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THE GLEANER; &c 345 
learned that her mission was to bless the hu. 
man race, but that, powerful as they were, 

\ could be effected without the co-opera. 
ton of those to whom they were seat. 

Strange to say, they were most praised when 
tbsent. ~ Every one theoretically acknowledged 
their worth, and agreed in admiring their beau- 
ty, but few cherished them ; some seemed stu- 
vidly unconscious) of their presence, and ma- 
ny grossly abused them to their faces; but the 
sna He backs were turned, they wee 

praised. = Nothing was enjoy: 
Without them ; they were sought by sacrifice 
"od pilgrimage ; and if their favor was irreco- 

Dade 55 of selosog days oo gt Facog up of suffering days nights. 
8he of the amaranth crown di om ao 

linger with those her sister had abandoned. She 
uld not remove, but she sanctified their suf- 

and shed an attractive light over them, 
that drew their friends around them even more 

er TT make hens sig'er, 18 1 m id at 
the bidding of Religion. No inferior power 
‘ould detain her after her sister was gone. 

was no habitable on the glebe 
Which the sisters did not visit; but as I nata- 
tally felt most interested in their mission in 

Own country, I here most narrowly obser- 
Yed them, One sad confession truth compels 
0 make. 1saw fewer signs of their friend- 

my own country people than else- 
Where. eir intimates could never be mista- 
ken; there was a certain clearness in their 

8, brightness on their cheeks, elasticity in 
movements, and animation in their voi- 

Ces, that infallibly betokened the proximity and 
favor of the sisters. | 
«Why 1” I asked with some impatience, 
Why this partiality t—why do you so soon 

forget my people, when I see you abroad with 
men and women, in parks, gardens,and 

vn grounds, mainfaining with them a 
life friendship through the seven stages of 

# you follow the poor Swiss mountaineers 
20d dwe|] with them under the shadow of the 
a mountains, faring hard and working hard 

8 hundred years; and you sit down on the 
od side of a street with the lean and hungry 
Aalian beggar, who shou:s and laughs cheerily 
& your side, till the old pilgrim drops from 

bosom iato the grave.” 
di We are not capricious,” they replied, with 
180ity ; “we are the ordained companions of 
ae race—and -H law superior to us we 

to them till driven away by ignorance, 
» OF abuse. Listen, and learn some of 

tbe reasons that weaken our friendship with 
YOur people, and so ofien expel us from their 
Society ; fot it is they, and not we, who break 
soar re ip nm made between us. 
3 © lure their off ~ ing forth into the open 
A, where the sun sen its heat their 

frames, and here the fresh breath 
ven may light their eyes aad color their 

Cheeks. You will hear our voices mermly ring- 
{02 wherever they are fonnd coursing down the 
ey hills in winter, and loudest and blithest are 

1 

: We among the skaters on the mooulit lake. 

the village green with the first, and we linger 
last. We follow them to the wood- 

bo brush off the dew from their early foot- 
jo welcome them abroad on a bright frosty 
with oo 40d bravely face the winter's wind 
ks dite Nor do we desert the children of 
od ed it rightly welcomed there—if treated 
be {5.4 hours and temperate meals. But they 
with trundle their hoops through the parks 
olin Us—we are stifled in close i 
ate ao HE by the litle victims while their heads 

pe om dp WRU sehosi, oom for 
urs—we cannot 

breathe in dormitories wit forty pair of lungs 
1haling oyer and over again an exhausted at- 
eu ephere—our hearts would die within us if 

Mpelled to walk in the funeral processions of 
boarding achool girls. Our lives are in the 
bi 8lr, Those who wouldst have our con- 
wa prence, our heartiest love, must follow 

eld. One of your poets has said— 
“God made the country, and man made the 3 wd town hd 

phy ay, God ordained the out-deor life, and 
0 the in-door. 

vente PLY those who are condemned by con- 
on onal life, or the artificial condition of so- 
ther? 10 violate some of our laws; but while 

Y Yeapect and cherish us, we do not utterly 
os them. We have been driven away from 
ld hard-tasked and ill-fed operatives of the 

Id, but we are on very good terms 
¢ buxom, light-hearted, (because lightly 

N in your manufactories. Te!l them 
to ore for us: if they will come oftener abroad 
laboye us, we will send them back to their 
B With fresher spirits and prettier looks 
You. Cannot endure without us after youth. 
wy Very young women are beautiful, but vod their Jouth and Kesha their ya 

irtuous through all stages 
Acknowledge them to be, but without us 
F very goodness is often a toil and wearis 

woulq Were they but true to us, their smiles 
: be Spontaneous, and their well-doings 

py nt. 
OU see we never desert those who live in 

edip Pe" air, whether they browse on coarse 
they <% OF fare smptuoaaly every day; whe. 

be clothed in fine linen or in rags; 
in po OU €Xpect us to house ourselves with you 
Ng ted toa degree that sears your 
very oilames your eyes, and dries away the 
they fountains of life. * Pardon our frankness,” 
for Otlinued, pointing to some shallow vessel 
Tegepynioual purification ; “look at the broad 

. of water and fonts in our tem- 
Plogeh c, cannot abide these things, You ree 
Imp but our alienation from your 
me, our fault. All classes and conditions 
Uteg © You reject us. We offer to give glag- 

© the days of your students, and refresh. 

if
s 

tions of our friendship, and languish and stupify 
over their books. Yeur sedentary men are deaf 
to our warning and invitations, and before half 
the term of life 1s epent, they are weary and 
wasted, und disappear, leaving half their tasks 
undone. Your ts, knowing we hate 
the whole brood of care, heap anxiety oh 
anxiety, and toil on toil, till, bending under an 
accumuletion of riches or poverty, it matters 
little which, they turn to seek our favor, and 
find an impassable gulf between us: ’ 
“We seck rural life, and trudge afield with 

your farmer ; but, alas ! we have complaints to 
make of him. We have again and again de d 
clared our antipathy to fresh bréad and hot 
cakes, and yet he asks us to breakfast on them. 
We repair to his meridian meal, and he offers 
us hard salted meat and fried messes ; and 
when we join the pleasant gathering round the 
tea table, we are Som pis to fly for our 
lives from poisonous sweetcakes and sweet 
meats.” 
“But surely,” said I, “you have devoted 

friends among our people. There are colleges 
endowed to train your mini and every 
paper we read is filled with ises 10 restore 
to your society and friendship, all who, by any 
accident, misfortune, or fault, have lost them. 
Every town has innumerable arsenals. Every 
village has its storehouse filled with philters 
and charms, which these, your ministers, pro- 
fess so to compound and administer, as to res. 
tore your gladdening presence to every mortal 
that seeks you.” 
A sad smile over the sisters’ faces, 

and the elder, drawing near to me, said, in a 
subdued voice, “Save us from our friend; 
wisdom, skill and virtue, some of them 
but they work in the dark ; and though they 
now and then make some fortunate guesses, 
they have made few discoveries. They have 
been well compared to a watchmaker, who 
should attempt to repairs watzh of which he 
could not see the machinery. Besides, among 
these our professed frie are a mass of igno- 
rant pretenders, and in their hands these charms 
and philters are deadly poisons, and those to 
whom they are given stumble and plunder on 
after us with stifiened joints, weak and wither. 
ing limbs, sunken cheeks, loosened teeth, 
a ing jaws, and allthe pains and aches which 
flesh is heir to. 
“ But,” she concluded, the light shadow that 

had fallen on her joyous face passing from it, 
“the condition of your race here and else. 
where is improving, and these evils will vanish 
before the p of experience, knowledge 
and virtue, ‘The time is coming when we 
shall have a league of friendship with you 
from the breezy hills of the North, to the or- 
ange groves of the South ; then will we give 
life to life, and make it the happy and profita- 
service God intended it to be.” 
Who were these sisters 7 All ye of the 

cheek and strong heart answer from 
your own hadpy consciousness, ** Health and 
Cheerfulness.” 

From Graham’s Magazine. 

THE MOUNTAIN SANCTUARY. 
Sk, through yon verdant hills, 
That heaveaward pointing spire! 

Hark to that bell! whose echoed tones 
In distant vales expire. ; 

There late no outward sign 
The Christian reared to heaven ; 

Nor voice of pealing Sabbath bell 
To waiting ears was givea. 

But, in calm majesty, 

Those mountains mutely told 

His name, whose hand omnipotent 
Laid their foundations old! 

His praises there alone 

From mountain streams were heard, 

Or in the heaven-taught melody 
Of the wild forest bird. 

Those hills and flowery dells 
The dark eyed Indian knew, 

And oft amid their giant pines 
His swift winged arrow flew : 

He buried there his dead 

Beside the crystal stream, 

That long its murmuring voice might sound 
The huater’s requiem. 

Yes, "neath that grassy knoll 

The perished Indian sleeps ; 

Whilst o’er his dust the white man now 
His Christian Sabbath keeps. 

From theace the pious hymn 
Asceads in mellow tone, 

And there is broke the bread of life 
To such as Christ doth own. 

I see a little flock 

In Sunday robes attired, 
Gathering from cultured fields around 

To list the word inspired. 

Those “ rocks and vales” now hear 

The glad * church going bell”— 
Whose tongue of chimes and rites 
A century’s tale might tell. 

Long may its peal be heard 
Those towering hills among, 

And long within those humble courts 
The Sabbath’s holy song : 

And he whose blessing shuns 
The temples of the proud, 

Will o’er that sanctuary spread 
10 their nights, but they refuse the condi- His presence * in the cloud.” 

oa + ¥rom the Boston Atlas. 

PENCILLINGS OF POLITICIANS. 

BY A COSMOPOLITAN. 
Véry few, indeed, of the countléss multitude 

who visit.the great world of Londons, either fox 
business or pleasure, omit 10 {embrace the op- 
portunity of attending the debates in the two 
Houses of Parliament, and of becoming ac- 
queinted with the personal pean of those 
with whose names, through the medium of the 
public journals, they have already been made 
forfiiliar. © But as thereare many in this ¢ountry 
who never have, and in all probability, never 
will, cross the Atlantic, 1 have been induced, 
at the request of several readers of those sketch 
es, to iniroduce to them a few of the promi- 
nent speakers in the British Parliament, espe- 
cially those whose pames are familiar on this 
side of the water. ) 

It is by no means, I am sorry to say, so easy 
a matter to procure admission into the Houses 
of Parliament in England, as it is to get into 
the Halls of Legielation in America. Unlessan 
order from a member of the Lower House be 

ined, the doors of the *Cemmons” are 
closed against the petitioner for entrance ; and 
to enter the. House of Lords, a Peer’s order is 
necessary, and that is by no means easily pro- 
curable. Indeed, hundreds of individuals are 
debarred the privilege of entry, from sheer ina- 
bility to procure the necessary documents ; and 
many will not inzur the risk of a refusal, from 
& purse proud member, or a haughty lord. 
My first visit to the councils of the British 

Nation was paid before the old Houses of Par. 
liament were burned down. I did not knowso 
‘much about legislative assemblies then as I do 
now, and in my greenness supposed shat the 
sitting of a Parliament was a very grave and 
dignified affair indeed. Provided with an order 
from the Member in Parliament from my native 
city, 1 presented it at the doorway of the gal- 
lery, and after sundry squeezings, and many 
vigorous efforts, 1 managed to wriggle into a 
back seat in the gallery allotted to the public, 
and from whence 1 had a tolerable view of the 
house and its members. 
“ What a bear garden !” was my exclamation 

of surprise, as I looked down on the 
norable house. It was an oblong apartment, 
ill lighted and badly ventilated ; on the walls 
were hungold tapestries,which more resenibled 
the refuse of a rag shop, than anything else. 
In a chair, at the upper end, sat the 8 er, 
grotesquely attired in a wig, and on either side 
of the apartment were arranged benches,placed 
parallel with the side walls—in the centre of 
the house was an open space. 
The members and supporters of the govern- 

ment sat on one side of the House, and the 
Oppotition party on the other. Some were 
loliing listlessly on their seats—many were 
stretched, at their full length, asleep, on the 
back benches—some were conversing—and all, 
with the exception of the member addressing 
the House, bad their hats on. A member was 
making a speech, but not a word of his address 
could I hear, owing to the multitudinous noises 
which assailed my ears; it was to me all dumb 
show. Now an honorable member would imi- 
tate the crowing of a cock—then the barking 
of a dog would create a peal of laughter—cries 
of “oh! ho!” and * hear! hear!” were every 
moment heard—and what with all this, and 
the noises made by continually entering and 
departing members, the confusion was such 
that all my ideas of the dignity of ¢ Parliament’ 
were at once scattered 10 the winds. 
On that particular evening the celebrated 

Radical, Cobbett, happened to speak, I looked 
at him with great interest, of course. He was 
a tall, well built, portly man, with a good hu- 
movured face, a keen grey eye, and white hair, 
He was dressed in nankeen trowsers, and had 
on a coat and waistcoat of some light material, 
On the bench beside him, wae his famous 
white hat. He spoke unaffectedly, and to the 
point, using no effort, and without any appa- 
rent attempt at display. No one, who was 
unacquainted with him, would have supposed 
him to be the bitter and vigorous political wri- 
ter—and I believe itis generally acknowledged 
that he failed as a Parliamentary speaker. 
Henry Hunt was also ia the House, but he 

did not eay anything. 1aadbut a slight glimpse 
of the celebrated mob orator, and should have 
retained, at the present time, but a very uncer- 
tain recollection of him had it not been for the 
following circumstance, 

In the year eighteen hundred and thirty 
three, I was staying with a friend of mine, 
a tradesman, at his house, in one of the mar- 
ket towns of Somersetshire—and one day, 
whilst standing at the door of his thop, he di- 
rected my attention to a gentleman who was 
walking on the other side of the street. The 
stranger was upwards of six feet high, with a 
fresh, country, pure red and white complexion, 
hair white as the driven snow, and a form, 
which, at one time, must have been very 

werful. His face wore a plesan! smile, and 
is bearing was quite gentlemanly. It was 
Hunt ; he had then quitted Parliament, and 
was travelling on his business, he being an 
extensive manufacturer of the noted ‘ Match- 
less Blacking.,” He called, in the course of 
the moruing, at my friend’s shop, and accep~ 
ted of his inyitation to spend the evening—and 
a pleasanter time I have seldom passed ; for 
Mr. Hunt's career had been a very event- 
ful one, and he was full of anecdote res- 
gore the various celebrated men of his 
ay. ; 
He wag very bitter against Mr. now Sir 

Robert Peel, and told us that on one occa: 
sion the latter had in his place in Parliament, 
twitted him with being a tradesman. I was 
not in my seat, remarked Hunt, when the re- 
mark was said, but 1 soon after entered the 
house, and some one told me what Peel had 
said of me. So I rose, and admitted the fact 
that Iwas a Blacking Manufacturer ; and ad- 

hoe’ 

’ the Chancellor’s eye, 

ded “1 am the first of my family who ever 
was a tradesman. but the honorable mem- 
ber is the first of his, who ever was’ a gentle. 
man.” 5! : y ee 3 
He hated O'Connell with a perfect hatred, 

and said that he was the greatest hypocrite 
breathing. 

1 forget now half of the anecdotes and tales 
he told us, but they were very interesting. He 
had’ a quick perception of the ludicrous, and 
told a story well; but he was vain of his own 
deeds, and of the power which he once pos- 
sessed. | His description of the famous Peter- 
loo massacre was very graphic; but it would 
possess little interest here, and I take leave of 
Hunt, only remarking, thatin a few months 
after 1 met him he wes struck down by 
apolexy, whilst. travelling in his chaise, and 
died in a few hours afterwards. : 

Since the burning of the Houses of Parlia~ 
ment, the place in which the business of the’ 
nation has been transacted was built for mere~ 
ly temporary use. During the great Reform 
Debates, ¥ was fortunate enough to procure a. 
Speaker's order, which admitted me to the bo- 
dy of the House, or at least to that part. of it 
situated under the gallery, allotted to the nse ' 
‘of the Public. Occasionally, too, I ensconced 
myself in the Reporter’s gallery, as Iwas inti- 
mate with some of the forimen connected 
with the morning journals ; and I will venture 
to assert, that for genuine humour, real fun, 
and rollicking amusement, there is no place, 
fring a duil debate, 10 be compared with the 

eporters’ quarters—during a brisk fight below, 
there 1s, of course, time for little else than 
quill sieving, z g 

. By far the beet Reporters on ‘he London 
Press are Irishmen ; all of them, of course, 
well educated, and many of them members “of 
learned prefessions. Occasionally they play 
oft their jokes on any unfortunate who may 
enter on their sacred precincts—one of 
the best I have heard of I will just “men. 
tion, ¥ ¢ 
A few years since, a member of the Society 

‘of Friends, by some mean or other, got 1ato 
the Reporter's gallery. In the course of the 
debate to which he was listening, a long pause 
occurred, and one of the Reporters breke the 
silence of the House, by calling out, at the top 
of his voice, “a song from the Speaker |” 
Such an infraction of the rules of the House 
caused, of course, the greatest surprise ; and ox 
the motion of a member, the Sergeant-at-Arme 
was despatched to the Gallery, for the purpose 
of taking the offending individual into custody, 
On the officer entering the Reporter's box, the 
wag who had been the cause of the disturbance 
slyly pointed out the delinquent ; and the dis- 
ciple of Fox was immediately taken into custo- 
«dy, from which he was not releaced util an 
explanation of the affair was made. ¢ 

Let us suppose ourselves in the House of 
Lords, during some interesting debate, We 
are crowded together below the bar, but can, 
nevertheless, obtain pretty fair glimpses of the 
Peers. The Lord Chancellor (Cottenham), 
wigged and gowned, is sitting on the wool- 
sack, (a huge pack, covered with scarlet cloth) 
and before iim lies the mace, and, enclosed in 
its bag the great seal of England, of which, by 
virtue of his office, he is the keeper. Near 
him sit the twelve Judges, all in their scarlet 
robes, trimmed with ermine ; and at his side 
are the lawn sleeved Bishops. The Peers are 
dressed in plain clothes, as they always are 
indeed, excepting on the occasions of the 
Queen's opening, proroguing, or dissolving 
Parliament. We may recognise several of 
them by the resemblance they bear to certain 
personages in the varicatures of H. B. or 
Punch. For instance, look at that tall, ungainly 
looking figure, which leans carelessly against 
the back of the bench. Mark those strapless 
trousers, of dark check—those unblacked boots 
—that rusty, ill cut coat—that volumindus 
neck cloth, in whose folds the chin ia half bu 
ried ; a glance at that hat, which covers the 
owner of those shabby habiliments, and, with 
out a glimpse of the face beneath it, you ean- 
not make a mistake about the Lord who isso 
busily employed in reading, perhapsa report 
of one of his own speeches, in the Limes. 
Most probably he is, or fancies himself to be, 
misreported—for see how furiously his eyes 
twinkle, how nervously agitated are his brows 
—how his mouth describes all imaginable an- 
gles and curves, and how that *“ little probos- 
cig” of his writhes, as if in mortal agony. 

See, he springs to his feet, and having caught 
be raps the paper vio 

lently with the back of his right hand, whilst 
the words * breach of privilege,” are over und 
over again uttered. It is Brogham—whg else 
on earth can it be 7 ‘“ None but himself can 
be his parallel.” And he vehemently hours 
forth a denunciatory flood ‘against and emp- 
ties all the vials of his wrath upon tbe unlucky 
print, whilst hispcompeers sit, regarding him 
with mingled admiration and amusement. 

[To be Continued.] 

Keen RETorT.—A learned clergyman ia 
Vermont was accosted in the following man- 
ner, by an illiterate preacher who despised 
education—* Sir, you have been to a college, 
1 suppose. * Yes Sir,” was the reply. ‘1 am 
thankful, replied the former °that the Lord 
bas opened my mouth to preach without lear- 
ning.’ * A similar event,’ replied the latter, 
“took place in Balaam’s time ; but guch 
things are of rare "occurence. at the pregent 
day.” ’ 
HR man being asked by his 

neighbour how his wife did, made This answer: 
—¢ Indeed, neighbour, this case ig pitiful ; my 
wife fears that she will die, and I fear she 
will not, which thakes a desconsolate house.’ 

ReviGron and Virtue, our best support and 
highest honor, confer oa the principles of no- 
ble independence. 


