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THE GLEANER, 
and on a Saturday veg 3 when the former 

. ruminated at home after the toil of a weeks’ 
"business. 

*I wish yon had kept that five hundred 
“pounds, Lucy,” said Logan. ? 
~~‘ But, Ambrose, would it have been quite 

‘Tight?® 
. It was wrong in the old hag to take it from 

You. And ifshe deprived you of what her 
brother left you, T suppose we can expect ne- 
thing from her herself. She has relations?’ 

* Very distant ones, I believe whom she has 
| never seen.’ 

* I suppose she took good care to keep 
d ; your secret Yo her own old wizened bosom,’- 

“1 believe she did.’ 
* She feared the verdict of the public, I 

| ‘wonder if her own conscience ever troubled 
| ‘her. 

¢ Why. what has set your mind running on 
t h Money, my dear Ambrose? 

* If I had but a thousand pounds or two,Lu- 
k 22, I feel myselfin a condition to make a small 

“beginning on my own “account, which might 
lead 10 a large ending, Is it neta ona- 
ble weakness to wish’ to see one’s wife a fine 
lady? 5 

* Oh, there is a letter for you. It asseed to 
day. Aa official looking seal upon R toe. 

| Perhaps it may be an answer 10 some of your 
“Wishes,” : 3 
. Lucy reached him the letter, but as to think- 
‘ing it a reply to_his wishes, or to her own, she 
entertained no such idea. She had uttered the 
Words in jest. The communication however 
.Was from an old school fellow of Logan’s,now 
the sole legal practitioner in their native town, 

| The letter stated that Mrs. Rebecca Robson, 
(Lucy’s aunt so cal'ed) had died, and that af- 
ter leaving one hundred pounds to be “spent, 

were drawn out by the ignorance and disease 
which he saw prevailing there from too early 
and too close application to labour. The oc- 
cupants of the narrow shed were a man in 
the meredian of life and a boy about nine 
years of age. They had stood there, side by 
side, for years. The father's earings being: 
insufficient for the wants of his family, he 
had heen obliged to take ‘his child al- 
most from his inother’s arms, and place him 
on the cold stone on which he then stood. 
It had at first been placed there that he might 
reach his father’s block, to assist in making 
nails, and the necessity for its use had conti- 
nued as ne advanced in years; for the un- 
healthy employment, and, that cold, damp 
stone, had chilled his young blood, stopped 
his growth, and nipped the buds from his 
spiric Dear young reader, you who are sur- 
rounded by home comforts, think, in your 
hours of relaxation and leisure, that hundreds 
of children, perhaps in your own town, are 
exposed to a similar fate—that thousands are 
led from the cradle to the factory or workshop, 
withent time to gain physical strength from 
exercise, or opportunity for mental culture. 
But to return to my story. That heart which 
was so intent on the establishment of national 
peace pal seed will, could not overlook indi- 
viduel suffering, and ‘he strove to awaken 
the sympathies of the American children for 
the poor Enghsh boy; nor did he find this a 
difficult task. ‘Their hearts leaped; as it were, 
across the Atlantic, to assist the unhappy 
stranger. Mr Burritt propesed that they should 
raise a, subscription to send the lad to school. 
This ‘proposition was joyfully acceded to, and 
no less than one thousand haif-dimes were sent 
over for the purpose. The 23rd of last De- 
cember was a cold, damp day; the morning 

According to her ewn particular dir , in 
the paraphernalia of her interment, and. four 
undreéd pounds to the puor of the parish (first 

donation), she had bequeathed the remainder 
Of her fortane, smounting to three thousand 
five hundred pounds, to Lucy,wife of Ambrose 

n. The epistle concluded with a congra- 
Wlatory paragraph from Logan’s old school 
“Companion. 

“I must recant,” sid Ambrese. *I am 
ot sorry now, that you refused that five hun 
dred pounds. It has produced good interest, 
ome | suppose I must not comsider her a bad 

Woman after all.” : 
‘She was my dear mother’s sister.” 

,." Well, Lucy I am sorry for speaking un- 
Yindly of her, if it were bat on that ac- 
 Sount.’ 

‘ You show in yourself, dear Ambrose, what 
Weak creatures we are—what partial judges. 
ou are inclined to her mow because she has 

tted you. But you were too much biass- 
 *d against her before; you condemned her to- 
tally ou account of one deminant weakness.’ 

| Corollary—be tolerant to one another. 
ell, Lucy we shall go to her fanera} to show 

.f memory respect, as we had not oppertuni- 
°8 of bestowing affection upon her during her 

life; and ou, yourself—I do not think that 
grief will be so very redundant or to pre- 
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teat “you having the pleasure in oxhibiting 
children, that ny are go proud ef to 

Jour old friends. We must profit by the ex- 
{| lience of Gill Blas. and endeavour to make 
be old” womans obsequies as simple as may 

2° on a hundred pounds, so that the same rid- 
lle may not be heaped upon her memory 

1," Was cast upon him at his parent’s fune- 

1 Lucy became not only a fine lady;’ but 
Minced to be a good one. The gentle rea- 

T expected perhaps that she was discovered 
{be of noble parentage, »nd to ride in & coach 

2dsix. We must stick to facts. She never 
more of her origin than we have com- 

‘Wicated ; but we ‘are satiefied tha: reward 
constancy and honesty flowed in upon 

through natural channels. 

| From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 

| “OLUMN FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
JUVENILE SYMPATHIES. 

Bour twelve months ago, Elihu Barritt, 
ly One of his beautiful ¢ Olive-leaves,’ related 
yl ifcumstance the particulars of which we 

make our young friends acquainted with, 
use we feel assured it will not 

1.) interest them, but show the benefits 
may arise from the sympathies of chil- 

4." being rightly directed, and prove that 
Ardoar of their warm hearts is not cooled 

ig "ary waters, nor their feelings corfined 
FRin “ imaginary lines of latitude. 
ny hilst the great advocate for peace was 
I Slling through our land on his errand of 
* he was one eveuing overtaken by a 
YY shower The day had heen fine, but, 
9 not unfrequently the case in Fagland, 
Sky became suddenly overcast. The pe- 
an was passing through a richly-caltiva- 
Istrict, where nature and art had united 

Ay er the spot a paradise, and he was for 
fue logt in the contemplation of its beau- 

but the heavy drops, ns they pattered on 
I, *oulders, awoke Bir from his poetical 

4g '® and suggested the convenience of a 
A, °": An open gate stood near, which 
|i 28d to invite his entrance, and his ear for 
| firat time recognised the familiar sound of 
N.Mvil. Its monotonous clink had before 
 \ Sind with the song of the bird, the bleat« 
|%, Sheep, the ripple of the stream, and the 
A, Pleasant sounds whieh gave life and har- 

Ny,’ 10 the scene. But how were his foel- 
I “hanged on entering that humble shed! 
E peciuse it spoke of indigence and toil, 
I," did not look upon the necessity for ex- 
| "an evil in 1selt ; his sympathies 

in London was foggy; but it gave place to 
what is called a Scotch mist, which would 
wet an Englishman tothe skin, and, we doubt 
not, have a similar effect on an American; but 
be that as it may, the generous almoner under- 
took a journey of fifteen miles on foot, in ar- 
der to ‘convey the precious gift. We wish 
that our young friends could have seen the it- 
tle fellew, as he stood in a wilor’s shop, view- 
ing his own deformed figare arrayed in a new 
suit of clothes, which he was told had been 
sent him by the children of a country of which 
perhaps, he had never heard, or at [east knew 
as little of as of the inhabitants of the moon, 
and was farther informed that they had paid 
for him to be sent to school. Oh, it would 
have been a fine subject for a painter, if he 
could have caught the bewildered, yet grateful 
and happy expression of the little English boy, 
and che benevolent, we might say ei 
smile of his kind-hearted American friend. 
The boy’s individual improvement is not the 

only benefit arising from this charitable action. 
Itis probable that he will make an effort to 
spread the seeds of knowledge he is receiving; 
and his young benefacters, having carried out 
the principles of universal brotherhood in ear- 
ly youth, will be stimulated to further exerti- 
on as they advance in life. And will not our 
young British friends respond to this feeling. 
Will rot their warm hearts suggest means of 
usefulness, which weuald show their generosity? 
and acthe same time acknowledge those claims 
of brotherhood? 

F.en the People’s Journal, 
- THE MONTH OF AUGUST. 

BY WILLIAM HOWITT. 

“Thou visitesi the earth,and waterest it;thou 
greatly enrichest it with the river of God, 
which is full of water; thou preparest them 
corn when thou has se provided for ir, 
“Thou waterest the ridges thereof abandant- 

ly; thou eettlest ihe furrows theraof; thou mas 
kest jt soft with showers; thou blesses the 
spring thereof, 
“Thou crownest the year with thy goodness, 

and thy patns drop fatness. 
“They drop upon the pasturee of the wilder- 

ness, and the little hills rejoice on every side, 
“The pastures are clothed with flocks, and 

the valleys are aleo covered over with corn, 
they ehout for joy; they also sing. — Psalm xiy, 
9-13.» 

How beautiful are the words of the inspired poet, read 1n this month of harvesis, neatly three thousand years after they were written! For vearly three thousand years, since the royal minstrel looked over the plains of Judea covered with the bonnty of God and broke forth into his magnificent hyma of praise, has the earth rolled on in her course, and the hang of God has blessed her and all her chiidren with reed time and harves’, with joy and abundance. The very steadfastness of the Almighty’s liberality, flawing like a mighty ocean through the infinite vast of the universe 
nakes his creawres forget to wonder at ita 
wonderfulness, to fee! true thanksgiving for 1's immeasursble goodness. The eun rises and’ seis 80 eurely, the seasons run on amid all their changes with such inimitable truth, that We take 2s a matter of course that which is amazing beyond all stretch of the imagination and good beyond the widest expunsion of the noblest human hear. 
The poor man, with his half dozen chile dren, toils, and often dies, ander the vain la- bour of winning bread for them. God feeds his family of countless my-iads swarming over the surface of all his countless worlds, and none know need bor through the follies or the cruelty or their fellows Gog pours his light from innumerable surs on inuumerable rejoin cing planets; he waters them everywhere jn the fiting moment; he ripens the food of globes and of nutions, and gives them fair weather to garner it; and from age to age, amid his creatures of endless formg and. po wa 

ers, in the beauty, and the sunshine, and ¢ j 

magnificence of Nature, he seettis to ‘sing 
throughout. creation the glorious song of his 
own divine joy in the immortality of his youth 
1a. the omuipoience of his nature, in the eter_ 
uty of his patience, and the abounding bound 
Lescess of His love. - 
What a family hangs on his sustaining arms 

"The life and souls of infinite upes and of un- 
counted worlds! Leta moment's ‘eilure of his 
power, of his watchfulnéss, or of his will too 
do good, occur, and what & eweep of death 
annthilation through the universs! How stars 
would reel, planets expire, and nation perish’! 
But from age to age no such catastrophe oc- 
curs, even in the midst of national crimes, 
and of atheism that denies the hand that 
made and feeds it; life springs with a power 
ever pew, food springs vp as plentifully to. 
sustain it, end ennshine and joy are poured 
over all from the iovisible throne of God, as 
the poetry of the existence he has given If 
there came seacons of dearth or of failure, 
they come butas warnings to proud aud ty- | 
rannic men ‘The pototo is emiftsn, that a. 
nation may not be oppressed for ever; and the 
harvest is diminished, that the laws of man’s 
unnatural avarice may be rent asunder. And 
then again the sun shines, the rain ‘falls, and 
the earth rejoices in a renewed beauty aud 
in a redoubled plenty. 

It is amid one of these crises that we at 
this moment stand, and hail the month of 
harvests with unmingled joy. Never oid the 
finger of Ged demonstrate his beneficent will 
more perspicuovsly than at this “moment. 
The nations have been warned and rebuked, 
and again the bounty of heaven overflows the 
earth in golden billows of the ocean of abun. 
dance. In one'state of America alone, we 
are told that one hundred thousand acres of 
corn are this year sown more than in ony 
former yeer for the Eoglish market; and that 
were the Europeans crops all ennihilated, 
America could from her supeiflvity stpply its 
wants, But over all the plains of England, 
and all the plains of the continent, such har- 
‘vesls wave as never waved before, except in 
prolific years. ‘God wills that all the arts of 
man to check his bounty, to create woarcity, 
to establish dearness, to enfeeble the hand of 
the labourer, and curse the table of the poor, 
shall be put to shame. That his creatures 
shall eat and be glad, whether corn dealers 
and speculaiors, live or die. 

Nations, therefore, have fittingly rejoiced in 
€very century since the creation in the joy- 
fulness of harvest. It has been a time of ac- 
uvity aod of songs Never was there a ge- 
eration that had more cause to put forth 
their reaping and rejoicing hands and sing £0 
heartily as ours. Tae coming month will see 
the Pharaoh of monstrous monopoly, and all 
his wretched selfish hosts, drowned ih the 
Red Sea of abundance, The corn dealers will 
be emoihered in the showering down heaps cf 
their own commodity; the speculator who has 
go long sought his own fattening at the cost 
ol apation’s starvation and misery, shall find 
that there is a ‘greater epecnlator in the blue 
serene above, whose hand can whelm him in 
the gulph of his own schemes and craze all 
the chariot wheels of his cunning. Praise to 
God—the God of harvests—and to Him 
whose cattle are on a thousand hille, = Let vs 
go out and rejoice amid the sunshine, znd the 
wheat stooping to the sickle, and the barley 
to the scythe, and in the certain assirance 
that the loaf never was cheaper than 1t shall 
be within the mext six months, never the heart 
of labour more strengtacned with greater 
abundaace. # 
There is no month more beauti‘ul than Au- 

gust, It has a serene eplendour and ‘materity 
about it that is delightful. The soil is dry, the 
+ky is bright and beautiful, with seartesed and 
silvery clouds. The foliage is full and Joxu- 
riaat—the grass fields mown in June or July 
are now full of the richest green, and cattle 
wander in figest condition through them, or 
lie in groups around worthy of a painters 
hand. The hedges put on the same vernal 
looking hue, aud the heather on the moors, 
and sweet scabiuses, blue hickory, hawkweeds 
honeysuckles, and the small blue campanula, 
make the fields gay. The nuts, sill green, 
oang in prodigal clusters on the tall old heds 
ges of old wuudlend lanee. Young frogs in 
thousands are issuing from the waters, and 
traversing the roads; and birds have termina« 
ted their spring cares, are out enjoying their 
families in the sunny and plentiful fields. 

HOW TO LEAD MANKIND. 
If masters fully undersinud the influence 

which even the slightest persosal attention 
praduces on the minds of their workmen, they 
would be more lavish than they are of a sim= 
ple act of justice which ean cost them go little, 
and would profit them 80 much. It is the 
severest trial an acute mind can undergo, to 
be compelled to hear the upbraidings and re= 
veiling of his fellow man, without the privil~ 
egeto answer-~to hear the scorner, yet dare 
not to reply-—=to submit to the arrogance and 
presumption of, perhaps, a meaner intellcet, 
aod be denied the oppertunity to wither him 
into his Rothingness—to see pefore him, while 
his blood is boiling with a volcanic swell, the 
assistant superior in his haughtiest mood, and 
to hear from his supereillious lip the uafair or 
false deductions of his conduct, and yet to 
have no power of speech, but only stand like 
a guilty creeping thing, because his children’s 
bread depends upon his silegce. This is. 1n- 
deed, the cruellest trial the progressing rtel- 
iect ean suffer; and yet how often is it inflicted 
merely because it huris and offerds the most! 
Yet wretched as the sufferer is, low as he falls 
10 his own estimation of his fellows, there is 
a lower and meaner being than him—the man 
whe, without cause, iafl cts the injury on him, 
Trent a man lke a friend, and you soon make vim one; treat him hike a rogue, and his hones 

Ly must be much greater than your wisdom,, if 
he do not seem to justify your suspicions. In 
no way are men eo easily led—ofien, it is true, 
80 blindly led—as through the . affections 
Every man comes into the world surrounded 
by objects of dftection. The filial and paren< 
tal tie is one which binds rich and poor alike; 
and is often the strenger ie the poor, becamse 
it is almost the only domestic blessing which 
they can truly call their own. Hence it is, that 
men who are quite iuaccessible to reason are 
easily led by the affections ; and no wise man 
will neglect to use, especially when it is for 
the mutual benefit of all; this powerful ‘and 
universally prevailing instrument. The next 
stage to the tie of ‘parent and child, in the 
progress of society is that of master and ‘ser- 
vant ; and it is for the interest of both to carry 
into their relations with each other as much 
as possible of the kindly feeling which has been 
nursed in the bosom, in the childhood, by the 
domestic fireside . 

THE BAYEUX TAPESTRY. 

The celebrated tapestry of Bayeux, doubts 
less the most ancient specimen of neediework 
in existence, is supposed to have been the work 
of Stratilda wife ot William the Congueror, 
and her maidens, by whom it was presented 
to the "Cathedral of Bayeux in Normandy, 
where the canons were accustomed to graufy 
the people with ifs exhibition on particular 
occasions. This piece of needlework, former- 
ly known by the name of the Toile de St. 
Jean, is now preserved in the hotel of the 
Perfecture at Bayeux. It consists of a contin- 
uous web of cloth, two hundred +aud seventy 
feetin Icngth, and twen'y inches in breadth intl 
eluding the borders at the top and bottom ; 
these are formed of grotesque figures of birds, 
animals, &c , some of which are supposed ‘e 
represent the fables of Zp In the part 
part pourtraying the battle of Hastings, the 
lower border consists of the bodies of the 
slain. The whole is worked or embroidered 
with worsted, representing the various events 
coanected with the invasion and conquest of 
England by the Normans. It is devided into 
seventy (wo compartments, and comprised 
altogether, exclusive of the borders, about five 
huadred and thirty figures—three anly being 
females. The colours as may readily be sup. 
posed, from the period in which it was exe- 
cuted, ere not very numerous, consisting only 
of dark andlight blue, green, red, yellow, and 
buff, and these after a lapse of eight hundred 
years, have become considerably faded, whilst 
the cloth itself has assumed a brown tinge. 
This curious piece of needlework appears io 
have been wrought without any regard to the 
natural colours of the object depieted—the hor- 
ses being represented blue, green, red and yel- 
ow—and many of them have even two of their 
legs of a different colour to their bodies; as, 
for instance, a blue horse has two red legs and 
a yellow mane, whilst the hoofs also are of 
ancther colour. The drawing of the figures 
has been fermed rude and barbarous, but mn 
the needlework of that age we must not look 
for the correct outline of the modern painter, 
The work 15 of that kind properly termed em= 
broidery; the faces of the figures and some 
other parts are formed of the riaterials com. 
posing the ground, the outlisie of the featares 
being merely traced in 4 Kind of chain stitch, 
Neverih@less, taking the whole as a piece of 
needlework, it exciles our admiration, and we 
cannot but winder at the energy of the mind 
which cvald with so mnch industry, embody 
the refion’ of eo long a series. of events. — 
Miss Lamb rt’s Handbook of Needlework. 

CRRISTIAN FORBEARANCE. 

When Abraham at his tent-door, according 
to his custom, waiting to entertain Strangers, 

he espied an old man stoopmy and leaning on 
his staff, weary with age and travel, coming 
towards him, who was one hundred’ years of 
age. He received him kindly, ‘washed his 
feet, provided supper, caused himto sit down; 
but, observing that the old man ate and prayed 
not, ror begged for a bletsing on ‘hie meat, 
lie asked him why he did net worship the God 
ot heaven © The old man told him that be 
worshiped the fire ouly, and acknowledged 
no other God. © At which answer Abraham 
grew so zealonsly angry, that he threw the 
old man out of his tent, and exposed him to 
all the evils of the night, and an unguarded 
condition. When the old man wassgone, God 
called upon Abraham, and asked him®vhere the 
stranger wes. He replied, ¢ 1 thrusthim away 
because he wonld not worship Thee’ God 
answered him, ‘I have auffered” nm these 
hundred years, though he dishonotred me, and 
woulst thou not endure him one night, when 
‘he gave thee no trouble ¥  Upear which, saith 
the story, Abraham fetched him back again, 
aud gave him hospitable entertnimment and’ 
instruction. Go then, and do likewise, and 
thy charity will be r-warded by the God of 
Abraham — Jeremy Taylor. 

TOLERATION OF FOLLY. 

I have observed one ingredinnt somewhat 
necessary 1n a man’s composition towards hap- 
piness, which people of feeling would do well 
to acqnire—a certain respect for the follies of 
mankind; for there are so many Jools whom 
the opinion of the world entitles to regard, 
whom accident has placed in heights of whom 
they are unworthy, that he who cannot res 
train his contempt or indignation at the sight 
will be too often quarreling with the disposal 
of things, to relish that share which is allotted 
to himsell.—Man of Feeling. 

A BEAUTIFUL IMAGE. 

A deaf and dumb parson being asked to give 
his idea of forgiveaess, tonk a pencil and wraie 
—¢ {iis the sweetness which flowers yield 
when trampled upon.’ 


