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‘had been heaped upon Lim, and deserv-
-edly year by year he had failen lower
and lower in the sink of infamy;
and yet still through every mishap That
sainted woman had clung to him,—for
he was the father of her boy, and the
husband of her youth. It was a bard
task for her to perform, but it was her
duty, and when all the world deserted
him shou!d she too leave him. She had
borne much, buat alas, nature could bear
mo more. Heaith had fled from her
cheeks, and her eyes were dim aund
sunken. She was in the last stage of
.consuraption, but it was not that which
was killing her,—she was dying el a
broken hearts

The noise made by her hushand awaoke
her from her troub'ed sieep, and she
half started up in bed, the hectic fire
streaming along her cheek, and a wild
fitful light shooting into her sunken eyes,
‘There was a faint, shadowy smile light~
ing up her face, but it was us cold as
moonlight upon snow.
bhave moved a felon’s bosom, but what
can prostrate the seared and hardened
heart of dronkenness? The man besides
was in & passion.

¢ Blast it, woman,’ said the wretch, as
he reeled into the room—:‘is ths the
way you receive me after being out all
day in the ramn 10 pet something for
your brat aad you? Come, don’t go to
"'h"!lﬂs’, I say’—but as his wile uttered
a fuint cry “at bis brutality, and fell
back senecless on the bed, he seemed to
awaken to a partial sense of his condi-
tion, he reeled a step or two forward,
put his hand up to hs forehead, stared
wildly around, and then gazing almost
vacantly upcn her, continued, ¢ but—
why—what’s the marter?’

His poor wife lay iike a corpse before
him, but a low voice frem the other
side of the bed, answered, and its tones
quivered as they spoke.

¢ Oh! mother'sdead!” It was the voice
of his san who had stolen in, and was
now sobbing violently us he tried to raise
her bead in his littie arms. He had been
for weeks her only murse, and had long
since Jearned to act for himsell, He
bathed her temples, he chafed her limbs,
he inveked her wildly toawake.

¢ Dead! said the man, end he wes
sobered at once—dead,’ he continued in
a tone of horror that would have chilled
the blood, anil advancing by the bedside,
with eyes starting from their sockets, he
laid his hsnd upon her marble brow,
‘ then, oh my God. I h:ve murdered
her'—Emily you are not dead, say so,
oh!~spesk and forgive your repentant
husband? and kneeling by the bedside
he chaled her white, thin hand, water-
ing it with his hot tears as he sobbed her
name.

Their efforts, at length, partially re-
stored her, and the first thing she saw
upon reviving was her husband weeping
by her side, and calling her * Emily?
It was the first time he had done so
for years. It stirred old memories in
her heart, and called back the shadowy
visions of years long past. She was back
in ber youthful days, before ruin had
blasted her once noble husband; and
when all was joyous and bright as her
own bappy bosom. Woe, sh.me, pover-
ty, destruction, even his brutal language
was lorgotien, and she only thounght of
him as the lover of her youth. Ch! that
moment of delight! She faintly threw
her arms around his neck, and spubed
there lor very joy.

¢ Can you forgive me, Emily? [ have
been 2 brute: villzin—oh! can you fur-
give me? | bave sinned as never man
sioned before, and against sach an
angel as you. Qh! God annihilate me
for my guilt.?

¢« Charles! said the dying womanin a
tone so sweet and low that it floated
through the chamber like the whisper of
a disembodied spirit—<I forgive you,
and may God foreive you too,—Suat oi!
do aot emb:tterthis last moment by such
&n impious wish.’

/The man only sobbed in reply, but
bis frame shook with the tempest of
ugoné within him.

¢ Charles,” at last continued the dy-
ing womao. ¢ 1 have long wished for
this moment, tha: I might say something
to you about our little Henry.?

* God forzive me for my wrongs to him
too!” murmured the repentant man.

‘ I have much to say, and [ have but
littieszime to say itin, [ feel that I shall
never see another sun.” A violent fit of
coughing interrupied her.

¢ Oh no, you must not, will not die,’
sobbed her husband as he supported
her sinkimg frame, ¢ you'li live to save
3‘0\11:' repentsut  hasband.—Oh, you
L2

The tears gushed into her eyes, but
*Re only shook ber head. Shke Jaid her
9wn hand on his wnd con‘inued feebly.

1 be sight might '

¢ Day and night, for many a long year,
have I prayed fo: this bour, and never, even
in the darkest moment, have I doubted it
would come: for I have felt that within me
which whispered that as a!l bad deserted
you and 1 had not, 6o in the end you would
st last come back to your eerly feclings,
Ok! would it had come sooner—some hap-
piness then might bave been mine again in
this world—but God's will be done,—] am
weak —I feel I am falling fast—Henry, give
me your hand.’

The hitde boy silently placed it witbin
hers, she kissed it; and then laying it within
ber busbuad®s cortinaed,

¢ Here is our child—our orly born—when
I am gone he will bave none to take care
of him but you, unG as God is above, a8 you
Jove your own blood, .and as you value a
promise to a dying wite, keep, love, cherish
him, Oh! remember that he is young and
tender—-it is the only thing for which I wouid
care to live'—she paused and struggled te
subdue ber feelings, ¢ will you promise me,
Charles?’

<« I will, as there is a maker over me, ]|
will,” sovbed the man; and the frail bed
against which he leaned ehook with his
emotion,

¢ And you, Henry, will yoa obey your fa.
ther, and be a good boy:—ns you love your
mother—you wili?’ ik

Oh: yes!’ sobved the little fellow, Hinging
himseJt wildly on his mother’s neck, ¢ but
wother, dear mother, whut shall I do without
you?—oh! don’t diel’ .

“ This ia too hard,” murmured the dying
woman, drawing her child feebly to ber,
¢ Father give me strength to endure it.”

For a few minutes all was still,—and
nothing broke tbe silence bul the sobs of the
father and the boy, aund the low, death like
tick of ‘he rain dripping through upon the
floor. The child was the first to mowve,
He seemed instinctively to feel that giving
way to his gricf puiued his mother; and gen.
tly disengaging bimself trom ber, he hushed
his sobs, and leaning on bis bed, gazed
auxiously into her face. Her eyes were
clused, but ber lips moved as if in prayer.

¢« Heury, where are you?' faintly asked the
dying mother.

The boy answered in bis low, mournfal
voice.

* Henry,—Henry,’ she saidin a louder tone
snd then atter a second adced, ¢ poor bave,
he doesn't bear me.’

The little fellow looked up amazed, He
kuew not yet how the senses gradually fail
the dying; he was perplexed; the tears
courged down his cheeks; aund his throat
choaked so that bhe could not speak. But
be placed his hand in bis mother’s and pies-
sed it,

* Come nearer, my eon—ngayer—the
candle wants suuffing— there, lay your face
down by mine—Henry, love, 1 cant see—
bas the wind—blown—out—the jight?’

The vewildered boy gszed wildly into
bis mother’s face, but kuew rot what to
say. He only pressed her haod again,

¢ Ob! God,” murmured the dying woman,
her voice growing fainter and fainter—¢ this
is death!—Charles—Henry—Jesns —re—'

The child felt a quick, electric shiver in
the band he claiped, and locking up, s8w
that bis mother bad falien back desd upon
the pillow, He knew it all at once. He
gave one shriek and fellsenseless across her
body.

That shrick aroused the drunkard, Start.
ing up from his knees, he gazed wildly on
the corpse. He eould not endure the look
ot that still sainted face. He covered his
face with bhis hands and bursiinio an agony
of tears.

Long years have passed since then, and
that man is once merée a useful member of
socicty., But oh! the fearful prics st which
his reformation was purchased,

From Ainsworth’s Magazine.
THE TOUR OF LOVE AND TIME.
LoxG siuce, as tradition unravels,
Lovae, weary of Venus's eyes,
With Time started off on his travals,
To make the grand twar of the skis,
Bat though they departed together,
"T'o keep side by side was in vain;
Love bask’d in the fine snnny weather,
While Time was seen tradging through rain.

Love, calling and panting, long after
Cameap with him, ready to drop;
And pleaded with song and swest langhter,
Buot could not persoade Time to slop.
Old Obstinate paused not a minate,
Though round hem there graw in his march
A cloud with Jove’s thunderholt in it,
Or lris threw o’er him her nich,

* Come skip me a twelvemonth, old follow,
And eall 1t a leap year you know!

Look round ws—blae, red, green, and yellow
¥ most have sport as we go.

Why travel while Noon baras above there?
Now lot us wait hera il it’e dark,—

Just stop while 1 aim at yon dove there,—
If not,—well, I must have e lark.

Now swift as the thovght that comes o’es him
Love snatches Time’s scythe as he mows;

He crops not one blossom before him,
Bat cuts all the thorns from the rese.

Still Time plodded on, up the mountain,
Ne’er raising his eyes from the dust

While Love stays to drink at the fountain,
And drops the scythe in it—te rust.

Bat Time in due course, nothing reaping,
Agun to the fountain came round;
The scythe 18 once more m his keeping,
For Love lay asleep on the ground.
He woke, and but two moment’s reckon’d,
To seize on Time’s glass, and escape;
Love pour’d out its sand in a sezond,
And fili’d it with juice from the grape.

Time now, o’er the hills and the levels,
Guess’d minntes by mere grains of eand,
Till, when the thief dropp’d mid his revels,

The glass was restored to his hand.
Then Love to the furies flew frantie,

Possess’d with a project sablime;
Brought sciesors, and—deaperate antic!—

Cut off the white beard of vld Time.

Day and Night saw the woefal disaster,—
Time stood, from astonishment, etill;

The Hours didn’t know their own master,
Bat frolick’d abount at their will,

Eight and Nine were at Sizxes and Sevens,
I'welve sirack before Three had begang

Five changed her old post for Eleven’s,
While Love kissed Eleven—for one.

In torn all disclaim’d their old father,
Though some said they thought he was like,

And none were for striking—the rather
Becanse 'twas a genaral sinke.

Jove now, looking down on these gambols,
Saw Chaes resaming bis state, —

And o pat an end to Love’s rambles,
While walizing intansely with Eight.

¢ Your tour, crazy love, has ite dangers,
And here it must end,” said the god;
‘ Henceforth yon and Time must be sirangers,
Or, meeting, pass on with a nod.
Time ev’ry brief insiant is dying,
While you have a life without end;
Your visite to him must be flying—
Eternity cleims yon—ascend !’

From Memoirs of a Serjeant.
TOUCKH OF BRITISH VALOUR AT THE BAT-
TLE OF VIMEIRA.

The left wing of eur regiment, to which 1
still belonged, had nothing to do bot be epec-
tators of the flight, which took place on the
heights of Vemeira. Our situation on the slop
of an eminence; we saw our people promptly
advance against the enemy’s masses, which
were formed in a colomn, and with which they

boldly, sttempted to break the British lines. |

The attempt wae vain, althoogh they were ably
aseisted by their ordnance and hownzers, from
the laiter of which we saw the balls rise high

L in the eir, and,aflier describing many segments

of a circle, they generally fell between aur
people, who were advancing, snd oorselves,
Dense emoke eoon afier enveloped the billis
gerenta. [t was then we found our eitoation
irksome; mauny of our officers, too high spirited
to ve thus shut out of the glowing ecene
actually left vs and ran into battle. Those
who remsined, contrived a schame for the
chance of foliowwg them. We beard our
bugles sound the charge; we heard, or fancied
we heard the enemy’s fire growing stronger,
when from the right of us idlers arose the ery.
* The colonel is shot!’ bis lady hearing this
rushed throogh every restraint down she hill
which wasan excase for many of oor men to
follow in protecuion.

FAMILIES OF LITERARY MEN,

The Quarterly Review, in discussing an
objection to the Copyright Bill, of Mr. Sergeant
Talfosrd, which was taken by S8ir Edward Sog-
den, gives some very curious particnlars about
the progeny of literary men. ¢ We are not,’
says tha writer, ¢ going to speculate about the
caase of the fuct; but a fact 1s, that men, dis-
tinguished for extraordinary intellectual power
of any eort, very rarely leave more than a
very brief line of progony behind them. Men
of genios bave scarcely ever done s0. Men of
imaginative genivs, we might say almost never,
with one excaption of the noble Surrey, we
cannot, at this moment, point out n represen-
tative in the male line even so far down as in
the third generation of any English poet: and
wo believed the case is the same in France,
‘Ehe blood of beings of that order con seldom
be traced far down even in the female line.
With the exceptioo of Sarrey and Spencer, we
are not aware ofany great English aathor, of
atall remute date, from whose body any living
person claims to be descended. There is no
other real English poet prier to the middle of
the ninteenth centary; and we believe no groat
author of any «ort, Clarendon end Shaftesbury,
of whose blood we have any inheritance
amongst us  Chaocer’s only son died childless,
Shakspeare’s lme expired in his davgliter's
only daughter. None of the other dramatiste
of that zge left any progeny,—nor Raleigh,
nor Bacon, nor Cowley, nor Butler. The
grandaaghter, of Miltsn was the fast of his
blood. Newton, Letke, Pope, Swift, Arbuth-
not, Hame, Gibbon, Cowper, Gray, Walpole,
Cavendish, und we might greatly exiend the
list, never married, Neither Bolingbroke, nor
Addision, nor Warbarton, nor Jobnson, nor
Barke transmited (beir blood,

: source of noxious effluvia,

VENTILATIGN,

A buman being, supposing bim to be sound-
ly constituted at 8rst, will continue in health
till be reaches old sge, provided that certain
conditions are observed, and no injuries aeci-
dent shall befall. Thisis a proposition eo
well supported by an extenzive observation of
facts, that it may be regurded as estavlished.
It becomes, of ecourse, importani to aseertain
what are the eonditions essentis} to health,
in order that, by their observance, we may
preserve for ourselves what is justly esteemed
as the greatest of eartbly blessings, and dwell
for our naturally appointed time upon the
earsh. A genera) acquaintance with these
conditions may be easily attained by all, and
to pay them obedience is much more within
the power of individuale than is generally sup-
posed.,

The leading condilions essential to health
may be thus enumerateds—). A congtant
supply of pure sir; 2, A suffviency of nour—
ishing food, righily taken; 8. Cleanlinegs: 4.
A sufficiency of exercise to the various organg
of the system, &,A right temperature; 6 A
sufficiency of ehéerful and innocent enjoy~
ments; and, 7. Exempiion from hirassing
cares,

AIR.

The common air is a finid composed mainly
of two gates, in certain proportions; namely,
onygen as 20 and nitrogen as 80 parss ina
bundred, with a very minute addition of ear-
bonic acid gas, Such is air in its pure and
right state, and such is the state in which we
require it for respiration.  When it is loaded :
with any admixture of a different kind, or ite
natural proportions are in any way devanged,

{ it cannot be breathed without producingitfjo-

rious results. We also require what ig aft

] to appear a large quantity of this element of
{ heal hy existence. The lungs of a bealthy

full grown man will inhale the bulk 'of twenty
cubie inches at every nspiration, and he wili
use no less thun fifty seven hogshead in twen-
ty four hours. ’ 4

Now, there are various circumstiriees ‘which
tend to surround us at times with vitiated ajs,
and which wust accordingly be guarded”
egainst, That firet calling tor attention’ i
the miasma or noxions quality imparted fo
the air in certain districts by stsgnant water
and decaying vegetable matter. It is now
generwlly wcknowledgeéd that * this noxious
quality is in reality a euvtle poison, whieh
acte on the human system through the medis
um of the lungs, producing fevers and other
epidemice. A noted instanees - of its acting
ona great gcale is presented in the Campagna
di Roma, where a Jarge surtace is retained in
a marshy state.  The wir rising from that
territory at certain sessons of the year,
obliges the inhavitanis of the adjacent districts
of the city to desert the:r homes, in order to
escape its pernicious influence.  All marshes,
and Jow dump grounds of every kind, pro.
duce more or less miasma, and it'is conge.-
quently dangerous to live upon or near them.
Slightly elevated ground should, accordingly,
in all cases, be chusen for both single hogses
and towrs,  Tanks and collections of water
of every kind are dangerous beneath or nesr
a house, because, unless their centents Le
constantly in a etste of change, which is
rarely the case, their tendenty is to send up
exbalations of a noxious kind. A few years
#go, the eldest son of an Bnglish nooleman
—u youth of great promise, and who baw
recently become a bosband and fatheredied
ofa tever which was iraced to the opening of
a old reservior of water underneath the copy-
try house in which be dweli,®

Putrid matter of all kinds conspicuons
The filth collected
in il regulated towns—ill mansged draigge—
collections of decaying animal substanges,
plazed too near or within private dwellingg,mm
are notable for their effects in vitiating the
atmosphere;, and generaling disease in those
exposed to them, o this case, ulso, it js s
puison diffused abroad through the air which
acts 80 injuriously on the human frame.
This was probably the msin cause of the
plagues which visited European cities during
the middle ages. In those days there were
no  adequate provisions for cleaning cities,
and the consequence war, that large collee~
tions of filth were sccumulated.  The noxioue
air diffused Ly thege means through the pow.
row streets and confined dwellings woul/q te:d
to the most fatal effects. v old dpyng 4por,
s generated a gas (subpbura’iq hydroges)
which is caleulaed 1o prdiyce dreadfy) Eoni
seqaences amongs! those exgosed to jt. [y
bas Intely been diecovered, that it jg the pre-
sence of this £4% in the sea nesr the easterm
const of Wepical Africa, which causes the
peculiar unhealthiness of that region, It ie
dsfertained that smwall unimals, such as birds,
die, when. the air they Lreathe contains ons
Gfteen hundredth pary of sulphurated bydrogen
and that an infusion six times greates will
kiil a borse. It follows (bat we can acarcely
aitach t0o mnch importance to mensures for
cleaning cities and improving drains. There
are a8 yel no large towns in Britain kept in
a state so clean as desirable for the health of
—_—

®Viscount Milton, son of the present Fari
Fitzwilhaw, was the person here alluded to.




