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Literature, Lr. 

NIGHT SCENE IN A POOR MAN'S 
HOUSE. 

BY MARY HOWITT. 

It was in the middle of winter, on the night 
of the twenty third of January, when the wea- 
ther was miserably cold ; it neither decidedly 
froze, nor did it thaw ; but between the two it 
was cold and damp, and penetrated to the very 
bone, even of these who sat in carpeted rooms 
before large fires, and were warmly clad. It 
was on this evening that the seven little chil- 
dren of David Baird, the weaver, stood huddled 
together in their small room, beside a small 
fire which was burning comfortlessly. The 
baby lay in a wooden cradle on the corner of 
the hearth. The fire, to be sure, gave some 
warmth, because it had boiled an iron pot full 
of potatoes, but it gave very little cheeriness 
to the ro The mother had portioned out 
the evening meal—a few potatoes to each— 
and she now sat down by the round table, light- 
ing the farthing candle, and was preparing to 
do some little pieces of housewifery. 
“ May Istir the fire ? asked David, the eldest 

boy. 
“ No, no,” replied the mother, ¢ it barns 

away too fast if it is stirred.” 3 
¢ I wish we had a good fire !” sighed Judith, 

the second girl. 
¢¢ Bless me; said the mother, “ itis a good 

fire! Why, there's Dame Grumby and her 
grandchild gone to bed because they have no 
fire at all.” 
¢“ I'should like some more salt to my potato- 

es,” said little Betsy ; “ may I have some more, 
mother ?? 
¢ There is none, child,” she replied ; “I put 

tHe last in the pot.” 
¢ O dear!” cried out little Joey, * my feet 

are so bad ; they get no better, mother, though 
I did beat them with holly.” : 
¢ Poor thing !” sighed the mother; I wish 

you had better shoes.” ; 
¢¢ There’s a- pair,” said Joey, briskly, * at 

Timmy Nixon’s for fourteen pence.” 
¢ Fourteen pence!” repeated the mother; 

“ijt would take a long time to get four- 
teen pence.” 1 
‘ Mat Willis begged a pair of nice warm 

boots,” replied Joey, experimentally. 
“ We will not beg,” said the mother, * if we 

can help it—let me see the shoes ;7 and Joey 
put one of his frost bitten feet on his mother’s 
knee. 

““Bless thee, poor lad,” said the mother; 
% thou shalt not go to work aga ull it is 
warmer.” 
“ Mother,” interrupted little Susan, * may I 

have some more ?° 
“¢ There is no more,” said she, “but [ have a 

whole loaf yet.” 

mneOh dear, ob SoATPRMGDICE Dna Gin bp 
the bottom crust,” said one, “ because of his 
poor feet.” hs ; 
“And give me a big bit,” cried Susan, hold- 

ing out a little fat hand. 
The mother divided the loaf, setting aside 

a piece for her husband ; and presently the hus- 
band came. 
“ It rains, and is very cold,” said he, shiver 

ing. 
¢¢ Please God,” said the mother, * it will be 

warmer after the rain.” 
David was a tall, thin man, with an uneasy 

Jook—not that he had any fresh cause of unea- 
siness—his wages had not been lowered; his 
hours of labor had not been increased ; nor had 
he quarrelled with his master; but the life of 
a poor man ®an uneasy life—a life of care, 
weariness and never ending anxieties. What 
wonder, then, if his face have a joyless 
look ? 
The children made room for their father by 

the fire ; Susan and Neddy placed themselves 
between his knees, and his wife handed him 
the portion of supper which had been set asice 
for him. 

Mary, the eldest girl, was sitting on a box, 
feeding the squirrell with the bread which her 
mother had given her—ehe was very happy, 
and kissed the squirrel many times ; Judith was 
sitting beside her, and David held the cup out 
of which the squirrel drank. 

*“ Nobody has inquired after the squirrell 1 
said the father looking at them. 
* No,” replied Mary, *“ and I hope nobody 

will » 

* They will not, now,” said the younger 
David, ¢¢ for it is three months since we found 
it. 

*“ We might sell it for half a crown,” said the 
father ; Mary looked frightened, and held the 
squirrell to her bosom y 
“ Joey's feet are very bad,” remarked the 

mother. 
* And that Doctor’s bill has neverbeen paid,” 

said the father—* seventeen shillings and six. 
pence.” 

*“ *Tia more money than we can get i 
week,” sighed the slothar Sh 
“Igo round by the back land, to avoid pas- 

sing the door,” said the father, * and he asked 
me for it three times » 
“ We will get it paid in the summer,” re- 

joined the mother, hopefully ; but coals are 
raised, and bread they say will rise kefore the 
week {is out.” 
“ Lord help us? exclaimed the father in- 

ternally. 
Mary, fetch the other candle,” said the 

mother, as the farthing candle burnt low in the 
stick, and went out. 
“ There is not - one," replied Mary ; «we 

burnt out the other last night.” 
Have you a farthing, David?” asked the 

wife. 4 
“ Notone,” repliad he, rather hastily. 

““ Nor have we ore in the house,” said the 
wife ; * I paid all we had for the bread.” 
* Stir up the fire, then,” said David 
i Nay,” rejoined the wife, * coals ate rai- 

se » 

““ Lord helpus™ again sighed David, and 
two ofthe children began coughing. * Those 
children’s coughs are no better,” remarked the 
father somewhat impatiently. And the baby 
woke—se did Betsy, who had fallen asleep on 
the floor unobserved, crying, “I am so cold, 
father ; I am so cold ? 
“ Go tobed with her, Mary,” said the mo- 

ther, « for you were up betimes, this morning, 
washing : pull up your clothes on the bed, and 
keep her warm.” 
Mary went into the little dark chamber to 

bed with her sister, and her mother tried to hush 
the crying infant. 

David was distracted. He was cold, hungry, 
weary, and in gloom. Eight children whom he 
loved were about him, and he thought of them 
only as bor to poverty and care, like himseli— 
he felt unhappy, and grew almost angry as the 
baby continued to cry. 
Cheer up, David, honest man! there is that 

coming even now——coming within three streets 
iengihjof thee—which will raise the above want 
for ever ! Cheer up, this is the last hour any 
of you shall waat fire ; the last hour any of you 
shall want for candle light: Thou shalt keep 
thy equirrell, Mary !' Betsy, thou shalt have 
blankets to warm thee ! The Doctors bill shall 
be paid—nor, Baird, shalt thou ever again 
skulk by back ways to work to avoid an im- 
portunate creditor. Joey, thou shalt turn the 
wheel no longer—thy feet shall get well in 
wooilen stockings, and warm shoes at five shill- 
ings a pair. You shall no more want salt to 
potatoes, nor skall Susan go short again of her 
supper. Bat of this, all this, as yet, you know 
kaow nothing, about the relief—and such splea- 
did relief, too, that even now is approaching 
your door! Wail, little baby, and thou wilt— 
nurse thy poor tingling feet, Joey, by the fire ; 
and muse on thy poverty, David Baird, yet for 
a few moments longer; it can do no harm, for 
the good news is even now turning the corner 
of yeur street! 
Knock, knock, knock ! David started from 

his revery. 
‘Some one at the door,” said the wif; and 

up jumped little David. * If it is neighbor 
Wood come to borrow some meal, you can get 
her a cup fall,” added the mother, as the knock 
was repeated more lustily. 
Up rose David Baird, and thinking of the 

Doetor’s bill,opened the door reluctantly. 
¢“ Are you David Baird 1 asked the letter 

carrier, who had knocked. 
“Iam,” said David. 
“ This, then, is for you;and there are twenty 

two pence to pay on it,” said the maa holding 
forth a large letter. 

“It isa summons,” cried the wife in dis- 
may ; “ for what is David Baird summoned 1” ot arms, hed to the door, with the Baby in 
“It is not for me,” said David, half glad to escape his liability to pay the two and twenty pence. 
“But are you not David Baird, the wea- ver 1° 
“ I am,” said David. 
** Then,” continued the letter carrier, “pay me the twenty two pence, and, if it is not 

right, they will return you the money at the 
post office » 

* Twenty two pence,” repeated David, asha- 
med to conless his poverty. 

*“‘ One shilling, ten pence !” said the wife ; 
“ we have not. so much money by us, good 
man.” 
. “ Light acandle,”said the letter carrier burst- 
ing into the house, * and hunt up what you 
have *» 

David was pushed to the extremity, « We 
have none,” said he ; ** we have no money to 
buy a candle 1” 

* Lord bless me I” said the letter carrier, and gave David the younger four pence to fotoh 
half pound of candles. Dawid and his wife knew not’ what to think, and the letter man shook the wet from his hat In a few mo. ments the candl: came, and the letter was put 
into David’s hand. 
“ Open it, can’t you?’ szid the letter 

man. 
* Is it for me ?*? inquired David again, 
“It is,” replied the other, impatiently ; “ what a fuss is here about opening a letter » 

- * What js this?” exclaimed David, taking ode 
a bye one hundred pounds. 
* OI” sighed the wile, “ if, after all, jt 

not be for us! But read the letter, om 
and David read it, 7 
* Sir—You, David Baird, the weaver of 

and son of the late David Baird of Marden.op. Wear, lineal descendant of Sir David Bjirg Monkshavghton Castle, county of York ii sole heir to Sir Peter Baird, of Monkshaughyo aforesaid, lately deceased, are requested - meet Mr. Dennis, at York, as soon after the se ceipt of this as possible. It will be Necessary for you to bring your family with yoy . and = cover travelling expenses, you wil receive 2 bill for one hundred pounds, payable at I have the honor to be, Sir, your hambje oe vant, ee 
J. Suerrn 3 ” « Sure enough,” sajq Sai py. 

of pin was my father” 
«0, 0, 0! chuckled out lizt i hopped about behind the ey, a he 

pounds and a castle Undred 
“ Heaven be praised ¥ ejaen t : while she hugged the baby ~ — oo _* And,” continued David, « the great Si 

vid Baird was our ancestor; by; we —— looked for any thing from that quarter.» "To" “ Then the letter is for yop 1 asked th 

d Baird 

T “7 
man. 

tis. Please Heaven 10 make pg thank 

ful for it,” said David, seriouely; * but,” hesi- 
tated he, * you want that money.” 
“ No,” said the letter carrier, going out, “I'll 

call for that to morrow.” 
“Bolt the door after this man ; this money 

requires safe ke#ping.” 
* Mend the fire !” said the mother ; and her 

son David put on the shovel full of coals, and 
stirred up the ashes. 

« Kiss me, my children !” exclaimed the fa- 
ther with emotion : * kiss me, and bless God, 
for we shall never want bread egain 1” 
“Is the house on fire 7” screamed Mary, at 

the top of the stairs, “for there is such a 
bleze 1” 

““ We are burning a mould candle 7’ said Ju- 
dith, * and such a big fire!” 
“Come here, Mary,” aid the father; and 

Mary slipped down stairs wrapped in an old 
cloak. 
¢ Father’sa rich man! we're all rich—and 

shall live in a grand castle I”” Jaughed out young 
David. 

“ We shall have coats, and blankets, and 
stockings and shoes!” cried little Joey all alert, 
yet still remembering his frost bitten feet. 
“ We shall have beef, and plumb pudding !” 

said Susan. 
““ We shall have rice pudding every day!” 

cried Neddy. 
David Baird wae again distracted ; but how 

different were his feelings ; he could have done 
a thousands extravagant things—he could have 
laughed, cried, sung, leaped about, nay rolled 
on the floor for joy; but he did none of these 
—he sat ealm and looked almost grave. At 
length he said, * wife, send the children to bed, 
and letus talk over this good fortune toge- 
ther.” 

¢¢ You shall have your Sunday clothes on to- 
morrow,” said the happy mother, as she sent 
them up stairs. To bed they went, and after a 
while laughed themselves to sleep. The father 
and mother smiled and wept by turns, but did 
not sleep that night. 

DREAMS OF THE PAST. 
As we wander alone where the moonlight re- 

poses, 
And the wind o’er the ripple is tuneful’ and 

sweet, 
Whe the stars glitter out as the day flower 

closes, 
And the night bird and dew drop are all that 

we meet, 
Oh! then, when the warm flush of thought is 

unsealing 
The bonds that a cold world too often keeps 

fast, 

We shall find that the deepest and dearest of 
felling, 

Is pouring its tide in the dreamslof the past. 

Oh! who shall have travelled through life’s mis- 
ty morning, 

Forgetting all waymarks that ‘rose on their 

~ “ka things we Joved then +~d wmiwliy w 
scoring, 

Though we cast them behind, yet we like to 
look back. 

And the present may charm us with magical 
numbers, 

And lull the rapt spirit, entrancing it fast, 
Tes “tis rarely the heart is so sound in its slum 

bers, 
4s to rest without mingling some dream of 

the past. 

Oh! the days that are gone—they will have mo 
returning, y 

: And "tis wisest to bury the hopes that decay, But the Incense that’s purest and richest in 
burning, 

Is oft placed where all round it is fading 
away. 

Though the days that are gone had more canker 
than blossom, 

_ And even that blossom too tender to last, Yet had we thie power, oh! where is the bo som 
Would thrust from its visions the dreams of 

the past ? 

New Works, 
Rome, ag it was under Pe: i i came under the Popes. a MAGNIFICENCE AND VOLUPTUOUSNESS OF ANCI- rhe iks ENT ROME, 

ntire palace was lighted up a - ated for some grand festivity, as i 7 ception of a bride. Ye there was no ene to Save now and then a slave melancholy vision, over the pavement, to tend the lamps or seatter perfo- mes and sweet scented leaves. The son of one handmaid, as she ad : - justed a lily in a gar- land, startled the venerable pilgrim as it had een a parable :— 
Thou, too, for thy bloom art cherigh'd ; But when that bloom hath perish'd Thou, too, shalt be flung away, i At last, the voluptuous swe] of music cams from a distance upon the ear; and directed by the sound, the pilgrims came to the intésioy recesses of the palace, where lay the * trie. linism or hall of feast. It was a sun tuc hall, oblong in form, and divided os le of decoration and arrangemeny, nro’ 0 Style of 

@ amg gement, into two unequal pra 1 Brea rdivision Wasoacupied by the gue tables weap 200 couches, on that side of 
ous attendants ad lonades, 80 that the vari- § 

ministers of the feast were ree to move about on (he tending from the cross table rt dy os 
8 B e hea e~ aternal ones, down to the se- 

cers, and pantomimes. yb op : the intervals of the |, aos xhibied during long pro 
: . ! g tracted banquet. Foy stm refined directing the arts, a sridian of perfection, ang ministered to 

B— 

by unbourded opulence, had exhausted every 
resource upon this sanctuary of indulge 
The ceilings that beamed with the eflulgenc® 
of a golden firmament, glittering with sterlik 
gems, were so contrived as to vary in 88peCt 
with the successive courses, and from thf 
showers, as it were, of the most exhilarti’é 
and aromatic dews were made to distil UPO* 
the languishing voluptuaries. The hangi®g® 
were of Tyriar purple. Flowers, in festoot 
were suspended from the arcades and nichts 
where stood Apollo, the Muses, Venus, ! 
Psyche, the Graces, and the quiver-armed 
Endless, in short, was the variety of scents : 
and emblems that had been conceived by : 
fancy to revel in that temple of delights; 
triumphant art, as with a wand, had given he? 
the very air and breath’ of life. The m! id 
pavement, figured with the most grotesque hi 
vices, wasseattered over with the soft po lion 
odorous wood, damped with saffron, vermi if 
end other brilliant dyes. It glittered Wi 
lings of gold and the dust of the sparkiit 
stone. The board of the feast, made of cil! 
wood from the furthest confines ol Mauri 
was supported on feet of ivory, Bi: 
with a leaf or plateau of silver elegan g 
chased: The couches, each of which aocoty 3 
modated three, were made of bronze © jeg 
with silver, gold, and tortoishell ; the mattre® 
were of Gallic wool, dyed purple ; the pits 
and cushions of the softest down were cOVEET 
with the priceless embroidery of olled 
Abandoned to every effeminacy es they | lit 
upon these beds like so many deities on led 

0ce8ss 
clouds, the lordly voiuptuaries were 
with every dainty of air, earth, an 
while nymphlike, and obeequious forms 
stationed with fans and vases of perfume 
moved round the ceuches to sounds of 
lody with goblets of racy wine. Othe! 
ed incense, or placed fresh viands and 
on the altars of the household deities, of ¢ 
with oil the lamps and candelabra that cast © 
mellow splendour over the entire scene: 

HORRIBLE TREATMENT OF THR cunmsTIA 
UNPER NERO. ’ 

No sooner were they proseribed bY i 
than they were every where pursved, a8 
jected to the most exerutiating tortures oy 

wrelches hateful aliko to gods and men gs 
were tormented by slow fires, some Off ith 
irons, some tied to stakes, some to Ca¥ 
made red hot; others were suspende bY i 
feet, that while their bodies were burne! hey 
torches applied te the most sensitive Perl the 
might be at the same time suffocate — most 
smoke and heat. Tigellirous one of th 
infamous minicms of Nero, and his chie if 
in burning the eity, so signalized him ren 
exploits of cruelty, that even the pagal »o zy 
have animadverted on the execrable ings ed 
of one species of torture, to which be 8 
to have given the preference. The #) es 
described thus : the Christian, pA the 
was forced to put on a garment © ared 0% 
tunica_melesta, made of papyrius, sme ned {0 
both sides with wax, and was then conti” 
2 high pole, from the top of which the ard, § 
Rrued to pour down burning pitch and escat 
spike fastened under the. chin, 80 8810 ever) 
the liquid fire, until the whole body, 8M flames 
part of it was literally clad and cased 1c Pope 
Such multitudes were destroyed by 1H 
mode alone, that the whole ared of the ** uy 
circus, round which they were impaled, 
undated knee-deep with the residuum! 
bodies. Some where chopped fo MC 
fastened on wheels, and torn 10 pieces, Tuy 
turned round against serried spikes beh? 
iron. They were stoned to death, J i 
crucified, whipped with what they cal€ 
pions,” till their bones and entrails W&= ogo 
bare jthey were fastened to wild re theif 
dashed their heads against rocks, and *= 
bodies against thickets and rough- W& by 
flight. Some, besmeared with honeys Zegd 
tied to stakes, that they might be £00 0gqr 
eaten alive by wasps and insects ; 183 {4 
flung into holes to be devoured by I# ra faste™ 
buried alive ; others, while living, een" # ed to putrid carcasses, or crashed be ving the blocks of stone, or torn asunder by oe oppo*i™®. legs fastened to the boughs ef paar ’ 
trees, which, being breught into Pr 
main force, when that force was with # flew back to their natural position, jg me 
violence, as to carry with then gre v 
gled half of the martyr. Myriads iid dog®} 
pieces by lions, tigers, or eaten oh an yr 
they smeared their bodies with P! rd thel®. 
fire to them ; poured boiling le& ade the” heads, or cast their bodies into it, © n at) 
sit down naked in chairs of iol ot the ho! they put them in mets to be oth dogs aid So of wild bulls, or into sacks with . they HY h ’ 
penta, and cast them into the s€85 ot 
plucked out their hair and wr ort oy" ; 
pincers, cut off their ears, theit — the nail oy their tongues, inserted reeds UNO%E po ihad 
their toes and fingers; chopped : 

o¢ distended their bellies upon 
every bone started from 118 pot anh®ys 
Judge gloried in devising ocs=" oi de’ 
tortures,” says Eusebius. — * their stdfs i 
virtue in them todoso, "Jt wis Teg 08° oil 
summit of their ambition ; ~ b 
umphed over the others, WiD 
them in refinement of cruelty: 

Bunkam 1 1 eaid, pray whe! 
you ever hear of Bunkum * * 
you don’t mean to =ay YOU § 
that is? 1 do not, indect 
Why, there is more of it t0 “0 5 
winter than would paper curl 1 
vernment House, and then oo nok 
gal in the town. Not hear 0 

to 

ff por 4 the * é 
and feet, flayed them alive, disem? Tacks, anil 

y their 1 «The. i 
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