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THE GLEANER,&ec.
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rllllt emperor broke the window upon which
0 had inscribed such heresy.”

Now Julia was a bewitching little coquette,
Playing with the hearts of her admirers as she
would a game at cavde, winning and loosing
them at pleesure ; yet she could not refrain
?;I blushing =t this apt sarcasm of her sis-

*“ True, Sis, T am a miracle of constancy,”
""Plled; “but it is constancy all wasted
0on fickle man, henceforth ¢ Pil none of it.’

Ow tell me, aunt,” she continued, turning to
4 elderly lady who was smillingly listening to

tonversation of the two girls; « tell me,
you not think for all this slander which

e has just eited, that woman is much more
Sonstant then man? Did you ever know one
ofthe self styled ¢ lordly sex,’ netwithstanding

It boasted superiority, that was not as fond
o Pursuing u pretty face as a child is of chas-
I8¢ u hutterfly, and if at length he succeed in
hiiching the ‘poor thing, now that it is his own,

4 the same child he scarcely gives a second
l.“'e but is off again in pursuit of others; - O

‘!?lllhl to repay them as they deserve!”

e 0 you mean to compare yoursell to 2
Ay then ¥’ archly asked Anne.

Julia playfully tapped the rosy cheek of her
e r2 23 her aunt replied :

i There is but too much truth, I admit, Ju-

%, ia your illustration, yet I have known in-
€08 of man’s devotion, which for siacerity,

PUity, agd gll enduring faithfulness, might

wenge even that of woman,”

the o® must mean that of Jacob for Rache}

h B, qunty,” gaid Julia, *“ for such an anoma-

Y bas surely not existed since the days of the

Patriarchy 1

be If you will sit down balfan hour,” replied

T aunt, « | will relate to yeu one example of
W's fidelity under circumstances which I am

] "'ill cause you to modify at least your
re.”

* 0, a story—a stery—just like you, aunty,”

od Anne, ** always som=thing interesting to
el ny—do begin. But are you sure now,
dear ’unt, that it is really a true story 1”

“ Yes, my dear, it is a true story,” replied
".f Auat, laughing at the earnestness of her 1a-
fuirer, « and the parties were both well known
."'."- Shall I commence 1’ !

yes, yes!” exclaimed both the girls, and
the good lady thus began:

. Mt Dana, ‘a wealthy and highly respectable
Silizen of one of our southern cities, was a de-
Yoted lover, aad promoter of the Fine arw;

' his enceuragement and liberality many

A child of genius, to whom fortune had proved
Rigrardly, was indebted for pass-money to the
emple of Fame. Of these was a young man

Y the name of Irwin, whom chance had intro-

¥¢ed to hisaequaintance and sympathy.

. Fond of exercise, Mr. Dana frequently re-
ieved the confinement consequent upon his
Profession as a lawyer, by long rambles into

© country, and it was one oi these occasi-
8 which led to the acqusintance I have men-
Yoned, Qae afternoon, haviog strolled rather

rther than was his custom, he was overtaken

Y & sudden shower and obliged to seek for

elter in ltﬁ: nearest habitation. This proved

e a emall cottage standing at no great dis-
®age from the roazd-sidc. Y g

Although every object within told of the
':"‘ humble poverty, yet with it there was

l‘;deq an air of neatness and evem taste,
;:o g;' but rarely found linked with penury.
sehich or of the only apartment sppareutly

o dthe house contained, was cleaaly scour-
Wh'.t: sanded—g few chairs—a pine table on

lm 8iood 2 vage of freshly culled flowers—
& low bed fasltlessly spread with coarse but

&L covering, and a few utensils for cooking,
Sompleted the furniture, while the light of the
ae little window was softened by the close fo-

¢ of a hop-vine trained across.

Yet what immediately attracted the “obser-
vhion of Mr Duna, was a piece of coarse can-
Ves siretched upon a rude frame at one end of
e apartment, upon which, sketched apparen-

Y with red chalk, were the outlines of a land-
®ape  Coarse and unfinished asit was, it was
Mot wapleasing ; and the quick eye of Mr Dana
once detected marks of no very ordiusry
8eQiva. Upon inquiring to whom it belonged,
N ® woman of the house, of neat and respecta-

® appearance, informed him it was the work
p er only son, adding, with a sigh, that ehe

*ared hie fondness for drawing ‘would prove
M8 ruin, as haviog no means of pursuing it to
"Mprovement, or advantage, and that in his
Srong prediliction for the art, he at times en-
:"Ql! neglected all those duties upon ' which
*pended their support. She acknowledged,
OWever, that to please her he would cast aside
i favouriie employment for months together,
Yot never seemed happy untii she herself,
"Blmd of his impatience, would at length beg
“:"l o return to his heart’s prized plea-

m“f Dana found himself much interested in
€ &ccount the woman gave of her darlingson
8 struggling on through poverty against the
S lawardly consuming him—repelling fot her

ke the fondest desire o his heart—for her

© crushing the germ of inborn genius which

Seeded but the fostering care of some kindly
8ad 1o ripen into beautious fruit! Giving the

:“lhn his address, Mr Dana bade her send
f %on 10 him, and thanking her for her hoe-

Bueliy, withdrew.

"h'l Wwas some moaths after this occurrence,

'hleh was almost forgotten by Mr Dane,

N;n one day youxg Irwin presented himsslf

n Ote him, and with modest demeanor refer-
B¢ 1o the conversation which the former had

°; d witn his mother, stated that he hed now
"N 10 request his assistance. His mother
4 dead, and e was now resolved 1o pursue
calling for which he was confident Nature
goed him.

. Charles Trwin must then have been about
‘e yoars of age, with = cevatenance

beariog the impress of @ soul—indeed hia lofty
brow and dark flashing eye needed no other
guaraniee with the enthusiastic Mr Dana, and
1t is therefore needless to say that he met with
every encouragement a generous heart could
prompt. Three yeers from that time l'o_und
ihe young artist ranking high in his profeesion,
and the affianced husband of the Jovely Laura,
the only child of his patron. The hand of
Miss Dana wasa boon which even the moet
distinguished, either from talents or wealth,
might have been justly proud to obtain—but
her heart had chosen, and Mr Dana valued the
happiness ot his daughter too dearly to make
an’ 1nstant’s demur, and he therefore unhesitat-
ingly crowned all the benefits bestowed upon
the young artist with that priceless treasure,
his child.

It was about this period that 1 became ac-
quainted with the charming Laura. Hope en-
circled her young heart with its beautifal rain-
bows, and Joy therein danced as sprighily
to the music of Love and Heppiness:

The past was as some pleasant dream, yét
fading dimly under present pleasures, and the
future was 48 a bright day dawning in June.
And she had a right to be happy—her charae-
ter was as faultless as her person—ihe only
child of doting parents, whose wealth enabled
them to bestow upon her education ali those
accomplishments which her fine taste and
imagination prized —moving in refined society,
beloved by all who knew her, it was no wonder
she was bappy.

At sighteen Laura might have passed for a
blue stocking, for with all the solid branches of
learning she was proficient—music and paint-
ing her delight, while through her ardent love
of etudy, she made herself acquaiated in their
own language with she best writers of the
French and Italian school. But her sweet
modesty, her unafiected diffidence of her own
superior acquirements, only made her loveli-
ness still more attractive.

The happiness of this young pair, with dis-
positions and tastes =o congenial, was truly
pleasant to behold, and if ever life to mortale
wore an aspect of gladness, to them did the
future gush forth as it were in soags of repwre.
Happinee, alas, naver to be reslized! Visions
of bliss toosoon shrouded by despair! Prepa-
rations were already making for the marriage
of Irwin and Laura—for the union of so much
loveliness and excelience, to excellence equal
return, when one morning the latter- left home
for the purpose of visiting the poor Irish fa-
mily, who fer a long time had been supported
solely by the bounty of her father. For some
weeks nothing had been heard from them, and
thinking they might perhaps be illand reguire
assistance, Laura set forih alone upon her mis-
sion of charity.

Upon arriving at the house, she fewnd the
doors and windows, although 1t was midsum-
mer, tightly closed, and without stopping to
knock, she gently opened the front door and
eutered. One glance disclosed the whole
wretched scene. Sickness end death were
there. Already was Laura &t the bed side of

babe in her arms, when the physician sudden-
ly entered the room. At sight of Laura bend-
ing over the bed of the miserable sufferer, he
started with surprise, then hastily snatchiag
the child from her, exclaiming :

* Good God, my dear young lady, do you
know where you are! Leave the house, |
entreat, immediately ;” then seizing her by the
arm he hurried her forth into the street, say-
ing—

“ This wretched family have the Small Pox
in its worst form, and two_have already fallen
victime to its virulence. Pray God, my dear
Miss Dana, no evil may result to you {rom this
dangerous exposure ¥’

Pale with comsternasion and afiright, Laura
hestened heme, and with thet prodest fore.
thought ko natural to her characier, at once
made known to her parents aznd lover, the
danger to which she had unconsciously expos-
ed herself. Every measure which could be
used to avert the contagion was put in practice
—but of no avail. Ths= fatal symptoms soon
made their appesrance in the most dreaded
form ; and for weeks poor Laure languished at
the gntes of death. To paint the distress of
her agonized parents would be imposaible,
Day or night they forsook not the bed-side of
their suffering child, while smitten with grief
and apgrehension, although not allowed to be-
hold the object of his dearest afiections, young
Irwin never for @ moment left the house, but
rémained anxiously waiting every hour for
tidings of her safety. The prayers of so many
fond hearts were at length answered ; the dis-
order took a more favourable aspect, and in a
‘few days it was announced by her physician
that ehe would recover.

Poor Laura! she did recover, it is true—but
no person, save her fond mother, ever looked upon
her face again!

Horrible indeed were the ravages this dread-
ful disorder had committed upon beauty so
charming, as if revelling 1n the matchless Jove-
liness 118 tovch corrupted. Her eyes, those
beantiful eyes, mirroring forth so truly the puri-
ty of her soul, were n=arly destroyed, and her
features, once 8o, radiant with happiness,
changed almost to, loathsomeness, Laura
krnew shie was changed—she felt it in the shiver
convulsing the frame of her mather as she
hung speechless over her, aadiu the scaldigg
tear which unbidden fell upon her cheek. Bat
she bore her misfortune like an angel, as she
was, and ‘even chided her mother, effectionate-
ly; thas she indulged such grief oa her acconat.

* Weep not, dearest mother,” ssid she to
her one day, ** but rather rejoice: For God in
his gooduess has spared my life that I may,
perhaps,. atone. for. the imany hours I have
thoughtlessly profaned, careless of hie great
Jove and mercy.”

1 will dot dwell upen the seemes which fol«

the poor woman, aud had taken the moaning |

lowed her partial restoration to health, mor
attempt to describe to you the wretchedness
of poor Itwin when he was informed that
henceforth Laura was lost to him—that the
day-spring of his happiness was darkened for-
ever—for she hed announced her inviolable
determination never to be his. Never, she
affirmed, would she bind him te an object &0
helpless as she had now becowe; therefore,
releasing him from all ties, she secluded her-
sell entirely from every one save her parenls
and myself, (for whem she had imbibed the
affection of a sister,) and devoted herselfl to
study and meditation.

Who could read the workings of that young
heart thus suddenly shut out from love and
Hope ! and what resignation—what calmness
did she exhibit !

Her sight was now partially restored, so
that at intervals she could indulge her passion-
ate fondness for reading. It was her custom
to remain alore for many hours in the day,
only admitiing us to her presence late in the
wfternoon or evening, when she always ap-
peared calm and conversed cheerfully. 8he
was ever closely veiled, aud ae¢ her graceful
form had lost none of its symmetry, or her
voice i(s gentle tones, it seemed still more dif-
ficult to reconcile ourselves to this dreadful
unseen mistortune which had robbed society of
its brightest ornament.

In the meanwhile poor Charles had been
on the verge of the grave. Bat of this
Laura knew nothing, and we studiously avoid-
ed speaking his name lest we might inadver-
tenatly betray his dangrrous illness. At leagth
he began slowly ta recover, and came once
more to the dwelling where the object of his
love was buried, for buried she truly was to
him.

One evening I was sitting alone with Laura
—the door was left open to admit the air, for
the afternoon had been very sultry, and direct-
ly opposite, reclining on a iow couch, was
"my poor young friend. She was evidently
laboring under great depression of spirits—1
had sought in vain to cheer her, and at last
, takiog up a volume of Shenstone, I commen-
ced reading aloud some of those truth-drewn
descriptions of rura! life in which I knew she

delighted. Suddenly a step was heard
approaching—DLaura started—a convulsive
i tremor ~sbook her whole frame, for the

quick ear of love had already detected the
footsteps of Irwin—then with & faint motion
of her hand, she bade me close the door, but
ere I could rice from my seat, poor Charles,
pale, haggard, appeared at the entrance.
“ O Laura, Laura,” he exclaimed, rushing to
her ard falling on his knees before her ; *“send
| e not away from you—O drive me not back
| —only let me be near you, dearest—let me
but hear that sweet voice—O speak 0 me—
| speek to me, Laura !”
{ % Dear Charles !” murmured the almost
 fainting girl, clasping the haud of her lover.
Never shall I forget that touching scene. ]
! softly withdrew, and closing the door after me,
. left the lovers alone.
What passed at the interview I never knew,
i but when Irwin joined the family cirele be-
' low, he seemed a changed being. His coun.
| tenance was no longer pale—a bright glow
| suffused his cheeks—smiles were on his lips,
! and joy sparkled in his eyes. It was now un-
+ derstood that henceforth he was to be admip-
ted into the apartment of his beloved Laura,
and from that evening several hours of each
day were paseed in her society.

Their hearts were as pure as their love was
holy. Charles knew she could never be his
, wife—that no more that sweet countenance
would meet his raptured eye—but it was hap-
pineer to be near her—it was joy to licten to
her gentle tones—to watch each motion of her
graceful form, and 10’ know that as in Aer love
existed his happiness, so did his love help to
cheer poor Laura, and render even joyous her
exilement from the world. Such ardent at-
tachmeut, such pure devotion was indeed truly
pleasant 10 witness. He read to her from her
favorite authors—he brought her daily the
choicest flowers—listening with delight to her
conversation, at all times and upon all subjecs
g0 pleasing, and how oiten have | hieard their
sweet voices blended together in songs of holy
praise! When the weather would allow, the
light carriage of Mr. Dana was brought to the
door, and Irwin, leading his dear Laura with
the tenderness of a mother for her babe, would
place her within and then accompany her in
short drives into the country. Upon these oc-
casions how happy she would seem ! The
fragrance of the woods and fields—the singing
of the birds—the goft palmy wind which stole
beneath her silken, veil, all appeared to fill
her heart withgladness, nor was her lover less
happy. :

Charles Irwin was ore of the most engaging
yourg men I ever knew and, in person a type
of manly beauty. Many a fair girl would glad-
ly have attracted his love, and his society was
courted by families of both wealth and distine~
tion. Yet renouncing all these, every mo-
ment he could snatch from his profession was
spent with Laura. Her portrait, such as she
wag when they first met, hung in his studio.
To this his eyes were uplifted, and hers seem-
ed bent upon him with looks of cncourage-
ment and love, while a sweet smile played
around her mouth—this lent energy to his
pencil—and added strength to his endeavors.
No wonder, thus inspired, that he soon had no
rival in his art!

Thus years passed on, bringing no change
in their pure Jives—he cver the same kind, de-
voted lover—she as fond, as gentle, as uncom~
plaining. At length misfortunes began to press
heavily upon Mr. Daua. 'Having entered into
speculations which proved nnfortunate, be was
suddenly reduced from afflnence to poverty,
and now it was that the siuncerity of Charles
Irwin's attatchment attested itsslf. For some

there were, whose hearts, incapable of any
feeling but selfishness, and who therefore conld
not appreciate the purity and truthfulness of
his attatchment, had often accused Irwin of
mercenary motives in his devoted astentione to
Laura, and that as ‘areward for so many years
of patient confinement to the seciety of 2 hope-
less invalid, be indulged the hope of being re-
compensad by recejviing the fortune of Mr.
Dann. Buthow much they were in error ! for
no sooner was he informed of the misfortunes
of his benzfaetor, than collecting. the foripue,
by no meens inconsiderable, which be had
acquired by eteady application to his art, he
hastened at once to Mr. Dana and offered it to
hie aceeptanée ; and from that day “(if pessi-
ble) was even more kind and aitentive te
Laura.

Of her talents I have before epoken, and
now it was that she unlocked and disbursed
from the rich caeket in which they. were ex-
shrined those treasures of her heaven-guided
mind, Her sight would not allow of her. tran-
scribing her beautiful thoughts to paper—it
was Irwin’s pride and pleasure to do this.
Seated by her side he caught her pure theughis
as they fell from her lips, and thos those ume
pretending, but charmiog, effusions were given
to the world. 'No words can express the ples-
‘sure this gave to Laura, not only as being  in-
sirumental in affording pleasure to others, but
ulso that the profits she realized in a pecuniapy
way, enabled her to ensure to her dear parents
those little comforte which their age required,
snd which hebit had rendered necessary,

But this lovely flower, too soon for the hears
around whichshe was entwined, was suddeply
gathered from earth to heaven ! .

One evening, Laura complaining of great
Jnesitude and weariness, we bade hes good
wight at a much ecarlier hour then usual.; 1r-
win was the [ast to leave her, and when he
did so, as he alterwards told me, it was with
an 1rrepressible feeling of sadness. She notie
ced thig depression, for the tremulous tone of
his voiee betrayed his agitation, and extead-
ing hep hend—

* Ggod night, dear Charles,” she exclaimed,
“do not be alarmed—1J shall de well to-mor-
row.”

Alag | when at the dawn of that morrow her
mother softly eotered her chamber, Lacra wase
~dead. 4

1 einnot dwell upon that heart rending event.
Although many years have since rolled oyer
my head, and many sorrows have been mine,
that ggonizing scene is still vividly before me.
The grief of poor Irwin was as deep as his love.
The blow his heart received in her death eould
not be healed—no kindness could chees—~no
sympathy ellieviate his sorrow, and in less
than jhree monthe he followed his beloved
Laura 1o the grave!

My story is done. - And now, my dear Julia,
when you again reproach man as inconstant
and ungrateful to woman’s love, remember
the history of Charles Irwin, and let his fidelity
render you more charitable,

New Works:

From the Journal of a Clergyman.

SCAVENGER DOGS OF LISBON.
The noise made by the dogs is utterly incon-
ceivable by any one who has not spent a night
in Lisbon or Constantinople.  There is every
variety of yelp, bark, whine, how!, and growl,
from the puniest tenor of the turnspit puppy to
the deep bass of the full grown mastiff. They
seem to career through the sireets in pachs,
ltowling ard yelping the whole night long ;
taking especial care, as they run from place to
lace, to leave a turnspit at the corners toyelp
and howl until the main body return, lest the
weary stranger should caich a litle brier repose
in the interval.  They tell me that thousands
have been lately destroyed, chiefly on acconst
of their predilection for the fruit of the vine,
pnd the ravages they are apt to make im the
neighbouring vineyards: Would that thovsands
more had perished before I had the good for-
tone to ligten to their mpsie! Ugly, mangy,
mongrel eurs they are—good for nothing but
devouring filth and destroying grapes. Tt &pe
pears that the Lisbon curs bear the same ¢hg-
facter as exclusives with their fellow ewrs in
the capital of the Ottoman empire, and are
quite ae great sticklers for the integrity of the
territorial system. They have divided the
whole city into distinct eections or warde, each
of which is allotted to & particular set of doge,
and 18 regulagly patrolled by that set alope ;
und so jealous are they of the privileges and
immunities of their particular order, that if any
unhgppy cur should presume to intrude himself
into p domain where he has no legitimate au-
therity, er attemptto bark, howl, or devour
ofizl, or exercise any of the rights of curship,
or handschaft ns a German would term it, be-
yand the bounds of his own set, he is speedity
taught,. by the summary justice of thg outrag-
ed party, that euch violation of the blished
order of things is not to be tolerated With im.
punity, :

An old lady up in Vermont was onee asked
by & ypung clergyman tq what réligious dempi.
nation she belonged. *I don’t know,” says
she, ¢ gnd I don’t care anything about yer de-
nomingtions—for my part I hold on to the ¢id
meeting house.”

¢ My %spected bredren,” eaid a venersbla
looking preacher of the Ethiopian race, *bles-
sed am day dat ’spects nuttin,fordey qint gwine
to be digappointed.”

Why did Marcius leap inte the sulph. at
Rome 1 Because he thought it “qpe good

opening for a young man.




