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Umeany way,’ thought Corney as he advanced 
Yo e voice. 
+. It continued, *“ Soul of a mortal, why hast 

hou sought our presence?’ 
+s‘ May it plaze yer majesty,” Coney began to 
J Mammer out ¢ bekase I was a trifle ‘unaisy in 
me mind.’ .¢ What about?’ 

* In regard of the scarcity of money, plaze 
»Jourreverence.’ 
++ “ What is your trade?® 
' *A shoe-maker, sir.’ 
*,* Cobbler, you mean,’ said the voice severe- 
dy. Nol ing here; recollect your poor miser- 
“able naked soul stands before us.’ 

Coney thought of the height he’d have to 
“fall, and trembled. 
“You can’t get work I suppose,’ the voice 

* Too much of it, if it plaze yer honor. 1 
: vea minute to § 5 
“For what?’ oe 
"* Why, yer honor, to——to—" 
x ember the punishment of prevarication. 

~ fowhat «To take a drink.’ 
~ Then you have no home?’ 

Oh yes, but I have, sir.’ 
S "But tis pleasanter to lounge in a tap room.” 

A trifle, maybe, your honour.” 
wu. Perhaps you have no wife to make your 
home comfortable.’ 

Haven®t I though ; the best that ever 
ow the breath of life,” eried Corney,, with a 
loving remembrance of Mary. 

3 Po oor fellow,” continued the voice; ¢ your 
is deplorable, it appears. You have a 
le home, and yet you are discontent- 

LL) 

ty 

3 om ey felt himself resolving into a leaden 

fp, One question more,” said the voice ; 
Ly den did you first feel dissatisfied 2° 
a y to tell you the truth, yer honor, as 
Ny 43 that fellow, Phil Blake, began to build 

ig brick house opposite to my little mud 
hin, Before that [ was as gay as a lark, 
SWitstood like a great cloud between me 

4 the sun.’ 
A Envy was the cloud, envy that gloomiest of 

, ly passions. Why do you covet this 
an'y fortune?’ 

decauge, sir, he always looks so smillin’, 
*d jinks his money about, an’ despises the 
Poor ys he used to be friendly with.’ 

Foolish, foolish soul!’ said the voice, in ac- 
commisseration, ¢ but not yet wholly 

Winteq, Thy love of home hath partially ro- 
deemeg thee. Listen t» me. Dost thou see 
Pode piled up mass of rainbow-tinted clouds. 

: they not look gloriously as the rising sun 
fing, his beams throngh them, as though revel- 

in their embrace? Wouldst thou not like 
Jehold such magnificence closer?’ 

‘Nothing in life betther, yer majesty,’ said 
Coney, 
Then away; a wish will place you in their 

_'08t—a thought return you wy 
80 with the wish and thought Corney went 

"0d came back. 
» ‘ Well, what didst thou see?” inquired the 

ing. 
i po a haperth,’ replied Corney, ¢ but 

ghey black and most unwholesomely damp 

. What should that teach you?’ 
wy to thravel without an SHS 
> 1 SUppoge,” answered Corney, who to 

i) Ee truth, was a little obtuse. 
“thee %l," said the fairy, * since | cannot lesson 
Py & to thy kindred earth, and learn experi- 
of th fom realities. Proceed to the chamber 

© man whose good fortune thou enviest; 
. to thine own, and if thou art not satisfied 
with Y condition, seek me again, and meet 

thy reward. Away! 
As if by magic, the brilliant assembly dis- 

Peraed lik alouds of gold-dust floating on the 
0%, and Corney was left alone. 
eC That's a mighty high sort 0’ chap,’ said 
wld ‘ but I suppose I'd betther do what he 

. me for fear’d he’d turn spiteful.’ 
ap Corney wished himself within the cham- 
ot of Blake, and there he saw the most pite- 
ay ht earth can produce: a young ‘mother 
fiat bo tears of agony over the body of her 
“uy mm. A manstood beside her with fea- 
\ope set and hard as though turned to stone by 
settles grief, 
uy God,” thought Corney, * and these are 
A whose lot 1 hive envied, and my 
ha 1e-eyed darling, is ue safe? Home, 

®," cried he, and with the wish was there. | 
“ia 13 little cradle lay the beautiful boy steeped 

ne. angel watched, the holy sleep of infant 
“ence; while Mary on her knees mingled 
Dd for him, and for her absent husband. 
oot was rushing towards her, but suddenly 
t 8 thy bering himself: * What a fool I am,’ 
So ught he, “1 forgot 1 was a sperrit, at all 

Cnty I" 
Bou I can kiss the baby.’ With that he 
Boye into the cradle, and nestled on the 
thy Mary seeing the child smile in its 

"twa, xclaimed, « Good angels are putting 
Bug thoughts into your head, my blessed 
Fa nd she softly kissed him too. \ 

! murder,’ thought Corney, ¢ this will 
Serer do + I must go and look o my body 
Tyg fing it homs. Thanks to the good fairies, 
Uy foun od & lesson that shall last my life and 
bin, » 7 # Wo, if I have any influence over 

50 saying, Corney wished himself in the 
OW where his tangible proportions were 

img and having kicked and got in, shook 
“ly, carefully to see if he had obtained ab- 

PN Possession. 

Clegg) right,” said he, < I've come back,’ 

‘wy king up and around him, he was surpris- 
wi) the bright suniight of morning, and 
the Roce 50 to observe Mary trudging through 

+ Shurchyard to meet him. 

THE GLEANER. 
« Oh, well,” said Mary anxiously when they 

encountered, ¢ what luck 2° 
¢ A power of knowledge, but no money,’ 

suid Corney sententiously. 
* Did you see the fairies 2° 
«Did 1 see them! bedad, I was one myself.’ 
¢ Oh ! be aisy I’ 
« The divil a doubt of it, wasn’tT at home a 

bit ago, unbeknownt to you. Answer me this, 
didn’t you kiss the babby just before you came 
out?’ 

« Astrue as life I did,” said Mary slightly 
awestruck. 

«1 was there and saw you do it.’ 
* Where were you, Corney 2’ 
« Sittin’ on the end of his nose.’ 
Of course that was proof positive, but as 

much as Mary always did kiss the boy before 
she left the house, the coincidence becomes less 
remarkable. 

It only remains for me tosay, that the cir- 
cumstance made a_ very ‘favorable chance in 
Corney’s disposition, or rather dissipated the 
cloud which obscured his real character. Mary 
found her account in it, by an increase of 
industry on his part, and he was rewarded by 
a corresponding anxiety in her, to make his 
home happy. Many and many a time would 
he give an account of his mrial journey, religi- 
ously convinced of its reality ; once only, Mary 
just ventured to insinuate that it might possibly 
have been a dream, but the I-pity-your-igno- 
rance-look which Corney gave her, made her 
heartily ashamed of having hazarded so stupid 
an opinion, and as a matter of course she soon 
believed as implicitly as her husband, the won- 
derful adventure of The Fairy Circle. 

From Graham’s Magazine, 

THE SPELLS OF MEMORY. 
It is strange—perhaps the strangest of the 

mind’s intricacies—the sudden, the instantane- 
ous manner in which memory, by a single sig- 
nal, casts wide the doors of one of those dark 

store-houses, in which long passed events have 
been shut up for years. That signal, be it a 
look, a tone, an odor, a single sentence, is the 
cabalistic word of the Arabian tale, at the po- 
tent magic of which the door of the cave of the 
robber Forgetfulness is cast suddenly open, 
and all the treasures that he had concealed dis- 
played. —JAMES. 

IT was but the note of a summer bird, 
But a dream of the past in my heart is stirred, 
And wafted me far to a breezy spot, 
Where blossomed the blue forget-me-not. 
And the broad green boughs gave a checkered 

gleam 
To the dancing waves of a mountain stream, 
And there, inthe heat of a summer day, 
Again on the velvet turf [ lay, 
And saw bright shapes in the floating clouds, 
And reared fair domes, mid their fleecy 

shrouds, 

As I looked aloft to the*azure sky, 
And longed for a bird’s soft plumes to fly, 
Till lost in its depths of purity. 

Alas! I have waked from that early dream, 
Far, far away is the mountain stream, 
And the dewy turf, where so oft I lay, 
And the woodland flowers, they are faraway. 
And the skies that once to me were so blue, 
Now bend above witha darker hue, 
And yet 1 may wander in fancy back 
At memory’s call to my childhood’s tracl, 
And the fount of thought hath been deeply 

stirred 
By the passing note of a summer bird. 

It ‘was but a rush of the autumn wind, 
But it left a spell of the past behind, 
And 1 was abroad with my brothers twain 
In the tangled paths of the wood again: 
Where the leaves were rustling beneath our 

feet, 
And the gales of October were fresh and 

sweet, 
And the merry shout of our gleesome mood 
Was echoed far in the solitude, 
As we caught the prize which a kindly breeze 
Sent down in a shower from the chestnut 

trees. 
Oh! a weary time hath passed away 

Since my brothers were out by my side at 
play; j 

A weary time, with its weight of care, 
And its toil in the city’s crowded air— 
And its pining wish for the hill-tops high, 
For the laughing stream and the clear blue 

sky— 
For the shaded dell, and the leafy halls 
Of the old green wood where the sunlight 

falls. 
But I ses the haunts of my early days, 

The old green wood where the sunshine 
plays, 

And the flashing stream in its coursp of light— 
And the hill-tops high, and the skies so 

bright— 
And the silent depths of the shaded dell 

these 
Is nought save a rush of the autumn breeze. 

Jt was but a floweret’s faint porf 

But it bore ina back to it 7 s 

Whare a gentle girl, in the spring-tune gay, 

Was breathing her fair young life away. 

Whore light through the rose-hued curtains 

fell ’ 
And tinted her cheslk like the ocean shell, 
And the soathern breeze on its fragrant wings 
Stole in with its tale of all lovely things. 
Where love watched on through the long, 

long hors, 
And friendship came with its gift of flowers; 
And death drew near with a stealthy tread, 
And lightly pillowed in dust her head, 
And sealed up gently the lids so fair, 

Where the twilight shadows at noonday foll— | 

And the mighty charm which hath conjured | 

sensibly presented fo And damped the brow with its clustering bird ins gage had go sensi 
hair, ( hig mind. When the slave had seated herself, 

And left the maiden in slumber deep, 1 informed my Armenian. guide, that so mueh 
To waken no more from that tranquil sleep. 
Then we laid the flower her Band had 

prest 
To wither and die on her gentle breast, 
And back to the shade of that quiet room 
1 go with the violet’s faint perfume. 

MRS. M. N. M‘DONALD. 

From Arthur’s Magazine. 

THE SEVERITY OF PARENTS AND 

TEACHERS. 
We have recently read a harrowing instance 

of the effect of a blow on the head, inflicted with 
a ruler. Dr. Wigan, in whose work on the 
Duality of the Mind the account is found, states 
that he knew the parties, and can vouch for 
the general accuracy ofthe narrative. We 
give merely a brief summary, as a warning 
against severity, and especially against blows 
on the head. 
Two children of respectable family, one five 

and the other ten years old, showed for years 
a remarkable attachment for each other, such, 
that after several trials it was decided to be 
dangerous to separate them, and they were sent 
away to school together. 
At first all went well; the ardent affection 

continued, and their education to be attended 
with the happiest results. 

In the midst of this happiness, news arrived 
from the schoolmaster, that, from some unex- 
plained cause, the elder boy had begun to ex- 
ercise a very unreasonable and tyranical autho- 
rity over the younger; that he had been re- 
peatedly punished for it; but that although he 
always promised amendment, dnd could assign 
no cause, reasonable or unreasonable, for his 
conduct—he soon relapsed into his usual habits, 
and the schoolmaster requested to know what 
was to be done. The futher immediately sent 
for both boys, and entered upon a long investi- 
gation. "The little one was aliodt heart broken, 
and exclaimed, « He might beat me every day 
if he would but love me; but he hates me, and 
Ishall never be happy again.’ 
The father now resorted to severe measures 

of chastiserent, long incarceration, and days 
together with only bread and water for his diet, 
but all to no purpose. The boy promised a- 
mendment, but upon the first occasion resorted 
to all his former violence, and finally attempt- 
ed the child’s life with all the fury of a maniac. 
The fumily next called in medical advice, 

and years passed in hopeless endeavors to re- 
move a disposition obviously depending on a 
diseased brain. 
lier, these floggings and imprisonments would 
have been spared, as well as the father’s heart- 
rending remorse. 
The youth now advanced toward manhood. 

When about the age of fifteen, he was taken 
with a violent, but Platonic passion, for a lady 
more than forty years of age, and the mother of 
five children, the oldest elder than himself. His 
paroxysms of fury now became frightful; he 
made several attempts to destroy himself; but 
in the very torrent and whirlwind of his rage, 
if this lady would allow him to_sit at her feet 
and lay his head on her knee, he would burst 
into tears and go off into a sound sleap, wake 
up perfectly calm and composed, and looking 
up into her face with lack-lustre eye would 
say, ‘Pityme ; T can‘t help it.” 

Soon after this period he began to squint, 
and was rapidly passing into hopeless idiocy, 
when it was proposed by Mr Cline to apply 
the trephine, and take away a piece of bone 
from the s'ull in a place where there appeared 
to be a slight depression.  « The indication is 
very vague,’ said he, ¢ and we should not be 
justified in performing the operation but in a 

must otherwise fall a sacrifice.” 
It was done, and from the under gunrfice 

grew a long spicula of bone piercing the brain ! 
He recovered, resnmed his attachment to his 
brother, and became indifferent to the lady. 
The disease which which led to those terrible 

! results had its origin in a blow on the head with 
the end of a round ruler—one of the gentle re- 
primands then so common with schoolmasters, 

New Works. 

From ‘the Tiara and the Turban, 

Till. 

ANECDOTES OF THE SLAVE MARKET 
AT CONSTANTINOPLE: 

A fur Abyssinian now made her appearance. 
She passed over the threshold of the cell with 
the unsteady step of one that was ill, or under 
the pressure of mental agony as deprived her of 
perfect consciousness of what was passing. 
Fortitude, the power of the soul by whioh her 
sex have often conquered the more terrible 
judgments of fortune, under which ren, whom 

we s2¢ superior - in active, rather than passive 
virtue, have bowed down the head and yielded 

up thespirit, was plainly struggling with disad- 
vantage aguast the feelings that should be natu- 
ral to every human being, when subjected to 
crael insult, and to a degree of contempt scarce- 
ly shown by the same wiovsters, to. creatures 
beneath us in the scale of the Craator’s works. 

She seemed, however, as she felt. the full ef- 

fects of the air, a little to regain her self-posses- 
sion; and she seated herself at the corner of the 
form without. It was the first moment that { 
saw the bitterness of slavery; and who is ther 
so _ammoveable, that would not have turned 
from the reality, with at least as much sympa- 
thy as that which possessed our great sentimen- 
tal writer, when he turned from the pictures 
which his fancy, when awakened by the poor 

By 8. 8. 

| whom she had been bought at ¢ 

Had they taken this step ear- + 

her appearance had interested me, that} wae 
very desirous of knowing, if possible, her histo- 

| TY, or at least so much of it, asi 
related to her being now here: and while ree 4 
inquiries were making, I perceived distinct 
changes come over the countenance, and featur- 
es of the fair Abyssinian, which partook less of 
the self possession which secined a” moment 

{ before triumphant over sufferings, which might 
{ be such as no physieal appliances or tortures 
could inflict. What did she now indeed feel ? 
What was the character of those feelings whieh 
her feelings pourtrayed? What shonld be the 
passion that was working within her? A little 
tale, which embraces the principal incidents of 
her history, as it was related by the commum- 
cable Hebrew, is the only explication that could 
be obtained. We were told by the Is- 
raelite, that she had been brought from Abysei- 
nia, at the very age of first womanhood, and, 
that she was, at least, among the two of three 
first taken into the harem of a young Bey, for 

his very market 
—that she had there remained about 15 or 36 
yg however short the period that she 

d been the special favorite of the harem, she 
had lived happily enough, even amidst yo 
favorites, until now—that she had been sent 
sale, by him whom she had not seen since she 
heard the news of her crael fate—to be sold for 
his account! —that this was the third day of ber 
exposare for that purpose—that no one had 
offered to purchase her, although she was to be 
sold for whatever might be obtained—that the 
nominal price which had been put upon her was 
the same as that which was asked for the oung 
negro girls with which the Jew had Place his 
and she had nothing to hope but their comston 
fate, which is, usually, to perform the meanér 
domestic offices, or to attend upon you 
beauties in such an apartment as tht B40] 
had, doubtless, so long adorned. Ad pw 

Yet she could not but be beautifu) still, in the 
eyes of every one whose natural feelings were 
not weakened, through the excesses thal are 
practised by the more faithful of the children 
of their most amatory prophet It was not 
necessary to kuow any more of her history, to 
account for the feelings that had been visible 
in her countenance when she came from the cell. 
From the secret contemplation of exces of 
degradation and misery, her mind had been 
suddenly awakened to the near prospect of ie 
reality. It was impossible to dwell longer 
upon a case of such shocking interest } and we 
passed on. As we proceded, we eame 10 ‘a 
stall, unfurnished without, with any victim of 
the barbarous traffic. But 1 perceived a white, 
or nearly white, woman within, who was eit- 
ting upon a stone, or mud bench, dressed: and 
veiled after the manner of the Armeniang, ard 
with a young child in her arms. . She gat direct 
ly opposite the door 5 and, with her head bent 
she seemed to have her eyes fixed upon. the 
ground. But as we approached the entrance 
of the cell, she raised her head, and regarded 
us ; yet it was but for, a moment, and ‘¢he 
resumed her formerattitude. The Jew vender 
would have called her'to come forth, as had 
been done with the other 3 but I had seen en- 
ough, and did not wish another of her kind «to 
be tortured before our eyes. Ae 

Fom Travels in North America, by C. Lyell. 
THE CONDITION OF SLAVES IN THE 

UNITED STATES. £ v5 
Arriving often at a late hour at our quarters 

in the evaning, we heard the negroes singi 
loudly and joyously in chorus after their day's 
work was over: On one estate, about forty. 
black children were brought up daily before the 
windows of the planter‘s house, and fed in 

ease in which we cannot do any harm ; he ; sight of the family, otherwise, we were told, 
the old women who have charge of them might, 
in the absence of the parents, appropriate part 
of their allowance to themselves. All the 
slaves have some animal food daily. When 
they are ill- they sometimes refuse to take me- 
dicine, except from the hands of the master or 
mistres; and it is of all tasks the most delicate 
for the owners to decide when they are really 
sick, and when only shammying from indoleace. 
After the accounts I had read of the sufferings 
of slaves, I was agreeably surprised to find 
them, in general, so remarkably cheerful and 
light hearted. Tt is true that I saw no gangs 
working under everscers on sugar-plantations, 
but out of two millions and a half of slaves in 
the United States, the larger proportion are en- 
gvged in such farming occupations and domes- 
tic services a8 I witnessed in Georgia and South 
Carolina. ¥ was often for days together with 
negroes who served me ns guides, and found 
thein as talkative and chajty as children, asu- 
ally bozsting of their master's wealth, and their 
own peculiar merits, At aninnin Virginia, a 
female slave asked ns to guess for how many 
dollars a years was let out by ber owner, 
We namod a small sum, but she “told ns exul- 
tingly, that w much under the mark, for 
the landlord pui y dollurs, or ten guineas a 
year for her hi 700d hurr red butler, at 
another inn in the tute Lok care to tell 
me that his owner g ty pounds a year for 
him wweardess of a steam ship 
was ut great pains to tell us her value, and how 

she oame } the 10 of Queen Vistoria. 

set that the dollars are not 
ardly rofeain from smiling 
licity with which they ex- 

L the high price set on 

or, is a fair test of 
1 moral worth, of whieh 

they have just reason to feel proud, and ther 
pride is at least free from all sordid and mer- 
cenary considerations. We might even sav 
that they labour with higher motive than tbe 

I 
mre. 

El 

"The coloure 


