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ENVIABLE POVERTY.
1 glance into the harvest field,
Where,’neath the shade of richest trees,
The reaper and the reaper’s wife
Enjoy their nooa-day ease.

And in the shadow of the hedge
1 hearfull many a merry sound,
Where the stout, brimming water jug
From mouth to mouth goes rouad.

About the paren's, in the grass,
Sit boys and girls of various size;

And like the buds about the rose,
Make glad my gazing eyes,

See! God himeelf from heaven spreads
Their table with the freshet green ;
And lovely maids, his angel band,
Bear heaped dishes in

A laughing infant’s sugarlip,

Waked by the mather’s kiee, doth deal
To the poor parents a desert,

Still sweeter than their meai.

From breast to breast, [rom arm to arm,
Goes wandering round the rosy boy,
A litle circlieg flame of love,
A living, general joy.

And strengthened thus for father toil,
Their toil is but joy fresh begun;

That wife—oh; what a happy wife!
Aad ch, how rich is that poor man!

New Workas:

The Grandfatfer. A Novel, by the late Miss

Ellen Pickering.

The ¢ Grandfather” owes its name to an ob-
durate, stern-hearted old man, who unre-
lentingly casts off an only daughter for the
offence of an iadiscreet marriage, leaving
her to perich in penury and disgrace, while
he cherishes throughout a long life, a feeling
of revenge sgainst another lady, for being
guilty of the cortrary fanlt, of having, thro’
a cold feeling of worldly interest, first en-
couraged his own early addreeses, and after-
wards rejected himin favour ofa titled and
more wealthy suitor.. Amy Fitzallan, the
hero.ne, is the orphan child of his dangh-
ter’sunhappy union, aund by a succession of
events, comes under the protection of the
Countess of Castle Coombe, the aristocratic
dame who isthe object of her grandfarher’s
hatred. The following well described scene
between Mr Ormington, ‘the Grandiather,
and the Countessof Castle Coombe, is from
the third volume:

The Countess, magnificently attired, and
still beautiful even in her declining health, re-
olined upon one of the silken conches, ‘but the
regal pride had departed from her high white
brow, and the small jewelled hands were clas-
ped hopelessly togetier. , Mr Ormington sat
oo 2 high-backed chair, exactly opposite, hia
feet scarcely touching the floor, whil= hiselight
attenuated form was bent eagerly forward, and
his keen, flashing eyes, rivetied cpon * hes
chengeful countenance. ¢ Shall T trouble you
todraw closer that blind ¥ said the couatess to
beér companion. “The light dazzles me.” Mr
Ormond smiled slightly s he obeyed her, and
then once again resumed his former place and
attitude. ¢ You wanted to epeak 10 me, did
vou not T said he at length, breaking tne si-
lonce which had until then reigned between
them. ‘1 did,” and then again the countess
paused, and gasped for breath. * Do not hur-
ry yoursell’ replied her strange ‘companion
<[ can await your leisure.” *No; I'mustspeak
to you now-—this euspense is destroying me day
by day! How is this &ll to end ¥ ¢ How do
you think ¥ ¢ That you will be mereiful®’ re-
plied the countess, raising her dark eyesim-
ploringly te that stozy countenance, and then
averting them again in despair. ‘Aye, as
merciful a8 you were when [prayed aud sup-
plicated thus to you ; and you drove me from
vou with gcorn and bitter mockery, making
merry of the old mau’s presumption among
vour friends : but the laugh will 'be ail his own
now ® The countess buried her face in the
gilken pillowsof the couch, and answered rot,
« Henrietta, I loved you as men love but once,
Yeu knew it, and emiled, and lured me on un-
til a richer suitor came, dismissing me with
words which burnt into myvery brain.. I cur.
sed you in my wild despair! . For more than
four and twenty years I prayed for vengeance,
and then, all at once, the boon became unex-
pectedly mine. Forgetful of the past, the Earl
your hu:band, foreed himself into my presence
—for hitherto I had shunned himas I nould a
pestilence ; bathe had heard thet I was rich,
and reckless, and thought to wio the old man’s
money. We played, it was his wish, night
after night, even until the grey dawn broke in
upon us, deep-rately ~madly at last—for for-
tage favoured me, and he was well nigh fran-
tic with his losees. “Until in the end, even the
very house of his forefathers, the rich heritage
of Castle Coombe became wine—his enemy’s!
and after that he was my slave. Rich and
old, with neither kith or ‘kin in the whole
world, it seems he flattered himself thet 1
would soon die and leave it  to him again, or
withdraw ull .claim to the estate, as ] have
done more than once to_others who wers my
debtors, bat they never injured me. He knew
rot that those lands were more precious to me
than the weelth of worlds! And no doubtthis
prayer wae on this lips, this hope in his hearr,
when he died” * And does not this move
you?' ¢Only %o rejoice that ‘I was not by to
destroy it, and eo prevent hie departing in
peace: 1 owe himmno grudge now that he is
ia bisgrava.” * But his son—you love his sor,”
ss1d the countess cagerly. *Could Itorgetthat
he was yours, 1 might” * Then let the blow

=

fall on me only, and spare him. ‘Are you not
satisfied now—nay, for his seke, i will suppli-
cate upon my knees for forgiveness of the past!
Oh, shall men dare to be less merciful than
God” Aund the proud countess wrung her
hands in agony. ¢ Thus did I kneel once to
you,’ replied Mr Ormington, in the same cold
measured tone, while a gleam of triumph pas-
sed over his aged face. * And how was I an-
swered ¥ *Forgive me—1 was young, proud
and wilful.” ¢ And Iam old, and vindictive—
and revengeful. Henrietta, us yon spurped
and scorued me then, se do 1now thy reguest!
The countess rose up instantly, and her face
was calm, although fearfully pale ¢ When do
we go? asked she in a hollow voice. * Nay,
I am in no hurry to be hid of my guests, and
shourld indeed find the old place semewhat dull
without them * ¢ This is mockery,” replied his
companion. ¢ When do we go.” *Never, if
you will be guided by me. ' But the deed shall
be destroyed, and the past buried in oblivion!
¢ Proeeed,’ said the countess, bending eagerly
towards him, while the keen eyes of the old
man gleamed with maliciovs triumph. *‘Name
yous conditions, there is nothing from which I
will srink for hissake.” ¢ Perhaps you would
not gourn this withered haod with the same
scora that youonce did ¥ The countees shud-
dered. ¢ Nay, fear not. I would not wed
you now, beautiful as you still are, while Iam
old and griet-stricken. The love of the past is
turned to hatred! And yet itisof a marriage
that I would speek to you—of Dunorvan’s,’
¢ Time enough,” said the countess feariully,
‘he is but young yet.’ - ‘[ doubt whether he
think so. [ have, however, some strange and
original ideas upon this subject, and am deter-
mined that he shald marry for love. You oid
not think I had been so romantic, Henrietle?
Bot much of our future happiness Tam convin.
ced depends upon it. Heave you ever had
cause to suspect that he has a penchant for any
one in particular.’” “T'think not,” said the
conntess hurriedly. ¢ Danorvan has too much
pride —he loves me too well to deceive me’
* I had given you credit for being more keen
sighted. . He loves Amy Fuzallen—the un-
known orphan—the dependant upon your boun-
ty! 1too have taken a faucy to this werry-
eyed, but somewhat wilful lutle enchantress,
and her dowry shall be the broad Jands of
Castle Coombe!” * Mr Ormington,’ exclaim-
¢d the countese, while a sudden light broke
over her mind, * it may be that the mystery of
her birth is not unknown to you—and ehe i:
werthy of Danorven’s love? ' Oh! tell me in
mercy if 1t-be so!? “Yes, I krew her father
once,’ said the old mar., * And he—7? ¢ Was
the greatest villain that ever walked the earthy
* It 18 enongh,’ said ¢/ e countess proudly. My
son may lose his rich inheritance ; he may be-
come a beggar and an alien from his netive
laud, but the noble blood of our race shall ne-
ver know taint or disgrace.’ . g

¢ And you would have Dunorven marry her?
Yon wouid leave her your wealth in preference
to the gon of one whom you once pro‘essed to
love 2. The voice of the countess faltered
slightly as she spoke, but her companion re.
mained unmoved. * Aye, in preference toithe

i-son of her who scorned and despiced that love!

But in good truth, 1like the girl; ehe never
shunned me as others did, or passed me by
like the Lady Anne, with atoss of her graceful
head, or lavghed and mocked when tny back
was turned, like her more eprightly sister ; end
in return for all this, she shall be heiress of
Castle Coombe! * And haveyou told her so?
¢ Not yet; Iwould hear yourdecision first.’
“1 have already decided!’ repiied the countess
hastily. ¢But what'if the matter be referred
to Dunorven, and he chose to act for himself’
‘Then much as he may love this girl, he wilt
scorn to buy back his lost heritage thus—to
owe all to hiz wife, even if she were a princess
instead of a namelees and base-born beggar !
1 believe you sre right,” gaid the old man iu
the eame unmoved tone, ‘anc therefore you
shall decide for him, and save his prond and
gensitive spirit from the knowledge of that
which would so deeply wound it - He dors
love Amy Fizallan, and you hnow it! His
happiness rests in your keeping’ *It is in
vain that you urge me thus,’ said the countess,
pressing her hands convulsively to her tem.
ples, as if to etill their wild beatings, while
every throb of agony, was one of triumph to
her ecompanion. ‘ile shall not marry hei!’
* Nay, you will change your miud.” ¢ Never,
never, 1 tell you " *At any rate I will'not
hear your decision mnew, but give you one
week from this day.' *Be it s0,” said the
countess eagerly, aad with a wild, vain hope
that he might releni before then ; but she knew
him not whea she dreamed thus * But you
will not mention it even to her until that time
be past? ‘¢ No, your secretis safe for the pre-
eent. It is safe for ever, if you will be gmdecd
by me* ‘The countess motioned him haugh-
uly to leave her. *It was thus you ornice hefore
bid me depart,” muttered the old man between
his eloséd te=th, ¢ only you smiled then, &nd
now you weep’ ¢ Forgive me! exclaimed
the grief-stricken woman in a humbled tone,
And as she stretched forth her white, jewelled
hand, he almost started to see how 1t had fa-
ded since then. * Yes, you have been fearful
ly evenged,’” she added, reading his though's
with all her sex’s quickness, * Are yow not sa
tisfied even yet? ¢Not yet, repeated his
companion in a cold, deliberate tone. ¢ The
sufferiage you have endured for monthe only,

was the bitter portion you bestowed on me for
four and twenty long and weary yearr.” The
countess turned despairingly away, and flinging
herself upon tke couch, wept long and passion:
ately; while Mr Ormington, after lingering a
moment with something between asmile and 2
eneer upon his pale, quiveriag lipe, departed
with doiseless stepa’

Eothen ; or, Traces of Travel, brought home
from the East
THE WOMEN OF EMYRNA.

“ As you move through the narrow streets of
the city at these times of festivity, the transon-
ehaped windows suspended over your head on
cither side are filled with the beautiful descen.
dants of the old lonian race. &ll are attired
with seeming magnificence ; their classic heads
are crowned with secarlet, and loaded wiih
jewels or crowns of gold, the whole wealth of
the wearers ; their features are touched with a
savage pencil, whichj hardens the outlines of
eyes and eyebrows, and lends an unnatural fire
to the stern grave looks with which they pierce
your brain. - Endure their fiery eves as beat
you may, and ride on glowly and reverently,
for facing you from the side of the transon,
that leoks longwise through the street, you see
the one glorious shape tranecendant in its beau.
ty ; you see the massive braid of hair as it
catches a touch of light on its jetty surface—
and the broad, calm, angry brow—the large
black eyes, deep set and seli relying like the
cyes of a conqueror, with the rich shadows of
thought lying darkly around them--you see,
then, their fiery nostril, and the blood line of
the chin and throat disclosing all their fierce-
ness, and all the pride, paesion, and power that
can live along with the rare womanly beauty
of those sweetly turned hps. But, then, there
is a terrible stillness in - this breathing image ;
it seems likethe stillness of a sevage that gits
ict-nt, o end  brooding day by day upoa
some fearful scheme of vengeance, but yet
wore like it seems to the stillneas of an immor-
tal, whose will must be koown and obeyed
without a sign or speech Bow down !—bow
down and adore the young Persephonie.
Queen of Rhadeg 1

THE ¥FLEAS OF THE HOLY CITIES

“ Except at Jerusalem, never’ think of at-
templing to sleep in & * holy city.” Old Jews,
from all parts o! the world, go to lay their bones
upon the the sacred soil ; it follows that' any
domestic vermin they may bring with them are
likely to beecome permanently resident; so
that the population is continually increasing.
No recent censusshad been teken when I was
at Tiberias, but I know that the congregations
of fl-as which attend at rgy church alone must
have been gomething enormous. ~ The fleas of
all nations were there! The pert” jumping
¢ puce’ from htngry France—the wary, watch
ful t pules,” with ‘his ~polsoned stiletto—the
ven teful * pulga P ot Castile, withihis ugly knife
—tiie German ¢ floh;> with his knife and fork,
insatiate, not  rieing from /the table—whole
swarms from ¢ll the Russias and Asiatic hordes
uvnnumbered—all thes - were there, znd all re-
joiced in one great international feas'. J
could no more defend myself against my ene-
mies than if I kad been® pain a discretion? in
the hand: of a French patriot,  or  Eojblish
gold “in the claws 'of a’ Pénsylvenian ' Qua-
ker

Tae DEsp SEA.

“ T went 'on and came near’to the waters of
death ; they siretched deeply in16 the eouthern
desert, and before e and ail around,” ws far
away asthe eye could follow, blark hills piled
high over hills, pale, yellow, and naked, wel
led up in her tomb for ever the dead.and dam-
ned Gomorrah. There was nofly that hunse
med in the forbidden air ; but, insiead, adeep
etillneg—no grass grew from the earth--no
weed peered throngh the void sand, but in
mockery of all life there were trees borne
down by Jordun in gome ancient flipd, ‘and
thege grotesquely planted upon the forlon shore
spread out'their grim ekeleton arms all ecorcht
ed and charred to blackness by the heats ofthe
long, silent years.”

THe Vitvace of BerHLeneMm lies prefiily
couched. on the glope ot & ill. . Theseuctuary
is a subterrancan grouto, and i3 committed. to
the joint goardianship of the Romans, Grecks,
and Armenians, who vie with \each ather in
adorning 1t. . Beneath an aliar gorgeously de-
corated, and lit with everlasing fires, . there
stands’ the low slab of stone which niarks the
holy site of the nativily ; and nearto this'is' a
hollow, scooped ont of the'living reck. Here
the'infant Jesus was leid. | Near the< apot of
the Nativity is the roels against which the
Blessed  Vargin was leaning when she  pre-
sented her babe to.the  adofing shepherds. -
Many of the Protestanty who are agceustomed to
despise tradition, consider that this sanctuary is
aliogether unscriptural—that,a grotto is not a
slable, and that mangers are made of wood.
Iuig perfectdy true, however, ‘that 'the many
grottos aud cavee which are found among rocks
of Jadea were formerly used for the' reception
of cattle, they are so used st this day ; Thive
myself seen grotios appropriated 210 this pur-
pose.”

THE SPHYNX.

¢ Near the Pyraniids,, more wondtous and
more awful than all else in the land of Egypt,
taere site the Jonely sphynx. Comely the cree.
ture is ; but the comeliness js not of this world.
The once-worshipped beast jg'a deformity and
a mougsier to this generation and yet you can
see - that  those lips, so thiek' and heavy,
were fashioned ‘according to some ancient
mould of beauty, some mould of beauty now
fnrgouen,-—-furgu"h‘,n beeanse that Greece drew
forth Cytherea; from the flashing foam of . the
Aigean, and in her image ereated new forms
of beauty ; and made it a, law among them,
that the short and proudly wreathed lip
should stand for thesign and the main con-
dition of loveliness through all generations to
come. Yetgtill there lives on the race of thoze
who were beautiful in the fashion of the elder
world, and Christion girlaof Coprie blood will
look on yow with sad, seriovs gaze, end kiss
your charitable hand with the big pouting lips
of the very sphynx. Laugh aud mock if you
will at the worship of stone idols; but mark
ye this, ye bredkers of images, that in one re-

gqrd the stone idol bears an awful semblance.of
Diety —uncheangefulness in the midst of change
the same eeeming will, and intent for ever,
and ever inexorable :  Upon ancient dynasties
of Ethiopian and Egyptian kings ; upon Greek
and Roman, upon Arab and Ottoman congue-
rors ; upon Napoleon dréaming of an eastern
empire ; upon battle dnd pestilence ; upon the
ceaceless misery of the Egyptian race ; upon
keen-eyed travellers, Herodotus yesterday and
Warburton to-day ; upon all and more this un-
worldly epbynx has watched, and waiched, like
Providence, with the same earnest eycs and
the same sad, tranquil mien, And we, we
we shall die, and Idam will wither away ;
and the Englishman leaning far “over to hold
his loved Iudid, will plant'a’ firm foot on the
banks of the Nile, and sit in the ‘seats "of the
faithful, and sill that eleepy rock will die
watching and watching the works of the ‘new
busy race, with those same sad, earnest eyss,
and the same traquuil mien everlasting. - You
dare not mock at the sphynx.”
BATHING IN, THE DEAD SEA:

“ 1 bathed in . the, Deed Sea. The ground
covered by the water sloped gradually, that I
was not only foreed to ¢ sneak in,” but to walk
through the water nearly a-quarter of a mile
before I could get out of my depth, When at
last I was able to atterapt a dive, the salts held
in solation, made my eyes emart go sharply,
that the pain which Ithus suffered, acceding
to the weakness occasioned by want of food,
made me giddy and faint for gome moments ;
but I soon grew better. "I knew beforehand
the impessibility of stsking in this (buoyant
water ; bat I was surprised to find that Icould
not swim at my accustomed pace: my legs énd
feet were lified so high and dry out 0! the lake,
that my stroke was beffled, and 1 (ound mpy-
self kicking against the thin air instead of the
dense fluid upon which 1 wae swithming. The
water is perfectly bright "and clear; its teste
detestable ‘After  finishing my attempts ‘at
ewiming and diving, T teck'rome timein regai-
ning the shore ;.and before I began to  drees, |
found that the sun had already evaporated the
water whieh clung to me, and that my ekin
was thiekly merusted with sulphate of mag-
nesia.”

The

Politician.

From the London Punch.

WAR BETWEEN FRANCE AND ENGLAND

We regret to say that the Gallic Cock kias
again been crowing over the Britich Bull Dog
in & manner that'eomplicates the guestien be-
tween ‘the two ecountries ‘muaeh more' than
hitherto. The British Bull Dag, in the pereon
of a commercial traveller by the Dover Rail-
way, applied to the Gallic. Cock—represent-
ed by a French waiter at the Pavilion ;Hotel
at Folkstone—for a bed, when tlxq Gallie
Cock, with a grin of malicious gatisfaction,
announced that every bed wasfull, to the jm-
menge annoyance of the British Bull Dog, who
went on by tha next train to Dover It will
hardly be believed that, notwithstanding this
occurrence, the harbour of Folkstone is some-
times left in the middie of the day, when the
cteamers are all outy with no ether:force: ithen
a- easuah collier to -proteet Britich  1nierests.
The landlord of. the hotel js.a . Frenchman,
and of eourse secretly devoted, to France; so
that the  Evpglish may be, put into the top-
roome, and. get the worst places. at the  table
d’hote, and obtain the least atrention when
they ring the bell while vhe foreigner, arriv-
ing from perfidious Boulogne, is well ‘boarded,
todgad, “and “waited ont © Britith blood will, of
coursa; boil luriously and”every' English pulse
aseume the violence of a eledge hammer at
the contemplation- ol thege {acie,vey Sir Ro—
bert. Peel glevps, i his -bedy and the Eaxl of
Aberdaes. takes big wine after dinner as usupl,

THE BOMBARDMENT OF TANGIER.

I M8 Waerspite © Bay, of Tangier,” August
v, 1844 -~Mr. Punch 't There “was a'good
eal'of fightiig” here*yestéfday, “but “dfteral(
Wothing to what’ I'vé” seen! 2at half~price at
Astley’s, | Avhalf pastTaine yilee Prénch Blea-
netsgot: their steatno wp,sand took cAdmiral
Joinville and otherships in tav before the bat-
teries of of Tangler., It was plain, however,
10 be.geen; that the ships did nof much like the
business, for some; of ’em went . .all sort  of
confpsiou ; and if the Moors hadn’t had, piety
on the paor things, Lord ! how they might
have peppered ’em. Our gunner’s mate“went
mad with dfsappointmént, and hasbeen in a
strait jacket evey since.” Well#at about” half
past eight the™ Suffren” and  Jemuppes fired
awayy butiwith-a good deal of dignity like and
¢omeideration, ) They were at it till about two
in the afiernoon—the Moors banging away fer
dear life.. . Then the shps sheered off and the
Moaors left their flags a flying, and there wes
suche-a roar of laughter aboard ef ws, you'd
have thought it waspay day. Bless your heart
whilé the fight was going on, you ehould have
geen ome of our men. They looked at the
Frenchmen, for all the world, as you may have
geen boys look through the pastry cook’s win-
dow at the: tarts—their mouths watering, but
not being ableito get at’em. There has been
a-good deal of talk about the bad. gunsery of
Joinville. Poor young man! 1 dare say he
did quite as well as he conld. But when yon
remember that he was making his firet appear-
ance before a Britieh audience, who knew what
was what, you must ellow it wae trying to his
nerves. I've seen young fellows in hiastate at
the Coburg, and Lalways eried out ¢ brave’ to
encourage ’em. The French, however, did
fire slow—but I am eure they only did so for
the best of feelings. How could it be other-
wise? Ise’t its enough to meke a human

! creature eick 1o go banging at walls and houses




