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From Tait’s Edinburgh Magazine, for July
AN OLD WOMAN'S TALE.

Ir is an old tale, the experience of age stri-

ving in vain to temper the enthusiasm of youth.
i am a mothcr now, and a sedate matron may
well sigh to remember how she loved to think
ber old friende splenetic through infirmity,
dearly ‘ws she loved them, rather than abate
one atom of the fairy visions which danced
around her. Aund when the arch eachanter,
Love, waved his wand, aud bathed earth, and
sea. and sky, in_hues of purple and gold, how
eruel seemed We hand, though stretched in
tenderest watchfulness, that would faia have
‘brought her back to the sober hues of reality.
In the arrogance of youth, of beauty, we forget
that our kind monitor has felt as we feel—the
same fond trust, the same extatic hope, and
can say—-* I too, shepherd, in Arcadia dwelt.’
‘I have never known the blessed care of a mo-
ther, but her venerable parent was permitied
to watch over our orphaned childhuod. I can
wow understand her earnest and prayerful an-
xiety, as we grew up to _\vomanhood. and the
time for our settling in life drew near. 1 can
feel with her wow, though in my inexperience
I could aot then, for I, too, have fair girls to
‘guard, whose happiness here aad hereatter, is
‘entwined with my heart-strings. I remember
the day on which my father told our graadmo-
‘ther of my engagement to your father. 1was
then, my Margaret, young and !lg_bt-he.ne_d
as yourself, and dear grandmama laid her wis
thered hand on the curls which clustered in
golden luxuriance, and tears dropped slowly
down her venerable cheeke.

* Do not grieve, dear grandmama, I shall not
leave you for a long time ye!; and,’ I added,
pressing her haud in both mine, * I shall see
you very often.’ :

Here my own tears began to flow, for, in the
engrossment of my new feelings. I had scarce~
ly dwelt on the severing of old ties, which my
new engagement would involve. "

<1t is mo selfish grief that thus afflicts me,’
said my beloved monitor. ¢ Iwould not cloud
‘your young spirit, nor dim the hopes which are
sent to bliss the morning of life, and fit us for
the burden and heat of the day ; but you, my
Grace, remiad me of my cherished daughter
Agnes—whose early deaih you have oficn
heard me lasment. T will now tell you some-
thiog of her life; and if it make you rejoice
with trembling, amid your present happiness,
that happiness will be more likely to endurc.
From her infaocy I had watched over Agnes
with a more fearful tenderness than any other
of my children. Hers wasa character sirange-
Iy made up of quick and joyous impulse, and
deep unsuspected feeling. She seemed alto-
gether without that cowardice so olien aturi-
buted to woman asa reproach, but which, in
a world of dangers, often serves her ec well
Meanness cnd
‘cunning she scorned, and the petty artifice so
common in boch sexes was never found in
‘het.  Her epirits were high and antameable—
sometimes to wildness; out il unkindly or
harshly rebrked, aore so utterly subdued, Can
you wonder, then, that I watched over her
a8 if she were some precious vessel, sent out
on a sea full of rocks, quicksands, and whirl-
pools? Il used to pray thet, be her lot ir life
what it might, she might ever ieel the balm of
Joving looks 8nd kind worde.’

* And what was her lot ia life, dear grand-
‘mamo 7 Wae she happy? De tell me ell
about her. Was she preity ¥

¢ She was not so fair as her sistcr Grace,’
oontinued grandmama, ¢ but there was & vari.
ety in the play of her features, aad a playfal-
aess of manner, which made her geaerally ad-
mired. At the age of eighteen, her hand was
anked in marriage by a young merchunt, Ar-
thur Walforth ; and bgfore < was aware of her
danger, her heart was his. I eay danger, be~
cause she was oo young 0 encounter the
cares of married life, aud the uacertainties of
tradé press heavily on the wife of a merch-
aut. She suffers from the variation of her
husband’s epirits; and she is a highly fuvoared
woman if his temper too do not suffer—and
my Agnes’s tender, yet high spirit, was I knew
il} fiued for such trials Arthur was an intel.
ligeat young man, of high character, and most
honorable in all his dealings. It was, however
his misfortune to have fur a mother u wesk
and irritable woman, whom prosperity had
wot improved. She was sarrouaded with
blessiags, but was conatautly complaining ;
and as her education had ot strengthcoed her
mind, nor a watchful self-denial improved lLer
heart, she was likely to imprees upon her
son’s mind 2 very low opinion of ail women,
¥, my dear Grace, was honored by my husbaad
with hus entire confidencc, and Itried o re-
torn hia trust, by being indeed, a helpmeet for
jim. li a woman dues not know the state
of her husbaud’s aflairs, she 18 defrauded of
what is justly du her—the privilege ol advi-
sing with him, and of unitiog with him. in
his efforts to do justly to all men. About a
year aite; Agnes’s marriage, Lae crisis oceur-
ved which laid so mapy lolty houses low. I
often surprised Agnes 10 tears,but she said no»
thing to me; and | have always made it a prin-
ciple not to enguire in‘o ‘amily sccrets, 1 have
geen 80 much evil from the weli-meaaiag but
1)l judging reluciance which many a mother
feels 10 give up to her daughter’s husbaand, in
good faith and sincerity, the secrets of that
daughter’s heart, 1 was very anxious about
my child; but I could only commend her to a
render Providence, and watch for the result.
But one day my Agnes came io my house, and
vushea up stairs to my bedroom. 1 followed
~er and secured the door; and ] waa thea grie-

ved to hear her sobbing bitterly, and in an ages
ny of sorrow.

‘Cean I give you any comfort or advice my
darling?  Contfide injyour mother, and per-
haps [ may be able to conscle you.’

¢ Oh! my husband, my ausband, he has used
me cruelly; he has not been open with me,
he might have told me the siate of his affairs;
I am aot a child; I could bear poverty—I
could live anywhere, and labor for him, as
many are obliged to do, but this cruel reserve
—oh! it will kill me.’ ;

¢ Agnes, my sweet child,’ I answered, ‘now
is your time of wial. you know where ta look
for strength; and, oh beware of a rebellious
spitits sirive to be patient and tell me all your
(ear.”

* Our head clerk has just been, mamma, and
and he tells me that s master is gone to
Loadon; and his return is uncertain, aud he
bas left a request to me that I will come and
stay with you,unul his affairs are arranged one
way or other. Iam more hurt by his allowe
ing me to learn all this from a stranger than
shocked at his ruin, for we are both young
and may Lope [or better times But oh! mo-
ther, there ure many things which I might
have done without ; and now, the people will
suspect me of having known our circunistances
all along—and 1 shsll have the disgrace of
be:ng suspected of dishonesty.” ;

¢ Alas' Agpes,’ I said ¢ yours is & common
case. To a woman of integrity it is indeed a
sore trial tc be thought cepable of wronging
any tradesman; but do pot njure your healin
by this violent grief. You are, whatever hap-
pens, our dearly beloved danghter, and now,
for Grace’s sske, and for your father’s and
for mine, try 0 compose yourself. 1 Knew
that this appeal to her famuly affection would
have s strong eflect om her generous Rnature;
for Agnes, in becoming a wite, had 0ol ceas.
ed to be a durital daughier, and her love for
her sister, your dear mother, my Grace, was
beautiful to behold. She was delicate even
then and required the tenderest care—too gep-
tle and unselfish for this world. She was even
then more like a heavenly than an earthly bee
ing. When she saw Agnes come down with
the marks of tears on her face, she strove by
every gentle attention 1, soothe and cheer her,

and I sighed to see their geatle offices lavishs
ed in vain.

¢ Our decr AAgnes was wounded to the quick
by her husband’s want of confidence, and we
could not cheer her.  la a short ume, how-

cver, Arthur’s affairs were wound uvp—all
claime were satisiied—and he resumied his
business with a good prospect of sucecess, bat
he had lost one posessioa mcre valuabie than
golu—the confidencc of his wife was gone for
ever. There was = ivstlessness and anxiety
about Agacs, which never leit her. She reine
sed cver again to take the most trifting thing
on eredit, aud once, when he jestingly alluped
to her prudence, as hc termed 1t, she riplied,
1 have been treated like a child, Arthur you
must remember a burnt child dreads the fire,
1f I am notro be trusred I v1!l avoid being dus
pecd’

¢ She died at the age of siz and twenty, al-
ter a short illncss, but I shall always saink
that her indignation and angmish of miad had
paved the way for her early deatn.’

My grandmother ccased, and sccmed lost in
thought, ithen sl.e added—

¢ You too, Grace arc nbout to mouiy 2 mers
chant, and I have told yoa this sac story in or-
der to impress upon vour mind that the romane
tic feeliug of first love i- no. sufficient tc hap»
pines. in the married life. There wust Lo
mutual confidencc or the yoke will prcss heaw
vily indced upon the helpless women. Be-
fors you marry, moke it o condition that ne
deception of cny kid or digree isto be pers
mitted betwecs yoir. Ulilless a4 men confides
1 e wife, hie does botis her and himself ire
reparablc wronz.

1took my dear grandmotlicr’s adviee, cnd,
as far as thus varied sceue cdmits of happiness,

happiness has been 1aine.

From the London Monthly Magasine.
VENICE.

When | came to Veuice, I intended to stay
a few days. Threc weeks have aow elapscd ;
and if I hed vo engagements to eall my awey,
vnd oo friends at home I wished to see, I reals
ly believe I should ucver leave it 1s the only

city I ever sawr which I love,—ic: for the
gake of pictores and stotnes, of mopaments of
eatiquity and historical essociutions, bui cime
ply tor useif and for its owa cakc, M.st truly
did Byron cull it a*iairy city of the heort
It indeed seems the chosen s; ot ond dwellinge
of romance, something more akin to the ima=
ginings of the poet than the commona-plice
realities of aciual life : a ity rising oat of e
sea—without stree:s, withoui noise of carrias
ges, dust or other annoyauces opd distarbans
ces of other towns—a city without dry lend.
There is somethin: ia the very idea whied
charms and delighis the imaginaion, And
such a city—such ruagnificent palaces, church-
es zad coavents—sguch spacious qaays and
flights of marble steps—such glitering Orien-
tal splendour—such besutitul and affeeting pic-
turesque decay ! The durk water flowing be-
tween end wround, flashing and spukliuguzmd
refleciion all objeets as in 2 wmirror, biu..-a' Ve
aice with beauy.

Those who hav lived in large eitic kusw
the elakivg of s heart, the dismal 1eeis s of
siepping trom one’s doot into jnto the wide
n0isy, bustling street—the sense of loneliness
among the crowd—the uapleusaniness of hav-
ing the broad glaring eye of the world upou
you wherever you go—the irksome fceling
that you are not a free agsat,thyt your »:rcon-
al independeace is gope—that you mus‘: move
with the crowd. Sach are g
of the erowded cities ; Sut i

nothing of the sort. You go down a back stair
to the water's edge, aand etep into your gondo-
la. Few see you——-anobody cares when or
where you go, you float along the Grand Ca-
nal, or move along through the labyrinth of
water streels, to see some church or palace or
picwuze ; or over to some of the hundred isles
and all the while it in the open air, to eu-
ioy the fresh sea-breeze and the iairy scene, or
creep into your little black den, snd streich
yourself on the luxurious caehions.

lndeed one great charm of Veaice 1o we is,
thet living here is 20 like beiag at sea, with-
ont the drawbacks and discomiors of an ac-
tual voyage.

The canals are narrow, not exceeding the
width of a narrow streer, except the Grand
Caunul, which winds hke a great river throngh
the eentre of the towan, and it is spanned by
only ope bridge, the Rizlto. The Rialto is a

ficient in the world, tenantless and crambling
o decay—to wind for hours through the wa-
ery streets of Venice, amidst the vestiges of
ancient weajih wod splendour and meet no-
thing bvta solitary gondola—to passfor mil#
betwern houses which would seem desered,
but for a stray Inc» here and there luoking
down from some proj-cting balcony, or &
boutman’s jachet hung out io dry from 2ome
high arched window, which once lighied :be
banquet hall of princes. Swuch s the peiure
whieb ¥-nice presents, exceptin the neighbor-
hoad of St Mark’s Place aad on the quays and
Grand Canal.
i  The hour of departure came, and although
i I begin to lung for hume, 1 1elt ;my hearteick
{ within me as1 bade adieu, perhaps for 1he last
time, to Yepice. Never | thoaght, did she
{ look more beautiful than now, when lesning
y from the window of the gondoia, | Jooked

wide and noble arch of marble, with & row of | back oa her palav-s #na chorghes, standing 18
small shops on either side, where once the { clear relirt agamst ine red hight of suprise.

Shylocks and Antonies and wealthy merchanis |

of Venice were wont to resort to transact bu-
siness. From one end to another, tor more
than two miles, this Grand Canal is Lined with
palaces —palaces like those we see in Clande
or Canaletti’s pictures oue surpassing the other
in magnificence, and rising proudly ou: of the
water, with row above row, of marble co-
lumos and richly carved windows and balco-
nies and long projecting cornices

Outside the lagunes, and like a bar to shut
out the ocean swell from Venice, is the Lido,
a long narrow island, or rather sand-bank,
stretching for six or seven miles from the fort
at one end, to the little fishing village of Ma-
lamocco, at the other. All between is a heap
of sand hille, with here and there a tree, and
on the side next Venice a few gardens and
vineyards. Qa the outside towards the Adri.
atic, is a beautiful beach of firm dry eand
sirewed with sparkling sheils and pebbles,
which it is a real delight to walk on. Here
we have the ocean swell, and the fresh seue
breeze, and the Adriatic, so beautifully blue
and trapsparent. The sand-hills above the
beach command lovely views of Venice, and
the distant mountains, and all round the wide
horizon. I choose some spot among sandhills
where [ cansee around me, and watch the
fishing boats and distant sails, and read or
think away the hours. Here I have a view
around me which the world canscarcely equal.
Far ag the eye can reach along the northern
horizon, lie the giant Tyrol Alps, with their
snow streaked sides and white peaks, slum-
bering quietly among the summer clonds—to
the east, stretches the biue expanse of the Ad-
riatic—to the west and socth the lagunes,
with their hundred isles, and Venice rising
with her spires, and domes, and towers, like
an enchanted city from the boson of the wa-
ter. Sometimes when the sun is shining bright
and not a cloud to be seen in the sky, the air
has all the dazzling eleirness whieh we: see in
Canaletti’s piciures, every mast in the larbor,
and almost every tile on the house-~tops of
Venice, are distinetly visihl:, while the stil]
surface of the lagune, w ruffled by the faintest
wandering brcath, reflecis every objects as
distinctly as ga mirror.  After such cuys the
evenings scem he .veriy. If the ccene was
beautiful before, what is it now ? When the
shadows lengthen and the sun gocs down in
the west Jike a mees of molten gold, and the
gentleness and glow ¢f evening sink soltly
over land and se2, we take leave of earth and
earthly beauty, and seem trancported into a
vision of paradice or scene of fairy land. A
twilight closes in, the mountains, which lay all
day_melumz and lost in airy distance, come
outin clear outlinn and deep chade agpinst
the golden sky—still however, more like a
barrier of elonds reised 10 a wall in o happy
valley, than real riountains—so wild so jug.
ged, and fanwstic doestheir outline appear,
The sky giows and burns freey the zenith
dowa to the gorgeous west, aud the flood is
paved with its image—and the city  huddled
together 1a gloom. while every town and stee~
ple comee in strong a«d black relief, and the
masts and risging of the ships are traced in
delicate lincs against the rich light. Every
lew Iolaud lies like a line of darkest purple;
slecping iu its shadow, Thex I take my gons
giol_a and glide slewly across the lagune, en-
Joylng the delicions coolnes: of the eveping,
and listeuing to the chiming of bells, and voice
of music comigg fainty over the water from
the disiant eity. As the shades of might deepa
en, and the last streaks of sunset sink into
the sce, Iwaieh the stars come out one by
one in the sky ubove, aud ihe lights in the city
helow, each casting a trembling line of light
apon the Jark waers.

Veuice is the place for pageants. 1 gaw
two fetes—oue a procession at ~ 1, Mark’s Pal-
lace 3 tne other @ tesiival given by a parish, in
honour of its pastor who had completed his
filueth year of residence: The pomp and
brilliaucy ot the firat-=with noble pulaces, the
bright sunshine, the crowds of gaily.dressed
people, and the long procession in cmbroider.
ed robes, far exceeded any sueh ceremonies
seen elsewhere. Reopecting the other, the
city seemed 1o be eouverted for the oceasion
mto a vastiheatre, Every house “vemed wpp.
ed inside out: the shop keepers huag their
gayest silks and piled their richest poods in
front of their shops ; private people huog out
their plate and mircors wod pictures, the wins
dows were illuminated, banners waved from
balconies, and rich festoons of sk and crim.
son cloth hung acrose the narrow streets gnd
canals : orcacetrus were erected, aud bagds
were playing, and Venice crowded 1o see and
bear, waile overhead, the moon poured down
a flood of mellow radiance to the gay ang bril.
liant scene.

What a eontrast is it to this splendeur angd

ew of the evils |
Venice there is

revelty (0 row through the canals in the day
time, aud sce palaces among the most maguie

For a tullbonr | kept my eyes fixed on them
while the goudula wus gliding over the calm
lagnne 1o Fu ins, end when at last we wuched
laud, and 1 logked round, the contrast berween
the chill gray mormag sky and fa: marshy
laud before m=, and the glow of suprice, the
wide ocean, and toe fair eity ¥ wae leaving
behind, made me feed as it | wae awnhenig
trom & pleasent dream 10 the rode reclities ¢f
actual hie. And a plea-aot dream it was the
time | epent at Venice. Even now when the
Lido and the sunsets, and St Mark’s place,
and the moonlight canals flash across my
memory, I can hardly bring my=cll to believ®
that such things really exist, and that I really
lived among them. The whole scene appear®
too bright and beautifal for aught but dreams
of tairyland.

From the Chrietiaa Treasury.
GARDEN MEPITATIONS.

UPON AN OLD YET FRUITFUL TREE,

When 1 saw and old tree which promised lit*
tle,yet was richly laden, and had not only more
fruit than those which were younger,and made
a greater show, but the fruit was better also ,
it esceeded not only in guantity but also 18
quality. the other trees —this observation made
me think such a wree resembled much as sged
Christian, an old disciple, as we read, Aci®
xxi. 16, Of such it may be noticed, that they
usually bear more and better fruit than young-
er professors, their judgment being ripened
and mellowed by experience, and themselve?
usually not so censorious and self-willed 88
the others are, who are apt 10 condemn @
that are not just of their judgment, even though
they may exhibit as much of Christ and a go®*
pel conversation as themselves. This consid?
eration brought to my mind what the Psalmist
says of such.—‘ The righteous shall flowr
like the palm-tree ; he shall grow like a cedal
in Lebanon. Those that be planted in th®
house of the Lord shall flourish in the eour™®
ot God. They shall bring forth fruit 10 ©
age, they shall be fat and Sourishing.” (P¥-
xcii. 12:14.) Those thet draw sap from Christ
and are grafted into him, must needs bud 8
bloom, and bring forth fruit, these are the
trees planted by the rivers of water, which
bring forth their fruit in their seasons (P! '
3): for as aged men, so especially aged Chri**
tiang, have their judgment ripened by exper'’
ence. and mellowed by time ; and their 2€
is not a hot and furious zeal, withont knoW*
ledge—a zeal, like that of the apostles Jame?
and John who, who would have called fof
fire from heaven to consume the ishospital
Samaritans. ae they sard Elijah did. (Lok®
ix. 54.) Young professors, as 1 sawi, 8/
prone to be censorious, ap: 0 condema th0%®
who cannot see with their eyes, or who diffe’
{rom hem, though, i1 be in circumstant’®
and things of emall concern, yea, perhsP®
will disparage their graces, as if their Of:-
hearts, like Jehu’s where the touchstone
sincerity, and their own judgment the toved”
stone of truth. Bgt aged Christinns bs*®
learned Christ better, and studied their o¥*
hearts more, and will yield a graia of sllo¥”
ance to others, as knowing they nee it the®”
selves: and where they see the vitals of 1%
ligion preserved, they will reach omt '
right hand of fellowship, though it be to B¢3
of contrary persuasion, in Jesser matters : e
they will Jove then better and valoe e
more, thas they do those of theiwr own pe o
sion, in whom they cannot see such evié®
signs of graee. There is honourable ment!®™
made of an old disciple (Acts xxi. 16): 8 &7,
headed expericneed Chiisien, a faibe’ s

Joha ii. 13,) *Ye arc they’ said Ch’“:,'
¢ which have continned with me ; aod ! .;h

point unto you 2 kingdom, as my Father
appointed uato me,”  (Luke xxii. 287
God will especielly reward those that are .{w-
servants. * Days should speak,’ says '|'J‘
¢ and multitude of years ‘each wisdome.’ (')
xxxii. 7.) Tt wasa duty commaanded by P
and yet 1¢ incumbent upou vs, to  MIFE o
before the hoary head, and hionour the lc
of the old man® [Lev.xix. 32), but then "'cs.
more an old Christian, ¢ The hoary pead ! ol
crown of glory if it be fouad in the WaJ
righteousness.’ [Prov. xvi. 31.] ot
O my soul, own Christ whesever tho¥ “0,
est him, and make not thine own j'di'"b,,
the test to try all other men's, nor with f;cf"
thise own heart the touchsione to try O°
Judge the tree by the fruit, not by the I”hei'
and professors not by their words, but bY ! in
works. Grow in grace as thou gro¥
years, €0 mayest thoogh be an old disciP "oy
O my God, mike me fruittul, sod " e
fruit be pleasant to thy taste, and let 1
be better than the first.—Bury.
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