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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



g0
Bt

TEE AMARANTH.

g

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 fellow