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THE GLEANER

cisely his idea—so he made proposals at once
and was sccepted.

The evening previous to her marriage, Mrs
Oakly addressed a letter to Mr Alfred Oakly,
informing him of the event, though she entered
iato ao particulars not even giving the name
of her iatended husband. All the request she

‘made was, that he would continue to place the

same amouat of money which he had previ-
ously forwarded to her, in some sale deposir,
for the benefit of Agathe ; that should she
surviye those wh se nappiness it was now to
do for her, the might aot be entirely thrown
upon the cold cherity of the world. Not one
word did she breathe of lLer yearning lor her
own precious Louiss ; she felt he woulkd not
uncersiand her if she did, so she coldly bade
bim tarewell. :
The marriage was solemniged in the wi«

dow’s own little parlour, atter which, emid the |

tears and blessiugs of the villagers, Mrs. Sulli-
wan departed with her happy husband for hie
beauuful residence near Lake George,

(To be Continued )

THE CHILD'S OFFERING.
*The child Samuel ministered unio the L ord.
1 Samuel chap. iii.. v. 1.

A fair young child went wandering out

One glorious day in June;
Flirting with bees that were humming aboat,
Kissing red buds that with a rival pout,

And mocking the cuckoo’s tune.

For a moment his tiny hand was lost
'Mid rushes that fringed the stream;
Thea it came forth, and white lillies were tos-
sed
After the golden perch, that crossed
In the flash of the noontide beam.

He loitered along in the dosky shade
Where spicy cones were spread;
He gathered them up, till a pet lamb strayed
T'o nibble the sward, then down he laid,
Hagging its innocent head.

A pair of glittering wings went by,
And the Child flew after the moth;

Till a fluttering nestling caught his eye,

And he chased the bird, but he gave no sigh
When he saw he had lost them both.

He found himself in a dazzling place,
Where Flora had been crowned;
here perfume, colour, light and grace,

Pure as the flush on his own voung face,
Were flung over bower and mound.

He stood like an elf in fairy lands,
With a wide and wistful stare;

As a maiden over her casket stands,

*Mid heaps of jewels beneath her hands,
Uncertain which to wear.

He went through the barnished rainbow maxe,
For some trophy to carry away;

To the tulip bed and acacia sprays,
0 the luscious breath and scarlet blazs,
Not knowing where to s.ay.

At laat the child was seen to pass
With one sweet opening rose,
Aud a blade of the white-streaken ‘ribbon
Grass :
The beautiful thiags, in the gorgeous mass,
That his vntavght spirit chose.

He rambled through another gay hour
With a young heart's revelling mirth;
Bat he still preserved the Grass and the Flow-

er,
As though the formed they richest dower
That he could inherit from Earth.

Over the green hill he slowly crept
Gunrding the rose from ill;
® lolled on the bank of a meadow and slept,
en ha hunted a squirel, but jealously kept,
The rose and the ribbon leaf still.

He strolled to the sea-beach, bleak and bare,
And climbed up a jetting spot:
nd the child was wooing his idols there,
Ursing the Flower and Grass with care,
All else in the world forgot.

A dense dark cloud rolled over the sky,
ike a vassgriamphal car;
child looked up as it thickened on high,
0d watched its thundering storm-wheels fly
Throu;h the blue arch fast and far.

He knelt with the trophies he held so dear,
0d his beaming head was bowed:
o ':0 murmured with mingied trust and fear,
L twine them together and leave them
here,
or the Gop wao made that cloud.”

w“{'hipping Child, thon wert doing then
What ‘all below should do;
w° bear it taught by the Prophet men,
g‘ec it traced by the prophet pen,
Y the Holy, the Wise, the True.

;lmlm lay down the flowers we bear,

eld close in doting pride;

0: Must be ready to willingly spare,
ife’ altar rock the things wost fair—
d loved beyond all beside.

:.T'hipping Child, may the tempest hour
We with my spirt so bowed!

n:‘ ® didst give the Grass and the Fower,
0’rl Yield what | love best to the Power
Hix that makes that cloud.

Eviza Coox.

From Hogg's Instructor.
SIXES AND SEVENS.

s olten » great [orce and vivacity in

There

common phrases and expressions. Celd con-
versationslisms are tbe very disguises of the
eoul, and worde are too often intended to con=
ceal, rather than to reveal, a man’s meaning.
While we are stopping to pick up words, our
thoughts frequently muke to themselves wings
and fly awuy ; and were it pot for the hones-
ty of humao emotion, which occasionally
breaks in upon the conversationalism of the
world, and freshens the surface of the slvggish,
halt-stagnating stream of etiqueite and forma-
{ ity, what a set of eating, drinking, bowing,
| eringing, emiling, smirking sutomata, should
we oot become! Langusge, we repeat, 1s
peculiarly open to the freezing iofluence of
cusiom. Founded upon convention, based on

{ the common consent of mankind, ne marvel
that it sometimes consis’e not so much of the
signs of ideas, as of their tombstones. The
induration of habit has a powerful effect in
lessening the force of words, How many
hundreds—thousands, alas!—sit under the Sab-
bath-sound of words of such astounding import,
that, even should our contrected capacities
enter into their meaning with the full earnest-
nees to which those capacities are competent,
they would thrill our hearts with unutterable
horror, or fill our breasts with ineffable glad«
nees. We are vometimes aroused to their
tremendous import, but habit, with its lethar-
gic iofluence, cettles down again upon our
soul, like the blue €ilm upon the torpid luke
which the truant pebble has for an ivstent d's-
tarbed. Enough upon a theme 8o solemn.
Our object 1s to animadvert for a moment up-
on the vigour and freshness which common
phraseology imparts to the emooth diction of
civility and etiquectte.

There must be somethisg poetical in the nu-
ture of man; not that he naturally measures
jambics or hammers oat hexameters, but he
15 by nawure a highly figurative speaker—a ma-s
ker of metaphory, and as aforesaid, common
phrasenlogy often hite wpon expressions for
which the avthor labours in vain. The poeis
have worked hard (o place hefore us striking
images of confusion. Milton especially, has
thrown together some of the most extraordina-
ry expressions to illustrare the idea of disorder ;
but what 18 2ll the poetry in the world 1o the
phrese—sixes and eevens. Take it horme—
bring :t eleadily before your mind—think of
your own effairs, or those of your friend, at
*sixes and sevens.” Ouly faney what trouble
it might have saved Milton, ia the description
of the angels lying thick as the leaves in Val-
lambrosa, hed he told us, in their confusion,
they were lying at *sixes and seveas " Why
the very weme of disorder is involved in the
expression—it implies * confusion woree con-
tounded.” 8ix is an even, sieady, reputable
number. Compared with seven, it puts us in
mind of & sober citizen, who shuts up his
{ shop, puis on his great coal, and goes home
‘1o bed; while eeven is flaunting about the
| streeis, serpentining his way, and perhaps nee

ding the astistance of some other number (52

B, we’ll eay) to see hin safe home. If they
| both use tobacco, ten 10 one six is sitting by

his fireside, knocking the ash out of his steady
' clay pipe on the hob—seven is sirolling about
! the town, with a rakish cheroot in his mouth,
| puffing the emoke  inio peoples’ faces. Bat
f looking atthem as abstract numbers, and with-
| out this elegant personification, they are an
incongruous couple. We huve pothing 10 say
lgaiﬂll geven 1n the lbl"ﬂc(, B8 a number;
and it 18 only when campared with six that
ideas of irr=gularity, disorder, dissipation, are
attached 10 it. We know that moch has been
written on the vee of the number seven, and
| wssociations come acrose ve which would be
out of place heye —the incongreity of the thing
consists 1u coupling them together. They will
not fit—ihey will net do, Tbey are like a

man wits two lelt legs ora equint; or a long
| man tie horse, ora fork with unequal
prougs, pur of tongs of different lengii in
the lege, or two Kaives to cat your mezt with,
jor two rght gloves, or a boot and a shoe.
| There no such thing in natore as * sixes

y and sevens,' Accidental grouping, indeed, is
more frequently is oature than i an. Wild
masses of rock, and stragghing trees, and an
endirss variety of laptastie forms, are thrown
together in stupendous confusion; but then,
what a whole they form! Disorder there is
tne very element of besuty. Sixes aud seveps
innature! Majestic shade of Scott!—*if 1 s
permitted the dead to visit the scene of their
earthiy wanderings’—wouldst thou not frown
in a thunder cloud upon the sacrilegious tour-
ist who ghould say, the Trasachs are all at
sixes and seveas! In neture we look for a
degree of irregularity ia the detsil, which is
the resnlt of magnoificent order in the general;
but in art, irregularity is execrable.

Order, then—order 1n ita highest manifesta-
tion—what an exquisite object of contemplatis
on! Thiuk of this great globe that we mhabit,
with the myrieds of human mites that just
scralch its eurface—a globe so vast that ite
mighty Alps, its mejestic Andes, are but the
roughness of its rind ; this ponderons giobe, for
ever spinning rovnd the sun, 8o fast as lo slesp
upon its axis—e0 exquisitely poised oetween
the laws of matter and of motion asto perlorm
s revelotions to 8 hair-bradth—regular in its
irregularizies, the obliguity of its ecliptic path
bringing about 1that charming alternation of the
seasons, by which the dreariness of winter
biooms into epring, dlushes into summer, and
glows and deepens into autvmn—regular in its
irregularities, the trembling nicety of the com*
pass sp-aking of gradual, progressive, but pre-
cise varistion, But turnieg the eye of tae ima-
gination upward, {rom earth to heaven, how is
the intellect overpowered with ita infinitely
inadequate conceptious of the vast amount of
order that prevails—order in dieguise, too, for
those same diamond-points that stud the mighty

mighty arch seem sprinkled about at random,
until science comes 1 with her sans and sys-

tems, her inconceivable distances, her precise
planets, her eccentrie comets! Ah, could we
enter into the mysteries of the moral world—
could we penetrate into the sublime arcana of
the eterval government, how would the subli-
mities ol physical and material order rade into
insignificance!

But, 10 come down (rom this lofty height.
let us Jook for a moment at the present irres
gqlnmy but eccentric urder of nature in her in-
sunctive promptings. Did you ever observe a
hive of bees? Of course you have-—what en
abeurd eaquiry! But did it not strike you, in
that observation, that, with all their incessant
activity, there was an apparent infirmity of
purpoee about those little labourers—apparent
ouly, of course ; but sull they do seem 1o act
by suddem impulses, rather than by any well-
devised plan. Some will come bounciog home
alighting on the little tongue of wood before
their door, as if they had fallen trom the clouds
instead of arriving thereat by u definite and
well-concers-d plan; others will come out of
the hive in a hurry, blundering over the new
comers, and, looking very undecided for a few
seconds, fly off, as 1t would seem, at random.
We have even seen some make their exit up-
side down! walking forsooth, on the straw
lintel of their door-way—clinging to the upper ;
part of their gateway, instead of the ground. °
In thie case, however, the mead or metheglin,
or whatever drink they debauch wpon, must
have got into their heads; for we are convinced
that it is a thing thet po well-condncted bee
would sabmit to~—a thieg that no human la-
bourer was ever known 1o do. But this is no-
thing 1o the apparent confusion of the scene
of their labours, Ifyou have ever examined a
gluss hive-~though, by ihe way, it is not easy
to examine a glass hive, for the little jellows
seem extremely jealous of inspection, av jea-
lous as the craftemen of yore, and appear to
dread your taking up the art and mystery of
cell-building end honey-making over their
2eads ; but if you have ever successtully in-
spected aglass hive, you must admit that it
does appear a scene of extraordinary confusi-
on, Of the bees it may be truly suid, that
they seem all a3 sixes and sevens, But in
what does it all result?’—a structure formed
with svch exquisite skill, based upon a mathe-
matical problem so profound, us to excite the
admiration of the wisest. and sfford imstructi-
on to the most akilful of human artificers,
The mind, indeed, displayed in the consiructi-
on o: their fragile fabric is evidently not their
own. Tney are placed in a position lower
tnan that of the meanest labourer who worka
upon the detail of a marble palace, tv the
architeetural conception of which he is una
epeakably incompetent,

Since then, we can find mo real, though
there muy be some apparent, instances of * six+
es and sevens’ in nature, let ve look at them 1n
human affaire. Order, in the matters of com«
mon life, if not an element of heppiness, is
certainly a most essential ingredient in com-
fort. 1soppose o time isso thoroughly wasts
ed, more completely thrown away, than that
which is epentin looking tor lostarticles—time
wasted (0o, in a manoer as unpleasant us vn~
profiiable; for there are some employments
which, if they afford littie advantage, supply
@ little graufication. Time, to be sure, is not
made the most of, but some amonat of perao-
nal enjoyment 1 eccured; but—looking for
lost articles! oue had better be oasting one’s
toes 00 the fender, and moking out men’s fa-
cesin the fire, How a man turne over the
same thing again and again, pauxes to recollect,
bites his hip, and purses his brow, and looks
into a dozen impossible places, and repeats the
same round of vexatious experimeats. until he
18 lired, io the desperate hope of having over-
looked the lost article. Now, this is the res
sult of leaving things at *sixes and sevens.’
For the want of & httle order, a maa first lo-
ses his property, tnen Joses his time, and then
perbaps loses his temper, which is the woret
loss of all  Order, in regard to time, ig as im«
portant 8 that pertaining to place ; and happy
lsthe man who, like Alfred, can lay ont hs
houre 1o the best advaniage. We can econo-
inige our time, and we ought to do so, Not,
howeve., adheriog to rules irrespective of cir-
cumelances. Summer or winter, hieet or cold,
long days or short ones, the window seat or the
fireside, ought all 1o be allowed :heir (uilus
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eace, and to make their wmodifications. In
summer, for instance, s mao should make the
most of his wornings—Ia winter, of hiv nights,

He should not be slavishly led by the susn. The
sun 18 by no meaus an un=xceptionable guide,
for though be is an early rizer in the summer
months, he se's ve a very bad exsmple in
winter weather. But one great reagon for our
making the most o! time is, that time, profita-
bly employed make the most of us. Our heel b
our wealth, our huppiness, are all promoted
by en ecouomy of ume. It is hardly possible
indeed, except in special caves, for an active
:ntelligent mau to have a superfluity of time ;
but when & man does not know what to do
with his time, it is & sore evil under the sun.
[tis saic, indeed, that times is money, and to
the majority of men this may be the case ; but
there 18 oue grand distinction between lime
and money—it may be hard to get rid of yoor
time whea it hangs heavily on your hands, but
it 18 'specially easy to get rid of your money,
when it buras holes in your pockels

, Sometimas, indeed, disorder, whether of
time or place, is not your own fanlt. A fellow
will come in, entertain you with the most tri-
fling platitndes, overlook all your hints, and
pat out all your plans ; and in regard to place,
however well dispoged to order, some odd~
shaped articloy muy violate all your notions of |
physical fitness, What an act of anti-social |
atroeity it is in . publisher, to pat forth a
queer ®ized book! Did you never feel the |
nuisance of an oddsshaped volume in yourclis !
beary—a fellow that will not range with the

rest—one, indeed, that has no fellow —a stum-
py Virgil, a square-shaped Homer, a very
uarrow, tall book, like an attennated ledger,
or a very short square one ? This latter class
i:the worse. It 1s ot so much thickness v
eight in a volume that plagues yon, be
breadth—one that will slicf hgi- blc{( an ilx
or two out of the row, and seems as uncom.
plying as asurly, fat man in a second class
carriage, or some of those old-fashioned houses
in ancient English towns, that protode all sorts
of queer angles and odd gables to the thoroug-
fare, as i they wished to elbow their neigh-
bours out of the street, just as-a queerstem-
pered, cross-grained man pokes out his sharp
angles and salient points into society. The
most abominable boo% of this kind with which
we are acquainted is an old red and blacka
titled edition of ¢ Bacon’s Essays.” In packing
up our books for a removal, or ranging them
in goodly rows upon the shelves, how we have
raused and pondered over that fellowless fbl~
ow! How we have tried 1o coax it into a cory’
ner, or 1o wheedle in the pile! Not even 1n its
respectable red edges not its worm-eaten bind=
ing can excite our veneration, or make us treat
with that respect to which its haary age ent-
tles it.

Bat, generally speaking, order is in our owa
hands; dsorder is own fault, and it is a fauk
that secures iis own punishment. We offer
invaluable advice, then, when we persnade a
men te be orderly in his aflairs; but since the
advice is old, and a systematic essay on ‘or-
der’ would attract little attention, we have
preferred throwing togetter a few hints at
sixes and sevens.’

—.

@he Politician.

The Britich Press.

| From the Londun Times.
THE FRENCH INSURRETIONS.

The eviderce taken by the Committee of
the National Assembly of France appeinted to
investigate the causes of the insurrections ef
May and June is now before us, and we are
not surprised at the vehement and conflicting
emotions which the peblication of these docn-
ments has excited amongst all parties in
France. It is utterly beyond our power, with-
in the limits which we are compelled to as-
sign to the most important questions, to pub-
lish or evea pass n review, the infinite varie-
ty of facts which are here recorded for the
warning of our contemporaries and for the infir-
mation of posterity. But the impression these
disciosures leave on the mind is of the deepest
character. The picture may herealter be
drawn with more skill by the lucid and dis=
eriminating pen of future historians, but this
mass of evidence hes the merit and demerit of
n daguerotype likeness. Itis confused ill-ar«
ranged, maked with exaggerate hights and in-
trusive shadows, and little fitted to attract or
please the eye, but it is the faithful image of
that protracted scene of perpexity and gloom
in which the French Republic has continned
to drag on its turbalent existence since the
moment o' its unanticipated birth; and it tells
the world, with avthority that canunot be con-
tested, by what abominable arts revolutions
are carried on, by what men the French demo-
eracy has been governed since it has preserib-
ed its princes and humbled its nobles to the
dust—by what shame, imisery, and deeeil these
triamphs of the popular cause have been ats
tended. Defore the revolution of Febroary
had itself been consammated, the struggle bes
gan between those men who still hope 1o save
the Republic by their moderation and the nest
of brigands who are dragging down not only
the Republic \but society itself n France to
to perdition. Fhe Provisional Goverdment 1~

[ se)f’ was named partly by twelve denperndo‘

in tho Cabinet of the Re¢forine newsparer, an
partly by the editors of the Natinonal. Citizén
Chenu, by trade a shva-maker, was onv ot
the King-making members of the former and
wiore violent of these facticns, and as he haw
now seen fit to disavow his former accomphceg.
his evidence is extremely complete as to their
proceedings, and, if he can he trusted, valoa-
ble. He states that from the commencement
fo the Provigional Government, privaie meet=
ing® of some of its members swere held .d
Ledrn Rellin’s house, wl:lch were all‘endg
by Ledra Rollin himes!f, Causcidiera, Gran -
menil, Lonis Blanc, Al ert, Flocon, Lamar
tine and Frances 8¢ well as Etienne Arago.
T'he objact of theso mectIPgs Wik 10 otla?”?lj
clugive possession of the Government 5’ thvr
ing Garnier Pages, Marie, Marrast and Vgut;-
wioderates; but even this cabal was again &
divided into n more and a less violent secll;\n.
There seems, however, to be little doubt, t l;ﬂ
the plan of the majority of tius party a8 ":r' y
as the 16th of April wae to si0Z¢ the ﬁ""h“n‘;
ment and make Ledrn Rollin Dictator or hea
of a Committee of Pablic Safety. T'he
schame failed from Ledru Rollin’s own want
of resolution, Mennwhile Caussidiere who
still continued Prefoct of the police, was c_nn-l
ducing intrigues and plots o the inost diabolica
character. It gives an idea of what lhn' slate
of Paris then was, 10 be told by !he' Director
of police tnat there were at that time for
divisions of the police of the |'nguopohs'n||
working under distinct authorities and agninst
each other :—the [’'refecturc was all but “P"‘}
ly favouring the Communists ; the Mayor ©
Paris, who had uleo his sgents, was endea-
vouring to crash them; the jlome ()fhce was at
open war with the Mayor of l'z!ns. for Ledrn
Rollin retained his whole influenc there
through the subordination officers even afier
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