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LIBR ATHRE, 
[From the Boston Olive Branch.) 

MAN’S SUNNY SIDE. 

‘I'movcH dark may be the heart of man, 
And deeply stained with sin, 

Yet there's a light which flickereth 
And brightly burns within; 

It needs but some to cheer lnm on 
With mercy for their guide, 

"T'o prove, that though depraved his soul, 
“ Mau has a sunny side.” 
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Yes, yes, there is within each heart, 
[Let men say what they may, 

A sccret path which God does hight 
By his all-smiling ray ; 

And though the rugged soul may strive: 
its sofier thoughts to hide, 

Yet oft does chance reveal to us, 
“ It has a sunny side.” 

The rurged stones, dug from the mines, 
Look common to the eye, 

And with contempt we on them gaze, 
Or pass unnoticed by ; 

So oft it is with rugged souls, 
They in their chambers hide 

Much that is pure and beaatiful— 
“They have a gunny side.” 

Then, though depraved and trodden down 
Beneath the weight of sin, 

"I'bere is no heart, buy words of love 
Will light the fire within ; 

For if the blessings we receive, 
Be shared with hearty hand, 

Qur looks of love, our kindly acts, 
No nature can withstand. 

Then, oh, despair not of the good 
Which lieth in mankind 

For a gleam of light still tlickereth 
In e’en the darkest mind ; 

But let us strive to reach each heart, 
[et kindness be our guide, 

And then with beaming eves of love 
We can see “ Man’s sunny side.” 

THE TWO LEGACIES. 
Miss Deborah Pilkington bad reached the mature age 

of seventy-four, when a paralytic stroke deprived her of 
the nse of her left side ; but Miss Deborah had ten thou- 
sand pounds in the bank, so it may be easily credited that 
she had many friends, 
One of the most assiduous of these was her cousin, Mr. 

Samuel Spindles, : 
On the first of Jannary Samuel came, as usual, early in 

the morning, to present his dear cousin with a new year’s 
gift. Touched by such an ardent zeal, Miss Deborah 
wvited Lim to partake of her breakfast, and Samuel, in a 
burst ot enthusiasm, declared that never betore in his 
whole life had he tasted such butter, such bread, such 
coffee, or such cream. 

Mir. Samuel Spindles was thin and pale ; his face, fur- 
mished with a long sharp nose and little restless eyes, 
always put one in mind ofa weasel ; his body was equally 
strange as his face—its extreme smallness, and the extra- 
ordinary length of his legs, gave him the appearance of a 
crane. Breakfast over, he wentaud sat by the fire opposite 
Miss Deborah, who, gazing at his long thin legs, sticking 
straight out, reached entirely accoss the fireplace, testified 
her gratitude to him in the following touching words :— 

*“ Yes, cousin, 1 shall remember you in my will.” 
Spindles’ eyes twinkled with delight, but he repressed, 

as well as he could, his feelings, saying, in a whining tone : 
“Oh! but cousin, yon will have quite time enough to 

think of that, you know.” 

“1 am not too sure of that. Why should 1 deceive 
myselt 7 1 know that the day is near, and when it comes 
I shal! have no reason to complain. 1 have been now 
~eventy-tour years in the world, and, to tell you the truth, 
I have not made a bad use of them.” 
“1 know itcousin,” whined Samuel ; “and a life so full 

of good deeds, so worthy of every happiness, deserves—" 
His jitended hypocrinea! speech was here inwerrupted 

by the door opening, and poor Miss Deboruh had to receive 
a second cousin, a second compliment and a second new 
your's gift, 

‘I'he new comer, Mr, Timothy Blobber, was the exact 
opposite of Samuel Spindles. He was fat and rubicund, 
and carried on a pair of short stumpy legs the most volu.- 
minous corpulence. Although still young, he was very 
asthmatic. At the age of thirty he had fancied himselfin 
love with a very vich and ugly heiress. Unfortunately, in 
the middle of the most passionate declaration his breath 
tailed him, and the young lady taking advantage of this 
hiatus by bursting into a violent fit of laughter, Timothy 
became furious, and (rom that time fully resolved never 
to marry. 
“1s that you, Cousin Timothy ?” said Samuel, in the 

tene of a man who feels his advantage. 
“ Yes,” replied Timothy, seeking to conceal his spite ; 

“ but it’s not my will that has prevented me from being 
laere as seon as you. 1 live very far from here, as cousin 
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Deborah knows ; besides 
yours ; and Pve had the 

any re + upon his legs ; and his Aq tre 
is - #8 he addressed tis antagonist, with a di ini 
smile : ’ WO 
“Oh, as to that, Cousin Blobber, [ don’t kilo question your eagerness. No grampus could blow much 

harder than you do at this moment.” 
Miss Pilkington, quietly ensconded in her com 

arm-chair, secretly enjoyed this altercation, which resem- 
tiled the fighting ot two enrs for a tithit, while the third 
dog quietly walks off with the bone of contention. Miss 
Deborah, however, fearing they would become noisy 
thought it prudent to interfere, REE 

* Cousin Timothy,” said she, “1 believe equally as mneh 
in your affection as 1 do in that of Cousin Samuel, ‘and 
am equally greatful to yon for it. Yes, my good friends, 
my kind friends,” said she, holding out to them her hand, 
‘‘ you are both equally dear to me, and shall be remem- 
bered in my will you may depend.” 
Having said this, Miss Deborah mtimated a wish to he 

alone. ‘They both took their leave ; and as they silently 
descended the stairs, they considered whether it woul 
be better to remain enemies, or to become allies, when an 
unexpected incident decided their pursuing the last named 
conrse. 

On their reaching the hall a young girl passed them 
with a rapid step. Her cotton dress, plain straw bonnet, 
and leather shoes, as well as a Ybandbox which she carried, 
betrayed her humble capacity ; but the leather shoe en- 
closed so delicate a foot, the cotton dress embraced a form 
go supple and so graceful, the straw bonnet disclosed so 
sweet a face, such sunny silken hair, that no body, on 
seeing her, could have wished she had worn a richer dress. 
As she ran up stairs, showing at every step glimpses of a 
pretty ankle clad in a neat eotton stocking, the two cousins 
seemed to have taken root upon the door-mat. Samuel, 
who at the sight of her frowned, suddenly interrupted 
Timothy’s mute contemplation by such a violent poke of 
his bony elbows into the fat which covered is ribs, that 
it nearly deprived him of his breath. 
“1 say, Timothy, how you stare” said Samnel. « Be- 

tween ourselves, one wouldnt think you had sworn eternal 
hawed to the wicked sex.” 

“ Well, cousin,” said ‘Timothy, rubbing his side, with a 
grin, “ you know there’s no rule withonrt an exception, — 
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Besides, where's the harm in lookimg >” 
“ What! at such a girl as that 7 Do you happen to 

know who she is ?” 
“Not in the least.” 
“ Well, then, 1 can tell you. That little jade is one of 

our most dangerous enemies.” 
“Indeed, cousin !” 
“Yus, indeed ; for she is the danghter of William Pilk- 

ington, the nephew of our respected relation.” 
# Zounuds! and the devil!” said Blobber, puffing for 

breath, 
“ And it’s very easy to guess that it's not without sore 

motive that she is here to day skipping up the stairs. 1 
didn’t even suspect she knew our cousin. - 1 tell you ihere’s 
some treachery, T'im, you are quite right in hating the 
women. | know what they are all capable of, and this 
one in particular. I think 1 see her now, smirking at her 
aunt cajoling, carneying, aud doing a hundred other 
meannesses to ersnare her. Old women are so weak, 
and the young jade will not allow her to forget she’s her 
niece, be sure of that. As it that was any reason! A 
shop girl !—a little hussey, depend on it! And shall we 
allow ourselves to be robbed 1 this wuy of such a splendid 
property—eh, Tim ?” 
“ Certainly not,” said Timothy, who was puffed with 

indignation ; * and rather than allow ourselves to be thus 
cheated, let us see—can’t you think of something, Sam !” 

“ Perhaps [ can. Cousin Deborah is a very pious as 
well as a very moral person. Suppose she was to hear 
that her niece was—-" 
“1 understand,” wheezed Tim, quite proud of having 

showed so much intelligence. “1 shull immediately go 
and make some inquiries.” 

* And while you are making your mquiries, she will 
make her will, and the second stroke of paralysis, whic 
I so apprehend, will tuke place. No, cousin, no time 
must be lost. Heaven knows how much I hate deception, 
But consider the risk we run with a girl like that—so 
poor, and so good-looking. Besides, none oi the milliners 
are any great things. So let us to work at once, and we 
can seek our information at leisure.” 
Timothy had not the least objection to this plan of 

proceeding, and Miss Deborah Pilkington received an 
anenymous letter two days afterwards, written in an un- 
known hand and hypocritical style, in whieh the writer 
declared he could not retrain, however disagreeable the 
task, from enlightening her as to the scandalous conduct 
of Mary Pilkington, her niece, who dishonoured the name 
she bore by those errors which, &ec., &ec. 

Unfortunately for Consin Sam, Miss Deborah never 
knew she had a grand-niece. and Mary Pilkington’s visit, 
the day she was observed, by the two cousins, was to a 
person who lived on the second floor, and not, as they 
supposed to Miss Deborah. 

Before we go any further, let us throw a glance at Miss 
Deborah Pilkington’s former life. | : 
She was born in London ; her futher held a situation in 

the choir at Westminster Abby, and had brought her up 
with great care and piety. She was remarkably beautiful, 
and possessed one of those rich and powerful voices which 
produce so much effect when study and experience have 
mellowed them. “Che organist of the abby, wlio was lier 
father’s friend, taught the young girl music, and with so 
much success that she soon excelled in singing seversl 
operas, which was her {uvourite style. She soon bécatne 
tired of remaining in England ; her ideas of music were 
of an elevated character, anil she wished to acquire’ ud- 
vantages not to he obtained in London. She ultimately | 
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| her family by go eMage Lon fay / She judged that she all 08 better revenge herself for so severe a decree than, bh Ing to it without 
reply. She established hy pons hy apd so com pletely forgot her uncle, that i fm day she received the anonymous letter elicited by the Jealousy of Spindies un 
Blobbec, she never knew her uncle was dend;nor tha bis son ways ruined, nor the precarious situation of he. grune, niece, 
. “What!” exclaimed she. “is it ible! the descend - an! of the Pilkingions a millinep! hn. pla What ean: have happened to them! Perhops she 1s different tober grandfather, and will not refuse to see me. But where 
shall 1 find her? Ah! here is the address ;, Regent Stree: * Here James, take my carriage, go to all the milliners iui. Regent Street, and ask for n young person of the name of’ Mary Pilkingtou, when you have found her, ning her: 1. 
me immediately ; and stay, take some money and bring me also lace collars and a pelerine— whichever vou like best—but make haste.” hw X08 
James had often executed a more diffenls commission than this, und soon returned with his young charve. ... “ What a sweet face |” snid Miss — i" 

think, James, she’s yeny like "3 WAL ks “ Who? I, nia’am 2” exclaimed the yomitg girl, much shocked. ; 
“James,” sai! the old lly, smiling, “ bring me the miniature which hangs over the chimney-piece in the 

drawing-room.” 
James returned with the portrait of Signora Albertini, in all the freshness of her youth, her charms, and lier glory. “ Look, child, if you have much 0 complain of, and if I have paid you » bad compliment. You are culled Mury 

Pilkington, 1 believe ?” 
“ Yes ma'am.” 
“ And your father, where is he 2” 
“He is gone to Manchester.” 
“Then you are quite alone in London ?” 
“Alas! yes, ma’am, we are so poor !” 
“ With such a face us that, 1 suppose you have a great many lovers 2” 
“Who? I, ma’am? | have but one, I assire you” 
“Only one! What a wicked world this is! Poor child, you have only one sweetheart. Well, Ysuppose yon meet 

him out very often 2” 
“ No, indeed ; ma'am,” said Mary, blushing deeply.— 

“I have never been out with him but once, and that wus 
promdieg evening. Butoh, 1 bad many things to tel} 
im. 
“Only once! Oh this wicked world ? 

child. Fm delighted to have seen you. 
have come for nothing. Here, 
this collar.” 
“Who ? 1, ma'am ?” 
“Yes, 1 want to see their effect. They are realiy rather 

nice. James has excellent taste. How charming she 
looks thus! There, keep them om, child, and in retnrn 
give me a kiss. ‘There, if they ask you where you have 
been, tell them with old Aunt Deborah.” 
“What, is it you, me’am 2” 
“Don’t say ma'am to me; soy anni. And mind you 

come und dine with me on Sunday, ehild! and don’t for- 
get to bring your sweethears !” | 
A few weeks elapsed, and the recon paralytic attack took place as Spindles had prediesed, and eiht days after, 

the funeral sook place. Spindles aad Blobber attended 

Well. good bye, 
Stay, you musin’ 

try on this pelerine—now 

as chief mourners, and on their returning to hear the will 
read, they were struck aghast at discovering their mosf 
dangerous enemy, Mary Pilkington, whe in deep mourning, 
sat quietly by the fireside with a lawyer. 

“ Gentlemen,” suid the lawyer, in "his mest aily tone, 
“Miss Deborah Pilkington, my late respected client, has 
deputed me to read to you ner last will and testament.” 
Then he sat down, slowly unfolded the precious doci) - 

ment, coughed three times, and read as follows: 
“1, Deborah Pilkington, wishing to leave 10 all the 

members of my family a token of the affection with which 
they have iuspired me, do wish and desire that my worldly 
goods and chattels should be disposed of as follows : 

“Ist. 1 bequeath to ny cousin Samuel Spindles my 
4p tongs, they being the longest and thinest in the 
10use. 
“2nd. I bequeath to my cousin ‘Timothy Blobber the 

kitchen bellows, they being the largest and’ the greatest [ 
possess. de 
“The remainder of my property I give and bequeath 

to my niece, Mary Pilkington, whom I charge to faithtully 
deliver the aliove legacies to the atoresaid Spindles and 
Blobber, in consideration of their kind exertions in her 
behalf ; as had it not been for them, 1 should never have 
known I possessed so charming u niece us sweet Mary, 
Pilkington.” | : not 3 

‘Lhus were the two dis comfited cousins justly punished 
for their avarice and wickedness, ' 1038 

SETH HAWKINS LARCENY, =... 

bit of romance around the plain matter-of-fuct business of 
Seth Hawkins’ couriship—a courtship otherwise not, re-, 
markable for incidents other than the commen sort, viz. 
suspicion of intention, aceredited attentious, and happy 
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joined an Italian company, and in a short ti peared 
in lialy under the name of Sighora Atbotint. "She soon 
met with immense success, and did not resume her a | say ; 

vo , a8 Mrs, orn! 
neighbour Jones’ and his road to 
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There is a tradition in Humtown, and very generally 
believed to be true, which, though true or false, thfows n 

maT 8 “ever fay Soom i? pod 8 & nied 
This little incident, so the talk ran among rhe peigh- 

hours, was a jewel in is way, and shook wal gir y- 
the whole commu hy. that quiet town for. a Jong time, 
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