"0 wan just as the clock of 8t. Ann’s had gonc ninc,

. Awd Lere are the silks which yoriosent e to stain,
“OF a beautfal mazarine blue.”
AV ne ! Bisspoolnted, und nearly in tears,

- iagthe want of unity and strength.  In con-

- fici*ney by resorting to mere extravagance of
~incident, as those who would be orators with-

e A AT,

- alisiuterestedness—she inci tes us not to gond-

B
. EON AN ENGLIN PARER.
——

LINES POUNDED 0N A LATE FACT.
H1its Budget Adair lived up one pair of stairs,
in a street leading out of Soho !
And, though love!y and fuir, had scen thirty years,
Without being blost with abeaun s .. . .
But it happened one May dav [the morning was
She heard in her passage a treade—

finc)

" And Mivs Bridget was just out of bed.

“lie tread it drew nearer, the knocker it stirred,
And a rapping did gently ensig—

\1 ho's there ! sald Miss Bridget—a whisper was heard
OF * Mudam, 1 dic for you !*

® What, for me does he die,” said the love stricken maid,
To the glass as she bustled in Haste,

She adjusted her gown, put a cap on her head,
And adormed with a ribbon her waist.

Pit-a.pat went bae heart, us shie up:ened the door,
And a steanger appearcd 10 her view ;

Gtepping in with a smile, and a bow to the floor,
e said, “ Mudans, | dic for you.”

'f she hiked lis demeanor, 8o courteous and meck,
Y ot his Jook was enough to amaze her;

Tor low face appeared black, as inwashed for & week,
And L beand asked the aid of a razor.

A length he addressed her in thus killing strain,
“ Miss Brdget, 1 dye for you

datauing still witha gave sud a stare,
N0 wonld handly have thongin, had you known Ier for
I was the Jovely Miss Rridget Aduir, [yenrs,
R
CLYsCH.. A ROYSET,
Thesup i burning in the rosy wot,
Azidd, on the con®awve of the Llaes serene,
Suiling alone, two Little clonds wre scen,
Asof they felt their beauty, and were blest—
Al ! thus, within some Jone aml lovely dale,
With gushing streams begist and leafy woed,
Where day is calin, and evening solitu
fs only brokcen by the nightingale ; f‘)
Beloved | in some summer bower with iee
‘T'o rest unseen, to roam the flowery mead,
To sit, at eve, beneath our threshold tree,
Devoid of care, were paradise indeed ;
And in cach other’s arms together rest,
Like von two clouds that beantify the west,
e ——— s

Literary Exteacts, &e.

“ Variety™s The Very spice of life,
That gives it il vs flavor.
N —— e —

Female Literature,
CF THE PRESENT AGE.

- —

LROX THE NEW (LONNOY) MONTIALY SAGATINE,
HISY EDGEWORTH,

In extent and accuracy of observation, Miss
“dgeworth has norival. Her vivacity is eqna-
¢dc—her pood sense striking—and her raille-
-y graceful, beyond that of any living writer.
Her delineations of fashionable manners are
delightfully spirited.  She catches, with infi-
vite =kl the gay bubbles that float on the
Hight stream of fashion, and fixes them as del-
rcate crystaliizations for ever. Nor are her
pictures of rustic hie, especially those taken
trom the Irish puor, less true, | But it is only
in her characters or in detached scenes that
she cxcels.—She has no felicity of conceiv-
ing, or skill of developing, the plotof a novel.
She contrives, indeed, to cover the ill united
perts of her story by a veil of airy and glit-
tering drapery ; but we can scarely avoid feel-

sequence of this defect, the practical good
sensc of her novels is often singularly con?
trasted with the improbable and wild inci-
dents on which they are foundéd, The change
in Ennuiof the earl into-a-peasant;-and the
strange catastrophe of Belinda, are striking
cxamples of an ertor into which writers of
~mnoyels.who have no touch of the romantic ne-
cossarily fall.  They strive to supply the de-

out feeling or'imagination, accumlate 4 pro-
fusmn of gorgeous epithcts, As a moral
teacher, Miss Edgeworth % wants a heart.”
We do not mean that she fails to advocate
kind affection, or that a spirit of tenderness
does not breath in her works, but that the vir-
tues she recommends have no root in feelings
or in principles that cannot be shaken,—=Their
fibres are not inherently entwined in the liv-
ing rocks which no mortal changes can alter.

They are planted in the shifeing sands of earth-

v utility E"“‘, expr:di‘cnr.'t‘. She doesnot warpm | .~ clered tob s fivst

o

.| the soul as having the principle e
ting influences

| disease, and approaching speedily to a terrible
| martyr’s spirit.  Her inimitable

‘Ier anguish und heroism in decp shadow-

| She is strong in the weakness of her heart.

#{ those ‘high prerogatives of childhood which

'eT | 1 8
AT TR T
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hem, nor its affections as
wyond the grave. To her works there is Tit-
tle demdq:roilm—-no beauty of the soul

waailed from encumbramges of time—-no
wglorious triumph of exceedinglove.” Lady
Delacour appears to us the Joftiest and most
magidative of hercreations. . This lady, who,
selieving herself aflicted with a loathsome

death, continues nightly to enchant the unsus-
pecting world of fashion, has something of a
ce=—her
brilliant wit—the carcless charm of all her ac-
uons in the foreground—with the contrast of

form a picture which we scarcely hesitate to
regard as sublime, Why will not Miss Fdge-
worth exhibit the heroism with which she has
invested a woman of fishion, as resting on a
moveless principle, and exerted in a generous

cause !
MRS, OPIE,

Mrs. Opie’s powers differ almost as widely
as possible from those of Miss Edgeworth.
Her sensibility is the.charm of her works.

Did she not fall into one unhappy error, she
would have few rivals in opening * the sa-
cred source of sympathetic tears,” She too
often mistakes the shocking for the pathetic,
—*on horror’s head hotrors accumulate,”—
and heaps wrongs on wrongs ot the defence-
less head of the reader. This is the more
to be regretted, as she has shown herself ca-
pable of that genuine pathos which calls forth
such tears only asare delicious. But who can
endure 2 madman, who, having brokens from
his keepers, unconsciously pursues his daught-
er, whose conduct has occasioned his insaxity,
and bursts into horrid laughter? Human
life has enough of real misery, without those
additions being made to it by an amateur in
sorrow, It is neither rlcasant nor profitable
to contemplate in speculation, unadorned, un-
relieved agonies. It may be laid down as an
axiom, that, when we feel inclined to resort
to the recollection that the tale is fictitious, in
order torelieve our feelings, its author is mis-
taken. Let Mrs. Opie give us pictures of
exquisite tenderness as well as grief—of love
enduring amidst distress—of hope building
up. amidst earthW wo, its mansion of rest in
the skies—or let her fringe her darkest clouds
of sorrow with the golden tints of the imag-
ination, and the oftener she will thus beguile
us of our tears the more shall we thank and
ssteem her.

How tender and delicious is the pathos of
the author of * Mrs. Leicester’s School I”
She does not lacerate, but mellows and softens
the heart. How sweet is her story of the
child who is often brought by her father as a
treat to her mother’s grave—who is taught to
read there on the tombstone, and who thus
learns to think of the grave as asoft and green
bed of joy! How affectingly does the girl draw
her uncle, just returned from sea, to the scene
of her serious but not mournful ponderings,
unconscious of the painshe isinflicting! Most
tonching is the contrast, thus shown of the
sense of death in childhood and in sadder
years! Othets have directed their attention
to improve the understanding. It has been
the better part of this author to nurture the
imagination and cherish the affections. She
i8 the only writer for childrer who seems to
have a fitting respect for thosc whom she ad-
dresses. She daes nct feel for infancy mere-
ly as a season of ignorance and want. She
knows that it is also the time of reverence
and of wonder—of conliding love and bound-
less hope—of * splendor in the grass. of glo-
ry inthe flower:?” She striver, therefore, not
merely to impart knowledge, but to preservé

man is so seldom- permitted to retain. And
well is she qualified for the delightful work.
She assumes the tone, not of condescension,
but of equal love.—~She supplies food for the
imagination, by connecting lofty thoughts and
glorious images with familiar things, and gen-
tly “laps the prison'd-soul” of her young
readers “in elysium.” In Mrs, Leicester’s
Sctool, and in the Poetry for Children, she
surrounds, childhood with kindred sanctities,
and spreads over its pictures of serious joy
an exquisite enamel, which may long preserve
them from the contaminations of the world.
She is *a sister every wav,” in mind as in
blood, to the author.of John Woodville and

the amique beauty of a nobler age—and re-
freshed our literature with old English hu-
mour, fancy, and kinduess.
_Bold Charge.—A twig at law, sn attorney, ha-
vin
day he was ordered 10 charge—~when hé in¢

e bEeause it is.In'i'tsc!ﬂu?u!y—shé'exhom

-Rosamond- Gray=<tohim who has revived

' ﬁ‘&trll—poni Ass superl
The Ass was led to Uhe altar in

%;ﬁculm. High mass was said with "
frest :

proper places ; a hymn, no less childish than im-
pious, was sung in his praise | and when the cer-

words with which he dismissed the people, brayed
three timos like an Ase! and the people, instead
of the usual responses, brayed three times in re-
turn. Hist, Modern Eurcpe.

—y $1IION) =
KPIORAN,
Wit's a feather, Pope has said,
And ladies pever doubt ity
8o those who've least within their head,
Display the most without it.

NORAT, and RELIGIOUS.

fm— - - .
From Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine.

[vom mav.]

The l‘en-\_tent Son.

Death brings to those who have been long
dreading its It, by the bedside of one
tenderly beloved, acalm in which nature fecls
most gracious relicf from the load of sorrow.
While we yet hear the faint murmurs of the
unexpired breath, and see the dim light of the
uaclosed eyes—-we watch in agony all the
slightest movements of the sufferer, and to
save the life of friend or of parent, we our-
selves would most gladly die. All the love
of which our héarts are capable, belongs then
but to one dearest object; and things, which
perhaps a few days before were prized as the
most delizhtful of earth’s enjoymeuts, seem,
at that awful crisis, unworthy even of the af-
fections of a child. The blow is struck and
the sick bed is & bier. But God suffers not
the souls of them who believe, to fall into an
abyss of despair. The being, whom for so
many long years we have loved and reveren-
ced ,

' “ Has past througlt nature to cternity,”

and the survivors are lett behind in mournful
rcsisnation to the mysterions decree.

Life and death walk through this world,
hand in hand. Young, old, kind, cruel,
wise, foolish, good and wicked—-all at last
patiently submit to one inexorable ixw. At
all times, and in all places, there are the watch-
ings, and weepings, and wailings, of hearts

land-scape or city-—and thotigh sorrow, and
sickness, ‘and death, be in the groves and
woods, and solitary places among the hills—
among the streets and the syuares, and the
magnificent dwellings of princes; yet the great
glad spirit of life 18 triumphant, and there
scems no abiding place for the dreams of de-
cay.
Sweet lonesome cottage of the Hazel Glen!
—Even now is the merry month of May pas-
sing brightly over thy broomy braes ; and
while the linnet sings on earth, the lark replies
to him from heavin, The lambs are playing
in the sunshine over all thy verdant knolls,
and infant shepherd and shepherdess are join-
ing to their glee.  Scarcely is there a cloud in
the soft cerulean sky—save where a gentle
mist ascends above the dark green Sycamore,
in whose shade that solitary dwelling sleeps !
This little world is filled to the brink with
happiness—for grief would be-ashamed to
sigh within the still enclosure of these pasto-
ral hills.
Three little months ago, and in that cottage
we stood together—-son, daughter, grandchild,
pastor, and friend—by the death-bed of the
Elder. Inthought, we are still standing there;;
and that night of death returas upon me, not
dark and gloomy, but soft, calm, and mourn-
ful, like the face of heaven just tinged with
moonlight, and here and there a solitary star.
The head of the old man lay on its pillow
stiller than in any breathing sleep, and there
was a paleness on his face that told the heart
would beat no more. -We stood motionless
as in a picture, and looked speechlessly on
each other’s countenance. * My grandfather
has fallen asleep,” said the loving bov, in a
low voice, unconsciously using, in his sim-
plicity, that sublime scriptural expression for
death. The mother, unable to withhold her
sobs, took her child by his ligtle hand, and
was leading him away, when at once the dread-
ful truth fell upon him, and he knew that he

'man’s knees.  “Oh! let me kiss him—once
only—before they bury him in the cold earth;”
and in a moment, the golden curls of the child
were mixed with the gray hairs of the lifeless
shadow. No terror had the cold lips for him ;
and closely did he lay his cheek so smooth t,

dwelha last loving smile,.. The father-of the
,boy gazed piteously upon him, and said into

stuntly whipped oul his pocket-book aid - put
L!Uh n®s. .

himself, “ Alas' he hath no love 1o spare for

o

emouy. wasended,the pricst, instead of the usual {bed, rtuhe.d._i-hls' his_parent’s arm

was never again to say his prayers by the old|

Al gl e s
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hia sullied face from die unbeatiog bosom
sndy gemly stealing himoelf away from the
there delivered up 1o ull the perfect
childhood’s forgiving heart. Al his father's

frowns were forgotten—=his dullen looks-<his
stern words—his menaces, that had so ‘often

ference—his scorn, and his cruelty,——He
remembered only bis smiles, and the gentlest
sound of his voices and happy

spurned, bus folded as in former sweetest days,
unto the yearning bosom of his own kind fa-
ther, the child could bear to turn his eyes
from that blessed embrace, towards the dead
old man whom, an hour ago, he had looked
on as his only guardian on earth besides God,
and whose grey bairs he had, even a8 an or-
phan, twined round his very heart. “1[ do

—no, we, too, will often speak of

together by the ingle, or on the hillside,~but
| beseech thee not to let all thy love be buried
with him in the grave—bat to keep all that
thou canst for thy wretched father.” Sighs,
sobs, tears, kisses, and embraces, were all the
loving child’s reply. A deep and divine jo
had been restored to him, over whose loss oz
ten had his pining childhood wept. The beau-
ty of his father's face revived—It smiled

graciously upon him, as it did of when
he was wont to totter after him withe ‘
foldj~and to pull primroses beneath his lov-
ing eye, from the mossy of the little

sparkling burn1 Scarcely the child be-

lieve in such blessed change. But the kisses
fell fast on his brow, when hesthought
that the accompanying tears were shed by

own father, for the unkindness sometimes
shown to his child, he could not contain thase
silent self-upbraidings, but with thicker sobs
blesséd him by that awful name, and promi-
sed to love him beyond even him who was
now lying dead before their eyes, “I will
walk with the funeral—and see my grandfa-
ther buried, in our own burial-place, near
where the Tent stands at the Sacrament—
Yes, I will walk, my father, by your side—
and hold one of the strings of the coffin-e

severed or about to sever. Yet look over|gud if you will only promise to love me for

¢ver as you now do, and used always to do

father wi thout wcepi_ng-_—_-ayc—without shed+
ding one single tear :"——and here the-child,
unaware of the full tenderness of his ewh
sinless heart, bL'Tst out into an uncontrolable
flood of grief. 't’he mother, happy in her
sore affliction, to see ber darling boy again ta-
ken so lovingly to her lrushand's heart, looked
towards them with a fait smile,~and then,
with a beaming countenance, towards the ex-
pired saint ; for she felt that Inis dying words
had restored the sanctitics of nature to her
earthly dwelling. With gentle hand, she beck-
oned the Pastor and myself to follow her—

into a little parlour, in which burned a cheer-

cloth whiter than the snow.

together again before the hour of
so saying, she calmly withdrew.

There was no disorder, or disa
room in which we now sat. Though

| sick=.

ties had been neglected, In this room the
Patriarch-had, every evening for 40 years;
said family prayers—and the dust had not
been allowed to gather there, though sickness
had kept him from the, quiet nook in which
he had so long delighteds The servant, with
sorrowful but composed features, brought to

not without a pathetic allusion to him who
had'Been removed—and another more touch-
ing still, to them who survived him, 7hat
simple but most fervent aspiration seemed t0
breath an: air of ‘comfort ‘through the house
that was desolate—but a deep m‘e-hnchol]»_' et
reigned the hush, and the inside of the
cottage, that its ancient honor was gone,
felt forlorn "as its outside would have don¢,
had the sycamore, that gave it shade and shele
ter, been felled to the earth. s
We had sat by ourselves for about two houtsy
when the matron again appeared ; not as whﬂ:
we had first seen her, wearied, worn out, ant
careless of herself; but calm in her demeanof,
and with her raiment changed, serene an¢

beautifulin the composure of her faith.  With

ef we followéd her 1o sileénces

ith

-
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eof

ey me-n R S—
heuven, to feel himself no more neglectedor

losg 470, I will strive to think of my grands

a soft voicesshe asked us'to come ‘with 4¥“"'--'-' o
%gn*tmthemn where her father lm-—-ﬂl‘“

struck terror to his wandering soul, his indif.

not ask thee, Jamie, to forget thlf-ﬁ{“df}ll}w -
im, sitting

and conducted us away from the death-bed, '

ful fire, and a small table was spread with &
“You will stey
in our cottage all night—and we shall all meet §

|3

ness had been in the house, no domestic du- —

us our simple'meal, which the Pastor blessed;




