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CHARITY. 

A WINTER'S SUN is stealing through the 
windows of stained glass, and playing amid the 
folds of the rich crimson curtains of a luxurious 
drawing-room—thence flitting down upon the 
soft Turkeys-carpets, it dances hither and thi< 
ther, now glinting across mirrors, now flashing 
upon'some crystal vase, or scattering rainbows 
among the pendants of the superb chandeliers. 
"The lofty ceilings are richly painted. in ‘fresco 
—the walls fluted with gold and purple, and on 
every side, and ‘overrevery object, luxury rests 
its pampered finger. 6 
Upon a sofa covered with crimson velvet-sits 

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 
beautiful little eseritoir. The lady is writing. 
She dips her costly pen into the chased “silver 
standish. . 

¢ Yes, my dear sir,” she writes, "© the ssenti- 
ments you have expressed are ‘indeed Honora- 
ble to “human nature—pity the world did not 
contain more whose feelings of philanthropy 
might accord with yours! Chariiy is indeed 4 
heavenly virtue! O'when I think of the house- 
less, shivering wretches who daily erawl around 
“the doors of the rich man—with hardly strength 
to beg for the offals;which them denied are 
given to the dogs, my heart swells with indig- 
nation.and pity! What greater pleasure. can 
there be than to relieve. the sufferings of these 
miserable beings! how, delightful to dry the 
tear. of the helpless widow, and fill the months 
of the famished brood for whose wants. those 
tears arc shed! Ah, my dear sir, I—" 

< My dear Mrs. Tripabout, good morning—I 
am delighted to see you—but do tell me my 
dear, did your husband succeed in procuring 
those tickets for the Opera 2 
<@T fear not,” replies Mrs. Tripabout, © ne- 

vet was any thing mere provoking! He had 
jist thoney to pay for! them; when, 'as thé'fates 
would have it, in came old Cobblewell, the 
shoemaker, with his long bill—old story—sick 
wife—Jame child—and rheumatism; and somy 
foolish husband, instead of putting him off * till 
to-morrow,” must needs pay the bill! . And 
I expect by the time he can go to his office and 

faim, the tickets will be ‘all ‘sold—therg 
1s such a rush.’ 

“It is ‘indeed “provoking,” ‘answers Mrs. Ea-{ 
@igy ji for Tassure you 1'had quite’set my heart 
upon'goifig.  Butwhat have you been doiag to- 
day for the good cause #* : } 

¢ Why have just been“to'see Mus. Firmer, 
that mean ‘woman—and- she really refused to 
put doven ‘more than two dollars for 
vorty Stricken Charitable ReliefSoci 
Miss Maria had even the @ssaraned ta't 
she doubted if any good would result from our 

' undertaking.’ 
«Indesd! so'should T, ifshe had-any 

# do’ with it,” answers'Mrs. ‘Easy. 
dWell, after I left Mrs: Pirmer.® continfied 

Mrs" Tripabout, <T called to see old Madam 
Nelson, -and although ‘I-coaxed and flattered 
the old soul for half an hour not a cent would 
she give me. She told me very candidly; to be 
sure, that she had a large family, of. orphan 
grandchildren to support, and I know her cir- 

egmstanees’ dre not ‘good—but what ‘dre ten 
dollars!” ¢He ‘that giveth to the poor lendeth 
to the Lord!” How much shall you put down?’ 

“Me! it 1s ‘cuough to have tle trouble-of the 
thing 1 think, “without giving!" answers Mrs. 
“Easy y, I pay, ‘seventy-five ‘dollars a 
quarter for Delphinea’s mmsic, and then there 
are her Polka lessohs—and “Artemesia has set 
hai heart upon going to” Washington this’ wia- 
ter, and'T must’ have a new velvet" cloak! so 
vou see the thing is impossible. © 1 can’t'afford 
it—ocan you?’ adh 

“The'idea of such a thing! no indeed—look 
at mae—did you ever'see such'a figure? "Why 
Tm positively shabby!’ says Mrs. Tripabeut. 
© Would “you believe" it was only two tho 
ago that’ I paid one hundred dollars fc 
shawl, and’ now look at it; and my feather 
ht, ha, ‘hat did you ever! "No, indead; T think 
if Fam willing to"ruin" my clothes in the ser- 
vice of the Poverty Stricken, Charitable Relief 
Society, it’s all ‘I can’ do!" But good bye, I 
must take my subscription’ book down among 
the merchants; OI like to get into one of their 
fine stores; I can talk—I" can preach; well, 
well; good bye! 

«Ha! ha! good bye, you"droll’ ereaturs?®’ 
eries Mrs. Easy.” (Rings het bell.) © “Here, 
John, baing me a glass of wine'and a cream 
cike; and, John; tell Nicholas to look at the 
farnace, for I really think the rooms are getting 
cold. ‘It is a most bitter day, John; think of 
ths poor, and How thankfal you ought to be 
that you have so good a place.” 
“Lord bless you, mia’am, I is!" answers John, 
“and I wanted to ask you, ma’am, if so I might 

* give' old ‘Betty the ‘slop woman a bucket of 
coal} the poor old creature, ma'am, looks so 
blus and shivering.’ 

¢ A-bem! coal, John? Why, one bucket of 
coil would only'bs an aggravation to the poor 
soul! 1 will remember her case; yes, I will 

speak to the Poverty Stricken, Charitable Re- 
lief ‘Society, Take. care. of yourself, John, 

naw Now 

hs thine to 

and remamber the poor in your prayers.’ 

¢ Yes, ma’am. 
Mrs. Easy sails deross 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 @s she looks forth 
upon the cold, snowy street. A poor woman 
upon the opposite flagging is striving to hush the 
feeble wail of the in in her arms, while 
another half-naked little thing -is teddling by 
her side. v 

< 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 the Jove of God, a little ‘money, ma- 
dam, to buy bread for myfamishing children ’} 

But the fine ladyquickly: lets fall the hangings 
from der bejewled hand, and ‘once more seats 
herself ‘upon ther luxurious sofa. Again she 
takes the pen—— 

< Let me see, where was I-—em—em—wi- 
dow—oem—tears famished—em*® Ah, my kind 
sir; T (writes) cannot be “sufficiently thankful 
that Providence has placed me ina situation 
of usefulness ‘that I have it “in my power to 
alleviate the miseries of—’ 

(Enter. John with cake and wine.) 
< Very well—yon need not wait, John.’ 
“No ma*am—but there's’ a poor woman 

.down stairs, ma*am,—and she wants a"little 
help—she wants to know,” ma’am if the mis- 
tress would give her just an old dress, ora 
paif of shoes,or—’ 

< John, Lam very busy—don’t yousee'I' ‘am 
writing! Never intrude upon me with such 
matters,’ " 

<I ask pardon, ma’am, but she looked so 
pitiful like, and begged so hard for the "cook 
Just to give her a cold potato that I—’ 

Well, give her a cold potato, John, if she 
looks deserving—and here John, is a shill—no, 

xpence for her—and, John take this quarter 
and buy semeting nice for poor little -Mufity,’ 
patting he is so_dainty—little pet!’ 

ant 

And ta lap dog; as John retreats, 
she ki with cream cake—sips 
her wine, and finally, her head reclining lans 

idly upon the soft yielding cushions of the 
1, the President of the ¢ Poverty, Stricken, 
itable Relief Society’ falls asleep! 

* TEMPERANCE. : 

¢ How happens if that your account is over- 
drawn sir 2? quoth old Mr Wiggens to a pale, 
cadaverous yonng man writing atthe’ epposite 
1#sk, © how happens it'that ‘with “your salary 

ave taken two months in advance * 
ryt replies the young man, ® T'was forced 

aw on aceount ‘of sickness in my fami- 
I rdaret to' have been obliged to do''so— 

bit my’ expenses th r weré very ‘hea- 
vy. My poor wife" 

« Ei {married ore yon 2” interrupts Mr Wigs 
mane 

~ < Yes'sir T have a wife and child: “My “tvife 
still very 

gés me with 
? gand great carey 
He orders old wine, 
ich, of course, are ex- 

5, sit, I-have been forced 
to db as 1 have done,’ 
—1 believe so,” replies Mr 

0 good will come of it either, 
Oid wine, indeed, and I'll 

dcock ! nonsense a plain diet 
Gruels, arrow-root, cream 

injurious to her, 
Let me tell you, 

ves upen wine and wood- 
at's all—she’ll die !  Sick- 
iid appetite, appetite en- 

excess engenders. apoplexy, 
ats you in a coffin—she’ll die— 

has been sick a while—¢hé is 
nN encour: 

Sh Ve oa 
feelile, "but the 

t hon 
IY 3 

; and th 

thing. 
rine will be_ very 

ts are 

rant yon 

are. 

it was my intention to de- 
3 ary—for I 

of salary !” interrupts Mr Wig-* 
ease; of. salary! Sir, 1 give 

youl nasv three hundred dollars—yes, hear that, 
three hundred dollars a year—it is enough ! 
You wish to buy old wine, do yon, “and other 
deleterions matters=—no, sir—I should be com- 

mutfing sm to put it in-your power. *Femper- 
ance, §ir, in eatingand drinkingrean ajone pre- 

serve. health, and long .Jife ! Look me. 
What should T have besn—what should I be if 
Ted upon wine und woodeocks > Nosir, your 
salary cannot be increassed-=Hem !’ 
And Mr Wiggens takes ¢p "pen and writes : 
« Mr, B.—Sir, send to my house before five 

o’clock, one basket champagne, and one dozen 
best old wine. Z. WicGENs,’ 

* <"Here, Bill, take this down to Mr B.; and 
here, stop Bill, buy a box of prime Spanish 
cigars. and carry them to the house.’ 

¢ Yes, sit.” 
A rentleman enters with a flushed face, and 

the air of 2 bon-vivant. 
‘Good morning, my dear Higgens.’ . 

“¢ Good morning Wiggens. I am sick! 
phatically.) 

Sorry. to hear it,” replies Mr. Wiggens. 
¢ You. do look a little feverish.. Ah, my dear 
fellow, I am afraid you live too well, I fear you 
are -not sufficiently abstemious in your diet. 
Luxury in eating, 1 aw sorry to say, is a fust 
growing evilin our country. Look at our fore- 
fathers, what iron frames, what muscle, all 
bone and sinew, then look at the pigmy race of 
the: present day, Lilliputians. in comparisons! 
We must go back to the primitive habits. of our 
ancestors, or the doctors and the undertakers 
willbe the only foarishing trades.’ 

ai meres. 
¢ An mere 

An in Fons. 

at 
at 

¢I do mot call myself a bon-vant by any 
means,’ replies Higgins, “I take my half dozen’ 
glasses of tine of so, With my dinner; but I’m 
moderate very moderate!” = sos 
No, you are not moderate!” ‘answers ‘Mr 

Wiggens, "Slapping his hand upon 

prolong life and health; and‘what is' life without | 
health—health is a great in. Yes, sir, ! 
we must all follow the precepts of that benefac- 
“tor of the human race—live on brown bread, | 
drink ‘cold water, nor even inhale the oder 
% i beef, which insensibly impregnates the 
ood,” 
Five o clock Pp. Mm. An Elegant house in B’ 

——street. Mr Wiggenshas a night key— 
hé enters the spacious hall.” 

¢ Fmff—fmft—fmfi—that ~ beef smells over- 
done—that rascally cook,’ ws 
. Ao ia’ the ’dining-room. * Rings "the 
oll, #- — 

¢ Ben, is dinner ready ? aysi X : 
« Yessir. “All'ready, sir.” But Mrs, Wig-' 

gens is out.” 2: oe - 
«Out is She " quoth Wiggens, « funff—fmff’ 

—finft—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—I’ll try another glass.’ 

(Dinner is 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 spoonful 
Ben—yes, very good—but tell the'cook, Ben, 
the next time to add more spice, and ‘a little 
more wine—do: you hear?’ 

¢ Yes, sir.” 
(Enter Mrs. Wiggens.) 
¢ Ah! my dear—sorry to sit down alone—the 

wine; Ben—dinner spoiling—pleasure of’ wine 
with you, Mus. Wiggins. Capital beef, my 
love—told the butcher always to send the best; 
very best; fat] juicy; here, Ben, take my plate ; 
moderation—temperance—is'my maxim: Poor 
Higgens! suffering from indigestion—~too free— 
too free. Ah! yes, my dear, a slice of that 
pudding—mest ‘excellent—a:' eustard, if, you 
please:—more wine, Ben; your health, Mrs. 
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 the 
¢ 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 effluvia of an EMPTY Wing 
CASK! 3 . 

DriveEr WATERS, Secretary. | 

JUSTICE: 
Look at that fine bakery, see, the large bow 

windows are filled with tempting loves of whité 
bréad! There are rolls, tec; and nice butter- 
crackers, ginger-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 must carry on a brisk 
jrade, for see, there are bne, two, three house- 
maids just, gene in with their neat napkins, to 
purchase. for their employs’. tea table! Hear 
the sixpencesand shillings rattle down! How 
they shine as the gook baker sweeps them from 
the counter into his money drawer! There 
goes another, and another!" Really, Mr. Baker, 
you have a. xight to, wear that plea: i 

r
d
 

ant smile. 
But do you see yonder pale, haggard little 

wretch at the corner? | Look at his sunken eyes 
~—his wasted frame! See those long bony fin- 
gers! He has scarcely clothes to cover him— 
he is without hat or, shoes. , Se 
mished eye! gleats upon the  baker’s windows 
and now upon the basketat. the shop-door; . He 
seems. ‘almost a mind to. go in; he places one 
thin foot upon the broad stone step. 

Off with you this moment.’ 
¢ Please, sir—=" i 
+ Off, tell syou—don’t be hanging round 

here! 
And the boy retreats: » ‘But yonder he comes 

agam! © He is:by the bawswindow once mora! 

He looks'even paler than he did justnows! He 
casts his eye up'and-ddwn the street; he:looks 
behind, and on each side of him. How he 
trembles!” Aga his eye rests upon the bread; 
higtedth chatter; his hand shakes! What is 
he about todo? Again his eye wanders quicks 
Iy around ; alr,’ ves, he has taken’ a loaf from 
the basket! He is off; lie runs! 

© Stop thief! Stop thief!” is the cry!» They 
are afier him; see how the ‘multitude gather; 
the ‘shopmdn leaves his’ counter; the shobma- 
ker his bench; boys run; dogs bark, and men, 
"too, stout, healthy mei, pursue the track of the 
fieble child! - : 
He fliss—despair gives him speed ; one ‘can 

almost hear his panting breath; his‘heart beats; 
he reaches a misarable cellar; he tumbles dowa 
the worm-eaten steps; he rushes in! 

< Oh. mother, mother! Save me, ive me! 

Mother they are after me! T have stolen t— 
oh, mother" i 
And te lpaf drops upon the. fleoz—for hark! 

the shout; they are there; yes; the. door 1s burst 
open; the b@v is surrounded! Bat do you see 
through theget of the crowd that little starving 
child crawl®g from yon dark corner over the 
slippery floors to pick-up the bread now tram. 
pled ‘under foot, unconscious of all save: to ap- 
pease its hunger! 
<0, you little thief" 
< You scape-gallows!’ 
¢ Shame, on you——so, young a boy! echoed 

from the crowd. # 

) 2 the table, ! 
¢ we must all turn Grahamites’ sir, if we would | - 

See how his fa 

's0, thinks T, I'll watch youn, my 

. 

<0, let him go, let the child go!” screams & 
miserable,’ squalid woman, whose dark | 
hang matted and tangled dver her sallow face: 
¢ Let him go, and the Lord *II bless yez!” 
“Let hm’ -go? “No, no, indeed! 

along, you little thief! Het ot) a 
‘Och! it’s starving we we were; and him 

there sick, and not able to move; and my chil- 
ders all with’ the fever! Oh, it'was for them 
he took the bread! Oh, mercy, mercy;have 
pity upon him!” oY; 

“Oh ho! woman; we’ll. have yor tip; $00; 
you don’t take care! You justify him, do you~ 

pretty swarm yon are! Come along; yO! 
little scamp, to the police!” x rch 

And, trembling in every limb, his pale, 
frightened face still turned  in.agony, npoh 
wretched mother, the boy is borne off by 2 
stout constable, followed by the gaping, idle 
crowd. Y 

In an obscure part of the city, in a modest 
two-story house, dwells Mr. Smith, an honest 
and industrious citizen. .. He is a merchant. _ 18 
the disastrous times of ’36—7, he shar 
fate of many others—he was bankrupted: (As 
an upright man he strove to do his creditors 
justice—beggarding himself he paid i 
With a large family upen his hands, for a 
time he struggled on in poverty, | Atle , he 
was once more enabled to go into business; 
is now building himself up with. credit and 
nor. His affairs are prosperous. 
looks forward—not to wealth—for he 
long enough to know that riches and hap 
are not always linked hand in hand—but fod 
competence sufficient to enable him tol 
forward his children reputably in life, and 
smooth the path of his declining years. ~~ ¢ 
Yonder princely mansion is the residenc&s 

Mr. Deville, He also is a merchant. 
evening. Soft music flouts on the’ ear: 1 
forms may be seen gliding past the windows © y 
the -graceful \waltz; and the .passer-hy, 28 : ; 
treads the broad stone flagging beneath, m8Y 
inhale the odor of beautiful boncuets claspe 
the hand of beauty, and, of rare and costly 
fumes. The sumptuous drawing rooms, 
with every elegance, are thronged ith fi 
—the mistress of the gay fete, aud her ac 
plished daughters, and brilliant with JEW 
and rustle in silk, and-brocade. The supper 
bles are loaded with, every luxury, ho £0 

lete wt 

and wh 
polite, who so engaging, as the courtly master 
of the mansion. a ; 

Deville meets Smith in the street. TP i. 
«Ah, my dear. friend, most happy 10 £€ in 

you. I was just going to your counting=Fo®%- — S5§ 
The fact 1s,.1 have a large amount of money © i 
pay to-day. My dear fellow, can yod obligs 
me with ‘a loan of, ten thousand dollars fo* 
day or two?! RAT. 
“Ten thousand dollars!” answers Smiths ‘1 

me see: em, when can you pay me, Dey’ ¥ 
“On Monday, you may rely upon haying 

amount returned,’ replies Deville. 
¢ You are certain #’ ” 
« Honor bright, my dear fellow} 
¢ For on that day,” continues Smith, 

several heavy notes to pay.” 9 
¢ Pooh! pooh! You may be sure of i 

swers Deville; «and «if you are short, 
can then let you have as much money. #8 
may want! Loh? 

< Thank you, thank you!’ exclaims Smif 
¢ Step: with me ‘to my ~ conuting roomy 8% 
will draw you elieck.” 
Monday arrives. 
Mr. Smith enters 

ville. ; , 
«Well, Deville, the-eheck if yon plese 
©*Pon ‘my soul, ‘ny dear fellow 1" say@r 

ville, balancing his legs upon a chair, an! ¢ his 
ting his thumbs through the arm-holes C% ‘oy 
vest, ¢ pon my sou), 1 eannot possibly pay? 
to day! 1 am extremely gorrys J—="1 2% ; 

¢ Can’t pay me!” ‘cries Smith, thundess#ecs’ 
¢ can’t pay me! You 'rhust borrow it for 
then, and that, too, immediately. ~1 must’ 
the money ; my credit is at stake!” ps 

<I should be excessively Happy to oblig® x 
my dear friend,” answers Deville, poi on 
see, Lhive heen obliged to borrow so met 
my own account lately, that relly I= 
appearance of the thing would—* ~** 
ot But, good God? interrupts the’ eta] 
man; ¢ what am I to do ?—what" is to PEF, 
of my notes? My notes, man! Tris an- 
your promptitude, 1 have given myself Bout: 
xiety. The banks will clase in half 88 
Sir, what am I todo?” : : 

¢ Can’t say, pon my honor!" replies Dey an 
coolly, picking his teeth: ¢ very hard Ce on’t 
unpleasant dilemma, certainly; 1 red ny ? 
know what you can do; T—oh-—are you g dine 
I'say Smith, my dear, fellow, came 278 
swith me to-morrow,” ! : 
The court-room is crowded. {Sha DiS 
¢ Bring in the prisoner!’ {a 
And the child who robbed ‘the bake v8 

loaf, is placed at the bar; frightened at a “of fae 
looks of the judge, and it = multe 2 Timbe 
ces all bent so darkly upon him; H% 
remble, and he can ~hardly” support MF 
shivelled frame: 82 
“Who saw this boy take the loaf ©" "1g 
<1 did, "pledse your honor,’ quoths 7 

ced, ‘portly woman, bustling forward 
T was just taking home a shoulder 57 qd 
from the butcher at the corner, your and | 
1 saw the boy hanging round the shop, le 
Knew the moment 1 looked upon him, 
and haggard as he is, that he was @ 

ad; 
just reac 

an 

¢ Irhas® 

uit a0 

you 

the counting room of D¢° 
! ’ 

alles 

enough, your honor, T saty him 
his hand —so—and snatch ‘a loaf, 
called ofit ¢ stop thief?” : y 

«Oh, woman, woman!’ cried 8 ong 
from the crowd, did ye do it! and or yee 

heart to cry thief upon the child, iy or, he 

the miserable look of it! Ab, yonr hod 

1 yo’ 


