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rhubarb, that T am almost sick of the sight and
odour of you!”

¢« Why, Helen,’ said her mother, < how yon
do run on! I declare 1 am quite ashamed of

ou.’

8 "The good old doctor amiled with arch mean-
ing, as he submitted to his daughter’s raillery.
“ﬁever mind, wife,” he said, as he took his
seat at the table, * Physicians are such nui-
sances that I can never think ef admitting ano-
ther into the family; and as to that number of
the Medical Examiner, it's a ampld_:lﬂ'.nr, sare
enough. It is ncarly half filled with a paper
ocontributed by some young quack, named
Harry, or Heory, or some such name.’

Helen langhed and blashed, and blushed {md
Taeghed again. Her weapons were now fuirly
tarned against her, and she had nothing to do
but to look out that she did not scald her fin-
gere in doing the honours of the breakfist table,
while her father, muking the most of his ad-
vantage, pressed her unmercifully, The real
truth was, that the report of Dr Henry’s case,
in which Dr Gregory had been so much ab-

sorbed was a most interesting one, skilfully |
tr:ated, and reported in 2 manner which shew- |

ed the young man to be a master of his profes-
sion, and a most excellent practitioner. IHelen
kad shrewdness enough torperceive that her fa-
ther was in a most excellent mood as regarded

Rer wishes and hopes, and therefore courted |

rather than deprecated his mirth. She was,
therefore, more disappointed than pleased
when her futher changed the subject, by saying
to his wife:

¢ Well, my dear, did you miss any spaons
yesterday 2*

‘This question being answered in the nega-
tive, the doctor contmued: * Then unless little
Pat considers your bas'iet to be worth more
than anything he would be likely 10 get here
to-day, he will come back this morning.”

“To be sure he will come,’ said Mrs Dr
Gregory. 3

«I's be sure he will, futher,” snid Helen.

_ « Well—perhaps—"said the doctor, pretend-

ing to have his doubts. Knowing that all wo-
munkind are more or less inclined to contra-
diction, the doctor canningly took care that
their negatives should support the affirmative
he wished to reach. Betty here announced
that the young gentleman was already below
wairs.

« Give him some brea’ fist, Betty,” gaid the
doctor, ‘and then send hil.ll up. Now, you
see,’ added the doctor, turning to his daughter,
<that little Pat is deep.  He throws a sprat to
catch a shad, He will keep on till he gets fur
enough into your confidence to #teal something
worth while.”

« You hard-hearted old gentl:man,” snid ITe-
len, ¢ how can you be so uncharitable! [le
knows that honesty is the best policy.”

<« He will come to the gallows in the end,’
aaid the dostor, winking to his wife to observe
how their daughter’s fine face lighted up with
"the excitement of contradiction.

¢He will come to a fortune, and cwn a
"whole square!” retorted Helen.

« 80-0," sard-the doctor; “good so. " And I'll
tell yon what: my pretty prophetess—¥ know
you believe what you-predic:, and Pl make
you a promise on the credit of your own fiith:
you shall marry this young Dr Flenry, or Har-
ry, or whatever his name i, whenever Pat hag
a housa to let you;” and the happy father
langhed immoderately at his own wir. His
wife joined—and Helen, though she rose from
the table, and pretended to be angry, could
mot help joining too.

Before she could return a reply, Betty an-

nounced a caller. It was one of the doctor’s
‘tenants, and he directed that he should he
‘shown up. He was the lessee of several large
old houses, in a poor part of the city, which
the doctor hardly saw once in a year, and
could not point out without a gnide  His lease
was about expring, and he cilled to obt:in a
renewal, but wished it on diminished terms,
ns he said there was a prospect that certain
city improvements would eatirely ruin the pro-
perty.

¢« So-0,’ said the doctor, “a hard improve-
ment that. They pay me little more than the
taxes now; and if they are improved at that
rate, I shall be made a beggar with them. 1
mast look into this a little, sir.”

At this moment Pat made his nppearance at
the door. Helen went to him, led him to a
Garther window, and entered into conversation
with him. - He looked like another boy this
morning—hope and and pleasare ghone in his
face, and his whole appearance wag tidy and
cheerful. The doctor’s lessee, smon 105k his
leave, having first conversed in an undertone
for a mument or two, with a frequent look 1.
wards Pat. ‘The doctor’s countenance showed
that the lad had gained but littlo n this inter.
view.

¢ Now,’ said the doctor, 8s Helen led the
lad to him. ¢ Your name is Patrick, I believe 2
Patrick bowed. ¢ [am very sorry,” the doctor
continued, - to learn that you are a very bad
and a very impudent boy—though ! mizht have
guessed the lest.

Helen and Mrs Gregory looked astonished,
and poor Pat, gathering a hope of sympathy
from their faces, said, as he hung his head,
und burst into tears—* Sure, sir, that will be
news to my poor mother, wherever you heard
i’

«Come, come, sir,’ g1id the dostor, “no
mora play with us—we've had enough. |
don’t want to condemn you unheard—and if
you are deserving, I would do you good.

our sharp answers will serve for an hour’s
amusement; but if you are, as I am told, a ve-
ry bad, boy, you are a dangerous piaything;
and il you can establish your character, §
would do something mors thin amese myself

with you, for, to tell the troth, you have inte- |

rested me very wuch. Now, answer
without evasion:—What have you ever
to maintain yourself ?’

¢ 1 sold the papers, sir.’

“So-0.  Yes—that explains something.
Why don’t you sell them now 2’

¢ My father took sick, sir, and was very bad
—and one day with another, sir, I spent. my
little money, and lost my stand, sir, and other
boys got my castomers, sir, and my heirt was
gone, and my mother and sisters were statving,
and the rent wasn’t paid, sir—and the Lord
gave youa nnd yours from tasting the bitter cup?’

Helen turned her head to brush away atear,
and Dr Gregory continued his questions, but
in a tone more kind: ‘Bat how could a boy
suffering all this be so full of fun and nonsense
as you were yesterday, and as you would have
been to-day, if everything had gone us you ex-
pected ¥

*Oh, sir, there’s many ways in the wide
world, and them as travels in one don t know
the stones in another! 'T'wo or three days,
sir, I'd shivered barefooted in the cold and
tould the people what I tould you juet now,
sir, and [ coaldn’t get a sixpence. 8o |

me,
done

! thonght of trying another track, and your kind

face, sir, made me try it on yon—and that’s
the whole trath, sir. I’m no blackguard, if I
look like one *

¢ Very well put in—very well told, Patrick.
Bot P’ve something more to say yet. Tha
house you live in is mine, and your landlord is
my tenant $

*'Then 1 hope,” said Pat, “he’s a better te-
nant than landlord

« Well, he tells me that yesterday you lied
him down that yoo hadn’t a dollar in the
world—-?

¢ Lied him down!
trath, sir?’

“But he siys he threatened yon with the
honse of refuge, and that this morning your
mother found mony to pay the rent in full.
Now you must either have had this money; or
—I am anwilling to say it—yon must hava
stolen it since, for he says you are very paor.’

¢ Ah, look at him, your honour! 'Think of
this backbiter once! He knows I am poor,
he says—and he threatens me with the honse
of cefuge for not paying my mother’s rent; and
perhaps he didn’t tell you that, but he tould
me that 1 might as well have begged money as
shoss, and abused me for the very kindness
which your ladyship had for me. And then
he says I stole the woney, and still he put it
in hiz pocket without a tear,”

¢ Patrizk, you have made the case bad for
your accuser, but yon have not helped your-
self yet. ‘Tell me honestly—where did this
money, come from 2’

¢ It was loaned to me, sir.”

¢ Loaned!” and the doctor similed his disap-
pointment at what seemed a new evasion.

* Yes, sir,” anid Pat, proudly, ¢ ioaned! May-
he you think the impudent little blackguard has
no fiiends, but thera’s.a God above, siz, who
remembers the widow and the futlerless, and
! a friend to us when we wera all in the
sorrow. ‘The man that loaned Pat Murphy
five dollars—{our (or ths rent, and one to buv
pipers—and hore it 1s,” said Pat, a3 ha showerd
it—*that man knows Pat Marphy will pay, if
he leaves his body to the surgeons to do it
with. And itisn’t the first good thing he’s
done, sir. [le’s come out of his bed in the
bitter night, time and again, to soothe the pain
of the poor who could not give him fee nor
reward, and then he’s pot his hand into his
own pocket, over and often, to pay for the
medicine and the food for the dying mah,
when he knew he couldn’t live so much 2s to
thank him—the blessings of heaven fall on himn
for it!  And now my poor father iz in heaven
and Dr Henry may one day meet him there—
may it be long day off, for the good of the poor
on earth! Good moruing, ladies, and you, sir
too; and when next you would play with the
poor, don’t put the farce before the tragedy, if
vou pleass sir, for that’s not the way at’ the

owery.’

Helen was in tears, and her mother in silent
amazement at the little fellow’s eloquence.

“Iere Put, stop!” shouted the doctor, as the
boy moved away.

*Is it more play you want, sir?’ asked the
boy, tarning half round.

* Your nume is Murphy, and the doctor’s is
Henry—eh 22 :

¢ Yes, sir.”

¢ Well, here,” continued the doctor, taking
up the Medieal Examiner, *is yoar father’s
case all printed.?

¢ I can read sir,” said Pat, proudly. DPon't
play with the bones of the dead, If you ploase
sir.”

¢ No—no—Patrick,’ said Dr Gregory, taking
him kindly by the hand, and drawing him to
him, +i know DrHenry, and there are those
in this house wio know him better than 1.’
Pat shrewdly looked toward Helen, and she
blushed crimson. ¢ We shall eaquire about
you.  What rent do you pay ?°

¢ A dollar o week.”

“ Fifiy-two dollars a year. And how many
rooms have yon 2

¢ One, sir.?

¢ And how
whole house ?

;'l‘cn, 2 besides the coner grocery.”

. So-0-0!" hammed the doctor; ¢ why, the
fellow gets more for that one hounse than he
pays me for three—and he wants me to reduce
hisrent at that, Miserably are t e poor 0p-
pressad by sach harpies!®

¢ True for you sir,’ said Pat—« j¢ your ho-
honr would only take the houss into yoar own
hands.?

I can’t dothat, my boy® smid ths dostor,

Sure it was the blessed

many tenants are there in the

musing. ¢ Pat! said he, ufter a pause, ¢ how
old are yon ¢*

¢ Seventeen, come Enster.”

¢So-0. Well, ’ll ask Dr Henry about yon,
and ifhe gives you half as good a character ag |
you do him, I’ll give you charge of the house |
you live in. You shall have it at the same
price he pays—on condition that you don’t
charge the others more than envugh to get your
own part rent-free, and a fair price for the.
the trouble in collecting. And I'll not rencw
his lease for any of ‘them, neither. TI you
show yourself honest and capable, here’s an
opening fora living for you.’ 1

Pat’s heels flew involuntarily into the first
position of another negro pas—but he bloshed;
hang his head , stood still ;and wept his thanks,
whiie even Dr Gregory’s eyes moustened,

¢ Call here to-morraw,’ said the doctor,
willing to relieve bis grateful emburrassment.

¢ Putrick!” said Helen, calling him back, * ¥
want 2 word with yeun. 'Have you accuple of
pleasint rooms in your house to let me ?*

¢ Anan!’ said the boy astonshed.

¢ What ¢” asked Dr Gregory.

¢ Why, futker,’ said Helen, ¢ yon certainly
have not forgotteu your promise made thia
morning, that when Pat has a house to et 1
may be married;’

¢ Ob, you baggage! said the dector. * Well
when one has a pill to take, the sooner it is off
his mind the better. Marry as soon as yonr
mother can get you ready—for I seo yon are
both of a mind, Batdon’t you go now and
tell Dr Henry what depends on his endorse-
ment of Paddy here!’ 4

*Sure Dr Henry would never tell a lig to
save a kingdom,’ said Pat, earnestly,

* Get out of the house, you little rogue,’ s2id
the doctor;* You’ve dene in wtwo hours what
my wife and dnsghterhive been trying in vain
to do for two years!’

Is anyliody so dull as not to gaess the end }

New Works.
THE FLOWERS AND THEIR ASSGCIA-
TIONS.

There iga charm in the thought, that the
pleasure derived from wild flowers lies open
to the youngest and the poorest of mankiud.
It has been suid of birds, that they are the poor
mau’s music; and we may observe of flowers,
that they are the poor man’s poetry.  For him,
as for all, they are scattered unspairingly over
the lap of the carth; smiling in clusters among
the leafy: wood, fiinging the field path; glow-
ing in the sunny regions of the world, or rais-
ing their pale heunds above the dreariest snows.
In viewing the beaatiful colours, and inhaling
the rich odours of plants; in examining their
structure, aud marking how well it iz adapted
to the sitpation for which it is intended, the
wind is led to a cheerful gratitade to Him who
had painted the mendow with delight—

* And thus, with many feelings, many theughts,
We make a weditative joy, and find
Religons meaning in the forins of Nutozed.

The lover of either the garden or the coun-
try landscape cannot have fuiled to remark the |
effoct of the seasons upon the gradual develop-
ment of its leaves and blossoms,  Each mouth
has its pecaliar floral ornaments; and althoogh
the warmth or the coldness of tho atmesphere
has an influence in accelerating or retarding,
by a short period, the unfolding of flowers, yet
each month is so far constant in its processes
that we look with confidence for the plants
which generally grace it. Januarv has ite
snowdrops, and June ita roses.  In the coldest
weather the laurastinus and the Christinas-rose
are blooming in our gardens, and the furze
gives its lnstre 1o the lone moorland. 'I'hen
that ¢ boanie gem,’ the spring duisy—the mor-
ning-star of the flowers—uppears here and
there, and the groundsel puts forth its yellow
blossoms. The garden beds present the fuir
snow-drop, and the rich golden Juxuriance of
the erocus. The boughs of the mezereon are
clothed ' with Iilac clusters; the hepaticas
veniure to anfold their small  rose-colour-
ed or blue flowers; the daflodils hang
down thei- yellow cups; and the brilliant yases
of the anemonies are open to the vernal show-
ers; and then follow the many lovely blossoms
of spring and summer.  "I'he trees, as they re-
sume their foliage in the early part of the year,
exhibit, each month, a greater richness and va-
riety of coleur. The young buds of the honey-
suckle often unfold in January; the gooseborry
and lilac about Febranry ; and the hawthora is
getting gradually covered during April, and
preparing for its show of May flowers, while
the lime is as yet searcely producing a leaf.

Then, when the lilac-tree is full, not only
with its foliage, but covered with its flowery
clusters, and the birch leaves quiver to the
winds, the elm and ash open their young buds,
and n small leaf or two appears here a1 d there
on their branches. The garden acacia remaing
many days longar before it shows one token of
spring, and the summer foliage has lent a rich
glory to wood and gurden before one full green
leaf decks the stately walnut-tree.’

A MEMORY OF MRS HEMANS.

I caenot well conceive a wore exquisite
creature than Mrs Hemans was. None of the
portraits or busts I have ever seen of her do
her justice, nor is it possihle for words to convey
to the reader any idea of the matchless yet se-
rene beanty of her expression.. - Her glossy
waving hair was parted on her forehead, and
terminated on the sides in rich luxuriant auburn

spotless o8 Parian morble” ‘A ealm” repi

| not nnewingled itk melancholy, e

racteristic expression of the face; but whes
she smiled all traces of sorrow were lost, and
she seemed to b but ¢ a little fower than the
angels’—fiiting shrine for'so pure.a mind. Le¢
me not be decmed a flatterer or nn - enthusiast
in thus describmg her, for I am only ene ef
many who haye been almest as much eaptiva-
by her personal oeauty as charmed by the
sweetness und holiness “of ‘Hér'productions.” If
ever ‘poems were the reflex of ihe bemtiee,
personal and mental, of tHeir writers, they.
were indeed so0 in . the case -of Mrs: Hemans.
We talked of L. E. L. Mra Hemans said ghe
had received several lettess’ from ‘her contain-
Ing pregsing invitations to visit London.

* My heart beats too londly even in ehig
quict place, and there I 4hink it ‘would buest.
‘I'be Great” Babel was not medde for snch a8
me.” She was very much pleased with ap
anecdote which I told her, with whick oneof.
her poems had something to do. ¥t was this:
~—Near the city of Bath isa secluded little -
churchyard, in which, amongst other monp--
ments is one of pure white marble, on whick
was engraven the name of a nobleman’s dau
terarid her rige, seventeen.. n additien to thie'
was thefollowing stmza fiom Mrs Hemans's '
poem ¢ Bring Flowers;’—

¢ Bring flowers, pale ﬂoweﬁ. o’er the bier to

shed,
A ‘crown for the brow of the early deads
For this {rom its bud hath ti.e white rese burst,
For this in wood was the violet nurst;
They have a vo'ce for what once was ours;
And are love’s last gift—bring ye flowers—pale
flowers,’

The space around that grave was filled. with
‘white flowers of ull descriptions, planted for the
most part by stranger hands. No one ever re-
moved a blossom from the grave, and there
they flourished as if in obedience to the man-
date of the poctess. It was one of the most
graceful tbutes ever paid to genius. ¢ Come
1 will show you my poetic mint,’ she gaid, a
sbe led the way to a room over the one §
which we were sitting. Jt was a very small
place but neat almostto a fault. There was
no author-litterings  Lvery thing was in order.
Aq open letter luy on the table.  She pointed
to it, and said lavghingly: An application for
my autograph, and the postuge unpaid. You
cannot imugine how I am unnoyed with albums
and such mattere. A person who ought to have
known better sent nie un album lately, and
begged a piece from me, if it was only lo
enough to fill up « page of sky-blue tinted pa-
per which he had selected for me to write up-
on.” In incidentally referring to her composi-
tions, she said, ¢ "They often remain chiming in
my mind for days before Y commit them to pa-
per.  And sometinies I quite forget many which
I compose as.1lie awake in bed. Compositicn
is less a labanr with me than the act of wriling
down what has impressed me, excepting in
the case of blank verse, which always involves
something like labour, My thoughts have becn
s0 used 10 go in the harness of rhyme, that
when they are suflered 10 rum withont it the
are often diffuse, or I lose sight, in the ardovr
of composition, of the leading idea altogether.”
“ It has been stated, with how much of truth
I know pot, that Mrs Hemans was at one peri-
od of her life invited to take up her residence
in the city of Boston, United States. for the
purpose of eonducting a peviodical work. Pepe
haps it was well that she did not accept the
offer for the uncertain and variable climate of
.’\_mericu would in all probability have put a
still earlier stop to her career, and deprived the
world of many of her sweetest productions, As
is the case with most, if not all, of those whe
write day after day for the bread that perigh-
cth she endared ruther than enjoyed life. A
heart disease, with all its distressing accompa-~
niments, harrassed her mind and wore awa
ber frame, which we are told became townrrfs'
the lastalinost ctherialised, At the compars-
tivelv early age of forty-one, on the eve of the
Sabbath, her spirit pasked awzy 1o enter on the
Sabbath of eternal rest, earth having scarce-
ly ¢ profaned what was born for the s ies.’
¢ When I was in Dublin, 8 me few years
since, owing to some unaccountable forgetful-
ness, 1 omitted to pay a passing tribute to the
genius of the poetess, by visiting lier tomy,
which is in 8t. Ann’s Chureh, and over which
is inseribed one of her own beautiful versos—
her most appropriate epitaph—
¢Calin on the bcsom of thy Ged,
Fair spirit, res: thee now;

E’en while with us thy footsteps trod
His seal was on thy brow.

Dust to the narrow home beneath -
Soul to its place on high;

They that have geen thy look in death,
No more may fear to die.’

THE SPIRIT IN WHICH TRUTH
SHOULD BE SOUGH'T.

I persuade myself (says Middleton’s preface
to his Life of Cicero) that the life and fucultjes
of wan at best are short and limited, cannot be
employed more rationally or laudably than in
the search of knowledge, and especrally of
that sort which relates to our duty and conidu.
ces o our happinoss. In these inquiries there-
fore, wherever I peorceive any glimmerings
of truth before me, I readily pursue and endea.-
vour te trace it to its sonrce, without any re-
serve or caution of pushing the discovery too
fur or opening too greata glate of it to the pub-
lic. T look upon the discovery of anything

curls; there was a dove-like look in her eyes,
and yet there waa a chastened sadness in their
expression.  Her complexion was remarkably |
clear, and her hig?r forehend looked as pure

which is true as a valuable acquisition to sogio.
ty: which cannot possibly obstruct the good
effect of uny other trath whatsoever; for they
all partake of one common essence, and neces-
sn'!'_\' coincide with each ot} &




