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From Hogg’s Instructor. 

WHERE IS THE LAND THE 
: SPIRIT LOVES? 
“WHERE is the land the spirit loves? 

Where finds the heart its choicest treasure ? 
“Where, in a new existence, proves 

Unbroken rest, unfading pleasure? 
Where shall the instincts of the mind, 

Those voiceless promptings, point for ‘rest; 
“Or man another Eden find, 

The brightest, fairest, last and best? 

“Beneath the tropic’s fervid sway, 

Where earth in rizh abundance pours 
“Her glowing fruits—where smiles the day 

On golden sands and glittering shores ? 
~Or yonder, where the glorious lays 

Of ancient bards the theme unfold — 

The classic lorg of other days, 
The deathless memories of old ? 

“Or far, by Jordan’s sainted shore, 
Or Siloam's breck, or Salem’s towers, 

Where Israel’s chosen race once more 

Shall pass the consecrated hours? 

i 

Alas? the sunniest lands are stain’d 
With blood in ruthless passion shed, 

- And richest ore has there been gain’d 
Where slaves have toil'd and groan'd, and 

bled. 

And vainly might the poet mourn 

The mould ring wrecks of elder time: 
The spoilers hand hath scathed and torn 
Those tredsures of a storind clime; 

And Jordan’s stream but sadly flows 
Where Zions songs no more are sung, 

And Israel, in his wanderings, knows 

The harp is on the willows hung. 

“But'yet a land the spirit loves 
Exists in its immortal bloom, 

“Where life exults and pleasure moves, 
Apart from time, and past the tomb. 

“Eye hath not seen, nor ear discern'd, 

Grief cannot crush, nor time destroy, 

And earthly sense hath never learn'd 

Its deep and mystic thrills of joy; 
‘And poorly can we picture here, 

By all as yet to mortals given, 
The glories of that distant sphern 

Our brigth’ninz home—our native heaven. 

. From the same, 

PAT MURPHY'S FORTUNE. 
BY H. HASTINGS WELD, 

Dr GrEcory had just returned from an 
-early professional call, ene bitter morning in 
November, On alighting from his-chaise, he 
caught the eyes of his daughter, riveted upon 
-gome object in his equipage, withan expression 
‘of countenance in which pity and mirth seem- 
ed to be straggling for the ascendancy. Torn- § 
‘ing round to see what thus attracted her atten- ; 
tion, the doctor (he was in haste for his break- { 
‘fast) now for the first time perceived a litle 
ragged and barefooted boy, who was hanging at 
-the bits of his horse, with an air of as resolute 
-determination to hold on, as if ‘he had seized 
Bucephalus by the head-stall. Dr Gregory 
was both humana and a humourist, and was in 
particularly good spirits just then, having 
relieved a fellow-creature from intense snffer- 
ing, and received therefor a reasonable fie— 
two events which, conjoined, constitute a phy- 
sician’s happiness; and thongh the good physi- 
cian, like Mr Gregory, would infinitely rather 
muss the last than the first, it cannot be denied 
<hat they are pleasant associate circumstances, 

¢ Hulloa! you little centaur reversed,” ha 
~eried, ¢ who pays you for holding a horse that 
wouldn't run if you whipped Him 2’ 

‘Is it me you mane? It’s the less trouble to 
hold him then if he won't run,’ said the boys 
* and if your honour should forget to give me 
the sixpence I shall be no poorer than I was 
before!’ 

«Ah! ha!" said the doctor, imitating his 

ther the inmates of the happy honschold. Tha 
doctor, though he had two or three young sons, 
was himself the youngest person in his family. 
A mind conscious of rectitude, good bedily 
health, and a most cheerful temper, kept up in 
his spirits the continzal flow of youth. He 
never perwitted himself to be startled ont of 
his equanimity. or made angry by. any trifle, 
and thus, in prosperity never unduly elated, 
and in adversity nei er unreasonably cast down; 
he kept ever cn the sunny side of hfe. To 
such a man, no day was a blank, and no night 
came without pleasant relections. ‘The little 
beguar boy, whose wits had been sharpened by 
poverty, divined so much of his character from 
his manner, and from what was seen and 
heard in the kitchen, that he resolved not to 
lose his acquaintance. Helen, who was dis- 
pased to see how the shivering boy looked afier 
a warm breakfast, returned from the kitchen, 
reporting: 

* Well, father, your little Irish patient says 
he is ready to go now.” 

¢ Irish patient—obh, the little rogue 1 sent in- 
to the kitzhen after his breakfast! Well why 
don’t he go then ?* 

“Because, he says, you would never forgive 
hin, if he left without paying his respects. 
Betty says he is ¢ a dry little stick,” and” my 
own ears have heard that he keeps the kitchen 
in an uproar.” 

“So! well, we might as well laugh too. 
Have him passed up, Helen. 

¢ Now, then,” said the doctor, affecting a ve- 
ry severe look, as Pat awkwardly bowed into 
the room: now, then, young man, what do 
you wish to see me for? 

‘I’m entirely too much like yourself to-for- 
get that, your honour. Sure you don’t give up 
a fat case till you are regularly discharged!’ 

¢ Indeed!’ said the doctor, laughing heartily. 
¢I have a most precocious subject in you, at 

any rate. Pray what have you been doing all 
your ttle life 2’ j 
<Oh, sometimes one thing, 

another.” 
¢ But what were you doing last’ 
¢ lating my breakfast at your expense,’ ans- 

wored Pat. 
Helen lavghed now, and so did her mother, 

but the doctor was puzzled, and only muttered 

and sometimes, 

“¢80-0-0,” as was his custom when in a qoan- 
dary. Pat was a more curious specimen of 
natural history than he had ever met before, 
and the doctor did not know exactly where to 
place him. His wife, who had been looking 
with pity at the lad’s unproteeted feet, bronght 
a pair of one of the children’s shoes, and bade 
Patriek put them on. 

¢ Qh, millia murther!’ shouted Pat, throw- 
ing up both his hands with well-feigned horror. 
“Sure it’s not my mothar’s son would do the 
likes of fhat!’ 

¢ What?’ cried the doetor, astonished at 
what he supposed was the insolent pride of the 
little beggar boy.  ¢ What is it you would net 
do, pray 2’ : 5 

¢ Theres many things T wouldn't de, your 
honour,” said Patr ck, looking roguishly aroand 
the circle whose eyes were now curiously fixed 
upon him. ¢Beantiful teeth your ladyship 
has!” he said to Helen, who closed her lips 
with half a pout at his impertinence, but fost 
all command of them in a clear bell-like laugh, 
as Patadded—< Many things | would not do 
—and one of them is to disgrace the shoes of a 
son of your hononr’s by patting my naked 
feet into them. Sure they never saw the like! 

¢ Give the young scamp a pair of sik hose!’ 
sleated the doctor, as soon as his cachinnstory 
paroxysm permitted. 

¢ Lamb's wool will answer, if yon please, 
ladies,” said the little adventurer, nothing abash- 
ed atthe storm of laughter he had raised. 

¢ Where do you live? Have you a father? 
mother? sisters? a place? do yon want one?” 
said the doctor, hurriedly, rattling one question 
after the other, in order if possible to confuse 
the young hopeful. 

¢ Blind Alley,’ answered Patrick, potting his 
hands behind him, and standing ersct—¢No 
sir. Yes your honour. Five of them. 
1 had. Try me once.’ 

¢ Are you really in distress, or only gham- 
ming?’ 

¢ May be Ishammed hunger! Ask Bety 
if I ato my broakfust—then go znd ask my 
mother and five sisters when they took meat 
enough off the table to fead six, after they had 
done?” i 

¢ Another hint, Mrs Gragory,” said the doctor, 
smiling, © Just load a basket for this little origi- 
nal.” 

Pat was soon fitted out with shoes, warm 
socks, and a basket of broken food. ¢ Now,’ 

brogne, ‘it's a wit you are! Here John, he 
said to the groom, who had now come round, | 
tara the horse into the stable, and this little 4 
savage into the kitchen, and administer some | 
hot coffee, with rolls, and half a pound ef 
chops.” ; 

Dr Gregory, seated at his comfortable break- 
fast with his fimily, soon forgot that such a | 
‘being as little Patrick existed. This wo say 
without scandal to his benevolence; for so man y 
calls were made upon him for professional and 
other aid, that ho fell into the habit of presari- 
bing for temporary ralief, and thinking no | 
mere about the applicants. But his daughter 
Helen, who had youth, charity, and leisore, ! 
took good care that her father’s humane credu- 
lity should never be misdirected or imposed 
upon, so far as she could prevent it; nor did 
she permit it to slumber, when any object 
came under her attention which deserved more 
than the casual notice which served for imme- 
diate assistance. Mrs Gregory was pleased at 
the influence which Helen exerted over her fi 
Aber, and an excellent understanding knit toze- 

said the doctor, © will yon be sure aad come 
back to-morrow morning?’ 

¢ Will a duck swim, your honour? WWill a 
fly come back to the treacle?” 

¢ Be sure then and biing home the basket,’ 
| said Mrs G. 

‘Pll do that thing, and another one too,’ 
said Pat, making them his best bow, ns he 

, backed out ofthe room, wishing them all the 
i top of the morning. 

i Pat hardly reached the street, before hs sat 
' down on the curb-stone Yo put on his shoes. 

<£o-0,.” suid the doctor, watching him from 
the window; Helen!” The daughter came 
and stood beside him.  ¢ Now! continued the 
father, © soe how little is necessary, how easily 
a person may be satisfied, and with how little 
we aught fo be content. A toilet-table, glass, 
and bareau, for somebody’s chamber, when she 
reached her twentieth Lirthday a short time 
since. cost me three cases of hooping-congh, 
two fevers, and a compound fracture—a whole 

: year’s practice of extraordinary amount in my 
cibinetmaker’s family; and yot that little folly 

I wish. 

borrows my pavements and makes it answer 
in the place of all those superfluities!?’ 

* Yes, most magnanimous papa—but who 
asked you for * all those superfluities 2 Who 
«contrived that his daughter should be packed 
off on her birthday, directly after breakfust, 
‘that when she came in to dinner, the furni- 
“tare of a princess’s chamber might surprise her ? 
‘you are quite a good preacher, I will admit, 
even to find your own text, as you did in this 
case. Formy part.’ she continued, blushing 
scarlet, and turnieg half aside as the old gen- 
tleman looked her keenly and somewhat quiz- 
zically in the face—¢ for my part, I should be 
satisfied with a house furnished at no more cost 
than my single ro m is. Tam willing to give 
up superfluities, if—if—if—’ 

¢ 80-0-0— here we come again. love ina 
cottage—the romance of an ardent affection— 
proof against adversity, like a salamander safa | 
—poctry and boiled cabbage—children with- | 
out clothes, and potatoes with their jackets on. | 
Very fine and pleasant to walk about by moon- 
light, in midsummer—very coo’ and uncomfor- 
table with the thermometer at zero, and no coal 
in the grate!” 

“1 suppose you were rich when you mar- 
ried 2’ 

+ Hey!—ah, there’s John with the horse!’ 
said the old gentleman, hurrying away from 
the conversation which he suspected might be 
about to take a wrong turn. There wag a ¢ r- 
tain young gentleman whose preference for 
Helen had become too marked to be cverlook- 
ed; and as the suitor was an unexceptionable 
person, his addresses had heen tacitly allowed, 
while the careful father indefinitely postponed, 
and dexterously evaded lis*ening to any formal 
communication, inasmuch as that would imply 
a period to the suspense in which the old Escu- 
la ius ws determined to keep the young 
people. 

‘The most unfortunate position in which a poor 
suitor for a rich young lady’s hand can be pla- 
ced, is when her father happens to be a suc- 
cessful member of the young man’s own pro- 
fession. "I'he wealthy lawyer, physician, mer- 
chant, or tradesman, knows so well the difficul- | 
ties and discouragements of those who ure just 
entering upon the pursuit by which he has made ! 
his wealth, that he scans their pretensions and | 
characters with a most careful and critical eye, | 
No mere hope is entered by such a father as 
cash in the account; and no ¢ expectations’ are 
credited as actual capital. The young mer- 
chant may pass for more than he is worth with 
any body but the merchant, and the young 
lawyer or doctor may be rated above his pro- 
fessional value by any body but the veteran in | 
his own line of life. 3 
Such were the disadvantages urder which 

young Dr Henry aspired to an alliance with 
the family of old Dr Gregory.. Probaby he | 
over-estimated his difficoltes—and probably, 
too, the old doctor intended he should. Itisa 
trick of the esperienced to pile all sorts of im- 
pe iments in the way of ihe young, in order to ! 
test their capacities, prove their quality, and 
fire their ambition. Many a young man, who ! 
csteems a certain old father to be a terrible cer- + 
berus, would, if he could really discover the ' 
thoughts of the arcie t gentleman find him 
saying in his heart, ¢ Had 1 three ears’ (three 
pairs, to keep vp the canine purallel), <I'd 
lear thee. ! 

“I'he little Irish boy left, on the whole, a good 
impression on the minds of the doctor’s family, 
though they were sadly nonplussed by his {ree 
and easy der . The doctor was captiva- | 
ted by his ready wit—the wife and the daugh- 
ter pitied his evident though uncomplaining | 
destitution. The key to the little enigina con- 
sisted in a word beyond which no city reader 
will need any explanation. Pat was, or rather , 
had been, a * news-boy;> as such he had ac-" 
quired development for the natural aptitude of 
his tongue-—as such he had learned the readi- 
ness of reply, and keenness of repartee, which ' 
astonisheu the doctor's household. As soon 8 | 
Patrick had completed his street toilet—for, 
with stockings and shoes in his possession, he 
instantly discovered what he had not tho ght 
of before, that it was too cold to run barefooted 
—he started for home at a good pace. As he 
knew that his mother and sisters were half fa- | 
mishing, he was delighted to have it in his 
power 10 render them substantial aid and com- 
fort. The supply was indeed most opportune. 
The futher of the little funily had died but a 
short time previously after a long illness, which 
had eaten up their small earnings, and sent 
their movenbles, one by one, to the pawn-bro- 
ker’s and the second-hand auction stores. Con- 
temptible in value as these poor chattels seem- 
ed, every sixpence is a treasure to the suffer- 
ing poor, and the widow Murphy was looking 
in vain for some article convertible into cash, 
though ever so trifling, when Patrick arrived 
with his basket of provision. If Dr Gregory 
had seen how like fumished bears the little 
flock fell upon the broken food, he would 
have owned that here was, indeed, 10 ¢sham- 
ming!’ 

¢ Oh, Paddy, dear,” said his mother, wiping 
her eyes, which kad filled while her children 
ate so greedily, ¢ how hard you must have beg- 
ged to get all this?’ 

Sorrow the bit, then, did T got by begging,’ 
answered the boy. “1 tould them my mother 
and five sisters were starving wih cold and 
famishing with hunger, and begged for a penny 
or two to buy them bread; but the people either 
pushed me aside and looked ‘you lie,” or 
tonld me so and done with it. At last,” and 
heya the little fellow stood up proudly, «1 tried 
another way for it? 

«You did not stale, Paddy!® eried his moth- 
er looking frightened. ¢ And ths hoy has shoea 

} 

and stockings to his fect, too!'—That ever it 
should come to this!” 

*Izit my own mother that asks me tha’ 
Said Pat, his eyes glistening with tears of pride 
and sorrow. * Did she tache me then skalt 
stale, by mistake? No, ¥ did ot stale, moth- 
er! I shamed a richand good-natured man 
out of what he will never mss—and look, how 
it helps the childer! Takehold yourself, moth- 
er. I've had my breakfast, and by the same 
token, the same man is good for to-morrow!’ 
A rude knock at the door mterrupted Pat, 

and summoned an anxions cloud upon the fase 
of his mother. Lhe inmediate and abrupt en- 
trance of the—stranger, we were about 10 say 
followed. But, alas! he was one of thoss 
who are no strangers to the poor! 

+ Come, Vrs Murphy,” he suid, ¢ if yon can’t 
pay yeur rent, it 1s high time you gave way, 
to make room for those who can. Thres 
weeks behind, terms weekly, in advance, is a 
hard loss for us—but,” and he gave a scratinis- 
. 
ing look about the bare apartment, * we ghall 

| have to put up with it, and let you go, scet . 
free. 

¢ Let us go! Where are we to goto?’ 
“ Well, that’s not our look-out, you know. 

We can’t harbour you rent free any longer, at 
any rate. What, Pat! comfortable shoes and 
stockings, eh? You’ve improved on yesterday. 
You must be fitted out, 1 suppose, whether 
your mother’s honest debts are paid or not! 

* Troth, sir,” said Pat, a little angrily, ¢ they 
ware not bought but a free gift, and made by 
a man who does not begrudge your shoes, nor 
the heart of the man who stands in em!’ 

¢ Hoity! toity ! little Paddy bantam! 
meant no harm, Ith sure,’ said the man, pro- 
voked but ashamed to betray it. ¢ You might 
as well have begged money to keep a house 
over your head, as shoes for your Tet, while 
your hand was in.’ ! 

¢ Beggars can’t be choosers,” said Pat, with 
provoking calmness. ¢ If they could, we should- 
n’t be your tenants!’ 

¢ Pll chose for you, then,” said the man, 
now thoroughly enraged. * Don’t let me find 
you here to-morrow. If I do, the whole trop 
shall be bundled off to the alinshouse, except 
you, sir, and you shall be sent to the house of 
refuge!’ 

¢ Maybe he thinks he carries the kays of all 
them places in his pocket,” said Pat, ns he 
closed the door which the unfeeling fellow had 
disdained to shut after him. 

‘Heigho!” sighed the old woman, as she 
shivered over the ashes, which she was raking 
about with a bit of lath, in the hope to coax 

i heat out of the tinder-like embers of pine sha- 
| vings—¢ Heigho! we are all born, but we are 
not all buried yet! Them as is at the top now, 
way find themselves at the bottom be ore they 
die? 

¢ True for you, mother—but never say die, 
yet. Maybe there’s room for us at the top 

! too, without pushing any body else down,’ said 
little Pat, 

¢ Heaven forgive me, and so there may be, 
Paddy, dear! But one ean’t hels thinking. 
Well, the sun has risen to-day, but it isn’t set. 
wf No—nor it wont, neither, till it sets oa 
bright 

L.-J er faces, for here he comes that never 
came without a welcome, nor left without your 
blessing,” said Patrick, going from the window 
to the door. 

A gentleman of seme five-and-twenty enter- 
ed, cheerful and humane in countenance, kin, 
yet not mincing in bis manner. < Heyday, 
good folks?” he said, © allin the dumps! Whe 
is sick?’ 

¢ No one, sir,” said Pat. 
¢ No! you ali will be, if you don’t keop 

warmer; but that's poor comfort, you say, to 
thoss who ean’t. Come, Mr Murphy tell cs 
all about it." 

Patrick, in a clear and straightforward man- 
ner, told the new comer what the reader alrea- 
dy knows. When he had done, the stranger 
said :  ¢ One, two, three, four dollars—is it | 
Well, T can’t afford to give you that—bat, Mr 
Murphy. I'll tell you what. "1’ll lead you ‘five 
four for the rent., and one for you'to start 
afresh on.” 

Pat and his mother overwhelmed Lim with 
thanks which he did not stop to hear, but was 
off before the widow could reach him, or she 
certainly weunld have thrown hosself at his 
feet and clasped him by the knees. 

¢ There, mother, 1 tonld you the sun was 
not sot yet,” said Pat, executing a wost difficult 
stage negro pas, in his new shoes. News boys 
are familiar with * theatricals’—that is, such as 
they prefer, and the prospect of going back 
upon the penny paper vending Rialto, no longer 
at lame duck,” but as he expressed it, ¢ in 
town again, with his pocket full of rocks,’ 
elated little Paddy quite as much as a recove- 
ry from hopeless bankruptey could have plea- 
sed any one of his seniors. “His hend was al 
ready as fall of plans for the future as his heels 
wera 0 activity. He counted the provision to 
be drawn from the doctot’s kitchen as good 
for a conple of days at lest; and being now in 
comfortable in circumstances, he began to think 
of enabling his sisters in some way to contri- 
bute their share to the maintenance of the 
household. How very little will suffice to make 
the poor happy! And how readily might the 
fact be experimentally tested by thousands 
who know nothing of it, bat, repining amid 
competence, excuse their heartless indolence, 
and indiference to the real sufferings of others, 
with the deceptive ple, t at * they should be 
glad to do good if it were only in their power.” 

«Come, father,” cried Helen, the next morn- 
ing, ¢ do lay down that pamphlet, and coms 
to breakfast. You ure too old a man to be 
completely swallowed up by the shop, You 
care more for a gallipot than for your break- 
fast, and would rather read a tedious medical 
periodical than ses -yonr family. 1 declare 

- you are sa redolent of palverised Yievasiaa and 


