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HAmbroze  Handeaille.

BY M. E O

CHAPTER L.

#.To teach the canvass jnnocant deceit, =
Or Jay the landscape on the snowy sheet;
These; these are arts pmsued without & crime,
Thet icave ud stain tpon the wing of tima."
JOWDZ2.

0, is it not sivcet to be thus beguiled
Of the pangs that embiiter a iong life's close:
By thie ter:der carcs of n duteous chiled;
Who soothes so kindly a parext’s woes.—Axoy.

“What an exquisite painting!” exelaim-
ed a young und richly attived lndy, pausing
before the window of a stationer’s shop, in
which it wassuspended: ¢ Do; Aunt Maria;
stop for' a woment, and look at it.” )

* Really, Laura; one would imagine jou
“had just srrived fYom the country, to see you
standing and gazing ‘on it with such a look
of admiration 3 I an quite ashamed of you.”

“ Rather, my dear aunt, it wonld be cause
of shame if' } conld pass it unobserved ;—as
well might 1 blush to be found gazingon 1he
works of Nature, as on this exquisilc copy
of one of her most beautifal scenes.—
But Jet us step in and inquire its value; for
1should delight to transfer it to my boudoir.”

“ What is the price of that sketch in the
window ?” inquired the young lady of the
bookseller, as she entered his store.

# Five guineay,” was'the answer ; ©and,

29- : ) '

as the production of native talent, it merits,
I ibink, ntuch commendation.”

“ That does, ihdeed; invest it with greater
interest ; but can you tell me, Mr. Penton,”
she said again, addressing the bovkseller,
with whor she had a slight gequaintance;
“ the name of the artist P

« No, madam, he is a stranger fo me. I
can oniy inform jou that he is a young man
of very thoughtful aspect; and, thotigh his
manners and speeeli indicate the gentlemaii,
from his apparel I should judge bim in indi.
geut circumsiances. A day or two ago he
brought mé¢ this drawing; and, with much
modesty, inquired if I thpught it worth pur-
chasing. Tadvised him to allow it to Femain
in the shop & day or two, as I thought he
trould be able to dispose of it at gremter ad-
vintage than I could afford-to purchase it:
He is to call to-night to hear the result”

Slight and imperfect fs those hints of the
young man’s chavacter necessarily were, they
lent to the picture a romantic interest; well
fitted to uttract a young girl of warm imagi-
nation; and slre resolved fo purchase it, glad
of an opportimity 16 assist a fellow-creature.

Leaving the lady to retsrn with her aunt
to their elegant dwelling, we propose to- fur-
nish our readers with a brief outline of the
history of Ambrose Mandeville.

How diversified are the paths of life, and
how varied thc experienco of individuals.
A few therc are who, even at maturity;
know so little of sorrow, piérsonally, that its

very existence appears to them rather as a.

.
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fanciful delusion than a scber reality. So
green and flowery their paths, so unclouded
their skies, that while possessing, it may be,
kindly hearfs;, that would fain sympathize
with those who complain of the ronghress of
the way, they cannot fully enter into, or ap-
preciate, their feelings; for; to those only,
who have sufferéd, ® sorrow is a sacred
thing.” We may rumber Ambrose Mande-
_ville with the latter class—with those, who
' Early feel life's bitterness,
And taste its cup of wo.
His father had once been a merchant of
good slanding, and possessing a liberal edu-
"cation, gentlemanly mauners and address,
hie society was much courted. Unhappily,
this very circumstance led him into habits
of dissipation; the billiard-room and drink-
ing saloon became his favourite resorts, and
not the prayers of his once lovely and belov-
ed wife, not the innocent prattle of kia chil-
dren, nor the remonstrances of friends, had
any effect in dissuading him from the path
he was pursuing. Of course, poverty came
on him as anarmed man, and ere he arrived
at the age of forty, he found himself without
means, without business, and witheat friends.
Bat, instead of rousing his energies, and
commencing afresh, he became utterly reck-
less, and seemed determined to rush head-
long to rnin. His wife, a gentle, delicate
woman, accustemed, from infancy, to all the
luxuries of life, though she might have sus-
tained the weight of providential misfortunes,
drooped, like a broken flower, under the de-
gradation of her husband; the words of
rebuke and vnkindness which he uttered,—
and these were neither few nor far between,
~-called furth no similar response, but they
sank deeply into a sensitive keart, and
health and spirits speedily gave way, and at
the time in which our story commences, the
wasted form and hectic cheek, seemed to he-
rald the approach of the insiduous destroyer
of carth’s fairest children — consumption.
The only stay and support of the family was
- the eldest sun, Ambrose Mandeville, now in
. his twentieth year, and the artist of the pic-
ture purchased by Miss Cliffton. His nar-
row income, as clerk in a subordinate office,
under government, scarcely afforded them
- the necessaries of life, much less its super-
fluities. Distressed, that he could not pro-
* cure.for his mother those little delicacies
__ which, to an invalid, seem indispensable, he

was one day secretly lamenting the small.
ness of his iricome, and wondering by what
means be could increase its  Whilethus sad-
ly engaged, a new idea suggested itself.—
He remembered of having casually heaid of
a bookseller, who was in the habit of pur-
chasing sketches from native artists, snd
having, when very young, evinced aremark-
able taste for drawing, which, fortonately,—
for they were then in prosperons circum-

.| stances,—had been assiduously caltivated,

he determined to employ his leisure hours
in similar attempts. The result of the first
is already known to our readers.

Tt was a clear, frosty Christmas eve when
Ambrose reccived the first fruits.of his pa-
tient genius. The merry sound of -sleigh-
bells, the cheerful voices of pedestrians, as
they hurried along the snowy pavement, the
gaily decorated and brilliantly illuminated
windows, all wore an appearance of life and
gaiety, well fitted to usher in the anniversary
of that season, when from Feaven was pro-
nounced “ Peace on earth, good will towards
men.”  With a glad and thankful heart,
Ambrose retraced his steps, and afier mak-
ing several purchases at tlie different stores,
he passed. on his way, entered the lowly
dwelling, made sacred by the appellation of
bome, Somewbhat better than nsual, that
evening, the mother had busied heiself in
endeavouring to make their little parlour as
comfortable as possible before the return of
ber son. The eurtains were snuagly drawn, -
the hearth cleanly swept, and the fire blazed
high and cheerily, to welcome him bome.
The frugal meal was prepared when he re-
turned, the additional luxuries which he had
been enabled to procure, made it quite a
comfortable one; and the young man’s eyes
filled with tears of joy, as he observed how
much his mother appeared to relish the sim-
ple delicacies which his consideration had
supplied.

That evening would hare been a kappy
oue to all, but for one drawback on its feli-
city, namely ; the knowledge that the hus- - |
band and thher was not only absent from
the social circle, but as they, too truly, fear-
ed, amid the scenes of dissipation and vice.
Still, as the mother gazed wpon her eldeat

gon; her heart swelled with thaokfulness;
-and as she listened to the kindly tones of his

voice, as he presented to each of the family
a present, though simple, not the. less wel-
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come, and marked his eyes beaming with
affection, she felt that while he was spared
to her, earth had not yet lost all its charms.
O, could Laura Clifton have beheld, for a
moment, the happiness which her readiness
to assist the deserving had conferred—could
she have seen the smile that lighted up the
mother's face, as she listened to her son,—
and conld she have beheld that son himself,
whose countenance, generally thoughtful,
almost to severity, beamed lovingly on the
younger members of the family, she would
surely have been amply rewarded, and ac-
knowledged that it was “more blessed to
give than to receive.”

CAAPTER II.

* They showed him sunny islands spread
Beneath unclonded skies,

‘Where orange groves waved overhead,
And glanced the bright tire-flies;

They carried him to beauteous bowers,
By fragrant breezes fauned,

What cared hie for their trecs and flowers?
Twas nol his native land.”

. MRt AxN Browse.

A select party were assembled, that even-

ing, in Mr. Clifton’s spacious drawing-rooms
—and a group of young ladies had gathered
around Laura, who was exhibiting her late
purchase. As they were mutuaily discuss-
"ing its merits, Mr. Clifflon, who had been
standing near them, conversing with some
gentlemen, approaching the circle, exclaim-
ed: .

% Why, Laura, what curiosity have you
there, that appears to win such admiration,
judging from the glances bestowed on it ?”

Laura handed the picture to her father—
but he-had scarcely looked at it, before he
inquired, in a tone of astonishment :

“ Where did you obfain this ?”

" Laura narrated the circumstances attend-
ing its:purchase,—and, on her finishing, lier
father observed :

“ It is most singular that this picture is
the exact representation of a memorable in-
cident in my life—one that will never be
erased from my memory.”

« Will you not favour us with & recital of
it,”” inquired one of the party, and the rest
joining in the request, he readily complied.

“ Having completed my course of studies
ia - College,” he commenced, “my
kind parents resolved that X should become

-acquaintéd with the world. Accordingly,
in my twenty-second year, I set out for the

%

Continent, accompanied by an elderly gen-
tleman, a friend of my fathet’s, who possess-
ed a warm and generous heart, sound jadge-
ment and morals, and a liberal education.
‘This gentleman had in his youth spent much
of his time abroad, and now having but few
ties to chain him to his native land, for he
was an old bachelor, thought he could not
better occupy his time than by becoming my
guide, and thus rendering an essential ser-
vice to the son of his old friend. I will not
pause now to describe the pleasure experi-
enced in that journey ; the zest of novelty,
the freshness of youthful spirits, the presence
of an highly intellectual and interesting
companion, and, above all, the absence of
care, lent to it a eharm, which even now

1 causes me to look back on it as a haleyon pe-

riod of life. But I fear I shall weary you.
1 pass over particulars, and come directly to
thie incident. We had started very early
one morning, from a small village, for the
town of , about forty miles distant,
expecting to arrive there before evening.—
Ilaving travelled with rapidity, during the
early part of the day, we stopped to refresh
ourselves at an inn by the way. We were
accompanied by two servants, onc of whom
acted as postilion and the other as am out-
rider.

% After a couple of hours’ vest, we pro-
ceeded on our journey,—and had . travelled
several miles, before I missed my portfo-
lio, which contained some valuable papers,
—and having sent the outrider back for it,
I determined to take a stroll on foot, while
my friend rode slowly on in the carriage.
Observing some beautiful flowers by the
way-side, I stopped to pluck them, and then
walked hastily forward to the carriage, which
was a little in advance; but what was my
dismay, on calling my friend’s attention to:
my beautiful bouquet, to perceive a denthly
pellor overspread his countenance, while,’in
a voice scarcely aidible, he exclaimed, ¢ you
must stop the carriage—I cannot bear the
motion any longer, for I am very ill!

“What to do I knew not, or what resto-
ratives toapply. ~ At last I concluded to send
the postilion back to the inn, to procure
medical assistance, while I remained with
my poor friend. I caunot describe to you
my feelings, as I was left §o that lopely

place, with an apparently dying man, To -|

drive back with him, I “could not, for the
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slightest movement of the carringe scemed
almost to throw him into convulsions ; and,
to render it worse, the place in which we
were Stapping, Was A narrow pass, precisely
like that you Lehokl in the pictare; high
woods surrounded it on ench side, and so
hemmed in was it, that, I thought, it ban-
ditt appeared, escape wou'd be impossible,
I now recoliected having heard of its being
infested=with those prowling robbers, and,
though not a coward, a shuddering fear crept
over me,as Iecatemplated the near qpproach
of night, Turning to administer afew drops
of u reviving cordial, which I carried about
me, to my friend, I had not perceived the
approach of men, until, surrounding my car-
riage, stood half-a-dozen robbers ; one hold-
ing the horses’ heads, and the other present-
ing a logded pistal, with a warning thas if 1

stirred, I was a dead man, while another|

held, under a similar threat. my apparently
dying companion, I can tell you, T did not
at all relish their summary method of dis-
posing of my properiy, for one had scized
my portmanuteasn, another was possessing
himself of the contents of my travelling-
trunk, and beginniag a dispuie to whom my
gold watch should belong, I walched my
opportunity, and, cantionsly seizing the whip,
with its butt end, knocked the nearest to
me senscless on the ground. ‘This, Imust
confess, rash praceeding, was nstantly re-
paid by a loaded pistol aimed at me, which
fortunatsiy waissed fire, and before they had
time tq execule their revenge, a young man,
well armed, and followed by wy two ser-
vants-and & physician, rode up, and in a
shart time put them to flight. T now tarned
my attention to my friend, but was harrified
to perceive that he lay back in the carriage
senseless. I should have believed that he
was dend, had not the physician deciared to
the contrary, and ordered that he should be
driven hack to the inn immediaiely, Many
weeks elapsed before he vecovered sufficient-
ly to be removed, and, during that time, the
monotony of my silnation wus relieved by
the presence of the youthful artist, who hadl
su lravely assisted in our vescue. To
deseribe Frederick Worthiogton, and to do
him full justice in that description, would
reqoire o more cloquent tongue than mine,
With manly courage he combined almost

feminine sweetness and gentleness of dispo-

siticn; and Nature, whose ¢darling child’

he surely was, had not only added to his
qualities of heart, rare endowmers of ming,
but, also, an appearance interesting in the
extreme. A complexion naturally dazzling-
ly fair, Gt now slightly embrowned by the
fervid rays of Lalia's sun, o high forehead,
swmooth ns marhie, over which was parted
dark, soft, wavy brawn Lair, large, dark
bite ¢ eyes, now flashing with intellect, and’
now £oft as tenderness could make them,
—these charms, heightened by an expres-
sion  louchingly mournful, quickly won
iny heant, and the stranger became dear to
me as a brothers

“One thing Iremarked in him aspeenkiar,
namely, that be seldom or never launghed.
If, now and then, a smile would pass over
his face, it was but for an instant, and his
cauntenance agyin assumed an expression
which told that some corroding care wus
egting deeply into his heart.,”

e

[_'TQ EE CON'X‘L\'UF.D.]

@he @hivty-fost of Decembur.,

‘Pnere came a slow but solemn scund
Ppon the midnight gale;
Methought it was a Liero's dirge,

©Or wand’ring spitit's wail:

And oft & dreaining: child would wake,
Andlisten 1o ‘ke biact ;

Taer, shuddering, wonld turn away,

© And marvel why it past,

Was it a hiero's fureral note ?
Was it a spivies cry?

Nav, uny ! the notes d’slinetly raid,
“This night the Year muse die:

And beaming o5e: «f i eauty bright
Will stumiber in the tomb;

Youug forms searce bursting into lifo
jViﬂ wither ere they bicom.

« And chi'dhoods hopes will fade awap,
Like flowers hid from the suu;

Ard manhood’s enres, and youtl:ful joys,
Will pevich seavee begu,—

Defore again the midnight Lell
Speaks 0. the wrving year;

Ara counes a slow Lut'solemn.cound
Upon thy listening ear.?

Mute was the veice i—the meaning wied
Rusly'd onward to tite avsi t—

T thonght upon thoce fearful word,
Those woids of mirery :

But they were tine;—1've feen 1he forms
Rife with the sununer's blocm,

Swept by achilly autumn blpst
Ti:to the eifcut tonb, .

Anen.

You may glean knowledge by reading,
but you must separate the chaff from the

wheat by thin_king, .
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Whot o Woman ghouly be,

We do not agree with Charley Leicester
in considering a woman an angel :—first, be-
cause our ideas with regard to angels are
excessively vague and undefined, wings and
white drapery Leing the only marked fea-
tures which we have as yet succeeded in ve-
alizing; and, secondly, because, to verify
the resemblance, woman should be faultless,
and we have never yet -met with one who
had not some fascinating little sin lefi 10
show, tirat~she was not too good for this
world. Our notion of a woman, in the best
sanse of the word, is a being fitted to be a
help meet for man; gnd this would lead us
into another disquisition, which we will dis-
miss summarily by stating that we mean
one worthy of the name—not an ape in a
red coat, like Ensign Downylip—or an owl
in a sad coloured one, like Professor Baal-
am; but a man whom it would not be a sat-
ire ta call a lord of the creation, A help
meet for such a one as this should possess a
clear.acute intéllect, or she would be unuble
to comprehend his aspirations after the good,
and true, gnd beautiful—the efforts of his
fallen nature tofregain somewbat of its origi-
" pal rank in the seale of created beings. She
shbill_ﬁ;,liifife a faithfyl, loving heart, that
whe; foiled in his earthly carcer, his spirit
is dark within him, and, in the bitterness of
his soul, he confesses that “the good that he
would he does not, but the evil he would
not, that he does,” her affection may prove
to him, that in her love he has one inestima-
ble blessing yet remaining, of which death
alone can deprive him, and then only for a
geason 3 for—avalling herseif of the fitling
moment with the delicate tact which is one
of the brightest instincts of a loving woman’s
heart—she can offer him the only true con-
golation, by urging him to rencw his Chris-
tian warfare, in the hope that together they
may attain the voward of their high calling,
a veward so glorions that the mind of man
is impotent to eonceive its nature. Byt ta
be able t» do this, she must herself have
rvealized. by the power of faith, the lessed-
ness of things unseen; and with this requi-
site, without which all other excellencies are
valueless, we conclude onr definition of
% Womaun a3 she should be,” Such a one
was Rose Arundel, and countless others are

there who, if not sinless as the radiant mos-
sengers of leaven, are yet doing angel's
work by many a fireside which their pre-
sence cheers and blesses, Iappy is the
man who possesses in a wife or sister such a
houschold fairy ; and if some there be who
bear alone the burden of life—those ave few,
for we rejoice nol in solitude —let those
whose lot is brighter forgive the clouded
brow, or the cynical word, that at times ats
tests the weariness of a soul on which the
smlight of affection scldom beams.—Last
Part of Lewis Arundel.

[oriGiNaL.]
@he  SHabht),

Again the golden beams of the “ King of
day,” usherin the blessed Sabbath.  Gently
on city and hamlet fall its rays,—awakening
the “sons of labour™ to a day of repose.—
How refreshing to the body, how invigora-
ting to the soul, is the rest which this hallow-
ed day affords,—typilying, as it does, the
Sabbath which shall never pass away,—
wheu, freed from the shackles of mortality,
we shall enjoy the vest of Heaven.

The “roar of trade” has ceased in the
city ; the clattering of wheels and huorrying
to and fro of busy {vet-are silenced,—

* And on the air

Come haly songs, and solemn sounds of prayer.”

How delightful, in the country, is the as-
pect of a sabbath in summer. . The verdure
of the fields, the graceful motions of the cat-
tle, grazing on the pasture-land, the melodi-
ous song of birds, the placid stream reflect-
ing, on its glassy suwrface, the trees which
overshadow its banks,—and, far above all,
the bright blue arch of Heaven, fit canapy
for so lovely a scone,—invite the mind to
contemplation, and raisc the thoughts from
carth to Heaven, DBat hark! from a dise
tanco comes the chiming of the Sabbath
hells, calling the worshippers ta the ¢ House
of - Prayer.”” Ilow animated the.scene

‘which, but a few moments Lefore, scemed

deserted!  Wending theéir way through
green and shady lanes, and fields, gay with
the golden buttercnp, young and old, in pic-
turesque groups, hasten to the temple of
God, and join in the solemn services of the




230

THE MATYFLOWER.

sanclury. What an admirable arrange-
ment of Divine Providence, that one day,
out of seven, should be set apart for relaxa-
tion f{rom business, and for religious ex-
ercises. How diligently should its privile-
ges ba improved, how strietly the command
to keep it holy should be obeyed, for on the
wise observanee of this saered day depends
much of the happiness not only of the ensu-
ing weck, but also of tige and cternity.

! .- o

Cungeniul Byirits.

BY MRS8. ABDY.

Oh! in the varied sceves of life,
s there a joy so sweet,

As when amid jts busy strife
Congenjal spirits meet?

Ferlings and thoughts, a fairy band
Long liid from mortal sight,

Then start to meet the master-hand,
‘That cal!s them forth to light.

When turniflg o'er some gifted page,
How fondly do we pause,

That dear colnpanion to cngags
In auswering applause ;

And when we list to music’s sighe,
How sweet at every tone.

To read within enother'seyes,
‘The rapture of our own'!

‘fo share together waking drearos,
Apart from eordid men;

Or speak on high and holy themes,
Beyond the worldling's ken ¢

These are most dear—but soon shall pass
‘That sumer ot the heart.

Congenial spirits, soon, alas!
Are ever doomed to part.

Yet thou to whom such grief js given,
Mourn not thy Jot ofwoe ;

6av, can a wandering light frore heaven
E'er sparkle loug below?

Eacth would be all too bright, too blest,
With much pure ties of love;

Let kindred spirits hope no rest,
Save in a rest above.

@l Fine Srts of Hature.

“ When T want to read a novel,” said Sir
Walter Scott, “f write one.” If a man
wishes to possess a collection of landscape
pictures, combining all the suavity of Claude,
with more than all the power of Salvator—
inexhaustible in variety, unfading in fresh-
ness, resistless in the fores of spiritual sug-
gestion—his best course will be to educate

his eye, his imagination, and his taste, into’

#.capasity to perceive, in the noble scenery
wliich our country contaius, those rich ef-

fects of composition, colouring and beauty
which ever exist there for the mind which
has learned the mystery of unsphering thew,
The love of Nature is one of the most po-
tent of the natural aids of purity and virtue;
but in order that we may love it, we must
learn to perceive and to enjoy its beauties.
A certain amount of preparatiorn, and a long
course of experience, are necessary for this
purpose. What there is of moral signifi-
cance in a mountain, or a sea-side view, may
be appreciated by any intelligent and thought-
ful mind ; but what there s of picturesque
will be apprehended only by one whose fan-
¢y has been taught to seize and feel those
combinations upon which the power of the
pencil chiefly depends, and to bring in aid
of it those accessories which contribute so
importantly to its perfection. The pleasure
to be derived from the purely creative arts
— painting, musie, seulplure—cannot be ful-
ly appropriated, even by the most enthusi-
astic follower of them, without much know-
ledge, familiar vsage, and studious reflec-
tion ; and for a participation in the delights
of Nature regarded as one of the Fine Arts,
even higher capacity and a more potent re-
action of mind in the observer is called for.
Yet the acquiring of such information and
ability is well worth any one’s while. To a
lover of art, in this country—{o one pining
and thirsting after the living inspiration that
is hoacded up in the muster-picces of foreign
cabinets-—we would recommend a study of
the theoretic principles upon which Jand.
seape painting exists, and then the habit of
applying these principles himself, to the task
of perfecting and finishing those rough
sketches of great pictures with which the
banks of every river and the shores of eve-
ry lake abound. - We have, ourselves, been
practitioners in this meatal limning for ma.
ny years, and we owe to it hours of the lof-
tiest enjoyment that our life’s register re-
corde. The highest charms of Nature rare-
ly lie unbosomed to the eye, in open, formal
and visible completeness. Those charms
are not material and external; they are, to
a large extent, mental and associative. Na-
ture, in truth, rarely fornishes more than
‘the elements and components of a fine Jand-
scape ; the picture must be painted by the
intellectual eye that- gazes; or, if the out-
ward and apparent view be admirable in it-
self, thero is, ncvertheless, always an inper
: : \
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picture, brighter; and softer; and more splon-
did, which only the study of well-instructed
and invenlive thought can bring to the sur-
face. We possess; in the fasliesses of the
Hudson Highlands, a collection of the choi-
cest pictures that ever gleamed in the glory
of immortal beauty, and which, if they
could be transported to the walls of Euro-
pean palaces, would be covered with gold
by rival sovercigns contending for their
ownership. Could we but sell our percep-
tions with our pictures, we should be richer
than the Rothschiids.

@he Fatal Fuke.

BY HELEN C. GAGE.,

I was once present where a small party
of youug persons were warmly discussing
the subject of practical joking. Aftera long
and interesting debate, the question seemed
about to' be decided in its favoar, when a
gentleman, whose melancholy and dejected
air at once attracted our. attention, related
the following story :

In my younger days I was remarkabls
for my fonduess of practical joking, even to
such a degree that I never allowed a good
opportunity to pass unimproved.

My orphan cousin, Robert, to whom I
was fondly attached, was of a different na-
ture from this. He was sober, sedate, grace-
ful, and very thoughtful, almost to a fault.
This stapidity, as I called it, was often a
check upon my nataral gayety, and it was
scldom that I could induce him to join my
boyish sports, though he sometimes did,
merely to gratify me. Poor Robert! The
green turf of his native valley, on whose
bosom the fairest flowers that New England
could boast of have blossomed and withered,
and passed away to eternity, leaving behind
them a lasting- impress of their loveliness,
now covers his mouldering aslies. Yes,
Robert is dead, and I am the cause of bis
untimely end—the circumstances of which
will serve to convince you of the folly of
“ practical joking.”

It was late one evening in September,
tbat-Robert und myself relired to our room
to talk over the exciting seenes of the day,
for it was the night after the election, and a

fine holiday it had been to us. T had just
returned from a visit to some friends in the
city, and had of course brought with me
many curzous things- which Robert had never
seen nor heard of. Among them was a mask,
the use of’ which I explained to my unsophis-
ticated cousin, who laughed, and wondered
why fhe people could wish to look Lorribly
cnough to wear one.

T was in my gaycst mood, just ready for
an adventure, and seeing he was disposed to
make fun of my mask, I proposed an expe.
riment.

“ What . exclaimed my cousin, “you do
not intend to wear it to bed, do you 7”

*Far from it,” T replied; “it iz you
should wear the wask, not I—I am quite
ape enough without it.”

“ A very just vemark indeed,” he obsery-
ed, gravely.

I bad never seen him in better humour,
and I thought it best to unfold my plans at
once, At our next door lived a wealthy
gentleman, with whose daughter my bashiul
cousin was already smitten. That very
night as we passed by, on our return from
the viliage, he had called and bade her good
night, and received in return one of the
sweelest smiles from the happiest eyes and
most charming lips I ever beheld. I was
his bosom friend, and to me he always en-
trusted his secrets, (alas! how little have I
deserved such confidence,) yet, he always
bloshed when I spoke of Julia.

Some evil spirit—1I know not what else it
could have been—prompted e, when I pro-
posed to have a Jittle sport at her expense.
My plans were these ;—he was to dress him-
self in a sbit of clothes to correspond with
the mask, which, by the way, was the most
frightful looking thing I ever saw, repair to
the dwelling of his friend, and call her to
the door by tapping., T was to stand near to
witness the result and participate in the joke.

He blushzd, hung his head, and, of course,
refused. I had expected this, but flattered
myself that 1 could easily persuade him to
the contrary, It was, however, a harder
task than I had anticipated, for his unwil-
lingness seemed greater than ever. The
reason I readily understood.

I poohed, pshawed, and finally threatened
to expose to all the boys his cowardly dis-
position, as' 1 pleased to term it, and tender
feelings to Julia, which, as yet, none of them
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had discoverad, Thislast argument proved
more snceessful than the oiher, e well knew
that I never suffered the idlest threat to
reaain  uafallilted ; and the fear of being
laughied ar, besides betraying that which he
most wished to conceal, conquered, and he
yiellal, though relustantly, his consent.
1 even exulted aver my trivinph, thongh I
have ofien since wished my lips had been
-strack dumb before I bad uttered those words
that sealed the afier fate of two pure beings.
But in wy thoughilessness I rushed beed-
lessly on in whatever T undertook, rogavdicss
of the eonscquences. My wild; reckless spirit
had never been tamed.

Iinding that there was but one alternative,
and that, 10 submit cheerfully to my whim, Le
suffered himself to be arrayed as my fancy
sugzested, with good grace; and even laugh-
ed quite heartily as I added garment after
garment, in order to make him look as
frightful as possible ; yet, after all, T could
zee that his miind was ill at ease, and half
condemned myselt for being the cause of his
unhappiness.

When at length alf was arranged to my
satisfaction, I placed the horrid mask over
his face and lel bim to the mirror. He
started back and involuntarily placed his
hand to bis bead, as if to take it away, but
my interfereuce prevented. — e even
pleaded that the penalty I had threatened
to inflict in case he refesed to go might be
spared him.  But I was inexorable ; I aas
anxious to sec the vesult, and the delay
cavsed by his unwillingness vexed me,

A renewal of my threats of exposure suc-
ceeded in removing all obstacles, and we
immediately set about our adventwre. Cau-
tiously as thicves we crept through the yard,
and each took lis station, Robert at the
door, and I at the window nearest bim,

The curtain was pavily dvawn aside; so
that I could easily distinguish every object
in the room. As; I had anticipated she was
alone. The domestic had retired, and I
knew her old father too well to believe - that
he was anywhere but in the armis of Som-
nus; forhe was one of those sensible per-
sons whose maxim is, “ Early to bed and
early to risc.” :

Jalia—and 1 shall never forget how love-
ly she was—=—sat beside a small table in the

-ceatre of the roont, appareatly deeply ab-
-sarbed in:a hook, arosc and - approached the

daer. . As sho opened ity the mask steppe
boldly in, according to my directions. How
shall I describe the ecene that followed ?—
Iiven now I shudder to think of it. In-
stantly all earthly lwe had fled from her
fiee; and with a piercing shrick she stagger-
eid back a few paces and fell heavily to the
floor.  Quicker than lightning, 1 sprang
through the doorway and knele at her side.
I grasped her wrist ; its pulsation had ceas-
ed! T placed my. hand - upon the heart;
that was also still!  She was dead!

T can recall but liutle else that. took place
that night.  The domesties who slept in an
adjoining room, had been awakened by that
terrible siricks and came rushing in to learn
the cause of the uproar; I ¢ould only point
to the lifeless form of puor Julia, and at the
mask which Robert had torn from his face
and dashed at the door. He stood gazing
at me with a cold, vacant stare, that I but
too well understood. More I caunot remem-
ber.

Ten days passed, and I woke from a rav-
ing deliriom. My first inquiry was for Ro-
bert. They led him to my bedside; but
oh, what @ ehange! I stretched out my
clasped bands, in an agony of grief and re-
morse, to implore his forgiveness. He nei~
ther moved nor spoke; but the same un-
wmeaning stare drove home to my heart the
fearful conviction. Alas! he was a hope-
less idiot.

Fifteen years have elapsed since that
never-to-be forgotten era in my life. Inever
have, I never can, forgive myself for having
been the cause of so much misery, though
I have sought and hoped for forgivness
from on high, I never ¢an look upon a
msk without a shudder, or hear its use de-
nounced without atluding to my experience.
Aund you, my youny friends, when you are
tempted to play tiicks upon others, I am
sute you will stop to consider that what seem’
so innocent and barmless, may, perhaps, in
the end prove a “ fatal joke.” '

company how very liberilly those persons
talk of what their néighbors should give
away, who are least apt to give any thing
themselves, Sydney .Smith replied: « Yes!
no sooner dopes. A: fall into diffrcultites than
B. begins to-considér what-C. ought to do

for him” 7. -
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SHiee 1 the Sngel.

IN TWO PARTS,

- PART I

My father lived in an old cathedral city,
where he gained his livelihood as a carver
in wood. e brought me up to his business,
as kis father had done with him; indeed, T
believe our family had been wood-carvers
for ages.  Ile took some pridein his calling,
and did not consider that he worked for
bread only. Me was a quiet, thoughtful
man, fond of antiguarian lore. Ife knew
the history of every corner of (hat solemn
old city. We had plenty of employment,
and were well known for skilful workmen.
We worked, once, in one of tlie antique
churches for montlis together; cutting out
wreaths, and heads of afigels, for which pur-
pose an - eceentric old gentlenan had be-
queathed some money to the church-wardens.
While at work, my father would talk to me
of the dignity of our art, natil I was deeply
convineed that mine was the noblest calling
apon carth. I recollect, once, carving out
what I thought asweet expressive face ; and
coming into the church afterwards, when the
sun was lower, and a long ray of light, pur-
pled with the stained-glass window, fell upon
it. I remember, even tow, my sensation at
that moment. It was not vanity, but a feel-
ing of delight, nearly of superatitious admni-
ration. I was almost a young iculater. I
could have knelt down and reverenced the
work of my own hauds.

As T grew older, howeyer, and fouad that
others were far froni giving that importance
to our business to which [ had been taught
to believe that it was entitled, I beeame less
. enthusiastic for it.” I read of men who had
devoted theirlives to painting and scnlpture ;

and had died and left them immortal names..

~ So high had my father’s discourses raised
. my ambition, that ¥ thought it was only for
. want of ‘a differens sphere of action that I

spent my days in obseurity. I indulged such
dreams for a long time in silence,for I knew
. it would have grieved my father had I said
& word . against his art; but at length, I
thought that I might, without offending him,
atteropt to carve some images in stone; for
the sculptor’s and the wood-carver’s art ave
- fear akin. So I procured fools, and began

to cut shapes in stone, without a master or
any theory to guide fe. ' e

At first, T carved wreaths and other sim-
ple ornaments—gradually advancing, I at-
tempted human faces. This was a happy
period of my life. In the summer afternoons,
when we were not busy, I used to work upon
these things in the garden at the back of our
house. Itavas a large piece of ground, half
garden, half-orchard ; thouglrit had no large
trees. Xt was, however, filled with fruits
and flowers. Next to us were the grounds
of some ancient alms-houses; and the wall
that separated us was composed of flints and
pieces of stone, that crumbled at a tonch.
On our side this was covered with peaches,
ripening in the mellow afternoon sun ; and
against it, on a board with tressels, stood
several large Leehives of plaited straw.—
Sitting here, quietly alone, in finc weather,
was enough to make a man idle; but I fol-
lowed my new employment with increasing
industry. _

In this way I carved a number of objects,
always destroying them as soon as I had
done, being satisfied with the improvement
which I had derived from the weork, and not
wishing my rude first efforts to be seen,—
Hour by hour, and day by day, I sirove to
trace some image that floated in my mind.
Then, looking afterwards upon my wark, I
saw how I had fallen short of my ideal ; and
sometimes I grew wedry of my task, for
awhile, till I tock my tools again ;’ and, Lop-
ing for the time when greater skill should
crowr: my efforts, I renewed my toil.

I bad no models. I chiselled out, from
msmory, somelimes, the faces of great men
of bygone times, whose portraits 1 had seen
in books or plaster casts,. When I had fin-
ished, I left- my work until the rext day.—
Then I stole down into the garden, -gnd, af-
ter an attentive look and farewell of the task.
that had” eost me many hours of labour, I.
took an iron hammer in my bund and shat-
tered it.to pieces. For several years I did
thig, aid still I had not gained the power I
coveted:' The long hours of toil and the
continual failure fretted my spirits. They
only know—the patient vforshippers of Art
how slow and wearisome are all the steps by
which ber temples are approached! Who
shall say how niany, holding in their hands
divinest giftsy have fallen and fainted by the
way !
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.¥eglar intervals.

“back. No one interfered with we.

_There fell no shadow across our house-
hold in: those days. Our daily life was
peaceful and secluded. Our house was sit-
uate in. a street parallel with the high street
of the city, paved with round pebbles, and
lined; on each side, by huge lime-trees, at
Looking down it, we
eould see. thé catligdral at the botlom—the
great window of the choir exactly filling up
the breadth between the houses at the end.
Qurs was one of the oldest houses in the ci-
ty. The fronts of each floor projected, one
over the other, darkening the little old-
fashioned'shop below. Thavea vision, even
now, of a summer evening, when, being 4t
the door, and looking down-the street, I saw
the walls and towers of the cathedral stand-
ing-up in the clear sky. The sun was set-
ting behind them, and a long shadow was
cast down the street. The air wasstill—the
trees, in full leaf, were still; the swallows,
dropping from the roofs, passed swiftly up
and down the street, from end to end. I
stood and watched them, sometimes flying
boldly down the middie of the roadway ; and
again—with-a turn that showed a flush of
white—skimming alongrthe sides of the hous-
es, coming straight on, as if they would
strike me in the face, and then suddenly
passing over my head, and away, beforo I
could turn, up again to their clay nests un-
der the roofs—clinging and flatteringawhile
—then dropping, shaving the ground, pass-
ing each other, to and fro, as if they would
never tire. Afierwards Ffell into a reverie,
and, awakening, the swallows were gone,
the stars were coming out, and the cathedral
walls were dark.

My mother had died in my childbeod, and
an old aunt, the only relative I ever saw,
Jived with us, managing the household.—
When my father and I had done our work
he went down and sat with her, reading or
playing back-gammon, in"what we called the
oak parlour; while I-réturned to my favou-
rite toil in the gardenjorin a shed at the
I was
accounted rather eccentric, and enjoyed all
‘the little privileges and-freedom from obser-
vation which that reputation brings with it.
I was indeed a strange being. A wider
knowledge of mankind — a more frequent
contact with the world—bave made me now
I hope, a better man ; but, at that time, I

lived only for myself ; my pursuits and my

pe o

ambition occupied all my thoughts. Engross-
ed forever by these, the'sorrow of others did
not touch me. I.worshipped only beauty.
I would not give dp a moment for the sake
of others, or endure the slightest obstacle to
my purpose. I was fretfol and irritable
when disturbed, and, when left to myself,
reserved, almost morose., My pride was a
kind of madness. I could'not bear that my
father even' shold see the carvings that I
had made, lest he should find some fault in
them.” "Fhere was another sculptor in thbt
city, a carver of monuments, and &’ man of
some skill. He met me, one day, and said
that he had heard of my attempts, and offer-
‘ed’ to assist me ; but I told him that « I
could go on very well alone.” I felt angry
with him in my beavt. I thought he wished
to persuade me to show him my<arvings, in
order to ridicule thens; and try to move me
from my resolution. I knew that no one
liked me except my father; but this did not
trouble me. * Letthem think of me what
they please,” thought I, “they can neither
help nor hinder me in'my puxpose.”

I was working-in the garden as usuzl, one
fine summer evening, carving’ a’ greyhoind’
from a drawing I had-made.” T had been
for some time wholly occupied with my task,
and unconscions of everything else ; when
suddenly raising my eyes, Isaw a young
woman looking at me from the gardens of
the alms-houses.  She was but a few yards
from me, and I fixed my eyes upon her, with
the gaze of a person suddenly aroused from
deep thought ; for I saw that she was very
beautiful.  Afterwards, I turned my fate
away, lest she shoul®*feel abashed. YWhen I
looked up again, she was gone.

I resumcd my work, and soon forgot the
circomstance ; but several days after, I sud-
denly recalled her face, and saw her, in my
imagination, as vividly as if she stood beside’
me, I shut my eyss and saw her still in the
gloom. I fancied’F had seen before; I could
not recollect where or when ; but it seemed
many years before. I connected hierin-my
miod with the cathedral. ¥ thought I had
seen her there with an old man and a child,
when there was a noise of bells ringing, and
birds finttering under the roof.” I had been’
there and lingered with him until dusk,
when, going out of the door together, I miss-
ed them suddenly : then I'had walked on,
thinking to overtake them again ; but could

ot
T




THE MAYFLOWER.

not find them, although I heard the child’s
voice somewhere 3 and I had wandered for
a long time, still hearing the child's voice,
and thinking myself near them, but finding
them not ; till I came into a strange place,
and could not find my way back. Upon re-
flection, ¥ knew that this must have been a
dream ; and yet T thought I hiad dreamt it
long before I saw her,

Afterwards, I watched for her in the af-
ternoon ; and dne day I saw a figure which
I knew wgs hers, pass in at the gate, and
across the grass-plot, though I did not see
her face. - I felt disappointed and anxions
t> see her again. T walked down to the ca-
thedral one aflernoon, and sauntered through
the aisles, striving {o recall my faney of hat-
ing met her there; but § felt convineed that
it was.a dream. Many days passed, and T
dilnot see her. Disappointment increased
my anxiety. The thought of her would not
Je: me rest, and for a time 1 relaxed in my
labours. Once I flatig my tools down, and
sat beside my work to muse about her; af-
terwards I rose suddenly, and, springing
over the low wall, entered the house whieh
she had visited, for 1 was well known to all
the inmates of the almshouses.

I found the old woman who Lved there.
and chatted with her for some time, secking
an opportunity of asking after her visiter, if
I conld do so without exciting her curiosity.
T brought the conversation round slowly, and
then asked “ who was the young damsel who
called upon her sometimes

The old woman laughed, and then shook
her head, as if she bad 5 sudden attack of
palsy. and said —

“ Take my advice, and do not ask any-
thing about her. She is my great-nicce, and
T am proud of her, for she is a fine girl, and
sensible egough ; but she is 3 troublesome
creature—a giddy girl who tires out all her
friends. ‘There is her coysin Edward, who
loved her better than all the woritl, and used
to make baskets for her, and a host of other
things — he will have no more to da with
her.  She liked him well enough before he
became so kind to her ; but, after that, she
used to run away from him and hide herself.,
You see, she has heen spoiled by schooling.
Her father must send her-to a fine school,
talking of making her 3 governess, and the
like, where they make her unfit for every-
thing ; instead of keeping her at home to
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learn uzeful things—a plague I”

The old woman suddenly took to cough-
ing, as the latch clicked, and, the door open-
ing, her picce stood there before us! She
did not see me, at first, but, running up to
her aunt, kissed her, and set her basket on
the table.

“Fhis is Mr, Langden, my neighbor,
Alice;” said, the old woman, The niece
curtsied, and, turning, began to talk to her
aunt, taking no notice of me whatever,. After
a while, I took my leave, and went back to
my work, resolved to think of her no more.
Yet I did think of her again. Her manner
had displeased me, but she did not cease to
haunt me night and day.

Again, one afternoon, I saw her enter by
the wicket-gate. She caught my eye, and
walked over the grass-plot, and bade me
“(Good day.” Tstood before my work, to
prevent liev seeing it ; but she exclaimed—
* 8o you are making another idol, for your
own private worship, Mr, Langden.”

“«T am carving in stone, Miss Paton,”
sa.d T, rather coolly.

“Tn stone,” said she, echoing my words ;
“and you stand before your worl, as if you
yourself were carved in stone, in order to
prevent my-seeing it, But I do see it, not-
withstanding. A dog—a very beauiifyldog!
Now, if that had been any other kind of dog,
I <hould not haveseen it; but being a long,
thin greyhound, the whole of his slender
nose peeps out on one side, while his Jittle
foot s distinctly visible on the other.”

T was vexed ; butI felt that to stand there
after her raillery, wonld make me ridiculous.
So 1 siepped aside to let her see it.

¢ Perfect! beantiful!” she exclaimed;
¢ exactly like the life. Really,I can pardon
yous I could almest idolize it myself,”

« If Miss Paton would accept it,” said I,
% the carving shall be hers when it is finish-
ed.” Bhe hesitated; but I pressed her, for
I folt flattered by her praises, At length
she cansented ; and I .pramised to bring it.
to her at the park-lodge, where she lived
with her relative, the lodge-keeper. ]

“ This is the first work of my hands,” I
said, “that I have suffered to be seen: but
since it has pleased you, I cannot think it
worthless." :

«T will prize it,” said she; “I will tie &
blue silk ribbon round its neck, and stand it




286

THLE MAYFLOWER.

.in my reom, where T shall see it every day.
- Good-by "

She turned, and walking qmd\ly across,
the grass-plot, catered at hev aunts dodr.
When it grew dark, and I leit my work, she
was still there.

For some days after, I worked npon my
hound—-touching and re-touching, bringinfr
out every line and curve until T thonght 1t
perfect. Then I took it oneafteraoon under
my arm, for it was slender and not heavy,
and set out for the park lodge. Tt was a
small cottage, in side the flower- worked iron
gates the entrance to tne park. The roof
was thatched and the walls beneath were of
gray plaster, showing a frame-work of oaken
beams. The porch was coverd with sweet
clematis, and the little garden at the side,
was filled with drooping fuchsias and geran-
iums. Standing at the doorway, I looked
down a long dusky avenue of limer, whose
branches grew down to the ground; and in
the distance I saw the Tudor turrets of the
mansion. I knocked at the door, and Alice
opened it. :

“ Mr. Langdon, and the dog, too! T had
forgotten all about it ; but X se¢ you do not
forget a promise. Come in, and see my sis-
ter-in-law.”

She led me into a parlour, where her
sister-in-law, a tall, thin Scotch woman, sat
knitting,

“ This is Mr. Langdon,” said Alice, “a
friend of Aunt Mary’s; and see what a pres-
ent he brings we.”

“ A stawn dog !” she exclaimed ; gnd af-
ter staring at it for a few moments, she went
on with her work. But Alice stood over,
looking down, with her light hair toucmnrr
the stone.

“You live in a pretty neighbourhood,
Miss Paton,” said I. I should like to sce
something of the park b(,fore dark, Perhaps
you would walk with me.” -

“ Wait one moment,” she exclaimed ; and
putting on her shawl and’ bounet, weé went
out together and walked down the avenne.

« You come too laté to find the’ limes in
blossom. *Look,” said she, plucking some
leaves, “ three weeks ago cevery one of
these little green seeds was a flower.” -

‘We went on in “sileneé  for ‘some’ time ;
then I said, * I think we have time to walk
down to the mansion and back beforé dusk,
if you do not wish to return’' immediately.”

“ Ou no,” said she, “ Ihave nothing bet-
ter to do. The sun is nearly setting, but the
light will linger for some time to come.”

I looked into her face as she spoke, and
saw again how Dbeautiful she was. When
she cpoke seriously, her feautuves gave no
indication of her light and playful character ;
there was even a sorrowlal air in her coun-
tenance, that made we thiak that deeper
feeling lay under all that oufward gayety.
Once Rhe loft me’ suddenty, and; rimping
across the roud, plucked some moic lcmcﬂ
Then, making.a hollow with " her hand, she
laid a leaf across and struck it harply, mak-
ing a noise like the repart of a pistol—
“There,” said she, ¢ try to do’the same,
and if you do not know already, I forctell
you will not sueceed the first time.” T took
several leaves, and strove in vain, to imitate
her, and at every failure she laughed, till I
gave it up, vexed with myseli and her.

“ Now,” she said, “I have offcnded you;
but never mind, I will teach you the whole
secret by-and-by—thougl 7ivind itout with-
out teaching ; but every one has his peenliar
talent. 1 coald not cacve a ‘Ctawn dog,’ for
example.”

\Vc both langhed at the mimicry of her
sister-in-law’s pronunciation. By this time
we had come up to the mansion. We en-
tered the gateway, and waiked several times
round the quadr mfrle The place was silent
—the family that aly Wited it being absent.
Tssuing by the gate azain, we returned down
the avenue, the full moon hefore us growing
slowly brigiter {ill we reached the lod"e,
where I bade har goad night and departed.

Showt as my s ﬂoquailimnce had been, I felt
that T loved her deeply, in spite of her ban-
tering: but my pride was strong, and I could
not endure the thought of telling her my
passion, ‘at the risk of being met by scorn
and raillery. " I remembered the history of
lier cousin, which I had he'u:d from the old
woman, and I thought that she waited only
for an opportinity of treating me with the
same derision. I thought she had discover-
ed mypride, and propos‘ed to herself the task
of humbling it. - But I would not allow her;
I would rather keép the secret all my life,
or quit the city, if that were necessary, than
tell her while she kept her flippant way.—
Yet, I hoped that this would change, after a
while. “When I thought of her beauty, her

thoughtful look sometimes when she did not
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know that I observed her, as weil as of
some things that she had said, full of tender-
ness and feeling, in the midst of all her
mirth ; T half believed that she assumed a
character in order to surprise me afterwards,
by changing ‘suddenly, But her aunt had
described [xer exactly as I found her, and
many things confirmed the belief that this
manner, if not original ia her natave, had
beeome habitpal to her, I stroveto analyze
my feclings, and discover what it was that
really made me love her. It was not only
her face, thongh I had never seen a woinan
io compure with herfor beauty. Sometling
in her voice and manner fascinated me
arainst my will.  Iliked to hear her tafk,
and yet it pained me. I was ‘grave and
carnest, and Der raillery drew me out
of my reserve, and leit me, like a will-o™the-
wisp, where ‘it pleased.” Her ridicule and

indifference, when I spoke seriously, herl’

my pride ; her wit baffled me, I felt dis-
concerted in her presence.  Icould not meet
her with the ready anéwers which aloue
could foil her weapons, and she saw me
embarrassed, and struck closer home. All
this made me almost dread to meet her; yel,
that night, I lay awake devising some means
of sceing heragain—1o be continued.

Selected for the Mayflower.
“hy ths Tanging.”

BY MISS WINSLOW.

Why thus longing, thus forever sighing
For the far off, unattained and dim,

While the beautifnl, all aronnd thee lying,
Offers up its Jow perpetual hymn?

Wonld’st thou lisen to jts gentle teaching,
All thy restless yearnings it would still;

Leal and flower and Jaden bee are preaching
Thine own sphere, though humble, first to fill.

Poor indeed thou must be, if around thee,
Thou no ray of light and joy canst throw,
If no silken cord of love hatli bound thee
To some little world, through weal and woe.

If nodear eyes thy fond love can brighten,
No fond voices answer to thine own,— -

If_no brother’s sorrow thou cans't lig‘l‘,ten,
By dly}ly sympathy and geutle tone.

Not by deeds that win the crowd’s applauses,
: Not by works that give the¢ world renown,
Not by martyrdom, or vaunted crosses,
Canst theu win and wear th’ immortal erown.
Daily struggling, thongh unloved and jonely,
' Bvery. d;ﬂy arich reward will give, = - -
Thou will find, by hearty etriving only,
And truly loving, thon oanst truly live.

Wien all wiuie hai

And his simile (e monrntain taps adoriing
Robes yon fiagrant jizlds in ridinnee bright.

Other handz may grasp the ficld nud forest,
Prowd proprietors in pamp 3 shine,

But with tervent love if thoit a 8
Thou art wadlthizr,—all the worid is thine.

Yet ifthrou sh carth's wide o
" Sighing that fhey are not thine nlore.

Not tho ¢ fair fizids, bat thyse!i thoa lovest,
© And their beauty, (ud thy wealth i; goue

ine thou rove:,
1

Natnre w2ars the colonrs of the spivit.
Swesily to her wo mera el singa,

Al the glow, the 2 doth inherit,
Round hur trasting ehild she fondly flings.

% ITow great is the change (says a respect-
able female writer,) which is eficeted in the
situation of a woman by the few solemn
words pronounced at her marriage! She
who the moment before was perhaps a care-
less member of ¢ne family, finds hevself, as
if by magic, at the head of another, and in-
volved in duties f the highest importance.
If she possess good sense, her earnest wish
will be to act with propriety in her new
sphere. The married and single state equally
demand the oxercise and improvement of the
hest qualities of the heart and the mind.—
Sincerity, discretion, a well-governed temper,
forgetfnlgess of self, charitable allowance for
the frailty of human natare, are all requisite
in both conditions. But the single woman
being in general rvespousible for her own
coaduct solely, i3 chiefly required to cultivate
passive qualities. To full easily into tho
domestic current of regulations and habits—
to guard with carc against those attacks of
caprice and ill-humour which disturb its
course—to assist rather than to take the lead
in all family arrangements, are among her
duties ; while the married woman, in whose
hands are the happiness and welfare of
others, is called upon to lead, to regulate,
and command. She has to examine every
point in the new situation into which she is
transplanted ; to cultivate in herself, and to
encourage in her husband, rational and do-
mestic tastes, which may prove sources of
amusement in every stage of their lives, and
particularly at the latter period, when other
resources shall have lost their power to
charm, She has to proportion, not, as in the
gingle state, her own personal expenses
merely, butthe whole expenditure of her
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household, to the income which she has now
{o command; and in’ this” part of her duty
there is oflen exercise for ee?f denml as “eu
as for Judﬂlnenl : '}‘he condition of her hus-
band may reqmre her to al;mdon not only
Bablt; of expense, but even those of gene-
rosity. It imay dunand from her a rigid
adherence té egconomy neither easy nor plea-
sant, when contrary habits and tastes, under
more liberal circumstanggs, Thave been fixed
and cultivated. Such alterahons in bhabit
may at first be regarded as sqcnhcea, bnt, n
the end, they will ) meet their cempensation.
Somehmea, however, the me'msof indulging
liberal and generous propenmuec are extend-
ed by marriage. Where this is the case,
that extreme “attention to econgmy, which
circumseribes the expendltqne very much
within the bouundaries of the i income, would
betray a narrow and mean ‘spirit, and would
have " the effect to abridge the blessings
which by affiuence may be dispenseq
arovnd.

No woman should place l}qraelf al the
head of a family without feeling the import-
ance of the character which shie has to sus-
tain. Her example alone may aﬂ‘ord better
instruction than either precepts ‘or x\dmom-
tlon, both to her children and servants. By

a ‘daily beauty’ in her life, she may pre-
sent'a model by which all around her wil]
msensnbly mould them%elvea * Knowledge
is power! only when it fits ua for the statio
in which we find ourselves placed Qf al
the social, domestic and persoml obligations
of the young wife, her husband is the ceutre ; ;
when they are properly discharged, his wel-
are and happiness are’ oertamly pl‘omoted
and his esteem, affection and confidence es-
tablished on a permanent basis. In neglect-
ing them, he is neglected, hls retpectablht,y
dxmlmshed and his domeshc ‘peaceand com-
fort destroyed One who, sell shly regard-
less of family duties, leads 3 life of dzssxpa-
tion and amusement, whose heart and soul
arein the world, and never at home, is worth-
less as a wife and mother. - She neglects the
chief and positive duties of life, without ful-
filling those of a minor character with any
good effect. At home her example is inju-
rious, and if abroad she possess any influ-
énce, it i3 merely of a temporary nature,
Jesting, probably on no secarer ground than
that of fashion. In pourtraymg the beau
tdeal of & married woman, I should describe

.

onc not absorbed in any single part, but at-
tentive to the -whole of life’s cbligations—
one who neglects nothing—who regulates
and supermtenda her household concerns;
¢ttcnda to, waiches over, and guides her
cln]dlen, and yet is ever ready to consider,
in moderation, the demands upon her time,
which the numerous and various claims of
society may maker Snch appears to me to
be a right sketch of the character of the
married woman.”

1
Draely loue o chonging cheek.

BY MRS, F. 5. 03GOOT,

{ dearly love a changing gheek,
That glows or pales as fueling ¢hooses,
And lets the fres heart frankly speak
Upon it what the tongye refuses.

There eloquenf Dlushes burn and fade,
*Rich with the wealth ¢f warm emotion,—
Or'starry dimples mock the shade,
Like jewels in a restless ocean.

1 dearly love g speaking e
That tells you there’s ns to wake it,

Now fired with fancies \\ ild and high,
* Now soft as sympathy can make if.

An cye. whose dreamy depths and dark,
* InPassiou’s storm can proudly hghtcn !
Rut where Love's tears can quench the spark

* And Peace the sky serenely brighten ! !

1 Jove a tip that eye to match,

Now ourled with scorn, now pressed in sndpess,
4nd quick each feehng s’ change tp cateh,

Next moment arched with snjiles of gladness.

I'love a hand that meets mine own

With grasp that chuses some sensation;
I love n'voice whose varying tone,

From Truth hag learned i lqodulv,tlon

Anrd who can boast thyt regal eye?
That smile add tone, yntay h by art? .
Thm check of ever-changing ’
‘That brave, free, gericrous, cordml heart?

1 need not name her! None who've hearq
tHer welcome tone, her parting blessing,
Her laugh by lighitest trifle stirred,
ller frank reply, will fail in guessing !

B A5

Sydney Swith being annoyed one evening
by the fzmllxamy of a young gentleman
who, though a new acquamtanca,was encou-
raged by ‘the canon’s jocular repatation to
address him by his surname glong, and hear-
mg hi tell that he must gq that evening to
visit" for. the fiest tlme the Archibishop of
Canterbury, the rev. gentleman pathetically
said, “ Pray don’t clap him on the back and
call “him Howley Yo
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“5

Of course you can.  You show it in’ your
looks, 1n your motion, in your speech, in
your every thing. Jean! Abrave, hearty,
substantial, sobtfi, manly, cheering expres-
sion. Then € is characlcr, force, vigour, deter-
mination, will, in' it. We like it. The
words have a spirit, sparkle, pungency, fla-
vour, geniality, about them, which takes one
in the very right place.

Iean!” There is a wokd of o mieaning ex-
pressed, nailed down, épigraized, rammed
into thes¢ few lettérs” Whole sermons of
solid-groind virtues. How we more than
admire to hear the young man speak it eut
bravely, boldly, determinedly ; as though' it
was an out searching of his entire nature,»
reflecting of his inner soul.” It telis of some-
thing that is earnest, sober, serions; of some-
thing that will battle the race, and tumble
with the world in a way that will open and
brighten and wellow man’s eyes.

I eann! What spirit, purpose, intensity,
reality, power and praise. It is a strong arm,
a stout leart, & bold eye, & firm’ port, an
indomitable will’ We néver kiew a man,’
possessed of its’ enerO‘y, vitality, firc and
light that did not attain eminence of somé
sort. I could not be otherwisé. It is in the
nature, coustitution, order, nccessity, inevit-
able of events that it should'be so. Jcan !
rightly, truly said, and then clinched and ri-
veited by the manly, heroic, determined
deed,is the secret solution, philosophy of such
men’s lives. Thsy took Jcan for a motto,
and went forth and steadily made themselves
and the world what they pleaised

Then, young man, if you"would be some-
thing besides « common dusty,” prody way-
farer in life, just put these magic words up-
on your lips, and their musing, hopeful ex-
panding philosophy in your hemts and arms.
Do it, and you ara a made mau.

When a gentleman once remarked in
company how very liberally those persons
talk of what their neighbours should give
away, who are least apt to give anything
themselves, Sydney Smith réplied: «Yes!
no sooner does A. fall into difficulties, than
B. begms to consider what C. ought to do
for him.”

@'eiwru{m;

The interesting :\nd lmmb]mrr views of
the absolute and rclative extent of the solar
and siderial systems, we owe entirely to the
Telescope—o.n instrunient Which has a high-
er claiot to our admiration, than it has re-
ceived, and which, by the lmplovements of
which it is susceptible, will present in As-
tronomy much grander discoveries than the
most sanguine of ity students has ventured
to imagino. or anticipate. There is, indeed,
no instrument o, machine of human inven-
tiony'so recondite in its theory, and so start-
ling in its results, All others embody ideas
and principles with which we are familiar,
and however complex their construction, or
vast their power, or valuable their produets,
they are oll lindited in their application to
terrestrial and’ sublunary purposes. ~ The
mighty steam engine bas its germ in the
simple boiler in which the _peasant prepares
his food. F'he huge ship is but the expan-
sion of the ﬂoalm" leaf, freighted with its
cargo of atmo:[)hcuc dust~ and the flying
batfoon is but the infant’s soap bubble light-
ly laden and’ overgrown. But the T(,les-’)
cope, even its elementar y form, embodies a
novel and gigantic idea, without a prototype
in experience.” Et enables us to see what
would forever be invisible. It displays to
us the being and’nature of bodies which we
can nelthel see, nor taste, nor touch,
nor smell.. It exhibits forms, and

 combinations of matter, whose final cause

reason fails to discover, and whose very ex-
istence, even the wildest imagination never
ventured to conceive. Like all other instru-"
ments, it is applicable to terrestrial purpo-
ses; but unlike them all, it has its noblest
application, to” the grunde t and noblest
works of creation’

The Telescope wa$ never invenfed. A
Datch spectacle maker stumbled upon it,
when aécident threw two of his lenses into
an influential position. It was g’divine gift
which Gbd gave to man in the Jast era’of his
cycle, to place before him and besidé him
new worlds and systems of worlds to 'fore-
show the future soveréignties of his vast em-_
pire. The Dright abode of disembodied’ spi-.
xits and’the final dwelling of saints that have
suffered, and of ages that have been truly
wise. Wlth such evidences of his power,
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and such manfostations of lis glory, can we
dsavow his Einbassador, disdain his inessage
or disobey his commands ?

Ea looking back upon’ what the Tclescope
has aeeo: nphsh #d — in reckoning the thon-
sainds of u.le:.'ml ‘bodics which have been de-,

tected and swvey ‘ed—in'reflecting on the vast
depths ef ether which have been sounded,,
ahd on the extensive fields of siderial matter
out, of which worlds and’ S_)at(:‘nb of worlds
are forming aid formed—can e d doubt it to
be (he divine plan, that min shall yet disco-
¢t the’ whle scheme of the visible universe
aiid that it is his"individual duty, as wel as
the highest plexo-mt.m of his oulu 0 ex-
pound Tts mysteries, dnd’ to develop its laws?
Over the invisible wonld fie has received no
commission” to’ reigi, and into its secrets he
his no authority to pry. It is over the mu-
terial and the visible that he has to sway the
intellectual sceptre. It is among the struc-
tures of organic and inorgzhic life thut his
functions of combination and analysis are fo
be chiefly exercised.  Nor is this a task un-
\fouhy of his genius or unconnécted with his
destiny.  Placed upon a globe already form-
ed, and constituting part of a system Allemd_y
complete, he can :uucely trace either in the
solid masses around him, or inl the forms and
movements of thi planets, any of those
sécondary cabies, by which these bodies have
been sliaped and launched on their journey.
But in the distent heavens, where creation
seems to' b ever adtive—where vast distance
gives us the vision of huge magnitudes, and
where cxtended operations meactu’llly going
on, we may study the : cosmogony of our sys-
tem, and mark even during the brief space
of human life, the for mation of 2 planet in
the consolidation of the nebulous rays that
surround it.” Such is_the knowledge that
mhn has yet to acqiire.— Sach is the lesson
which he has to teach his species. Flow
much to be prized i§ the intellectual faculty
by which such a work is to be performed.—
How wondérful thé process by which the
hufaii brain, in‘its casket of bone, can alone
establish such ‘remote and transcendental
truths, A’ soul so capacious, and ordained
for such an enterprise, cannot be othérwise
than-iminoital.— North British Review.

Hoer.—Hope is like a rock in a hot cli-
rlate—the shadow is worth more than’ the
substance.

[or1GiNaL.]
4 ,Jfrnguwuf.

It was on a still :md pledsant evéning in
Novembser, when night had’ le'lched the ze.
nith of her dark domain, its melancholy re-
lieved by the shining of the full orbed queen
of night, which now is:ued’ forth from be-
hind a cloud,’in “all the sp]mdom of ma‘)e.ty,
my niind tang 4 pensive turn, and mosing
on “days departed fiever to return,’) that I
stiolled, almost untonscious of my way, to
the grave yard that surrounds our neat little
church. Ftwas with that solemn awe, which,
is bul natiral on” sueh occasions, that I ap-
proached the dreary répositary of the dead ;
and witl’ 2 mind more than ordinarily im-
pressed by the solemnity of the seens, I
strayed amid the grass-covered hxllocks
which pointed oni the narrow dwellings of
those who Il long since left this scene of

trouble and of care I Some lay here with

whom I had entered’life’s gay morn—had
passed the striplings hey-day of life—with
whom, careless of the futurz scenes through
which I was destined to pzss, I had trudoed
reluctantly to school — and some, too, hy
here, with whom I had “ taken sweet coun-
szl as \\'e walked to (% house of God as
friends.” All were now as quiet as the clay-
cold clods which eovered theri ! Here lay

Lthe faithful schoolmaster, who with uaweari-

ed pains and care, had “ taught the young
idea how to shoot.”—- And here the remains
of the venerable servant of God, whose was
the first admonishing voice my ears had ever
lieard, raisedin the holy Tem. le.” But what
at the present moment, more th i anything
else, rive:ted my attention, were he graves
of my respected parents ; side by sile they
lay, (as if determined not'even in death 'to
be separated), unccncious who it was that
bent over their cold remains. No costly
marble was raisél as a monument, t)
tell that the slumberers below were great !
A neat plain stone, jn addition to their names
and ages, told only that it was then about
fourteen years since the departure, of one,
and a little more than eleven since that of the
other. O 'time, what hast thou done ! thou
hast buried beneath thy course, the nearest
and the dearest friends! There is -truly
something in the solemaity and stillness of
the graveyard, that will cause the mind to
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feel its weaknesei—if it may be called o
Weukréss in such 4 cdse to weep ; and to turn
Wwith grateful acknowledgment, admiration,
and reverence, to that Being, who governs
the universe, and who in ten thousand ways,
is daily calling on uaibinking mortals to pre-
pare for death! The scene before me was
well caleulated t6 dwaken many pleasing as
wéll as painfal reminiscences. Panegyric
is 16t my purpose § suffice it to say that it
wis gratifying to reflect that T was standiiig
over the ashes of zim who sedulously strove
by fair and honest means to place his chil-

dren ia that path, in which with prudent in-|

dustry would lead, if not to wealth, at least
to humble independence :—and of Aer who
with a parent’s fondest care had watched
over our childhood—had rejoiced in the ap-
pearance of man and womanhood, and whdsé
tender sympathising Hand was ever on the
Stretch to relieve the every want. In a
word, I was standing over the narrow house
of two, than whom none, were they then

living, would rejoice more in the welfare cf |

their offspring.  None but those who have
been exercised in the same way, can reaijse
what passed within [—The only consolation
I had (and which must ever prove the great-
est) was in the humble hope that through the
infinitely weritorious blood and righteous-
ness of our Divine Rede¢emer, and glorions-
ly triumphant Lord, their souls had entered
into that rest, which is beyond the grave;
whilst the mouldered bodies were awaiting
the voice of the archangel and the trump of
God! foreverto be united; and that now
from the society of saints and angels, their
pure spirits called o me to follow them;
and that I too “miust go the way of all the
earth!” T was aroused fromh miy pleasing
reverie by the keenuess of the northern air,
which notwithstanding theé stillness of the
‘night, was sharp dnd piercing: But whilst
1 slowly passed away from & spot to which
my senses seemed rivetted, I dlmost fancied
to hear indistinct sounds, aniid the serenity
of the hour and of the scene, something like
what is said by the justly admired and cele-
brated poet, Campbell; in the following lines :

« Wilt thou dear mpurner at my stone appear,
And soothie my parted epirit liniermg here;
Oh! wilt thou come ut evening hour to sl
The tears of memory o'er my naryow bed ;
With achiug termples on thy hand-reclined,
Muze,on the last farewell 1'left bebhind;

* Breathe & dezp sigh to winds that murmur low,
And think onall my love and all my woe !”

)

[ORIGINAL.]

®n plucking o FMayflonier,
iN FULL BLOOM, EARLY IN THE MONTH OF APRIL:

Hail Jovaly etranger, messenger of SJ)rin 3
Welcomne sweet Mayflower to the desert plain;

Emblem of innocence, and truth and wortl])x. )
Of bashful modesty and hunble mien :

Lovely thou bloomest, unconscious of thy charms,
‘The first to wrace the truin of Ilora rare;
orthy art thou to shine in gay bouquet,
Upon the bosom of Acadin's fair.

Why cast acide for those, the tinsell’d tribe,
Who bloom in garden state their hour away;

And clnim from culture all jts tenderest art,
‘To Rourish onlythrongh a summer’s day :

Chill April’s frosts, which thou canst nobly brave;

._.Nor mark gne stain upon thy spotiess leaves;

Would in a fariient purch up all their sweets,
And quite despoil them of the charms they give.

Cliild of the storm, the tempest and the shower,
‘The growta of savage wastes and forests wild;

Dooin‘d on the puthless wild to bloom thy day,
Unseen, unknown, to yield thy oddurs milc(;

So merit lies, unnoficed by the great,

To pass away the strength of ﬁfe’s gay morn;
Or nobly striving *guinst an adverse tate,

Is leit in uge to pine, in want, forforn.

Fit emblem thou sweet flower, of these Wwhb ftel,
‘T'he scorn of fortune, the contempt of pride ;
And who like thee, for sons of wealth and show,

Are pass'd neglected, or are thrown aside !

Fiugic in the Fomily,

BY REV. WM. C. WHITCOMB.

Music is one of the best promoters of do-
mestic happiness.  As an awakener of sym-
pathies, and a uniter of heavts; & more effi-
cient agency cannot be employed, next to the
religion of the Gospel: It humanizes and
elevales the depraved soul,enlivens hospitali-
ty, and excludes the demou; discord, from the
home-circle; It is ofttimes as necessary to
edothe the ruffled spirit, as David’s harp was
to calm the turbulent breast of Saul. It
lightens care; augments joy, and increases
conjugal, paréntal, filial and fraternal affec-
tion. Hencé, in all families where there are
individuals who can sing, or play on instru-
ments, there should be a good deal of music.
I would that there were more insttuments of
music in the habitations of the people, and
also much -moré vocal music in families.—
But, especially, I would there were “singing
and a voice of melody” and praise-around
every faniily altar, where night and morn the

members of pious households take delight in
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assembling to pay their vows unto the Most
High. :

"% Music in the family,” as oné truthfully
expresses it, “is a'means of domestic cheer-
fulness. A musical family will, in spite of
perplexities and trials, be habitually cheer-
ful ; not gay, for there are many poimts of
difference between cheerfulness and gayety ;
but cheerful in that sense which implies good
spirits and freedom from corroding care.-—
You can have the sunshine of cheerfulness in
your house on the most cheerless day, it yow
only have music there ; and if affliction has

caused tears to flow, music, coming to the’

aid of -divine consolation, and the sympathy
of friends, will be a sweet soother of pain,
and a lightener of the weight which oppresses
the spirit.

% Music promotes good-nature in a family.
Aud in this world, where there is so much
ill-humor fnanifested in a thousand ways,
anything which will increase good nature is
to be prized. Who can be angry in the midst
of music, and fret and scold with sweet
sounds falling upon his ears, or keep upsour
and sulky manners when the very air around
him is bland with soft harmonies 7

Let parents cultivate the power to sing,
not only the infant’s soothing fullaby, but
hymns franght with truthfal, religions senti-
ments, for the benefit, present and everlast-
ing, of their little ones. The words of a song
may outlive the most eloguent sermons in the
memory of the young. How important,there-
fore, that memories which commence with
life be favored with songs worthy of lasting
till life’s close ; yea, of inflaéncing the sonl
while ages om ages roll their unceasing
rounds in the endless day of heaven! So
deeply impressed was one celebrated man of
the importance of music, that he is said to
have exclaimed, “ Let who will make the
laws of the people, but let me make their
songs.” ‘

When the glorious truths of inspiration are
breathed forth in_expressive melody, they
are clothed with a diviner eloquence than that
of the preacher, or of the orator. Oh, ye
-upon whom is inypesed the responsibility of
imparting instraction to children.

“ 'léeach l:hem z:on:l mel'odlou: b:g:as‘m,
Fill thair souls with mﬁm&‘
While they sing redeeming love!®

Many of the ancients, and one modern in-

fidel writer, considered music as an accidens

"

tal discovery of tne Egyptians, while Jisten-
ing to the whistling of the wind through the
reeds on the banks of the Nile. But, conld
they enter sorme of our common schuols, and
Sabbath schools, or could they attend one of
our juvenile concerts, or surround the fizeside
of many of our families, they could be con-
vinced of the fallacy of their theory. They
%ould plainly perceive that music is one of
the cacliest developments of infancy, the
most pleasing charmer of childhood, aud that
man, however he may be defined, is natural-
ly musical, with some rare exceptions; in
other words, that musie is one of the very
elements of the soul and the veice, implanted
there by an all-wise Creator; and that these
latent powers, these germs which are a part
and parcel of the nature which God has given
us, need only to be eultivated in order to
send out upon an atmosphere exactly adapt-
ed thereto a combination of the sweetest
notes of song. As the poet has it,—

« There is in souls syropathy with sounds;

Some clord, in unison with what wo hear,

Is touched within us, and the heart replies.”

To trace the thing to its very commence-
ment, I suppose that the first music ever
made in the world, to say nothing of the an-
gelic choirs and sons of God who * sang to-
gether” on the morning of creation, was
produced by the singing of birds on the fifth
day of the Creator’s labor, in making and fit-
ting up this globe, before Adam was formed
from its dust. We may imagine (hat the birds
as they flew from the hands of their Maker,
instinctively carroling forth their richest notes
of praise ; that ready-taught to join the choir
below, theirs was the first voeal symphony
in nature’s anthem. Hencee, in all probabil-
ity, the earthy accents first beard by our first
parents were those of musie from the feath-
ered songsters soaring over their heads,
alighting on their hands, or flying from ‘tres
to.tzec in the garden of Eden.

% O God! if sueh on earth
Thy imperfect praise can be,
Pourad by a sonlless bird
On human minstrelsy, .
What can mortal hearts conceive
Of golden’ harps above,
‘Fhat are never, never strung.
But by purity and love ?'

Adam amd Eve, before their melancholy
fall, may have held familiar and loving inter-
course with the holy inhabitants of heaven,
listening to strains of harmeny fromy their
celestial’ visitants, and responding i’ strains
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well-nigh as musical  Milton, in his irmor-
tal poem, Paradise Lost, presents us with
the benutiful idea of learning lessons of praise
from angelic lips and golden harps attuned
above. Just before their evening worship
one of them is represented as thus address.
ing the other ;
* How often, from the steep

Of echoing hill, or thieket, we have hoard

Celestial voices, to the midnight air

Alone, or responsive to each othor's notes,

Singing their great Creator! OfL, in bauds,

While they keop watch, or nightly rounding walk,

With glorions touch of instrumental sounds,

In full havimonic numbers jcined, their songs

Divide the night, and lift our thoughts to heaven.”

What is it, more than aught else, which
tends to solace while it saddens the lonely
exile in a distant land of strangers. Isisthe
song of “Ilorme, sweet home.” What oc-
casions the tear-drops to start warm to his
eye-lids, the palpitations of his heart to quick-
en, and recolleetions of olden time to pass
before his mental vision? Listen to those
snatehes of some domestic tune, or national
air, by a ecareless passer by. The deepest
fountains of his soul are stirred within him,
and he inveluntarily turns his wishful gaze
towards his native land. How inexpressibly
dear, amid all the toils of ma‘urer years, and
the cares which throng and press upon us jn
life's meridian, are the remembrances of
those songs from a fond mather’s lips, or a
loved sister's voice, or a visitor from abroad,
which were music in our ears and hearts in
tender, lisping infancy, or boyhood’s or girl-
hood’s sunny days!
# The charms of sweet music no peneil can patnt,
They calm the rude savage, enliven the saint,

Make brighter our plessures, more joyous our joy;
Tn raptures we feel, yot those raptures no'er cloy.”

—Mother's Assistant.

TIE

Pem Wile's Infeoduction

T0 THE OLD STUDY.

Come hither with me, lady dear,
Love, come and seey

Alone you cannot enter bere,
For { have got the key

Now, il;gon ever want, my love,
Any thing ';-'? me.]y

Hither you must gently come
To ln{)w i1 am free:
usy indeed must be the honr
1 cannot pse for thee.

jstomy fady, lady, d
rhl" are my‘ t pr"b.e"'
-

My zeal could pot refrain

So hours of darkness I have pass'd,
In all a student’s pai- .

Most studioutly studying
The way your lore to gain ;

Apd well you know, my darling oue,
1 laboured not in vajn.

A “man of Jettors,” lady dear,
1 am, you arc aware;

And this a packet js, ol yours,
Close fastened up with care:

Of different sizes, like the stars,
That make the evening fair;

Love in the writing peeps and hides
Like stars in twﬁlght air;

Bo modest my aweet star of 13fo,
Sweet fixéd star you wero.

These are the pocts, lady doar,
And thiat an old divine,

And yonder rnix ed-coated books,
Are full of wisdom fine;

And well you know those volures bright,
That in their binding shine—

Beanty without and truth within,
Fitly the{ combine ;

Yon gave them, love, and like thyself
Shoukl be a gift of thine.

UYon this sofo, lady dear,

often used to lie ;

Watching intent the quiet woon,
Slow pacing in the ok{ B

And looking long this thought would bring
A tear into my eye;

What werc the earth without tho moon?
Without you what were 1?

The night has often found me hers,
i

Books are my flowers, Indy dear;
That opea one you see,
Is one at which Y am at work
Ag carnest as a bec;
My study ismy {;nrdon. love,
A place of toil for me;
But many of the flowera swect
Will gﬂ'e delight to thee;
Sonsa slpring butterfly,
Most welcomo shall you be.

Your honsehold wisdom, lady dear,
I value not the less,

That you a heart and Intellect
Cultured well possess;

So 2!l the woman in the wife
Unites miy home to bless,

Stect are thy face and form, and sweed
Thy confugsl caress ;

And sweet thy piety and sense,
And sweet thy gentleness.

Here much ond often, lady dear,
1 hope to work for you;

And for my God, and for the world,
In careful studies true.

And you shal) ever help me, love,
To keep the right in view,

And ever to my growing thought
Your word shall be as dew:

And He who joined us heart and band
Wil bless as bitberto.

Srep pY Step.—It is essential to bave a
definite aim and purpose in our whole life ;
it is equally necessary to have a definite aim
and purpose in every day’s work. The
great end of all can only be attained throngh
an infinite series of lesser ends, as the steps
that lead to it. And these lesser ends must
be pursued with vigour and with consistency,
or there will be no real progress.
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I found the inhabitants of Lesmona ex-
ceedingly hospitable. Itis thie custom in
that part of-the world for any new-comer to
pay a visit to those people of the place to
}thm he desires to make himself known.—

t 18 in their option to return the vmt or not.
If the visit is not returned, it is understood
that the honour and ple'xsure, and so farth,
of your visit is declined ; if, on the contrary,
even a card is left for you within  few d: Y8,
you may count on the friendship of the fa-
mily.

One of the first visits I made was to Dr.
W—. Aczis usual, I was offered coffee
and a cigar. When they were finished, and
my small-talk exbausted, I took my leave,
qner what I thought a somewhat stiff inter-
view. Indeed I almost regretted I had
gone. So much for first impressions. I
changed my mind, when within a very few
days T received a kind invitation to an even-
ing party ‘at the worthy doctor’s "house.
Doclor W——, a3 I found out when I came
to know him, was quite a character. Bred
to the bar, he was soon found totally un-
qualified for his profession, from the extra-
ordinary benevolence of his nature, Instead
of seeking for practice, he did all he could
to prevent his clients from going to law.—
The consequence was, that, whatever may
have ben the rewards of his conscience, his
profession gave him but few. TRinding,
therefore, that he had mistaken his vocatxon,
and that his purse remonstrated strongly
against his continuing in the pursuit of fo-
reasic distinction, he wisely abandoned the
liné he had at first chosen, and accepted the
post of chief custom-house officer on the
frontier of Hanover and Bremen. Here,
modesily, but' comfortably settled, he gave
his leisure hours to the study of luston y, and,
in a genial retirement, soon found himself
quite happy. He soon became remarkable
for the accuracy of his mformauon, and more
especially for his acqnaintance with minute
powts and details. Thus, for example,
.when on his retarn to his journey to Marien-
bad, to which I have already alluded, he vi-
sited the town and field of battle of Lenpalc,
‘be found himself as much at home, with re-
.gard to the typography, as did the very
&4 ide he bad - engaged to point out the
. ‘places ‘rendered famons by the great fight.

On the evening appointed, I dulv made
my nppcamnce in Madame W——'s saloon,
or dla.wmor-room. Tt was the handsomest 1
saw in the country, and possessed a carpet,
In general; this .u'tncle, so indispensable to
Tinglish comfort, is represented, and that, -
ihdeed, but barely, by a few straw mats
scattered about. Tea was handed round.
“This the  Germans drink with cream, or
wine, or neither. It is esteemed a great
luxury, as it costs dear ; but they made itso
weal, thqt there is not an old woman in
England who wouid not regard it with con-
tem,)t After tea, we began to play gt what
they call company-games. Many of these
are identical with aur own inn-door amyse-
ments. Thus, thcv have hide-the-handker-
chief, blind-man’s-buff (which they call the
Wind cow,) and many others. One, how-
ever, seems to me quite peculiar, not mere-
ly to Germany, but to this pat of it. Tt i
called Luitye. lebt noch—literally, the Little

Sellow s still alive.  Luitye is Platideusteh,

or low Germ:m, the dialect, as I have alvea-
dy said, of this district. "The gameis played
thus: The party forms a cu'cle, . Some
splints of wood, three or four inches long,
have been provxded One of these is light-
ed and blown out again in a few seconds.
This is fuitye. There i is, of course, for some
little time, a part of the charcoal which re-
mains red. The stick is passed from hand
to band, each player, as he gives it to his
nelcrhbour exclaiming, ¢ Luztye lebt noch I
He or she in whose hands it is finally ex-
tinguished has to pay a forfeit, No one can
reluae it when offered ; and one of the most
amusing parts of the mafter is to hold luitye
Zthe little fellow—till heis on the very
point of expiring, and then force him on the
person next you, so that he goes out before
he can get him further. It is, however,
more amusing still, when 'he would thns vie-
timize his friend, delays too long, and is
himaelf caught. Y

After this, and some other German games,
which I did not much enjoy, as they consist-
ed chiefly in the-repetition of certain formal
phrases, without much meaning, we acted
charades—not very successfully, I must ad-
mit. Then we seated ourselves around a
table, in the middle of which a piece of light -
cotton was placed. At this we all began to
blow fiercely, and a tempest arose, on which
the cotton was tossed about in all directions,
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When it finally found refuge on the person
of any of us, the vecipient was condemned
to a forfeit. This game is entertaining
enqugh, and was carvied on amidst much
boisterous puffing and Jaughing, till suddenly
the cotton mysteriously disappeared. 1t ap-
appgared thyt it had gctuglly been carried
into the open mouth of a gentleman, whose
powers had been so severely taxzd that he
had lost his wind. This put an end to the
amusement, and we proceeded to draw the
forfeils.

‘Phen we had supper. It was a less sub.
stantial and more judicious meal than I had
generally seen in the neighbourhood. It
was also o more ambitious one ; not a few
of the disheg werg disgyised with the artistic
skill which is the pride of modern cookery,
In particular, I rememher that Taccepted 2
spoonful of what I thought was a compa-
sition of raspberries, strawberrries, and red
currant jelly. It turned out to be a sort of
hashed lobster pickle. Shortly after supper
we broke up. .

In such parties, I should remark that all
present took part in them, from the oldest to
the youngest. What distinguished them
most, besides this, was a kind of homely
cheerfulness that was quite delightfyl,—
Every one came in good humour, and re-
solved to enjoy himself. And in this it was
very evident all succeeded, I never saw
any dancing at any of these snirees, and rare-
ly was there any music. When, however,
there was any of the latter, it was excellent.
1 shall not soon forget the way in which the
music of Schiller’s “ Founding of the Bell™
was performed by somg of my Lesmona and
Rhitterhude friends.— Villuge Kfe in Ger-
many, )

Berresy,

[The extract given below, we take from
a book entitled “ Essays written in the in-
tervals of Business.” It contains a true
principle, which, if oftener rendembered and
acted upon, would save the shipwreck of
mnny a fifendship:—7 -

“For_ance that secresy is formally im-
_posed upon you, it is implied a hundred
times by the concurrent circumstagees, All

that your friend says to you. as his friend
is intrusted to you only. Much of what a
man tells you in the hour of affliction, in
sudden anger, or in any outpanring of his
heart, should he sacred.” tn Ais crauing for
sy))zlpallzg, he has spaken o you as to his own
Soyl.

To repeat what you have heard in social
intercourse is sometimes a sad treachery ;
and when it is not treacherous, it is often
foolish, Far you commonly relate but a
part of what has happened, and even if you.
are able to relate that part with fairness, it
is still as likely to be misconstrued as a
word of many meanings, in a foreign tongue,
without the context.

T here are fews conversations whick do not
tmply some degree of mutual confidence, how-
ever slight. And in addition to that which is
said in confidence, there is generally some-
thing peculiar, though not confidential ;
which is addressed to the present company
alone, though not confided to their secresy.
It is meant for them, or for persons like
them, and they are expected to understand
it rightly. So that, when a man has no, seru-
ple in repeating all that he hears to anybody
that he meets, he pays but a poor compli-
ment to himself ; for ke seems to take ¢t Jor
granted that what was said in ks presence
would have been, savd, in the same words, at
any time, aloud, and in the market-place. In,
short, that heis the average man of mankind ;
which I doubt much whether any man would
like to consider himself.”

Gartens of e €t

Mi. Kingslake, in his work entitled
Eothen, gives the following interesting de-
scription of the garden of Damascus :—

This Holy Damascus, this Earthly Para-
dise of the prophet, sa fair to his eyes that
he dared not téust himself to tarey in her
bissful shades—she is a city of hidden pala-
ces, of copses, and gardens, spd fountains,
and bubbling streams. The juics of her life
is the gushing and ice-cold torrent that tum-
bles from the snowy sides of anti-Lebanon.
Close along the rivers edge, through seven
sweet miles of rustling boughs and deepest
shade, the city. spreads aut her whole length;

83 2 man fails flat, face forward on the.braok,
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“which she rigidly followe

so that he may drink and drink again, s
Damaseus, thirsting for ever, lies down with
her lips to the stream, and clings to its rush-
ing waters. i

Wild as the highest woodland of a desert-
ed home in England, but without its sweet
sadness, is the sumptuous garden of Damas-
cus. Forest trees, tall and stately enough,
if vou could see their lofty crests, yet lead a
tussling life of it below, with their branches
stroggling against strong numbers of wild
bushes and wiliful shrubs.  The shade upon
the. egrth is black as night. High, high
above your head, and on every side all down
to the ground, the thicket is hemmed in and
choked up by the interlacing boughs that
droop with the weight of roses, and load the
stow air with their damask breath, . The
rose trees which I saw were all of the kind
wecall damask ; they grow to an immense
height and size. There are no other flowers.
Here and there, there are patehes of ground
made clear from the cover, and these are
either carelessly planted with some common
and useful vegetable, or else are left free to
the wayward ways of nature, and bear rank
weeds, moist looking and cool to your eyes
and freshening the sense with their earthly
and bitter fragrance. There Is a lane open-
ed through the thicket, so broad in some
places that you can pass along side by side
—in some so narrow (the shrubs are forever
encroaching) that you ought, if you can, to
go on the first and hold byck the bough of
the rose tree. And through this wilderness
there tumbles a loud rushing stream, which
is halted at Jast in the lowest corner of the
garden, apd thep tossed up in a foyntgin by
the side of the simple alcove, This is all.
Never for an instant will the people of Da-
mascus attempt to separate the idea of bliss
from these wild gardens and rushing waters,

Rerige ogoingt Feonkal,

[Que “to he waﬁanted, ” we should
think, and we copy it for the use of these
who are trouhled by the evil :—]

Mrs. Chalmers, of Anstruther, mother of
the Doctor, had an extreme dislike to all
petly scandal. She had one rale;, which she
made known among her ao%tfaimﬁnces, and

‘“ Whenever

told of anything that a neighbour had said
or done amiss, she instantly put on her
bonnet and want at once to the person, and
told what had been said, and who had said
it, and asked if it was true.” Those who
follow this rule, we opine, will seldom have
oceasion to execute it. They who smile at
scandal, or listen fo it complacently, obey
not the injunction of the wise man. He who
pours scandal into my ears givea me just
occasion to be angry. He offends my good
sense by presuming that I wish to make my
head a lumber-room instead of a storehouse
of useful knowledge ; he offends my good
taste by presuming that I love gossip ; be
offends my piety by thinking that I will -
“ rejoice in iniquity.” I am justified by the
wisest of men in ¢ looking him out of
countenance,”

[orrgINaAL.] -

Pome,

The English language contains many ex.
pressive and beautiful words,—but, perhaps,
not one which appeals more to the best feel-
ings of the heart, than that of Home, The
child, who has never passed from under the
paternal roof, may not fully appreciate its
blessings, for—*“The good we never miss,
we ravely. prize,”—but he, who is separated
by the lofty mountain, or wide ocean, from
the home of his childhood,will more properly
estimate its advantages,

How eagerly does the “tempest tossed ”
mariner long for lome, How busily his
imagination contemplates the welcome which
awaits him, — the tearful fondness of his
parents, the joyous greetings of his sisters
and brothers,~and with what lively expec-
tation does he lopk forward to the happy
time,~~when, agaip, he may share in the
blessings of home,

Let ug imagine a traveller,—who left his
home in boyhood, returning after the lapse
of many years. He has arrived at bis
native village, and oh ! how his heart heats,
as a thousand tender recollections rush- an
his soul. © “It is true,” he oliloguises, “the
place is much altered, but enough remains
to bring hefore me, with vivid rememhrance,
‘the scenes of ‘bygone days. There; on yon

green slope, stands the old achool houssy—
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yonder, glittering in the sun’s rays; is the
- spire of the.viﬁag&chilrch, ~those green

ﬁl::]ds to the left, are the very ones in which

have lingered for hotirs together, chasing
the batierfly, or plucking the wild roses,
which they produced in abundance. But I
have approached, almost without being aware
of it, the bome of my childhood. 1t stands
in a sequestered spot, surrounded by green
foliage. The garden before the door looks
4s trim as when I last beheld it; gay with
flowers of every hiue,~and the fruit trees of
the orchard are laden with blgssoms, What
a stillness rests on every object. The only
sign of life is the blue smoke that curls grace:
fully above the cottage. Ah! I tremble to
approach nearer. My only parent, my
widowed mother, how will she receive her
prodigal son? Perhaps, fearful thought!
she may be laid in the cold embtice of the
tomb,~and the pardon,and blessing,to which
I have looked forward, through years of
misery, may never be mine,”

But his trembling hand lifts the latch, and,
once more, he stands in the home of his
childhood. We will gratify our curiosity,
_&ind, peeping through the casement, mark the
reception he receives. An aged woman is em<
bracing him, with looks of unutterable fond-
ness. It is hismother. No word of harsh-
ness escapes her lips, no rebuke for the
anxiety and sorrow which that son has caus-
ed; he has returned again to bless her sight,
—and every thing else is forgiven, and for-
gotten, ' " - Eom.

ot
oo inemtciay:

[onrsx?ux..)
@Euening,

“ Come Evening, once again, season of peace!
Return, sweet Evening! and continuo long.”

The day is rapidly declining. The hum
and noise of the city is, in a great measure,
hushied, and the hour due, perhaps, as well
as' that of early morn, to meditation and
_silent song, again blesses our earth with its
genial influence, The petty cares and anxi-
eties of day are for a time silenced ; the
labourer, mechanic and merchant obtain a
short respite from their various occupations ;
the stpdent lays aside the book and pen
which have engrossed his attention, and
indylgen, uninterruptedly, in alf the Juxury
of havght |

to

Perhaps, to those who ave ot all studiously
inclined, theré is no hour, in which the mind
ig more at liberty to exercise its powers,than
the hour of evening. During the day, phy-
sical occupations engage the atteiilion, and,
frequently, engross the mind to the almost
exclusion of thought,—except such as is
connected with them,—but at eve, whewthe
employments of the day are suspended; the
mind recovers its wonted tone, and follows
the bent of its inclination. Now is the hour,
when memory brings to vivid remembrance
seenes of other days ; friends who formerly
enjoyed, with us, the time of Evening,—bnt
now separated by mountain or ocean,—and
some, alas ! in the cold embrace of the tomb.
Fancy, too, with her ever busy pencil,depicts
scenes which only exist in the mind,or which,
though resl, we have never beleld,—and
the reasoning faculties, in their turn, investi-
gate the cause and effect of various pleno-
mena ; solve diflicult questions,—and unfold,
to our admiring gaze, the mysteries of na-
ture, which, though coutinually surronading
us, we have never before regarded in their
oroper light. ‘

The eveiiliig of the day may be regarded as
typical of the eve oflife : like it, that period is
oneof comparative rest; the hopes andfears of
youtl’s golden time are over ; the perplexi-
ties and trials of riper age have, in & great
measure, shbsided,~ and as the remembrance
of a well spenit day affords pleasure, which
they only who hatve experienced can appreci-
ate,—so the remembrance of # life spent in
benefiting our fellow creature,—~and em-
ploying our talents to the noblest purposes,
designed by their beneficent donor, shall
impart inexpressible satisfaction, and shed a
lustre over our declining days. - [/

beo

WR.

Music is the soul of moral harmony ; its
object is to create moral concord in the soul.
It is the vocal emblem or' counterpart of
those perfect moral principles by which the
world should be governed; and hence our
obligation to associate this art with no sub-
jects incong’stent with its own character.—
Music belongs to the spirit of universal
peace and brotherhood; and hence its con-
Jjunction with religion, with time and eterni-
ty.—Fraser.

e
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T0 A BIRD HEARD SINGING IN THE CiTY AT
BARLY MORN.

Sweet Bird, unitlindfu) of the din
Of crowded ¢iry's narrow street;
‘Thou warblest songs of melody,
The morn’s upspriuging blithe to greet.

Imprisoned in § narrbw ca‘;e', .
For thee the woodlands bloom no more,—
And vainly dost thou long again,
Heavew’s sunby regions to explore.

Afar from nest in leafy bower,

Where balmy zephyrs lulled to sleep;
From all thy loved companjons torn,

A solitary wateh to keep.

Poor pristiner, pnt afivld the gldoom,
That overshades the city mart,—

‘What prownpts that warmly gush ng song ?
That sems to spring from joyous heart?

And when even here, is sometimes borne
The genia) breath of odorous flowers,

Wuftcﬁ by zephyrs that have strayed
Amid the ficlds and fragrant bowers |

1,00 )
Snly, does not faithful miemory bring .
‘Thy home in green and covort shade?,
The iuarmur of the waterfall,
That sott, though distant music made *

Dast thou not long again to build
‘Thy nest in svifie green sunny spot,—
Or, cooped within those narrow bars,
Art thoun coniented with thy ot ?

Perchance, in secret, thou dost pine,
Thy native wood again to view;

Yet, even liere, each in¢rn calls forth
Thy song of gratitude anew.

Sweet artless aonq's’tér of the woods;
A lezron may I learn from thee,
Submissively to bear life's cares,
Nor faint beueath adversity
And jf, in after years, my heart .
Should murmur at tleaven's wise decrées;
May memory vividly recall
Thy morning song of melody.

" Recall it to rebuke my doul,
For its ungrateful thankless part,—
And sougs ot gratitude inspire,
From my sul duedbrepexgtapt heart.

’W“’ fvjlmt'-
[N A i SRS .

Toue.

“ Love,” says a popular and powerfil
writer, “is a very noble and exalting senti.
ment in its first germ and principle. We
never loved without arrayingthe object in all
the glories of moral, as well as physical per-
fection, and deriving a kind of dignity to
ourselvesy from our capacity of admiring a

- ereature so excellent and dignified,—bit this
lavish and -magnificent prodigality of the
imugination often leaves the heart s blank.

Love, in its iron age of disappointrient, be-
comes very degraded ; it submits to be satis-
fied with merely éxternal indulgences,—a
lock, a touch of the hand, though occurring
by accident; 4 kind wordl, though uttefed
almost uncensciously, suffices for its humble
existence. In its first state, it is like man
before the fall, inhaling the odours of Para-
dise and enjoying the communion of the
Deity ; iti the latier; it is like the same being
1oiling amid the briar and thistle barely to
maintain a squalid existence, without enjoy-
ment, utility, or loveliness.”

Shakespeare has done little towards giving
dignity to this passion, though he seems to
have been_intiniatély acquainted with its
infhiencés upon thé hurhan kind: The ted-
son is obvious. Love is a familiar feeling,
associating itself with mankind in their daily
walks, and entering into the ordinary and
domestic scenes of life ; it therefore speaksin
a language simple and familiar, scarcely
admitting 6f poetical ornament except in
memory or imagination ; and as the drama
compels all persons to speak for themselves,
almost exclusively from the impulse of the
moment, they can oniy speak of love in the
colloguial language of the day; which lan-
guage, changing with the tustes and fishions
of the world, that of Shakespeare’s dramatic
characters when they speak of love is not
only offensive to modern ears, but degrading
to the sentiment itself, 2 sentiment which
always maintains the most elevated character
where the proprieties of life are most scfu-
pulously observed, and the standard of moral
feéling is the higbest. Yet Shakepeare has
left a striking proof that k& could reve-
rence this feeling, in the following beautiful
stanzas i—

 Let me not to'the marriage of truc minds
' Admit impedimeuts. Love is not 1ove
That alters when it alterption finde,
Or tends with the remover to remove.
Oh,no! it is an ever fixed mark,
‘I'hat Jooks on tempest and Is never shaken :
It is the star of every wandermbnrk, .
Whose worth’s unknown ouglt its helght be

taken. o
Love's‘n;tn'l‘lme'a fool, though rosy lips and’ chéeks
Within,hislkendin sickles come ; o
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
- But bears it out even to the edge of doom.”
Those who are wise enough to' profit hy
the experieuce of others;learn to keep silence
on this theme, but it pervades their thoughts
and feelings not the lessi Kt igpres¢nt with
thein irr the morning when' they awake, and
in the évening when they reposé. It is
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cradled in ‘the bosom of the scented rose
and rocked upon the crested waves of the
sea: It speals to them in the lulling wind,
and gushes forth in the fonntain of the des-
ert. Itis clothed in the golden majesty of
the noon-day sun,—and shrouded ic the sil-
ver radiance of the morn: It is the soul of
their world, the life of their sweet and chos
sen thoughts, the centre of their existence;
which gathers in all their wanderings, hopes
and desires. Here they fix them to one
point ; and make that the altar upon which
all the faculties of the soul pour out their
perpetual incensei—Poetr'y of Life.

Heatly !
WITH LINES TO THE MEMORY OF A DEAR

FRIEND, THE LATE MR. J. M: ONNEL,
OF WOODSTOCK, N. B.

DEATH!

Oh Death! Thou mighty congquerer of our race,
How eruel oft appears thy giant sting.

‘Thy visite, how unweloome; how complote

Thy victorg.—When least expectlni; thee,

Our thoughts looked up in present mi)plness,
Surrounded by those friends so capable

Of making time fly joyously away,—

Our mind% by earth intoxicated; all;

Apparently unoonscious of thy dread;

Existence, yet aware thou dost exist.—

When to the brim the cap of joy is filled,

No poison mingling with its purity,

Ang we aré quafling draught succeeding draught
Its blissful stream;=then; then, oh! monster Leath!
Thy fendish form will enter in our homes,

Adin sure thy arcow at our powerless breasts,
And hurl us'in n moment’s lapse from t{me—

It may be Just as youth has burst its bud,

And shown forth proudly into maphood’s bloom—
Anmibitious for & nume, he strives

‘Y'o clamber up the cmi hill of faroe—

Firmness is bB\ﬁn in his lustrous eye ;

His heart beats high with Love and Joy and Hope—
Love, ch! how pure and holy,—Joys, how bright
And hope oh! how unsulliecf, how repleto

With brilllant prospects, of the Future vast,

He fought most bravely, then was hurried off

Such Death, thon wilghyranseLls Jeeds-—
ch De on “slayer, work,

Suoh thy, delighe g' : y. ' .’ '.'

et

0 "IE MEHORY OF THE LATE NE J. i, CONNKL

He’s gone—another ldving {riend bas gons
To reap the harvest of the blest;

To a brighter rezion he is borne,
‘The region of eternal rest.

How difficult torealize the fact .
That thou, my friend, art now no more; 8
How hardit scems that Death would not protract
1ts absence; till sweet prime wag o'er. -

Just In the morning of thy life; when bright
And beautiful the future scemed, . .
Whe all around .was joy and dazzlinlf lighty

And friendship's bléssings on thee Beatded ;

‘When basking in the sunshine of & home,
Where all was love, and joy and light,
No voice to warn you of the comin, doom,
Or tell hos soon disease would blight ;

‘When féasting sutiiptuously upon a love— ’
A mother's love, 50 styong; 50 pure; so true—
Who fondly dwelt upon the dear onc goue;
And smiled his virtues in bis son tu view:

When, 0o, fraternal kindness cheered your heart,
And gentle sister’s smile was ever near,

As flieg the early dew your spirit fled,
And claimed the mouraful tribute of a tear:

Why Death, ah why, the choicast rosesfpliiek ?
lkv claim the soul with youthful ardour fired?
Whilé withéred, wearied mortals piné in vain
For thce the 1ong:délayed; and 6ft desired:

Why suffer sonie to toil along lift's road,
When few the joys the future prospetts yleld;=
But when strong ties unite to earth’s abode; ’
Then, then, oh monster Death! thy power to wield?

Bat hark! methinks I hear his spirit say
“Why this repining? Why these tearg?
It is; my friend, b glorious thing to dic,
And be with Christ through endless years! G.R.A.

Punline,

As the clock struc.lzleven, Emma Carey,

And ofthe glorious goal he so much strivs for a moment, n.}ov.'efl ﬁ:om the wiudqw yvh'erg
To reach, propared A e ety she had been ‘sitting listlessly gazing ever
Tho olimax #mhs:ivmhesa'vgg?ry’s stamp'd since she hdd left the breakfast table. She
counten: 2. . .

ggto?:gvl:s%':gisuppoimment stays his coursé= had not been enjoying the beauty of the
Perehandesomeeﬁlemyv:‘lggﬂ;ﬁ l;n;;lmwe freshly fallen snow and the trees bending

k to sto| m in -— . . . .
Ho i loreome before he gains he prizs. with their delicate burden, nor had she been
Again be lifts bis weeping cyes ond yows sympathizing with the merry Little school-
1%‘33:'331"3& his approrche- With strength and jors boys, and the unusually brnsk. movements of
Determination, courage, all renewed, the man of business; nor with the disap-
Withmlnlx Jﬂde again attempts to rench o d shovele ine £ d to doo
The giddy helght. Bot mark the scquel all; vointed shovelers, going from door to door,

; : 28 ,

Advancing quickly with hié arme outstretched ' - | D & street abounding with men servants.—
He bounds to grasp thio prizé —Tlis wreath No—she was deliberating seriously whether
Emﬁ:agbsph::e;\g&wl'inghm—i- ook " | she should continue & piece of fancy work .

triumpbant decks his glowing cheek;— tah : s . N
Ak oh ook | b6 Tailtohom baried toeartn. | Which was to bﬁ ﬁnxs__l;etl_”befqre the New
“Thelovely.form; whish but 4 moment since Year, and say “engaged,” or receive call- -
‘Was radiant with well deseryed.ouccess, 2 i’ ST I
‘Now Jaysa

pallld‘corw‘i&gpbn the'ground. ers.

PN L. ¢ &
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A sudden blast of wind drifted the snow
from ons side of the street {o the other; the
cloaks were drawn tighter, and the wearers
braced themselves and walked faster

Emma torned towards the glowing firs in
ber own aparfment, sank down in ber easy
chair and congratulated herself that no ne-
cessity compelled her to be exposed to the
weather. She took up her work, and, for
ten minutes, was quite industrious, Some
Yittle difficalty perplexed her, and she con-
cluded it was folly for her to spend her pre-
cious time in such tedious employment, and
that Pauline might as well work the flowers
as to do the ground work. No she would
send it to some one else—Pauline was not

to be depended upon; she had promised
that the piece she had taken should be sent
home the previous evening ; it was shameful
to disappoint her so—and it was very wrong
in Miss Grey to recommend one so unpune-
tual. -

"Emma moved aside her worsteds and can-
vas, put her feet upon the fender, took up a
Freneh novel, contzining much that was ar-
tificial and distasteful, intermingled with
some pathetic scenes of suffering among the
poorer classes, read a few chaplers, and then
fell asleep, and slept as soundly as one well
could who had been aweke but three hours.

It was high noon as her aumt passed her
door. Her attention was awakened by a
moaning sound, and perceiving the young
lady was pot comfortable, she awakened her.

Emma started-and gazed around, and ex-
claimed : “Tt was but a dream after al), but
it was frightful I

“ My dear you are not well,” said her
aunt. “ What caused you to fall asleep # do
you krow your firc is almost out ?”

“Don’t ask me anything aunt ; I have had
a very strange dream.”

« What was it?”

«] thought I was at Pauline Conte’s
house. It was a dismal place; there[was
no furniture in the room but a red-hot stove,
which gave me a dreadful headache, a table
and a bench, where Pauline was sitting by

a dim light, sewing on my chair-cover; her

face was flushed, and she worked steadily |.

_like @ machine. Then there was a sound of
" bells, and & young man and woman came in
and begged her to take & ride with them.—
She replied, no,.it was impossible ; she had
pledged her word'to Miss Carey that she

would finish her work.ibat night ; bui when
she undertook it, she had no idea the canvas
was so fine. I looked at it—it seemed tobe
close muslin. I tried my best to tell her to
go, but X could not. They left, and she
went on working faster and faster. Sud-
denly the fire went out, and the room was
icy cold, She turned deathly pale, and, in-
stead of tears, blood streamed from her eyes.
I tried in vain to seream, and you must have
heard me making the effort when yow awa-
kened me; for I think I heard it myself.—
Now annt, I must go and see her, forit may
be true.”

% My dear you are excited ; and your fa-
ther and mother are using the horses.”

“I can walk; I feel so strong when I
think of her weakness, and all for my incon-
siderateness in asking her, when there was
no necessity, to do in a week what I should
not accomptish in a month. Janet knows
where she lives, and will go with me.”

Not until Emma bad reached the humble
abode, did the idea strike her, what Pauatine
would think on seeing her.

The poor foreigner openédythe door, and
exclaied, ¢ Oh, I know you “are come to
upbraid me. My poor mother has had ano-
ther illness, and was so nervous last evening
that I could not keep a lamp burning in the
room. I have not wasted a minate, bnt fill-
ing up takes more time than you would
thiok. You shall have it to night.”

_ “Pauline, give it to me, will you, I must
have it to day, and I will pay you well for
what you have done.”

While the gir]l was out of the room, Em-
ma looked round in vain for the stove, and
wondered that she had forgotten Pauline bad
a mother; but she was' still so- impressed
with the reality of her dream, that she could
not help asking whether she had ever been
invited to take a sleigh ride ?”

% Oh, no, I should like very much to go,
but ¥ should fear the snow might pain my
eyes.”

Emma looked up, and saw that they were
much inflamed. -

“ Do they ever bleed ?” she inquired.

“Oh, no, ma’am; the doctor says if I
could give up work for a while they could
be cured, but you know that is quite impos-
sible.” * » » hd
Emms reached home before dinner, with

a healthier glow on her countgnance than

A
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had been there during the season, mueh io
the satisfaction of her aunt. She told her
she had been to see the excellent Miss Grey,
who had been to see the sick woman before
dark, and that Pauline had bound herself,
for a consideration, not to use her needle fo

a whole year. )

[or16INAL.]

@n tbt_ FHunn,

Thou art flontirg on with a brow of light
'Il‘,;z the d:pths_ of dhe vnu]t:g sky,ll N
ou art gazing down with a smile too bright,

T_oo fair fgra mogtal eye ' i

By .
Thou art lighting thiy-waves of the dark blue ss
}V):ieé\. the eéﬂenigg thr rig] kb ~

nd they whisper mi ge music to thee
As theyyaleep i‘l):theg ight. :

Thou art sleeping in mby a palmy glode

* On come green Southérn shore,”

Thou art quivering deep in the vine's dark shade,
# In the hush of this midnight hour.”

Thou art piercing dowa from the glowing eky,
In the darken’d Conviet'a ecll,

Where smjtten hearts are called forth to die,
By the note of the passing bell.

Thou art stirring the depths of the Mariner'a soul,
Where Adrian’s waters foum ;
Thou arf bidding Him think, as thou proudly rol),
Of his owa fair Cottage home,

Thou art lighting that Jonely rock of the deep
‘Where the warrior's dust hath laid ;

When the fearless, ¢ho true liearted, came to sleep
Tu the depths of the forest glade.

Thou art pouring thy vays on Albion's shores
Blest 1aud ot the orave and the free!

Thou art bathing, in glory, her ruinsand towers,
And wreathing each tenflet ang tree,

But ah, thou art lighting mﬂz own green Iand,
Thisland of the forest aud flood, —

Thou art tinging the pine on her pillowy etrand,
# Where the forest for ages hath stopd."“ £ D

et of Qtfﬁﬂ---@lh Tadies.

A very sensible personage has said, that
the grand secret of a woman’s dress consists
in knowing the three grand unities—sta-
tion, age and-~points.” Under the present
system, an old lady does not know how to
dress herself; and many display in their ap-
pearance symptoms of perplexity of mind on
this point which must be very bad for them.
But no worse for them than the artist whose
task it is to paint a subjeet which appears
before him with “ December inher face and
May in her costume "~—with faded ayes and

-gyebrows, and dark, glossy tresses above
thein—fallen eolourléss 'cheeks, and the

brigt roses beside thom—withered ihroat
and neck covered only with a necklace or a
velvet band which calls aloud for a stout
silk above and good flannel below it. If he
paints her exactly as she is, he paints a mon-
strously absurd thing; if he snits the face
to the roses, and the neck to the necklace,
he does not paint her at all.

Let us look for a moment at a writer’s
well-drawn portrait of the old woman who
is an old woman indeed, See the plaited
border, or the full ruche of the cap, white as
snow, circling close sronnd the face, as if
jealous to preserve the oval that age has
lost ; the hair peeping out from beneath, and
more silken than ever, but white as that bor-
der, or gray as the shadow thrown by it;
the complexion withered and faded, yet be-
ing relieved, as Nature has appointed it to
be, by the still more faded tints of the hair,
in a eertain degree delicate and fresh; the
eyes with most of their former fire extin-
guished, still, surrounded only with the chas-
tened hues of age, brighter than anything
else in the face; the face itself, lined with
deep wrinkles, but not one that the painter
would spare; the full handkerchief, or rich
bustling laces, scrupulously covering neck
and throat, reminding us that the modesty of
her youth still survives; some deep sober
shawl or scarf, cavefully concealing the out-
line of the figure, though not its general fem-
inine proportions—all violent contrasts, as
all violent passions, bunished from the pic-
ture, but a harmony in their place which is
worth them all.

Think also of the moral charm exercised
by such a face and figure over the circle
where it belongs—the hallowing influence of
one who having performed all ber active
part in this world, now takes & passive, but
a nobler one than any, and shows us how to
grow old —who, having gone through all the
progressive perioda of life, and their accom-
panying rank in the estimation of mankind
—the palmy days of youth and admiration—
the working time of cares and consequences
-~the honourable maturity of experience and
authority—now casts them all aside, and as-
serts a far higher claim to our respect, name-
1y, the simple fact of her age; who kvows
that to"all who have eyes-to-gee and. hearts
to feel, her silver locks are more precidus
than the most golden tresses money could
purchase~her pale cheek more interesting
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than the finest bloom art could simulate—
her modest coverings more attractive than
the most wonderfully- preserved remains of
beauty she could exhibit—her whole vene-
rable aspect of age more lovely than the very
bost imitation of youth ehe could possibly
get up—-who not only makes old age resnec-
table and honourable, but even enviable in
the eyes of those who are still toiling in the
burden and Leat of the day.

. Why is s0 sweet a picture and so edifying
a lesson not oftener seen in our circles P
why are we tired with the unbecoming ap-
pearance of those who won’t be old and can’t
be young, and who forfeit the respect it Is
so painful to withhold? There is something
preposterous in the mere idea of any ration-
al being studiously denying what it is her
highest intérest to assert; as well might a
hanker not wish for credit, or a poet for
© fame, or a preacher for belief, or an heir for
* his'inberitance, or a statesman for a place,
" ag age not wish for reverence. Doubtless
if there were any way of making old people
young, ither in looks or anything else, it
would be a delightful invention ; but, mean-
while; juvenile dressing is the last road we
should recommend them to take, She who
is -ashamed to wear a costums as old as her-
self, may rely upon it she only looks older
than her costume.

Tl Mo of Businegs,

« Husbaed,” said Mrs. Hunter, as she
was seated at the breakfast-table with the
father of her children, “ T wish you could
find time to give a little attention to William.
He has nothing to do, and in consequence,
Passes his time with boys from whom he will
not be likely to learn anything good.”

“My dear,” replied Mr. Hunter, “my
time is at present so constauntly occupied that
I cannot see to him, .As soon as I can find
time to make some fnquiries about a school,
X will do so.. He shall have the best advan-
tages for education which the country af-
fords,”. . '

..+#T am afraid he will be ruinéd before yon
will-get time .to find-a ‘school. He has got
‘to-be splarge now; that he peeds the restraing
of a-father’s -hand,” " :

“If you can salis(ly yourself as to what
school it is best to send hira to, I will rely
upon your judgment, and be shall go as soon
as you can get hiro ready,”

“T know nothing about schools,—you
must select a school for him, Bat, in the
meantime, could you not do something with
him at the store? He must have something
to do, or he cannot be kept out of mischief.”

“You may send him down to the store
after lie has got his breakfast, and I will see
what I can do with him.” Mr. Hunter then
went to his store, where several men were
waiting for him, "The store received but a
very small share of lis attention. He had
a large factory to mauage, besides being a
director in a raiJproad, and chairman of the
committee for secd¥ing the election of the

.candidate of his pafty.

Willidm had been up very late the night
before, and did not make his appearance at
the breakfast-table, until nearly.an hour after
his father had gone to his place of business.

“ Your father wishes you to come to the
store, a3 soon as you have taken your break-
fast,” said Mrs. Hunter. .

“Do you kaow what he wants of me?”
said William, with a blush, occasioned by
the fear that some of his irregularities had
come to his father’s knowledge.

“ e wishes you to assist in the store.”

“Very well; I will go down.”

Now, it happened that William had made
an engagoment to meet some of his compa-
nions, at ten o'clock. It would not suit his
purposes to be engaged at the store. He
did not fail to go there, however; for he had
not yet learned to- practice direct disobedi-
ence to his parents’ commands. He had
little fear that his father would notice him,
or asign to him any employment, unless the
matter was bronght to his recollection by
some question on the part of his son. Thut
question he was careful not to ask.” Ile re-

mained at the store, in the presence of his

father, till nearly ten o’clock, when he left,
to join his companions at the appointed
place.

Mr. Hunter did not come home to dinner.
‘When lie came in, at a late hour to his sup-
per, William was not with hiin, % Where is
William ?” said Mrs, H, -

“ Has he not been with you a4 the stors ”

“1 remember seeing him there.some time
in'the course of the day.” -, Lo

PR
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“1 sent him down a5 you requested, in
hopes you would give him something to do,
to keep him busy.”

**Ah, yes, I remember now; but he did
ot say anything to me about it.”

- “I told him you wanted his assistance in
the store, I presume he waited till he got
tired, and then went away. I wish he would
come home. He is forming a habit of stay-
ing out later an1 later,” '

“ He must be sent to school. I have no
time to attend to him. There is no use in
my undertaking it. Just get him ready as
soon as you can, and I will send him at once

to some good school, where he will be taken:

care of, Where is the paper?”’

The newspaper from the city was handed
him, and after having looked over certain
portions which have no interest for general
readers, hs was ready for his supper, After
supper he Was to meet the committes, wha
had the welfare of their party in charge,

Mr. Hunter was too busy to give any at.
tention to his son} How came he so busy ?
‘Was there a necessity laid upon him to ex-
tend his business so widely as to leave him
no time to attend to the education of his son
—no time to take care of his own soul ?—
Was it more important that he should be
rich, than that his son should escape ruin?

How many fathers are there in this land
of enterprise and energy, who must be class-
ed with Mr. Hunter!

Mr. Hunter determined to give his son
the best advantages .for education which the
country afforded. He was, doubtless, wil-
ling to be at any expense that shouid be ne-
cessary to secure that object, By that
meat'ls he thought to atone for his own neg-
lect!

There are duties that cannot be transfer-
red to others, It is to the parent that God,
by his Providénce aiid word says, *take
this child-and train it for me,”

No other person can do the work required
of the parents, The&best educators can only
assist the parent.

Among the ruinéd of our land, how many
are victims of parenfal neglect—of neglect
occasioned by ‘the pressure of business and

worldly care ?

You can’t prevens, the hirds of sadness
.from flying over your-head, but.you may pre-
.vent them from building their nesta there,

Eneryy of Chracter

A bold, vigorous man, what a tone he gives
to the company he may be in, to the society
in which he lives, to the nation wherein he
was born! Men seem inebriated with the
atmosphere around him, se completely are
they overcome by his presence. He
strengthens and arouses; he sets men of
no confidence on their feet, not purpesely,
but by his own example, They sce him,
one of themselves, the boy they went to
school with, played with, expanded into a

‘man, and drawing all after him in the vortex

in whigh he moves. He is a perpetual re-
proach to the sluggard, a joy to the timid,
those who want confidence, and who fancy
they are by temperament or situation pre.
cloded from possessing or manifesting the
daring, animating power. Euergy of cha-
racter is continually renovating society—
elevating men to a level whence they see
bow easily it is, or seems, to become great
and joyful, as strong and vigorous as he who
by act or thought, lifted them up. It is an-
imating to ses men press on in the race of
emulation, inspired by some noble fellow
who figures in the past, or is present among
them. The enthusiasm one man can create
by bold and earnest action is astonishing.—
One jovial, free-hearied, generous stranger,
coming by accident or otherwise among us,
will often upset or re-invigorate a clique of
friends inurned, completely trained in, ta
dulness and customary quiet. The enthusi-
asm of the moment overbeavs all our pre-
conosived notions of order, our silent and
respectful decorum ; our fear of giving of-
fence, that pitiful Lut common vice, which
makes us careful, even to folly, in what we
say, i3 by the current of this man’s spirit
rolling through us, and forcing up ours, :
swept away; and the night, the day, the
time, whenever it is, is from thenceforth a
bright spot in our history. . It is from this,
public meetings derive their intense interest,
and public opinion its force. We are sure
of meeling sote earnest man who will cheer
us, give us Keener, fulller sensations, -and :
thus-one or two beings, connected with- the
millions by mystic chains.of sympathy, com-

municate the fire of their -own minds-to -

avery man, until its powerful energy awak-
ens the dormant intellects of all. ,

T rEs PR
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Bume Afertinug,

The heart has memories that cannot die.
The rough rubs of the world cannot obliterate
them. They aré-memories of home—early
home: There is magic in the very sound.
There §s the 0ld tree under which the light-
hearted boy swung on many a summetr’s day,
—youder the river in which he first learned
to swim—there the house in which he knew
a parent’s love, and found a parent’s pro-
tection—there is the room in which he romp-
ed with brother and sister—long sinee, alas!
laid in the grave to which he must soon be
gathered, overshadowed by yon old church,
whither with a joyous troop like himself, he
has often followed his parents to worship
with, and hear the good old man who gave
him to God in baptism. 'Why, even the ve-
ry school house, associated in youthful days
with thonght of ferule and task, now comes
back to bring present remembrances of ma-
ny an aitachment there formed—many an
occasion that called forth generous exhibi-
tions of the traits of human nature, There
he learned some of his heart’s best emotions.

There, perchance, he first met the being, |

who, by her love and tenderness in after life,
has made home happier even than that
which his childhood knew. There are cer-
tain feelings of humanity—and, those too,
among the best—that can find an appropri-
ate place for exercise only by one’s own fire-
side. ‘There is a sacredness in the privacy
of the spot, which it were a species of dese-
.cration to violate. He who seeks wantonly
to invade it, is neither more or less than
a villain, and hence there exists no surer
test of the debasement of morals in a com-
mupity, than the disposition to tolerate, in
any mode, the man who disregards the sanc-
tities of private life. In the tuimoil of the
world let there be at least one spot where
the poor man may find affection that is dis-
interested—where he may indulge a confl-
dence that is not likely to be abused.

# On account of the number for Nover-
ber coming out so late in December, we
have thought it better to daté the present

- pumber—January, 1852. Our subscribers
for-the ‘year will sustain no loss, as they will
recefve twelve numbers, notwithstanding this
verbal arrangement. o

@hﬁnriui.

THE PRESBNT SEASON,

Though but a short period has elapsed
since the Mayflower was last issued, it has
been marked by the celebration of two of the
most interesting and important annual festi-
vals. The biting winds, and desolate ap-
pearance without, have been forgotten by
the many happy family groups, who assem-
bled around the cheerful hearth, and hearti-
ly engaged in the innocent amusements
which custom has connected with the joyous
season. Whether every heart was affected
with the hallowed cause of Christmas glad-
ness, or not,—every face beamed with smiles,
every voice was ready with a kindly greet-
ing. The different places of worship were
thronged with attentive hearers, assembled
to commemorate the birth of the Saviour.
The poor and friendless were not forgotten,
and many hearis were gladdened by the be-
nevolence of those, who, more highly favour-
ed, remembered that it was ‘more blessed
to give than to receive.”
The rapid flight of time has been again
illustrated by the termination of another
year; and the necessity for diligence in im-
proving our present opportunities, has been
urged, from the pulpit, with becoming so-
lemnity and earnestpess. The commence-
ment of A New Year suggests great cause
for thankfulness and serjous reflection :
thankfulness that we have ‘been allowed to
enter on its duties, and reflection, that, gath-
ering wisdom from the remembrance of mis-
spent time, we may more wisely improve
the advantages which have been so gracious
ly bestowed, + .. . 7

GENERAL OBSI'GBVA'I‘IONS oN
Fughion oud Dress,

Frem the Lady's Newspaper,

A number of new hend dresses, adapted
to the evening parties of the present season,
have just appeared. They are made chiefly
of ribbon, lace, and flowers, Some of the
ribbon head-dresses are composed of & mix-

.| ture of figured ribbon, and of ribbon’broch
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with gold.  Among the new wreaths we may

miention some formed of the wild rose, thie.

volubilis; or of any fHotrer of medium size
These wreaths encitclé the head, and have,
on each side, thiree drooping sprays. A bou-
quet of the sume flowers, eniployed to orna-
ment the jupe of the dress, has also three
pendent sprays. The cactus may be em-
ployed with advantage, as an ornament for
the hair. For dark hair, nothing can be
iore effective than a wréenth of cactos, vary-
ing in colour from rose to ponceau, and in-
termingled with narrow pendent foliage.

Among the most elegant mourning head-
dresses, we may mention some formed of a
half-handkerchief or fanchon of black lnce ;
the corners nded ronand disposed, one; to-
wards the back of the head, and the other
banging down as lappets. The trimming on
each side, may be velvet flowers or lace, in-
termingled with various ornaments of jet:
for instance, light foliage or rings of jet, the
latter linked in the form of a chain diooping
low at the ears. A suitable head-dress for
slight mourning may be formed of a long
sash of white lace, fastened by two bouquets
of white and lilac flowers.

Some evening dresses have been made
with two jupes, each of a different material
from the other. One of those dresses con-
sists of an upper jupe of broche silk, green,
sprigged with roses. It is gathered up, on
eath side, by a bouquet of roses, with velvet
foliage, and displays, beneath it, an under
jupe or petticoat of white satin, trimmed
with a deep flounce of Alencon lace. A
bouquet of roses ornaments the front of the
corsege. 'The sleves are short, and trimmed
with double pagodas of Alencon lace, looped
up by small bouquets of reses.

The following is the deseription of & dress,
having a vest or jacket of the same material.
The jackef may be worn, or not, according
a3 it is wished to adapt the dress to neglige,

or full evening costume. The dress consists | ,

of pearl grey satin, figured with bouquets of
flowers in white silk. The corsage is low,
with a deep berthe, formed of ginpure fringe,
in white and grey silk. The jacket, which
is worn open in frout, has pagoda sleeves,
reaching just below the elbow, and is trim-

" med with ginpure fringe like that composing
the berthe.

L i
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Tae Havtrax and Quepee RAnway.—
HigALY IMPORTANT DESPATCH.— Quebec, 18th
January, 1852.—From the Quebec Gazeite of
the 12th—the Organ of the:Administration.

“ We learn that important despatches have
recently been received from fhe Secretary of
State for the Colonies, on the subject of the im-
perial guarantee for the construction of Rail-
roads in British North America. The substance
of these despatches is, that the Imperial Govern-
ment will not be disposed to recommend to Par-
liament to grant its aid to any line of Railway
which is not caletilated to promote the interests
of the three Provinces of Camada, Nova Scotia
and New Biunswick. 'The Ympetial Govern-
meunt will not therefore propose any aid for the
Euaropean Line to the Ull)lited States. It appears
as we understand, from papers transmitted by
Mr. Howe to the Lieutenant Governor of New
Brunswick, that that hon. gentleman entirely
misunderstood the views of the Imperial Govern-
ment on the subject of the European Line, and
that he hasalso been the means of inducing the
governments of Canada and New Brunswick to
believe that the policy of the Imperial Gevern-
ment was t0 render aid to the European Line,
leading to the United States, M. k{)owe, theve
can be no doubt, has acted in entiro good faith
in all his transactions, both with the Imperial
Government and with the sister Provinces; but,
however unfortunate his misapprehension of Earl
Grey’s views may have been, one thing is clear,
viz.: that many difficulties will be removed b
the decision of the Imperial Government. It
would seem to lEmt Major Robinson's line com-
pletely out of the question.

If the work be undertaken at all—the Line b
the Valley of St. John must be adopted, and this
line, as a mercantile speculation, i3 clearly the
one most likely to be profitable. We believe that
in the altored circumstances of the question, it is
the intention of some members of the Provincial
Government to procesd without delay to Frede-
ricton with the view of endeavouring to effect
arrangemetts that will be satisfactory to Canada.

IMPORTANT FROM MOROCCO~A letter from
Gibraltar states that the Emperor of Moroceo
as refused to ratify the treaty coweltrded be-
tween the French Admiral aud ¢be: Pacha of
Tangiers, and was marchingy towards that town
at the head of an army of 40,000 men. ' These
alarming reports have induced the Spanish
Government to recetve on boatd and reliove the
Europeans who might wish to quit. Morocco,
‘Lhere is little doubt but Tan%:rs and the other
towns along the coast will bs sacked by the
Bedouins the moment hostilitics commence.
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THE MAYFLOWER:

A Subpen DearE.—Remdrkable Occurrence.
— A letter -from Mr. J. Dix, in Somerset
county, Md., says :

“ On the 25th of November, a female of 10
years old died suddealy in iny school. - She ask-
ed permission to retire a few minutes before 10,
A. M.—After having recited her lessons, as
usual, and after wilking a few paces from the
door she fainted. On being immediately taken
up, and-laid softly down in the school-house, she
expired. What is most remarkable, when she
awoke that morning, she told her mother that
she dreamed that she had gone to sthool and
died, and was carried to her aunt’s, which actu-
ally and literally came to pass the same day.”

InporTaNT TO SRIPBUILDERS.—The follow=
ing is an extract of a letter from Liverpool, dat-
ed 26th December :— It may be of importance
to those interested in Shipbuilding to know that
Lloyds have given an extra year to Hackmatack
Ships, classing them now for seven years, in place
of six, as formerly. . They also allow Spruce
Knees, instead of Hackmatack ; which will be a
great saving of expeuse.—St. Jokn, N. B. Cou-
riery 10th: :

Exrorts FROM BALTIMORE—During the
past fifty-two weeks of the year 1851, there were
exported from this port 412,927 bbls. flour, 39,
291 bbls, corn meal, 187,120 bushels of corn,
121,877 bushels of wheat, 904 bbls, rye flour,
and 39,965 hhds. tobacco. Last year, 47,5678
hhds. tobaceo were exported from Baltimore.—
Baltimore Sun.

The Kr_iﬂ‘cipal matter of interest from Califor-
nia is the alarming state of feeling among the
Indians upon the Colorado, and in the vicinity
of San Diego, Los Angelos, Santa Barbara, &e.
An outbreak had commenced among the Indians

..in those districts, and was daily asstming a more
‘threatening character.

Crmvese Oprom TRADE.—Rev. Mr. Bridge:
.man, writing from Chiae, says that the number
“of .cheste of Dpitm, each containing 133 lbs.,
taken to China, the present year, will exceed

. 70,000, and that.in "exchenge for these 70,000

chests, the Chinese will pay to foreignera more
than $36,000,000—and- most of this in silver,

-Mackener FismeRY.— The Newburyport
Herald states, that there are but twe mackerel
vesaels now .huild‘ing on the Merrimae, and the

. many vessels lost in.the bay' the past season, and

“the small fares oblgined by others, will have a
- tendency, probably, to chéck the prosecution of
+ the fisheries from that port the:coming season,

i L5 Mrss Jexwy Linp.—It is announced in New

aghy gt‘,Miﬁn‘,:.‘:ind haereceived.news of the

. .fmdden dedth of her jmother, and that in conse.

%B' , it wag guppgsed’.( ""é’l:'zw.imld.tsk@iller-

“‘depacture for Eordpe 0 Colling steamer of
10t irist, R 2R T :

Rice Mex v MassacHUSETTS.—It is esti-
mated that there are in Massachusetts 1,495
persons worth $50,000 and upwards. Of this
number, 26 persons are worth a million or more,
45 a half million; Of the whole list, 705, or
neatly half; began life poor, or nearly so. Two
hdndred atid eighty two received their wealth
by marriage. 6f the whole list 90 are farmers,
53 manufacturers of cotton, woollen, &ec., 463
are merchants, 75 lawyers; 31 physicians, 12
clergymen, 46 brokers and speculators, 11 pub-
lishers, 4 editors, 50 shoemakers and shoe deal-
ers, 10 tailors and clothes dealers, 15 carpenters,
9 masons, 23 butchers and provision dealers; 14
distillers. Thoss put down 45 benevolent are
878. Old bachelors 68

A Present 10 Kossuta.—Col: Page'’s com-
pany of State Fencibles, of Philadelphia) on .
Wednesday presented Governor Kossuth with a
magnificent Maltese cross of gold, in which was
a likeness of Gen. Washington, set in pearls, and
a locket, containing a portion of the hair of
Washington. It was accompanied by a gift of
$100 in American gold.

AxorHER REVOLUTION iv CENTHAL AltE-
RICA.— A letter from San Juan states that
Munoz has been banished to-Honduras fot two
years, and that the old Pichengo party, the most
formidable in the country had revolted. They
already had, on the 20th Dec., 1,600 muskets in
Leon, and would make a formidable fight for
the controul of the State.”

The Boston Commonwealth states that Isaac
'W. Bradford, for the last six years a confidential
clerk of Mixer & Piftan, lias been discovered
to be a defaulter to the amount of $28,000. He
managed {o escape detection by a falsification of
the books, and 1s said to have lost the money in
gambling. He has disappeared.

To San Francisco.—~The true distance from
New York to. San Francisco isas {ollows :—From
New York to Chagres, 2,200 miles ; from Chagres
to Panama, 94 miles; from Panama to San Fran-
cisco, 3,700—total 5,984 miles.

Barnumw’s Museum at Philadelphia has been
destroyed by fire. It cost-$53,000, and was in-
sured for $20,000. C. Spooner, the proprietor,
loses $60,000, half of which was insured. = -

Two. fearful water-spouts had passed over the
islands of Sicily, near Marsala, causing the death
of nearly five bundred persons, and an immense
destruction of property and of animal life.

The ,New Temperance Hall at. Chiarlottetown
was dedicated .on New Year’s Day, and the
Bazair in aid of faruishing it.took placé on the

“day following.

A nuimber,of Captaing of St mers, in Cingin-
patti, ';a?vlg‘kleég to éﬁsfaiﬁt‘i'ﬂmp qua'igg &n&zn-

cating drinks. .




