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LIVE AND LET LIVE.
BY FLIZA COOK.
Methinks we should have this engraven
Where all who are running may read,
Where Interest swoops like a raven,
Right eager to pronounce and to feed
For too often does Houesty dwindle
In bosoms that fatten on wealth,
While Craft, with unsatisfied spindle,
Sits winding in darkness and steaith,
It is fair we shouid ask for our labour,
The recompense {airness should give ;
But pause 'ere we trample a neighbor,
For Duty says ¢ Live and let live.”

Shame to those, who secure in their thriving,
Yet fain would keep poorer ones down—
Those who like not the crust of the striving
To grow to a loaf like their own.
Shame to those, who for ever are grasping
At wore than one mortal need hold,
Whose heart-strings are coiling and clasping
Round all that gives produce to gold,
Shame to those who, with eager attaining,
Are willing to take but not give
W hose selfishness—coldly enchaining—

forgets it should * Live and let live.”

There is room in the world for more pleasure,
If man would but learn to be just,
And regret when his fellow-man’s measure
Runs over with tear-drops and dust,
God sent us to help ene another,
And he who neglects the behest
Disgraces the milk of his mother,
Anda spreadeth Love’s pall o’er bis breast,
And the spirit that covets unduly
May doubt if that God will forgive ;
or Religion ne’er preaches more truly,

‘T'han when she says “ Live and let live.”
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“Did you ever see the like of that,” exelaimed Wilkins,
VWhy who may this Freneh Mounnseer be? Guy Fawkes, |
ookwood, Dighy and the rest, i know it was said at the
ume were in correspoadence with the French Papists,
o this is ene of them, and he is afraid 1o ¢o to London
or tear he should be known and get havged himselll”
“ Master Wilkins,” said Mary, “you travel at great
peed, aud vet carry more than any cemmon pack-horse,
nce you can at once decide that a young man deserves
o be hanged as a Knavish conspirator, because he liked
ot te hear the sad details ef' a frightiul execution.”
“1 was only going to rel
+ of our Engiish hivtor
Nell! 1 say no more, In

ate for his improveinent a mat-

th he did not seen to know,
15 my opinion, that some of
the associates of Guy Fawkes are now at Flitham, forin-
ing a new plot against our laws and religion.”

“‘Lhat is hard judging,” said Mary, ¢ and | do not think |
you have any right to come to such a conelusion.”
"~ «No nor do 1,? said the farmer, ¢ yet ofien I am much

surprised ot the fixed and solemn aspect of this '\””h:"i
man, and of the deep despondency he manitests,  His
tather too 1s the same. I met the latter in the neizhboring
wood, two days back, Belore be saw e, I heard his|
voice hoarse and disconscinte, What lie said, for he sl;.,}\p |
Fl'i)ll(:h, 1 cannot tell, but 1 conld have \'n});n)-\;(l him at
ene mowment to ery to God for merey, and in the next al-
most 10 threaten him with vengeance,”

“Phat is the way with all these papists,” sard Wilkins.

“Teis the way,” smid Mavy, * in which those act whomn
woe has hereli of reason.  Vhat this 1s the case with our
unhappy inmate I strong suspect,”

“Then the old woman,” said Drown, “see haw she
twitehies herselt about as if' 2ome body Kept sticking pius
1t her skives”

“ Dc not Inugh at misery,” interposed the danghter.—.
“ 8he is deeply 1o be pitied—her health is gone, her Leart
13 broken, and some one most dear to her, is lost {or ever
to her love.  Mewmory still fondiy trns to vanished hap-
piness.  lev ouly ery from morining to night is—"

“ Mon pavvre Francois,” exelaimed 1he unforiunate sub-
ject of their conversation, who now making her appear-
ance, rushed hastily across the room and into the street,

The Lusband and soh followed, and with ditticulty sue-
ceeded in overtaking her.  They brought her back. As
they entered, the vounger Rossiter liitle recovered from
his late shock, and exhausted by the more recent exertion,
looked deadly pale.  While he condueted his disordered
parent through the room m which Brown and Wilkins
were seated, she repeated —

“ Mon pavvre Francos,” and fixing her staring eyes first
on her husband and thenon her son, she seemed to shrink

| drew Bary sadly pondered on his words.  His thank-

L offspring of the dreadful past

with maternal alarm at marking the paleness of the latter,
and she added, “et mon pavvre Philippe aussi.”

Farmer Brown and his ecompanions were startled at
what they saw. Wi kins questioned Mary closely as to
‘he expressions which Madame Rossiter Lad used in her
paroxysms. She repeated some of the dismal words whiceli
she had heard from the deranged female and he therenp-
on pronounced his opinion,

“ All that I hear confirms me in the belief that these
people are no better than they should be.  Depend upon
it they have commiited a murder or some dreadful deed
tor which they all ought to be hanged, and that is the rea-
son why they come skulking here. Aye! ave, the junior
Mounseer liked not to hear of the doings of Palnce-Y ard,
when the old devil Johnson,or Guy Fawkes as he 15 ealled,
was bung up for two or three turng, cut doewn and drag-
ged to the quarterving block, and then ripped np shat his
bowels might be thrown into the fire before his face ; he
liked not for me to tell of that 1 say, foreseeing that his
own turn might shortly come.”

Mary remarked that to hold sueh language was both
eruel and unjust. A tender heart, thoneh estranged to
erime, she held, might shrink with natural and allowable
repugnance trom a recital of the vengeful doings which
law sanctioned in the case of convicted traitors,

“Then why does he noy give some account of his for-
mer life. instead of shrouding himself in mystery

“ As yet,” Mary replied, « he has not been called upon
to do go; and he might think it would be deemed trou-
blesome or impertinent to tell his story unasked.”

“ Why, he has certainly won Mary’s heart,” said Wil-
kins; ¢ Master Brown, how would you like to have a
Papist son-ip-law 27 ‘

“ As to that, 1 don’t know,” the farmer answereid, ¢ that
l should chioose a Roman Catholie for her husband.”

“ But even a Papist,” said Mary, “may have as muech |
charity in bis bosom as some sight-loving members ot the |
. 3 . 1

Frotestant reformed chureh, who think havging and em- ‘
;

bowelling grand things 10 see”

Wilkins felt the refleetion was a severe one, but he also |

felt that it was not undeserved. That eonsideration, how-
ever, did not reconcile him to the speaker, and he lefi
somewhat discoreerted, and in no very good himonr,
Brown went to attend to the business of his farm. Mary
was alone when the younger Rossiter stood before her.
“1 did hear your voice,” said he, “but now, for yeu
spoke louder miueh than you do sometimes, and 1 heard
you as the advocate of the absent and unhappy ; and, shail
I tell it, those words of kindness came with the sefiness
of a gentie zephiyr 1o 2oothe my fevered spirtt, §shall not |
be mistaken when 1 sav that i feel eratefn)
mire, for that is all I may do. 1 cannot—Imust not love; |
but I do thank you from my heart of hearts.” |

“1 did not expect,” Mary said,  that myy words would
reach vour ear, Sir.”

“ And il they had not,” said he, «still the expression of
your countenance would not have escaped my eye. You |
are a true woman, JYou feel for the wretched, and ask
not 1 they are per fore you pity. My case isone—"

“ Nay, interrupf 'y, 1 have no right to hear of it,”?

“You shall not r of it, for I do not wish to afllie:
vou, and will therefore be silent; but only this will 1 1ell,
that it e tot what your friend {rom Londen would make

you believe 3 1 am guiltless, but T do net wish to utter one
vord more,

I have your compassion now, what besides
' . ' . 5 . > .
could Udesire ? for again § vepent it, 1 wish not fur your
»
love.

28 . . . pa
Vhe volee of his mother was heard, wud he with-

fulness and his incennous air eaused her more than ever

to feel for his distress.  She feared the injorious conelu-

sions ol Wilkins would tratnspive w the wiilage, that the
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raven of despair shall it ot the miscreant ministers of
death. My poor Francis! 1 Lear his serenms—1 sve hi-
struggles ;—Ah ! is not that mnrder 7 ftis, yve rmentors,
itis! Thou knowest at, ar.d thou will avengeqat, O God
of justice, both in this world and the world t:%an.0.”

She strove desperately. Al eflorts 10 eotnle were.
useless, and to restrain was impossible. At ler ety com-
pletely exhausted, she ceased 1o speak. Mary and her
mother gave over watching, as she seemed about to sleep.
In the morning she was no more.

No sorrow was expressed, either hy the fither or the
son, that death had taken their relative. The tormer was
nnmoved ;3 the latter nppeared in seine weasure relieved
Without delay, indeed with unseemly haste, as Brown and:
his fanuly thought, the body was com-itted to the earth.

The expressions which she had heard, made a deep
impression on Mary. Reealling what Wilkins had zaid,
she fonnd something very lilke a confirmation of the worse
he had imagined, in what had thuas fullen from the lips of
the dying wommnan.  If] imperfeet as her knowledge of the
Prench langoage was, she might trust her ears, Madame
Rossiter had feit all the horrors of remorse for a diendful
aeed perpetrated on some one, and as she eollected for a
slight offbnce. "The intolerable weight of guilt, sha could
not doubt, had eaused the agony she had witnessed, snd
the dismal anticipation that {ieree vengeance would over-
take the guiky, Mary regarded as applying to her erimi-
nal hushand and son, as welr as 10 hersell, However
reluctant to think ill of the stenngera, proof so strong her
mind knew not how to resist: but still, the interest she
took in their cuse made her desirous of further proof. Yo
obtain this, it occurred to her, might not be impossible,
The vounger Rossiter, as has already been mentioned,
was not aware that Mary bad any knowledge of French.
When opportunity served, she determined to question
him on the subjeet of the death-bed ravings of Lis parert.
His answers might reinove her doubts, At ail events, she
would have the means of jndging, so she thonght, whether
on this point, he had any wish to decewve,

But before this experiment eould be made positive, in-
Hormation was supplied which strengthencd her suspieiony

Wilkins reported, that he had watehed the two surviving
Rossiters at the grave of thewr relative, and hstered 10 a
conversation which for him was quite sofficient. [t was,
they said, 2 good thing that she was goune, us, after the
erime they had assisted to commit, it was impossihle for
her to rest, and her disordered state placed them in con-
stant*danger of being betrayed into the hands of justice,

Aware of the nnfavorable opimion which he entertained
of the parties, Marvy received this informatien with dis-

I, and that Pad- | trust, but she herself heard *hat evening what proved that

Lis statement was not wholly unfounded,

It wus dusk, and the tather nrged by the son to wallk,
aceompanied him into the vaddoek behind the house,—
Mary was there when they entered, and desiring to avoid

them, placed herself against a huge beech-tree so that she

could pot be seen. Fhey diew near it, and she distinetix
hegrd these words exchanged @s they slowly pussed.

“ Grieve no more,” said the son, It can do no goed
The past is not to be recalled.”

“No.” replied the old man, with a voiee broken by sobs,
“ | krow it, and taerefore 1 have no hope for the future.”

“ For our lost partner in woe,” raid the son, “it is »
blessed relief that she 1= with ns no loneey?”

“ Well, well,” said the senior, « lat us deem it such.—
tad she survived, deranged ns she was, 1 know not what
suffering wight have been brought upon us all, for cur
name, that nme doomed alas! to eternal infamy, would
not have been concenled from those about us”

“ T'hen he consoled.”

annoying reports already cirenlated would derive new
strength feom his co-operating voice. Yet fully convineed |
that the Hossiters had been deeply wronged, she miedita- |
ted best how to vindicate them. |
Anguish had |
tier delusions hm-:nne]

%

|

The sufferings of the mother inereaszed,
exhausted her bodily strength.,
more alarniing than ever.  In the stillhess of the evenin
her platntive voice was hear

!
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in the old strain, Lut othe
were associated with her
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sentepces of dreadinl import
alls on her % poor Mraneis”
Their |

anguage it was supposed no one there nnder- ‘
&2 H P | ’ . : i3 P
stocd but themselves, and as the illness of the suflerer

became more severe, the farmer's wife offered her assis-
tanee to the dying Frenchwoman ; it was aceepted, and |
Mary attended with her mother, |

The scene was melaneholy in the extreme, By the side
of hier bed the husband sat mute with sorrow, at once the
and the afllicting present,
s faee covered wath his hands and groanimg audibly —
The son admonished the sire, while he vainly sought 1o |
pacily the mother. Her reason had departed never to
veturn g but memory sull fingered near its ancient dikipi-
dated home.  Then did Mary lament that she had gained
auy knowiedge ot a foreign tongue, She conld not un-
derstand all that was =aid, but she collected enoneh 10
make her shudder, and even 1o doubit it Wilkins might
not be nearer the truth than she hiand wished to believe,

In her stingples the sufferer spoke, as Mary collected,
to the followine effoet 1 —

“My poor Praneis! you were wrong—you were mad
—you were wicked, and unfit to tive or die 3 but you me-
vited not your decadtul fite.  The wretches—the misere-
antg—the domons who have tortared you, brimstone fires
shall tortave in theie wrn”  While thus speaking, she
fixed her straining eves on Ler hushand anil son, % Yes,
wretches, you shall vet know the torments of the damned.
Verdition, blaek, everlasting perdition, is not sufliciently
severe to punish erune like yours,? i

"Fhe son repeate 1y tried o check the wandering speech
of bis parent. Mary heard Lim eaution ber, though it was
impossible for the sinking maniae to profit from the hint,
that her speech might be heard and interpreted by others
who were wear,  She raised her voice, and proceeded
with greater violence,

“1speak the saered truth, 1 he erved, Fis wanderings
conld not justity muorder—murdes the most horrible that

“ Yes, when the past ean be expimged from memory
—when § foreet what we have become—never il then,”

Their words became iodistinet from distancebut Mary

had heard enough to w6l her mind with grief.  She, how-

ever, clung to the hope that a satisfaetory explanation
mieht be offered, and 1o ehieit this, held her former reso-
lution to question the son on the subieet of the death-bed
scene.  “ Put how,” thoneht ghe, “can he vindieate
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which she bad learned from the lips of the seuiar
was doomied to everlasting infamy,

Many days had vet passed since the grave reeeived the
rematns of Madame Rossiter, before Mary found herselt
alone with the voung man.  The gloom, which from his
tirst appearance at Eltham  bad always overelonded his
countenance was undiminished but no marked expression
of griet for the recent loss of his mother could be remar-
ked in his deportiment or speech, T'o some words of
condolence from Mury, he replied :

“The opening and tne close of life are alwayz nttended
by pam and sorrow,  Buat as your English poet says—
“ We mnst bear onr going henee, even es onr coning hl-
ther.,” My inother is now at restand Hdesire to be thank-
ful that she is =o, that she can know no more the cares
and sorrows of the world”

“ Her death bed was awful,” Mary remmrked. ¢ Her
mind seemed disturbed by no common recollections.”

“ We live,” said Rossiter, “in strange times,  Startling
events are not uncommon. My mother had a dreamy re-
colloetion of dismal seenes, which she never belield, but
which Lad been so vividly painted to her, that they were
ever present to her disordered thoughts.”

“She spoke of murder.”

“She did.”

« Of slight wanderings being visited with miserean
venceance.,  Of horrors here; to be renewed herenfier.”,

Ros-iter s'arted at find ng so mueb had been understo
by the rustic maid, He was embarrassed for a mome
and then said @

“ Her's was a tale of woe: g0 I have intimated bef
ard wore | wonld not seruple to unfold to von, hnt
I know the pain you wourdd feel in listening . wonld eq
that which I must expericace intelling it. - You ean sy
pathise with the wretehed, but that is no reason why
their misery should be poured into your ey F

« She looked at you and your tather,” suid M:urf‘\;"f
she spoke of murderers.” “

“ And at you 100,” he replied.

fiends couid mvent, or mortal man perpetrate. The black

“Her eve was inces-
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santly giancing round the apartment, and resting for .xg
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