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T HE CAREE PONOSENTEN BLU 7 

“THE GRAVES OF THE EMIGRANTS. 

BY MRS. TRAIL. 
* 

They sleep not where their fathers sleep, 
In the village churchyard’s bound ; 

They vest not ‘neath the ivied wall, 
That shades that holy ground. 

Nor where the solemn organ’s peal, 
And spring-flowers bloseom fair, 

Upon the graves of the ancient men, 

Whose children sleep not there. 

Where do they rest, those hardy men, 
Who left their native shore? 

To earn their bread i in distant lands, 

Beyond the Aflanfic’s roar? 

They sleep on many a lonely spot, 
Where the mighty forest grew, 

Where the giant pine, and state ly oak, 

A darkling shadow threw. 

The wild bird pours her early song, 
Above their grassy graves ; 

And far away through the stilly night, 
Is heard the voice of waves. 

And the breeze is softly sighing, 
The forest boughs among, 

With mournful cadence dy ing, 
Like harps by angels strung. 

And hlies nursed by weeping dew, 
Shed here their blossoms pale; 

And spotless snow-flowers lightly bend, 
Low to the passing gale, 

The fire-fly lights her sparkling lamp, 

which I censider very good.” . a vih 

“I thought you" would,” ssid, the, captain, 
¢ But, captain, is there.no chance of objaining 

the leave.of absence 1” NT 
¥ Are you mad?” was. the reply. 4 Leave of 

absence the very day before taking thefieid !” 
“1 never thought of that,” said Pieme. ¢ We 

are then on the point of taking the field, and at 

such a time, I suppose, leave is net given ?” 
“It is never even asked.” 

“It is quite right—it is never, even asked - [t 
would have the appearance of cowardice. We!l, 

then, I will not press it any mora 5 Jd will try and 

get along without it” 

“ And you will do well,” replied the captain. 
The next day the twelfth regiment entered Ger- 

many, and the next—DPierre Pitois deserted! 
Three months after, when the twelfth regiment, 

having reaped in the field of battle an abundant 

into Strasbourg, Pierre Pitois was ignominiously 

dragged back to his corps by a brigede of gens 
d'armees. A court-martial was immediately cal- 

led. Pierre Pitois was aceused of having deserted 

at that very moment when his regiment was to 

meet the enemy lace to face. 
ed a singular spectacle. On 
forth the gecuser, who cried — 

The couit present- 

“ Pierre Pitois, you, one of the bravest men in 
the army; you, on whese breast the star of honor 

glitters; you, who never incurred either panish- 

ment or even censure from your officers; you 

could not have quitted it almost on the eve of 

battle—without some powerful motive to impel 

In that deep forest gloom ; 
Like Hope's blest lieht that breaks the night | 

And darkness of the tomb, 

The mossy stone or simple cross, 

[1s silent record | eeps 

Where mouldering in the forest-shade, 

The lonely exile sleeps. 
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ia the vear 1809, Pierre Pitois was sergeant in 

the twelith reo 

Strasboure. He was a native of that half- 

ze part of Burgundy known by the n 

iment of the line, then FRAT in 

half-sav: ame | 

of Morvan : and his comrades ever spoke of him 

Always the first and] ‘tag a tentzh customer 

». he hadhthe repul; tion of Liki: 
Tp H 3 » and this 

things in the world—the smell of powder, and the | 
" 1 i whistiing of duilels 

Now. one day our inena t'ierre took 1t into his 

head to address a letrer 10 his colene!, an which | subaltern officer advanced to the side of the camp: 

he applied for leave of absence 16 Xo and see his bed in which the condemned was trangnilly sleep- 

aged mother, who was dangerously ill. He added | ing, and after gazing on him some time in silence, 

that his father, being seventy years of age, and | awoke him | 
sufierine under a paralytic affection, could not be Piette opened his eyes, and staring about him, | 

of any use mn n tending 1 poor woman, al ] | — | 

he pledged himself to return as soon as the health | ‘ The hour, then, is at lus! come 7 

of his mother shonld be restored. | «No Pier e,” replied the offic “it 16 not yet 

The colenels reply to Pierre's applicalion was | the ho ut it will soun come.” 

¢ That #8 the reeiment might at any moment be | 5d what dost thou want of me nntil then 2 

could be obtlaiped. { know thee well 1 saw thee at Austerlitz—and 

Pierre Pitoie submitted. A fortnight elansed: | bras ely dicst thou bear thyself. From that day, 

and 1hen @ se d letter was rere Pieige, | have aad a regard for thee no less warm 

co'onel in which Pierre informed hi: Lan sincere. Xestarday, on my arrival at Stras- | 

ther had died wsolation of urg, 4 learned thy crime and con dem nation, 1 

ast biessin” 10 ] cl l, ang ir fl have i revalied on the jaror. who 18 a relation of 

in solicit ay 1 absence, 819 Bt Sh mine, 10 aliow me to scp thee, And now, that | 

could pt sta . this request — 'have.come, | woukl s2v to thee, Pierre, it is often | 
family: deel —but ea ths spd thepaht fora 1am about to die, that he has 

( { me Tavenr t a friend near him to whom he might pen his 

i : Be ey 1] g Arp « mand intrnst wih some sacred’ commission 

1 LO to dischaigenwhen he should be nomore. Tithen 

! " : rl he § wilt aceept may 4 will be totice thar friend ” 

a ( old m but | “| ibank youn, coinrade,’ replied Pierre, 

he ¢ u e ig Oi ce you require,4  * Why, bastion nothiag to say to me?” 

as [3 L leaves olrasl - ro ' Dolning.”’ 

e rer unent leaves he and ‘Wnallsenot ane mord of adieu 10 thy sweet | 

h ! | & out ¢ Pie heist desta ky S18 

“Wor Ausiri replied Lis officer, We awe | “A sweetheart! asister dT nevarhad either,” 

see Xicara. my Liase Lies: we are to vit ‘To Wy einer w » 

the Austrians. Is that good news {of you?! "“ He ie no mwe. » TF woumenthe 'ngo he died in 

You wil, be in vour element, my fine fellow.” my anus.” 

Pierre Pilois made uo reply, tLe seemed lost in “ Thy mother, then 3 : 

deep thought. Tle caplaia cavgid bis hand, aad ‘My mother!” and P.erre, ‘whose voice std" 

shaking it heartily, said— lealy and totally changed, repeated * my mother! 

“ Why do you not speak, man? sre von deal’ comraue, do netutier that name; for ‘1 have never | 

to-day? 

you are to have Lh# 

I am telling you that iv less 

picasure of 

1 : 
{han a week 

A sel-lo will ihe 

) 

| you! This motive the court demands of you, for 

| it wou! ld gladly have it in its power—if not to ac- 

quit you, which it ought not, perhaps, either to do 
tor desire—at least to recommend you to the em— 
1 

| peror’s mercy.” 

On iy: other side stood the accused, who ans- 

“f Lie deserted svithout any reason, 

| any motive; I do not repent. 

lagain—1 would do it again, 

without 

If it were to do 

] deserve death— 

Pass sentence.’ 

Pierre Pitois heard the sentence read with the 

harvest of glory, was making a triumphal entry | 

the one side stood | 

1 thank you, with all my heart, pro your now, | have b but a few hours 16 live ! — there would 

not be much courage in that!” - ih ete 

“Thon art too stern; comrade. I think 1 have, | 

thank God, as much courage us other people; and 

yet I would not be ashamed of weeping, were | 
to peak of my mother.” 

“ Ave you serious?” said Pierre, Saat seitingt 
the officer's hand, “ You, a man and a roldier, 
and not.ashamed to weep ?” 

“ When speaking of 'my mother? Certainly net. 
My mother is so good, so kind; she loves me so 
much, and 1 too, love her dearly.” 
“She loves you, and you love her? 

I may indeed tell you all. 
must have vent; 

Oh !' then 
My heart is foll=it 

and however strauge my feelings 

at them. Listen, then, for what you said just now 

is guite true, A man is glad, when about to die, 
to have a heart into which he can pour out his 

own. Will you listen to me and not laugh at me?" 
« Surely I will listen, Pierre. A dying man 

must ever excite compassionate sympathy.” 
“You must know that since I came into the 

world 1 never loved but one being—that being 

was my mother. But her I love as none love— 
with all that was in me of life and energy. While 
yet a babe I used to read her eyes, as she read 
mine ; I guessed her thoughts and she knew mine. 

She was the heart of my heart, and 1 the heart 
of hers. Jhave never had either sweetheart or 

wife ; [never had a {friend ; my mother was every- 

thing 10 me. Well, J was summoned to take up 

arms; and wken they told me [ must leave her, 

in a paroxysm of despair I declared that they 

might drag me limb from limb, but never should 

they take me from her alive. With ene word 
spoken in her holy ferlitude and strong courage, 

she changed my whole purpose. 
“od Pierre,’ 

wish.’ 

said she, ‘yon must go—it is my 

‘“ 1 knelt'befere her, and | said ¢{ will go, mo- 
ther.’ 

‘“ ¢ Pierre,’ she added, ‘thou hast been a good 

son, and [thank God for it; but the duties of a 

son wre not the only ones a man has to fulfil.— 

Evely citizen owes! Thou art geing to be a sol- 

dier. From this moment thy lite is no longer 

most unflinching gaze. He was warmly urged to 

. bat he refused, plead for mercy As every one 

| ouessed that at the bottom of this affair there was 

| some strange mystery, it was determined that the 

xecntion of Pierre ould be delayed. 

He was carried back to the military prison 

and it was anneunced to him that, 

special favour, he had three days 

plead for pardon. He shrugged his shoulders, 

Faia made no reply. ; 

In the middle of that night on which was to 

| dawn the day fixed for the execution, the deo of | 
t Pierre's dungeon turned softly on its hinges, and a | 

‘tieard that name | bave geversaid it in my heart 

—withoul feel ng melted like 2 child ; and even 

Ausilans, aud you have net one word of thanks ap¥s ®eibinks i 1 were spa. ory of herw—an 

for the good pews ; nay, 1 verily believe yop Lave] 
not even beard me.” 

“Indeed, captain, | have heard every word, and 

“ Whatrtlien: Yhed 

« pat GT pea tosibd¥ not be- 
come aman. Teas’ continued beat tears when 

be the name of the Lord !” 

as a mark of | 

given him to | 

ten days 

A pr dppleared, 

I rte heart ouce yey 

thine pwn ; it is thy country’s. If its interest de- 
mands'ity, lay it down cheerfully. I{'it be the will 

| of heaven that thou should’st die before me, | 

should weep for thee my heart's tears; but [ wo'd 

| say, * He gave and he has taken away, blessed 

| Go, now, and if thou 

| love thy mother, dothy duty.” Oh! how precious 
| those holy words; 1 have never forgotten them. 

| ‘Do thy duty,” she said. Now the duty of a sol= 

| dier was always, and in all things to obey; and 

| iu all things and always I obeyed. It was to go 

straight for vard—1o0 face danger without hesitu~ 

tion, without second thought; and I went straight 

forward—fuced danger without hesitation—wiih- 

out second thought. Those who saw me thus 

seek, as it were, to meet the bullets; said, “there's 

a brave fellow!” They might have better said, 

there is a mun wha loves lis mother ! 

“ One dav a letter brought me the tidings that 

‘she was ill—my own poor mother! I longed to 

| a0 to her 

| 

I asked for leave of absence; it was 

net granted. | remembered her last words—* If 

| thou love thy mother, do thy duty. 1 submitted. 

A little after I heard that she was dead. Oh! then 

my senses forsook me; at any nsk | determined 

to travel! to the country. 

ron lenit,; so impetuous a desire to see once mote a 

pla wee where my mother had just died? T will tell! 

‘you jy and as you have 

vou, 

a mother, and she loves | 

vou love her, you will understand me. 

We peasants of Morvan are a simple and con- 

fiding race. 

and as 

We have nét received that instruc 

{ tion,"nor attained the knoewledye that they have in 

‘the @ities © but we have ‘our ‘beliefs, which the | 

town felis call superstitions. 

‘name? Be they superstitions or beliefs, gne 10 

l'whieh we cling the most, is that which attributes 

| to the first flower that bloivs in the grave mould, 

| suchra virtue that he who gathers it is certain of 

never forgettitic the dead; and of néver being for- 

loottén by them, Belief, how dear, how sweet! 

| Withrit death bas no terrors—for death, without 

forgetting or being forgotten, is but a sweet sleep 

{and calm repére after a long 1611." That flower— 

{7 panted 10 see it bud—1 panted to gather it! 1 
abandohed wy post~and went on my way. After 

of long and weary march, T rgached my 

mother’s urive. The earth seemed yet fresh—no 

I ‘waited, “ix Weeks elapsed, 
‘and then one lovely morning | sdw a Tittle blue | 
flower—* Forget-me.not.) As I plucked it, [shed 

great tears, for met caght that hittle flower was 
my wether 8 souly that she had’ felt that I was 

near, and under ther of that flowe of, bad given 

“ Fherd was “nothing tiew 

may appear to you, I am sure you will not langh 

Whence proceeded so! 
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counthfl ren Alor had Jobe followed Foye wo!’ 
ther to the grave, ‘aud 1 had plocked my precions © 
flower ; what more’ did ¥ want? 'T remembered 
my mother’s chatge=<de thy duty? 1 sought the 
gens d’armes; and T said, fam a deserter, arrest | 
me.” % 0% ®° And now I amto ‘die ; and’ 
if, ad you assured me, Ihave in you a friend, Taw 
without regret, for you will do for me the nig ser- 
vice I require. The flower, ‘which, at the risk of 
my life I packed from the grave, is here, in‘a 
little'ease, next to my heart.* Promise me that 
you will see that they do not take it from me. It 
is the link whieh unites me to my mother: and if 
I thought'it would be broken—oh! I should not 
have the conrage to- die. Say do you promise to 
do what I ask of you 

“I promise /”? said the officer. 
“ Your hand that I may press it 1o' my heart. — 

You are very kind to me ; and if the Almighty 
God were in his Omnipotence to give me my life 
a cecond time, | would devote it to you. 
The friends parted. : 
The nextday had dawned. They arrived at the 

place of execution; and already had the fatal xen- 
tence been read, when the low murmur that ran 
through the ranks changed into almost deafening 
shouts. 

“ The Emperor ! the I 
Emperor!” 
He appeared, dismounted {rom his horse; and 

then with his short quick step, he walked np to 
the condemned. 

‘“ Pierre,” said he to him. = Pierre gazed at him, 
and made an effort to peak, but a sudden stupor 
seemed to overwhelm him. “ Pierre,” ‘continued 
the Emperor, “remember your own words of last 
night. God gives thee life a second time ; devote 
it not to me, but to France! She, 100, is a kind 

Emperor ! 

mother! "Love her as thou did thy firet—thine 
own.” He then turned to depart, and greeting 

shouts of admiring love followed him till he was 
out of sight. 

® Some years after this, a captain of the Old Guard 
fell mortally wounded on the field of Waterloo! 

Amid the din of battle, he was heard to shout 

in his death pangs, 

“ Long live the Emperor! France forever! My 
mother! my mother” 

It was Pierre Pitois! 
BE a —— 

A Huxprep YEARS Aco Cook had notthen 
navigated the South Seas; Polynesia and Austra- 
lia was unknown in Geography; no Humboldt 
had climbed the Andes; the valley, of the Missis- 
sippt had not been explored ; no European travel- 
ler had ascended the Nile beyond the first catar- 
act; the Niger was wholly veiled in mystery ; 

and the Bramapootra was unknown even Ay name, 
among the rivers of India. 

The language and dialect of the Eastern would 
were as little known as the phenomena of the 
country. No Sir William Jones had risea to set 
the example of the O:iental scholarship as a po- 

lite accomplishment; the Sanseript had as yet 

attracted no attention from Western philologists ; 

the Holy Seriptures had been translated into few 
vernacular dialects, except those of Western Eu- 
rope ; no Carey or Morrison, no Martyn or Judson, 
had girded themselves to the task of mastering 

those languages whieh had hitherto defied, like 

| an impenetrable rampart, all ‘attempts to gain ac- 

cess to mind of India and ‘China. "A hundred 

years ago there was neither Protestant Missionary 

Societies or Protestant Missions, save only those 

which had been formed for the propagation of the 

| Gospel in the American Colonies, the: Danish 
Micsions in South India, and the Moravian. Mis- 

| sions in Greenland and South Afdea. - In fact the 
obstacle to success, in almost all pasts of the 

arising ftom the ascendency and 

erance of Papal, and Mahommedan powers, and 

| the poverty of our rasourcesy would have proved 
little short of insurmountable.— Prow. 

Br Carervr wHAT YoU Say To PRINTERS. — 

Not long sinee a promising citizens on familar 

terms with a ‘printer, ou opening his morming pa~ 

per read, to his astonishment, his own name, in'the 

SI of 4 " 
“ Died, at his residenee in this town, yesterday, 

Hr,~————, aged a promising citizen, and 
much lamented.” “ow 

Not being convinced of the'truth of the state- 
ment; with all speed he repaired 10 the office; to 
ascertam the author of the deadly libel. « What? 

you here Vaid typo; did you fot say thatil yon 
lived you would fulfil your promise last night? 

You must be in enor, Bir=if you area plan of 
your word, you must have died; 80 home and be 

Hitol - 

Wesleya “. 

1 buried.” 

“The man thus remil ded of hi remissne 
rio» ang forgotten his promis 2 rin LA 

was bester pleased With | the j hen i 

was sent (o him, 

Long live the- 

that be death wan uly, ered Jinithe 
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