little to be now re-
Membered of him—or her, as the case
o have been—I have thought a brief
Yhopsis, or notice of this biography
Qight not be uninteresting to the won-
er-loving people, in these dry times for
n&Ws‘
This great personage, who figured
at rgely in the seventeenth century,
the_ Courts of England, France and
Ussia, was born in Burgundy, in the
Year 1798—so says the “British Ma-
oh e of 1793, from which these sket-
s are gathered. “ Ata very early
8¢, for reasons not yet divulged, her
bo;?,"s made her assume the dress of a
P She was afterwards sent to
Tance, where she commenced.an edu-
:atlon “guitable to her supposed sex,”
"d’ before leaving France, and after
Ving completed her education, was
Rade « Doctor of civil and common
g“’; and was received advocate of the
arliament of Paris” In 1757, she
introduced by the Prince of Conti
© Louis XV.,to whom the Prince made
OWn the secret of her sex, and recom-
®nded her as a suitable person to ar-
he“ge a matter that Louis had much at
2 art,a reconciliation between his Court
20d that of Russia. In this she was,
ppears, most eminently successful.
O 1757, she was sent to the same
h°\§l‘_t with Chevalier Douglass, in the
3biliments of a man. On her return
aris, she was commissioned the
tﬁme year to communicate the plan of
€ Russian military campaign, to the
t of Vienna, and while at that
ﬂ:‘lrt, news arrived of the famous bat-
s of Prague. «The Count de Brog-
, Ntrusted her with despatches to the
wurt of France, giving an account of

,Oour

the victory, &c.” On her way she wus
upset in her carriage, and broke her
ancle. She,nevertheless, reached Ver-
sailles several hours before the courier
who was sent from the same Court with
similar despatches. She, having a de-
sire to distinguish herself in “deeds of
noble daring,” received a military com-
mission from her sovereign, and was at
the engagement of Ultrop, where she
was twice wounded. She was at ano-
ther engagement at Ostervitch, where,
at the head of eighty dragoons and for-
ty hussars, she charged the battalion
“ Prussen de Rhes,” which she com-
pletely routed, and took the command-
ing officer prisoner.

In 1762, she was sent as secretary to
the ambassador from the court of France
to that of England, to conclude the trea-
ty of 1763. She displayed so much
shrewdness, dignity and talent, while at
that court, in the management of her
business, that the King desired she
should be the bearer of the ratifications
of the treaty of peace to the court of
Versailles.  She was afterwards ap-
pointed Minister Plenipotentiary to the
court of England, where she took part
in many warm debates, in all of which
her talents were readily seen and ac-
knowledged.

In 1777, it appears, from an English
journal publishe(sl inthat year,that strong
doubts were entertained as to which of
the sexes she properly belonged, and
from the'Chevalier’s singularity of dress,
it could not casily be determined. Cu-
riosity, it appears, was on tip-toe!—
Heavy wagers were laid, and “ mon-
strous frauds,” in which the Chevalier
was accused of having taken an inter-
est. This matter, however, was finally
ended by a somewhat ludicrous trial be-
fore Lord Mansfield, on which trial, it
was sworn by M. de Morande, that the
Chevalier was a woman. The Cheva-
lier, after pretending to be somewhat in-
censed at the discovery, finally acquiese-
ed, and put on the female dress.  Very
little, it appears, was heard of the Che-
valier after 1773. The French Revo-
Intion deprived I’ Eon of the pension
granted by Louis XV, and the Cheva-
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lier's last days were those of extreme
poverty.

After the death of this singular per-
sonage, which took place in England
in the 84th year of her age, the body
was inspected by Wilson, Ring, and
others,”Professors of Anatomy, and was
examined by most of the faculty and
many other persons of distinction,among
whom was his Highness the Duke of
Gloucester. From the certificates of
the faculty, it appears to have been fin-
“ally ascertained that the Chevalier was
in fact a MAN.

—I

CuaracTer.—How different is the
human mind according to the difference
of place. In our passions, as in our
creeds, we are the mere dependants of
Feographical sltuation. Nay, the trif-
ing variation of a single mile will revo-
lutionize the whole tides and torrents of
our hearts. The manwhoismeek, gene-
rous, benevolent, and kind,in the coun-
try, enters the scene of contest, and be-
comes forthwith fiery or mean, selfish
or stern, justas ifthe virtuous were only
for solitude, and the vices for a city.——
Bulwer.

TEID AMARANTEL

I3 We are sorry that our Frederic-
ton subscribers did not receive the Feb-
ruary number of THE AMARANTH in
due season: the fault does not rest
with us—the person entrusted with the
package, omitted to deliver it; and we
were not aware of this, until our Agent
informed us of the case. Persons in
any part of the Province, can receive
The Amaranth by mail, by notifying our
Agents in their respective districts.

e

% An English Spelling Book, with
Reading Lessons ; for the use of the
Parish and other Schools of New-
Brunswick,” by WiLLiam Corrv.—In
our estimation this work is destined to
become a most popular one in this Pro-
vince. Thesystematic arrangement ex-
hibited throughout the work, and the
-distinet, comprehensive, and progressive

run of the words, both in spelling and
reading lessons, must tend, in a great
measure, to facilitate the progress of the
young in acquiring a correct knowledg®
of the rudiments of an English educa’
tion.—We think, however, that had the
reading lessons been made subjects 0!
simple and amusing, as well as instruc-
tive details of the settlement and ad-
vancement of the Province, including
historical information, arranged in an
easy and comprehensive style, it would
have rendered the work a still greatef
means of imparting a correct and in*
structive familiarity with something
more than plain words—and thus have
served a double purpose. The work
however, is highly creditable to the an*
thor, and exhibits throughout much
taste and sound judgment, and prove?
his knowledge of the task he has per
formed. It is printed in good style by
Mr. H. Cuuss, and neatly bound by
Messrs. Neuson, Fraser, & Co.
—e—e

To Correspondents.—Several favors
have been received, which will be a*
tended to.—“ Dark Harpour,” an 017’
ginal tale, will appear in our next num*

ber.
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