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CHAPTER VIIE

The short, cheerless, and dark November
days had arrived,—and found Charles still
an inmate of Mrs Mayo’s dwelling. Though
partially recovered, he was yet unable to
leave his apartment,—but Mrs. Mayo had
been assiduous in her attention,—and Charles
bad been amply supplied with the daily pa-
pers as soon as publiahed, so that from his
*loophole of retreat,” he was enabled to
“hear the stir of the great Babel, and not
feel the crowd.” The morning of the day,
to which we allude, had been occupied with
receiving visits from his most intimate
friends; the afternoon with reading &e.—
but now, as the shadows lengthened, and
“twilight came apace,” he threw down the
paper, and drawing up his arm-chair closer
to the gire, that burned brightly in the grate,
and stirring it until its genial glow and
* warmth was diffused through the apartment,
leaned back his head on the velvet cushions
of the chair,—and, reclining thus, with his
feet on a footstool, allowed fancy to roam at
will. And now Memory, from her store-
bouse, gave back, in vivid colours, a picture
of the -last time he had beheld Emily Lin-
wood., His subsequent illness and pain had
deadencd for a while his feelings,—or, -at
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least, prevented him from dwelling on the
subject as he might ‘otherwise have done,—

and on the circumstances attending the last
interview, — but _now, _with 1eturmm

health,
“O1d dreams came thronging back again,”

and that quiet evening hour seemed to:nvite
to pleasant musing. Yet still, most provo-
kingly, would intrude the tall and stately
form of the stranger who had accompanied
Emily that memorable morning,—and an-
noyed at the pertinacity with which his
thoughts, in spite of himself, dwelt on it, he
cndeavoured to change the subject,—and
had partially succeeded, when a gentle tap
at the door aroused him.

“Walk in,” was his response,—and Mrs.
Mayo entered, bearing a splendid bouquet,
and after several apparently affectionate in-
quiries respecting his health, she presented
it to him as the gift of a lo,dy

“ And pray, can you not inform me the
name of the donor?” said Charles smiling,
after examining and admiring them.

“No,” was “the reply, “ Tor I promised
to keep it a secret,—and you know it would
not do to break my promise.”

“ Of course not,—but I think you should
have been careful in making it.”

“Well, had I not done so, it is by no
means probable that you would have receiv-
ed the flowers,—for the lady in question is
one of those unassuming persons who, con-
tent to make others happy, are - careless of
any approbation except that of their con-
sciences.”




130

THE MAYFLOWER,

“She must be a phenomena indeed.—
Really, you excite my curiosity more than
ever,—and had you not promised I should
not so easily have forgiven your keeping it
asecret. However, you must be the bear-
er of my thanks to my unknown benefactor,
—and I trust sonte time to have an oppor-
tunity of expressing them in person.”

«Very well, I give yon full permission,
that is, if you can find her out.”

A ssilence of a few moments followed,
while a servant who had just entercd the
room, was occupied in lighting the lamp.
On his withdrawal, Mrs. Mayo glanced at
Charles ; his countenance wore a peculiar-
ly animated expression,—and, with woman’s
shrewdness, she half divined the cause.

« Can it be possible that he fancies the
giver is Emily Linwood ? If so he shall be
speedily undeceived.” Then entering into
conversation, she endeavoured {o ¢ amuse
him,” as she suid, by relating minutely, va-
rious little incidents that had lately ocewmired,
and which, to onc who had been, for a time,
comparatively excluded from social inter-
course, were not without interest,—and
Charles listened with somewhat of pleased
attention. At length Mrs. Mayo, in a care-
less, and apparently accidental manner, inen-
tioned Emily Linwood, though very carcful
lest he should for one mowment, imagine that
she thought him at all interested in her.—
Her manner of introducing the subject was
certainly worthy of her.

“ Really, my dear Mr. Percy,” she began.
«1 am afraid I should make you vain, if I
attempted to enumerate half the inquiries
that have been made about you. Not con-
tent merely with sending their servants, a
number of ladies have called in person,—
one, especially, has been here every day,
without an exception, since the accident ;—
but how indiscreet I am. I had forgotten
that I was not to mention it.”

% Your lady friends burden you with a
great many secrets,” said Charles laughing.
“ They must place great confidence in you.”

«-Certainly they do,—and you can bear
witness, for one, how faithfully T have ful-
filled my duty in this respect,—but, by the
‘bye, it is a wonder Miss Linwood never call-
ed, especially Lefore she left thecity. Tam
sure gratitude for your mother’s kindness,
might have prompted her, if nothiug else.”

« Left the city, did you say, Mrs, Mayot”

sa’d Charles in a tone of astonishment.—
“ Why, where has she gone to 7"

“Lo her native village, I believe.  Teall-
ed on her a few wecks previous to her de-
parture, and she informed me she was about
to give up school, and return to the resi-
dence of her aunt. I suppose you have ne-
ver seen her cousin, who was on a visit to
the city at the time to which I allude. IIe
is a very fine looking young man,—
but had nothing but his profession, which is
that of a Physician, to support him, until
very recently, when, most unexpectedly, he
was put in possession of a large fortune.
The cousins were brought up near each oth-
er, and have been attached from childhood I
understand,—and, now that the chief obsta-
cle to their marriage is remioved, it will, I
doubt not, speedily take place. But, dear
me, how quickly time has flown,” she said,
taking out her watch and glancing at it, “you
must excuse me, Mr. Percy, for Thavebeen
gossiping so long and idly, that I had nearly
forgotten a special engagement, so I must
bid you adien for the present,—and, indeed,
you need rest, for you look positively wea-
ried;” with these¢ words the lady quitted
the apartment,

Charles was again alonc,—but what a dif-
ference a few moments had wrought in his
feelings. Then, hope was predominant;
now a feeling akin to despair was rapidly
gaining ascendaney.

“How blessings brighten as they take
their flight,” is frequently the exclunation,
so true to ¢xperience, of those who are dooin-
ed with streaming eyes to watch the depar-
tove of something fondly cherished, but
which, until that memorable moment, has
never apgeared in so valuable a light,—and
thus it was with Charles. Never belore had
he discovered how strongly the image of
Lumnily Linwood was impressed on his heart,

| now that she was apparently lost to him for

ever. Ier voice, her smile, the changing
expressions of her countenance, and almost
every sentence that had fallen from her lips,”
memory was assiduous in restoring, restor-
ing but to deepen his anguish. How vainly
he determined to banish herfrom his thoughts,
how vainly resolved to forget her, He en-
deavoured to divert his mind by reading,—
but the book conveyed no instraction to hin ;
his eye mechanically wandered over the pa-
ges, byt the heart was uninterested,—and
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he could derive no benefit from their peru-
sal.  'What a close connection has the mind
with the body, and how powerfully does it
frequently act upon it, especially it the phy-
sical system has been enervated by previous
illness. A total prostration of strength, ac-
companied by high fever, was the conse-
quence of Mrs. Mayo's intelligence,—and so
rapid'y alarming was it in its subsequent
manifestations, that the physician ordered
Mcrs. Percy to be immediately sent for, and
days had elapsed, after her arrival, eve he
was aware of her presence.

CITAPTER IX,

A Deautifully sitnated cottage was the
re: i lence of Mrs, Derwent, Emily Linwood’s
aunt. It stood a little apart from the main
road, and in summer so thickly embowered
amid foliage, that a carcless traveller would
have passed it unobserved. A green latticed
porch, over which were trained the jessamine
and multiflora, opened into a small, square
hull, lighted from sbove. On each side were
apartments, not showy-looking, but substan-
tial and cheerful.  Emily’s boudoir, which
was on the ground floor, looked out on a

PMeasant meadow near the orchard, a favour-,

ite resort in childhood, when on a visit to
her aunt’s, and to which a side-door, at the
further end of her apartment, gave admit-
tance. Tt was yet early in Spring, but the
morning to which we allude was exceedingly
pleasant, for the season had béen unusually
forward, and Emily had taken advantage of
the fine weather to visit a sick person who
lived at some distance. The winter months
had glided away but slowly with her, for in
spite of herself, the past blended mournfully
with the present, and partially deprived her
of enjoyments she might have otherwise
experienced. Yet Emily was not one to
waste time in melancholy musings.  No, she
felt that ¢ Life is real, life is earnest,” and
from her daily conduct one might have
imagined she had studied the noble monition
of a true-souled Poet,—
“ Trust no future, howe'er pleasant, e
Let the dead past bury its dead,
Act, net in the living present,
Heart within and God o'erhend.
Lives of great men all remind us,
‘We can make our lives sublime,—
And, departing, lenve behind us
Footsteps oo-the eands of time.”
She well knew that no situation in life can
exempt.us from duties, duties which we owe

both 1o ourselves and to others,—and that to
make those around happy, to diffuse light
and knowledge, to call forth the smile of
cheerfulness on cave-worn countenances, and
to point the afllicted to a higher sourcz of
consolation, s not merely an obligation,
hut the delightful prerogative of the true
Christian.

But we have digressed : Edward, who was
not aware of Kmily’s absence, had repaired
to her boudoir to consult her on the trans-
planting of some flowers, but having knocked
vainly at the door for admittance, entered
the room, resolving to await her there. After
sitting for some time, and finding she did not
make her appearance, he resolved to go in
search of her, when his attention- was
attracted by a piece of music that lay on the
open piano. It was a sweet though melan-
choly strain, the lines attached to it, may be
familiar to many of our readers; for their
benefit, however, we quote them:

“ Bring me not Spring’s earlicst Aowers,

‘They vemnind me of the past,—

Lead me not to festal bowers,

Ywas with them Teat theve last;

Musie sonnds like mowrnful wailing

In the halls where once we mek,

Mirtl's gay song is unavailing,

Teach, oh tench me to forget!”
As he replaced the sheet of musie, he acci-
dentally overturned a small and curiously
carved ivory hox, that stood near it, and on
stooping down to gather up its scattered
contents, his curiosity was attracted by a
sprig of myrtle and a withered rose which
lay at his feet. ITe picked them up, and
was about replacing them in the box, half
amused at the apparent carefulness with
which those frail memorials had been preserv-
ed, when the door gently opened, and Emily
Linwond stood before him.

“ L am fairly canght in the act,” he said,
gaily tarning to her, for she had remained a
silent spectator of the scene, “and may as
well plead guilty at onee, and throw myself
on your mercy. But really, Emily, though
[ was well aware you cherished a passion for
flowers, I certainly did not give youn credit

{ for such extreme attachment to them, as

would lead you to preserve cven the wither-
ed remains. If I had known you prized
them so highly, I could have easily procured
you much finer specimens. May [ inquire
if they are not the productions of the city,
for I should say they had inhaled but little
of the pure air of the country,”hé continuéd,




182

THE MAYFLOWER.

heedless of his cousin’s evident confusion.

¢ Really, Edward,” was the reply, “I am
afraid you have mistaken your profession.
Your talent at cross-examination proves,
beyond doubt, you were intended for the
bar.”

“You would not be a very desirable wit-
ness, however, from whom to extract infor-
mation,"that is, if you were as silent on all
matters?as on this,” said Edward, laughing.
and then, thinking perhaps he had gone far
enough, changed the subject.

A day of storm had been succeeded by a
gorgeous sunset, when Xdward proposed a
walk to his cousin.

“How appropriate {o this evening are
Moore’s stanzas,” said Edward, as they stood
on the summit of a gentle hill that com-
manded a fine view of the country around.

“T have a slight recollection of them, but
would like yow to recite them.”

“With pleasure,” ‘was the reply.

“ How caln, how beautiful comes on,
‘The stilly hour when storms ave gone;
When warring winds have died away,
And clonds, beneath the glacing ray,
Melt off, and leave the luut send sea
Sleeping in bright tranquility;

Iresh as if Day again were born
Again upon the lap of Morn;

‘When the light blossoms, radely torn,
And scattered at the whirlwind’s will,
Hang floating on the pure air still,
Filling it all with precious balm

In gratitude for this sweet calm,—
And every drop the thunder-showers
Have left upon the grass vl flowers,
Sparkles, as "twere that lightning-zem,
Whose liquid flune is born of them.”

“ An equally trae and beautiful deserip-
tion, said Emily, as they proceeded on at a
slow pace, and descending the hill, they
directed their steps toward a meadow that
bordered a beautiful winding river, which
like a thread of silver, intersceted the village.
At this moment, & poor woman, evidently a
stranger, attracted Emily’s attention. With
one child in her arms, and another holding
on to her gown, she was walking slowly
along, evidently much fatigned, and her pale
coantenance bore traces of recent illness.
They paused to accost her, and the Doctor
observed,—

% You look very unable to travel, my poor
woman, where did you come from?”

“TFrom L., sir,” was the reply.

“ You surely have not performed the jour-
ney on foot 7” :

“Yes, sir, with the exception of two rides,

of a few miles each, but we walked slowly,
and took long rests, and, indeed, we would
have done very weil had I not taken asevere
cold, and become very ill, so that we were
obliged to remain a week in alodging-house,
where I was robbed of my little money,
and obliged to beg the remainder of the
Journey.”

The tears rolled down the woman’s face,
as she related her sad story, which the litile
girly perceiving, began also, silently, to
weep.

“ But where are you going now ?”

“To 0., a town twenty miles distant,
where I have friends, and I wantedto get on
as fast as possible.”

“ But you are unable to go farther to-
night,” said Emily. ¢ Return with us,
and we will procure you acconumodation,
and some better mode of travelling on the
morrow.” .

“ Thank you, thank yon, young lady,”
said the woman, in a tone of heart-felt grati-
tude, as she lifted her dim, yet soft and
expressive eyes to the countenance of the
speaker. ¢ My feet are blistered with walk-
ing, and I should much like to rest.”

Lmily, accompanicd by Idward, led the
way to her dwelling, followed by the woman
and ler childven, who, after partaking of a
bountiful repast, related, at Emily’s request,
her sad history.

“ My father,” she commenced, “was a
small farmer in O., my native town, He
had a large family, but we managed to live
pretty comforlably, for as we grew up we
each contributed to our own support, so that
the Ditterness of struggling poverty was
unknown. At eighteen I married a journey-
man carpenter, and removed with him to L.,
where he had higher wages, and more con-
stant labour. He was a very steady and
honest man, and was much respected by his
cmployer, and, for several years, we lived
very happily, but, unfortunately, the master
died, and the business fell into the hands of
his nephew, who owned alarge establishment
already, and as times were dull he reduced
the business, and dismissed the-workmen, so
that we were again tarned adrift on the world.
My busband tried hard to obtain more work,
but, as I before said, times were very dull,
and it was only occasionally that he even
procured one or two days’ labour, and, dis-
heartened and almost despairing, Lie became
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very ill. T did what T conld, but that was
little, to help to support the family, and the
furniture we bad managed to collect, went
piece by picce to pay the reat, for the owner
of the dwelling, though a Iady, was very
hard with us; the very day the rent was
due it must be paid or we Dbe. liable to be
turned out of doors.”

“But, perhaps, she was unacquainted with
your circumsiances,” said Edward.

« Ah, no, for I called on her to beg a little
longer time, and explained every thing, but
was refused. She said, she was always
punctoal in matters of business herself, and
expected others to be so. It was her rule
never to allow her ienants to overstep the
day, and she wonld make no exceptions,so I
had to return as I went, for Mrs. Mayo was
inexorable.”

“ Mrz. Mayo,” interrupted Edward, in a
tone of astonishment. « Canitbe the woman
that cailed on you that evening, Imily ?”
“ Where did she live ?” he asked, torning to
the womaun.

“In street, No. 26,” was the reply.

“It is indeed the very same,” saii Fanily.
“ (o on with your story, my poor woman.”

“ I fear I shall wewry you; however, we
struggled on in this manner for some months,
but when times grew better, and my husband
might have obtained work, he was too weak
to do it. He wasted slowly away in consump-
tion, and six weeks ago to-day, he died.”
The woman was silent for a few moments,
and then continued. “I made up my mind
then, to return to my native town, if I could
only obtain sufficient means, for though my
parents were dead I should, at least, be
among friends and neighbonrs, which would
be better than living among strangers. I
intended to remain in L. for a time, and, by
taking in washing, hoped to gain a little
money, so that we should be able to return
to O. in the summer, but when the next rent
day came round, for we hired the place by

the month, Mrs. Mayo sent word that I

should have to find some other lodging, for
she had obtained a better tenant. In the
midst of my labour I received this notice,
for I remember well siiting down and weep-
ing bitterly. I looked at my children, and
wondered what I should do, where should I
go to? I had no friends, at least none to
whom I could apply for help, for they were
all poor like myself. I again resolved to go

to Mrs. Mayo.  She was a widow, and this
circumstance, I thought, might have some
weight, for she would be better able to sym-
pathise with one similarly situated, but all
the indulgence I obtained was permission to
remain three days longer, so that I could
look out for o new abode. I could not for-
bear weeping as I returned home, for my
heart was heavy. Like the Patriarch Iwas
ready to exclaim, “All these things are
azainst me” T tried to stop the tears, for I
did not wish to he observed, but they seemed
but to flow the faster, when I was accosted
by a very pale but handsome young gentle
man, who was slowly walking along. Ilis
kind inquiries drew from me a recital of my
history, and when I mentioned Mrs. Mayo’s
name he seemed as astonished as you did,
sic.  Ie asked me n good many (uestions
respecting her, and then, paiting inlo 1y
hand five gold pieces, said,—

« My good woman, Iadvise you to lose
no time in returning to your friends,
if you think yew can do better among
them. Ilerc is a little money to sup-
port you on your journcy, and keep
you till you can obtain employment. I
am going away early to-morrow morning,
to a sca-port, for the benefit of y health, or
I might be able to do something for you, but
should you ever retuvn, or be in need of
assistance, liere is my address, apply to me,
and I will give you what help I can”  The
woman, as she said this, untied her bundle,
and taking from it a card, which had been
carefully preserved, handed it to the Doctor,
observing that she “could not read, but would
like to know the name of her benefactor.”

Edward glanced first at the card, and then
at Emily, and after a moment’s hesitation
read aloud,—

“ Charles Pevey.”

The warm bload suffused Emily’s cheek,
her eyes filled with tears, and she turned
aside her head to conceal lier emotion, while
the woman, without observing it, continued,
«1 trust that I shall have some future oppor-
tanity of thanking the gentleman, for he
sanished so quickly from my sight that T had
not time, and, indeed, my heart was so full
from astonishinent and gratitude, that I could
not utter a word.” .

“But, then, if the gentleman gave you
means, how did you come to be so des-
titute.”
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“ Ah, sir, I am coming to that part of the
story now. A neighbour’s wagon was going
a few miles, and he kindly offered to take us
in it, but we had only gone ashort distance,
when-a heavy storm came on, and exposure
to it gave me a scvere cold, so that when I
arrived at  lodging-house I could scarcely
hold up my head. For a week I was forced
to remain there, but one morning, after I had
somewhat recovered, I awoke and to my
dismay missed my mouney. I had, as I
thought, carefully secreted it,but it was gone.
T made inquiries of the people who lived in
the place, but they laughed at me, pretending
not to believe my assertion that I had any
money, and when I grew more urgent they
threatened if I did not go, to send for a
constable, as I had no money to pay my
lodgings., With a sadder heart than ever I
pursued my journey, and with oge or two
rides from some persons whom we met, and
by begging eold victuals as ‘we passed along,
we arrived here”

“ You are not strong cnough,” suid Emily,
as the woman finished her story, “to travel
to-morrow, Remain with us until you are
recraited.”

The woman, with tears in her eycs, gave
expression to her gratitude, and continuei,
with Mrs. Derwent until her health was
fully restored, when a comfortable wagon
was procurcd to convey hersclf and children
to O.

(To be continued.) . iwvsi
BRVA

'1%Sltuﬁuut Temariey,

The memory of the past is pleasant to us
or otherwise, according as we were sineere
or true-hearted, when we received the im-
pressions which it now renews within us.—
No wmatter whether the events of past expe-
rience were pleasant or disagreeable, if the
goul that realized them was truthful and sin-
cere, then does the bright become more beau-
tiful and the shades of experience lose their
asperity as they recede into the past. Like
evening clouds, they sometimes glow with a
more beautiful sunset radiance, and enrich
our preaent life with the brightest visions
reflected from the past.

Neither can remembered joys become to
u3 a source of pain, if we are still sincere.
It may be otherwise when we ourselves are

false. Then it is possible we may realize
the words of the poet :—* There is no great-
er pain than to remember bappy hours in
moments of suffering.”

If the impressions of a paiuful experience
have been received by a soul debased and
unworthy of its high destiny, there is a poi-
soned current sent forth to flow onward, ever
imparting a baleful influence to that soul
until haply it shall have arisen beyond that
influence by the native good yet remaining
within it.

Then, if-thor wouldst carry with thee
pleasant memories through life, be truthful,
Look forward to the darker hours, when the
shadows of age cast a gloom over the things
of time, and be animated with renewed ener-
gy to fill the present with bright and virtu-
ous actions—with the impress of a truthful
and heroic soul, so that a full tide of bright
and glorious memovies may bear down upon
that darker age, and illamine the fading em-
bers of life with a brilliant halo.

T,

ITow bright and beautiful is love in its
hour of purity and innocence—how myste-
riously does it etherialize every fecling, and
concentrate every wild and bewildering im-
pulse of the heart. Love, holy and myste-
rious love—it is the garland spring of life,
the dream of the heart, the impassioned po-
etry of nature, its song is heard in the rude
and unvisited solitude of the fair forest, and
thronged haunts of busy life ; it embellishes
with its flames the unpretending cot of the
peasant, and thc gorgeous palace of the mo-
narch, flashes its holy gleam of light upon
the measured track of the lonely wanderer,
novers about the imperiied bark of the storm-
beaten mariner, and imparts additional splen-
dour t6 the beacon that burns “on the far
distant shore.”

Love is the mystic and unseen spell that
harmonizes and “soothes, unbidden,” the
wild and rugged tendencies of human na-
ture, that lingers about the sanctity of the
domestic hearth, the worshipped deity of the
penetralia, and unites in firmer union the
affections of social and religious society, ga-
thers verdant freshuess around the gnarded
eradle of helpless infancy, and stéals its
moonlight darkness upon the yielding heart
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of despairing age—it hushes into reposing
calmness the chafed and unvelenting spirit
of sorrow, and bears it from the existing
anticipated evils of life, to its own bright
and sheltering bower of repose—transforms
into a generous devotion the exacting desires
of vulgar interest and sordid avarice, and
melts into a tearful compassion the ice of
insensibility.

The image which holy and undecayed
love lus once portraitured on the deep
shrine of the heart, will not vanish like lin-
caments which childhood’s finger in idle mo-
ments may trace upon the sand—it will hurn
out undefaced in its lustre, amid the quick
rush of the winds and the warring of the
tempest cloud—and when the wavering
“star of our fate seems declining,” the bow-
ed and bewildering spirit, like the trembling
dove of the patriarch, will meet its home
and its refuge in that hallowed fane, where
love presides as high pricstess of its sanctu-
ary, and consecrates to unbending truth the
offered vows of her votaries.

Aninhility.

What a world of pleasure might this fair
earth be, if all its inhabitants, from the mo-
narch to the peasant, were biessed with that
blessed and most God-like virtue, amiability.
True, the primeval corse would be on our
race, thorns and thistles would still spring
up, by the sweat of their brow men would
have to earn their bread, but amid the toil
and wearisomeness of this pilgrimage, flow-
ers would spring up and spread around his
path ; nature weould put on a different garb,
what appears now dark and threatening,
would smile with the light from God’s own
throne. The little errings which we in our
present nature cannot possibly avoid, wounld
be overlooked or forgotten; the Larsh word
no longer sounds harshly upon the ear,
the cold averted look would assume the
smile of generosity and affection, the dis-
trustful glance would be thrown aside and
the confidence of brothers would be found
instead. We should not murmur at fate,
but acknowledge all the dispensations of
Heaven with a cheerful heart. Love would
spring up where hatred and malice pow
breathe their feetid breath. Euvy, the tyrant

of the heart, would give place to joy at ano-.

ther’s success, the faults of our fellow beings
would be judged not with uncharitable and
unjust reasoning, but with merey and for-
giveness, We should in short behold our-
selves “ as others sce us,” and many =«
wretch who has plunged into the gulf of
endless and irretrievable perdition, would
have been now shining in the © Mausions of
the Blessed.”

THE
Bright o of ey,

BY FRANCES DROWN.

The bright hours of mem’cy !—oh, who can Jook back,
Retvacing his path lhrot:gll the desert of yenrs,

Nor find 1 the waters of that long-trodden track,

Some fair isle of verdure whose dew i not tears:

Sowe spot to whose greeiness hig steps wonld return,

In epite of the thorn and the deserts between,

Could they bear buck the spirit that once they had borne,
Or find it the region that once it has been ?

‘The lights of the past may be feeble and fow,

And seen through the mist when Jife’s moruing veas gray,
And pleasures and hopes which they brought to our view
Like the mists of that morn may huve wmelled away.

Lsut. still their bright track, which remaing in the soul,
No shadows ean cover, no tears enn efface

Avound it Hie's hitlows and tempests mny roll,

But they Jeave it still cleur for the pilgrim to trace.

I'erchance 'twas an hour whew the trivmph of youth
Arose o'er its labours, aud honours achieved,—
Perchnnce when the vows ot altection nnd {ruth

Were fervently nttered and fondly believed §

O~ far in the distatce of childhoed it Jies

Where dim as the ¢toud-covered monntaing, have grown
The scenes that suvround it, but stitl in our cyey

It seems Jike one spot where n sunbenm hath shone.

‘The Lright hours of mein’ry—how oft in our dreamns
They bring us the glory of long summer days,

‘The joy of the spring-time’s first blossom and beams,
Aund the laughter that rang by the winter hearth’s blaze!
And, oh! there are hearts, though by fate Jong estranged,
And eyes thut can lighten our journcy no more,

That come in those visions, still trie and unciianged,
With the light, and the love, and the gludness of yore !

Bright, bright, shines the beacon of hope from afar,—
And strong 3s the faith of our yonth to pursue

The path of'its promise, till dim grows tae star,

And faint grow our steps in the wilderness toe:

But ne'er of her treasures can Mem'ry be reft,

And dark must the days of his pilgrimage be,

Who finds not one hour, in his retvospect left,

Like a full ark of joy on the desolate sea !

Happiness and sorrow are the measures
of our'mortal life. We willingly record the
moments of gladness, and sorrow’s hours
make their own impress.

If the spring put forth no blossoms, in
summer there will be no beauty, and in au-
turon no fruit.  So, if youth be trifled away
without improvement, riper years will b
contemptible, and old age miserable. -
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Fur the Magflower.
S Biit to the Fndion Cnmy.

A few weeks since, 1 hastened to {ulill a
wish that 1 had earnestly enterfained, by
visiting two families of Ludians who liad just
retarned to their aunual haunt in my neigh-
bourhood.

Before the freshness of the morning had
passed away, I reached one of those Tov ely
spots which the Indiaus so well know how to
choose. Neav their camps, & narrow river
quictly glided along, while in the rear arose

Mujostic woods o clear and vigorous green,
Stage nbove stage, high w aving o'er the hills,
1n dmp imuensiey of shade.

Well has it been admitted by those who
have travelled ia sunnier climes, that many
beautiful patts of our Province favourably
contrast even with those bright lands where
flourish the lovely citron groves—and beau-
titul orange bow (,lo——fl‘ld where cvery pros-
peet plva&.e:.

But my object was less to admire the
beaunties which Nature so lavishly sprewd
around, and to thank God for them, than to
Jead my Indian neighbours to solemn
thoughts of IIim, and huml»ly to guide their
minds to that Blessed One wio came to save
alike the roving Indian, and the dwellers in
the cities and the plains, I talked to them
about Him—the crucificd—they having first
placed beneath the boughs of the” forest, a
piece of timber for us to kneel on.  The In-
dians then, with uncovered heads and
thoughtful brows, kuelt around, with their
children beside them,—and we prayed ear-
nestly to God, to reveal his Spirit within us,
and to draw us from the love of self and sin.

In that leafy temple, we prayed for every
fellow being, of every country, creed and
colour, and never have I witnessed more
intense interest than was depicted on the
countenance of the father and hismeek eyed
squaw. “Thank ye—thank ye—priest’—
she said, with great energy, the moment she
had risen from her knees—and “ thank you,
sir”—~were the sounds which mstmtly rose
from all their lips. As I was emerging on
horseback from the edge of the forest, into
the open sunshine of the summer day, Ifelt
deeply thankful for this opportunity of inte-
resting ih one common salvation, these
dwellers in the Indian camp. = I felt asfeels

the hasbandman, who having thrown his

seed broadeast over his fields, humbly com-

mitted the result to the God of the Forest.
Reader—will you not, as opportunity may

offer, go and do likewise among the swarthy

Indians, in their humble camps?
August, 1351.

<.,
Stpaee

Corxers have always been popular. The
chimney-corner, for instance, is endeared to
the heart from the earliest to the latest hour
of existence. The corner-cupboard ! what
stores of sweet things has it contained for us
in our youth—with what luxuries our shelves
have groaned in manhood! A snug corner in
a willl who ever och.cted to such a thing ?
A corner in a woman’s heart! Ouce (ret.
there, and you may soon command the entire
domain. A corner in the Temple of Fame !
arrive at that, and you become inumortal.

Tnsects generally must lead a truly jovial
lite. Think what it must be to lodge in a
lily. Imagine a palace of ivory and peayl,
with pillars of silver and capitals of gold, all
exhaling such 2 perfume as never arose
from a human censer. TFancy again, the
fun of tucking themselves up for the night
in the folds of a rose, rocked to sleep by the
genile sighs of the summer air,inothing to
do when they awake but to wash themselves
in a dew-drop, and fall to and cat their bed-
clothes.

Adversity overcome, is the brightest glory,
and willing'y undergone, the greatest virtue.
Sufferings are but the trial of valiant spirits.

Friendship hath the skill and observation
of the best physician, the diligence and vigi-
lance of the best nurse, and the tenderness
and patience of the best mother.

If we scrutinize the lives of men of genius,
we shall find that activity and persistance
are their leading peculiavities. Obstacles
cannot mtlrmdate, nor labour weary, nor
drudgery disgust them.

Never give way to passion, if thou would’st
be happy.

Be wise; for in gaining wisdom you also
gain an eminence from which no shaft of
jealousy and malice can harm you.

More pleasing than the dew-drops that
sparkle upon roses, are the tears that plty
gathers upon the cheek of beauty.
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ATHALE FOR EMIGRARTS.

BY GEORGINA C€. MUNRO. * °

“What do you think I havebeen doing?”
said Robert Anderson to his brother colo-
nist, Mk Reid, as they sat together before
the latter’s house, towards the close of a sul-
try December day in South Africa.

“ You've bought a new waggon I”” exclaim-
ed Reid, whose heart was filled with the
desire of adding another-to his own posses-
sions.

% No—I"ve been making my will.”

“Making your will,” echoed Reid. “Ila-
ha=hu! you ave really growing a rich man,
Anderson ; I wish you joy. When is the
fawily vault going to be built, and your coat
of arms engraved ?”

“Not for a long while yet.” replied pru-
dent Robert, shaking his head and laughing.
“But it is every man’s duty who has.any-
thing to leave ; and I'd advise you to see
about your own will—no one knows what
may happen to him.”

«Well, and suppose I should happen to
dic some of these days,” says Reid, “ my
wife and the young ones would never quar-
rel about the little Ileft behinde They'd
all stick together, and I bope do as well as
if I lived to work for them.”

«Qf course you know your own busincss
best,” observed Anderson. “ Butit’'s what
one should do anywhere; and they do say
that there’s something in this country makes
it the first thing proper to be seen about.”

"¢« Papa, papa! sce what a beautiful bird
William has brought me ! cried a bright
eyed little girl of six, Reid’s youngest, dart-
ing out of the house with an emerald and
ruby plumaged sugar-bird struggling be-
tween her tiny hands,

« Ah, indeed, what n pretty thing!” re-
plied the father, lifting the child on his knee.
«Take earve you don’t hurt it, my dear.—
See, we'll tie a bit of twine round the bird’s
leg, and then Annie can keep it quite safe,
without harming it” And so, entering
heart and hand into the little one’s pleasures,
the fond parent forgot.to inquire into what
might decply affect Lis children’s interests.
Then, in a few minutes more, his wife and
Mrs. Anderson came out {o sitin the length-
) 18

ening shadow, and there was no after oppor-
tunity for resuming the conversation.

Meanwhile, in o shady kloof, or ravine,
cutting decp into the hill which towered
above Reid’s dwelling, two young hearis
were dreaming away the sultry hours in vi-
sions of future happiness. How bright were
the seenes they pictured! bright, not with
the light of gold or gems; not glittering
with splendour, nor Dbrilliant with riches,
rank, or fame. It was their own affection
which cast that sunny glow around the com-
ing years; and a humble cotiage home, and
a life of industry and devotion to each other’s
happiness, formed their ideal of felicity.—
And they had good reason to so look for-
ward. Ior the parents of both were well
inclined to their marriage, and there frown-
ed no barrier between them.

How pleasant it was (o wander amid the
loxuriant vegetation of the kloof, plucking
the gay blossoms which hung high on the
tree-boughs, or clustering round their feet,
truly wreathed their path in flowers, How
sweet, when wearied of their light Inbour, to
sit upon the grassy bank, and, while the
refreshing breeze stole gently through the
jasmine and myrile leaves around them, look
on the tall hills stretching afar in the cloud-
less sunlight, and dream that the brightness
of that clime was cast also on their lot.”

“What a happy day has this been,” said
Iidward Reid ; “if but every one resembled
it_”

“We should be very uselul people, should
not we?” asked Grace Anderson, with a
merry laugh.  “And, hark! there’s your
sister Mary calling us,—this day jis over
now, so far as our truant rambles are con-
cerned,” added the light hearted gir), spring-
ing to her feet.

The youth followed her with a sigh, loth
to end that grand bright holiday. But clouds
pass quickly from happy and hopeful spitits,
and his voice was soon the gayest among
those who gathéred round the tea-table on
the smooth grass before the dwelling, to en- -
joy at once the coolness of the sunset atmos-
pheve, and Mrs, Reid’s delicious cakes.—
Langhter, and jest, and ;merriment went
round, and the general happiness of the two
families appeared—and in most cases’ truly
—-as & spontaneous outpouring of grateful
hearts to him who had surrounded them
wilh so many blessings. And then came
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inspanning the Andersons’ wagon, and then
farewells, by some breathed most reluctant-
ly; for, in those latitudes, daylight lingers
but a short time after the sunsct, and pru-
dent Robert, as he was ofien called in jest,
was anxious to pass the roughest portion of
the homeward road ere he should be left to
pursue it heneath the doubtful star-heams,
On the following morning, as Reid watch-
ed his cattle pass out to pasture under charge
of his second son, and his sheep wander
away, tended by the third, it oceurred to
him, as to many another man, to consider
and compare the past, the present, and the
future. A life of labour and hard strug-
gling with the world had been his ini his na-
tive land ; and when his wife’s father died,
and left them three or four hundred pounds,
they had come to the conclusion that, with
a fumily of boys growing up, the wisest
thing they could do was to cmigrate lo a
eountry where this sum, seconded by their
own exertions, would place them all in
comfort. They had accordingly bought in
Eagland—knowing thein to be cheaper at
home—all articles of house-keeping, and
farm apparatug, which were advisable and
within their means, caring not that, when
arrived on the small farm they had parcha-
sed in the eastern provinee of the Cape Co-
lony, their money was ncarly expended.—
For all this property was but capital with
which they were to trade (o increase it
They had required no hired labourers, for
as yet their own family was sufficient for
all: and now when two yecars mnearly lad
‘passed, Reid beheld himself with a comfort-

able house, a wagon, and a couple of span of

oxen, which, with other cattle, and two or
three fields already under cultivation, form-
ed the nucleus of future prosperity, and with
their frugality and industry, what bright
prospects were there not to cheer them on.
As these pleasant feelings swelled within
Reid’s heart, while conlrasting the past and
the future, there came into his mind the re-
collection of what Anderson had said the
evening before about the propriety of mak-
ing a will. The knowledge that his family
were aware of his wishes respecting the dis-
-position of his property, and would deal ho-
nestly and kindly by each other if he were
‘gone, had hitherto precluded all anxicty on
.this point; but, as his neighbour’s words re-
.curred to' him, Reid wondered whether there

might not be something in them, after all.
Iic would at least inquire. Not to day,
however, for he had to finish hedging in the
picee of ground he was adding to his gar-
den—nor to morrow ; for he had promised
his wife to fix shelves in her daivy, and could
not disappoint her.  But some day soon he
would ride over to Anderson’s and hear all
about it.  So resolved Mk Reid, in that
fearlessness of health and strength which
made him

* ——TLook on death as lightning, always fer

O, or in heaven.”

But the close of the third day belield him
laid on the couch of sickness, stricken even
unto death ; and with the next sun his spi-
rit passed away.

As the newly-widowed woman wept in
anguish beneath the sudden blow, surround-
ed by the children it had made fatherless,
she Lield it as a coarse intrusion on the sa-
credness of their grief when the veldt cor-
net,¥ who was but little known to her, de-
manded if her late husband had left a will.
She replied that he had net; and relapsed
into the indulgence of her heartfelt sorrow,
from which she was only avoused by the jn-
timation that strangers were preparing to
take entire possession of the property.of her-
sclf and children, and placing official seals
on everything in the name of the Orphan
Chamber, for the purpose of equitable divi-
sion. It was in vain she declared her in-
tention of administering to the estate, and
carrying out the known wishes of the de-
ceased in every respect—in vain Edward’s
desire to have the direction and division of
the property confided to his mother was
echoed by all her other children.  They had
no voice in the matier—the law must be
obeyed, and on this point it was peremptory.
From the richest to the poorcst it equally
affects the families of all who die intestate.
The Orphan Chamber—instituted for the
protectioa of the rights of all children, and
the guardianship of minors—seizes at once
upon the effects, disposing of everything ac-
cording to its unalterable rules, without,
when any of the heirs are under age, paying
the slightest regard to the wishes or feelings
of the bereaved, taking it for granted that
any person who did not desire such inevita-

* l’cldt-an'nct—-Field-Cornet, a civil functionary,
fulilling, in rural districts, the multifarious duties of
coroner, nssessor, registrar, &e., &e. -

L4
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ble interference with his concerns an'l ar-
rangement of his vroperty would himself
dispose of it by will.

When the heart is filled with mourning
for a beloved one, other misfortunes, howe-
ver heavy, often pass by almost unlelt; but
there arc some whose very nature is to ag-
gravate sorrow ; and the abrupt announce-
ment of utler ruin could have heen boene
with greater composure by the Reids than
the irritating prying and spying, and autho-
rity of that Chamber, which cven those to
guard whose interests it was designed re-
garded as an offensive, not as n protecting
power.  And yet they did not suffer as much
temporary annoyance as some have suffered
in like circumstances ; for: they were per-
mitted to vetain in.their own possession such
articles of eclothing as were requisite for
their comfort, which have in some cases
heen vefused. ‘Then, as time wenton, there
came nnother shock, in the tidings that eve-
rything was to be sold off, since a just divi-
sion would otherwize be impraciicable—
Iiven the farm was to be brought to the
hammer, as it was estimated at considerably
more than half the total value of Reid’s pro-
perty, or the widow might perhaps have
Leen allowed to refain it at a valuation, the
share allotted to hew by law heing~—as she
had six children—one half of the entire pro-
perty, and one seventh of the remaining
half.  Vainly did the widow and her eldest
son, who was bw twenty, exclaim against
the immense sacrifice this would occasion,
they might as well have essayed to stop &
Toeomotive at full speed.

The day of sale at length arrived; and
with bitter feelings the sorrowing family
witnessed their possessions brought forth, to
be scattered abroad by the whirlwind of a
pablic auction. Nothing was spared; the
most grasping ereditor could not have been
more rigid than were, in the conscientious
performance of their duty, these agents of a
kindly-intentioned Jaw. ~And, alive only to
the evils it brought on them, it is no wonder
that the sufferers could not recognise the
broad basis of equity on which it was estab-
lished, nor do justice to the true motive of
rules framed so strictly for the prevention
of fraud towards the weak and helpless.

The fortune of sales by auction is quile a
lottery ; and the Reids that day drew a
blank. The assemblage was small, and con-

sisted of persons either having little need of
the things offered, or little money to spare
in purchasing. So that, with the exception
ot the wagon and oxen, which possessed &
sort of intrinsic value, everything went as
low as is frequent at forced sales. Even
the faem, with all its improvements, sold for
one third less than Reid had paid for it—
"Chere were a good many “ bargains” bought
that day 5 but the vofortunate family knew
that all their once brilliant prospects had
now passed away.

“T sn very sorry to sce the turn matters
have taken,” said Anderson, as he mounted
his horse towards the conclusion of the sale.
«Tell your mother, Idward, that my good
woman sent her half @ dozen kind 1essa-
ges, only I would’t wish to see her at such
a thine as this.”

When people speak thus conecerning a
change in one’s worldly circumstances, the
trath of their friendship way well be doubt-
ed. BEdward was too mexpericnced lo draw
such an inference, but he felt o chill come
over the heart that had been sorely tried
{hat day, and his voice trembled as be in-
quired, alinost timidly—“ And Grace; hiow
is she ¢

“Why, she’s well,” replied the farmer,
settling his hroad-brimmed hat with a reso-
Inte air.  “To say the truth—only for her,
T'd ask you all to come over and stay at our
place until you conld look alittle about you.

ut I must speak out plainly, young man;
all the nonsense that’s been going on betweern
Grace and you must be done with altogether.
Tt was o different thing while your father
lived, and you had a prospeet of having a
house and a few eattle to yourself on a cor-
ner of the farm, in a year or or two; but
there’s an end to all that now, and I must
do my duty as a futher. And so, you sce,
it will be best for all parties that you keep
away for the present.”

ITarsh and unfeeling as would have been
those words at any time, they were most
cruelly insulting at that moment; and, as
the youth replied, proudly and bitterly,
“You may be sure T will not trouble you
with an unwelcome visitor,” he felt that mis-
fortune has many a sting we dream not of
until it pierces.

“T'm glad to hear it—good bye,” said An-
derson, as- he rode off to his own happy and.
prosperous home.
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LEdward returned to the house, and enter-
ed the room where his mother sat, clasping
the hands of her weeping children in her
own, and listening to the sounds without,
which told too truly the progress of the
sale. e looked on her pale and tearful
face, and {elt that it would then be the ex-
treme of sclfishness to allow his mind to
dwell on his individual sorrow, when his
first duty was to do his best to support and
to console his mother and the helpless ones
around her.  In an hour the sale was end-
ed; and the Reids left the dwelling which
was theirs no longer, and took up their abode
for the time in a litle cottage m Bathurst,
too fully awarc of the extent of their misfor-
tunes to sufter disappointment on the subse-
«quent statement of their affairs.  Yei even
in this there was delay, and the money ad-
vanced from time to time to Mrs. Reid for
the subsistence of herself and fumily in the
meanwhile, oceasioned considerable expen-
diture of the proceeds of the sale. At
length it came, and, as they hald expeeted,
when the expenses of every kind had been
dedueted, the fotal amount had shrunk to
little move than a lndred pounds, making
cach child’s share—of one fouricenth part—
asum little needing the already exceuted
formality of appointing trustees.

And this was the result of the sale and
scattering of property which, lefl in itz ori-
ginal form, was fully capable of maintaining
them all in comfort, and, as yoars went on,
would, from time lo time, have furnished
ample means of cstablishing the younger
members of the family advantazeonsly in
life.  Could Reid but have foreseen the evil
that would be wronght to these mast dear to
him by what was first bis ignovance, then
his negleet, he would have known no vest
uatil the will was excenfed which shonld
preserve to them in peace and scenvity the
fruits of his industry and good fortune,

Good to some often springs fram ill fo
others; and the melancholy example of the
Reids nad the effect of inducing cvery snt-
tler in the neighbonrhood, who had not al-
ready made his will, tolose no time in guard-
ing his family against similac consequences
of his deccase. DMecanwhile, the Reids in
their fallen circumstances were considering
how best to employ the little lelt to them;
and, with the consent of the trustees, who
gave her ap her childran’s money for the

purpose, the widow repurchased their own
wagon and two span of oxen from the neigh-
bour, who kindly gave them back at the
same price he paid for them.  'With Edward
for driver, and the youngest boy, William,
for leader, the wagon was to form their
chiel dependence, by plying with loads be-
tween Gralian’s ‘Town and Port Elizabeth ;
and the second son was taken to assist in the
store with which they had dealt in the first-
named town, where Mrs. Reid herself tried
her fortune with a humblo shop.

It is o hard life, that of driving a wagon
“on the road " under the wagon, or beneath
a bush, is the best resting-place they must
knos, in the wildest woather; and the nar-
row limits of the wagon-box the space into
which all their appliances of comfort must
bo contracted. But the young Reids cared
little for such hardships ; they were working
for those who loved them well, and that feel-
ing would smooth the roughest pillow. Yet
this mode of life was not the best caleulated
to win Isdward from his regrets for bygone
hopes.  The hours and days which he would
spend with William as sole companion, and
the past the most fertile subject of conver-
sation ov reflection, tended but to encourage
saddening thoughts, and to deepen his love
for Grace, even while he believed she had
forgotten him.

Two years lad passed away; and the
morning sun shone down gaily into a broad
valley, along which wound a line of vivid
green, miarking the conrse of a little stream
of pure sweet water.  The white tent of a
wazon was gleaming forth beside a group of
myrtles, w:l some seven yoke of powerful
black oxeun were grazing near, while a thin
thread of smoke curled above the trees, and
the merry voices of Hottentots rose on the
hushed and moveless air. Now another
wagon might be scen amid the treos, as it
deseended the neavest hill, drawn only by
the usual number of twelve oxen, but they
were fine animals and in good condition, as
those which were ever kindly treated, and
under & master’s eye. It then proceeded
ap the valley, but not so far as the first wa-
gon, for, pereeiving that others were on the
ground before them, the new comers halted
at a distance, and, unyoking their oxen from
the heavily-laden vehicle, set them free, to
seck food and rest for the next few hours.
The Reids—for it was they—then sat down
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to their humble meal of sun-dried meat, the
usual fave of wagoners, and after awhile the
younger fell asleep in the cool shade of the
mimosas, for they had been travelling sinee
early dawn. But Jdwawd slept not: there
were feelings busy at his heart which war-
red against repose. At length he observed
that the oxen were straying out of sight with
a-quickness that threatened desertion, and
resolved to turn them back. He had to pass
the strange wagon, and a glance told him
that it was fitted up in the most comfortable
manner for travelling ; the Hottentots also,
who still sat chattering by the fire, were well
dressed, and, to all appearance, servitors of
some person well to do in the world. Ed-
ward saw all this without thinking of it:
then, in ronnding a clump of trees, he came
suddenly upon the retreat of the travellors
themselves. There was Kafir matting
spread on the ground, and hung on the
beanches to deepen the shade, and hampers
stood by, and baskets of grapes, and figs,
and apricots lny on the mats.  On the fur-
ther side sat a female in a widow’s dvess,
which did not, however, prevent his recog-
nizing her; and he was passing rapidly,
when she looked up, with a start which at-
tractod the attention of a person opposite.

“ Edward !” exelaimed a geantle voice, as
he was still hurrying on; and he turned to
meet Grace Anderson’s kind smile and out-
stretehed hand.

“Why would you run away from us?’
asked the mothor, as she also grected him
most cordially.

I know not—circumstances have changed,
and you might not now be glad to see me,”
said BEdward, in great agitation.

“ As glad as ever,” murmured Grace, ina
low sweet tone, which went (o his heart.

“ Circumstances may change, but they
cannot alter us,” replied Mrs. Anderson;
“we arc in all respects the same as yon found
us in fermer days.”

“May I bolieve it?” excliimed Edward,
tarning to Grace; and, carried away by
the delightful intoxication of such unlook-
ed-for happiness, he held ont his hand.—

Grace placed ler own in it frankly as of | P

old ; and cach felt that in that simple act a
solemn piedge was given and received.
Mrs. Anderson had been some months a
widow, so much Edward Reid already knew ;
but now he beheld the advantages of Ander-

son’s testamentary arrangements, in the air
of prosperity spread around his old friends.
Their circumstances had not been very dis-
similar at the period of his father’s death,
and under the careful management of him-
self, their own furm, might, in all probabili-
ty, have advanced to the same flourishing
condition at which the Anderson’s must have
arrived.  Dat, instead of all their prosperi-
ty vanishing away like a dream, the latter
had suffered no vexation or injurious inter-
terence with their concerns.  Anderson had
himself determined how the - affaivs of his
family should be condueted, and his proper-
ty apportioned among his children, who
were as many as Reid’s and yet younger ;
and all the law required was rigid perform-
ance of his Dehests, And so their farm
might continue to improve in valie every
year, a3 though the eyes which were now
closed for ever still watched its progress.
Poverty and hardship, and worldly cave,
would not depress the spirits or cloud the
brows of those with whom he now con-
versed.  What a contrast to his own family
—fallen in fortunes, and struggling with ad-
versity !

That thought seemed to recall him from
a blisstul vision to cold and stern reality.
“ I had forgot,” said lie, with sudden saduess,
“ that %1l was not as once it was. I am too
poor to hope—to dream as I am doing I”

“Why s0?” inquired Mrs. Anderson.
“Tler father did not leave Grace portion-
less, and there is nonc to whom I would as
soon she carried her little fortune, than one
whom I have known and liked so long.—
She has some cattle and sheep, and there is
plenty of room for them to graze ; and then
our own people could build np a house
which might very well serve you for a year
or two ; 50 that altogether, many have begun
the world with less, and with worse pros-
pects.”

“ Tow have I deserved such kindness !”.
exclaimed Edward—I who have nothing of
my own to offer! But I dare not think of
the life you picture—my mother requir?s
my cxertions, and I cannot leave her in
overty.”

“ Nor shall you,” said Grace, earnestly ;
“her home sball be ours.”

“ Of course,” said Mrs. Anderson: what
is the difference of one or two on a farm?
She will assist and advise yon; and Wil-
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liam, too, you will have plenty of neced of
him a.nd of the wagon. And a few more
stones, for whose 10% the land will be all the
better, will make thie house luge cnough
for youall. Though I should myself like to
steal your eldest sister Mary, to help me in
the place of Grace. For what with making,
mending, churning, baking, and drying fruit
for the m'ul\(.t, I ha\e scarcely time to look
about me.”

“ There could be but one reply to this;
and yet the generous-hearted Andersons did
their best to check all words of gratitude.—
There were happy hearts beneath the widow
Reid’s voot the following duy, when her sons
and her old friends arrived togather; and
some were even happier when, a few months
after, Grace welecomed, with smiles full of
a¥estion, her mother-in law to her new home.
Ilere Mrs. Reid found once more ample
field for her industry ; and her skill in mak:
ing butfer and cheese soon rendered the dai-
ry one of the most productive departments
of the little farm. ISdward, also, wrought
with all the energy of a man who strives
thus to compensate for want of weulth, and
aided by the neighbourhood, and the kind-
ness of Mes. Anderson, who, in her uncloud-
el prosperity, was able to do far more than
she lhad promised for the inmates of the
smaller dwelling, the Reids rosc gradually
to the level from which they had sunk.  Af-
ter years saw the young wifes affection and
ﬂr(,n(.msny amply rewarded, even by world-
ly possessions ; and in the love and happi-
ness which blessed lier, she had long before
found a recompense sweeter and dearer far.

But the widow Reid’s first charge to her
son, was, to lose no time in m’ka«r his will.
« Never was man more attached to his fa-
mily than was your father,” she would often
say ; “yet thoughtlessnoss led him into 2
neglect which reduced us all from compara-
tive affluence to poverty ; while before us is
the evidence of how very differently we

might have been situated. But it was God's
w1[l that we should suffer ; and, it we had
not, I might never have known how good
and dutiful my children were, nor felt the
true worth of one \vho is now my danghier

also.”

Fnendslnp is the only thing in the world
concerning the usefulness of which all men
are agr ced.

(Selected for Hm Mayflower from the Common-place
Dok of @ youny Lely.)

Minutes with the Fusen,
NO. I.
TIIE POETRY OF EFIZABETIL B. BROWNIKG.

“We consider Miss Barrett to be a wo-
man of undoubted genius, and most unusual
learning, but that she has indulged her in-
clination for themes of sublime mystery, not
certainly without displaying great power, yet
at the expense of that clearness, truth, and
proportion which are essential to beaunty.”—
Quarterly Review, vol. Ixvi. page 389.

Her own words assure us that she has
earnest thoughts to put on paper; that she
is no trivial ng]mur songstress. ¢ Toetry,”
says she, “ has been as serious a thing to me
as life itself, and life has ben a very serious
thing. I never mistook pleasure for the
final canse of poetry, nor leisure for the
work of the Poct.”

And another critic has ohserved that the
perusal of o few pages of her poetry will
secure it against the suspicion of being only
the product of a lively fancy and a dexterous
hand, for they coutain strains which we take
to our hearts at once, the outpourings of a
noble spirit diseiplined by study, and the
greater discipline of sorrow. A deep tinge
of sadness characterizes her writings, and
gives them a tone which is appreciated but
by few, by those namely whose minds are
both cast in the same mould, and have been
exercised in the same passages of tribula-
tion. Ilence she is never likely tobe wide-
ly popular. But amongst her many effu-
sions, there are some that contain charms
for one and all; touches of nature that make
the whole world kin, sympathies of feeling
and beauties of expression which "promise
for them a permancnt and hearty reception
among the people at large. And of such is
her pocm entitled * Cowper s Grave.” Ten-
derness and beauty meet together in sweet-
est harmony, and converse softly, reverently,
affectionately, concerning the gentle poet
whose soul passed beneath such deep waters,
who wrote the © Castaway” and then “fell
on sleep.” Some forty years after the bard
of Olney had gone to his last long home,—
life’s fitful fever over, our authoress honour-
ed his memory with these worthy lines :—
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1t ia o place where poets, crowned,
May fece) the heart’s decaying ;

1t is n place where happy saints
May weep amid their praying.

Yet Iet the grief and humbleness,
As low as silence Jangnish,

Farth surcly now may give her ealm,
To whom'she gave lier unguish.

O, Tocts! from a maninc’s tongue
Was poured the denthless singing,
0, Christians! at your cross of hope
A hopeless hand was ¢linging!
O, Men'! this man in brotherhood,
Your weary paths beguiling,
Groaned inly while he ?n\l;;ht yon pence,
And died while ye were smiling.

And now, what time we nll may read
'l‘hroug]l dimming eyes Wis story,
low discord on the music fell,
And davkness ou the glory ;
And how as one by ong swect sounds
And wandering lights departed,
1le wore no Jess a loving Ince,
Decause so broken:hearted !

He shall be strong to sanctily
‘The poct’s strong vocation,

And how the meckest Christian down
In mecker adoration.

Nor ever shall he be in praize,
By wise or good forsnken;

Named gently a2 the household name
Of one whom God hath taken!

With saduess thet is calm, not gloom,
I learns to think upon him,
With meckness that is gratefnlness
On God whose Heaven hath won him.
Who suftered onee the madness elond
‘Powards his Jove to blind him,
But gently led the blind along
Wlhere grcnlh and bird could find him.

And wrought within his shattered brain
Sueh quick poctic senses,

As hills have Innguage for, and stary’
1larmonious fnfluences.

The puise of dew upau the grase,
1is own did calmly number,

And silent shadow from the trees
Yell o'er hin like u slumber.

~

« Beautiful and touching! All that love
Cowper,—and who does not ?—are indebted
to Mrs. Browning for this glowing expres-
sion of hemage to his memory. Her allu-
sions to the wiconquered tenderness and love
of his kind, which were buoyant within him
even at his darkestthour. are finely wrought
indeed.” *

The very world, by God’s constraint,
From falsehood’s chill removing—
1ts women and its men became,
Beside him true und loving;
And timid lares were drawn from woods
To feel his fond caress,
Uplocking in his human eye
Yith syqlvnn tenderness.

But while in darkness he remained,
Unconscinus of the guiding,
And things provided camo without
The sweet sense of providing ;
Jle testified this solemn truth,
Though frenzy desolated—
Nor man nor nature satisfy
What only God createc!

Aubine Tegend
OF THE STAR AXD LILY.

BY KAII-GE-GA-GAN-BOUIL

In the wigwam of the Indian during the
evenings of spring, that season when nature,
loosed from the bondage of winter, awakes
to new life, and begins to deck itself with
beauties, the old sage gathers around him
the young men of the tribe, and relates the
stories of days long since departed.

I have seen these youths sit in breathless
silence, listening to the old man’s narrative.
Now and then the tear-drops would course
down their checks, and fall to the ground,
witnesses of the interest they felt in the
words of their teacher.

To induce the sire to narrate a tradition,
the Indian boys would contrive some inge-
nious plan by which to get some tobacco,
which, when offered with a request for a sto-
ry, would be sure of a favourable answer.—
Frequently it happens, that from sunset (o
its rise these clubs arc entertained, and they
do not separate till daylight ecalls them to
the chase,

“'There was once a time,” said he, “when
this world was filled with happy people,
when all nations were as one, and the c¢rim-
son tide of war had not begun to roll. Plen-
ty of game were in the forests and on the
plains.  None were in want, for a foll sup-
ply was at hand.  Sickness was unknown.
The beasts of the field were tame, and came
and went at the bidding of man. One un-
ending spring gave no place for winter, for
its cold Dlasts or its chills. Ivery tree and
bush yiclded fruit. Flowers carpeted the
carth; the air was filled with their fra-
grance, and redolent with the songs of my-
riad warblers that flew from branch to
branch, fearing none, for there were none
to harm them. There were birds then of
more beautiful plumage than now.

“It was then, when carth was'a paradise,
and man worthy to be its possessor, that In-
dians were the lone inhabitants of the Ame-
rican wilderness. They numbered millions,
and living as nature designed them to live,
enjoyed its many blessings. Instead of
amusement in close rooms, the sports of the
field were theirs. .

“ At night they met on the wide, green
fiedds. They watched the stars; they loved -
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to'gaze at them, for they believed them to
be the residences of the good who had heen
taken home by the Great. Spirit. One night
they saw one star that shone brighter than
all others. Its location was far-away in the
south, near a mountain peak. For many
mnht.s it was seen, till at length it was doubt-
ed by many that this star was as far away
in the southern skies as it scemed to be.—
This doubt led to an examination, which
proved the star only to be a short distance,
and near the tops of some trees. A num-
ber of warriors werce deputed to go and sce
what it was. They went and returned, say-
ing that it appeared strange, and somewhat
like 2 bird. A council of the wise men was
called to inquire into, and, if possible, ascer=
tain the meaning of the phenomenon,

“They fear ed that it was an omen of some
disaster. Some thought it a precarsor of
good, others of evil. Some supposed it to
be the star spoken of by their forefathers,
as a foreranner of a dreadful war,

“One moon had nearly gone by, and yet
the mystery remained ansotved.

“One night a young warrior had & dream,
in which a beautiful maiden came and stood
at his side, and thus addressed him:

“¢Young brave! charmed with the land
of thy fovefathers, its flowers, its birds, its
rivers, its beautiful lakes and its mountains
clothed with green, I have left my sister in
yonder world to dwell mnong you.

“¢<Young brave! ask your wize and your
great men where I can live and see the bap-
py race continually ; ask them what form I
shall assume, in order to be loved and cher-
ished among the people’

“ Thus discoursed the bright stranger.—
The young man awoke, On stepping out
of his lodge, he saw the star blazing in its
accustomed place.

“ At early dawn the chief’s crier was sent
round the camp to call every warrior to the
Council Lodge. When they had met, the
young warrior rclated his dream. They
concluded that the star they had seen in the
south had fallen in love with mankind, and
that it was desirous to dwell with them.

“The next night five tall, noble-looking
adventurous braves were scnt to wdcome
the stranger to carth.

“They went, and presenting to it a pipe

i of peace, filled ‘with 'sweet-scented herbs,
were rejoiced to find that it took it from

them:  As they returned to the village; the
star, with expanded wings followed, and ho-
vered over their houses till the dawn of day.

* Again it came to the yonng man in n
dream, and desired to know where it should
live, and what form it should fake. Places
were named.  On the tops of giant trees o
in flowers. At length it was told to choose
a place itself—and it did so. At first it
dwelt in the wild rose of the monntain, but
there it was so buricd it could not he seen.
It went to the prairie, but it feared the hoof
of the buffaloe. It next went to the rocky
cliffy but it was there so high, that the chit-
dren, whom it loved most, could not see
it. :
“¢T know where I shall live, said the
bright fugitive, ¢ where I can sce the ghding
canoe of the race I most admire. Children,
yes! they shall be my playmates, and I will
kiss their brows when they slumber at the
side of the cool lakes. The nations shall
love me wherever I am.

“These words bhaving been uttered, she
alighted on the waters, where she saw her-
selt’ reflected.

“The next morning thousands of white
flowers were seen on the surface of all the
lakes, and the Indians gave them this name,
Wah-be-gwon-nee, {White Lily.)

“ Now,” continued the old man, “this
star lived in the Southern skies. Iis breth-
rea can be scen far off in the cold north,
hunting the great bear, while its sisters
watch her in the east and west.

¢ Children, when you see the lily on the
waters, take it in your hands, and hold it to
the skies, that it may be happy on earth, as
its two sisters (the morning and evening
stars) are happy in heaven.”

While tears fell fast from the eyes of all,
the old man lay him down, and was soon si-
Ient in sleep.

Since then I have oftcn plucked the white
lity, and garlanded around my head ; have
dipped it in its watery bed, but never have
1 seen it without remembering the Legend
of the Descending Star.

Four things are grievously empty: a
head without brains,a wit without judgment,
a heart without honesty, and a purse with-
out money.

The study of truth is perpetually JOllled

,wnh the love of v1rtue.
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For the Mayflower.
Vs, thau art rhuged.

TYes, thou art changed, too well I know, I feel if,
‘Thon who hiist been a wanderer so long,—

A, vainly was the hope for years long cﬁcrishcd,
That thou wouldst listen still to meinory’s song.

Disclaim it not, within thosc eyes I read it,
Whose radinut light beamed truthCully on me,—
The cold, indiflerent, formnl words of greeting,
‘That geem to whigper, 1 at last rm free!”

Yes, free frum all thy boyhood Joved to cherish,
Irom all the dear remembrances of hoite,—

From every noble imphilse that once swayed thee,
Yor suck a liberty ‘twas wise to ronu., .

What hast thou found amid thy many wanderings,
To recompense for freshuess of the ticart? :
What gem resplendent,—or what stove of ingots,
That thou, for them, with hoge and love could'st part.

Amnlition Jured thee from our wood'and hower,
Well plensed wert thou her i1 straius to hear,
She told thee flatlering stories of the power,
The ponmip, aud glory, thou should’st surely share.

And now, that laurel wreathes have gaily crown'd thee,
Now that the million dwell upon thy name;

Those vain applauses say, do they suflice thee,
Dot thy heart yearn for nothing more than fame?

If it be so, depart, I wounld uot bid thee
Even for “uuld lang symne” to turcy here,—
To rest once more within our cotiage lowly,
Or breathe the fingrance of thy native air.

Dcpnri, lost to thy heart some Jong Jost fecling,

The wild flowers at thy feet should swinmon back ;
Lest starting from the past some sunny vision,

Of early youth thy truant footsteps track.

Go to the lands whose brighter skies T doubt not,—
In beauty's beaming eyes go bask agning

List (o the praises of the hollow hearted,
Aud close thine curs to memory's sombre steaii,

But when thy snmmer friends have all departed,
For fly they will when wintry pge draws nigh;

Return, and seck the grove, by cypress shaded,
Of one who loved thee well enough to die. A
RS EA “Arox.

S Choyler o Rarringe,

BY ISRAEL OLDEXN.

[ We commend the following sensible arti-
cle, says the Tribune, to the consideration of
all—to the married as well as the unmarried.
The latter, especially, havea a deep interest
in pondering upon the truth it contains. As
for those who are already caged, and badly
s0, to them we recommend patience—such
need much of the “martyr-spirit”—the only
way is to make the best of it :—]

I have heard a great deal, at divers times,
about the ordainings and leading of Provi-
dence in connection with this matter. It has
been suggested that Providence may wisely
ordain the union—no, I will not say union

19

—of opposite qualities in marringe, that
thereby the greatest amount of good may be
distributed.

The learned shall instruct the ignorant,
the refined shull polish the rude, the liberal
dispense the gains of the covetous, and (I
might also as well add) beauty reflects some
of its attractiveness upon the face of ugliness.
This is a very comfortable doctrine for one
to preach who feels himself badly mated.
Men love to throw their sins upon the
shoulders of Providence, if they can, or on
ciremnslances, or even on the devil himself.
Ii is an easy way of getting over a picce of
cgregious folly. No, no, friend, just blame
your own precipitancy or thoughtlessness,
and let Providence go clear. As for circum-
stances, very likely you moulded them to
suit your own views and gratify your own
passions. I do not belicve that Providence
intended you to have any other than one of
the best of wives. “A prudent (or good)
wife is from the Lord.” You see Scripture is
plainly against you. If your wife is not a
good one, i. e., not adapted to your nature
and circumstances, yon cannot regard her as
sent from God, except as a punishment for
your sins. Had you taken the requisite
pains, you might have found one just adapt-
ed to you. If there was any leading of
Providence in the case, very likely you took
ihelead yourself. This sort of leading of
Providence is rife in the world.

I shall now address myself particularly to
the unmarried, and more especially to the
young men. I shall not say with Saint
Paul, “Seek not a wife.” I suppose youto
be thinking about the matter, perchance to
be a seeker.  Yet I would say, scek not un-
less thou seekest rightly. T tell thee, friend,
it is the most important step of thy life, as
thou mayest hereafter find. Pause, there-
fore, and consider a little.  Think what thou
shouldst love most, and what thou shouldst
love longest. Believe me, you can love
just as deeply, and far more safely, if your
reason and judgment have considerable to
say in connection with this business. I go
for love of the deepest, strongest, and most
lasting kind, and I am sure that reason is no
enemy of this. .

If you suffer yourself to be -blinded by
mere show and glitter,” and are at the same
time led by some blind Cupid, you at least
will be likely to “fall into the diteh.” I
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have known those who have regretted that
in the choice of a wife they were led so
much by passion and so little by reason, or
were so thonghtless in a matter of so great
importance. Many, very many, bestow far
more pains, in the choice of a house,a horse,
or even a dress, than in the choice of a wife
or husband. The house must be carefully
examined, the good points of the horse look-
ed after, and the dress turned over and over;
but a companion for life, the shaver of our
joys and sorrows, the manager of all our
domestic concerns—this is nothing—hit or
miss—here goes. I say, be not hasty in this
matter. Look—think, before you commit
yourself. A knot of this kind is easily tied,
but like the old Gordian knot, it cannot be
untied. Death alone can cut it, and I
would not have you think him long in
coming,

One of the great objeeis for which marriage
was instituted, iz, as I conceive, the intellect-
ual and moral improvement of the parties.
The object i3 a high, a permanent one. The
nnior ought to be formed with a view tothe
whole life of man ; his intellectual and morai
life ; his life here and hereafter. How few
look upon the matter in this light, and enter
upon it with such views! “Something trans-
cendent—Utopian—can’t be made to enter
into every day’s life.” Ha! say you so?
They are the only views worthy of the union
of two immortal beings. They who marry
with such views and feelings, will be married
body and soul both. The highest happiness
can rest on no sure foundation but that which
is laid on the human soul. Beauty, wealth,
equipage —all that is outward —may be
swept away in a moment, or if continued,
may not satisfy.

Intellectual and moral qualities arc a more
sure possession. Time serves but to improve
them, and the enjoyment of them never
cloys. Dlarry your wife’s soul, friend,marry
her soul. Let its qualities aliract you.
Then, every acquisition which shiec makes,
every day’s experience, every book she
reads, will aid in her onward progress, and
render her move capable of ministering to
your improvement and happiness. Do you
want a wife capable of assisting you to be-
come wiser and better, as well as to patch
your clothes, darn your stockings, or cook
your dinner? Alas!alas! how many think
a woman need to know nothing else.  Such

might almost as well marry a thread and
needle, a knitling-machine, ‘or a cooking-
stove.

What if you ave a mechanie, a farmer, or
a day-labourer I May not, ought not, mecha-
nics, farm-labourers and day-labourers to
grow wiser and better? Have you not a
veritable soul, ecapable of improvement?
And do you not want a wife with a_ soul?
Darning stockings and cooking dinners arc
importaut affairs, (the latter especially,) and
may be pecoliarly so to you. I know not,
however, why a woman with a soul—u feel-
ing, thinking, cultivated soul—may not do
these things, There is no good reason why
you should not take the most elevated views
of this subject, aud go about this basiness in
a sensible, rational manner. Do you say,
“One can scarcely find the artiele you
recommend.” Somewhat diffienit, I allow.
But it is to be feared that little demand
exists for moncy of this sort. Let
the demand become general, aund the
articles (speaking after the manner of men)
will soon ecome to market. Higher ground
must be taken, higher views must be incul-
cated. The troe subject, the whole subject
of marriage must be understood and felt,and
husbands and wives must be educated in
view of it; ere they can become all to cach
other that God designed.

I have urged deliberation upon the unmar-
ried. It is indispensable fo a wise choice.
Do you remember the "old saying, “ Marry
in haste, and repent atleisure 2’ Pray wait
till you get & few years older. You need
the ripest judgment possible for this business.
The eyes of sixteen do not see things in the
same light ss do the eyes of twenty-three or
four. Seven or eight years at this period
of your life will improve your vision wonder-
fully,especially if you look well about you. Get
old enough to understand your wants tolera-
bly well. Study your own nature. What are
your predominating tastes?  Good ones, of
course, What will probably be your vocation in
life ? What qualities in a wite will be likely to
render you the most happy, as yeavs roll
on? Let the points be well looked to ere
you make your choice. Terhaps I can sum
up all in one word,

Giet a companion,—one who will enter
heart and soul into your parsuits,—who has
the power to do so,—the disposition to do’
s0,—who can read with you if yon read,— .
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study with you if you study,—who shall
possess a full sympathy with you in most or
in all things,—whocan minister totlic higher
and more refined wants of your nuture, and
who will be likely to stir you up to noble

endeavours. A doll or a baby camot Yo
this. A woman, high-minded, strong-mind-

ed, cultivated, whole-souled woman, isalone
capable of it.  You need a mind that will
travel with your own. - 3o shall you have a
compunion.  There are wives.and husbands
who yet are not companions, It would be:
sad thing to fecl that in the highest aud most
d(,lwhtfdl walks“of life, in the regions of
taate, of intelectual beauty, you are, though
married, alone, all ulone ; your house weli
taken care of ; your dinners and suppers,
and all that, well got up ; but in the highest,
hest pleasure of lite—alone, Alas! forthee!
Look well, then, to this business,

Do not Le afraid of a well-cuitivated
mind. Do not adopt the vulgar crror of
supposing thut such o woman must needs be
very unfit for the care of & Ixou;c.m‘d; must
know very little of domestic affairvs; that,
indeed, .1]1 this must, as a maiter of coarse,
be sacrificed, if intellectual enltivation exists
to any extent. I do not believe it, Tiis a
feul slander on the sex. You will generally
find that those women who possess the best
cultivated mind, are the best managers at
home., T admit O\Lelmons. I‘.xey do, hew-
ever, but prove the rule.  And why shoull
it not be so? The best disciplined and
most highly polished mind, one might naiu-
rally suppose, would apply itself with great
advaatage to the management of domestie
affaire. 5o Tam persuaded it will be fouad,
notwithstanding the sneers and saws about
“blue stockuw< 4 literary ladies,” “ domes-
tie every-day duties,” and all that,

Some people’s ideas of domestic duties
seers to he entirely circumseribed by the
walls of their kitchens. Such most surely
think the “chief end of man” is to feed,
clothe, and slzep well; or that woman was
designed to be- the servant of man’s lower
nppctnte, and not 2 companion of his whole
being.  And bas she indeed no higher nis-
sion than this? I this the “help” dcsxffuu]
by Providence as “meat” for man? Is
this your view of the matter. * Go live in
Turkey, friend. Turn Turk., You shall
have soulless women for this world, and 2
houri for the next, if Islamism be true. I

.

A

repeat it, be not afraid of meatal enlture. If
you can apprecm!c it in a wife, by all means
seck it in her.

And intellectual sympathy is perhaps
deeper than any other, and will bind friends
rore strongly together than anght beside.
1tis a sympathy between the highest facul-
ties of onr nature, the immortal part.  You
canuot enjoy the highest happiness of which
you are capable, with a wite who is notable
Lo meet, to some extent, the higher wants of
your nature, witl whose spirit yours caniot,
in most cases. blend. You cannot tru]y
marry outward beauty, or money, or lxads,
or houses. You have a soul, and cannot
join it to these things, You can really marry
only o haman soul, barmonizing in the taste-
ful and beautiful with your own.

A few words to the marvied. Are you
Just married.  Then the vecollection of the
days of courtship arve yet fresh. Ileep it
up. Do not cease to court because you are
married, the very reason of all others why
you should continuce to do so.  Your oppor-
tanitics for this now ave far better than they
were before, - Be just as careful of cach
other’s feclings, and just as solicitous to
retain (n('h other’s nrood opinion 23 before,
“IMx up” as s.n.n'tly for e xch other’s society
as before.  Go right on doing all that is
gallani and handsome as before. Your lover,
madam, was a zentleman.  Your mistress,sir,
was a lady. Shall not the husband and wife
remain the lady and gentleman? Do not
forget your bow, sir, nor yYou your eurtsey,
madam.  Give the best of these to each
other. Do yon, madam, study your husband’s
tnstes and character.  Understand him fully,
It von are wise, (this is a secret,) you may
manzze him altogetlier, and he, good mau,
will know nothing about it.  1f he be given
to reading and study, do you read and stady
with him, i possible.  If he is fond of hav-
ing lh\ll“‘a snug and quiet, do you take a
g mt (xval of paiig to have things so. You
will find your account i it.

Are you ill-inarried ?  Are you suffering
the consequences of thoughtlessness P—
Matches of thoughtlessness are by far the
most numerous in the world, and you, per-
haps, are among the mullitade. Well, you
need much of the « martyr-spirit.”  You
must make the best of it.~.One good thing
you may do: you may prevent others, by
your advice and influence, from’ dom« in this
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matter as foolishly as you have done. If
you have children, save them from the rock
on which your hopes have split. Do not
marry your son or daughter to a human
body with a farm, or so much bank stock
joined on to it. You ecan fuse gold with
gold, and you can mingle dirt with dirt; and
unless you possess creative power, you can-
not blend the immalerialzwith the material.
If a young man comes to conrt your daugh-
ter, do not consider it a good:match merely
because he may be “well to do” in the world.
How many marry for a “home,” but by no
means find it a “sweet” onc. Only think
of o fine, sensible, cultivated, intellectual
girl, tied to a plodding, utilitarian sort of a
fellow, who can no more appreciate her than
did the cock the jewel he scratched up.
Horrvible ! Make good usc of your own
experience in this matter ; so shall you turn
your folly to good account.

Ave you well married 2 really well mar-
ried? Sit down and sing the okl sony of
“few happy marriages.” You can well
afford to sing. You are of the few who
have got into the narrow way of matrimonial
felicity., Providence has smiled (I want to
say laughed, bLroadly Jsughed) upon you.
You have many a pleasant smile and good
honest laugh at home, I warraut. Ilow I
should like to ¢ drop in” some cvening, and
spend an hour or two at your comfortable
fire-side, just for the sake of sceing a well-
married couple ; a rara wets, truly ! I leave
you to your cnjoyment.

For the Mayflowcer.
@uening By o the Rhine,

[WVill the Tilitress of the “ Mavflower” insert the fol-
lowing atteinpt to translafe the Evening lvmn sung by
the Ithinelanders, muidst thie Jovely hills aud valiies of
the Rhine?)

TR
The tmch Joved hour of rest is eowme,
Aud ere we hasten to our howe,
We seek the sunset tree;
Reeliste beneath jts grateful shade,
And praise Him who these comf{orts made, -
And humbly bend the kaee.

Sweci is this hour; repose and calm

Full on each heart, like soothing Lalm,
As if'a Sabbath dav';

But swecter still that Sabbath long,

Wlhiere angels zing their holy song,
And praise in endless day.

No snn is there with scerching heat,
‘No toil to pain our wenry fest,
No sutlering, sin or pain;
How sweet and iong is rest in Ieaven,
‘o all to whom that bliss is given;
May X not seek in vaian !

@he Beehorium of Tinnens,

The stranger whose predilections are bo-
tanical, will not long be in London till he
turns aside from the heady current and tur-
mail of its great thoroughfares, into the com-
parative scclusion and tranquility of Soho-
square, to pay a pilgrim’s hotnage at a shrine
which commands the veneration of botanists
feom all quarters of the world. In a quiet
nook of the square is a suit of rooms occupi-
pied by the Linnen Society. The house
formerly belonged to Sir Joseph Banks, and
was for many years the rendezvous of the
Csavans’ of Bngland, and the resort of
scientific foreigners visiting the Metropolis.
It is now the repository of the Herbarium of
Linnwxus, that collection of plants which fur-
nished the illustrions Swede with the mate-
rials for the construction of an artificial
metihod of classification, with an ultimate
vicw fo the more philosophical system which
has taken its place founded on the natoral
alliance of plants. It was in this collection
that Linnaus studied the characters of indi-
vidual plants, and acenmulated the observa-
vations which have enabled succeeding bo-
tanists to group them into families. When
we lear modern botanists, therefore, deny-
ing the Linnwen system, they appear charge-
able with the ingratitude of spurning away
the ladder by which they have ascended to
the loftier generalization of the natural sys-
tem ; forgetiul, too, that it was to a natural
system that the great founder of Dotanical
science looked forward as the ultimate rest-
ing place to which all the industries of the
artificial system were steadily tending.

There is alitile history connected with the
Herbarinm, which may prove interesting to
other than botanical readers. Sir James
Ldward Smith, the eminent English botan-
ist, was, when a young man, a constant visi-
tor at Sir Joseph Banks’ to whom he had
recommended himself by his taste for natu-
ral history. It was in this house, in 1783,
that he learned from his patron that the 1i-
brary and natural history collections of Lin-
nzeus, had been offered to him for a thousand
guineas. After a life of labour and vieissi-
tude, Linnweus had died at Upsal, full of
honours and even of wealth, in 1778, in the
T1st. year of his age. e had twenty years
before been elevated to the nobility, and as-
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sumed the title of Von Sinne.  Still great-
cr henours were paid to his memory  afier
his death. Ifis remains were born to their
resting place in the cathedral of Upsal by
members of his University, 16 Doctors of
Medicine, his former pupils, supporting the
funeral patl. A general mourning of the
citizens showed that his death was felt to Le
u public loss. Xing Gustavus the second
caused a medal to be struck in commemora-
tion of his name ; and attended o meeting
of the Royal Academy of Sciences at Stock-
holm, held in honour to.the memory of the
great naturalist. In lis speech from the
throne, Gustavus lamented the death of Lin-
nzeus as a public calamity. It scems strange,
that in so brief a period as five years after
these national tributes were paid to bis me-
wmory, a portion of his property so identified
with his scientific fame as his books and col-
leetions in natural history, should have been
offered for sale in England. But although
Linnaeus, while he lived, had enjoycd the
esteem both of his countrymen and foreign-
ers, and, after his death, was embalned in
their remembrances, his honour and happi-
ness had been betrayed by the relative, who,
of all others, should have most dearly
cherished them ; whose tyrannical disposi-
tion and unnatural treatient of her own off-
spring, had deprived his home of all that
should have constituted it the sanctuary of
his affections ; and whose sordid parsimony
was now eager to devote his collections into
money, and send away forever from the
country that claimed him as the most distin-
guished of her sons, the principal inheritance
of his scientific treasures. The cldest son of
Linngeus,who proved himself not unworthy to
share in his renown, was, in conscquence of
the mercenary conduct of his mother, obliged
to purchase at her own price, the books and
collections, including the Herbarium, which
were his own by birthright. He died in
1783, and his books, plants, &c., reverted to
his mother and sisters.  The offer of sale
made to Sir Joseph Banks, was at the
instance of the mother and sisters, who were
thus making merchandise a second time of
the collections of the great naturalist.  Sir
Joseph declined to avail himself of the offer,
but recommended the purchase to Smith,
then a student of medicine. e made the
purchase, and the possession of Linneus’
collections, determined Lis future pursuits as

a lotanist. “ Though enthusiasm and a love
of fame,” remarks Lady Swith in his me-
moirs, “ had some influence, a love of
science had greater still.  He said to others,
¢ The fairest flower in the garden of creation
is a young mind, offering and unfolding itself
to the influence of Divine wisdom, as the
Helitrope turns its sweet blossoms to the
sun ;" ard may it not Le said of im tha
taste and Fvirtue fixed hisichoice ¥ The
number of volumes was upwards of 2,000,
inelading some valuable manuseripts. There
were 3,198 inseets, 1,564 shelly, 2,424 mine-
rals, and 19,000 plants, deducting a small
Ierbarium which belonged to young Lin-
naus, and conlained no species that weie
not included in the great collection ; Smith
obtained the whole for 900 guineas, but the
entive cost, including the fieight, amounted
to £1,088. Through the intervention of Sir.
John Jurvis, afterwards Earl St. Vincent,
and at this period one of the members for
Great Yarmouth, an order was obtained
upon the treasury passing the whole collee-
tion, except the books, free of custom-house
duty. It was in October, 1784,7that & ship
named the “ Appearance,” was freighted
with the precious treasures, The vessel had
just left the shores™of Sweden,) when king
Gustavus the third, who had been absent in
France, returned to his dominjons, and on
hearing that the Ierbarium and other mon-
uments of the labours of the illustrious natu-
rajist had Deen sent out of his native king-
dom, he despatched a frigate to the Sound
to intercept the voyage of the “ Appear-
ance ” to England.  But the latter vessel
distanced her pursuer, and the valuable car-
go was safely janded at the custom house of
London. This singular race between the
two vessels, has been commemorated in a
pictorial representation, which our friend,
Protessor Balfour, is in the habit'of showing
aannally to his class. The event is vemem-
bered in Sweden, as wellearned from 2 bo-
tanist of that country, whom we found em-
ployed upon the Ilerbarium of the Linnaan
Society. Sir James Smith’s own views of
the conduct of the Swedish nation in allow-
ing the Herbanium and other collections to
be sold to a forcigner, were expressed in the
following terms, in a letter to Dr. Aerel,who
lad negotiated the bargain with him :—*Be-
tween ourselves, it is certainly a disgrace to.
the University (of Upsal) that they suffered
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such a treasure to leave them; but it those
who ought most to have loved, and protected
the immortal name of Sinne, failed in their
duty he shall not want a friend or an asylum,
while I live or have any power, though ever
so small, to do him honour.” Alfter the
death of Smith, the Herbarium was pur-
chased by the Linnwen Socicty of Loudon, of
which he was the founder.

The Herbarium of Linnweus contains only
10,000 species, which, along with daplicate
specimens, are fixed upon 14,000 sheets of
paper. At Kew, Sir William Hooker kindly
showed us his Herbarium, containing about
140,000 species of flowering plants alone,
being the lavgest and completest collection
in the world.  The difference between the
two collections shows the progress which has
been made in deseriptive botany, since the
days of Linnzus. The Swedish Herbariam
is contained in three wooden cases or presses,
the doors of which still retain impressions of
a series of illustrations in the forms of
leaves, which were cut in tin and fastened
upon the wood, and employed by Linnzus
in lecturing to his class. A royal Swedish
physician, M. Pontin, has described the
country residence and lectare room of Lin-
naus, at Hammarby, near Upsal; which he
visited in 1834,—* The building containing
Linnzus’s dwelling-house consists of two
houses, and is situated at the fool of a strong
height surrounded by large rocks, asif an
earthquake had thrown the granite rocks
around it. It was only here and there that
a tree could find space enough to spring up
among these rocky ruius ; it was here where
he established his collections in every de.
partment of nataral history, and, during the
academical vacations, lectured cight hours u
day, communicating his discoveries, to a
“seleet audience, who lodged with the neigh-
bouring peasantry, so as to be always at
these lectures, which were venerated as the
sayings of an oracle.” The pious and grate-
ful spirit of the illustrious naturalist was
shown in the inscription over the entrance to
his parlour,—“Dum foveat Crelum,” “While
it pleases Heaven,”

We took advantage of the obliging offer
of the Curator to show us some of the more
remarkable plants in the Ierbarium, and
simple style in which they were fastened
upon very unpretending paper, with thei
names written on the back of the sheet. Of

ali the colicction, which plant could you
select for examination so appropriate as the
modest and beautiful . Linnea Borealis? Sir
James Smith, in the English Botany, ob-
serves that  Linnzeus has traced a pretty
faneiful anatogy between his own early fute,
and this ¢little noithern plant, long over-
looked, depressed, abject ; flowering early ;'
and we may now add, more honoured in its
name than any other,” It wasthe favourite
plant of Linnzus, who had it painted on his
China. vases and tea-services.  Turning
from the Herbarium 'to the Autograph-book,
in which the Fellows of the Society subseribe
their names, we found the signature of our
gracions Queen, on a separate page, wreathed
about with drawings of the Linnea Borealis.
The names of Prince Albert, George IV,
William IV., Prince Leopold, and the King
of Saxony were among the royal signatures,
Mr. Hollmann, the Blind Traveller, also
takes rank with the botanists,. The Hall
where the Society holds its meetings,is hung
round with the portraits of eminent natural-
ists.  Sir Joseph Banks and Sir James
Smith are commemorated in exquisite marble
busts, The late Bishop of Norwich was a
rezular attender of the Society’s meectinzs,
and provided at the last anniversary of the
birth of Linnweus, on the twenty-fourth of
May.

3 Picture far Buchelns,

If in that chair yonder —not the one your
feet lie upon, but the other beside you—clo-
ser yet—were seated a sweet faced girl,with
a pretty little foot lying out upon the hearth
a bit of lace running round the throat, and
the hair parted to a charm over a forehead
fair as any-in yow dreams, and if you could
reach an am through that chair-back with-
out fear of giving offence, and suffer your
fingers to play idly with those curls that es-
cape down the neck, and if you could clasp
with your other hand those little white taper
fingers of hers which lie so temptingly with-
in reach, and so talk sofily and low in the
presence of the blaze, while the hours slip by
without knowledge and the winter winds
whistle uncared for—if, in short, you were
no bachelor, but the husband of such a sweet
image—dream call it, rather—would it not
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be far pleasanter than a cold single night,
sitting counting the sticks,—reckoning the
length of the blaze and the height of: the
falling snow ?

Surely imagination would be stronger and
purer if it could have the playful fancies of
dawning womanhood to delight it.  All toil
would be torn from mind-labor, if Lut ano-
ther heart grew into this present soul quick-
ening it, warming it, cheering it, bidding it
ever God-speed. Ier face would make a
halo rich as a rainbow atop of all such noi-
some things as we lonely souls eall trouble.
—Ier smile would illumine the blackest of
crowded cares ; and darkness that now seats
you despondent in your solitary chair, for
days together, weaving bitter funcies, dream-
ing bitter dreams, would grow light and thin
and spread and float away, chased by that
beloved smile. Your friend, poor fellow,
dies—never mind ; that gentle clasp of her
fingers, as she steals behind you, teling yon
not to weep—it is worth ten friends.

TYour sister, sweet one, is dead — buvied.
The worms are busy with all her fairness.—
How it makes you think earth nothing but a
spot to dig graves upon ! It is more. She
says she will’ be a sister ; and the waving
curls, as she leans upon your shoulder,touch
your cheek, and your wet eye turns to meet
those other eyes. God has sent his angel,
surely I Your mother—alas for it '—she is
gone. Is there any bitterness to & youth
alonc and homeless like this 7 You are not
alone. She is there—her tears softening
yours, her grief killing yours, and you live
again to assuage that kind sorrow of hers.—
Then these children, rosy, fair-haired ; no,
they do not disturb you with prattle now ;
they are yours. Toss away there on the
green sward. Never mind the hyacinths,
the snow-drops, the violets, if so be they are
there. The perfume of their healthful lips
is worth all the flowers of the world.

No need now {o gather wild boquets to
love and cherish. Ilour, tree, gun, are all
dead things. Things livelier hold your soul;
and she, the mother, sweetest and fairest of
all, watching, tending, caressing, loving, till
your own heart grows pained with tenderest
Jealousy. You have no need now of 2 cold
lecture to teach thankfulness ; your heart is
full of it ; no need now, as once, of bursting
blossoms, of trees taking leaf and greenness,
" to turn thought kindly and thanktully ; for

ever beside you there is bloom, and ever be-
side you thers is fruit for which eye, heart
and sou) are full of unknown, unspoken, be-
cause unspeakable thank-ofterings.—(Reve-
ries of a Bachelor.

—_————

Cuugtanre Sllevton,

A STORY OF DOMESTIC LIFE.

Mr, Allerton, a merchant of Philadelphiz,
had for some years been doing business to
considerable advantage, when a sudden ebeck
was pat to his prosperity by the unexpected
failure of a house, for yhich he had indorsed
to a very large amount. Therc was no
alternative but to surrender every thing io
his creditors, and this was done fairly and
conscientiously. He brought down his mind
to his cirenmstances; and as, at that june-
ture, the precarious state of the times did not
authorise any hope of success if he recom-
menced business (as he might have done)
upon borrowed capital, he gladly availed
himself of a vacant clerkship in one of the
principal banks of the city.

His income, however, would have been
scarcely adequate to the support of his family,
had he not added something to his little
salary, by employing lis leisure hours in
keeping the books of a merchant. Ile re-
moved with his wife and children to a smail
housc in a remote part of the city; and they
wonld, with all his exertions, have been
obliged to live in the constant exercise of
the most painful cconomy, had it not been
for the aid they dervived from his sister,
Constance Allerion.  Since the death of her
parents, this young lady had resided at New
Bedford, with her maternal aunt, Mrs. Xlford,
a Quakeress, who left her a legucy of ten
thousand dollars.

After the demise of her aunt, Miss Aller-
ton had just completed her twenty-third year.
She had a beautiful face, a fine and graceful
figure, and a highly cultivated mind. With
warm feelings and deep sensibility; she pos-
sessed much energy of character—a qualifi-
cation which, when called forth by cireum-
stances, is often found to be as useful in a
woman asin a man. Affectionate, generons,
and totally devoid of all selfish considerations,:




1562

Cotistance had nothing so much at heart as
the comfort and lappiness of her brother’s
family ; and to become an inmate of their
home was as gratifying to her as it was to
thein. She furnished her own apartment,
dnd shared it with little Louisa, the youngest
of her three nieces, a lovely child about ten
years old.  She insisted on paying the qnar-
ter bills of her nephew Frederick Allerton,
and volunteered to complete the education
of his sisters, who were delighted to receive
their daily lessons from an instructress so
kind, so sensible, and so competent. JEx-
dlusive of these arrungements, she bestowed
on them many little presents, which .were
always well-timed and judiciously sclected ;
though, to enable her to purchase these gifts,
she was obliged, with her limited income of
six hundred dollars, to deny herself many
gratifications, and indeed conveniences, to
which she had hitherto been accustomed,and
the want of which she now passed over with
a cheerfulness and delicacy that was duly
appreciated by the objects of her Kindness.
How fur the disinterested Constance was
inclined to sacrifice lier own feelings fur the
welfare of her brother's family, will after-
wards appear.

The family had been living in the manner
we deseribe for about o twelvemonth, when
Mur, Allerton was suddenly attacked by a vi-
olent and dangerous illness, which was soon
accompanied by delirium, and in a few days
it brought him to the brink of the grave. Iis
disease baffled the skill of an excellent phy-
sician ; and the unremitting cares of his wife
and sister could only effect o slight allevia-
tion of his sufferings. e expired on the
fifth day, withont recovering his senses, and
totally®unconscious of the presence of the
heart-struck mourners that were weeping
round his bed.

When Mr. Allerton's last breath had de-
parted, his wife was conveyed from the room
in a fainting fit, Constance endeavoured to
repress her own feelings, till she had ren-
dered the necessary assistance to Mrs. Aller-
ton, and till she had somewhat calmed the
agony of the children. She then retired to
her own apartment, and gave ventto a burst
of grief, such as only can be felt by those
in whose minds and hearts there is a union
of sense and sensibility.

- In the evening, Constance repaired to the
apartment of her sister-in-law, whom about
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an hour before she had left exhansted and
passive.” Mrs. Allerton was extended on
the bed, pale and silent, her daughters Isa-
bella and Helen, were in tears beside her;
and Frederick had retived to his room.

On the sof, near the head of the bed, sat
Mrs: Bayley, who in the days of their pros-
perity, had been the next-dvor neighbour of
the Allerton family, and who still continued
to favour them with frequent visits. She
was oune of those gossiping, small-minded
women, having good feelings in the main,but
whose cliief concern, in cases Jike the pre-
seat, relates to nothing beyond a due exhibi-
tion of the external irappings of woe.

“You have suffered a great loss, no doubt,”
said this kind-hearted lady ; “buat, my dear
Mrs. Allerton, remember the faneral is to
take place on Thursday, and there is no time
to be lost.  What have you fixed on respect-
ing your mowrning ? I will cheertully at-
tend to it for you, and bespeak every thing
necessary.” At the words “funeral ” and
“ mourning,” tears gushed again from the
eyes of the distressed family ; and neither
Mus. Allerton nor Constance could command
themselves sufficiently to reply.

“ Come, my dear ereatures,” continted
Mrs. Bayley, “you must really make an
effort to compose yourselves. Just try to be
calm for a few minutes, till we have settled
this business. Tell me what I shall order
for you. IIowever, there is but one rule on
these oceasions—crape and bombazine, and
everything of the hest.  Nothing, you know,
is more disreputable than mean mourning.”

« I fear, then,” said Mrs. Allerton, “ that
our mourning attire must be mean enough.
The situation in which we are left, will not
allow us to go to any unnccessary expense
in that, or in any thing else. We had but
little to live upon—we could lay by no-
thing. We have nothing beforehand: we
did not—we could not apprehend that this’
dreadful event was so near. And you know
that his salary, that Mr. Allerton’s salary, of
course, expires with him.” ¢« So I suppose,
my dear friend,” answered Mrs. Bayley ;
“but you know you must have mourning ;
and as the funeral takes place so soon, there
will be little time enough to order “it, and
have it made.””

“ Perhaps we may borrow ‘dresses to
wear,” said Mrs. Allerton. ¢« And of whom
will you borrow ?” &I do not know., I

3




THE MAYFLOWER.

153

have not yet thought.” «The Liscom fami-
Iy are i black,” observed Isabella; “no
doubt they would lend us dresses” ¢ QOh!
none of their things will fit you at all,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Bayley. “None of the Lis-
coms have the least resemblance to any of
you, either in height or figure  You would
look perfectly ridiculous in tkesr things.,”—
“Then there are Mrs. Paiterson and her

daughters,” said Helen. ‘

“The Pattersons,” replied Mrs. Bayley,v

“qre just going to leave off black; and no-
thing that they have, looks either new or
fresh. You know how soon black becomes
rusty. You certainly would feel very much
mortified, if you had to make a shabby ap-
pearance. Besides, nobody now wears bor-
rowed mourning—it can always be deiected
in & moment. No: with a little cxertion—
and I repeat that I am willing to do 2ll in
my power—there is time enough to provide
the whole family with genteel and proper
mourning suits. And if it is not seltled to-
night, there will be hardly time to-morrow
to talk it over, and get the things, and send
to the mantuamaker’s and milliner’s. You
had better get it off your mind at once.
Suppose you leave it entirely to me. I at-
tended to all the mourning for the Liscoms
the Weldons and the Nortous. Tt is a busi-
ness I am quite used to. I pique myself on
being rather clever at it.”

“ T will then trust to your judgement,”
replied Mrs. Allerton, anxious to get rid of
the subject, and of the light frivolous prattle
of herself-styled dear friend. ¢ Be kind
enough to undertake if, and procure for us
whatever you think suitable—only let it not
be too expensive.” “ As to that,” answer-
ed Mrs. Bayley, ¢ crape is crape, and
bombazine is bombazine ; and as everybody
likes to have these articles of good quality,
nothing otherwise is now imported for
mourning.  With regard to Frederick’s
black suit, Mr. Watson will send to take his
measure, and there will be no further diffi-
culty about it. Let me see—there must be
bombazine for five dresses, that is for your-
self, three daughters, and Miss Allerton.”

¢ Not for me,” said Constance, taking her
handkerchief from her eyes ; “ I shall noi

- get a bombazine.”

« My dear creature,” cried Mrs. Bayley,
“ not get a bombazite ! You astonish me !
What else can you possibly have? Black

gingham and black chintz is only fit for
wrappers, and black silk is no mourning at
all.” T

« T shall wear nomourning,” replied Con-
stance, with a deep sigh. % Not wear
mourning !” ecjaculated Mrs. Bayley. —
“ What, wear no mourning at all! Not
wear mourning for your own brother! Now
you indeed surprise me.”

Mrs. Allerton and her daughters were also
surprised, and they withdrew their handker-
chiefs from their cyes, and gazed on Con-
stance, as if scarcely believing that they
had understood her rightly. © I have con-
sidered it well,” resumed Miss Allerton,
“ and I have come to a conclusion to make
no change in my dress. In short, to wear
no mourning, even for my brother— well as
I have loved him, and deeply as I feel his
loss.”

¢ This is very strange,” said Mrs. Aller-
ton, ¢ Ixcuse me Miss Constance,” said
Mrs. Bayley, “ but have you no respect for
his memory ? He was cerfainly an exeel-
lent man.” ¢ Respect for his memory 1”
exclaimed Constance, bursting into tears.
“ Yes, I indeed respect his memory ! And
were he still living, there is nothing on earth
I would not cheerfully do for him, if I

thought it would contribute to his happiness

or corafort. DBut he is now in a country
where all the forms and ecremonies of this
world are of no avail, and where everything
that speaks to the senses only, must appear
like the mimic trappings of a theatre. With
him all is now awful reality. To the decay-
ing inbabitant of the narrow and gloomy -
grave, or to the disembodied spirit that has
ascended to its Father in heaven, of what
consequence is the colour that distinguishes
the dress of those whose mourning is deep
in the heart ? What to hitn is the livery
fashion has assigned to grief, when he knows
how intense is the feeling itself; in the sor-
rowing bosoms of the family that loved him
so well 77

“ All this is very true,” remarked Mus.
Bayley, « but still, custom is everything, or
fashion, as you are pleased to call it. You
know you ave not a Quaker ; and therefore
I'do not see how you can possibly venture
to go without mourning on such on occasion
as this. Surely you would not set the
usages of the world at defiance ?”

“ T would not,” replied Constance, *in
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things of minor importance ; but on this
subject I believe I can be firm.” She then
rose and left the room, unable any longer to
sustain a conversation so painful to her.

“ Well, I am really astonished !” ex-
claimed Mrs. Bayley; © not wear mourning
for her brother ! However, I suppose she
thinks she has a right to do as she pleases!
But, she may depend on it, people will
talk.” .

Just then & servant came to inform Mus.
Bayley that her husband was waiting for her
in the parlour. ¢ Well, my dear Mrs. Aller-
ton,” said she, as she rose to depart, “ we
have not yet scttled about the mourning.—
Of course, you are not going to adopt Miss
Constance’s strange whim of none at all ?

“ What she has said on the subject appears
to.me very just,” replied Mrs. Allerton.

« Aunt Constance is always right,” re-
marked one of the girls.

« As to Miss Allerton,” resumed Mrs.

. Bayley, “she is well known to be indepen-
dent in cvery sense of the word ; and, there-
fore, she may d» as she pleases—though she
may rest assured that people will talk.”

“« What people ?” asked Mrs. Allerton.

« Everybody—all the world.”

“May I request,” said Mrs. Allerton,
¢ that you will spare me on this subject to-
night. Indeed I cannot tulk about it.”

“Well, then,” replied Mrs. Bayley, kiss-
ing her, “I will hope to find you better in
the morning. I shall be with you immedi-
ately after breakfast.” She then took her
leave; and Constance, who had been weep-
ing over the corpse of Mr. Allerton, now re-
turned to the apartment of her sister-in-law.

Released from the importunities of Mrs.
Bayley, our heroin¢ now mildly and sensibly
reasoned with the family on the great incon-
venience, and, as she- believed, unnecessary
expense, of furnishing themselves with suits
of mourning in their present circumstances.
The season was late in the autumn, and they
had recently supplied themselves with their
winter outfit, all of which would now be ren-
dered useless if black must be substituted.
Her arguments had so much effect, that Mrs.
Allerton, with the concurrence of her daugh-
ters, very nearly promifed to give up all in-
tention of making a general change in their
dress. But they found it harder than they
had supposed, to free themselves from the
trammels of custom.

&

Mrs. Allerton and Constance passed a
sleepless nigiit, and the children awoke to
weep at an early hour in the morning. They
all met in tears at the breakfast table. Lit-
tle was eaten, and the table was scarcely
cleared, when Mrs. Bayley came in, follow-
cd by two shop-boys, one carrying two rolls
of bombazine, and the other two boxes of
Ttalian crape. Constance had just left the
room, After the first salutations were over,
Mrs. Bayley informed Mrs. Allerton that
she had breakfasted an hour earlier than
usual, that she might allow herself more
time to go out, and transact the business of
the morning,.

“ My dear friend,” said she, “Mrs, Far-
rel has sent you, at my request, two picces
of bombazine, that you may choose for your-
self; one is more of a jet black than the
other, but I think the blue black rather the
finest. IIowever, they are both of superb
quality, and this seagon, jet black is rather
the most fashionable. I have been to Miss
Gregg, the mantuamaker, who is famous for
mourning. Bombazines, when made up by
hzr, have an air and style about them, such
as you will never see if done by any one
else. There is nothing more diflicult than
to make up mourning as it- ought to be—1I
have appointed Miss Gregg to meet me here
—1I wonder she has not arrived—she can
tell you how mych is necessary for the four
dresses. It Miss Allerton finally concludes
to be like other people, and put on black, I
suppose she will attend'to it hersclf. And
here is the double-width crape for the veils.
As it is of very superior quality, you had
best have it to trim the dresses, and for the
neck handkerchiefs, and to border the black
cloth shawls that you will have to get.”

Mrs. Allerton, on hearing the prices of the
crape and bombazine, declared them too ex-
pensive. “ But only look at this quality,”
persisted Mrs. Bayley, “and you know the
best things are always the cheapest in the
end—and, as I told you, nobody now wears
economical mourning.”

“ We had best wear none of any descrip-
tion,” said Mrs. Allertor.

“Ah!” cried Mrs. Bayley, “I see that
Miss Constance has been trying again to
make a convert of you. Yet, as you are not
Quakers, I know not how you will be able
to show your faces in the world, if you do
not put an blatk. Excuse me, but innova-
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tions on established customs ought only to
be attempted by people of note—by persons
so far up in socicty that they may feel at
liberty to do any out-of-the-way thing with
impunity.”

“I wish, indeed,” said Murs. Allerton,
¢ that some of these influential persons would

he so public-spirited as to set the example of

dispensing with all customs that bear hard
on people in narrow circuinstances.”

The mantounaker now made her appear-
ance, and Mrs. Bayley exclaimed, « O, Miss
Gregg, we have been waiting for you to tell

“us exactly how much of everything we are
to get”

A long and earnest discussion now took
place between Muys. Bayley and the mantua-
maker, respecting the quality and quantity
of the bombazine and crape.  Their business
being accomplished, the shop-boys departed,
and Miss Gregg made her preparations for
cutting out the dresses, taking an opportu-
nity of assuring the weeping girls that noth-
ing was more becoming to the figare than
black Lombazine, and that everybody looked
their best in a new suit of mourning.

At this juncture, Constance returned to
the room, and was extremely sorrow to find
that the fear of singularity, and the officious
pevseverance of Mrs. Bayley, had supersed-
ed the better sense of her sister-in-law. But
as the evil was now past remedy, our hero-
ine, according to her usnal practice, refrain-
ed from any further animadversions ou the
subject.

- (To be continued)

Fureurell,

BY MRS3. F. 8. O8GOOD.

We parted.  Cold and wordly eyes,
Upon that purting fell,

And bravely we kept back our sighs,
And calmly said, Farewell.

But these are look we learned of love,
That only Love can read,

Aund like the flash from cloud to cloud,
From heart to heart they speed.

Yes! in one eloquent glance thy sou),
On wings of Biht, to mine

In wild and passionate sorrow stole,
And whispered words divine.

Heaven's blessing on that ro{al heart,
That thus could layish feeling !

*Twas almost sweet, though smf to part,
Our silent love revealing.

@l Royol Culo.

BY MISS II. M. RATOBONE.
Author of ** Rose Allen,” §e.

It must often strike an observant reader
of the Morning Post, Court Journal, and
numerous local papers, how large a space is
occupied in their columus by full and minute
details of her Majesty’s state balls, including
descriptious of the separate dresses worn by
distinguished individuals, the number of dan-
ces they performed, and lists of the waltzes,
mazurkas, and overtures played in the course
of the evening.

Pondering on these things, as my compa-
nion and I sailed slowly past the northern
shore of the Mediterranean, we suddenly
appeared to remember that the queen of
Parnassus gave a grand fete that night, to
which we were especially invited. Accord-
ingly, at the appointed hour we set out ; and
thinking the season too warm for dancing,
instead of entering the open saloon where
the dancers were assemnbled, we took our
seats in a retired gallery, set apart for those
who preferred looking on, to taking a share
in the brilliant festivities. Here we enjoyed
an excellent view of the superb assemblage,
and soon became aware that we were gazing
upon no ordinary company. The striking
appearance, indeed, of every one present
made us rejoice, when a young friend of
ours, well acquainted with the court, came
up to us, and gladly gave us all the infor-
mation, of which, as entire strangers, we
stood in so much.need. We had arrived
early, and could see each entree, distinctly s
but nothing reached our ears for some time,
save subdued whispers and the sound of mu-
sic in the distance, until a flourish of wind
instruments, not loud, but soft, thrilling, and
harmonious, announced the entrance of her
majesty. We could just see the silvery
folds of her white dress; while a veil of the
finest texture almost concealed the wreath
of myrtle which bound her long, luxuriant
hair, and a kind of halo that played around
her, hid features, whose unearthly loveliness,
though dimly seen, caused our hearts to beat
tumultuously, and our brains to whirl around. .

Ascending the throne, she took her seat - |

amidst attendant ladies, who, robed in the
costume of the muses, encircled her like pla-
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nets around the moon; their exquisite bean-
ty, which resembled that of their mistress,
only scrving to set off the superior lustre of
her majesty’s. I needed not the interpre-
tation of our guide, to rccognise in Urania,
with her tiara of stars, robed in blue, and
bearing a globe in her hand, the fine counte-
nance of my gifted friend, the Hon, Murs.
Norton; or in the laurel crowned Calliope,
the delicate features and elegant form of
sweet Felicia Hemans; whilst the Lyric
muse, with roses in her hair, and carrying a
lyre which, ever and anon, she touched with
mournful prophetic five, was fitly represent-
ed by L. E. L.; and I perceived the gorge-
ous purple and gold mantle of Melpomene,
bespeaking the tragic muse, enveloped the
person of dear Joanna Baillie. Mary How-
itt, Miss Barrett, Mrs. Sigourncy, Miss
Bowles, and Mrs. Tighe, completed the con-
stellation of fair attendants upon the queen.

The entrance of her majesty had been im-
mediately followed by the commencement of
the fete ; and impatienily we endeavoured
to distinguish the illustrious visitors who,
each paying their compliments as they pass-
ed the throne, soon dispersed to enjoy the
various amusements provided for them. No
small part of our entertainment arose from
observing the partners chosen by the differ-
ent eminent poets who joined the dancers.—
In one part of the hall I saw three pretty
little sisters, danghters of the goddess Flora,
with bright, happy faces, sunny ringlets, and
blue, micthful eyes, waltzing respectively
with Leigh Hunt, Charles Lamb, and Barry
Cornwall ; and their low, merry laughs form-

" ed a pleasant accompaniment to the exhila-

rating music.  Yet, the partner of the last
named bard looked as if shadows of deeper
feeling sometimes eclipsed the sparkling ani-
mation of her smiles ; and the contour of her
brow denoted a bigher order of intellect than
apparently belonged to her fair young sis-
ters. Once a universal murmur of applause
greeting a tall, graceful girl, who wore a

- robe of the darkest blae; her dusky tresses,
‘flowing to- her feet, were embroidered with

diamonds, and a crescent moon over her
brow shone with a brilliancy only excceded
by “the unfathomed depths” of her large,
soft, melancholy eyes, which expressed ail a

- woman’s capability of passionate devotion

and intense tenderness towards the beloved

“one. This beautiful personification of night

was accompanied by a grotesque train, most
of whom were hidecus figures, represenling
Care, Fraud, Misery, Discord, Sleep, Death,
and the scofling Momus, with a perpetual
sneer on his lips. She moved along the
hall with stately step, taking no notice of the
homage paid to her beanty as she advanced ;
and her attendants reminded us irresistibly
of the rabble rout belonging to Comus, when
encircling the lady Alice Egerton. I watch-
ed her closely, until a man of noble aspeet,
who, until she appeared, had been moodily
leaning against one of the vine-wreathed
marble pillars, regardless of everything
around him, suddenly perceived her, and ta-
king her hand, while they exchanged glan-
ces of exquisite pleasure, they disappearcd
from the gay scene ; and I .afterwards saw
them wandering amidst the lonely ruins of
the temple of Delphi, and conversing in the
moonlight with Keats and Shelley, who had
willingly quitted the noisy multitude to cn-
Jjoy the society of Byron snd his lovely com-
panion. Our attention was next attracted
by a fairy-like little figure, her white dress
ornamented with bouguets of roses and mar-
Jjoram, and clinging to the arm of her father,
whose mantle of saffron and lighted torch
denoted Hymen himself. His daughter kept
refusing all entreaties for the favour of her
hand in the dance; and whilst we were
wondering a little at her pertinacity, a live-
ly old man came up, and, carrying her off
to another apartment, we soon heard them
singing the “Isles of Greece,” and various
Irish melodies to a group of admiring youths
and maidens, who hovered round the vene-
rable bard of the Emerald Isle, and conclu-~
ded the concert by singing in hearty chorus :
 Here’s a double health to thee, Tom Moore,
A double health to thee.”

The ueen having expressed a wish {o
see a Highland reel ; Allan Ramsay, Hogg,
the Ettrick Shepherd, Grahame, and Burns,
stepped forward, and I looked anxiously to
see who the latter would invite to become
his partner. His somewhat heavy counte-
nance changed, acd his eye kindled as he
approached the goddess Hebe, whose young
daughter, “iu all her morning purity array’d,”
had evidently never before entered the pre-
cinets of a bali-room. She seemed, ‘indeed,
a child of the mountain land; a garland of
heather-and hare-bells was her sole adorn-
ment, while in her hand she held' a few
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crimson-tipped daisies, one of which she pre-
sented with a shy blush to her partner, who
received it with that expressive smile of sin-
gular sweetness which distinguished the au-
thor of “The Cottar’s Saturday Night.”

When the recl was concluded, it was sue-
ceeded by onc of the old-fashioned fignre
dances, that display the powers of the dan-
cers in a way which few of the modern gal-
loping dances accomplish, and which form a
trying test to those who have forgotten their
steps. The two graceful danghters of Juno
were dancing in this quadrille with Camp-
bell and Beattie, while Goldsmith’s and
Gray’s partners were sweet but serious look-
ing girls, the offspring, we were told, of the
goddess Ilygein. Their correct regular
movements, and measured elegance, formed
a singular contrast to the varied, animated
ways, manners, and appearance of most of
the other guests.

When the evening was about half over,
her majesty proposed adjourning to the deli-
cious gardens, whose tempting fragrance and
lovely flowers invited the company to enjoy
the splendour of sunset in a southern cli-
mate. We followed in the wake of the
qneen, who frequently paused to speak to
her guests, and evidently enjoyed the frec-
dom of walking on the green turf, after the
confinement of the dancing-hall.  She paus-
cd first at an arbour of honeysuckles, whence
issued, to our surprise, a pleasant odour of
a well-known odoriferous lerb, and we per-
ceived a mild-looking spinster, of engaging
aspect, occupied in its preparation; while a
bard, dear to the hearts of most English,
was employed in coaxing a fame hare to
drink the cream he had placed for it on the
mossy grass. Ier majesty smiled kindly as
she returned the poet’s lowly salutation, and
proceeded to a grove of acacias and citrons,
where a singular scene met our eyes in a
a faney bazaar of tasteful articles, expressly
prepared for the amusement, as we were
informed, of Mrs. Haanah More and Miss
Jane Taylor, who disapproved of the frivo-
lous pleasures in which the rest of the as-
.semblage were engaged. Her majesty ap-
peared a good deal-amused, but courteously
-expressed her hopes that Mrs. More enjoy-
ed the quiet recreation: she bad chosen: and
I bave little doubt she did, for several bro-
ther poets of the serious order were congre-
gated around her, and an edifying discussion

secraed going on between herseif, Bernard
Racton, and Blair; while the good old poet,
Herbert, I heard discussing the subject of
the difference between modern and ancient
poetry, with the puseyitc Keble and the me-
ditative Young. Bursts of laughter, greet-
ed our approach to the area, which, in for-
mer days, had witnessed the Pythian games ;
and there we found Sir Walter Scott, sur-
rounded by a tartan array of Highland bards,
all engaged in shooting at the popinjay ; an
amusement he decmed superior to the spi-
ritual communion in which so many hun-
dreds were only too delighted to join. DBut
the queen appreciated the “ sheriff’s” poetry
too highly, to make any comment on this
novel mode of using the consecrated ground
of classic days; and she bestowed a rich
jewel upon the minstrel when the wild High-
Janders proclaimed their chief victorious.
Presently we descended to the glorious
stream of Castally, which flowed at the foot
of the Di-forked monntain of Parnussus.—
Here the crowd thickened, and each moment
did we wish ourselves possessed of immortal
faculties, that we might take in the whole
scene, and converse, if only for a moment,
with the mighty bards now seen for the first
and last time in our lives. In descending
the mountain, we continually passed the
great poets of every clime and of every na-
tion : all made obeisance to the queen as she
proceeded, and to all she spoke winning
words of encouragement or approval; smil-
ing kindly upon the humble bards, who kiss-
ed fondly the hem of her garments, and fre-
quently allowing them the honour of saluting
her hand. In a thicket of oak trees, where
the tangled wild flowers grew unheeded, we
heard Bryant repeating in solemn tones his
Thanatopsis to an admiring audience of fel-
low-countrymen, amongst whom I noticed
Professors Willis, Hoffman, and Longfellow,
—the latter accompanied by his beautiful
wife, for whom, like the patriarch of old, he
had waited for seven long years. In a lone
weird-like hut, we saw Southey conversing
with an old woman, who seemed busily en-
gaged in consulting auguries of magic im-
port. He blusbed upon pereciving the queen,
and, joining her train, entered into conver-
sation with the venerable Wordsworth, who
continually gathered specimens of every
“herb that sipp’d the dew,” and to whom
her majesty, ever and anon, addressed some
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slight observation on the scenery around
them.

Bat it wonld, alas! take far more space
than we can bestow, to enumerate, even by
name, all that gifted assemblage: as it is, I
have only spoken of those, whose titles will
be most interesting to English cars; and
must draw to a conclusion, without attemipt-
ing to allude to the great bards of Italy, Ger-
many, and Greece.  Yet I will just mention
one otherout of the infinite varicty of amuse-
ments provided by the munificent giver of
the gala ;—-this was the acting of one of the
ancient lyric tragedies by Tallourd, Taylor,
and other tragedians; while the choruses
were sung by young virgins dressed in spot-
less while, and so garlanded with flowers,
that the whole air was perfumed by their
fragrance.  When the play concluded, they
preceded the queen, scaltering violets before
her, swinging censers filled with choice ori-
ental spices, and singing divine melodies, in
which Alaric Watts, IIaynes Bayley, Ier-
rick, and other warblers of sweet song, occa-
sionally joined.

And thus was conducted her majesty
through cool grottos, whose echoes multipli-
ed every harmonious sound ; past murmur-
ing fountains, whose dancing waters gleam-
ed with all the hues of the rainbow in the
soft, brilliant mooulight, until she entered a
wondrous pleasant valley ; sunny limes and
almond trees, in full bloom, feathery palms,
flowering myrtles, adorned its turfy slopes ;
nightingales sang to the roses, who howed
their beautiful heads as they listened to the
enchanting music; while turtle doves cooed
softly as the queen passed by ; and zephynrs,
with guuzy wings, flitted before her path, or
gathered lilies of the valley to bind in gar-
lands round the white lambs who sported
silently and joyously beneath the orange
trees. At the upper end of this fair valley
stood a marble altar, whose fire burned
brighter and purer as her majesty drew near ;
and then, taking her place on its upper step,
she received the parting adiens and farewell
‘homage of her subjects. This was to us far
the most impressive part of the events of
that memorable evening. What a long pro-
cession of the world’s noblest bards now ad-
vanced, and, each prostrating himself, pre-
sented a gift to his beloved gueen, and re-
ceived her gracious thanks. The high priest
who ministered to the sacred fire on the al-

tar, our guide reverently informed us, was
ITomer himself; and also, clothed in priest’s
vestments, were his assistants, Shakspere,
Milton, Dante, and Ariosto; while, robed in
Tyriaa purple, were other attendantsy who
veceived and carefully preserved the offer-
ings made to the queen ; and amongst them
we perceived Spenser, Coleridge, Petrurch,
and Tasso,

The effect produced on the mind and sen-
ses by the presence of such immortal geniug,
the divine musie, the exquisitc odours, the
loveliness of the female part of the assem-
blage, the splendour of the golden hues of a
southera night, the delicious atmosphere of
a perfeet climate, were altogether so over-
powering, that I gladly eovered my face with
my mantle, until my companion’s tonch
aroused me, and Jooking up I beheld with
sorrowful astonishment the chariot of Apollo,
which the queen had just entered, and I
knew we should soon sce her no more. Her
subjects all knelt to receive ber benediction,
weeping that she left them; and vever can
any of thie beholders cease to remember, to
the day of their death, the transient view
she allowed us of her heavenly countenance,
radiant with immortality and holiness, as
she ascended into the blue cthereal dome,
and vanished for ever from our sight.

Euigmatical Hnswer
TO THE FIRST EXIGMA IN NO. 3 MAYFLOWER.*

If rizhtly I have made a guess
I fear youd not dear Editress,
Consent to take the illustration -
Should I request — by appli

—Osculus.

* The above answer to Enigma appeared too late for
publication in the last Mayflower, we had thercfore to post-
pone it till the present No.

@he Park-Table,

BY MD’LLE. DUFOUR.

CROTCHET.

Edging No. 1. Border for Antimacassar. .
Muterials—Marshland’s crotchet thread
No. 16 ; Penelope crotehet No. 2.
Make a row of long stitches at each side
and the ends, increasing twelve stitches at

the corners; then work in close and open
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squares. Tn order to form the scalloped
cdge in the 19th row, work thus—4 close
squares, 3 open, 4 close; turn the work, 4
close, 8 open, 4 close; turn the work, a sin-
gle stitch in each stitch of the first close
spuare, 4 close squares, 1 open, 4 close
squares; turn the work, a single stitch in
each of the long in the first two squares, 5
close, a single stitch in each long of the
close squares; then detach the thread, com-
mence again oa the sccond close square from
that worked on the 19th row, and repeat as
before.

GENERAL OBSERTATIONS
On Fushionr o Dress,

(From the Ladics' Newspaper.)

Mantelets of coloured silk are occasionally
trimmed with braid of the same colour, set
on in some fanciful pattern instead of being
in straight rows. Those of dark silks, as
violet glace with black, or dark blue glace
with black, are ornamented with black braid.
Another favourite style of trimming consists
of rows of narrow black velvet on a deep
picce of black tulle, to the edge of which is
attached a flounce of black lace. During
the recent sultry weather, scarfs have been
partially revived by the Parisian ladics ; but
they have not been generally adopted, the
mantelet having become decidedly the fa-
vorite article for out door costume.

Amongst the latest novelties in bareges,
we may notice those manufactured with
broad stripes or bands, running horizontally.
The stripes of some of these bareges are of
different widths, and are intended to have
the appearance of tucks on the skirt of the
dress. Other new bareges are of beautiful
patterns in bouquets, or sprigged with num-
berless small flowers. The skirts of the dress
are made with or without flounces, as may
best accord with the pattern of the barege.
The corsages are usually in the Louis Quinze
style, trimmed with eschelles, composed of
ruches or frills of narrow ribbon, to match
the dress, and bows of the same without
ends. N

Nearly all the dresses, now in course of
preparation, for the country, are made with
two corsages; one high, and the other low.

The low corsage has a berthe descending en
coeur to a point in front of the waist,—and
a piece de poitoine, trimmed with bows of
ribbon, an cchelle of passementrie bruillon-
nees, or plaiting of ribbon, &c., harmonizing
with the trimmingon the skirt. *'The sleeves
short, and the trimming corresponding with
that on the corsage. The high corsage is
frequently made with a basquine slit at the
edge, the ends of the sleeves being slit to
correspond.  The sleeves are sometimes
open up their whole length, from the wrist
upwards, the opening being confined here
and there in the Spanish styie, by fancy
butions, bows of ribbon, or other ornaments.
These sleeves form a pretty variety to the
pagoda sleeves, which, however, still con-
tin:ze highly fashionable.

To our Reaprrs.—We must apolo-
gize to our veaders for the paucity of ori-
ginal matter in the present No. We have
received several original articles,—but re-
aret that they were forwarded too late for
publication, and must therefore be deferred
till the next.  An Editorial article was al-
so prepared, but has been accidentally omit-
ted.

Gtems of  Fews.

Tir Wonrrp's Fair—Nova Scotia has sent
t> the EximuirioN a fine collection of iron ores
and iron products throngh the medium of one of
her most enterprising inhabitants, Mr. C. D. Ar-
chibald.  The mineval property of this gentle-
man is exhibited in the rough ores, which appear
not only rich in quantity of metal, but of excel-
lent quality ; and a systematic arrangement of
pig, Lar, steel, tin-plate, wire, and manufactured
articles, (knives, grates, &c.), deserving high
credit, as evincing energy and skill, as well as
methodical industry,to exhibit these very valuable
productions in a young colony. Gray copper-ore
and native copper, of fair quality, appear on this
table, and some oxide of manganese. Some in-
teresting fossils of the carbonaceous series have
becn sent by the Central Comnmittee of Nova
Scotia, and one Jump of coal of good bituminous
quality.

The Halifax and Quebee Railroad is receiving
increased attention in England, and many of the
British-Journals ave treatiog the subject with the
consideration its importance demands.
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Trade was considerably depressed in England,

and several failures have oceurred.  The harvest

- was progressing favourably,and flour had declined
Gd. per barrel.

The affaivs,of FrANCE ate just now exciting
a good deal of attention, and it is thought the
Councils-General will deeide in favour of a revi-
sion of the constitution. It is the prevailing
opinion that the Prince de Joinville will be
started as a candidate for the Presidency.

The Nalional Temperance Convention at Sa-
ratozo, N. Y., continued two days, and was a
grand demonstration of the right kind of “Tem-
perance sentiment and spirit—christian and kind,
carnest and bold. T'welve strong and important
Resolutions were unanimously passed by the
Convention, which was composed of three hun-
dred men from seventeen States and the Buitish
Provinces.

5" The Newton University of Baltimore,
Maryland, has recently conferred the honorary
degree of Doctor of Divinity upon the Rev. A.
W. McLkob of this city.

The Jews propose building a Temple in Mount
Zion to equal Solomon’s in magnificence.

&5 On Iriday night, 29th ult,, the house of
Luther Porter, of Cornwallis, was destroyed by
fire, and we regret to add, a grandehild was
burned to cinders, and Mr. Porter himself was
so seriously burned, that he expired on the Sun-
day. morning following.

Cusa.—The accounts from Ilavana are of the
most serions character, 1t appears that the a.
banero, Spanish government steamer, while
cruising oft a place called Bahia, furty miles west
of 1lavana, captured a party of fifty men, belong-
ing to Gen. Lopez's expedition,who were in four
boats. They were beoucht to Havana on the
16th inst., and at one o'clock in the morning
placed on board a Spanish frigate lying in porv.
They were taken on shore about noon the same
day, nnd execated in the public road in Ifavana,
in the presence of at least twenty thousand per-
sons.

A despatch from the American Consul at Ha-
vana, states that all thc prisoners were tried
(probably by a military tribunal) previous to
their execution,

Tue ano!.ul 108 18 Cosa.—The execution
of fifty of the invaders of Cuba, by the authon-
ties of that [sland, has caused conviderable feel-
ing in several sections of the United States, and
indignation meetings have been held to denounce
the act, It is stated that at a Cubinet Meeting
at. Washington on Saturday last, it was resolved
‘to gend a Messenger 1o Cuba to inquire into the
facts' of the U. 8. Mail eteamer Falcon having
‘been -fired into, and the cizcumstaeces of the cap.
ture and execution of the invaders.

New Orleans, August 22 —The excitement on
Cuban affairs is still very great, and there are no
signs of abalement. The principa) streets are
thronged with rioters, and the property of Spani-
ards is destroyed in all directions,  The Spaunish
Consul hus been burat in effigy } in Whe meantime
our autharities are doing nothing to check the
lawlessness of the mob, which reigns suprene,

Philadelphia, Avgust 25.—An immense Mass
Meeting was held in Independence Square this
evening, to condemn the proceedings of the Spa-
nish authorities in shooting the American prison-
ers at Havana,  The neeting evinced great en-
thusiasin throughout the proceedings, and was
one of the lurgest assemblages ever counvened in
this eity.

We learn from the Boston papers that a tesrific
tornado lately passed over the villages of Weston,
Waltham, Watertown, West Cambridge and
Medford, levelling in its course dwellings, barns,
&ec., and tearing by the roots trees of twenty to
thirty years standing.  The scene is described as
truly terrific—timber and trees flying in all di-
rections, and women aud children screaming
throngh fear. The tornado appears to have co-
vered a space of about forty rods square, and the
height of th2 column appeared to be about a mile.

Free-Warer AMoxc THE Ixpraxs. — The
Indians,ol whoin there are a number in Durham,
Canuda East, suffer from * fire-water.” Itis to
them a withering scourge. They own much
good land in Durbam. but if they can manage to
be supplied with tobacen and whiskey they are
content to yield to their native indolence, and
leave their lands to waste,  Traly, how difficult
for them to forget their origin, aad adopt the
habits of civilized life. A sad incident occurred
among them while we were there, A party of
them returning from their winter’s hunt, near
Maine, on the "head waters of the St. Francis,
floated down one day to the rapids in Durham.
tHere they wmust make portage., Some of the
party, weat for horses, leaving one of their num-
ber, who had been drinking freely, in charge of
their treasures. O the return of the Indians
with the horses, what was their disappointment
and dismay to find that their drunken companion,
with the fruits of their winter's wil—-bear-skins,
mooge-sking and tallow, had gone to the bottom,
and all were irrecoverably lost.—Corr. Montreal
Witness.

New Bruwswick Hoxev.—Yesterday we saw
in the Drug Store of Messrs. Coy & Son, about
twenty pounds of virgin loney, which formed
part of the produce of one of the hives cultivated
by E. H. Wilmot, Esquire, of Fredericton, and is
us fine a specimen of that article as can be pro-
duced in any country. We have heard that it
is the inteation of the owner to eend this speci-
men to the Provincial Exhibition in St. John,
and we hope the rumour is cprrect, for there can
be no doubt that bees will by-and-by be cultiva-
ted in this Province to a much greater extent
than hitherto, and with profit to those ywho have
lime and taste enough to take proper care of the
hives.—Head Quarters,
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