A MOMENT.
T 19 the breath of a moment—which no one regardeth—
That holdeth the key to each secret of life;
"T'is a “ moment” that oft our long watching rewardeth,
And calms the dark waters of sorrew snd strife ;
1ts breath may seem nothing—and yet “tis extending
A power the sublimist our being can know,
A moment may yicld us a bliss without ending—
A moment consign us to darknes and woe!

its circle may blush with beauty that ages o
May crown as immortal, and hallow its birth;
A moment may question the wisdom of sages,
And change the whole system and science of earth.
A moment-—the soul of the painter can feel it—
It thrills through his frame with a spirit-like fire ;

A moment—oh! once let the gified reveal it,
And Heaven 1s short of the height 't would aspire. |

Go, ask of the hero when victory soundeth, ‘
What glory a moment of time may command ;

Ask the ho*coking sailor, when fast his heart boundeth,
How sweet is the moment he views hi% own land ;

Ask the lover when whisper to whisper replieth
In accents that tremble lest lips be o'erlieard

. Aund oh! they will tell you each moment that dieth

. Hath crowded eternity oftin a word !

THE TWO BROTHERS.

BY

MRS, WARD.

ArmosT all of us bear in our hearts the ‘mpress of some
event from which we date even our first consciousness of |
existence , and strange it is that, while important circum-
stances, occurring in our riper vears, leave comparatively
little impression, the incidents in youth, with which our
minds have little or no connection, are often fairly stereo- |
typed on our hrain, we know not how or why.

Bot I remember no wifling incidents: T'he one great
event of my lile elist all else into obiivion, for wuly itl
brought an undyiug sorrow uponu our house, and cansed |
my heart to “ wax old as doth a garment” withis my boy-
ish breast. .

Kiven now, mother, 1 see at tumes thy fuir, thy gentle,
and loving face ; 1 hear in my dreams. thy low, sawveed, |
«arnest voice, echoing like mournful music ; and my fa-
ther, with his high, proud brow, his beautiful but rare
smile, is often at my side when I amalone nnd pondering
on old times under the shadow of dark memeries,

Sometimes he comes in another guise and as ! lasl saw
Lam, but of that anon.

Bome years ago, my mothier, my fathier, my voung bro-
ther and myself; were one morniing assembled in the little
oriel library at home, wi en the old butier bronght in the
letterbag. My father taken down a book, and ny
mother, leaning on hi lder, was reading soine sweet |
passages aloud. T'he'®
the table, and then my
red me to open it

* J.et me, let me,” said
draw the letters forth,

1 think I see iy father lay his book hurviedly aside, and |
may mother bend anxious'y over him, as he tears openone, |

—_————

y tll shie had ceased, upon |
g handing mie the key, desi- |

by, and 1 permitted him to |

the seal and edges ol which proclaimed it the herald of| 1]
Mother! mather! bow pale you look !— |
Whence arvose all this sorrow | knew not. At the time:
I was scarcely capable of comprehiending the nuture of it, ;
tor, although twelve yoars of age, I had no intimate asso- |

Jeath’s doings,
What despair is painted in your countenanee !

ciates but my brother. I hud never seen anyi}
world beyond the boundaries of the village
we lived

‘The letter announced the death of my father’s first con-
sin and his only son ;5 they had perished oft the lsle of
Wight while bathing.  The father it was supposed in his

endeavours to save his son, had failed 1 the rescue, and | of taste and refinemes t of feeling were strange contrasts
. g0 . - . | . . o A
was sacrificed himsell, My father was now, therefore, the | 1o the overbearing ryrant of her home, she had, in a me-

Earl of Walingford,  He did not announce it 1o us, but 1
gathered 1t from his conversation with my mother, |
heard him bitterly regretting ir5 I saw her sit with her
hands rigidly clasped in agony before her; I saw her lips
wrn pale, her eyes close, and then she fell heavily down
at her husband’s feet. 1 can remember his telling us to
leave the room and send in old Wilinot and his danghter,
wy mother’s maid, My brother and | went out upon the
sunny lawn to play. e, rejoicing in the beanty ol the
day soon forgot the scene we had witnessed, and called
10 me to join him in s gambols, while I, half puzzied at
my father’s and mother’s distress, sat down nnder the
shadows of some limes hieeding him not. His merry lungh,
his bounding step, however, were checked Ly Wilmoi
coming to ux, and bidding us go round to the back of the
house, where my mother conld not hear our vojces,
Where my mother could not hear our voices!  She, whose
life had seemed 10 depend on our lightest look or word :
who had been children—tenderly—bnt stil elbildren by
my father, for her reluctance in allowing us 1o spend our

e

geream on s passage from my heart to
“war blank vl 1 found avsell o
hed-room,
{ My young brother was there too.
L wildered sorvow, his toys lay idly seattered about the room, |
cand e, with bis arm stretehed aeross me, his long curls

o that ehamber of angaish and desolation he seemed the

her bed watehing ns,
| sat by her with the Book of Comfort before him.

rawoke my voung brother, who, flying to lier, mingled his

| Doctor Mitford explained to my brother and mvself, as

L thing despicable”—for Le soon gathered all this—that he |
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moruings at Dr, Mitford’s, the good rector, ‘o1 the purpose
of receiving his mstructions !

The peaceful period of my life was over ; the next scene
enacted o the drama of that life was a tragienl one. My
father, leaving my mother to ihe care of Wilmot and lis
daughter, was observed to dart through the open window
of the oriel withent his hat. My motherafter n long swoon
was borne to hier hed, and when [ next saw her she was
a widow. My father had Limsell sovght a watery grave
in the small {ake in the grounds at M . I cun remem-
ber the silence of the house, the whispers of the servants
on the stuircase, in the lobbies, and empty rooms, and
Wilimot forbidding ugdo leave the house, especially desi-
ring us not to appr the lndge.

I—spoiled boy as §as—1 disobeyed him. In the dusk
of the summer’s ev z 1 erept out of the very wit.dow
through which my llappy father had last passed alive,
and making my way Wder cover of the shrubs that fringed
the sloping lawn, 1 hidrried to the lodge. Wilmot’s eau-
tion against going thege convineed me that my father had
been earried thither, *vsm:ul of being brounght home, as
we were informed by the servants he had been. There
were lights streaming throualh the closed shutters of one
window. 1 climbed over ithe little priling near it, and
looked through a erevice into the apartment, Was it
vision that met my eyes? Unaccostomed as they were
to anght but the beautiful in this world, I could scarcely
bear to look on what I saw, Was1ioa dream? What

v -8 N |
was that cloud of white stretehed forth Upon TWo commaon

deal tables placed together?  There was the ouline of a

buman form, there was a sound of lamentation i the |
narrow room, the lodgkeeper’s wife mourning the dead |

thing Taid there in its shroud,

Wilmot himself was there arranging seonces rourd the
dull walls, and the number of ehairs placed uniformiy to
gether, gave me some idea of an inquest having been held

me, and long after [ had ceased to cry bitterly the tenrs
still rickled silently down my cheeks. 1 kuow not how
long I sat there, but 1 was ronsed from my sorrewlul ye.
verie by perceiving my veung brother at my side.

“ See,” gaid he, I have brought you the new fishin
rod Dr. Milford gave me !
it 0 much that I am-sure yon will think it worth having!
and ¥ have-filled my writing-desk, which is newer than
yours, with pens and paper and sealing wax, and here it
'8 for you, and my dinwing box. You shall have every-
thing of mine, [ will give all to you that Fean. Brother!

aear brother Edward ! do not twn away your head, ar if
you were angry.
this title, they t
Hos

of my father’s death and my mother’s misery? Brother
Edward,” said the boy, looking up as if'sileuily appealing
to heaven as a witness of his vow, 1 never will be Lord
Wallingford as leng as you live and are uameless. No
one can make me take up the title. I have asked Dr. Mil-
ford all about it; he won't give me any advice at prasent,
but tells me not to decide too hastily. I never shall change
tmy resolution, unless—and who knows hut 1t may be so?
| —unless you gain a title for yourself ?

| Peor child!
csuch bavbles. 1 answered him by flinging my arms round:
his neck, and Dr. Mitford found us mingling our tears
together.  Ah! from what a pure and consecrated foun-
tvin did those tears spring! My mother, o ill to hear
the ieast exeitement, never mentioned the subject, though
we now saw her every day. A settled melancholy hed
succeeded the first paroxysins of despair.

My resolution was formed before my father’s funera)

was over. My only companion, besides my brother, had

allk so much about, makes me wretehed.

been a midshipman, a relation of Dr. Mitford. I deterwi-

ned on leaving home, and striving 10 carve out an honour-

there. My first impulse was to eall Wilmot, bhut my tongue
clove to the roof of my mouth.

I lingered long, spell |
bound ;

and when 1 bad seen the little joom lichted l’
was about to retrace my steps, when 1 saw Wilinot raise |
the white covering from the corpse,

I remember but m% father’s dead face, livid, vet so little
distorted as to hear the appearance of being in a deen
sleep 2 then a chekivg sensation 1 the throat arrested the
L lips; and all
L inother’s
her’s loss,
ieht to her,
Worn out with his be-

In spite of all hera
she had nissed me. She would K

sweeping my cold clammy face, lay fas1 asleep beside me.

only link between hewven and my inother, for what was
‘ {0 her now |'|” a 'H'-'l\'.V curse !

She—poor, pade, hagaard creature—was sittine np in

vy y . |
i'he cood rector, Doctor Mitford, !
=il

All at onee she broke inio o piis- |

o

she I‘U("kl'(l‘(“.\'H'::l'N'(l.
sion of tears,and, weeping long and bitterly, became calm- l,
er at lust, relieved Yy this natoral burst of angnish, I
tears with hers,  Weak as [ was, scarcely certain of where
P owas, I insisted on vising 5 and ere the sun set that night
wenderly as he conld, the eause of the late teyrible event.

1, the eiler, was an outeast -on the world with searce
any provision, Twas a natural son! My young brather
was the heir to title, fortune, honors, power, and the dis-
tinction of a high name. 7 had no prospecis, I, the first |
born, was o curse to mysell, my mother, and my self“mur-
dered father. My vonng brother Harry, was Farl of Wal-
lingford, while } # * #* # &

|
Fean remember when my brother was able to compre- |
hend that he was rich and noble, and “that 1 was some- |

|

from me, who haa been taught to respeet my opinions

Leven in onr plays as an elder brothe’s right—he, whose
Hessons had been lightened by my sharving them, whose

pleasures had been mine, and who had been accustomed

(1o no ather companion, could not bear to be thus elevated

while 1 was undeservedly cast dow..

[, eanwhiie, would notapproach my motlier. Some-
evening sueceeding De. Mitford’s diselosare, as 1 sat at
the oriel window Inoking onut upon tae lawn where | had
spent €0 many unclouded hours, My futher’s funeral was
to take place on the following day, The verdiet had been
brovght in “ tewporary insanity.” God knows it was a

hing of the | correct one, for iy unbappy father’s brain must have been
near which | bewildered witlh the agony of despair when

e Conse-

quences of sin burst npon him and my wretehed mother,
Icwere a long story to dwell on her early history. Mar-

ried voung 1o a man whose savage disposition’ drove her
into the arms ofmy fine-tempered tather, whose élegance

ment of misery, when a blow from her brutal hushand

| shivered the last slender links of duty and propriety inte

atoms, vielded to my father’s passionate entreaties that
she would fly with him.  Belore a divoree conld besgob
taine 1, and a marriage effected, 1 was horne. They were
united on the death of my mother’s hushand, and hefore
the birth of my second brothery and as my father had the
disposal of his own property, my position, as an illegiti-
mate son, would perliaps never have been made known
to me but for the event which gnve my father the title and
entailed estates of the Earldom of Wallingford,

There sat I then looking otit upon the fair face of nature.
The peace of the scene before me ill accorded with the
tirmoils raging at my heart: but some trifling circum-
stances—the sight of a pointer my father had been fona
of, and an old linter who hiad been permitted to spend
his last days in peacefu) idlgness—upset me. The gioom
was taking them past the window, awry fram the neigh-
hourhood of the lawn, fearing my mother shoulil see them

At gight of the familiar objects o shower ftears relieved

able eareer for myself. 1 beecama at once a man in thought
and deec. My brothev’s docile disposition resembled my
mother’s s mine Lad more of my father’s sterner metal in
it.  He was brave, though his last act was one little indi-
cative of it—but then the cause—the disgraee, not of him-
=elf; but of his wife and his first-born! What marvel that
he wanted courage to stand by avd witness that!

Never ean T fovget the last hour spent as a boy, under
the roof to which I had been accustomed from my infaney
My brother and I had always occupied the same room ;
our little beds stood side by side, with the pictures of our
parents hanging between them.  Worn out with the sor-
rows of the past weelk, Harry had gone to rest hefore his
vsual time. He was sleeping peacefully, though a tearday
on his eheck. ‘There lay the Earl of Wallingford—my-
younger brother !—while 1, searcely knowing by what
name to call myself, looked up at my father's and my

(mother’s pictures with ningled feelings of pity and re-

proach. I had packed up a few clothes by degrees, and

Cpoor Harry’s il of the drawing-box (the smallest article)-

among them. 1 had resolved on getting to sea under the
patronymie of Fiiz-fdward, It was the only one to which
I felt T bad any right,

I puss over the last “ zood night!” exchanged between:
my mother and myself. A note found on my pillow, atier
my departive, explaned all. k was in these wordse—
“ Rest assured, mother, that 1 will strive to be an honour
to you yet. 1leave you in the hope that I have chosen
my own path, my beloved brother will assume his rights.
Mother and brother, God bless you! Farewell

Dlingered by my brothiers side ; he was in deep repose.
L knelt down by his bed, and implored God’s blessings on
hisinnorent ieml. Al! now, as § refer to the past, | feel
Pean remember the long kiss imprinted on his smooth
young brow, I remember, too, sitting down and scanning
cvery nook and eorner of our little echamber, and wonder-
ing i L should ever see them or [larry again—and gazed
long on his beautiful face, ng free limbs, his bared arm,
flung over his head, radiant wath its golden curls—his

was very unhappyv. He who had never been sem:ﬂteq‘ Lehild-like smile parting his bright lips, the sound of his

breathing in his calm sleep : while 1, little older than him-
self, was already old in irremediable sorrow and disgrace.

At eight @’elock the next night, I, wno had been so ten-
derly nortored,found myself in the coffee-room of a com-
mon inn in London, drenched 1o the skin. 1 had five
pounds in my pocket, and knew not whither to turn for
adv.ce orassistance. I had made my way up 10 town by

ine of sullenness there was in my semperament on the | a coach, on the top of which I had with diffienlty obtained

a seat, when 1 wus some miles from home. The morning
alter my arrival J removed 1o other quarters, fearing my
mother would send in search of me in those inns where
the coaches from our country paot up,

“ God tempers the wind to the shorn Jamb?”  Fortune
favored me by throwing me in the way of Capt. Meltor,
who had trequentiy dined at my fathber’s, and whose son
was the miashipman I have alluded to. Knowing him
well as a man of kindness, eenerosity, and honour, 1 at
Lonce told iz wll the cirenmstances that had led e to my
present torlorn situation,  He took me himself to one of
the lords of the admiralty, Lord Islingford, and bade me
te)l my own story. ‘The nobleman’s lip twitched nervously,
and his eye dimmed at my narration, When he had heard
me out, lie gave me over to the care of Capt. Melton, who
had just got the command of a frigate. As 1 left him,the
old lord laid his hand upon my head, and bLlessed me
with a solemn voice and an expression of pity. 1 never
foreot thal. .

Opportunities offered for my distinguishing myself.—
Our ship was on the Afriean station.  Death and disease
among iy shipmates gave me, in a short »pace of 1ime,
my promotion.  The old lord bore me ever in his mind.
My rise to a lientenancy was a complete puzzle to those
who did not knew my history, and shortly afterwards 1
was removed from the frigate Capt. Melton had commb -
ded—for he was now an admiral—to the flag.ship or the
Cape station. It was not long before I was placed in com.
mand ofa brig of war,and sent to the western side of Africa,

It were ill-done to recite my “ perils by sea and land”
on aad off that coast, “ the grave of Ewropeans.” Despair
had maude me brave. The resolution to “ do or die” wag
indomitable. My officers and men were, in verity, the

on my birth-day. You admired'

You canuot thivk hew unhappy § am v

v ean that give me pleasire which has been the cause:

—little he knew of the worldly price set on:




