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TABLEAUX.
OR‘PRECEPT AND PRACTICE.
BY MMRS. CAROLINE H, BUTLER.

CHARITY.

A WINTER’S SUN is stealing through the
windows of stained glass, and playing amid the
folds of therich crimson curtains of a luxurions
drawing-room—thence flitting down upon tl
soft Turkeys-carpets, it dances hither ¢
ther, now glinting across mirrors, now fl
upon'some crv'stal vase, or scattering ramn
among the pendants of the superb chande
"The Tofty ceilings are richly painted. in ‘fresco
—the walls fluted with gold and purple,-and on
every side, and ‘overrevery object, luxury rest
its pampered finger.

Upon a-sofa covered with erimson velvet
a lady elaborately dressed—at her feet a brioche
serves as a pillow for a tiny lap-dog—drawn up
before her is a small marble. table bearing a
heautiful little egeritoir. The lady is wri
She dips her costly pen into the chased “silver
standish.

¢ Yes, my dear sir,” she Writes, "¢ the senti-
ments yoa have expressed are ‘indeed Hhon
ble to human natt y the world did not
contain more fcclh:g< of philanthropy
might aceord with yours! Charity is 1a
heavenly virtue!  O'when I think of the
shivering wretches who diily eraw
the doors of the rich man—with hardl
to beg for the offals which th
given to the dogs, my heart swe
nation and pity! What greater
there be than to relieve.ihe
miscrable beings! -how, delig
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if I am wﬂhnghto rain T
> of the Poverty Stric
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ake my subscript
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and remamber the poor in your prayers.

¢ Yes, ma’am.

Mrs. Easy sails aeross the room to her mirror
—she adjusts a ‘ringlet—-clasps ‘het ' brooch
anew over the transparent Meclin—She then
slightly.draws aside the heavy .curtains, and
her delicate frame shivers as she looks forth
upon the cold, snowy street. A poor woman
upon the opposite flagging is striving to hush the
feeble wail of the infint in her arms, while
another half-naked little thing -is teddling by
her side.

< Itis strange,’ ejaculates Mrs. Easy, ¢ that
persons of that class cannot find -employment—
very—theré can be no need’ of - their  parading
the strééts in this manner—none !’

At this momet a miserable mendicant stops
under the window——he sees the richly clad lady
—he holds up his tattered hat, and his piercing
tones of griefand misery penetrate even through
the thick panes of plate glass :
¢ For thelove of God, a - little money, ma-
n, 10 buy bread for my-famishing children !
the fine lady quickly: lets fall the hangings
Jed hand,and ‘once more seats
sofa. Again she
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<1 do not call myself a bon-vant by any
means,’ replies Higgins, I take my half dozen
glasses of Wwine of s0, with my dinner; but I’'m
moderate; very moderate!”

¢ No, youare not moderate!” answers ‘Mr
Wiggens, 'Blapping *his lv.md upon the table,
¢ we must all turn Grahamites’ sir, if we would
prolong life and health; and what is'lifé without
health—health is a great blessing. ' Yes, sir,
we must all follow the precepts of that benefac-

“tor of the humian race—live on brown bread,

drink cold water, nor even inhale the oder
of roast beef, which insensibly impregnates the
blood.’

Five o clock ». M. An Llegant house in B
street.  Mr Wiggenshas a night key—
hé enters the spacious hall.?

¢ Fmff—fmft—fmff—that _beef smells over-
done—that rascally cook,’

(Ascends the 'dining-room, TRings the
boll,

¢ Ben, is dinner ready ?

¢ Yessir. " All'ready, sir,” But Mrs, Wig-
gens is out.”

¢ Out is She !’ quoth- Wiggens, ¢ fmfi—fmfT’
—fmff—hem! three minutes, fourteen secconds
past five fmff—no dinner was ever fit to eat
five minutes after it wus cooked? Tell the
cook to dish up—dish up, Tsay, quick.” (Ben
disappears.) ¢ Ah! here is the wine—come,
Mr. B., let’s taste your quality.” (Drinks—
smacks his lips,) * ' Very good, very good, in-
deed; right flavour—D’ll try another glass.’

(Dinner i3 brought in—Mr Wiggens seats
himself at table,)

¢ Sorry to set down withont Mrs. Wiggens,
but here, Ben, the turtle soup—but things must
be eaten in time—very good—another spoonfal
Ben—yes, very good—but tell the‘cook, Ben,
the next time to add more spice, and ‘2 little
more wine—do:you hear?’

¢Nes, M

(Enter Mrs. Wiggens.)

¢ Ah! my dear—sorry to sit down alone—the
wine, Ben—dinner spoiling—pleasure of’ wine
with you, Mrs. Wiggins. Capital beef, my
love—told the butcher alwaysto send the best;
very best; fat, juicy; here, Ben, take my plate;
moderation—temperance—is'my maxims Poor
Higgens! suffering from indigestion-—too free
too free. - Ah! yes, my :dear, a.slice of that
pudding—moest ‘excellent—a. ' eustard, if you
please:—more wine, Ben; your health, Murs.
Wiggins!’

A note is handed Mr. Wiggens=he breaks
the seal and reads: ;

¢ Mr. Zebedee Wiggens—Dear Sir, you are
respectfully invited by ‘the’ members™ of *tha
¢ Temperarice Eating and Drinking Society,” to
deliver'an Address ‘upon the importance of our
theory, suggested by the sudden demise of a
POOR PAUPER, who instantly’ fell dead from
simply inhaling the effluviaof an EMPTY wiNg
CASK!

DriveEr WATERS, Secretary. |
JUSTICE.

Look at that fine bakery, see, the large bow
windows are filled with tempting loves of whité
bréad! 'There arc rolls, tec; and nice butter-
crackers -bread cakd:, cookies, and buns
how fine! ~ And, standing at the door, a large
willow basket filled with tempting loaves, smo-
king hot! Ah, the baker rust carry on a brisk
jrade, for see, there are bne,two, three house-
maids just gene in with their neat napkins, to
hase. for their employs’. tea table! Hear
and shillings rattle down' How
1e gook baker sweeps them from
into_his money drawer! There
es another, and another! ; Really, Mr. Baker,
ou have a right to wear that pleasant smile.
But do you see yonder pale, haggard Iittle
wretch at the, corn Look at his sunken eyes
—his wasted frame! See those long bony fin-
He has scarcely clothes to cover him—

without hat Se

gir

) R

or, shoes. . See how his fa-
eye! gloats upon the  baker’s: windows,
w upen the basketat. the s

mish

and 1 hop-door, . He
seems.'almost & mind to. go in; he places one
thiz upon ti oad stone step.

with you this moment.’

s Sil'+e

you—dion’t be hanging round
here!’ y

And the boy retrents. » But yonder he comes
again! © He isiby'the bow-window once more!
He looks'even paler than he did justnoms! He
casts his eye upand:dawn the gireet; he-looks
hind, and on each side of him. How he
trembles? Agam his eye rests upon the bread;
higsteath’ chattery his hand shakes! What is
he about todo? Again his eye wanders quic
Iy around ; alr,’ ves, he has taken: a loaf from
the basket! ' He is off; e runs!

¢ Stop thief!. Stop thief!” is the cry! *They
are afier him; see how the ‘multitude gather:
the ‘shopman leaves his’ counter; the shoema-
ker his bench; boys run, dogs ba and men,
too, stout, healthy men, pursue the track of the
fieble ehild!
He fliss—despair gives liim speed; ‘one e
most hear his panting breath’ hisheart ‘beats;
hes a misarable cellar; ke tumbles dowa
m-eaten steps: he rushes in!

¢ Oh. mother, mother! Save me, sive me!
Mother the o after me! T have stolen i—

oh, mother"

b

>

n

And tie lpaf drops upon the. fleoy—for hark!
the shout; they are there; yes; the.door s burst
open; the b@v is aurrounded !  But do vou see
through theget of the erowd that little starving
child crawl®g from yon dark corner over the
slippery floor, to-pick up the bread now tram-
pled under foot, unconscious of all save to ap-
pease its hunger! 3

<0, you little thief"

< You scape-gallows!’
¢ Shame. on you-—go, young a boy! echoes
from the crowd. g > 2

<0, let him go, let the child go!” screams &
miserable,’ squalid woman, whose dark locks
hang matted and tangled dver her sallow face-
¢ Let him go, and the Lord ’Il bless yez!’

¢Let him' -go? No, no, indeed! Come
along, yon little thief!” ;

¢Qch!: it’s starving we  we were; and im
there sick, and not able to move; and my chil-
ders “all with’ the faver! " Oh, it.was for'them
he took the bread! Oh, mercy, mercy; have
pity upon him?!’ Py

< Oh ho! woman; we’ll. have you up; 00 ';
you don’t takecare! You justify him, do you'
A pretty swarm yoa are! "Come along, you
little scamp, to the police!’ g A

And, trembling in every limh, his paie,
frightened face still turned 'in.agony, npon M
wretched mother,. the boy is borne _Off by 3
stout constable, followed. by the gaping,idie
crowd.

In an obscure part of the city, in @ modeSE
two-story house, dwells Mr. Smith, an honest
and industrious citizen. .- Heis a merchant. M
the disastrous times of ’36—7, he shared 1D
fate of many others—he was bankrupted. . As
an upright man he strove to do . his_creditor®
justice—beggarding himself he paid them ;%
With a large family upen his hands, for a lon8
time he struggled on in poverty, At length, b
vas once more enabled to go into business; he
is now building himself up with.credit and A%
nor. His affairs are prosperous. g BO%
looks forward—not to wealth—for he has !lv"d
long enough to know that riches and happinest
are not always linked hand n hand—but ‘?“
competence sufficient to enable him to bring
forward his children reputably in life, am v
smooth the path of his declining years. ¢

Yonder princely mansion is the residencé$
Mr. Deville, He also is a merchant. It %
evening. Soft music flouts on the car—Jight
forms may be scen gliding past the windows '“,
the -graceful ;waltz; and the .passer-hy, 38"
treads the broad stone flagging  beneath, may
inhale the odor of beautiful bonquets clasped ¥
the.hand of beauty, and, of rare and costiy }:“’
fumes. The sumptuous drawing rooms, replet?
with every elegance, are thronged with fushio?
—the mistress of the gay fete, aud her f;‘-“-'omf
plished daunghters, and brilliant with jewess:
ane rustle in.gilk and-brocade. The supper ta-
bles are loaded with, every Juxury, and Wi° y:
polite, who so engaging, as the courtly master
of the mansion.

Deville meets Smith in the street. 5

¢Ah, my dear. friend, most happy 10 se6
yvou. I was just going to your coun!ing-foom;
The fact is,:I ‘have a large wmount of mODEY, “n
pay to-day. My dear fellow, can you oblig
me with -a'loan- of ten -thousand dollars for ®
day eor two?' o

¢ Ten thousand dollars!’. answers Smiths
me see: em, when can you pay me, Deyile? A

<On Monday, you may rely upon having
amount returned,’ replies Deville.

‘You are certain?’

< Honor bright, my dear fellow’ .

¢ For on that day,’ continnes Smith,
several heavy notes to pay.” - ol

¢ Pooh!.pooh! You may be sure of it:" *
swers Deville; ¢ and «if you are short, Wi 4
can then lot you have as much money. 88 o
may want! W

<MThank yon, thank you!’exelaims, SMIs

¢leb

‘1 havt

L

g F:r\p with meé ‘to’ my conuting rooms an
will draw you & elieck.”
n - .
Monday arnves. :
Monday ¢ S £De-

Mr. Smith enters “the counting/room @
ville.

< Well, Deville, the-check if y

“’Pon my soul, ‘my dear fellow " sa}
ville. balancing hislegs upon a chair, 2
ting his thumbs through the arm-holes

of b#
. o ‘.o;'.
vest, ¢ ’pon my sou], 1 éannot pan.\‘ p2y?

to day! 1 am extremely gorrys = ok;
¢ Can’t pay me!’ ‘cries 8mith, thnmlersffﬂr""
¢ can't pay me! You'rhust borrow it for 'l“
then, and that, too, immediately. 1 must B&
the money ; my credit is at stake!”
¢ I should be excessively lappy t ot
my dear friend,” answers Deville, “but "
see, L have heen obliged to borrow s0 mach ;c
—the—"

my own accotnt Tately, that really

ot ol
o oblige ¢

appearance of the thing would—" ated
<But, mood God!  interrupts - the” agit?
But, good God!” . interrupts the e, e

man; ¢ what am I 1o do ?—what" is to bt

n
. gy v ating
of my notes? My npotes, man! 'ITY"_' o an-
your promptitude, I h ven myselt ”\nu;

n half aB b

xiety. The banks  will cla
Sir, whatam [ tode 2’ % illes

¢ Can’t say, 'pon wny hopor!* replies 20
coolly, picking his teeth: ¢ very hard ';‘( don't
unpleasant dilemma, certainly; T re@i & >

Yy 1

know what ou . Loinre vOu g0°°°
know what you can doj I—oh-—are YU 5 jine
I'say; Smith, my dear felloy, came ar
with me to-morrow,’
The court-room is crowded.
Bring in the prisoner! +agcer Of !
And the child who robbed the ”‘hL‘ sterm
loaf, is piaced at the bar; frightened -'“d‘_ of fa-
- e
looks of the judge, and at.the multtuc {imbe
Jud N . is
cea all bent so darkly upon him; =
4 art His

dly

an hardl)

tremble, and he supp
shivelled frame.

< Who saw this boy take the I  redift”

<1 did, " please your honor,’ Q”‘“h e [d"f
ced, ‘portly woman, bustiing forward- frmatt”
T was just taking home a shoulder °
from the butcher at the corner, your
1 saw the boy hanging round the F_h“p"n pgfv
knew the moment 1 Iooked upon him, = and
and hageard as he is, that he was @ thiels
so, thinks T, T'll watch you, my ! ;
enough, your hongr, I saty him Just ¥
his hand—so—and snatch a Joaf, ant
called ofit ¢ stop thief”

¢Oh, woman, woma
from the crowd, ‘ did ye
heart to cry thief upou the e
the miserable looks of it!. Ab, yonr.hie

1 ry o0
hono al

P
al’ cried @ shriil ‘,‘“.)\.~
do it! and had }‘é’;m.

£ 3 ve.s
child, when ] hear




