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POGETS.

R They learn in suffering what they tach in
song.”

GExIcs, seems tu be semetlng, which re-
B res from 1ts possessor the greatest pussible
acrifice. It is 2 gift which Nature bustows
But rarely ou ber children ; and when she does,
fhe frequently withdraws all other blessigs.
BB he heart endowed with tlus iestimable trea-

bsure, must tvo often beat to the measure of sad-
ess; and the spait lighted by this divine fire,
ust tov ofien bend to the burden of woe.
Of the many brilliant characters who, me-
eor-like, have illumined the world, few have
tasted the real sweets of existence, or known
Ethe cnjoyment commonly micted vut to hum-
bler individuals. ’Tis true, genus creates a
world of its own, whercit reigns and rules with
urlimited power; but the heart is so consutut-
ed, that fairy pleasures of tlus weal world will
ot long satisfy its cravings. For 2 tme 1t
may roam in the regions of fancy and revel in
the delights of inagination, but 11 war retum
from its wanderings, like a wearnad bird fron
a long flight, and seck a repuse m the resting-
Eplace of earth. The greatest mmnds that can
exist are but a “ mix'd essene. ' —

¢ Half dust—half deny.”

Someumes guided and governed by the diviner
portion of their naturg, they soar away mto
the loftiest realms of thought; and, bike the
lark, breathe their soul’s music at the very por-
nlsof heaven. But, alas, the meaner napulses
of mortality soon lure them back to earth, to
seek amid its lowly seencs humbler and less
bholy joys. Thus, with a strange inconsisten-
cy of character, the gifted ofttimes turn from
it ennobling visions and pursuits, to fix
ery thought and every hope upon some frail
and fleeting treasure of the heart, which, if
chance they lose, they mourn with lutier- ‘
Ress peculiar 1o thic mspired and clevated soul.

But it is well, perhaps, that sensitive minds
have the fo.ble (if fuible st be) of clinging too
fondly to carthly blessings, and mourning too
deeply over thar luss, for many a neble spine
would else slumber on unconscioLs of its power,
and many a heart by 2t 10 us latest day, ignor-
ant of the incstmbleitenshnned.  Adversity
1s the ordeal whieh tests the intninsie qualities
of the mind, and renders all its sluning pro-
perties morebnllantand pure.  Guonius, which
sometimes eloops forgeiful of its lugh desuny,
is ever awakened by the touch of surrow, and
auuded by the same power w the porformance
of its glorious taske,

From tne earlivst periods of the world, there
have becn many mstances recorded of the -
finence misfortune has had in awakening the
energies of the human mind.  This secms to
be paruvenlarly the case with regard to the
worshippers ¢ “the muse. With many of ibe
ercatest poets who have cver (xisied, gricf, m
some shape or other, has been the hudden but
powerful ageincy that urged tham on to fame.
Letus look for o mement at the Lives of some
of these, and sce if this be noi irue.

DaxtE, the brightest luminary in the hea-
ven of Iialian poetry, furnishes an example.
His heart was carly touched by the rude hand
of sorrow, and the response was a sirain of
music that will hinger on carth for ever! In
his hoyish years, he fixed his affections upon
the fair * Beatnice,” whose name hichas render-
«d as :mmortal ac s works. That love co-
lourced his whole existence, for death snatched
his beactiful away in the spring-ume of her
loveliness, and the poet was ever after a mour-
ner for herloss. Buthe bewailed her not with
tears—hisimperishable lays were the offerings
he laid upon her tomb ; and though she has
gone to the grave, she was recalled again to life
to dwell for cver in the fmiry and beautful world
of her bov-lover’s subline poctrv. Her wme-
mory became the spinit of lus asprration—the
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subject of his daily thoughts, and star of his
after life. His imagination invested the loved
and lost one with theadnbutesof divinity, and
this apotheosis was approved by the world.
Not only in his own mind. but in the minds of
all who bent azove tus glowing page, she be-
came an immortel goddess—the holy and beau-
siful spirt of lus works! Dante had other
troubles besides the loss of his carly love. The
party to which he had attached himself, and
with which he had performed many a good
deed for his country, was conquered by an op-
posing power, and the poet was stripped of the
honours he had gained ; bauished from hisna-
tive city and condemmned, if he ventured with-
in its bounds, 10 an ignominous and fearful
death. Thus deprived of dowmestic happiness,
deserted by fortune, and doomned to wanderan
exile from his dear native city, his “ beloved
and beautiful Florence,” he sought in his di-
vine art, that consolation denied by everything
clse, and gavehis undivided soul to the spiritof
poesy. Itwas then he produced works which
surpassed the promise of his happier years, and
won for him the unfading chaplet of fame.
Mivrox, the bard of hizh and holy themes,
is another example. While the light of pros-
perity beamed around him, his mind, though
towering far above its fellows, took not that
eagle flight into the regions of thought that it
did in after vearsof gloom. When nusfortune
came upon him in many forms; when hishouse
was desolated by repeated losses, and darkened
by repeated troubles ; when infinmity, sickness
and blindness, showered their accumulated
evils upon his devoted head, his genius then
shook off 2ll earthly trammels, and soared to
an amazing and unequalled height. When the
visible world, with all its beauties, was for ever
shut out from his view, his mentul vision lifted
itsaif from carth and sought the glorics of hea-
ven. That a glimpsc of these blessed regiens
was granted to his view we may not doubt, for
the light that beams upon his page is surely a
ray from celestial worlds, and the holy stramns
that vibrate from his lyre, are surely borrowed
from the harmony of an angel choir.
Another, and a melancholy example, is to be
found in the singular career of Byron. His
first lesson in the school of adversity, was the
knowledge of a personal defect, which, shght
as it was, engendered a morbid sensibility that
was near akin to grief. This first taught him
1o rely upon the resources of his “nind, and to
plume his spirit for a flight into the realms of
poetry. But not ull he was assailed by criu-
cism, m\d his haughty spirit withered bencath

the lash of sarcastic reproof, did the Prome-
thean spark that slumbered 1n his soul, kindl.
nto a flame of startling and scorching bril-§
liancy. But, even then, the deepest fountan§
of poetic fechng was unrufiled and unwakenel §
until a colder and kecner blast of sorrow swep:g
over 1ts surface. Not ’ull his home was de-
serted—his hearth desolate, and his heart the
ruined receptacle of blighted hopes and burig
joys, d he breath forth that music which
awed and enchanted the world. ¥When friend
forsook and kindred frowned ; when the worl
looked coldly upon him, and
“Hatred’s shafts flew thick und fast;”

when the deep, passionate love of his noble bu:g:
crring nature, was cast back upon his aching
heart; when the cup of Life had lust eve
sweet, then, and not "ull then, did he strike
iyre with magic power, and preduce that me
lody which resounds in every land, aad awa
kens an echo in every heart! . 3

Sueiiey, the deeply crring but highly giftedf:
child of song, is also an example. He, too,
was early taught in the severe school of afflic-
tion, and hisoth¢rwise tender and gentle nature,
borrowes from grief a strength and clevatoaf
of thought, which gave his works at once zg
character beautiful and sublime.  'With aheent
warmed by the kindest feclings; a soul alnef
to the purest sentiments; and a mind imbuetf
withh the true spirit of genius, he was indedf
worthy to be loved and admired in hfe, ancf
honored and lamenied in death. But alas
he had a dangcrous and, as many thought, ¢
demoralizing belief, which caused him to be
frowned upon by the good, and persccuted by
the bad, untll he who lored all living thingsf
and who would not harm the low hestofGom;
crcatures was looked upon as a monster ¢f
guilt and wickedness. Had the mistaken angf
misguided world, granted him that clemencrf
which his scnsitive and gentle nature require
and deserved, might he not have been wenf
from the erring creed into which he had fallet
10 a better and juster view or divine things’
His false belief was the only shadow that resic
upon the brightness and beauty of lus charac
ter, and that was & fault to be punished by b
Creator, and not by s fellow-man. Nor;
but the all-seeing eye couid penctrate the depth
of that strangely constituted heart, and leart
what was in truth its feclings ani belief; an(
none but the Being of infinite wisdom was fit
ted to pass judgment upon the errors he alor!
could nnderstand. Do we turn from the hghll
and warmth of the sun, and despise 1ts gen
influcnee, Hecause there are spots wpon its s

AR

3

r

TSR

TTTITRIS TR

>

TPTICYIOITOA:




”I‘HB AMARANTH.

face? No, we forget the shadow lhat rests
upon its brightness, and reverence with grate-
ful hearts its cheering and life-giving power.
Thus should the world have forgotten the
blemishes that sullied the character of Shelley,
and remembered only the better and brighter
attributes of hus heart.  But instead of this, he
was censured by those who mistovk hus prin-
caples, and condemmed by those who knew
éium not. Banished from the society he was

fitted 10 adorn—descrted by fortune, whose
%\ors his genius should have won, and de-
§p ressed by bodily pain and sickncss, he was
2well prepared to “teach in song” what he had
Hlearned in suffering, and to decorate his lays
Fwith the gens of thought which he had gath-
3:::red from the stormy waves of grief. Weary

f scenes where he had known but care and
Hsorrow, and sick of the world that had used
Stum so 1li, he retired, with one fond and faith-
Sful friend, to a calm retreat in a brighter and
Jmore genial clime.  There, with her whom he
Zeo beaut:fully styles his “own heart’s home,”
Fhe passed lus few. remaining days, and devoted
Fhis mind o the pursnits he loved.  There, be-
gneath the bright sky and baliny atmosphere,
i

Zamd the breati of flowers and the music of
Bnurmuring waves, he gathered those bright
ancies and beautiful images, which are the
rue attributes of poetry, and which constitute
s greatest charm. There he wooed and wor-
Zshpped the muse, who disdained not to lavish
pon her erring votary, her highest and most
%rccxons favors; and there he penned those

roductions wh:cn will be admired so long as
ZEone spark of poetic feeling lingers in human
4 rearts—productions which the world will yet
“Alearn to read, as ask:iul flower-gatherer would

ull lus fragrant treasures from a wild and

GRS

are beautiful in hue and grateful in perfume;
fand loving them not the less, that they grew
mid rank and pernicious weeds. Ages may

Jass away ere the works of this poet are faurly
nd fully appreciated ; but sosurcasthe morn-

' next claims attention. And here
5 lmw bc as well to remark, that, to women
p2n particular, the endowments of genius have
05 often been an mheritance of pain. Her
sheart 1s pecuharly fitted for love—so formed
nd fashioned for all the pure and gentle de-
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lhou«h it may win many things beside—ad-
miration, praise, friends, fame and fortune, it
can never by its own power subdue that mas-
ter passion to its will. This is the reason why
women of sp'endid abilitics have so often turn-
ed from the plaudits of a multitude, and sighed
for the lot of somc lowly but well-loved indi-
vidual.  Thus Sappho, whose lays, rich and
glowing as her own sunny clime, had wor for
ker such wealth of fame, cast away or counted
as naught, all the honours she had gained, and
destroyed herself because she could not com-
wand the love of one coveted heart. Thus
Properzia Rossi, the celebrated female sculp-
tor of Bologna, slighted and despised the lofty
triumphs acquired by her art, and died in con-
sequence of an unrequited attachment. Thus
Madame De Stacl, with her great and glorious
endowments of mind, was heard to say, that
she would willingly resign all her shining ta-
lents. andall the undying fame they had brought
her, for the poor and perishing ¢ft of personal
Leauty. And thus highly gifted women, in
all agcs of the world, have generally been the
lea<t successful in the pursuit of happiness.—
But like illustrious men, they travel with a
surer step to fame when their way lies over
rugged and unlovely scenes. Adversity is to
their hearts, what a stormy blast is to a bed of
flowers—it may bend~and bruise, and some-
times break the fragile things, but it is sure to
call out all the sweet and precious peifume that
les hidden in their depths$

Mrs. Hemans is a striking proof that

“Strennth is born

In the deep silence of long-suffering hearts,”
and her tuncful lays tellus that her mind must
have been scverely tried in the fiery ordeal of
woe, cre it could have produced such pure and
unalloved treasurcs. We know not the exact
motive of her griefs, yet we feel that she suf-
fered much, for we hear, in ¢cvery tone of the
sacred melody she awakens, the voice of asor-
rowing though resigmed spirit.  In all her pro-
ductions, ther:» is the cvidence of a heart form-
ed fer happiness, and deserving the highest al-
lotment of carthiy bliss, and yvet how differ-
ent washerlot? How pecuharly sad herfate?
We Liave oniy to listen to a few strains of her
heart-touching music, to know that her path
was ¢ver darkened by

“a shadow-tingi ng thouyght

With hues too deep for joy.

Her songs are like the murmurs of the ocean
shell pining for itslost homc; or ike the war-
bhings of th: prisoned bud, mournang for s
natne heaven.  Her poetry aallows every-
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thing it touches with beauty, but it is the pen-
sive and almost painful beauty of an Autumn
landscape. One of the clouds, and of course
the darkest that cver lowered upon her spirit,
was the estranguncnt of her hysband, and
their conscquent scparation. Such a trial
would almost wiing the life-blood fromn any
female hcart, then how scvercly must it have
tortured one so scasitive, so gentle, so loving,
as her's? Ttwas after thispainful cvent, when
her beloved children were worse than father-
less, and she more wretched than a widow,
that she wedded her soul to the muse, and be-
came the enchantress of ihe heart. Then,
when the sun of happiness had sct for ever—
when earthly hopes were all blighted, and
earthly aspirations all forgotten—the efforts of
her genius acquired a character more lofty and
lovely, and her music caught “a wandeiing
breath of that high melody, whose source isin
heaven, and whose vibrations arc cternal i?
Thesc are only a fuw of the many examples
that could be given to show the beneficial in-
fluence which misfortunc somectimes excrcises
over the human heait; and now the question
arises, whether these gifted beings would have
attained the same degree of excellence in their
vocation, if their respective carecrs had not
been so sirtiingly marked by the desolating
effects of gricf. It appears that they would
not, for we have seen that not one of these
persons gave the entive cuergies of thar mind
o the divimity they worshipped antid thic ties
which bound them to carth, and its enjoyineats,
were nearly all severed. Then, and not “till
then, they merited and obtained the loftiest
triumphs of their art. This wiil induce us to
believe, whatis really the case, that, as the
stars of heaven are only visible in the scason
of darkness, the best and brightcst attributes
of humanity are unsecn and unknown until the
hour of gloom. The pages of lustory are re-
plete with instances which prove this fact, for
we there learn, that it has ever been n disor-
dered and dangerous eras of time that the mas-
ter spirits of the world have arisen to perform
their glorious deeds.  As in the actual world,
it 18 even from lands startled by the loudest din
of war, that the voice of heroism peals forth
its loftiest tone; so in the moral umverse, 1t 1s
even from heartsshaken by the severest storm
of aricf, that the voice of pocsy pours vut 1its
highest and holiest strain.  Were it not su, we
mght be disposed to imagine, that the gifted
m all ages of the world have been toosevady
tried, but as ttis, we fue! that * He who order-
cth 21l things aright,” has m this parucula

also, mamfestud the uncrring wisdom cof &,
ways.
Q@G
STANZAS.
FROM THE SPANISH.

Bricur eyes ! though in your angry ray
Such deep disdam there be,

This truth you cannot now gansay,
That you hare looked on me.

Shite of the boasied effort there
My daring hopes to slight,

What pain can with the bliss compare
Of basking in their light?

Though victim to your proud disdain
My wounded spirit be,

Bright cyes! I smile amid my pan,
For ye hare looked on me.

The effect of all your proud disduin
And haughty scorn is this,

Not to have added 10 my pain,
But to enhance my bliss.

Then, what though angry hghtnings pia,
Yhere pity's glance should be,

This trutn you cannot now gainsay
That you hazc lovked on me.

OB G eres
THE MOTIIER’S PRAYER.

My treazuicon the sea,
Father in heaven, I consecrate to thee !
Guard thou the mother's hope with tender ear
Yuld to the pleadings of a mother's pray.r.

Watch o’er my wayward bov.
I.cst evil thoughts his loncly hours empioy.
And his untainted heart be taught to sin,
And the fierce tempter strive his soul o wrr

Tpon the slippery deck
Be thou lis strength s or *mid the fearful wr--
With thy sufficient arm his form enclosc,
Nur add his anguish to my wdght of woes'

I give him with my prayer
And helpless sorrow, to thy hnly care!
I would have kept him stll, but free and be
His spmit pined to leave my narrow fold!

A mother's love is deep,
But thine, oh father! will not, may not sles;
Thon canst alone, my troubled spirit read—
Tts depth and height are thine, its strengthes
need !
-.»eg@«..

Tut last argumentofthe poor, whenever i
have recourse to i, will carry more, perh;
than parsuaswn to parhament, or ;\uppl.ca;‘l
10 the throne.
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Compound Intcrest.

¢« ie that lendeth to an ignorant man, getteth
him an enemy without cause hcpnymh hua
with ourses and radings; and for livnour, he
will pay him dns«muc’

Juer at the clos: of the year of our Lord
13-, a man with a shuflling, lumbering tread,
ascended the wedl-worn steps, which are the
common aceess 1o half a dozen lawyers’ of-
fices in Wall-street, and turning into one, well
furnished with tablus and busy cerks, he, after
in vain casting his eye around for the principal,
mquired for ‘ Lawycr Gretton.’

“Mr. Gretton s i the neat room,” replied
the head clurk.  “Tell me your business; I
can prubably do it fur you”

"No—no-—youan't the man that cando my
basiness,” roplicd the stranger.

“Tell me what 1t is, and I can best judge
whether I can do it or not.”

“Do you say,” pursued the inquirer without
wing repulsed by the clark’s reply, or atall
dannted by Lis supercilous manner; ¢ do you
say Lawyer Gretton is in there 77 pointing
with his lbow to the inner room. The clerk
had resumed his pen, and the man was obliged
10 repeat his question, before it was answered
with a careless “Yes.” The man muttered.
“that he could not wait; that tie was mo-
ney;” and thicading his way through chairs,
tables, and Lusy stadents, he opened the inner
duOl’; while vae of Ui ciaths said to liis n&.igll-
bowr—

“ Burton mizht have known thataman with
such abullet hicad and high broad shouldersas
that fellow’s, would have his way; nothingless
than a cannon-hall would stop hua.”

'I'HB .&IVIARAN TH,

“Mr. Gratton, I ain wanting to spcak to
you, " said the stranger, fur the first time tak
ing off lus hat.

“Iam busy,” riphicd Mr. Gretton, castinga
careless glance at the man; “ you must call |
agan—-shut the dour;’ the stranger ingered;

*you sce I am alrc '1(’" cns::gul and there are
two gentlemen waiting ‘or me.”

“I sapposc I can wai, toos; it is a broken
day, and I shall have to break another i I go,
and come again.”

Apparcntly thete was something n this re- i
mark that quickencd Mr. Gretton's memory,
for turning his cve towards the spcaker, he
said, “Ah, Ross, is 1t you?—very well, sit
down, I will aitcnd to you as <oon s I have |
finished with these gentlemen.

Ross was a tall, strong bult, labouning man,
as his dress, his hard-bound hands, and stoop-
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ing shoulders mchmlcd s brow was pre-
maturely fretted into myriads of wrinkles;
there was a remarkable blending of acutness
and ignorance inhis face; he first indicated by
the rat-like Lrithaney of his daop set, piercing
eye; and the ignorance most emphaucally ex-
presscd by a sort of staring wonder (so to
speak) inhis open dropping mouth.  His nose,
short, flat, and bioad at the nostrils, completed
the far morcbrutish than human expression of
Ius physiognomy.

Alawyar's oflice was a new scene to him,

tand he was intent onits revelations, and as it

seemed, astounded by them, for when the
clients who had preceded lum were gone, he
advanced cagerly to the desk, and putung his
fingcr on a bank nute which Mr. Gretion had
recuved from one of them, he said, “ Excuse
me, Squire Gretton, but that is a hundred dol-
lar note, an't it ?”’

“Yes, it s, Ross,” replind Mr. Gretton, lay-
ing 1ta<ide n his note-hook with an accustom -
cd air.

“ And won’t you tcll me what he meant by
calling it a retamner 7"

“He gives it to me, Russ, to retain me 1 his
cause.”’

“Thatan’t aii!”

“Yus; that is, he makes sure of my not
being employad by the uppos.ng party, and of
securing my best serviees.”

“And that's all! Yoz have not worked for
it ! have not stirred your fout--madeamark of
your pen—turned ¢ver a leaf of a book—it's
bounty money—when you come to Jo the job,
you arc to be paid over and above all this 27

“Certainly I am.”

¢ Well—well—and that gentleman with the
furred coat, that you talked to ten minutes—
|ust ten by that ciock there—for just the breath
wu spentin them ten minutes, did he pay you
xlnt hundred dollar note 77

“Yes, Ross; and now, if vou please, as I
" take it for granted you have come for that pur-
posc, we will look over our papers.”

“ There's a difference !” continued Ross,
without heeding Mr. Gretton's last snggestion,
“and why ? can any one tell me that? Here
you stand by your comfortable fire, and your
very Lreath turns into mosncy ; and I,Ito earn
that hundred dolia1s must be up early and late;
must shiver in cold days, and sweatin hotones;
must crack my bones with lifting heavy tim-
hors; must drive nails week after week, and
ruonth after month ; there's no fair play about
it ns condemned hard, and that's the end
on't.’
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Perhaps had Mr Gretton taken the trouble,
he might, by changing his cstimates, have
turned thecurrent of Ross’sfeelings. Difficult
as it is for a man who works with his hands
to comprehend the toil and weariness of intel-
lectual lahour, Ross might have been made to
understand the money value of Mr. Gretton’s
education, the cost in pounds and shillings of
those preparatory studies, which had made ten
minutes of Mr. Gretton's worth months of his
labour. He might possibly have understood
what we believe the political economists call
the accumulated capital upor. which the law-
yer was now receiving the inceme. And if he
could have had a little farther insight into the
anxious hours Mr. Gretton had endi.red during
his siow approaches to his pres:nt assured
condition, while he had a sickly wife, looking
to him not only for bread, but for luxuries
which habit had made necessities ; and stifl
farther, could he have seen in Gretton's pale
brow, and sunken cheek, the curse of intense
sedentary occupation, the too sure prophecy of
the short career that awaits our professional
men, he would havz returned to his hammer
and nails with a tranquillized and unenvious
spirit. But thusitis. Itis, for the most part,
man’s ignorance that makec his breast the
abode of discontent, distrust in Providence,
envy,and covetousness. Itisnotof thedepths
of his ignorance that come s repinings, and
railings, and calls for Agrarian law.

Mr. Gretton smiled at what scemed to him
merely a rhapsody, and saying, “ Perhaps, my
£riend, you would think the play fairer if you
knew more sbout it,” he drew a paper from a
file, adding; * as the year is drawingtoaclose
T suppose you have come to sce how your debt
stands. Have you any prospect of paying off
the mortgage i’

“Less than ever. My wife has been sick,
and there’s been a doctor’s cursed bill to pay,
and Jemmy must be dressed up for scheol, and
that costs money again; but for all, Jemmy
shall be a lawyer if I die for’t.”

Mr. Gretton did not notice the ineffable grin
with which this was said.

“But you have a good business,” hereplied ;
““a carpenter is sure of employment in our city,
and you are an industrious man, Ross.”

¢ God knows I am that; but it comes in at
the spile and goes out at the bung. Come,
Squire, you may took it over; I know pretty
well how it stands; I calculate the interest that
runs up cach day when I go to bed at night;
it amounts now to 200L 5s. Tid.

Mr. Grettonsmiled. A trifie more, Ross.”

e =S

“It can’t be!—it can’t! I've gone ove
hundreds of times; I've chalked it out whed
I've been at my wok; I've writ it down ove
and over; I've calcalated it again and agam &
the night when there was nothing to take @
my mind. Itis 200/ 5s. 7id., and no mor:
not a fraction.” ;

“ At simple interest you are right; you fu ;
got to calculate the compound interest.””

“ Compoundinterest!—what’s that 7—what &
that?" :

Mr. Gretton explained. Ross swore thed;
as he never agreed for i, he would never paj
it.  Mr. Gretton, who was conscious of havin;
been forbearing, and of having waited at so
pecuniary sacrifice, was provoked, and threat
ened to foreclose the mortgage at once, an
have done with it.

Ross was calmed, not satisfied. I hay 7]
worked hard twenty years,” he said; ©
thought to have a house over Jemmy’s hea
that he'd never be ashamcd of. 1 built it wi2
my own hands; every nail I've driv myseli¥
and now all to go topay that compeund inte3:
est; it's too bad.” €

. 3

It was evident, that to Ross’s apprehensios
the whole debt was merged in this unlooked
for addition toit. Mr. Gretton pitied the man'@
ignorance and disappointment, and said soott
ingly, “ You will get through with it, Rosg
Pay what you can, and I'll wait for the res:
Saturday is New Year, a holiday for you anf
me. I will come up to Cherry-street and loc;
at your premises, and bring the mortgage wi
me, and you may then make a payment ; th R

)

street again.’

Ross merely nodded his head acquiescin
and left the office without speaking a word. i§
moment after, Mr. Gretton’s son, aboy of ning
years, came in, his coat muddied, and his fors
head bleeding. *“ Stanley, my boy, whatis 1L d
matter 7”7 said his father. 5

“ Oh, nothing, sir; I am not hurt to signiisi
I met a horrid looking man coming down th4
office steps, and he ran against me and knock
ed me down. I know he did not see me, byj
he might just have said he was sorry for it.”

Ross was unconscious of the offence againg
the boy; he was brooding over the compoun
tnterest, which seemed to him so deadly an
jury.  Like a good portion of the ignoras
world, he could entertain but qpeideaata tine
that filled his field of vision; the “compoun]
interest” seemed to him more than the originz
debt; and his gloomy meditations ended witt
a mental oath that, come what would, he woukl
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ver pay Gretton a farthing of the “compound
terest.”

A Holiday.
Caturd’s vast frame— The web of human
& things,
Rirth and the grave.”

Stanley Gretton stood high in the first class
¥ lawyers in the City. His facher, an af-
ent merchant, failed just as his son was com-
eting his education, and, in the beginning of

@ carcer, Gretton had to struggle with pri-
Wtions and embarrassments; but he brought
flents, industry, and a manly spirit to the con-
i, and conquered. He wasnow, at perhaps

K- happicst period of human life, verging on
fty, with an established reputation, and a
gidly crowing, and well carned fortune, with

» strong consciousness of matured powers,
gd with no premonition of decay.
#His wife, whose health had been fatally in-
ed by the loss, carly in her married life, of
¥ 0 girls, one after the other, had recently, af-
% 2 long inzerval, given birth to a third, whe,
Wthone son, a charming boy of mne years,
ed 1o the brim their cup of domestic happi-
iss.

Mrs. Gretton’s confinement absolved her
Wsband from his social dues, and he spent
o Year's day, oneof hisfew holidays, in her

pm.  “ Declarations,” * conveyancings,”

unctions,” ** cjectments,” all were forgot-

h in the pleasure of dandiing “the litle pil-
@m between life and death.” Never bad

tion felt a pleasure, at fixing the attention

Fjudge and jury, to be named with that of

ching the eye of this baby of three weeks.
Emight have comforted Ross to have looked
and seen that the holiest joys of the rich
d the poor were of the same nature, on the
e level.
This is the happiest New-Year's day of
life, Mary,” said Mr. Gretton to his wife.

a for many a day. Our sad losses are in a
sure made up to us in this dear little girl.
nley is not a boy to be ashamed of,” ex-
nging glances with the bright boy who

b,-‘,_t il health had dimmed shose bright tints
o her horizor, that promise happy days to
e, She sighed, and said the future did not

happiness is but spoken of, I feel the void left
by my dead children; but, besides, my dear
husband, I am afraid you are working too
hard. The gray hairs, Stanley, are stealing in
among the black, and it seems to me the lines
in your face are every day decpening.”

Mrs. Gretton thus gave her husband an open-
ing, which he had been for some time sceking,
for a communication that he rather dreaded to
make. There always scemed to her a great
preponderance of danger in risk of every kind,
and she was nervously susceptibleon anything
approaching to whatiscalled speculation in the
trafficking world. After a little preliminary
hemming, Mr. Gretton began :—* To tell you
the truth, Mary, I do feel my oitice business ta
be wearing on me, and I mean soon to give
myself along holiddy. I am not going to be
a slave to business much longer. Iam taking
a cross-cut to Dame Fortune’s temple; you
look alarmed—now for your old bug-bear,
Mary~—your horror of speculation.”

“Rather a reasonable horror, since both our
fathers were ruined by it. I have always told
you that J can content myself with the most
humble fortune. I do not desire wealth for
myself, nor for my children. 'We have been
happy—we arc happy without it; in truth we
have more of it than we peed; then what temp-
tation is there to adventure on an uncertain,
troubled sea.”

“The sea is of your own creation, Mary,
and all its dangers of vour own imagining.
My vovage is to beashort and a very safe one,
and if Tam disappointed in the end of it, no
dishonour can ensue. I am but where I be-
gan--I have enough to pay all the debtsI have
contracted. My profession will be left to me,
and thank Heaven, that yields me enough to
content any man.”

“Then why not be contented 7’

“] say so, too, father,” echoed his boy; “I
am sure we bave cveryihing in the world to
make us contented.”

Mr. Gretton was silenced for a moment; he
looked at his wife and children; wheréver he
turned his eyehe suw thesigns of comfort and
affiuence; he felt that the incense of content-
ment should rise from his domestic altar; and
a stern voice within his breast told kim hehad
been indulging unreasonable and sordid de-
sires. But self-loveis fufl of subtlety ; it wraps
itself in its own vaporous exhalations, and
winding aboutits tortuous path, escapes the di-
rect pursuit of conscience. “We have enough
in our worldly condition for contentment, cer-
tainly,” resumed Mr. Grettton, “for content-
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ngent and gratituae; but if an vpportunity of

improving my fortune fulls in my way, I can-
not think it wisc to step aside to avoid it. 1
am tired secing other people seize golden oc-
easions thatIhave let slip through iy fingas.
Now, Mary, you know if I had taken your
Uncle Henry's opinion, and juined hin i his
cotton speculation, T should have been as rich
a man as he was.”

“Yes, Stanley, and if you had yiclded to his
entreatics, and ventured in lus gold niine speeu-
lation, you would be as poor as he .7

Mr. Gretton was absorbed in recalling his
missings, and did nat Leed his wife's rejuinder.

“Andif I had purchased those lots in Hud-
son Square,” he cuntinucd, * that were offered
to me five years ago, 1 should now bea nich
man.”

*Aad whatan ¢szape vou had innot juining
in that tempting purchase of the Swautun
lots. They would have swullowed ap all our
present competency. Y hnow I am no judge
of Lusiness matters, but these modes of get
ting rich appear to me but gambling under
another name.  Youdo nut pay any labour for
the acquisition; youdv nuigive any cyuivalont
for it; you throw the dice, and itisalla chance
w hether it be gain or loss.”

“And I can't, for iy par,” interposad young
Stanley, who was allowdd to micin the Lule
domustic discussions of his parents, “1 can't
see what you waut to gain fur, father.  Since
we have got a little child, I can’t tlunk of any-
thing we want; and it was only this morning
mother said she wanted nothing but a cradle,
wid Doctor Morton laughed and said, ‘happy
woman ! even that is a supeifiuity, for your
baby is much better without it.” ™

Mr. Gretton fult rathier annoyed with the
sceret conviction that his wife and boy, the
weaker party, as his manly estimation decined
them, had the better of him in the arguinent,
and he rallied to overwhelm with a torrent of
reasons the stream that, if clear, he thought
shallow. * Comec here, my boy,™ he said, “1I
am delighted to find your mother so sausfied,
and you as moderate in your dusires as if vou
were seventy instead of nine.”

“Yam not so very moderate, father, but it
seems to me, now I've got my sister, that we
have cvery thing we want; that 1s just the
fact of it; and who can be richer than weare?
Why we would not take tiie world and a hun-
dred worlds on the top of it for that little nute
of a baby.”

“We are rich, and you arc wise, my son;
but, verhaps, not so much wiser, as vou think,

than your father. Now listen tv me, an,
will tell you why 1 should ke to enlarge o
fortune.”

Al s, Tam histeung,” he rephed, st
hing Ins chech w.th the baby's softlittle hae
and then, sclf-convicted of lus utter engro,
ment with his new ticasure, he quitted o
side, and came to his fathar—* 1 mean I w
listen, sir,” he added.

“Thank you; to begin then, I amn tire
my profession.’

“Your profeszion ! my dear husband !
claimed his wife, “I thonght you loved 1t."

“And 50 I du, and honour 1t, but in tus
there is no contzolling the amountof your g
ness; it rolls up hke a snow-ball, and
mclts away; T am overbwdened s T e £
time for my family, fur my friends, for socicig

“But you had, when you hmited yours ., g
your office busatess 5 it 1s unly swithin the
fuw months that you have brought Livine u
and drafts, und accounts to study tll lat g
night.” :

“Oh, of course, for a while ITmust have
ble with this coneein; 1 the only lawg
i it, and there are mee legal points to be &
vestigated.  But there 1s no tedious process
sowing the seuds and waung for the haneg
the golden harvest is ready to our hand. * §

“Nouw you Lave come to the puint, fat
what do you mean to du with it when it
reaped 77

*I mean to go and see the old world
my fannly.”

“With your feanuly!  Oh, how pleasan 3
to go or stay, now we can call vurselves 2
tle family.”

“Yus, my son, with ey family.  You s§
Mary, and are thinhing, as you often say,
hume is the only place for an mvald s but
have yet to learn the power of money.
Europe it will procure cvery comfort and:
ry; and when we ure sated with trave
we will return and quit this toilsome, ans
city Lfe, and have a country-place, and £
with the adurnments we will bring hont v
us. Nether, my dear boy, do all my prog
begin and end in ourselves. Thave guod {r
worthy people whom I want to aid, and
not as I would now. And Mary, I bel.
1s not vamty that tclls me I can do somu:
better than plod 1n wy office. I should |14
serve my country ; therearc olyjects thatIH
at heart; I would dv sometlung to be ren
bered.”

There was a generosity bordering on g
ness 1n Mr. Stanley’s interpretation of his
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es that silenced his wife. She was a pattern
bf conjugal deference, very apt to fecl the di-
ity stirring within her husband, and to be
hersclf obedient to its intimations. The boy
-as silent, too, but he looked perplexed rather
Sthan satisfied.

% Do ycu understand me, my son!” asked
Shis fasher.

3 «Oh, you sir, I understand you—but"—

“ But what 2—speak out fairly my boy—you
%nd I are sworn friends youknow—J openmy

B

Sheart to you, and you should open yours to
Sne.
% «Well sir, I was only thinking—dou't you
gemember, father, one evening when Mr. Jones
fond Mr Smith were here talking of stocks,
and Iots, and so on—of who had raade money,
fand who had lost it—that when they went
way vou said you were very tired, and it was
uch vulgar conversation, and I don’t remem-
er exactly what you said, but it scemed tome
vou was very much against riches, father.—
ou said it was not the rich men who were
the benefactors of their race ; I reme:mnber this,
iberause yon made me write down a list, and I
‘heve the I'st yet, in my little old yellow pocket-
ook ; it br_an with Washington and Frank-
‘n, and yon laughed and said they were not
helf a= rich as Mr. Jones, or Mr. Smith—so 1
was just thinking, father, you might ‘serve
you. country—do something to be remember-
ed,’ as you said, without being a rich man.”

It can never be known how much the father's
r.ght suggestions, from an unclouded mind
thus unexpectedly returned upon him, might
have wrought upon him. The conversation
was interrupted by the entrance of a servant
with 2 note.  “How odd !” said Stanley, “a
note on brown paper !—oh, do let me sce i,
father” He spoke too late—the paper was
already in the fire: a scrawl on which hung
Ife and death !

“It's nothing, my son,” replied his rather,
“merc’y a word to remind me of a promise 1
made 10 see a man on business this afternoon.”

“This afternoon! Cannot we have one
hol'day free from business 7"

“Excuse me this time, Mary. This appoint-
ment is not quite in the regular way of business;
1 made 1t to save a poor whimsical fullow’s
time, or rather his feclings, for he grudges
every minuie that does not turn into moncy;
one of my fellow-worshippers of the god Mam-
~mon—you are thinking—but you shall hold a
better opinion of me one of thesedays. Come
elong with me, Stanley ; we will get ourafter-
noon's wnlzk out of it, and be back to your

”

mother's tea.  Now pray, dear Mary,” headd-
«d, turning back, “don’t brood over mny specu-
lation. I have not seen you look sad before
since your girl was born, and I reproach my-
self for it; take heart of grace, my chid, if .
worst comes to worst and I fail, I hurt no one
but mysclf—I can pay every debt I have -
curred, I have still my profession, and I give
you my solemn promise that as thisis my first
it shall be my last speculation—to tcll you the
truth, you and Stanley have alrea'ly made me
half ashamed of it. 1 belicve you ore wiser,
Mary, as you certainly are better than I am.”

“Oh, if I appear troubied, Staulcy, itis only
because ¥ am sc happy now, that I dread any
change; I shall be purfectly satisfied with
whatever you think best,”” she concluded re-
verting to her customary state of passive ac-
quicscence; as if there could be stability in
this world, the very essence and condition of
it being change.—But s0 ¢ven the tmid lend
themsclves 10 the duusion of sceurity, forget-
ting that the most frightful sturms gatherin the
brightest days -

We have done Stanley Grotton injustice if
we have given the impression that he wasalo-
ver of money, or covetous of gain; he was nei-
ther, but a man of pure heartandlofty purpose,
desiring the acquisition of riches only for the
power they give to (fivet good and generous
objects. If he over-cstinated their power, and
mistook the modeof pursuing them, it was be-
cause he had caught the disease that infected
the atmosphere in which he lived ; the disease
to which all actively commercial countries are
liable, as the physical atnosphiere is to the visi-
tation of influenza and measles.

Mr. Gretton an d his sun pursued their course
up one of the principal streets. The New-
Year's day is an affecting anniversary, one of
those ennnences in humar hfe from which we
naturally look before and after; and, taking
this survey, Mr. Grettou's heart overflowed
with a quict joy from the sense of security in
the possession of Gud's bestgifts.  The course
of his reflections was manifest in his conver~
sation with his boy ; he told him of his strug-
gles with poverty in his youth—of his self-de-
pendence—of the happiness of success result-
ing {rom courageous cffort. Ilis sentiments,
his very words, from subscqaent circumstan-
ces, were rememberced, and probably were more
effcctive on his son’s after conduct than vo-
lumes of moral precepts given on ordinary oc-
casions. Thedays were at their shortest, and
they were delayed for a quarter of an hour by
a friend who stopped Mr. Gretton to cunsult
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him on business. As they parted, “vou had
best turn back, Stanley, with Mr. Miller,” said
his father—“it’s getting late, and cvery minute
wil! seer an hour to your mother, while we
are both gone. I shell be back in time for her
tea—if I um not, ‘ell her not to wait for me.”

Thus they parted, the father walking rapidly
off in one direction, the son running in the
other with thelight heart and feet of childhood,
neither father nor son feeling the slightest pre-
monition of what awaited thern—not one of
those obscure anxicties that, arising spoata-
neounsly from the sadness of human experience,
are afterwards interpreted into the shadows of
coming events.

“Is my sister as.eep 7’ asked Stanley, burst-
ing into his mother’s room.

“No,” replied his mother, smilinerat the dig-
nified designation of the little morsel of huma-
nity in her arms, “but where is vour father 27

“In Cherry-sireet, I suppose. It was Cher-
Ty-strect, was it not, he said he was going to?
1t was so late he sent me back, and I was so
afraid of finding the baby asleep that I have
run all the way, so he'll not be here this long
while—my father said you must not wait tea
for him. 3other, how long will it be before
my sister will sit up at the tabie withus? then
we shail have one for cach side of the table.
and I can sit opposite to her where I can 2al-
wuys look at her—oh, mother! mother!
can’t tell you how happy Iam! Ihave gota
sister, is the first thought when I wake in the
morning, and the last at night; to tell you the
truth, mother, if it were not for you and father.
1 would rather we were poor than rich, for if
we were poor I could work for her cayv and
night, and teach her and serve her, but now if
father gets his great fortusc, I can do nothing
for her.?

“ Never fear, my dear boy, love isthe sprit’s
food, and, rich or poor, vour love will be vour
sister’s best treasure.”  Stanley continiicd to
pour out his full heart, and for a while the nro-
ther was absorbed in her children, but after a
lintle tine she began 1o wondsr her husband
did not return.  The scrvant came twice un-
bidden 10 ask if he should bring the tea thungs,
and Mrs. Gretton, rememberning it was hus ho-
Jiday cvening, told him to arrange the tea-ser-
vice, and go; and there it remained untouched.
The fond brother sat down by the nurse, and
unsuspicrous of any possible danger to his fa-
ther, helad his head on her kace nnd fell asleep
with his cheek touchmg the baby’s : theneche
was removed, in most happy unconsciousness
of impending evil, 1o bed.  The tea-keitle con-

tinned its wearisome song 1l the last coal »
the chafing-dish died away. The nurse has
ing secured her own tea, remonstrated aguins
Mrs. Gretton deferring ier’s, repeaxmg they
aphorism so satisfactory to the unanxious, s
vexing to the fearful, “ there’s no use in worry
ing, ma’am, nothing can have happened; )‘
wish ma'am knew some folks' husbands)|
there’s one of :my ladies—I don’t mention he}
name, for {make it a principle never to 1]
secrets of families where I nurse—but ma'an}
can mwss ;itan't far off'; ho s nucr home 1} ﬁ

M ia_iuoe K

that's a slip, 1 did not mean to mention e
name—she never thinks of asking if her heet
band is at home or not; to be sure, it's a col
fort to have a regular husband like 3Mr. Greds
ton, but then it makes one dreadful anxious, s
ithas s disadvantages.” Nurse's buzzing, & 21
may be snpposed, had rather a tendency to
crease Mrs. Gretton's resilessness, but nevet
dreaming that possible,she continued : * Ma'a
don’t consider its New-Year's night, and
city i1s full of parties; Mr. Gretion has run o
to some friend's house, and tme. us it wn
runs away much faster with a hushand abroz!
than with a wife sick at home.” :
Even this equivocal comfort Mrs. GrettoF
would giadly Liave received, if she could, asii
evening wore on, and hour after hour struck
Ten, cleven, twelve came, end the nurscins:s
cd with professional authority on the peor lady
composing herself.  The candles were extia
guished, the mght-lamplighted, and the atiea
dant laid herself down and realized Sanchos:
deseription of slcep; for sleep and the blank
covered her at the same moment.  But ther
was no sweet gpproach of sleep to the alarm
wife as she lay listening to the signal sound
of the wasting night ; the quick tread of pro!
hastening 1o their homes; the roll of carriag
returning from parties; the loud voices of fes
tive rioters dying away in the distance. T
these sueceeded the awful cloquent ~1lcn<'v
wraps the thronged cily at the dead of iy
interrupted only by the watctiman'srt e
gesting the evil things thatare prowling abor{8
the unconscions and defenceless. =B
Poor Mary Gretton! Al the nerves in b

body seemed resolved into the sense of hex

the beating of its hitt'e hear. scemed rather 3
exaite her nerves, and agan she lad it ool
her; and thougk she had not put her foot ¥
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the ground since her confinement, she rese
from her bed, crept to the window, raised the
sash, and thrusting her head ouy, gazed up and
ldown the street as if her look could bring the
!dosired object. But he came not, and she
<hrunk slivering back to bed, and finally, to-
wards morning, she sunk to sleep, faintly hop-
ing that possibly, for one moment, she had lost
thersclf, and during that noment, thather hus-
‘band had come in,and with his usual, but now
‘most ill-timed consideratencss, had gone noise-
iessly tohisown apartment. Shestarted with
the first ray of light, and waking the nurse,
begged her to go instantly and secif Mr. Gret-
ton were in his room. H2wasnot; there was
no siga of him there; “but,” the nurse added,
after having given this dismaying telligence,
“1 dare say, after all, Patrick turned the bolt
of the strect door when he came in last night.
What a goose [ was 1 did not think of that be-
fore.” Mrs. Gretton said she had given him
express orders not to touch it, but bade her go
instantly and sce.  She did =0, and returned,
Jooking, herself, pale und fnghtened. Weknow
not how, in our weakness, we lean cven on
the weakcest reeds. The nurse’s alana now
redoubled her misiress’s.  She sprang out of
bed and rang the beli violenily and repeatedly,
while the nurse was cxclaiming, * Gracious
me, ma'am, are you crazy! You'll get your
death of cold; vou'll bring back vour old com-
plamts worse than cver. I never, never!—
Ma'am, I can't be answerable for the conse-
gquences.”  But not one word did Mary Gret-
ton heed. “He docs not hear,” she cned;
“calthim!?  “Painck—uno, Stanicy, Stanley!
Stanicy ! he'llgo quicker.  Oh, hereis Patrick?
Go, Patrick, for my broither—for Jr. Wilion
Haney; tedl lnm my husband 1s—no, tell him
) came 1o me—go, for God's sake, go!'—
The houschold weie now all asur, and all
thoroughly alamied. Mrs. Gretton rushed
ania i~ boy's apartment, adjoining hers, and
ternfving him almost out of his senses with the
apranition of his meother, out of bed, wild and
hagaard, with her hait streanung over her
shoulders, she communicated the cause of her
disitess.  The bovw, thus suddenly awakened,
caught his mother’s panic, and cxpressed his
taror in crics and shricks; but he soon re-
oovered 2 most characicnistic self-possessoon,
that exlmness which comes from inward power
and devotion 1o others, and which somctimes
mamfects stseli in carly childhood. © Dear
mother,” he said, “don’t be so frightened;
nolhing ha< happened ; T hope father was kept
oat late, and went to my Uncle Wilton's to

B

sleep. Dcear mother, how vou are shaking;
get back into bed; thank you, mother, now
you will Lie quiet while Iam gone.” Thusen-
treating and soothing, he calined her in some
degree, and bidding the nurse do everything -
to warm and compose her, he wasdressed and
out of the house in half a minute. But warm
or quict she conld not be made, and her bro-
ther found her out of bed, and walking the
room hke a maniae.  Other friends came, and
cverything wase said and done that the kindest
zcal could suggest orexecute. The mostthor-
ough scarch was instituted. A thousand con-
Jectures were made, and the next hour proved
them fallacious. Placards were issued, and
advertisements sent 1o the evening pspers.—
AMr. Gretton's clerks were examined, and his
office-papers ransacked for some cluc to the
person to whom he had gone to do business.
Stanley remembered he had spoken of Cher-
ry-street, P at no reference among his papers
could be found to thai street.  The head-clerk
recatled theili-looking fellow who had so sturdi-
ly insisted on secing Mr. Gretton, but he had
never been seen at the office before or since;
and there was no reason but his ill-omened
visage for fixing suspicion on him. Mr. Gret-
ton was not known 1o have an enemy, or a
controversy with any one.  Day passed aftér
day, week after week, and month after month,
and no tdings came of the good citizen, the
devoted husband, the fond father, who went
forth full of projects urnd hopes, well-carned
honour, and well-founded assurance of 2 hokhi-
day afternoon in a well-ordered ity to do some
ordmary business. That he had suffered by
violent hands none at the tmedoubted.  Sub-
sequently, when the specalation i which he
had taken part utterly fasded, when his whole
fortune was wrecked n it, and the reputation
of some of the parties concerned was impli-
cated, 1t was sugzested that Mr. Gretton had
farescen tng and not having courage to face
the issue, he had vohunianly withdrawn -from
hic. Nonec who knew Jum well cast this sha-
dow on his memory, but to fow can a man be
so mumately knowa as 10 defy suspicion—
Mr. Gretton had mixed himself up with men
of lax moraliy. These men had corruptiy
speculated on the covetousness and credulity
of the public at a ume of feverish pecuniary
excitement, and a man who had adventured
smply with the hope of domy good, and bless~
g others by the acquistion of money he did
not want, had lost 2 compciency carned by ho- -
nourable labour, had 1eft an impovensned fa-
mely, and a blanished wmemory. Thig, with
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slicht variations, is the history of many honest,
industrious, but most fatally decluded men,
during the monetary fevers in our cities.

That “litle family,” on which the New-
Year had dawned so auspiciously, in whose
very name young Stanley had taken such in-
nocent delight, was broken up for ever; God’s
bappiest temple on earth, a virtuous home,
made most desolate. ¥Whose was the crime,
and where the criminal, was to remain a dread-
ful mystery! The exposure on that dreadful-
1y anxious night, and the despair that followed,
were too much for the susceptible frame of
Mary Gretton. She languished a few weeks,
and died. Stanley and thebaby-sister, whose
birth had been hailed with such love and pre-
mise were adopted into the family of their
mother’s young brother, Wilion Harvey, a
most kind and gererous man, who had just
happily begun his coinmercial carecr in the
city.

We conclude this prefatory part of our story
with the words of the wise man, sad in our ap-
plication of tliem as they are wise: “Hethat
is greedy of gain troubleth his own house.™

8@ 8e.-
SOXG.

On! sing no more that gentle song,
Wake not its notes again,
Though wildly sweet they steal along
_ Like some bird-warbled straun.
For thee I hear, as once I heard
A voice whose wvery tone
Was music, and my heart is stirred
To krow I am alonc-

Alone, alone! the thought will bring
Back vouih’s bright sunny sky.

And hopes, cre yet, with noiscless wing.
0ld Time, with Death, swept by.

The flowers are crushed. the hapes are gone,
As leaves in autumn’s blast,

But oh! they come to thy sweet song.
Like shadows from the past.

As stars looh on the rolling deryy,
As moonucams on the spray,

As mught birds chann, whilc waters siwep,
Thy wild notes o'ct me play :

Then breathe 1o mere that smgie aa,
Wake not its inclody,

For aow, alas! Ui s0ong i s,
Thkat once was sweel to mc.

-l ea«-.

I cuvy noman thatknowsmore than myself;

bripaty thershathnowless - € 7 Broan, i

For The Amaranth.
THE STAR AND FLOWER.
A POEM.
'Twas the warm summer time,
The green trees were bending o'er the .
world
In their deep slumber; the Angel of Night
Threw her raven hair over the wide arch
Of heaven, and bade the spinit of the stars
Retrim their flaming torches in its curls.
The wind had hung his harp above the threx
Of the Eternal, and the sweet flowers
Were hiding their soft faces sn the shade
Of their folded leaves; all, save one, and she
Was beautiful above the fairest there,
Of all hier sleepang sisters; pale and sad,
And tender beyond thought, gazing ever,
With a peacefur, untitng look, upon
The face of heaven, and lo! the nich light
Of one glorious star streamed decpest
Into her snowy breast, ruffling its deep caix
And trembling she beheld the spirit pause,
Checiing his skicy flight, and on his wing
Radiant kang pois’d, while he returned
Her wond'ring look, brt, blushing deep. sj
droop’d
Her virgin head, for o ! he was tao bright
To look upon unscathed; the locks of goid
Shed luster o’er his broad, prophetic brow,
Majestic with the spell of mughty luough!:
And in his ¢ye sat pity and regard
For carihly things; he knew that they wee
pensh.
A burning, mystic girdle, graven deep
Wth characiers divine, embraced his loms: !
His right hand held a lyre whose tones wo
mulc, i
Andn his left, an cver-blazing torch
Incessant glcam'd, amid the Jamps on higt.
Onc momeny, from hus solitude, upon
That bow'd and gentle Flow'r the spirit gz
Rut @hen shic ras’d her head again, lus fian
Was redd’ning in the portal of the west :
Tt vanshd from the sky, and then she fait
A londiness unknown hdore that hour,
Which made her vearn for the reiurning ayt
To hcrald forth that lovely star agningg
And aghtly dia the spardt hnger o'cr 1
The wender Flow'r, until she leamed to bes:|
s presence without fear; ah! could she tra
Eapression’s cloguenee, the god-like fora,
The rarnest sympathy which scem’d 1o o
H.s int'rest unto her, and tender back
No passion for such love. The thulling chest
Of his wild Iyr¢ resounded through the vl
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bf heaven, and the children ¢f the world,
Cnconscious of the strains, slept on.

Khe, only heard the sweet impassion’d song—
fis message was 1o her, and in her face,

fs from a scroll, he read her decpest thoughts,
fand this was all.

Her love was never told

n stronger utt'rance, than the gwildless lines
" pon her fair, young face, breath'd simply forth,
Yot was it never doubted ; for he sang
31’5 nightly roundelay amid the stars,
“nd with the devws of heaven, treasur’d deep

Vithin her inmost cell, she form'd a lake

hat anirror'd soft the ray of that lov'd star;

nd sv within her pure, and gentie heart
His image ever dwelt.  Alas! how sirange
141.d sad it scemn’d,—that love, so fond, so vam,
?n 2 tlunyg that the wind miglit wither, m
A form that Cen than was drovpang Leneath
[The gaze of its belov'd ; and he—the bigh,

he long-cnduring—wdl he knew the spell
Which bound bim to the world, was breaking
L fast;
'ﬂ'ha! thought shed paleness on his mighty
| brow,
[4ad ung'd the fervent music of his Iyte
With 2 melancholy tone, like the wail
In the mid-aar waen the winds are gathening, 4
Orthe mouan of aspent wave, when its sirength '
Tpon the shore is broken; vet it gave
‘A magic to the stra.n, that won the ear
Of angels as they journey’'d througi: haaven, |
"Twss 50 tendcr—so unutlerably sad
The sky grew dark; from cut the troubled

north
A ihick mist crept upon the jovous earth,
And 2 wild rush of storm on lugh, preclaim’d
The demon :n his wrath. Al living things
Raa uembhing to their dens; the giant trees
Was'd painfuily thar knotty arms, and shook
The leaves as worthiess things from off thes
boughs,

A t7.bate to the winds; the groaning carth
Sent forth a voice of tribulanon sore,
And war and devastaton drank thar fil

Of murky rwn steep'd wathan a bowl

0. Y%wod and tears.  The sua 1ose three and
wan'd;

Tac crescent moon with 2l her twinkiiag hosts,

Three tmes embraced the world, yetsawit not,

And when thedeath-cioud op'd its hornd jaws,

And melted into blue and peaceful air,

The spunits scarcely deem’d theit gaze anght,

All was so changed,—seve the oid steadiast
hills

That hifted stll their hoary brows on high,

—_— e e — e

Their everlasting heads ;— yet even they

Look’d furrew’d by thesirife.  Where was the
Flow'r?

Go ask the pit'less wind which bore away

That atom on its breast ! go seck the grave

Of all those blighted things for one torn lecaf

To bear unto its loved onc in the sky,

And ye will find it not! Time journey’d on,

Sprmntling the hills and glades again with
Flow'rs,

Wreathing the ruin of the past with smiles,

Lookiug as though they too would never die—

So bright, so fair.

*Twas the warm summer time,

The green trees were bending v'er the still
world

In their deep stumber; the Angel of Night

Thrcw her raven hair over the wide 2rch

Of heaven, and bade the spirits of the stars

Retrim their flaming torches in iis curis.

But she that once reflected tenderly,

The image of a star within her heart,

And rais'd her pale, fair face unto the sky

Of ¢v’ning, froin a valley in the hills,

Had long since passed away, even as

A ram drop in the ocean of the past,

Or a sweet odour with the wind's low sigh;;

And in the ranks of vun reeplendent stars,

One torch was ever quuich'd; his brothers
fill'd

The dome of heav'n with song to win him back,

And sent a messenger from sphcte to sphere,

Ta call the Angel home, but all in vain;—

His light had ever vanish'd from on high.

If thoughts of some wild hearts be not 2 dream,

There 1s a world berond this changing scene,

Where beauty never fades, and the pure air

Is fill'd with lute-like tones that never die,

Remember'd voices, that on earth were lov'd

And grieved for ; breathing with endless life

On hill ard wale, the trees and Flow'rs atc
there,

And strcams are bright beneath a cloudless
clime, :

And the oy, weeps not where there isno wrong,

TFor love doth like an atmosphere, sustain

Al with s pourishment, and light doth bresk

From cvery heart, 2abrighit and evelgss day,

Near which the sun would pale, if such there
are;

Pcrchance, that mourning star heas Jaid his
head

To res: beside his love, and pours the fire

Of his wing'd harp unto the list'ning Flow'r

Ever—for cver!

St. John, February, 1542 ECGENE.
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Choose Wisclx the Wife of thy Bosom.

Go, my son, said the castern sage to Tal-
more, go forth to the world; be wise in the
pursuit of knowledge—be wise in the accumu-
lation of riches--be wisc in the choice of friends;;
yet little will this avail thee, if thou choosest
not wisely the wife of thy bosom.

When the rulers of thy people echo thy say-
ings, and the trumpet of fame sounds thy name
abroad among the nations, more beautiful will
the sun of thy glory set, if one hright cloud re-
flects its brightness, and sullied for ever will
Be the splendour of the rays, if like a dark spot
she crosses its surface.

Consider this, then, my son, and {ook well
to her ways whom thou wouldst love; for lt-
tle will all elsc avail thee if thou choosest not
wigely the companion of thy bosom. See
yonder, the maidens of Tinge. They deck
themselves with tiie gems of Golcondaand the
rose of Kashmire—themselves more brilliant
and heautiful; but ah! take not them to thy
bosom; for the gem will grow dun, and the
rose wither and naught remain to thee of all
thou didst woo and win.

Neither turn thyself to the proud one who
vaunts herself on having scanned the pages of
Vedas, and fathomed the mysteries of the holy
temple. Woman was not born o wield the
sceptre, ot ditect the counsel; to reveal the
mandates of Brama, or expound the sacred
verses of Menu. Rather be it hers to support
thee in grief and soothe thee in sitkness; to
rejoice in thy prosperity and cling to thee in
edversity. Reflect then my son ere thou
choosest, and look 1o her ways whom thou
wouldst make the wife of thy basom.

A wife! what a sacred name, whata respon-
sible office ! she must be the unspotted sanc-
tuary to which wearied man may flee from the
crims of the world, and fee!l that no sin dare
enter there.—A wife ! she must be as pure 2s
spirits around the Everlasting Throne that
man may kneel to her, even in adoration, and
feel no abasement. A wife! she must be the
guardiatt angei of his footsteps on carth, and
guide them 1o heaven; so firm in virtue that
should he for a moment waver, she can yicld
him support, and replace him upoa its firm
foundation ; so happy in conscious innocence,
that when from the perplexities of ithe worid
he wrns 10 his home, he may never find a
frown where he sought a smile.—Such, my
son, thou seckest in a wife; and reficct wall
cra thou choosest.

Open not thy bosom t¢ the trifler; repose

not thy head on the breast which nursclh s
and folly, and vanity. Hope not for obedier:
where the passions u¢ untamed ; and exps
not honour from her who honoureth not 13
God that made her:

Though thy place be next to the thron 4
princes and the countenance of royalty bcaj
upon thee—though thy riches be as the pea:
of Omar, and thy name be bonoured from 1],
cast to the west—little w.ll it avail thee, |
darkness and disappointment and str(:(e be
thine own habitation.—There must be pass
thine honrsof solitude and sickness—and the
must thou die. Reflect, then, my son ere thei
choose, and look well to her ways whom lh(i
wouldst love ; for though thou be wise in oth
things—little will it avail thee, if thou choo%
not wisely the wife of thy bosom.

B 1o, L
THE FUGITIVE FROXMN LOVE.

Is there but a single theme
For the youthful poet’s drcam ?
Is there but a single wire

*To the youthtul poet’s lyre?
Earth below, and Heaven above—
Can he sing of nought but love?

Nay! the battle’'s dust I sce!
God of war!—I follow thee!
And, in ma-tial numbers, raisc
Worthy pacans to thy praise.
Ah! She meets me on the field—-
If Iy not, I must yield.

Jolly patron of the grape!
To thy arms I will escape!
Quick, the rosy nectar bring;
“Jo Bacche!™ 1 will sing.
Ha! Confusion! Every sip,
But renunds mc of ker hp.

Pallas! give me wisdom’s page,
And awake my Jyric rage!
Love is ficcting, love is vain g

I will try a nobler strain.

Oh, perplexity ! my books

But refiect her haunting looks !

Jupiter ! on thee I ery !

Take mic and my lyre on high'!
Lo! the stars beneath e gleam!
Here, oh, poet! is 2 theme.
Madness! She has come above !
Every cord 1s whispering ¥ Love !”

R <1-38

Ax enlightened poople are a better auxthiag
to thejudge, than an army of policamen.
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ROMANCE OF IRISH HISTORY.
BY MRS. B~——N.

5 Lorry were the hills, and clear the streams,
$hich cwned the sway of Eric, King of Meath.

&rded them for the fight. Rich were the halls
# Eric, with the spoils of conquered foes; but
Sirer than the red gold and glittering gews,
yas the lovely daughter of the chief—Deara,

glc. As asunbeamn amid the stars, was the
&ughter of Eric. Queen-like and majestic
Fas her formi, yet light and graccful as a
gfawn on the hills of Erin,” the flowers bent
t beneath her tread. Dark as the deep
g;ners of 2 mountain lake, shone the eves of
Bears, and as the beains sparkle on its waves,

did the light of soul illumume their soft lus-
¥c. Like threads of waving gold, fcll the
nglets of her hawr, around a neck, graceful as
%ﬁ swan’s, and whitc as the cygnet—lovely

s the first blush of the young rose, was her
ek and smiles; the bright emanation of a
Eeppy heart played round the parted coral of
ger fairy lips. Great was the fame of Eric;
t greater was Dcara's, and unconquercd
leftains and proud kings bow'd before her,
nquished by her beauty.
Among those who sought her hand, was
20 Rourk the gallant Prince of Breffini. Richer
§1far richer were the other suitors; but when
d gola sway the purpose of an Irish heart?
$#nd 1o him did Eric betroth the hand of his
ughter.  Mighty was O°Rourk in the hall
council, as in the field of battle—he was fa-
aus i the land for stainless honour, and un-
7 glhed bravery. Like Bayard of France, he
shas styled “sans peur ¢ sans reproche” and
cara fancied that she loved him.  Yetit was
tfancey, for the warm deep glow of voung
ve was not the feeling she had for him.  She
t estcemned his virtueand admired his valour;
¥bve lay buried in her heart like a hidden spring,
S¥hich was one day to gush forth, and over-
k% nclm her in its strength.  In truth, O'Rourk
28 not one to win a maiden like Deara; he
as unskilled in all the gentler arts of peace,
d could but speak as the sageadviser, or the
arless leader of 2 host.  The forty years he
4 Iived, had not been all sunshine, and their
how had begun 10 mingle with hisraven hair.
fany a deep scar furrowed his brown cheek,

E
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and his lofty brow shewed the traces care and
thought had imprinted there. Never before,
had O'Rourk known love, and it now glowed
purc and bright as each other feeling of his
noble spirit.  The daughter of Eric might not
be wed in secret, and splendid was the festival
of her bridal.  All the nobles of the land as-
sembled to the palace of Eric, and each vied
with the other in the number of their followers,
and grandeur of their cquipments. But far su-
perior to them all, was Mac Murtagh, the
young King of Munster. The armour of his
warriors glittered briglitest, and his banner
floated higher than the rest. Mac Murtagh
had just succeeded to the treasures and king-
dom of his father. Youth yet bloomed on his
cheek, but his name was not unknown in the
annals of bravery. 'Tall and graceful as the
mountain pine, was the form of the young
chieftain, and his eye of clear Milesian blue,
beamed like the glance of the falcon. Well
was Mac Murtagh graced in the most courtly
graces of the time, and so thought Deara, as
she glided by his side through the dance, or
listencd to the soft strains of his harp, as it
breathed forth praises of her beauty. Coldly
did she hear the lay of the other minstrels, but
when his tones fell upon her car, a blush soft
as the fading light of day, tinged her cheek ;
and those who can tracé'the fecling of the heart
in the language of the eye, might have read
love in the gaze of Mac Murtagh, as it met the
soft glance of Dcara.

Six days of the festival passed, and in song
and revel sped the hours. The noon of the
seventh found Deara before the zltar as the
bride of O'Rourk. The plighted path of 2n
Irish maiden might not be recalled, or hers
would have been so then, for Mac Murtagh
had told his love, and she had heard the avow-
al; the passion cach had for the other, burned
all the brighter for concealment; and in her
bridal hour, the brow of Decara wore a look of
sadness. Strange did the simple plainness of
O'Rourk appear anud the gay assemblage of
the guests—to him it scemed as if the glory of
Erin had departed, when he saw her sons, the
descendarts of “ Bryan, the brave,” arrayed
in silk, and glittering with jewels; and ir part
he was right, for luxury had creptin and paved
the way for the fall of the lovely island. But
as yet, some true hearts beat there, and truer
and braver than O'Rourk's, as he stood amid
the festal throng, in the rude sarb of a Milesian
warrior. By his side glcamed a huge falchion,
which had belonged to Uffa, & gigantic Dane,
svho had ravaged the coasts of Erin, *till he fell
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by the hand of O Rourk.  Since then, it had
gleamed 1n his grasp Like a meteor through the
fight, and his bearing now, sconad prouder, as
he rested on itsiron hilt. Whata contrast did
he form to the fair and delicate ginl by his side;
her white veil floated round her bike a summer
cloud, and radiant gems flashed on her brow.
Beautiful did she look, as the genius of her na-
tive isle; and alas ! in after time, it seemed as
if the fate of Etin had been twined with hers.
Her hand was clasped in O'Rourk’s—her voice
murmured the marriage vow, but her eyes and
theughts were where Mae Murtagl, folded in
his silhen mantle, bent o'er the golden strings
of his harp. The fow stern men who formed
the vassals of O Rourk, advanced to do the
lady homage, and his muthier, theaged Prineess
of Breffini, with her female attendants, and the
old minstrel of the house of O'Rourk, were
present, gave the bride ber blessing 3 and the
minstrel tuned hi= harp to the nuptial sonz of
welcome.  But in vain @id he surtke the note
of joy—no sound would vibrate fromits chorls
but woe—the decpest wou; in vain did he try
each art he was master of, still dud its silvery
tones give back the ccho of sorrow.  The old
man dropped 1t from his hand, and tears flow-
ed from his eyes.  O'Rourk had arisen to chide
him, when Zelma, the attendant of his mother,
sprang forward and sweetly the strings poured

forth a sirange wild masic. It scemed a song

of triumph, and yet it had nutapleasant sound.
"Pyas not the soft sweet melody of Erin, but
bore in its forcign cadence, the tonces of grati-
fied revenge. Hardly could the wine-cup of
Eric, or the iight song of Mac Murtagh dissi-
pate the dreary fechng left by Zelma's music.
Strange was the appearance of Zelmy, and
strange was her story.

A Spanish rover had made @ descent on the
western shores.  The inhabitants fell fast be-
fore him, untl O'Rourk came to their assistance,
and pursued the Spaniards to their ships. The
other warriors returned laden with the trea-
sures of the rover, but theonly spoil of O'Rourk,
was Zelma, the daughter of the pirate whom
he saved from drowning. Her haght was
hardly that of 2 child of six vears. A serpent
had coiled around herin her cradle—its poison-
ous breath had mingled with hers, and her
growth was for ever stopped; vet every limb
was moulded with themnost graceful symmetry.
The dark olive of her complexion, and thedeep
black of her lustrous eves, told she was a de-
scendent of the Moors. The nature of Zelma
was that of her native land; the heart that
would dic for what it loved, and the unforgiv-

ing spirit that thirsts for vengeance "ull :
latest Lour. Although her furm was that o,
child, Zdma's heart was a woman's, and
gratitude she filt towards O'Rourlk, ashers
surved, turned to love; it wasunanswered, w
changed to hatred, deep and inextinguisha,
The generous heart of O'Rourk was gries
and his kindness to her increased. Zely
concealed her feelings, and “bided her tim:!
With the keea eye of a woman, she read
thoughts of Deara and Mec Murtagh.
scheme instantly flashed on her mind, andis
music told as truly cf her feelings at the
as the notes of the ancient minstrel were p:f
phetic, of what the marriage of Deara w
bring on the land.

Twelve months had the daughter of Fi
Leen wedded 1o O’ Rourk; entwined with 4
very existence, was his love for her, as
sun is to the carth, or dew to. the flowe
Without her, lifc to him would have been a b
ren waste—a dreary world swithout one ray
hight. In the intensity of his own love,
thougiit not that tiers might be less strong, &
alas! 1t was so, for Mac Murtagh was g
fondly remembered, although it imeheng
have been forgotten. The brave are alwel
pous, and the devotions of O'Rourk now cf
ed hum on a plgrimage, to a distant shrusg
The night after hus departure, Deain sat g
loncly bower ; Zelma entered with intellize:§§
that a wandering minstrclsought shelter in @
castle.  An unnatural radiance ht her eyes i
Deara desired her to conduct him to her &

&2
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sence.  The minstrel entered, and his harp
tuned to please the lady, but scarcely hal @
soft tones floated on the air, when the hue “
her cheek grew deeper, her hosem heaved w

cmotion; the minstrel flung back lus inar
and Deara fell upon his hesom—it was M
Murtagh! Zclma had gratfied her revensg
she had conveyed to him intelligence of §
Rourk's absence, and of Deara’s cont

light, smiled the valicy of O'Rourk beforct§
as he rested on the last lnll top.  The heaxr

beauties, and thought that the eye of D
might be resting upon it also, as she loif
forth for his return. The flush of rosy 1P
faded softly from the western sky; twidll
ushciced the stars and pemly moon through
calm heavens, and the shadows fell deepe: i
the bluc lake.  As night gathered around 38
sadness shaded the brow of O'Rours—E
gloomy walls of lus castlerose against thes
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htno light beamed from its battlements to
‘@clcome him; the lamp of Deara, whose rays

tung with terror, he flew to her apartment—
pd death robbed bim of his treasure? “ah!
b, the young false one had fled;” and there
§y the harp whose fairer tones so oft had

$ic “tears of warlike men.” Each drop that
3l from the eyes of O'Rourk, hurned but the

emory of its cause deeper in his soul; he
%cpt—a low fiendish laugh sounded through
$he apartment, and a form flitting through the
garkness whispered “remember Zelma! A

f.c morning light, and the Irish banner, withits
Rittering “ sun-burst,”’ was unfurled to the
Jrecze.  O'Rourk had claimed redress from his
dountry, and the native chieftains rallied reund
§im: while Mac Murtagh sought protection
#om England, and Strigul, the English Earl
§f Pembroke, with his followers, now defended
#is castle from the assault of O'Rourk. Long
gnd fierce was the battle, but the Saxons were
#apidly giving way to the victorious Irish, and
3he last portal of the castle had been gained,
#vhen Deara, the cause of all the bloodshed,
@ppeared on the battlement; her hands were
Znread beseechingly forward, and her voice,
#ven through the din of battle, reached the car
B{O'Rowrk. Foran instant ne paused, and an
grrow from the bow of Strigul, picrced his gal-
Rant heart—he fell. The English were con-
guerors, and King Henry who had enraged his
gubjects by the death of the pious Becket, glad
HT any means to propitiate them, immediately
Yoined the Earl of Pembroke, and took pos-
ession of the country, and thus the “emerald
3em of the wrstern world, was sctin the crown
~» the stranger.” The instant of O'Rourk’s
cam. a loud shrick rent the air, and Zelma,
gEpringing from a turret of the castle, was buried
Eh the deep waters of the moat.

K Years after, when asecond English monarch
“avcd the sceptre over Erin; one morn the

pwas Deara, the oncee beautiful and belovei

Bond of sorrow, had bid adieu to carth. She
Eived to witness the havoc of her country which

Bitom the b} ccdmg bosom of Erin, echocd decprr !

through hers; but at length she slept, and
beautiful is the land of herrest.  The stranger,
as he wanders in the summer eve's last hght,
marvels at itsloveliness, and while he breathes
its balmy air, learas to forget that “* it is not
Sfree

Long Creek, (Q. C.) February, 1842.
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LOVE AND SELF-LOVE.
A DREAM OF THE HEART.

Wehad been conversing on varwous subjects,
my friends and I : among the rest, Love was
made a theme,and we cxerted our unagination
to find things in nature worthy of comparison
with asentiment so difficult to comprehend ox
define, so full of form, and yet so spiritual.

One said it was like an April shower, which
power brings forth the richest blossoms that
lie gencrating in the green places of the heart,
and lcaves thera to perish in the first storm
that passes by, or to be truddin down by the
footsteps of our more carthly passions. She
became eloque, t with figures all bright and
changeful, she likened Love to the rose that
unfolds its damask heart—pours forthits frag-
rance to the first passing brecze, and so fades
away—or, it was a rainhow spanning the hea-
vens with its belt of radiance, and melting
away tint by tint as the cye gazes upon it, or,
perchance, it was vepresented by the glowing
colour that scttles on a sunset cloud, beautiful
but brief.

She was a bright happy creature that made
these comparisons—onc thatlocked as if Love
might indecd make a nest in her heart, and
brood there for cver.  But hier idea of the pas-
sion which shapes the destiny of so many of
our sex had found birth n a carcless fancy,
amid the {ostivity of Lighted halls, and in an
atmosy hereof sddfishness and adulation.  She
had v t to learn how yure, lasting and fervent
1s tha: love which lnesin the soul, and lights
up the gentds cye of woman.  She had found
a false stone ghttering, for a tume, i the place

of 1 jewel—a stone sometimes purchiased at a
fearful price, often detected too late, and, by

ells of the Holy Island told of a sinner re- f raany, treasured through life, and mistaken for
geased from pain.  The song of death Tose upon ta gem whose hgat few hearts can cntrely un-
®he breeze, and floated o’er the still waters—it | derstand.

Auother spokes her rich lip trembled; her

Pride of O'Rourk, who after years of penance | eve, which secmed almost dull before, iighted

up with a bright and beautiful expression, and
her voice made the heart thnll as it Jistened.

¥che horself had caused, and each groan drawn ‘I.ow.\. she said, was a fixed stav, sctin the hea-

ver of 2 woman's life, and 1 flucied for ever
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and everin the fountains of her heart, shedding

"o holy light upon each wave as it gushed up
and subduing the atmosphere which surrounds
it, to a pure and tranquil warmth.

My friends had departed, and with the tones
of the last beautiful speaker still whisperingin
my heart, my head fell upon the sofa cushions,
and X slept.

A litile time, and lo, it seemed as if the souls
of those two young creatnres lay before me,
worlds filled with beautiful and fragrant ob-
jects, haunted only by myself and the posses-
sors thereof. The first was a wildernesss of
beautiful things. Hillocks flushed with wild
flowers, slopes of rich grass, thickets bursting
into blossom arose upon my vision. Swelling
hills lay mellowed and purple in the horizon,
and a sky of tranqul blue brooded over all.
There was a sound of waters murmuring in
the distance, but thistles and wild blossoms,
with unpruned and fruitless vines, wove their
tendrils over the fountain, and lay murmuring
in their shadow with 2 monotonous sound, as
if content to sleep for ever in the feecble light
which flickered through the wild foliage tang-
led above it. The atmospherc w-s3 fragrant
with the scent of flowers, but few trces were
there, and the blossoms were wild flowers that
seldom generate fruit.

The owner of this world was one that had
unked Love to the rainbow—the rose and the
evening cloud—a fair thoughtless girl, mirth-
ful and happy from want of deep feeling. It
was seldom that she entered the inner world
of her own heart, but in my dvecam she wan-
dered there almost for the first time inher life.
The gentle spirits which should have cultivated
her realm, were asleep among the purple hills
afar off, and she scarcely knew of their ¢xis-
tence; or how sweet their sweet ministry might
be. Shesummoned the lighter graces froin a
lawn where they were groupad together, beck-
oned the spirits of dance and song from & hil-
lock where they were sporting in the warm
light, and while they were grouped in a*tiducs
of grace ahout her looked carclessly over her
realm. She was bewildered by the combina-
tion of lovely and rude objeets that surrounded

“Ler. Shrubs of epposite and sometimes of
rowerful nature were entangled in one frag-
rant thicket—thelaurel and the sweet wild rose
bloomed together; the blue-cyed violet looked
meckly up from anct-work of night shadethat
had grown over ity and their 1inglad breath
filed the air with an enervating and <ichiy per-
fume.  EFlower and werd all was Inmarant,
wild and unhegithy.  The meuden scemed con-

tent that it should be so, and with a smile upeJ
her nps, moved carelessly tawards the foy
tain. She sat down, parted the leaves aws
from the brink with her hand, and looked in
the waters. A partial light fell upon ther
cnough to throw back her own beautiful imag
and with that she was satisficd. She wassu}
gazing on thie fountain, when a dove started v
from a neighbouring thicket, lighted upon 1t
foliage which her hand kept back, and its gracej
ful shadow fell upon the waters. It scem
about to plunge down, and bathe its win
there, but in the attempt, it broke the reflecucs®
of her own features, and with an impatient e
ture she frightened the poor doveaway. Th
came another bird; its notes were like thes
of a dove, but his plumage was soiled in corg
tact with rude objects. He borc a great diggy
mond 1n his beak, and his wings were cumbe
ed with the pearls and jewels hoarded henea
them. There was a glitter in the bird’s ey
unlike the soft tenderness natural to the dove's§
the burthen which they concealed, bent hs
wingsto the carth, and he never soared upwar:
for a moment. This bird alighted upon tt
maiden’s shoulder, and looked boldly down
10 the fountain.  She would have driven hi
away also, but as she lifted her hand, the br§
opened his beak, the diamond dropped into th
depths of the fountain, and with a slight flu
ter of the wing, a shower of pearls and p
cious stones fell upon her loose tresses, a
broke the surface of the fountain with a he
and glittering shower.  Then the waters
came smooth again. The bird still kept
statioiy, and his image was reficcted back wity
her's. 1t was but for a secason, and after hg
departure, many a passing shadow and brig:
ripple came over the fountain, but none rest:
there. Aseach new object passed by,she smilef
upon the image of Self, and it smiled back frord
the stagnant waters as she calimly murmur
that “Love was a rose, a rainbow and a tag
on the cvening cloud, beautiful and brief."
Still eame new objects to the fountain, and (.
darkened it with a shadow, but none left 13
image there. At last age crept slowly from
thicket of hemlock that had been seffured 3
arow near the fountain.  The graces grew colé
and shrunk away at her approach, and i
spirit of song lost h!"che harmony of her voicy
Vanity, who had cver guarded the founta
still kept her place, and shed a silvery ms
theie, which concealed the approach of agj
from its owne. Then, a host of selfish anj
repining spirits stole into the places left vacss
by the graces, and after that, no beng sough
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Mo supplant the image of self, that ncver for a
oment gave room to another. She had
®laced the false stone in her bosom, and still
Breasured it as a gem. In my dream, years
wept by; the green places of that world
vithered, and became parched and arid from
eglect.  The purple light died away from the
Fistant hill, the mildew of time fell upon all the
Syich folinge that had cencealed the fountain,
nd exposing to view a shallow pool, stagnated
y time, and an old woman bending over it
ore and more enamored of the wrinkled fea-
ures dimiy reflected at her gaze.

The scenc of my vis' m changed,and a world
o ranquil and surpassing loveliness arose be-
ore me.  Statues of pale marble were grouped
bout, surrounded by Jowering shrubs of ex-
uisite beauty and perfume.  Tall trees, heavy
vith fragrance, rich and green, towered above
hem, and a soft holy light lay tranquilly sleep-
Jing on the grassy hills, and slopes that broke
uietly to view amid the vistas of a grove,
fwhere flowers and fruit were clustered aad
Wrinening together. A fountain of bright waters
ushed up with a sweet rippling mclody in the
entre of the grove, and a group of bright
vinged spirits such as make therr home in a
Brood heart, hovered about it. The owner of
Fhis world was there, for she loved to cultivate
hat beautiful region, and had learned to ap-
reciate and hold commmunion with the fragrant

vithin it.  She had been taught to watch the
Arowth of each delicate flower, to prune the
oo rife foliage, and to tear away the weeds
hat ever spring up in a rich soil.  She looked
:p to the soft tranquil sky that bant over and
lessed her little world. A star of exceeding
rilliancy burned in its blue depths, and itsrays
vere flung back fromn the waters of the foun-
ain, as she approached and bent overit. The
Hxeep well gave back no reflection, for her image
wWwas blended with that of another whe woz-
shipped there, and forgotten in the union.—
@ hey dwelt together—the farr girl and that
Sother noble being to whom she had given her
calm, and no human shadow, save lus, ever
cll upon the decp fountam that welled up us
ure watcrs for ever at his feet.  To her, Love
was, in trath, what she had declared it, a fixed
star, which could not go out, or be dimmed by
gany, save a divine hand.

In my dream, years went by, and though
gclouds sometimes gathered above that tranquil
Rworld, and storms swept over it, they but left
Bt greener and more beautiful than before, and
Bthcre, trembling above it was thc star of love,

bright and unchangeable as the heavens whieh
gave it birth.

Still I gazed, and lo, the angel of death came
down, and folding his dark wings cver thelord
of that little realm, bore him away to the place
peepared for him in Heaven. A shadow fell
upon that fair being then, and the good spirits
which inhabited her kingdom gathered with a
gentle grief about the fountain, to comfort her.
Me:nory came with her trembling pencil, and
perpetuated the loved image that had so long
been mirrored by its waters. Faith, hope,
charity and patience, came meekly from the
arove, and pointed up to heaven where the star
of love was still shining.  Asshefollowed their
meek eyes, a thousand golden threads fell
down upon the troubled waters of the foun-
tain, and formed a chain of light which linked it
with the skies.

Suill I gazed! the frait which hungupon the
trees, ripered with a gradual and healthy pro-
aress, the flowers grew more delicate in the
clear pearly atinosphere, and the few weeds
indigneous to the soil, gradually disappeared.
A little time and the angel of death came down
again. A moment, and all was darkness!—,
Then I saw the world on which I had been
gazing, enveloped in a cloud of light, and with
all the beautiful spints that had dwelt there
float from my view, il it faded gently like 2
dove cleavig 1s way thirough the heavens.

@B ® i

TO X

A PricELESS boon, a ceaseless dower,
Beyond the muser’s treasur'd gold,
Enchanting with a magic powcr—
“'The merry heart that ne'er grows old.”

A sunlit vision in a dream—
A home of happiness untold—
A brilliant star—a sparkling stream—
“The cheerful heart that ne'er grows old.*

A rainhow 'mud the tempest's wraih,
1t bids the drooping <yc behold
A light to cheer lifc's fading path—
#The frusting heart that ne'er grows old.”

Be merry, cheerful, trusting, still,
The joyousness around impart,

Through every cnange of good orull,
Oh, keep the rainbow in the heart.

@Y -

Every period of Life has 1ts pecubar prejudi-
ces; whoever saw old age, that did notapplaud
the past and condemn the preaent times?
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SYBILLINE SCENES JN THE LIFE
OF NAPOLEON.

OxE evening in December, in the memorable
year of 1772, in a cafe, in the Rue Montholon,
was seated amixed party discussing the events
of the present time, and speculating on those
of the future. The greater part were citizens.
while the lesser, from their costumes, appeared
tobelong to the military profession. Thelangh
and gibe occasionally broke forth, but their con-
versation was more that of seriousness than
mirth. Apart from the company, in a corner
of the room, stood a young soldier, with his
back against the wall and his arms folded upon
‘his breast. He appeared to be completely bu-
ried in thought, and regardless of overy object
around him. His features were beautifully
modelled, inclining almost to feminine delica-
cy, and his hair of a rich glossy brown, fell in
flowing ringlets down his back. His stature
was that of the middle size, with a person cor-
rectly formed altogether presenting in form
and feature, a study for the artist or sculptor.
So silent was he that he had beer completely
forgotton by his asseciates, and it only whilst
one of them in tossing off his glass of zin ori-
naire, in prefacing it with the toast of * Des-
truction to the Bourbons ! that he quickly
raised his head and casting his flashing eyes
towards the drinker, ejaculated in a short quick
tone—* Remercier Monsicur!? that his pre-
sence wes remembered, and hailed with shouts
of welcome.

“Ah! ha! Monsieur Bonaparte, are you still
there 2 cried one of them; “we thought you
had gone to keep the mice company in the
garret.”

“Or to the Odcon to take lessons from Tal-
ma—when do you appear, Lieutenant ? we
hear that you are about to change the sword
for the buskin.”

The young man surveyed the speaker with a
frown upon hisbrow, and acontemptuous curl
of the lip.

“No offence,” continned the speaker, seeing
that the young soldier did not take hisribaldry
in the best of tempers. * But you and Talma
are so constantly together, we thought you had
some serious designs of becoming a follower
of Melpomene.”*

* It is well known, that Talma was the inti-
mate friend of Bonaparte, on I first comin
to Paris,and so poor then was the young sol-
dier, that he refused not to accept of the kind-
ness of the tragedian in procunng for him, frec
admission to the theatre. This was not for-
gﬁtten by Bonaparte when he had ascended
the Jadder of fortune.

“Bah! you are a child, Captain Berry
waste your words upon fools, they are onls
for such society,” said Bonaparte.

“Ha! ha!” shouted Berryer, © the little ge
tleman is angry.” ]

“ And most complimentary withal,” adg
another of the party, “if your words are to
wasted upon fools, you have had a numerg
assemblage around you sometime, Berryer.’

A loud laugh followed this remark, and 8,
naparte rising, took his place at the table. &
deep gloom was settled an his countenancy
and as he seeme1in no way disposed to jig
in the merriment, but politely uncovering, 'g
begged his companions not to imagine that 1§
remark alluded at all to them. “But,” adif
he, “I retract not one word I have applicd
Berryer.” :

In an instant Berryer was on his feet, a:f
the others followed his example—but Borg

at Berryer, quaffed off the liquor and quietly
placed the glass upon the table.

“You shall answer this, Lieutenant,” ¢
Berryer.

“When, where, and how you please,” fi
ly and cooly, answered Bonaparte. “ Hered
this very moment, and on this very spot,”
drawing his sword, he stood waiting the :§
sault of his enemy.

“Not here ! not herc!” shouted half a doz
voices. ‘‘This is noplace to settle such an:§
fair.”

 All places,” cried Bonaparte, *‘are prop
The church shouldafford no safer shelter thef
the field where your honour is to be vindf
cated.”

“Enough I’ answered Berryer.  Enoug!
Gentlemen, pray do not prevent me,” anf
breaking from them he drew his sword.

A circle was in a2 moment formed, and i
two combatants stood face to face, cool azf
determined. A profound silence reignedint
room, which was only broken by the sous§
of their swords, as the combatantseach soug§
for an advantagc of assault.

At last, Berryer, thinking he perccived
opening in the guard of his adversary, thr
home, when Bonaparte, quick as lightning d:
armed him. The sword flew whirling intot
air, and descending, was caught by a funek
who unscen and unhcard, glided like a spec
into the circle.

“Hold ¥ she exclaimed. ¢ Stain not yo7]
name by a drunken frolic.  The future Em
ror of France must war with nobler cnemies’
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As she said this she looked like a sybil i the
homent of inspiration. She might have been
B out twenty-five years of age, tall and com-
anding in person—browned with the sunsof
reign climes. Her eve was dark as the ra-
Wcn's, and of unspeakable brightness—her hai,
W hich descended in thick black ringlets over
Mer shoulders, was braided in front, and her
|row encircled by a brilliant scarlet kerchief.
Her garment wasa loose flowing robe of green,
bstened at the waist by a blue silken scarf]
B hich descended nearly to the ankle; and her
o were encased in richly ornamented slip-
ers of red morocco.

The party were surprized et her appearance,
d it was some moments ere the silence was
Broken. At last Bonaparte said—

& ¢ Who are you and what want you
Bere

g “1am the genius of your fate, Napoleon.—
Mn my hand I hold the rudder of your soul—to
kood or tpevil I candirectit. Forbear—seck
ot to imbue your hands in the blood of yuur
briend,” and saying this she dropped upon her
er knee, and placing the sword of Berrycrat
b_ his feet, cried—* Hail, Emperor of France!”
A loud laugh burst from all around save Na-
boleon, who, impressed by her sudden and sin-
jular appearance as well as by her words,
Bicod transfixed to the spot, gazing upon her.

“Mock me not,” she replied to their derison.
1 speak the truth—there is not oncof youbut
hall yet behold him the congueror of the
Bvorld—the Emperor of France! Look! look,
Behold that star, how brightly it gleams,” she
Sontinued, pomting to the window through
fhich, in a dark December sky, onebright and
baly star was glowing in unspeakable brillian-
y; “itis the star of his glory. Lodi, Maren-
%o, Austerlitz—bloody will be your ficlds—but
hey are his passage to the imperial diadem.—
Behold how it waxcs, it glows in accordance
o my words, and yet dark clouds seem to
ghreaten to bedim itsglory.  Ha! they prevail.
Rout, carnage and confusion, are on his track.
Frhe sceptre falls from his hand—he bends in
fubmission. What now passes o'er its disk?
gnterminable seas—a barren rock hishome and
p grate in the regions of his enemy,” and ut-
Rering a loud secream, she rushed from the
ppartment.

Hermysterious speech, had created a strange
eeling in the bosom of every one present, but
ore especially in that of Bonaparte, who
ktood like a statue, gazing upon the star. At
hat moment a loud roll of drums was heard,
knd Barras, oneof the directors of the Conven-

tion, entered, and addressing Bonaparte, told
him he was appointed to the command of the
Conventional troops, with full power to act as
he deemed proper for the restoration of peace
to Paris.

“Hal!ha! ha! said I not rightly 7’ shouted
a female voice at the window. All eyes were
in an instant turned towards it, where, for a
moment, the face of the sybil was seen, flush-
ed with joy and waving her hand abeve her
head.

“Tis strange !’ half aloud muttered Napo-
leon.

“Whatis strange?” inquircd Barras, amazed
at the apathy evinced by Napoleon on receipt
of his good intelligence.

“ Nothing, nothing Monsieur,” he replied ;
“a strange female has been among us, who
pretending to the art of divination, has covered
me with glory and shame in the same breath.
Behold 1”

At this moment a brilliant light arose from
withoutilluminating the whole apartment; but,
in place of the sybil was seen a beautiful female
with an imperial diadem encircling her brow.
In her left hand she held another, while with
her right she pointed to Bonaparte.

“Do my eyes deceive me 7’ exclaimed Bar-
ras. “Is this the effect of a fevered imagina-
tion—or do others see gs I do 7”

“Jtis no deception !’ shouted some dozen
voices.

““f1is indeed there—approach her, Napcleon,
‘tis on you that she smiles so graciously.”

He did so, but the next moment she had dis-
appeared, and nought but darkness supplied
the place of brightness. Loud shouts 10w
arose without, and the rolling of the drum, the
report of fire-arms, told that tumult and blood-
shed werc again at work in the streets of Paris.

“Lose not a moment, Bonaparte,” said Bar-
ras, “we shall talk of this again—may the vis-
won prove true. Take this sword—let it carve
out your path to its fulfilment.”

Bonaparte reccived the weapon, and bowing
assent, departed to assume his appontment,
while the others followed, wondering at and
speculating upon, what they had witnessed.

We shall now change the scene to thebattle
of Lodi, *hat memorzble event which won for
the Corsican high fame and honour. During
a greater part of the day he had assisted in the
dutics of the common soldier, with his own
hands charging and discharging 2 piece of ord-
nance, when on the very eve of victory he was
struck with @ musket-ball—the blood flowed
freely, sight almost forsook. him, and he was
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nearly falling to the earth, when a voice whis-
pered in his ear—

¢ Arouse thee—thy wound is healed. 'This
is thy first passage to the imperial crown!”’

He looked, and the sybil who two years be-
fore had confronted him in the cafe, in the rue
de Montholon, stood there in the midst of death
and carnage.

“¥a'”? cried Bonaparte, “ you here!”’

“ Why not?” she coollyrepliea. “Iam thy

- genius.  Harken—tis accomplished ! the day
is, won—the wreath of victory is thine!”

At the same time the bugle of the Austrians
was heard sounding a retreat, and the wild
shouts of triumph from the French, mmngling
with the roar of cannon and martial music,
proclaimed Napoleon the victor of that ever
memorable and bloody field. He had but for
a moment averted his eyes from ber, towards
the scene, her words were yet in his ears, when
he turned to her again, but she was not to be
seen. He placed his hand upon his breast, his
dress was yet moist with blood, but no pain
was by him felt; and when in possession of
the field, he uncovered his hosom, there only
appeared the semblance of a wound but not
the slightest sign of its recent infliction.

In 1800, five years after this occurrence, du-
ring which time success had ever attended
him, when he had added to his name the Con-
queror of Rgypt—had returned to France—had
boldly dissolved the Directorial government,
had been declared First Consul, had crossed
the Alps, and was now encamped on the field
of Marengo. It was on the night preceding
that batile, worn and weary with a long and
arduous march, he had wrapped his cloak
around him and thrown himself upon hus camp
couch, before the opening of his tent, so that
the refreshing breczes of an Italian summer
night might play upon hisdistracted and fever-
ed frame. The moon shone with uaclouded
brilliance upon the marshalied plains, and the
opposing armics wera bound in the slumber of
silence and fatigine. Scurcely a sound was to
be heard, save

“The clink of h ‘mmers closing rivets up,

Giving drcadful note of preparation.”

At the oprming of the tent paced two senti-
nels, whose orders, at the panil of their lives,
were 1o admit no one 'til the morning bugle
had eounded. Bat look, what form 1s that
which moves i the dimmess of the tent, so
softly that cven the Dreath of the mud-might
zcphyr rufiles more the stillness of the hour.—
"Tis a femlae—she approaches the couch of Na-
poleon—she looks keenly upon him—she casis

her eyes upwardsand for some moments s
as imploring aid from a spiritual power—a;
she gazes on him—a smile irradiates her
tures—it now gives place to sorrow—tears;
from her eyes on the face of the hero, as
bends over him—Napoleon starts from
slumber—he is about to speak, but she pl:
her finger upon her lip to command sile
Isitaspectre or reality that stands beforet g
Her mantle falls from her shoulders, aud
sybil again stands before him.

“ Speak not butlisten,” she said ina vo
melancholy tendcrness.  * The star of thy4
tune is once more on the ascendant. To
shall victory award thee the laurel ¥’

“ Mysterious being, who are you and i
whence come you 7’ asked Napolcon.

She spoke not, but taking from her boseq
small talisman of the form of an eagle, cuti
an emerald and richly set in gold, placed
his hand, saying— .

“When from thee this departeth, then
depart the star of tay glory. Up, up ang
doing—already is thy foc preparing. Ge
fearicss, and victory is thine.”

In an instant she was lostin the gloom
the tent, and Napoleon starting up sought
pursue her. At that moment the morning;
gle sounded to arms, aiid the sentincl enter
the tent was surprized to find him stands
lost mn abstraction. The noise of his foots:
however, recalled him to remembrance
rushed from the tent—the field was a mov
mass of warlike life, illumined with the &
streaks of morning—he leaped into his sag
—the word for batile was given—decp d
deadly roared the voice of destruction throy
out the day, and when the sun was sinking
hind the distant mouniains, another garly
was hung upon the banner of Napoleon.

Austerlitz ! glorious, brithiant, yet bley
Austerlitz—how swelled Napcleor’s hean
that day, when the sun rose in dazzling spH
dour o'cr his host, and the Austrian and R
sian powers lay scattered o’er the field, t
as the autumnal lcaves of the forest. W
the first blast of thebugle thrilled to each he
telling that the work of battle had begun,d
man and horse in thundering conflict mell
Wihile on the cast of that day depended §
summit of his ambition, the stability of his?
gal sway—aud when at last the evening
upon the vangushed, ana he stood thers
the ternble and triumphant conqueror, §
were lis feeling to be envied or his fame !
desired! It was as he thus stood, surrouni
by his brilliant staff on that bloody field, fli
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vith victory and devising plans for the mor-
, that Murat approached and informed him
ta female in the $hickest of the fight, had
sted his arm and placed within his hand a
ket, with these words—® Thisis the bright-
day in thy cycle of Napoleon.”

e took it, it was addressed to him ; hebroke
seal, and within it lay the fragmeuts of a
, but no writing. A gloom overshadowed
countenance, and hastily folding it up, he
ust it inte his bosom, and gave orders for
disposal of his troops for the night.

aving retired to his tent, and scated him-
by his watch-fire, which burned brighty
he clear keen air of a December night, his
y soul was socn filled with a thousand
ughts of the future. In the ever-changing
ers he could almost depict, in “his mind’s
" crowns and sceptres tumbling into his
sp. and monarchs bendmg captives at jus
tstool. Then would the spectres of misfor-
e throng before him, ’till he beheld himself
nquished and humbled being, at the merey
hose, whom like a second Attila, he had
urged without feeling and destroved with-
cause.

ostin these reveries, the remembrance of
packet flashed upon him. He took it from
bosom and unfolding it, again beheld the
ken fragments of the ring.

What am I to divine from this?’ said he,
'hat symbol does this betoken ?”’

That the circle of thy glory is shattered!”
laimed a voice beside him.

estarted—his hand was on his sword, and
ves on the eve of calling the sentinel, when
speaker arrested his arm and commanded
to Le silent.

Know you me not?” said the speaker.—
is five years since we met, on the plains of
rengo—I then placed in your grasp the talis-
of fortune, but to-day it hath departed
thee!”

Not s0,” exclaimed Napoleon, thrusting
hand into Ius bosum,***’tishere > Buthis
countenance grew crimsoned, and a strong
bling scized upon his frame—he stood
est, gazing Witz vacant horrer upon the
2 of the speaker, whom he now recognized
he sybil.

Speak I not truth ?* cried she; *’tis gone,
ished, never toreturn.  Thy swat may wax
liant, and the sun of fortune may scem to
Hle upon thee agbrightly as ever, buta storm
thering in the distance that shall burst
n and destroy thee for ever!”

Whither has it gone?” asked Napoleon.

“To the s; a1t hand that formed it—to the
mansions of destiny,” she replied.  “Farewell!
we shall mect again, but then thy sun shall be
set and the teinpest shall be o'er thee !

She rushed from his presence, and escaping
from the tent, was challenged by the sentinel,
but on perceiving that it wasa woman, and
she readily gave the countersiga, he permitted
her to pass safe and unmolested. Napoleon
could not speak,he stood statue-like and speech-
less, and at length sunk beside the embers of
his watch-fire in a state of oblivion, from which
he was only aroused by the entrance of the of-
ficer of the morning.

Nine years had passed away, and Josephine,
his wife, the promoter of hisfortunes, had been
discarded, and another, a regal, but not a bet-
ter being, taken to his arms.  Battle after bat-
tle had been fought, kingdom after kingdom
had been conquered, and in the intoxication of
success, the sybil’s prophecy had totally es-
caped hizs memory. But reverses of fortune
now fell upon his arms, and alone in the old:
and princcly palace of Fontainbleay, in a soli-
tary chamber, on the evening of the 11th of
April, 1814, we now behold him, driven to the
very verge of despair—at the mercy of those,
a captured conqueror, to whom he had shown
none, and with whom he had violated every
principal of honour.

He is scated at a small table, where before
him lie various documents, one of which he
scans with a keen and anxious eye—ever and
anon he rises and walks about the apartment,
muttering to himself—and striking his hand
upon his brow—he suddenly pauses seizes the
pen and is ahout to apply it to the document—
now he casts it from him, and assumes an sir
of terrible determination—his hand now falls
unwittingly upona pistol—he starts—he grasps
it—a wild light flashes from his cye—he raises
it—swwhat, shall the hero of *“a hundred ficlds,”
bow beneath thereversesof fortune 2 No! he
dashes it from his grasp—he draws his hand
across his eyes—a tear drops beneath it, and
flinging himself into his chair, his head falls
upon his breast, and a deep smothered sigh
bursts from him.

Slowly on its hinges moves the door, and
with a step noiseless as death, enters a figure
in full white flowing garments. A thick veil
conceals her features. She advances to the
table, and stands motionless before him. He
perceives her not ’till she deeply and solemniy
pronounces the name of—* Nepolcon I

He starts from his revery. Who dares thus
break in upon his last night of royalty? The
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veil falls from the face of the intruder, and the
spirit of his destiny stands before him—'tis the
Sybil!

* Said I not we should mectagain, when thy
sun should be set, and the tempest should be
o’er thee 77

“ Ah! Austerliiz—I rxmember—the—the—""
Ee would have added inore, but surprize at her
strange and sudden appearance *ad appalled
him, and he looked upon her unable to speak.

“Behold—the talisman of thy fate !’ said
she, as she exhibited to his sight the cagle she
had presented to him on the memorable visit
at Marengo.

© Ah! give it mme ¥ he exclaimed, and herose
eagerly to clutch it—but it was bui a shadow
in his grasp, while the act was followed by a
derisive laugh by the Sybil.  * Fiend! tempt-
er ¥’ he cjaculated ; “why come yon here to
mock me? Dost thou too rejoice with mine
enemics at my downfall ?”?

“Thy downfall is a fitting retribution for thy
bloody and boundless ambition.  Think of the
miillions thou hast murdered—of the hearts
thou hast broken. The cursesof the childless,
widowless, and fatherless, are upon thee—
Think of thy Josephine and remble! Once
more I shall be with thee—but once more! re-
member ! and sheghded swaftly and noiscless-
1y from his presence-

Change we the scene.  In his sca-girt cita-
de), in an apartmentin Longwoord, dimly hght-
ed, and surrounded by his weeping houschold,
lay the dying exile.  Hislast moment was fast
approaching, and reason had departed from her
seat. His breathing was low and heavy, and
indistinct and incoberent words occasionally
brokefromhislips. A furiousstorm wasraging
witzout—vivid gleams of hghtming, followed
by ternific claps of thunder, shook the island
to1ts foundation. It was a fitung hour for the
departure of lum, who wath Ius engines of de-
struction and insatiate ambiion, had shaken
the world to its basis.  Fainter and famter be-
came lhis breathing; the death-mattle rung
frightfully in is throat, and s sunken and
rlassy cye wandered vacantly around. Ina
moment, asif ingpired by superhuman power,
he suddenly raised hamseli from Ius pillow, his
eyes were kindled wath unnatural brillancy,
and with s thin and emaciaied hand pownung
10 the window of the apartment en which the
beams of hightaing were plaming, exclammed—
* There”

All eyes were turned towardsat, and theform
of Josephine, well known to the attendants,
was beheld smiling upon the scene.

““Come, my Cid,”* it exclaimed; “’tis |
Sybil of thy life awaits thee.”

The exile fell back upon his pillow—his e:f}
assumed again their glassy hue—a faint s
escaped from him, followed by a convulss
shudder of the frame, and the next momd§
his spirit had departed. The prophecy
fulfilled—* A barren rock his home—a gr:
in the regions of his enemy !

* A name that Josephine delighted to ap:H

to him.

P < -

Written for the Amaranth.
LOVE.

[The following lines—containing much m
truth than poctry—were occasioned by a L3
asking the author why he did not somen
write on Love. I shall here give my reasdy
able reason ;—though I admire female bl
and am not inscnstble 0 the passion in g3
tion, yet having been so long, and so freqig
ly disgusted with those mawkish preces of :ff
some flattery, addressed, by enamnourced iy
lings, to Miss B. and Miss C., to Celin and A-§
lia, that I deem it the © vanity of vanitics.” §
a vaun lover, poct or pectaster, thus to feed
vanity of the weaker sex—as cvery wo
possessing any personal charms, is reminé
of tiese, at the least once, if not several 1
cach day, by thatmute spectator, her specul
whirh never flatters,and if a good one, alw
tells her truth:}—

I'll wiite on Jote, or hit or miss—
First, loveis love—whate'er that 15!
There is a love of sordid peli—

A very selfish love of sclf;

A love of sisters and of brothers,

A love of fathers and of mothers—
A love of children next prevails—
Thus far, this love must wrn the scaluf
A love between 2 Rellr and Beaur,
Subject 10 both and cbb and flow;
A love of honour and of fame—

A love of country patriots’ flame;
A love of liberty and life,

A love of husband and of wife.

A love of truth, a love of friecnds— [
But that, which all the world transcss
(Needing but litde skill to prove,)

Is love to Gad, for * God 1s love.”
These are degrees of cfiervescence,

1 now procced 10 its pure esEence :
There is a thing—{(don’t think it 0dd}
Thet Jises o'cr our love of God!
.You ask mc now, with some surpns
In what this wond'rous myst'ry hes—§
Well, T shall shordy let you know, &
To feed—~forgive—and love a foc!

St. John, February. Jarses Rew
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THE WIFE UNMASKED.
A TALE.

Sir James Foeedors, a lively young Ba-
net with a large estate, and considerable ex-
ctations, happening to be thrown from his
2101, ONe summer evening, between London
d Windsor, by his inattention to a pair of
ettlesome horses, while he was staring at 2
ne girl sitting in a bow window at some dis-
nce from the road, was severely stunned by
s fall ; but bis fall was notatiended with any
ctures or dislocations.

When he recovered his senses, he was agree-
ly surprized to find himself attended by the
dy whom he had so much admired. He
erted partly from astonishment, partly from
¥, and on her making the most humane en-
iries about him, assured her, with manyv
ateful acknowledgements, that he felt no in-
nvenience from theawkward accident he had
at with. He also assured her that her soli-
1ude concerning him, gave hima satisfaction,
“hich was notin the power of words to de-
sibe.

Just when he had finished his additional as-
hrance, the father of his unknown angel—for
e sppeared to hiscyes angelically handsome,
tered theroom. Onherinforming him what
e had done, with the assistance of her ser-
ant, he comimended her lighly for her bene-
olent behaviour; he then addressed himseli
his unexpected guest, and told him that he
sincerely glad to find he had received so
e injury from the overurning of his car-
mege.

Sir James, not less satisfied with Mr. Wil-
oU's deportinent than he had been with his

violent fancy to you, and it will be worth your
while to improve his striking prepossession in
your favour.”

“1 gm afraid to believe, 3ir.” replied Char-
lotte, blushing, “that Sir James 15 as much
prepossessed in my favour, as I parually ima-
gine he is;—I will freely confess, that his be-
haviour to me is very flattening, and that I
never received civilitics from any gentleman so
agreeable to me.”

“Well, my dear, thne will shew whether T
am mistaken or not, if my conjertures are con-
firmed, vou will, I hope, give hune encourage-
ment.”

“All the encouragemunt which propriety
will admit of, father.”

Charlotte, when she uticred these words,
wished her father gouod night, and retired to her
own apariment. Shelonged indecd tobe alone,
but she wanted not to pay a visit to her pil-
low. Her mind was in such an agitated state
that she fclt no desire to close her cyes. She
went 10 bed, however, and in the midst of her
reflections on the adventureof the cvening, fell
asleep.

Sir James took leave of his hospitable enter-
tainer and his amiable daughter the next morn-
ing. At Ivs depariure, he begged the formerto
permit him to wait on the latter at bis return
from his farm. Mr. Wilmot readily granted
his request, and Charlotic modestly looked as
if his coming again would fill her tender heart
with the most pleasant cmotions.

Sir James having remounted the -haton,
proceeded to his farm, having some busimess of
importance to transact there ; but he earnest-
ly wished at the saime time, that no business
of any kind rcquired hus departure from Mr.
Wilinot's house, at which hegladly could have

eughter’s, invited them both, after having, | staved, in consequence of repeaied inviations,
ough unnccessanily, mentioned his name, to | had nat his domestic engagements demanded
sczmore farm, to whick place he was going, | his atteation.  As soon as he had finished his
hen he wus so unscasonably interrupted.— ! busincss at Freenrore farm, Sir James retarned
¢ then prepared to take his leave, but as ittia Mr. Wilmot's house, and was received in
g2 hate, Mr. Wilmot eéntreated him toremain | the hindest manner by Miss Wilmot,—which
7 the night at his house. was particularly gratufying to Sir James. His
Sy James wantcd no pressing ; he aceepted | passion for her increased every day. He was
» invitation with a greatdenl of pleasure, and | quite a disintcrested lover, for her foriune was
herlotte was not at all displeased with her ! not sufficient to render himienvious of her mo-
ther's proceedings.  Sir James, during th~ incy  He loved her for herself alone, and mar-
=rse of the evening, made his company ¢x- | ricd het in 2 few weeks after his proposals hed
emely acceplable both teo Air. Wilniot and | been offired and aceepted.

is danghter; when he retired to his chamber,
2 following dialogue passad between the fa-
and daughter—

“This is 2 fortunate adventure. I think my
s gl Sir James bas, I am sure, wken 2

Charlotte, when she became Lady Freemorg,
was an unexceplionable charneter! her good-
ness was cqual 0 her beauty ; but having been
cducated in a privaic way, and seen nothingof
the world, she wes not thoroaghly quelified to
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shine n the sphere of Lfe in wiich Sir James
moved ; for he mixed in the most briliant
circles of the age. Laly Frecmore, in a little
while, howescr, having a strong imitative ge-
nius, caught the mannur of those ladics tu
swhom her marriage naturally introduced her.
Unfortunately, as somc of these ladies were
not blest with the purest princples, nor the
happiest consdtutions, her murals were cor-
rupted, and she began ere she had been a wife

2 twelvemunth, to consider cotjugal Sdcdity as
2 very plebetan viriac, altugether beneath the
regard of a woman of fashivn. S James
bemg of the most casy and Lberal dispusition,
laid no restraints upor: her, but suifrdd Lar to
enjoy all the pleasurcs which her siuaton in
life placed within her reach. To 1msquc.i
balls, indeed, he at firs. made strong uujucduna
but when he found that she really sct ber Licart
upon them, he gave up the contest.

Lady Freemore, being totally spoiicd by her
new acqaaintance, treated svine half a score of
Jovers in the most Lberal manner, by grantng
favours, to which Sir James was only entitled.
Sir James had many kints addressed 10 him
from several of his fricnds, while his Jady was
abusing the confidence he reposed in her; he
at last received some information io her dis-
credit, so well authenticated, that he could not
possibly harbour doubts concerning her incon-
tinence. That information, by removing his
doubts, wounded lispride.  Hc could not think
of her infamy and ingratitude without fechng
his breast sweil with resentment; but when he
reficcted on her many charms and accompiish-
ments, his tender fulngs were mixed withio-
turing ones, and Lo was truly miscrablc beyund
expression.  He had no positive proof of her
infidclity, such as to enahic ham 20 procurc a
divorce; but he determined to separate himsclf
froma woman who had behaved with so much
ingratitude, and proved so regaridless of his ho-
nour, as well as of her own reputation.

While ho was in this siatc of suspense, not
knowing whether to leave her own ways orto
delay yet further his separation from hes, a
maid-servant, whem Lady Freemore had dis-
missed afew davs hefore, came to tell him, that
she had appointed to meet Colonel C—— at
the masquerade the following evening, and that
they bad agreed to go from thense to Mrs.
L——"5,in Band-street, naming aiso thefan-
cy dressesin which they were toappar.  Thic
communicatve girl closed her accoant by as-
suring him, that he might depend upon what
she had stated, as she bad just heard these facts
from *he Colonel's fovtman, who knew all h.s

sccrets. SirJamcs, availing himsef of thase
puintment between hislady and the Color
had reeourse to astratagun i ordertvac..,.
plish Lis dusign, and answ.r his expectat.
by convancing him that they were uponas.:
intimate footing.

As Sir Jaines was in size and stature pre;
mudh like the Colundd, he dressed himself .,
style nearly rescinbling his, and after has.:
cunttived tudetain Lun at hislodgings, repas
to the Haymarket. Thore he soon fourl:
incunstant wi{t. By speaking to her .
Colond's vuice, which he correetly imitatd
as tu strengthen the deception which his:
punrance vecasioned, he very casily praas
un her to accompany him to Mrs. L
commedious hotcl!

Ha\,ng wntered the hotd, and seated the
schwes theagurad end wronged husband po
ly requested hier to \\nhdr:m her mask—
did so, ard having taken off his own, w.
luok of the uitaost disdain and conturn;
made alow bow, and parted from her _foree

St. John, February, 1542 J.

Bl LI
TO THE WEST WIND.

’T1s night, calm night, the hour of dreams

No star amid the welkin gleams,

The moon is seen no more on high,

And clouds of darkness veil the sky.

Soft airs of balm are whispering round,
Breathing a sweet, 2 solemn sound :

Oh ! blow yc happy winds of night,
And I will listen with delight.

Your murmar I would cver hear,

It breathes a mus.c doubly dear,

Y ¢ from the far-off west hase come,
Oh! wand'rars near ny childhood’s homy
The odour of its flow 'ty vales,

Is:n your breath, y¢ balmy gales;

And on your wings ve¢ bear zlong

The ccho ¢f my brother’s seng.

Oh! fly ve golden slumbers, fly,

And let me hear the west winds sigh;;
They that have kiss'd my nauve streams,
Are dezrer than your brightest dreams.

They tell my heart that they have been
In play upon the joyous green,

Where oft with bosoms young and gay
T've whil'd the glowing hours away.
Around my long-lost bow’rs they've play:
And leiter'd in the willow’s shade,

Swert as the rapture they bestow—

Oh! blow soft winds, for cver blow.

Nora-Seotia New Monthly Megasi
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Nz flonst may boast of his flowers,
8 Of their form—of their odour and hue;
weet—beauteous they are, in the gardens and
i bowers,
And chiefly, when sprinkled with dew;
hey yield us the choicest delight,
| By the fragrance and tints they disclose—
Be are revish'd with pleasure, in smell, and in
sight,
B By violet, carnation, and rose;
et one thing, must ever this pleasure wvade,
e thought, that these beauties are desun'd to
fade.

&t :mblem of man, and his doom—

He grows up and bleoms for an hour,

Fhen withers away—and bereft of Lis bloom,

B 1strod under foot as a flower;

P! whereis an AxarasTu found?

B In Persia, Greece, or in Gaul?

B travd] the carth—not a climate, or ground

B Around the terraqueous ball,

roduces a flower, that shall charm and endure,
Bat the AorazaxTy, fadddess, of Literature.

fws man i1s compar'd to the rose—
@ Which cannot be properly dead,
Bhile its essence and odour, we Snd it disclose,
2 When its colour and fashion are fled ;—
he AMaraxTh, then, must belong,
To Bards, by i\ ntimate claim—
For what is morc pleasing or lasting than song ?
And letters embaim a man’s name;—
Fhus Homer, Pope, Milton and Youngarealive,
a their wnitings, which sull ther frad bodies
survive!
et whore is the flower to compars
W.th the rich Rose of Sharon, for wortl ?
> heauteons, so fragrant—cnduring and fa.r—
Yt, iittle estcem’d upon carth;
ho' slighted and crugh’d by the few,
It blooms in a happier sphere,
P <faming the heavens, and dropping (s Jew,
To refresh the poor sojourners here.
Fhis, thisis the AnarayTa seinis shall admire,
Then carth and its monumeats fade and uxpir. .
. John, February.

R BB ce-

Jayes Rroreas.

I isin human Lifc; as ina game at tables,
khere aman wishes for the haghest cast; batif
bos chanee be othierwise, heis c'en to play itas
foil 2s he can, and to make the best of d—
yliarch.

Plctures from a Painter’s Lifc.

It was a balmy morning in the month of
June. The school-bell in the litile village of
F—, was ringing its last warning peal, and
a troop of rustic children were gathered at the
porch. As the tall, gaunt master stalked
through the throng, that divided hurriedly to
make way for him, the frown deepened on a
brow habitually stern; for he missed the fair
face of one. who was too often a truant from hig
power. And whereis he? The river-beach,
abont a mile distant from the school, is smiling
to the light of the morning sun, and there, bask-
ingin its beams,on the warm and sparkling sand
sits a heautiful boy of seven yearsold. A pro-
fusion of golden hair waves back from the fair,
transparent temples, and reveals a face glow-
ing with health and joy. His red lips are
shghily parted, his bluecyes raised, and gazing
with more than childish exstacy on the chan-
ges of the light clouds, as they floatin the blue
air above him.  In his dimpled hand he hoids
a slip of dderberry, with svhich he has been
tracing figures in the sand. A ship—a hut—a
tree—rudely sketched indeed, but still with a
fildlity to nature, wonderful in one so young.
And now he resumes his occupation with an
carncstness, that proves his whole heart is in
his play.  We will nog interrupt him ; we wll
not tell him that the innocent and lovely little
hand, which now yields him, with its skill, so
pure a pleasure, is destined, to-morrow, to the
torturc of a ferule.  We will leave him to his
present cnjoyment, and perhaps we may mest
him again. -

A large, grated apartment in the common
jail at Charleston, South Carolina, isfilled with
prisoners.  One of them is a fair, slight boy of
ten years, in the graceful garb of a sailor. His
check is pale by privaton and carly suffering;
but ia hus eye, the fire and energy and trutk of
a high and dauntless spiriz, are still tnquench-
cd. Hc is mounted on a barrel, and has
sketched, with a bit of charceal, the iraage of
a spread eagle, beacath which heis new scraw-
ting—*Liberty and Independence for ever?’
At the sight of this motto—strange enough on
a prison-wall—a shont aniscs from the speea-
tors, and the vouth turas his bead and smiles.
Itis he!—thetruant of the village school.  But
the scenc changes. Te is standing at tho
prison doot. A lovely child, thejailor’s deugh-
ter, is beside um. . Her dark eves filled with
tears; are raised implormgly to his.  She holds
towards him the heys of the juil, while she in-
treats b 1 to cscape ere her father's return.—
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With a smilz of mingled pride and gratitude,
he replies—“No, Mary, I should involve you
in disgrace, if I did, and I would rather brave
again the tyranny of the cruel captain, than so
fepay your kindness; but fear not, dear, I shall
again escape {rom that hated ship, and will be
more cautious than before, you may be sure.”
On the summit of the Caraccas mountains,
stands, with bare and bleeding feet, & youthful
pilgrim. There is a faint flush on his cheek,
which is ver softand fair with the innocenceof
childhood, and his wild, sad eyes, kindle with
nvoluntary rapture as ire gazes at the scenebe-
3ow him. Slung over his shoulder, on a staff;
is a hittle knapsack, containing all his worldly
possessions. Itistherunaway sailor boy. He
has seen bat little more than ten years of aciual
Yi%e, but his heart, in that time, has livedan age
of misforiune and grief and endurance. He is
alonc in the wide, wide world—poor—wretch-
ed—inendless. Does he weep? No! Hehas
no tears left for imself—he has shed them all
on the far-off grave of his parents, and hiskeen
blue eyes are tearless, hut darz with unspeak-
able woe. He has walked, barcfoot, neariy an
hundred miles, in the course of eight days—
sometimes sleeping on the ground, and onceor
twice, sheltered in the hut of some hospitable
Indian or Spaniard, whose heart his tender
youth—his patient, suffering, angel-smiic have
melted to compassion. He is now faint with
hunger and fatigue. Does his young spint fail
him? No! There is a desperate pride and
power within, that will not let him yield. He
almost glories in his forlorn. destiny, strange
and sad as it is for onie so young! He liftshis
resolute brow to heaven with a trust that no
daoger or grief can subdue, and goes calnly on
his way. A traveller meets him, and touched
by lis beauty and desolate appearance, offers
him money. The boy’s heart swells within
him ;—with 2 preud smile he thanks him, and
yvefuses. No! with all his woes, he is siill in-
dependent, thank God! He has still hal{ a
real—six cenis—in his pocket, and shall he
who, since the age of cight vears, has crrned
hie own liveliwod—shaill hereceive the bounty
of a siranger? He passes on with a firmer
siep, forgetung his weariness mhspride.  Iie
hopes to find at La Gurra, an Amenican ship.
inwhich he canbeallowed to work his passane
home—1i0 lus mather's grave! and he strams
h
1y flag of his nauve land. Bat suddenly lis
steps are arrested—he forgets all—lus grief,
his hope. lus prde. his poverty—n the won-
&rous beauty of the scenebencathhun, 1 will

K4

Hhan
il

describe it in his own words, written, ye
afterwards, to a friend.

“ A storm had been gradually brewing ovjk
the ruins of Caraccas, which lay at the foot 3§
the mountain. The huge dense clouds gatte g
ed and rolled along the valley, ’till the plag
where I stood seemed but an island in nd
ocean. The birds flew wildly about. T
creeping things hastened to their holes in iff
earth—the moan of the winds was hushed, 1y
ar awful silence spread over the rocky em=g
ence. But the mist beneath, with its continn§
and ever-lovely changes in colour andin shapj
who would have dreamed, that the fierce i
pest was brooding in the bosom of so mucl
beauty? Yetsoit was. Even the sun-bog
rainbows, smiling with their soft bloom throufj
the shifting and darizening vapors—cven thg
—evanescent and exquisitely beautiful as th:f§
were, seemed but bridges raised for the demeg
spirits of the storm to pass from cloud to cloxg
directing as they wen, the dread thundcrbof
on its errand of destraciion. The lurid f§
shone even in the sunlight, and suiking a Iy
tlebelow the pinnacle, on which 1 stood, hurl:
from its bed amassive rock, which, in descen?
ing the steep and rugged side, forced cves
thing before it, while hill to hill re-cchoed ¢
fearful sound long after it had reached the ve:
ley below. A more sublimely beautiful, j
terrific scene, conld hardly be imagined ; =3
soul swelled within me, and 1 was half frant
with delight, as I stood above the clouds e
the storm, in the sunshine, and alone! It wg
a strange balm to my wounded and desol:4
heart, to feel that what to others of my felle
beings wore a gloomy and threatening aspe]
to m¢, assumed a glory brilliant and gorges:
beyond description.  But alas! the vision i
cd ! the clouds were borne away upon the we
tern wind, and I resumed my jourpey doxy
the side of the mountain.”

Geatle reader, let theanthor's wand—nam
1y, his pen—transport you for a moment 1
scenc in Landon.  One of the royal family
receving, in his gorgenus saloon, the clite 4

ves to discover, through themest, the star. !

Faglish socicty. The Ducal palace is brilliar,
ll_\' illuminated. At the moment we raise i
veil, the noble host courteously addresses
| waest, in whom he seems particularly interes
ted. Itisa voung, self-taught, Amcricanarts
{ whase peacil, employed for samic of the nobicq
and loveliest in the land, has gained him a ce
brity. which his genius snd his inexiiausiiy
tenergy richly desetve. A slight but elegar
{frame, cvidently spint-worn—a pale, intells
 tual faco—cves beaming with the beauty of £
A\ d '
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rdent soul—a forchead singularly fair and
ure—a well-formed head, slightly, and rather
broudiy throws back—a calm and graceful
dddress. Can this be the poor and wretched
tail r-boy, who stood, twelve years ago, with
his little knapsack, along, on the he'¢ghts of Ca-
accas?  Look at the white throat, the curved
ip, with its sweet, yet half-disdainful enzile; it
zslhe same! Ies happy now. Sought and

ressed by the noble, the fair and the wise;
oving and beloved by one, to whom his smile
charcr wan the light of heaven. Is he quite

appy ? No. Hisrestless ambition is still un-
katisfied. He is nothing if hebe not first; and
e must still toil for pre-eminence.
i Reader! do you care to know his present
whereabeut 7 More than twenty years have
golled by, since he was a happy truant from
ithe v:llage-school.  But they have not chilled
ibis heart, or weakened his spirit, or subdued
‘hiz enthusiastic love of his professien.  Hehas
Erc(urncd to his native land, prosperity and fame
isttending his steps, and his rooms are daily
thronged with the lovely and gifted, of one of
e principal cities in the union.

@&
GLIMPSES OF TRTTIL

Tsera, Heavenly Truth, unvel’d her face,
And bos .d.1g from her holy mount,
Fach lineament, so fuli of grace,
W.s mirrored in a chrystal fount;

The fount of knowledge—and we press'd
To gaze with rapture, and adore—

Bui, ah! to lure, or wock our quest,
That face was hidden as before.

Then Science sioop’d with out-spreed wing,
And bore us 0 Truth's radiant shrine—
Hew did our hearts exulting spring!
We met her glance, her smile benign.

And now before the source of Truth,
Our spirits woulid adoring fail,

And give the love,  the dow of youth,”
To tho Eternal All in All

BN =T U
SELF-LOVEI.

Seif-love bat serves the virtuous mind 10 wake,
As the small pebbic siirs the peaceful inke ;
The cenire mov'd, a circle strait succeeds,
Another stil, and stll another spreads;
Friend, patent, neighbor, first it will embrace,
His country next, and next 2ll human race.
Wide and more wido the o’orflowing of the mind
Take ev'ry creature in of ev'rs kind.

LEIFI.

A STRUGGLE FOR UNATTAINED GOOD.

Tae human heart “hopes on, hopes ever.”
The spirit of man cannever rest. His powers
are never stilled. Onward, onward he strug-
gles, perseveringly, unceasingly. From infan-
cy to youth, from manhood to extreme age, all
his efforts are put forth for the attainment of
his desires. Oneby one they are graiified, and
licis happy. One by one they are crushed,
and be is wretched. Yet ‘ despair is never
quite despair,” and he “hopes on, hopes ever.”’
One goal reached, another presents itself, and
vet another, "tiil time after time does he strain
every ncive, and bring into action his every
power.

I have heen in the bosom of a family, where
vouth, beauty, and genius, glowed in each coun-
tenance. Their hearts were laid open to me,
and when I saw there hopes whose colourings
wonld shame the many-hued bow which beau-
tifics the heavens, I wondered not. And when
1 read 1n those young souls, schemes gloricus
even as the brightest sunbeam, I wondered not-

But I found myself in another household,
where poverty and squaild want were written
on the brow of the veriest child, and misery
had deepened furrows on the fronts of those
whose noon of lifehad not yet come; and when
1 looked for darkness and despair, I found each
toiling with anxious exe and throbbing heart,
fora goal which they thoughttoreach. Igaz-
ed intently, and read—* Man struggles onward
and unceasingly.”

1 went out and wandered far, musing on the
past, the present, and the future, and thoughts
unbidden were rushing through the mind, when
the hum of many voices arrested my attention.
Agroup of many children was before me. Oh,
how they laughed and danced, shouted and
froliced in the joy of their young hearts. Now
the merry chorus filled the air with meledy,
and then the full rich laugh rung gleefully upon
the evening breeze. Ths live-long afternoon
had they sported. Here, where the hazels clus-
ter so thickly, thay had piayed at “ Hide and
go seek,” 'till the stoutest panted for rest—
There, where tho brook bubbles its clear, cold
waters round those smooth and slippery stones,
they had “ foliowed the lezaer,” "till the heart
of the most vonturesome failed him. Aund for
what did they o1l 2

“Oht if I couldbe leader nncs !’ ezid a tiny
creature, and her full dark eye showed tha sem-
blance of 2 tear.

“Try, Clara, try,” resounded on all sides.
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“Yes, try sister, the stones are not very far
apart,” said a little lad on whose biown but
ruddy cheek, a dozen summer’s suns had told
teles of happiness.

Then Clara stepped on the giassy stone, but
she drew her footback very quickly, and dared
not do it.

“TPry again, Clara,” said her brother.

And again and again she tried, 'ull her little
foot rested firmly on the damp stone, and she
went boldly on. On the opposite side was a
high rock, and the hulegirl conld notreach its
top, so she turned her course down the brook,
after she had wistfulyy eyed the rock, and she
ssid—

“Oh! how I wish I was a very little larger,
that T mignt lead over that lugh bank.”

1 looked on those beautiful children no lon-
ger, for the litile Clara’s wishes had repeated
the lesson—*This life is but a struggle for
something vet unattained.”

Time passed, and I stood on the deck of a
noble steamer. Around mec were clustered
hundreds of both sexesall ages, and every rank.
Intent on my study of life, I silently passed
from cluster to cluster. There was one group
in which glowing youth and dazzling beauty
made a picture of singular loveliness, and near
them I paused.

“Clara, my sweet sister,” said ong, whose

manly brow wore a slight shading of gloom.
4 beautiful creature turned at the sound of his
voice, and the cloud passed away. But that
countenance! I gazed on i, and Memory's
Harp rung loud and joyously as she sung—
“The buds you loved on the greensward, are
before you in their futl and perfect besuty.”
“Clara, in the simplicity of your infant heart
you toiled to be a ‘leader’ on the stepping-
stones of a purling brook. Time sped away
and the sinngs of the harp quivered beneath
your touch, or the guitar sent forth its meludies,
*till strains wliuch Apollo might envy entran-
ced your admiring friends.  Then, dearest, you
had rcached the goal for which you had toiled
for weary months. Now Clara, your young
heart has thirsted for the idolatry which mind
awakens, 'tll its tumultuons throbbings had
all but destroyved its resting place. Fast as
this noble boat bears you from von crowded
city, do you leave behind youthescene of your
temptation. Calm, thee, sister! Come now
to my home, and you shall dwellinits pure at-
mosphere, and shiclded by those who love vou,
envy, jealousy, and the stings of hated criti-
cism will not disturb your peace. There the
current of your life may flow {reefromthe taint

of worldlmess, and from the darker stan 8
unhailowed ambition. Dost hear my reasyd
for urging you to leave yon ‘charmed circh
Dost trust in my love, sweet sister ?” 3

“Ernest, your words fall upon my bewid-§3
ed senses, and the tempest of passion is hushe
even as the mad waves were stilled by B
voice who now bids me look not to Earth i{8
happiness. Brother I erred, yet now wuli
struggle 10 banish from my mind all traces:
those unholy desires, which had almost ex¥
bittered life. And oh! Ernest, will you ndfgl
pray that He who was tempted in alb poinjd
even as we are, and yet sinaed not, may gigd
rest to my weary soul 7’ ;

Her speaking eye as she appealed to her b
ther for his aid, told him more plainly thagk
those burning words—* This lifeis a continu:f§
struggle.”

I watched 1 youth as he passed through 4§
routine of school duties. I saw hun bear frozfg
mid a host of competitors, the medal wh!
told that in all that assemblage of youthfd
intellect, none might stand before him. D
he now relax those vigorous cfforts which ma. 8
him what he was? No! He went forth mi§
the world, to toil for a name which should gra
theannals of hiscountry. Severe and arduo
was hisapplication; intense the agon y-of “ hog
deferred.”  But he reached his mark. Evg]
there he rested not, for learn, that the sou!
man canill brook inaction. The senator whog
wise counsel was the bulwark of the nauon
the statesman whose noble s¢ul scorned th
petty arts of cunning demagogucs, the oraty
who with mighty eloquence enchained a wen]
dering world—laboured with all the intensss
of his god-like powers for his country’s wez
““Man toils unceasingly.”

I looked on life in the pent-upcity, and thef
Iread tales of human nawure, dark asthe storm
cloud from which speaks the thundeninug vouy
of the Omnipotent ; or fair as Luna’s silve
sheen upon the hosom of a crystal lake. |
saw man calling down the vengeance of 2
ofiended Gop upon his guilty head, as by u
pious deeds, and daring wickedness he worke
out his own destruction.  And again was en:
blazoned in golden letiers the swory of the gow
man’s earthly plgrimage. T sawmn thatworl
of living beings the variens characters the
chequer life's page.  The miscr, accwmnulaung
day by day, the yellow dust which his degradec
soul worshipped, and I turned with a sick hean
from the Joathesme wretch, and wondere
much at the vile perversion of the Creator!
image.
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I saw onc on whom Hcaven had bestowed
Bfts until it seemed he was in a higher grade
being than the world abouthim. Moreover
Rcalth lay around him in the profusion of the
agnd upon thesca-shore.  Buthe gave not God

Bes to find happiness in things of time. 1n
% these lessons Iread, “This life is spent in

% An autumnal cvening saw me wandering
®here naughtimet theeye but rie perfect beauty

i§is couch, and the gorgeous drapery falling in
Many a graceful fold, enclosed his resting-
Blace. I lingered on an eminence crowned by
¥ildering shrubbery, and the wild-wood tree.
B8 fow days since, and they were clothed with
Bobes of an cmerald hue. But winter's har-
Binger had sivered the turf beneath them,
land though they reared their proud heads, and
miretched forth their stately branches in high
M:sdain—the messenger breathed on them as
go passed.  Yet they needed not to fear his
Rhilling breath, for he had but imparted to them
tenfold beauty, and now their colouring
Baocked the palette of the painter.

E Above me was the glory of the heavens;
hout me the glory of the carth. I revelled in
e delightful scene. I drank in its loveliness
fatil I seemed no longer a dweller in a world,
bpon which was written—* passing away.”’—
fThe spirit sought communion with its Creator.
frhe soul panted for intercourse with the God
fiho gave it.  Holy aspirations arosz from the
ficart, and then, even when images of mortality
kcemed fading from my vision, and the glories
kfanother world about to burst vpon my gaze
_the pall of darkness was folded about mc;
he night-winds touched my burning brow
with their soothing influence; while in dirge-
ke music they chaunted—*On carth there is
;no rest. This Ifcisa continued siruggle fur
something yet unattained !”

r @ @B eae-

I may be said that disease gencrally brings
hhat equality which death completes.  Thedis-
tactions which set one man o far above ano-
ther, are very little prescrvedin the gioom of a
sack chamber, wherc it will be in vain to expect
entertainment from the gay, or instruction from
the wise; where all human glory s obliterated,
the wit clouded, the reason perplexed, and the
ibero subdued ; where the highest and brightest
‘of inortals find nothing left but consciousness
‘and mnocence.— Addison.

[From the Nova Scotia New Monthly.]
THE FOSSIL.
ADDRESSED TO *¥#,

O~ce in the youny earth’s golden prime,

*Ere care madc grey the wing of time,
There fell a green leaf un the shore;

And it floated away on the wandering wave,

And found in the deep green sea a grave,
And nd’er was thuught on more.

Ages rolled on,—and the rocking earth
Had seen a new creation’s birth,
And emires rise and fall;
But none ¢’cr thought how that greenleafslept,
Like a treasured thing by knchanter kept,
'Neath the old earth’s marble wall,—

Till on a day, as it beftl,
A sage unscaled the mighty spell
Of natur¢’s treasure cave,—
And, changed to a hard engraven stone,
Lo! the frail lcaf that, ages gone,
With its fall scarce stirr’a the carth.

And hath not the heart full many a dream,

That falls as that nviseless lcaf on the stream,
And as silently sinks to rest—

And the tide of life rolls o’er its sleep,

In those shadowy caves—the wonderous deep
Of the fathomless human breast.

But when shall those caverns yvield their dead—
The dreams of the past—the thoughtslong fled ?
Oh! not for the prying world : .
But1a ‘hat last dread day, when souls
Must give to light their hidden scrolls,
Will their secrets be unfurled.

And then on my heart will thy mensory
Be read engraven lastingly,
Like that lcaf on the marble bright
Bui halo'ed around with purity,
That will not shrink from an angel’s eye,
In that biaze of perfect light.
-‘»Qgeu-.
CONSOLATION.
Tur Christian sage, in days gone by,
Stood where his dying infant lay,
And marked, with sad but tearless eye,
His beauty fade away.
“Dost thou not weep,” one near him said,
“That these young sands so swiftly ran?
Dost thou not mourn the hour of dread
Which robs thee of thy son?”
¢ Why should I weep,” the sage rephes,
“God's wiser will and better play,
That he, an angel soon to rise,
Could not become a man 2
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To Mn. M. N. W.

Sm,—Your views, respecting the principles
upon which the solutions we have givenof the
third questionin the tenth number of the Ama-
ranth depend, arcincorrect. Both solutionsare
cbviously founded upon the aesumption that
the sunis the source of heat, but the result 1
obtained remains unaffected, whether the heat
is in the whole mass of the sun, or only in the
surface ; while on the contrary, that which you
obiained is equally erroneous by either supposi-
tion. To be convinced of the truth of this, itis
only nccessary to conceive the sun to be sur-
rounded by two hollow snheres, one coinciding
with its surface, and the other at the earth’s
mean distance from it, and the heat, whether
merely in the surface or otherwise, is imma-
terial to pass through the one to the other.—
Now asthe area of the second is larger, the heat
must be spread over a greater sutface, and con-
sequently its cffect upon a given space propor-
tionally less. Hence if the concave surfaces
of these imaginary spheres, which are respec-
tively equal to two-thirds of those of thair cir-
cumscribed cylinders, be « omputed, they will
represent the ratio of the intensities of theheat
aciingupcen equal portions of them.  Assuming
the diameter of the former uuity, that of the
latter, by the question, is 212; whence therr
surfaces are 3 1416, and 141196 0704, the ratio
required ; or dividing the greater by the less,
the quoticnt is 41944, from which it fullows
that the heat aciing upon onc squarc inch, mile,
or any other unit of measure, at the former, is
diffused orver 44944 spuarc inches, miles, or
units of the same measurc at thelatter, and that
tis ¢ffect must be therefore thut mnuch less.  But
the surface of the sun coincides with the for-
mer, and an indefinitcly small portion of the
surface of the earth, under the ecliptic, may be
supposed to coincide with the latter, whence
the truth of my former solution is manifest.
The results are the same, because the surfaces
of spheres are proportional to the squarcs of
<heir diameters. It is evident from the above
that “ the effectof heatisii~rscly as the square
ofthe distance” only when the surface isat right
angles; and it may be easty shewn that it va-
ries as the co-sine of the inclination.

If these remarks fail to make you sensible
of your mistake, I shall consider it fruitless to
make any further attempt ; every one who is
competent to judge must know which is right ;
the fallacy of your reasoning had been point-
ed outto me by a young man who attends the
School of the Mechanics’ Institute, and who
is well qualified to investigate the matter, be-

fore I saw your observations in the iast 4
ranth. Tam aware the answer you have giy
is laid down in some scientific works, by
would not hesitate to say it is wrong, even i
werein Sir Isaac Newton’s Principia. 1w
this in good part and trust it will be taken
Shortly after the question appeared, at the
quest of z friend, I gave a solution of it; I
yours in Mr. Shives’ office some days sfts
wards, and left the true answer for you to
stitute instead of your own;—a circumstan
which may satisfy you that L did not wish
subseribemy name to any thing of this kin
as you, however, persisted, I had no alternati
but to show that you were wrong, or lem
others under theapprehension thatX was wroy
myself; Thave chosen the first, with what p
priety, I leave for your own candour 10 dec

I am Yours Respectfully,

February, 1842, R. MATTHEWEON.

i

Tue Nova Scorra New Montary Macy
zine— Simson §- Kirk, Halifax—32 pp. octa
The first Number of this work is now befog
us, and we hail its appearance with pleasuti
as a valuable addition to our Colonial Luten
ture. The contents of the present number an
rich and varied—the original arucles wnu
with good taste and judgment, and the select
edonesare from the choicest works of thedsy
From the cnergy and resources of the puk
lishers, we are led to believe that the * Na
Monthly” wilt become very popular. Subscry
tions received at the Circulating Library, Geg
main-street ;—price, per annum, including po:
tage, Ss. 9d.

;

Ergara-—Inthe “ Storyof Dsara, Princd
of Meath,” on the sccond column of page @
read, “ The plighted faith,” &c. instead of “Th
plighted path,” as at present it appears.
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