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MY BROTHERS. 
«My Brothers!’ years have passed away 

Since first my childish heart 
‘Was conscious of the sacred tie 
That death alone can part 

Then, from your kind, unselfish care, 
I learned to know how blest 

Is she who owns the love that lives 
‘Withia a brother’s breast. 

Our home was bright and beautiful 
With all things rich and fair, 

Yet dreary would its halls have been 
Had not your love been there ; 

For who weuld share a princely home, 
Though filled with pomp and mirth, 

If sweet affections hovered not 
Like angels rouad its hearth? 

But oh, I can remember still 
How in the midst of play, 

You threw, to please your buby-pet, 
The ball and hoop away. 

To teach my faltering lips to speak 
For hours you'd linger near, 

And hail with joy the faintest sound 
That fell upon the ear. 

“My brothers I” were the gentle words 
That first I learned to name, 

And glad was I, each lesson o'er, 
The kiss of love to claim. 

And now, as looking o’er the past, 
Too sadly Irepine, 

1t checks the tear-drop and the sigh 
To think you stili are mine. 

1 never knew & mother’s love— 
That blessing Heaven denied— 

My footsteps through the paths of life 
It was your task to guide; 

And when, amid earth’s brilliant hopes, 
My happy heart beat high, 

You whispered there were sweeter joys 
Beyond the azure sky. 

“My brothers!” on each brow there dwells 
A cloud of thoughtful care, 

But may no word or deed of mine 
E’er place a shadow there ; 

And though I never may repay 
Your deep and changeless love, 

The earnest prayer 1 breathe for you 
May reach the throne above. 

And when my eyes are closed in death 
My spirit shall be near, 

For sure 1 am the dead will watch 
O’er those in life most dear ; 

And in the home to which I go, 
Life’s errors sll forgiven, | 

Oh with what joy shall 1 behold 
My brothers meet in Heaven! 

Mary L. Lawson. 

THE DAUGHTERS OF LA ROCHE. 
A STORY OF THE AFFECTIONS. 

Who that has attended the death-bed of the 
loved and cherished, can ever forget its touch- 
ing end painful scenes? The sands of life pas- 
wing rapidly away—the pulse becoming feebler 
and funter—the voice lower and weaker—the 
light fading from the glassy and spiritual eyes — 
the mingled expression of love, hope and ago- 
‘my resting upon the thin, pale features. Aud, 
when at last the lamp goes out—the hands fall 
cold upon the motionless bosom—the limbs be- 
come rigid, and the spint wings its flight to 
"another world, who can forget the heart screams 
‘of the doating mourners—the grief long sup- 
‘pressed, but now bursting forth as a torrent— 
the tedrs, the cries, and the exclamaticns, half 
in love and half in madness! 

I once was present at the death-bed of a 
‘'mother—a true and martyr-like woman—who 
“had hurried herself to a premature grave, in an 
“effort to provide for the comforts of two young 
and lovely daughters; and were [ to live a 
thousand years, the memory of that hour would 

“atill linger vividly in my mind. She died, to, 
in the full faith of a blessed hereafier—cemsci- 
ous of the purity of her life, and cherishing, as 
the jewels of the soul, the sublime truths of the 
Christian religion. But her davghters—her 
young end unprotected daughters’! She left 
them to the tender mercies of a hollow world, 
and thus, with the undying fondness of a mo- 
ther’s heart, fixed her straining eyes upon their 
sad but beautious features, even as the soul 
parted from the bedy, and the faith of a blessed 
ge gion brightened the pathway to a clime of 

iss. 
Sobs and tears and loud lamentations come 

from those lovely orphans. They were now in. 
deed alone in the world; and though they 
bad been taught in some measure to prepare 
themselves for so frightful a bereavement, they 
could not realize allits gloom and desolation. 
They had never known a father’s care, for he 
had been taken from them in their early child- 
hood, before they were capable of appreciating 
his value. Their. mother had been the whole 
world to them—she had watched them in their 
hours of illaess—she had prayed for them, and 
with them~—had pointed out the paths of danger 
in the ways of life—had indulged them beyond 
her means—had deprived herself ‘of many a 
luxury, ay, many a necessary, in order to ad- 
minister to their comfort and improvement, and 
now, as they looked upon her cherished form, 
cold and still in the icy embrace of death, oh! 
God, how wretched and lonely seemed their 
condition Ia vain their few friends endeaver- 
ed to soothe their sorrow- ~to soften the anguish 

4 tion in the French. The daughters were at 

of their grief Tears, and tears alone, seemed 
to afford them relief; and they wept in very bit- 
terness for hours! i 

Mrs. La Roche wes a French lady by birth, 
and with her husband and her young daughters, 
came to this country during the troubles of the 
last French revolution. 
Compelled to abaudon his native land at but a 

few hours notice, the father was able to collect 
but a small sum of money to assist his family 
in the country of their exile. He survived his 
arrival in the United Siates only two years— 
merely long enough to acquire & knowledge of 
the English language, and, with his lady, to 
attempt the establishmem of aschool of instrue- 

this time, too young to assist, but the mother, 
though utterly unused te a life of toil, saw and 
appreciated her position, and roused all her 
energies to the underiaking. She continued 
the school, and with partial success, after the 
decease of her husband. Compelled to econo. 
mise in every possible way, she looked forward 
10 the period when her children would be able 
to assist her, and thus her task weuld be greatly 
lightened. Tncreasing, as they hourly did 1m 
beauty and intelligence, and manifesting, in 
every possible way, their appreciation of her 
love, ana her untiring exertions spent in thir 
behalf, her heart warmed toward them with 
every breath which they drew, and she would 
freely have laid down her life 10 ensure their 
welfare. But what will nota mether do for the 
beings of her affection? What will she not sa- 
crafice—what trials and sufferings will she not 
submit to? Well and touchingly was it remar 
kek by a Venetian lady, with regard to Abra- 
ham and Isaac, that * God would never have 
commanded such a sacrifice of a mother.” 
Mrs. La Roche had thus with difficulty, but 

stillin a spirit of great cheerfalness, conducted 
her little school for four years after the decease 
of her husband. But her health now began 10 
fail. She had overtasked her powers; her coa- 
stitution, which was natarally feeble, gave way 
Suill, she struggled on in the most hercic man- 
ner. *‘A few years longer,” she flattered her. 
self, “and I may abate my labors. Then my 
children will be able greatly to assist me, if not 
wholly to take my place.” She saw them ri- 
pening in beauty—and the natural dreamof a 
mother raised up suitors in abundauvce. So 
lovely—so correci—eo imbued with the pure 
principles of religion—so accompliched! The 
heart of the widow rejoiced in the anticipated 
triumphs of her offspring. Alas! even then the 
seeds of death were doicg their work, stealthily 
and in silence. A little longer and the body 
refused to administer to the wishes of the mind. 
Mrs. La Roche was prostrated on her death- 
bed, and her ehildren, as already described, 
were orphans in the fullest and most painful 
sense of the term. : 
Amy La Roche, the youngest sister, at the 

period at which we write, was thirteen ; Clo- 
tilde, the elder, was sixteen years of age. A 
lovelier pair never mingled their tears together 
by the cold corpse of a parent. Taught to re- 
gard her as the soul and centre of their social 
world—as the being to whom they must look 
for counsel and advice next to the Almighty— 
they clung to each other in their desolation, 
each striving to oothe the other, and each un- 
consciously adding to the poignancy of the 
other’s grief. Clotilde wept wildly, but the 
sorrow of the younger seemed more heart-felt. 
The one was all feeling and impulse, and her 
agony of grief was relieved, in some measure, 
by the violence of the paroxyms—the fury of 
her despair The youoger was naturally of a 

thoughtful and melancholy nature, and her mild 
blue eyes, seemed to mirror in their gentle lus- 
tre, the very depths of her soul She was too 
young, moreover, to have a thought “of fond- 
ness for another being on the earth beyond her 
mother. No other passion of her wawre had 
been called even into fancied existence; and 
thus the poor girl pined day by day, until.she 
became thin and pale, and the elder found it 
necessary to conceal her own sorrow;iin order 
to bring back the spirit of girlhood. and joy to 
the fair features of her dearest Amys . .: 

Throughout the crisis of their bereavement, 
they were visited assiduously and constantly by 
but ore individuai 
bour Pierre, as they called him, was intimate 
with their father in the more prosperous port - 
on of his life, and had, like him, sought this 
country as a place of refuge during the perils of 
the revolution—perils which destroyed his fa 
mily, and left Rim lene and wretched. He had 
nevertheless, accumulated @ considerable for- 
tune in the United States, and, at the petiod of 
the widow's decease, was on the eve of return. 
ing to France. Touched, however, by the sad 
condition of the sisters, he delayed ‘his'depar. 
ture, and called day after day io the noble duty. 
of watching over two fair beings, so entirely 
helpless and wuprotected, and of admiristering, 
every comfort and assistance in his power. 
This faithful friend was now in his sixtie:li 
year—still manly and gentlemanly in his ap- 
pearance, and exhibiung but little of the weak- 
ness or infirmity of age. Week afier week he 
postponed the day of his leave-taking, and yet 
he steadily rercisted in his determination to 

return, at the same time condoling with the 
orphans, assisting them as delicately as possi- 
ble, ard hinting a fear that his departure wonld 
expose them to annoyance and misfortune. 
Clotilde saw and admitted all this, bat what 
could she do? Sae siill continued to keep up 
the litle school, which ker mother had be. 
queathed to her as ae ioheritance, but her in- 
experience and youth unfi'ted her, in a great | 
measure, to exercise suffici=nt authority over | 
the pupils, and thus, while she found them con- 
stantly diminishing in aumber, she discovered 
with horror, that the health of her young sister 
was rapidly sinkiog. The color was fading 
from her checks—the bright light from her 
eyes. Her existence seemed to have lost its 

\ his motives generously. 

Pierre Martien, or neigh 7 

Roche, and, although the sweet girl struggled 
earnestly 10 assume a degree of cheerfulness 
and an air of satisfaction, she could not conceal 
from the penetrating eyes of Clotilde, that there 
was a canker within. 
Neighbour Pierre, also, noticed the change, 

and his heart melted within him at this new 

source of anxiety and distress. He sent for and 
consulted one of the sblest physicians of the 

city—for his neture warmed strangely and un- 

consciously toward the orphans, since he had 
visited them so frequently —and he wastold that 

a ehange of air would alone save the life of the 
fading beauty. He pondered loog upon this 

painful intelligence; at first unwilling to com- 

municate it to the elder sister, for he knew that 

it would strike like an errow through her soul. 
What could be done 7—what was his duty un- 

der the circumstances? He preesed his hand 
upon his forehead and mused painfully for hours. 
A thought darted to his brain. But no—he re- 
pelled it as uaworthy—as unmanly—as treach- 

erous to the friendskip he had feltand professed 
for the dead father of the sisters. And yet it 
returned again, and grew stronger and stromger, 
until he had no power to resist its influence. 

Accuse him not harshly, gentle reader—pro- 
nounnce not against him reshly. He was alone 
in the werld, «nd they were without friends and 
protectors He was compelled by circomstsn- 
ces to revisit France, and yet he felt a voice 
within him assert that he had a duty to perform 
to the children of his deceased countrymax. 
How could he best perform that duty? To 
subject two young, inexperienced and beantiful 
girls to the snares of the vicious and the reck- 

less—to desert them in the hour of greatest 

noed—to abandon them to the charities of a 

cold world—or worse, to the zccursed arts of 

the profligate and libertine—the thought was 
full of enguish. Again he pansed. He ascend- 
ed to his chamber, and there, kneeling in pray- 
er, he sought advice and council from the 
Searcher of all hearts. He arise from hie knees 
refreshed in spirit, and comparatively calm and 
resolved. The uext hour found him at the 
dwelling of the sisters. The younger was evi- | 
destly weaker than on the day before, while 
the countenance of Clotilde wore a still more | 
melancholy aspect. For a long time the visi- 
ter hesitated He looked steadily into the beau- 
tiful features of Clotilde, where sll was yet life 
and hope, and youthful splendor, only mellowed 
and spiritualized by the tender anxiety of a sa- 
cred loys, sud his heart again misgave him. | 
Bat he rallied his courage and drew her aside. | 
He annouxccd to her, in as kindly terms as 
possible. the opinion of the physician; and, as | 
he saw the big tear sta:tto her eyes at the cen- | 
acioussess of her inability to accompany Amy 
to a milder climate—softer and sunnier ekies— 
he toek her hand, and «ffsred to beconie her 
husband ** Thus,” he added, * dear Clotilde, | 
I will obtain a right to protect you. Thus may 
we immediately sail for France, and, with the 
blessing of Heaven, a hope may be indulged of | 
the restoration of our lorely Amy.” He allu- 
ded to ha disparity of years, and his reluctance 
to venture such a proposition, but he implored | 
her, no matter what her determination, to judge | 

As be lived and had | 
faith in the Divinity, he believed that he was | 
influenced purely, justly and virtuously. 

Clotilde covered her [sce with her hunde. 
She had unbounded confidence in the princi- 
ples of her father's friend—for he had ever con- 
ducted himself with the moet scrupulous deli- 
cacy. She saw too, thé position of her sister, 
and she felt thet the life of that sweet and afiec- 
tionate girl was as dear to her as her own; and 
yet, she knew not what to do or say. One or- 
ly thought—one only dream interfered with the 
course the believed to be dictated by duty. 
The path of her young life, chequered and ‘dar- 
kened as it had been, had not been all shadow 
A momentary rainbow had flashed its glories 

with her dreams ~~ A voice deeper and sweeter | 
(than those of the every-day world, sometimes 
rose to her memory, and whispered to the lis- | 
tening spirit of her soul. She was now nine- 
teen years of age—a full and perfect woman— | 
and how-seldom .is itn our land, that the fair | 
and beautiful, the enthusisstic and the warm 
'hedrted, pass through so masy summers with- 
out disgovering;some being inthe crowd purer 
and holier than the rest—some kindred spirit 
,e—some sympathetic soul! A look—a word— 
a pressuze of the hand will sometimes give tone 
to the story af a life. 

Clotilde La Roche and Arthur Morviile had 
met when 
‘Life seemed bathed in Hope’sromantic hues.” 
She was but seventeen, and he twenty-two. 
But a few months passed, and the ocean divided 
them, - He was the son of abankrupt merchant, 
utterly penayless and prospectless, and thus 
when an opportun’sy presented of a voyage to 
China, as the agent of an exiensive commercial 
house, he ‘was cempelled by the force or cir. 
cumstanees, to embrace it; evin at the risk of 
an sbsenee of five years. Thus they parted, 
“He never told his love” 1a words, but the 
heart must be cold and insensible that requires 
such formal interpretation The spirit of Clos 
tilde wandered with and lingered aronad him. 
Her name was mingled with his prayers, and 
her image haunted his. sleep—the brightest, 
sunniest angel of his dreams. And he was not 
forgotten. She did not strive to forget, and if 
the effort had been made, it would have beea a 
vain one. 
Two yrars had now gone by, and Arthur 

was yet abroad. Foolish and timid as they were 
no correspondence had been agreed upon, and 
he, unconscious of the interest he had excited, 
was afraid to write. He was poor—little bet- 

ter than a begear—when he left his kindred and 
his home. He had no claim upon ene 80 beau- 

tiful and lovely, and the pen was dashed to the 
earth in despair whenever he ventured & let. 

epring and fountain on the decease of Mrs. La 
ter 

But the offer of Pierre Martien! It revived 

"therefore may we not make 8 © 

above. ‘A youthful form sometimes mingled |, 

the early dream in the bosom of Closlde, folly 
and vividly. Yet her eister was dying! 
saw her fading every hour. The delay of 8 
single week might prove falal, God of 
orphsn, advise und counsel her in this her houf 
of trial! i 
She sent for the friend of her father and told 

him all. Iftie would take her for his wife us* 
der these ¢'rcumstances, she would freely 86 
cord her consvut. Nay, she believed his mo 
tives ‘to be generous and noble, and she honor 
ed him therefor. 
More touched than ever—seeing the evideat 

sacrifice she wae'#bout to make as a tribute 1 
duty and her love for her sister—the old ms? 
hesitated. “Again he meditated upon the 
ject, questioned his ‘own heart closely, and ¢& 
deavored to penetrate his motives. 

It was finally agreed that they should imme 
diately eail for Franee—that the engagem 
should be announced before their departar¢— 
and the marriage should take place immediaté® 
ly after their arrival. hy 
But why prolong thestory? The God of th 

orphan watched over and protected the wee 
sisters, The voyage was pleasant beyon thell . 
most sanguine expectatibus. Amy gained ne 
and sirength with every favoring breeze, & 
when they landed at Havre, her eyes of 
sparkled with the fire of youth and joy, andb 
cheeks glowed with the hues of beauty. 
tilde, too, seemed more lovely than evel, Jug 
sea-air had greatly improved her. Her spi 
mounted her soul again rejoiced—and 
the apprehension which oecasionally crept © 
her breast, in cornection with the coming w 
riage, gave her less anxiety than she could be 
believed a few woeks before. ’ 
They landed on a bright spring moraith 

The arrival of a foreign ship, had collect®® o 
group around the place of debarkation. A 
them were several Americans. Aud see! is 
form is that pressing forward so eagerly? 
—if is— much changed—but not enowg 5 of 
cape the quick eyes of youth, and the ile 
Jove-fraught memory. Yes, Arthur Morey 
rushed forward—the wanderer from the ; 
East! What a meeting! How joyous on 

ang! unexpected! Even the presence of SHE 
is forgotten Eyes sparkle—cheeks glo old 
breasts heave—and hearts respoad. ith 
man looks on, first in surprice, and t en W fos 
quiet and benevolent mile mellowing his ge 
tures, advancing to Clotilde be whisper, will 
not ashame d— your joy is my joy—and 8 
yet be well.” 

A few weeks thereafter and Clotilde 6. 
Roche became the wife of Arthur } : 
Pierre Martin gave the wife away, at the #453 i " 
time publicly recegwizing the young coup i My, 

the beautiful Amy, aa his adopted chi and a NG ‘low Heaven, say we, soften the pl erles 

low the dreams of the friend of the f& Ir : H 
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liatle’s brood. Tale writers are told be of \ uy in 

to remember that tse young Sheph®¥ og of Whe 
Scotland are pot beautiful as the pe beyond . Vag) 
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of deceit or dishonor, an 

the eyes of all as to the gates of heatil, . ¢ hs 

misic waa in that stream! oa o bles NL 
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odours from the spicy shores i 

80 penetiate our soul, an that Dred tol 07
 

than the broom on which we E25 0 l 
all other human life! Father, Mog all ” NY 
slatera, uncles, aun, and cous us i Yog ! tribe of friends that would 1hro% To cry 8 My, 
should beso base and mad 38 ays of oof N b 
bred, ignorant, nneducsteds CT8EF en 3 4, wh, 
and designing beggar— wore 81 oy ered hat ) bio 
delirium~—and not an everlasting!y of if Tens yd 
voton to nature and te (FU! faint and Tot lag 
were we deluded 1 A voice—4 TGs UP fy No? | voiea—d:adened by the earth Frog hot? g ly 
grave, and by the turf that, at $ dev of heer td 
expanding its primroses {0 he that be! og My rt “ fr nothing "5 Hal Here” i hey 
claims some reader in derision: _ pp, 40 Dey, Ue 
atten pt at the pathetic '—2 ath of 8° By ac 
inderd ; for who cares abou’ the fie Wh of thy A hut girl l—we are sick of 10% he detth yo IN, " 

to that matier, who cares ite weep? jor ag, A 
any one mortal being! II the 5 whe? I Wi 
death of the late Emperor OF Berge Wings lt i 
Who wept over Napoleon 3 fox, died” pd @ wn 
Chatham, or Burke, Pitt OF ¢ oy es jifer " 
pretend to tell Lies about 8 pre in 
if yourself, who perhapé 


