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THE GLEANER, &c.

Literature, &c.

From Heath’s Book of Beauty.
THE TEACHER.

BY MRS. 8. C. HALL. :

Every village used to bave its dame’s
school, where little boys and girls con-
gregated to learn their lessons: now
every village had its blue board board-
ing schools, separate establishments for
girls and boys; ¢ the dame’s’ schools are
become matters of history, and never
seen, except when painted by Mr Webs«
ster. Many of these embryo establish-
ments have no other teachers than ths
¢ widow' or maiden lady who superin-
tends themw; while others are sufficiently
floyrishing to employ sundry masters
and a ¢ teacher,” a faded, though young
woman, drooping beneath the heaviness
which the world has managed to crush
vpon her in eighteen or iwenty sum-
mers—as a hly is batiered by the storm
—pale and drooping, yet not utterly
destroyed.

¢ Teachers are by no means confined
to any particular class of schools, they
are to be found in all, and some are
more comfortably off than others. Still
being, as it were, ¢ wheels within wheels,’
their exertions are never seen, ard cons
sequently, never appreciated; for we
are not prone to think of the cause
which produces the effect, unless 1t be
forced upon us. I[ you ask a young
lady by whom she has been edacated,
she will tell you by Mrs. or Miss So-
and-so, in some lashionable square; and
she will also tell you who taught her
music, and dancing, and drawing; but
gou never hear of the poor, patient
teacher, who heard over aud over again
the lesson which were at last approved;
who ¢crammed,” to use a coliegiate
phrase, {or the examination, who wasbed
and dressed, and ¢ curled,” and was up
the earliest, and in bed the latest of the
whole establishment. We become ac-
quainted with injustice in our childhood,
and we only part compsny with it—at
the gravel

¢« The teacher’ is less assured in mans
ner than ¢ the governess;’ she is a timid,
crouching, trembling thing’ who expects
disdain (rom every eye and reproof from
every lip. The governess of a school
is only accountable to the parents of the
children under her eare: but there is no
ead to the teacher’s respounsibility, If
the child does wrong at home, the go-
verness assures ¢ mamma’ that it really
is not her fault, but that the very best
¢ teechers’ are so careless! Does the
young lady, when asked to * amuse’
company by her proficiency at the piano
forte, after wriggling herself on to tne
music stool, persist in keeping ber red
fingers stuck closely together, so that,
instead of one, she strikes four notes at
a time, the music master explains how
difficult it is to do everything for the
pupti In twenty minutes twice a week,
and twice six weeks' vacation! adding,
that the tcacher never attends as she
ongbt to ¢ the practice.” If a child per-
sists in turning in her toes so invere-
rately that Madame Bourdain herse!f
could net conquer the pigeonish propen-
sity, the maitre de dance shakes his bow
im her face, demanding ¢ Vat for the not
keep up les graces, and make de young
ladie handel dere feet ccmme il jfaut?
The laundress holds her responsibie for
all sray clothes, and everything that is
torn in the wash,—the writing master
for the hlotted copy books,—the drawing
master for the false perspective,—the
children expect her to doeverything f(or
them, and nothing (or herself,—the ser-
vants never dream of rendering ber
assistance. Whatever iz wrong, * the
teacher’ is blamed for,—whatever is
right goes right of itself,~ail offences
are placed to her sccount,—and there
is no one to take her part. In the va-
cation she disappears—vanishes altoge«
ther. Immediately after the breaking
up she is no more seen. No one in-
quires where she goes, or whether she
has a home to shelter her, or a parent
to bless the poor, pale, pati=nt face,
that of late—so co!d is her heart grown
—s0 cold is her beart grown—so 1insens
sible from the bard rubs of tortune %o
weal or woe—is seldom even refreshed
by tears!

I remember a circnmstance that occurs
red about eight years ago, which ac the
time made a moise—thst is, it was tulked
ol a great deal in the circle where 1t cc-
curred. A lhttle Indian girl, one of
those dark-skinned, black-eyed childrea
who teach us the reality of Oriental
beauty. bad been left at a semi-fashion-
able school for nearly two years, with-
out the stipulated sum baving been psid
for her education. Another six months
passed, and fo the governess’s idquiries
mo answer was returned,—but reports

arrived that the child’s father had gone
up the Indian country under unfortus
nate circumstances, and the school-miss
tress was not disposed to retain so un.
profitable a papil longer,--but what was
to be done with her? She had no
friends, consequently the world’s wisdom
suggested that the child should be tarn-
ed upon the world,—but by such a step
the governess’s characler might suffer,
and that would have injured the school.
Many were the private debates upon
how the poor little ¢ berry brown? child
could be disposed of withoat such a re-
sult as a charge of inhumanity. First
one master and then snother was dis-
contipued, ard the little Indian girl
never appeared without receiving a hint
as to the sin of ingratitude, and the be-
nevolence of the English, both in public
and private charities,

‘Have I been naughty, Miss Gra-
ham?* she would inquire of the teacher,
with her cheek flushed to the hue of a
damask rose, and her eyes overflowed
with tears.

¢ No, my dear.”

¢ Because they say to me, poor Ada!
poor Ada! in such a tone. I thought
¢ poor Ada!’ meant nanghty Adali

Another vacation approsched, and as
the flourishing establishment of Mrs.
L-— was to meet after midsummer in
a larger house, the lady declared that
Ada had grown so much, and become
so troublesome, that she could not have
her abouat while she was removing.

Many of the young ladies would have
taken the little deserted child to their
own homes: {or though an indelent, so-
litary thing, she was centle and aff-ctis
onate; but they had not the power to do
s0, yet more than once pressed her to
their kind hearts, and expressed to their
governess the hepe that Ada would be
there when they returned. Mrs. L—
was, in the educational and worldly
matters, a strictly just woman. She
gave, to the test of Ler knowledge, va-
lue for what she received: but she was
ungenerous, both in act and feeling.
She considered scheol keeping rather as
a business than as a liberai prolession.
She began it with different feelings, but
the deep ingratitude she met with at the
commencement of her sareer, both from
parents and children, in several instan-
ces, bad hardened her heart, and 1t had,
long before Ada was sent from the
¢ land ol sun’ to the ¢ land of shade,’
conquered all yearnings after kindness,

¢ And what will you do with her?’ in-
quired the teacher of the lady of the
house, whileber hand rested on Ada’s
head.

¢ Do!I really do not know, yox have
made her, oh permit bher to remain, so
perfectly aseless, that | caanot tell; I
suppose, after all, she must go to the
work—-—--?

* Oh, no? exclaimed the teacher, in a
voice of such sudden animation that the
lady started back; for, except when
calling the class,“she had never been
heard to speak above her breath. ¢ Ch,

no! do not say it, let her go bome with |

me during the vacation?
The poor child shrieked with de<

light; the lady, looking very cold an ;

stately, said,

¢ Home with you! oh!
like.’

And for the first time

certaialy, if you

it occurred to .

guch cf the young ladies as were present

that, after all,
home,

She had rented a sma'l cottage for her
mother, who had forty pounds a year
as an officer’s widow; and each of her
six children contributed :heir ten or fil-
feen pounds annuelly ts make her more
comfortah'e in the evening of the days
she had devored to their service. And
though the room is so small that the rich
would call itimpessible to live therein,
at Midsummer and Christmas the sound
of pleasant voices hung around its walis:
and 1t would do the hear* good to hear
¢ the teacher’s’ voice then rased to its
natural piteh, and tarned by love to
sweet melody; for there during a few
brief weeks, she meeis her motaer, her
sisters, and it may be a brother or two,
and the bonds of afiection incraase in
strength: and thouch the parting is very
tearful, they put off thinking of 1¢ us long
as they can: end they do not call the
bread delicious as the food shared in that
small  dwelling room: and when * the
teacher’ introduced the little colored
child to the circle, the cld lady pressed
it to her bosom, and said it 1eminded
her of when she weant to the East, a
soldier’s bride; and, by degrees, one said
to another how much they grieved, their
mother was so lonely when they were
all away from ber 1n their several gitua-
tions,—and they found out how neces-
sary it was thatsome one shoald be with
ber. She was really more feeble than
usual,—and after making these and

¢ the teacher’ had a

various other discoveries, all tending to
the same end, it was determined that
Ada had found a home among those
whose humble virtues remained unknown
and what is more extraordinsry, were
satisfied to let it be so. In a httle time
the old lady and the Indian child were
alone together, and it was beautiful to
see her large docile eyes fixed on ber
benelacter, who poured from out the rich
storebouse of her holy mind 2n abun.
dance of the best knowledge. While at
school they only thought of poor Ada
came burdened with the inquiry ol
what actice could Miss Graham, a poor
teacher. have burdening herself with
¢ abrown child—¢ a balf cast? Away
went Old Time with bis hackling scythe
and his burden of hopes, and fears, and
blessings, and disappointments, heeding
neither the one nor the other, triumphing
over and love and death. The old lady
was still alive—Ada ne longer a mere
child—¢ the teacher’ still a teacher—al-
tbough in a comparatively short space of
time a change was manifested in the
public mind toward schools. Parents
were beginning to wonder why they sent
their daughters away went it was possi.
ble to cultivate the affections and tne
intellect together,—in short, schools
were going out of fashion, and domestic
education coming in, and Miss Graham
was seriously thinking  of loscking for a
situation in a private family, il it were
possible to find one who did not, 1n their
turn, expect to find a woman of twenty
seven, with sll the information and ac-
complishments of an admirable Crichton
—when home came Ada’s father. Cor-
tainly. Mrs. L- laocked confused
when he accounted for the non-payment
of his child’s education by proving the
infamy of his agent; end bitterly did
she mourn over ¢ the fine lndian con-
nexion,’ which now must pass into ano-
ther  channel—perhops establish Miss
Grabam in a scbool.

It was from . Ada, however, that he
learned how deep his debt of gratitude
was to * the teacher,” nor was he ungrate.
ful.  The nabobd 1s a widower, and there
have been rumors abroad during the
past month that Miss Graham is not to
be established in a school, but as mistress
of bis bonse, Ada being tuo young as yet
to act in that capacity. She1s not, bew-
ever, to assume the equivocal position
of Ada’s ¢ governess,’ or ¢ companion,’
or ‘ friend,’” the wedding dresses are
ordered, and {>r once a ¢ teacher’ will be
rewarded as she deserves,

From the Age of Gold, and ether pooms,
THE SKATER.
THE earth is white with gleaming enow,
The lake one sheet of silver lies,
Boneath the morning’s ruddy glow
The frosty vapors round us rise;
Sweet iy the cool and springing air,
Thzt waves the pine trees on the hill,
Bat voiceless as a whispered prayer
Breathless down the valley clear and still.

Coms, t is an- hour to stir the blood
To glowing life 3n every vein!
Up, for the eport is keen and good
Across the brow and icy plain,
On each impatient foot to day
The ringing steel again we’ll bind,
And o’er the crystal sea, away—
We’ll leava the world and care behind.

And oh, what joy is ours to play
In rapid round and swift career,
And saatch, beneath the wiatry day,
Our moment’s rest and hasty cheer!
Then when the brief day is done,
And stars above hegin to blink,
Down the Broad lake that bears us on
We meet our sweethearts on the brink.

We heard their cheerfal langhter ring,
Oar boanding hearts gave quick reply—
With rapid eweep aroand we epring,
Like headlong winds away we fly:

We greet them well! How brighily glow
Their cheeks that kiss the frosty air!
And homeward, o’er the moon clad snow,
Each proud boy leads his willing fair,

Then gathared round the cheerfal blaza,
While gusts without are blowing shrill,
Whils langh and jest and merry lays
© pass the jocond evening still:
Atound the board our feats are told,
Comes natare®s welcome hour of rest,
And slambers never boaght with gold
Bit light on eech untronbled breast.

No lagging palse impedes our sleep,

No startling dreams our conch annoy,
Bat health and peaes in qmiet deep

Smile hovering roand the cogntry boy.
Then, when the myrning, sharp and clear,

Springs gaily o'er the glistening hill,
Why hardy sports we hail it near,

Or hardy labors bless it still,

GEORGE LANT.

MOTHERLY LOVE.
Last among the characteristics of

most 1ndependant of cold reason, and
wholly removed from ail selfish hope 0
{ reward. Not becauss it is lovely does
the mother love her ckild, but becsuse it
is a living part of herself—the ehild of
her heart, a fraction of her ewn nature.
In every uvncorrupted nation of the earth
this feeling is the sume. Climate whieh
changes everything else, changes not
that. It is only the most corrupting

cually to make luxurious vice sweetef
than ~ the tender cares and toils of ma-
ternallove. In Greenland, where the
climate affords no nourishment for ine
fants, the mother nourishes her child up
to the third or fourth year of its life.
She endures from him all the nascent
indizations of the rude and dom:neering
gpiriv of manhood, with indulgent, alls
forgiving . patience: T'he
armed with more then manly strength
when her child is attacked by savages.
We read with astonished adm ration the
examples of her matchless cournge an
of danger. But il deuth robs that tender
mother, whom we are pleased to call 8
savage, of her best ‘comfort—the charms
and care of her existence—where 13 the
heart that can conceive her sorrow? The
feeling which it breatlies is beyond all
expression.

.

From Kohl’s Russia and the Russians.
THE MARKETS OF ST. PETFRS
BURG.

Nor only is everything brought i0
sledges to market, but the sledges serve
at the same times for shops and coun=
ters. The mats which cover the goods
are thrown back a little, and the pieces
of geese, fowls and calves, are rapged of
the edge, and hung up at the corners
and on the tops of the posts. The geese
are cut up into a hkundred pieces; the
necks are sold separately, the legs
separately, the heads and “rumps seps
rately each in dozens and hall dezens
sirung together. Whoever is too poof
to tkink of the ramp buys a string of
frozen beads,—and he who finds the
heads too dear, gives six copeeks for 8
lot of necks,—wbile he who cannot
aflord these makes shuft with a couple 0
dozen feet, wnich he stews down into 8
soup for his family on Sunday., 'T'he
sledges with oxen, calves, and gonté
have & most eatraordinary appearance.
These animals are brought to market
perfectly frozen. Of course they are
syffered to freeze in an extended pes-
ture, Lecause in this state they are most
managexble, 'I'bere stand the tall figures
of the oxen, like blood stained ghosi
lifting up their long borns around the
sides of the sledge,—wbile the gosts
looking exactly as if they were alive,
only with faint, plazed, and frozen eye®
stand threalemingly opposite to one 200¢
ther. Every part is as kard as stone.
The carcases are cut up, like trunk®
of treee, with axe and saw, 'I'he Rus-
sians are particularly ford of suckinf
pigs, and whole trains of sledges laden
with infunt swine come to the market-
The little staryelings, strung togetber
like thrushes, are sold by the dozen,an
the long-legoed mothers keep wetch ove”
them around the sledge. The anatomy
of the Russian butcher is a very simg"
science. Kor, as every port, flesh of
bone, is alike hard, they have no oecasio?
to pay regard to the natural divisions ©
the joints, Wi'h the saw they cut 0p
hogs into » number of steaks, an inch of
two inches thick, as we do 2 rump ©
beef. The flesh splits and shivers durind
the operation like animal sawdast ou’
of the snow. You do not ask for a steak
a chop, a joint, but for a slice, a plock
a lump, a splinter of meat. The sam®
is the case with fish; they too are !
cut of marble and wood.” Those of the
diminutive species, like the suitki, 878
brought in ancks, and they are puv int?
the scales with shovels. The large plk"z
salmon, and sturgeon, every inch ©
, which was omce so lithe and ’sup[)“"
are now stiffened as if by magic. ¢
protect them from the warmth, in case ©
sudden thaw—f{or thawing would esten”
tially deteriorate their flavor—they are
covered with snow and lamps of ice, 1"
which they lie cool enough. It is not
uncommon for the whole cargo to be
frozen into one mass, so that crowbs’
and pincers are required to get an in¢ ':
vidual fish. So long as the cold in wi?
ter keeps every fluid congealed, and ! 4
§now covers every impunty with a whi!
carpet, this Haymarket 15 tolerably clea®
and you caanot pick up much dirt t;,’
may not easily be removed. All © :a
that is thrown away is instantly froze e
the ground. Hence there is formed it
in the course of the winter such an '.’r’
cumulation of sheeps’ eyes, fish ol g
crab’s shells, goats’ hair, hay, dung, 123
blood, &e., that when spring strips ¢

women is thut sweet motherly love with
which nature bas gifled ber, it is al

the covering kindly lent by winter, !
place is like a real Augean stable.

forms of society which have pewer gra-

3§
negre:s 15
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