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THE GLEANER, & c. 93 
Jee am 

you must pay forty thousand pounds before I can 
t you go.” 

“I am a married woman. You can detain 
my husband, but not me.”—And she smiled 
at Philan, who began rather to dislike the ap- 
pearance of things. 

Pardon me, my lady, it is well known you 
are single.” 
“I tell you J am married.” 
“ Where's your husband 1”. 
*“ There sir I” and she pointed to the estonish- 

ed barber ; there he stands. Fere is my mar- 
fiage certificate, which youcan peruee at your 
Bisare, My servants yonder were witnesses of 
the ceremony. Now detain me, sir, pase in- 
Slant ar your peril.” 

The warden was dumb founded, and no won- 
\der. Poor Philen would have spoken, but 
Meither party would let him. The lawyer be- 

Ww was consulted. The result was evident 
1a half an hour Lady C was free, and Pat Phi. 

» lan, her jegitimate husband a prisoner for debt 

0 the amount of forty thon<and pounds. 
Well, sir, for some time Pat thought he was 

id a dream, and the creditors thought they 
Were still worse—The following day they had 
& meeting and fiuding how they had been trick- 

swore they'd detain poor Pat forever. But 

#8 they well knew that he had nothing, and 

Woude't feel much shame ia going through the 
solvent Court, they made the best of a bad 

igein, and let him out 
Well, you must know, shout a week alter 

this, Paddy Philan was sitting by his lite fire, 
d thinking over the wouderfal things he had 

"®en, whea as sure as death the postman 

* Brough him a letter the first he bad ever recei- 

¥ed, which he took to a friend of his, one Ryan, 
rp seller, because, you see, he was no great 

d at reading writing, to decipher for him. It 
fan thus: — 

“Go to Poneraile, and marry Kathleen 

OReilly. The instant the koot is tied I fulfil 

2 Promise of making you comforteble for life. 

UL, as you value your life and liberty, never 

athe a eyllable of what hes passed. Re- 

Tyou are in wy power if you tell the 
The money will be paid to you directly 

00 inglose me your marriage certificate. I 

you fifty pounds for preseat SFpepes. 3 . 

Oh! happy Paddy! Dida't he get dronk that 

Qork, night, and didn’t he start mext day for 
Troe end dida’t he marry Kachleen, and touch 

Ousand pounds? By the powers he did. 

h» what 16 more, he took a cottage, which 

Bry 4p you know, not a hundred miles from 

he 8, in the county of Limerick ; and i’ faix, 

orgot his first wife clean and catitely, and 
Yer told soy one but myself, under a promise 

crecy, the story of his Fleet Marnie 

So, remember, es i's 2 seoret, don't tellit to 

Y one, you see. 

Bu 1, THE FORSAKEN HEARTH. ! 

3 a, the Hearth is desolate—ithe fire ie 

‘ uenched and gone, 
Thay 119 happy pe ren's eyes once brightly 

WN langhing shone ; : 
1 Place where mirth end music met is hush'd 

i 0, 'Mrough day and sight: - 
for ove kind, one sunay face, of all that 

Bay ere made light ! 
Scattered are those pleasant smiles afar by 

Lik Mount and ghore, x 1 

* Rleaming waters from one spring disperaed 
: Vig meet no more ; 

Kindred eyes reflect not now each other's 
grist or mirth, 
od is that sweet wreath of home—alas! 

the lonely Hearth! 

Uy 

The Yoicas that have mingled here now speak 
Ot py er tongue, : 

A athe, perchance in alien ears, the sengs 
84g Ff mother sung ; 

» MPangely sad, in stranger lands, must sound 
bY each household tone— : 

earth, the Hearth is desolate—the bright 
fe quenched and gone ! 

Bat ary they speaking, singing ye: as in their 
by days of glee 1 

Voices, are they lovely still 1gtill sweet 
hy land or sea 1 

*#0me gre hushed, and some are changed— 

Tr never shall one strain 
their fraternal cadences trtumphantly 

ain! 

fu of the hearts that here were linked by long 
Aly Membered years, 

!the brother knows not now where fall the 
Og Sister's tears t 

haply revels at the feast, while one may 
 : For droop alone H ¢ 

: ken is the household ehain—the bright 
quenched and gone! 

X 
a (is not a broken chain—thy memory 
Tn tds them will, : 

holy hearth of other days, though silent 
The MO" and chill ! 

Siiles. the tears, the rites beheld by thine 
ve Resting stone, ; 
(®t living power to mark thy children 
9 thine own. 

Th 
® father, voice—the mother's prayer—tho’ 

With pn © from earth away — a 
Music rising from the dead, their spirits 

Ang os shall sway ; 

: the past, and by the grave, the parted 
Yet are ope, 

the loved Hearth be desolate, the bight 
fe quenched and gone. 

ee 

Mey 
ly A JTRER, active, cheerful, and constant 

ed in domestic affairs, sought pleasure 
ery wh found happiness and contentment 

Te.~{Mrs Grant. 

From the Autobiography of an Orphan Girl, now 
publishing in the New World. 

ROME. 

Axp this is the city of the Caesars! and here 
I tread on their palaces on the Imperial mount! 

poor misshapen ! masses of broken brick ! Aud 

this same Rome was once the mistress of the 

world, boasung her thirty-seven gates! her six 
hundred towers, and her four millions of inha- 

bitanie, Where are the seven hills 1 they are 
scarcely perceptible ; the wide waste of crumb- 

ling antiquities has filled up the valleys and 

obliterated the remnants of bygone splendor! 

On my left the yellow Tiber flows along to the 
Hedristic: in the distance the cupola of St. 

Peters rises over its gilded domes within the 
walls of the Vatican. Two great eras has this 

city seen: from the days of the Republic down 

to the days of Charlemagne, its political pow- 

er was the greatest in the world; from the 
time when Charlemagne handed it over 1o the 

Pupe to the time when Napoleon over-ran Jizly, 
its ecclesiastical power was the greatest. The 

epiriiual tyranny here exercised was more op- 

pressive, and not much less extended than its 

former domination. The aunathemas of the 
Pope, for some ceaturies, were more dreadfal 
than the Roman legions had ever been ; and 
Lis mandates, however iniquitons and despotic, 
were more slavishly obeyed than the decrees ol 
the Emperore when Rome was in the zenith of 
its power. 
Oa my right, are the ruins of the Colosseum, 

the largest smphitheatre of the ancient city, 
begun by Vespasiaa and completed by Titus, 

aad occupying a space of nearly five acres. Its 
form is oval; and antiquarieas tell us that it 

was cepable of containing, in the benches, 

nearly ninety thousand epectators. It 1s said 

that there were sscret tubes all over the build- 

ing, by which the people were besprinkled 

with perfames! Alas! the character of the ra: 
tion was surely tending downward whea luxury 
came to such & pass. 
No city in the world, thirty years ago, ex- 

celled, or even equalied Rome for the multiph- 

city of fine fountaine, noble buildings, curiosi: 
ties, sculptures, statues, and peintings: but the 

French, during the Revolutionary war, accor- 

ding to their uniform custom, but contrary to 

the practice of civiiized warfare, carried every 

excellent piece of sculpture, statuary, and paint- 

ing, which could be removed, to Paris. By 

the treaty of 1815, these were all to be resto- 

red ; but whether the lawful owners have re« 

covered the whole without dimunition or injury, 

has not been made public. 
Beyond the Colosseum are the Baths of Ti- 

tus, and, below the Viminal Hell, the Baths of 

Diocletian, which have beea converied mito a 

Monastery. 
Behind me, is the Circus Maximus, which in 

its glory was capable of containing three han- 

dred thousand epectators on the beaches; and, 

at some distance, along the Appian Way, the 

magoificent ruins of the Baths of Caracalla still 

stand. 
While the bath was weed for health merely, 

or cleanliness, a single one was considered suffi. 

cient at a time, and that only when requisite, 

But the luxuries of the Empire knew no such 

bounds, and the daily bsth wes sometimes re 

peated as often as eight or nine times in succes 

sion—the number with which the Emperor in- | 

delged himself. It was a usual and constant 

habit to take the bath for exercise, and pre- 
visnsly to the principal meal—the Coa: but 

the debauchees of the Empire bathed also alter 

eating, in order to promote digestion and pro | 

duce a new appetite for fresh delicacies! The 

Romans did not content themselves with a sin. 

gle bath of hot or cold water; but they went 

through a whole course in succession, in which 

It is difficult to say what the precise order may 

have been in which the course waa taken ; but 

there probably was no general practice more
 

binding than the whim of the individual. A
fter 

having perspired in the heated chambers, they 

made use of instruments called strigiles for re- 

moving the moisture, much in the same way a
s 

modern grooms are accustomed to scrape the 

ew eat off @ horse with an iron hoop, after he 

has come in from violent exercise. They were 

made from bone, bronze, iron, or silver; and 

corresponded in form with Martial’s epithet 

“ eurvo distingere ferro” The poorer classes 

were obliged to scrape themselves, while the 

move wealthy employ their slaves for 
that pur- 

ose. Thare is a curious story connected with 

this fact. The Emperor Augustus, when bath- 

ing ove day, observed an old soldier whom he 

had formerly known among the legio
ns, rubbing 

his back, as the cattle do, against the marble 

walle of she chamber, and asked 
him why he 

used the wall as a strigil. Finding that he was 

too poor to keep a slave, he gave him one. 

and money for his maintenance. Oa the fol 

lowing day, upon hus return to the bath, the 

Ewmperor found 2 whole row of 
old mea rub- 

bing themselves in the same manner against 

the wall, in the hope of expeniencing 
the same 

good forture from the princes liberality ; but 

instead of taking the hint, he had the
m all cal 

led up, and told them fo scrub 
one another. 

We may smiie at these details; but they 

make us ashamed of human nature. Effemi- 

nacy is not the word to character
ize such dis- 

graceul laxury. No woman in the present day 

who r herself, would have it said that 

she was capable of descending 
to such gross sen- 

nal if [ may be allowed the expres- 

sion at first sight enigmatical. 
When the le- 

gionary soldiers began to use strigles, it was 

sarely high time for them to lay aside their 

valley, between the Capitoline Hill 

he ide I stand, and the eloquent 

Forum—the very Rostra of old Rome—and 

the Temple of Concord, in whic
h Tully assem- 

bled the Senate on the occasio
n of Catiline : 

conspiracy. They are indeed but ruins, an 

| ell the Gods. 5 d d 
- | « es oF al sg,’ it is now adorne 

the agency of air aswell as of water wasapplied. | five tal fhe goee 

scarce any of the relics can be recognized with 
cerlainty, so great is the muss of rubbish that | 
almost buries these time honoured monuments. 
Nething can be obtamed here without excava- 
tion. Antiquaries have get themselves to work 
with charactetistic enthusiasm, and among oth. 
ers, her grace the Duchess of Devonshire, whose 
enterprising liberality at once makes it obvious 
that she 1s at least a woman of taste. Totila 
vowed that he would convert Rome * in pas 
cua gregum” into a pasture for cattle ; and it 
isa remarkable fact, that the Roman Forum 
was actually obliterated, end that its site was 
converted into a cow field at the beginning of 
the fifteenth century; indeed, the sacred pre- 
cintsare called Campo Vaceino 1o this day. By- 
ron alludes to this épot in the foarth Caato of 
Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage : 

“ The Forum, where the immortal accents 

gow, 
An still the eloquent air breathes—burns with 

Cicero.” 

THE CAPITOL. 
After having been built and burnt three times 

in succession, this celebrated edifice was res. 

tored by the Emperor Domitian with greater 
magnificence than ever. It was in the form of 

a square, each side being about two hundred 
feet in length ; and it contained three temples, 

consecrated to Jupiter, Minerva, and Juno. 

The ascent! from the Forum was by a hundred 
steps, supported, by a hundred pillars. The 
very gilding by Domitian cost nearly ten milli. 
ons of dollars : the gates were of brass: and the 

entire edifice was a wender in the most won 

derful city in the world. Such was the capitol 
in former days 
Now, whata change! Where is the domi: 

cile of all the Gods? Crowds of antiquaries 
pretend to know, at least, where it was ; and 1t 
14a matter of exceeding doubt whether any two 
of them ars agreed! Four temples, fifteen cha- 
pels, three altars, the Tarpeian rock, a fortress, 
a library, an athenmum, and an area covered 
with statues—all are to be arranged by topo- 
graphers within a space not more than four 
huadred yards in length, When I wish to read 
myself asleep, I may peruse the works: till then 
1 shall cull the flowers in more attractive 
fields. On this narrow spot the revolutions of 
Rome generally took their rise. Here the Sa. 
binea, the Gauls, Imperialists, the citizens of 
papal Rome, have contended for domination! 
Fow alterations have been made in this place 
since the pontificate of the third Paul Mi. 

chael Angelo was employed to adorn the vene- 

rable spot. The broad and easy ascent, the 

facade and steps of the senatorial palace, the 

lateral edifices, and other improvements have 

sccomplisned this object; but nothing truly an- 
cient remains, except the site. Altogether there 

is very little to accord with owr preconceptions 
of the Roman Capitol. 

THE PANTHION. 
This mighty structure, now called the Rotunda 

one hundred and fifty feet in height, and as 
many ia diameter, was built in commemora~ 

tion of a victery guined by Augustus over 
Antony, If you ere egpeciaily anxious to as- 
certain to whom it was dedicated, you may go 
inte the Vatican library, and find dea for your 
conclusions in three or four score volumes on 
the subject. Jupiter, Mars, and Venus have 
had their separate claims elaborately, if not 
eloquently, advanced ; but, if I dare speak after 
what bah been said by Piatro Lazeri, and 

Gibben, and Sir Joba Hobhouss, I would be 

inclined, to avoid partizliy and particularly in 

| consideration of the etymology of the word 

Pantheon, to believe that it was consecrated to 
Tustead of being filled with 

with the busts of martyrs, and the lilustrious in 

art and science : but the busts of Raphael, Han- 

nibal Carocei, Pierin del Vaga, Zaceari, and 

others, to which age has lent her venerable hue, 

are ill assorted with the many modern coutem. 

porary heads ot ancient worthies which now 

glare in ull the piches of the Rotunda, The 
building has no windows; oely an opening at 

the top to admit light. You may suppose itto 

be a surprisiag structure, when you remember 

that the ancien s themselves, speaking of it with 

rapture, wera wont to say, its vault is like the 

heaven, and its compass that of the whole re- 

gion? It stands in (he Campus Martius, sur- 

rounded by ruins, end market places, and mi- 

gerable hute—a wonument of Augustan 

grandeur in the midst of degradation. 

ee cet ee. 

CHINESE DANDY. 
The following description of a Chinese exqui- 

site, isfrom a new word on China, by P. 

Dobel, formerly Ruesian Consul to China, 
and a resident in that country for seven 
years t 

“ His dress ia composed of crapes and silks of 
great price, his feet are covered with high heel. 
ed boots of the most beautifal Nankin satin, and 
his legsare encased in gaiters, richly embrol. 

dered and reaching to the kaee. Add to this 
an acorn shaped cap of the latest taste, an 
elegant piperichly ornamented, in which burns 

the purest tobacco of the Fokien, an English 
watch, a tooth pick euspended to a button by a 
string of pearls, a Nankin fan, exh=ling the per- 
fume of the tcholane, (a Chinese flower,) an 
you will have an exact idea of a fashionable 
Chinese. The Chinese Dandy, like dandies of 
all times and all countries, is serionsly occupied 
with trifies. Ha belongs either to the Quil 
Club or the Cricket Club. Like the ancient 
Romans, the Chinese train quails, quarrelsome 
birds, intrepid duelists, whose combats form the 

subject of senseless wagers. In imitation of the 
rich, the poorer Chinese place at the bottom of 
an earthen basin, two field crickets. These 

insects they excite and provoke, until they grow 
angry, attack each other, and the narrow field 
of baitle ia soon strewed with their claws, an- 

ten and corselets. There is between the 
Chinese and the old Romane ull the difierence 
that there 1s between the combats of the erick 
ets and the terrible combats of the gledia- 
tors, 

_. POPPING THE QUESTION. 
Thisimportant science in the cconomy of matri- 
mony, 18 sensibly and philosophically 
handled by an old bachelor in Fraser's Maga 
zine. 

* Though it is impossible to eny suything 
very much to the purpose about refusals gene- 
rally, a little tact and observation will always 
tell you whether the girl who refused you would 
have been worth having had she accepted. Tam 
epeaking of verbal communications only ; as 
nobody ever writes who can speak. TItis naal 
in wll cases of refusal for the lady to say she is 
deeply grateful for the honor you have done 
her ; but feeling only friendship for yon, ehe 
regrets she cannot accept your proposal, &e. 1 
have heard the words so often that] know them 
by heart. —The words, however varied, signify 
little, —it is the tome aad manner in which they 
are pronourced that must guide you in form- 
lng your estimate of the cruel one. If thay are 
pronounced with evident marks of sorrow in 
stead of triumph, showing unfeigned regret at 
having caused pain which she could not alle- 
viate—if her ‘voice is eoft and tremulous—her 
eye dimmed with a half formed tear, which it 
requires an effort to subdue—then, I say, you 
may thare in her eorrow, for yon have probably 
lost a prize worth gaining ; but though you 
grieve, you may aleo hope, if yon are a man of 
ny pretension, for there is evidently good feel- 
ing to build upon. Do not therefore, fly out 
and make an idiot of yourself, on receiving your 
refusal, eubmit with a good grace ; solicit a 
continuance of friendship to support you under 
the heart-crushing affliction you have sustained. 
Take her hand at parting, kiss it frequently but 
quietly ; no outre conduct of uny kind—just a 
little at the expense of your own failure, with- 
out attempting, however, to deprive lier of the 
victory. Rise in ber estimation by the manner 
i. which you receive your sentence, —let her 
sorrow be mingled with admiration, and there 
is no knowing how soon things will change,— 
These inetructions you will perceive, are not 
intended for every one, as they require skill 
and quickness, and feeling, in order to he ap- 
preciated and acted upon. If you want these 
qualities, jost make Jove, purse in hand ; it is 
a eafe mode of proceeding, and will answer 
admirably with all ranks, from Almacke to the 
Borough. There is only one class’ with whom 
it will not succeed, and that is the very class 
worth having. 
_ “If, onthe other hand, the lady refuses you 
in a ready made and well delivered speech 
which had evidently been prepared and kept 
waiting for you, then make your bow, and 
thank your stars for your lucky escape. If she 
admonishes your inconsiderate conduct, bids 
you calm your exeited feelings, and support af- 
fliction—if she trivmphs in the act, and is con- 
deecendingly polite—then cut o caper for joy and come down in the attitude of John of Bo. 
logdo’s flying Mercury, for you have ample 
cause to rejoice. If the lady snaps ut you, as 
much 4810 eay, ““ you are an impudent fellow,’ 
—which may sometimes be true, though it 
should not exactly be told—then answer her 
with a stanzas of Miss Landon’s song. 

*“ There is in southern climes a breeze, 
That sweeps with changeless course the seas; 
Fixed to ene point=~oh, faithful gale ; 
Thou art not for my wandering sail.” 

“If ehe bursts out'into the loud fit of laughter 
as I once knew a lady to do—then join herb 
all means ; for you may be eure sche is an ill- 
bred hoyden or a downright idiot. But if, 
unable to speak grief at having cansed you pain 
makes her burst into teare—as a little Swedish 
ait] once did when such a proposal was made to 
her—then join her, if you like, for the chances 
po that you have lost one worth weeping 
or. 

— 
———— 

From a Lecture by M. Raspeil, 

LIFE A CONTINUED WARFARE. 

Every organized being lives in the midst of 
dangers which are every instant menacing its 
existence. There is not'a species which is not 
inimical te others, and which has not it its turn 
enemiesto its own existence, Oar life is a con~ 
tinue] combat, in which we are successively 
conquerors and conquered, executioners and 
victims, frequently unjust but more commonly 
oppressed ; and all our intelligence, all our arte, 
and all our activity, have no other object but to 
digpute with that which surrounds thie frail ex- 
istence, which is threatened at every step. 
Sometimes this war is with the elements’; at 
others with the temperature, which is too hot 
or too cold ; with the tempest, which cruehes 
us beneath its force, or consnmes as a piece 
of chaff ; with the bens's of the forest, which 
prowl about our dwellings with the insect, ro 
small that it might be crushed beneath the pail, 
but so powerful in its invisible labour, whieh 
works our blood into a state of fever, and son- 
gumes us with an intolereble itching; lastly 
with our own irregularities, our excesses, wud 
our own suicidal acts. 

L 

A CLEVER REPLY. 

A servant girl in the town of A——, whose 
beauty formed a matter of generel admiration 
and discussion, in passing a group of officers in 
the street, heard ene of them exclaim to his 
fellows— 
“ By heavenshe’s painted !* 
“ Yes, sir, and by heaven only 1” she very 

quietly replied, turning round. 
The officer acknowledged the force of the re- 

buke, and apologized. 


