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THE GOOD FAIRY OF SUNNY 

BURN.’ $ 

The four seasons had passed in storm and 

sunshine, in sadness and gladness, round the 
gréat circle of the year, since Henry sat be- 
side his bride in the circle of joyous wedding 

guests in the Home Cottage. It was an au- 

tumn evening, and the rays of the setting sun 
were for the many-millionth time writing the 

name of Sunny Burn in golden letters on the 

stream. A happy lark was singing its evening 

hymn over a green hillock in the. foreground, 
and the sparrows were chirruping aboyl the 
cottage roof. Henty rested after the labor of 
the day on the wooden bench by the door, and 
Mary, who had just suppered ¢ crummie,’ sat 
down beside him. There were a few minutes 
of thoughtful silence. ; 

¢ Have you seen the fairy to-day?’ said Ma- 
ry. 
% Yas,’ said Henry; ¢ have youn?’ 
+ Oh, yes. The goud creature has net left 

me for a moment alnce you went out in the 
morning.’ 

¢ It is a wonderful as well as a good crea- 
ture,’ said the husband; * for it has been with 
me also the whole day. How caa it be in twe 
places at the same time?’ 

¢ Just as you and I ean,’ said Mary; © and 
yet you know we are nottwo but ene, and so 
18 our fairy.’ ' 
Henry chuckled his little wife under the chin. 

« Lshall be jealous of the fairy he said, ¢ What 
like was it to day? What was it saying to 
you? Was it courting you, Mary, as if you 
had been a romping gicl and not a demure, 
married wife?’ ‘ 

< And shall not I be jealous, too?’ said Mary. 
« Now, tell me, how did the fairy appear 
to you? What was it saying to you? Was 
yo courting it as you was wont to court me, 
Henry?’ 

¢« I asked first, and must have the first an- 
swer.’ 

« Well, then,” said Mary, *the fairy was 
courting me, just as you were wont to do, Hen- 

ry, and as hearily as though I had been a 
romping girl, and not a grave married wife. 
It came in the way you were wont to come 
saven years ago, when you woald wile me out 

to the trysting-tree on such an an evening as 

this, and eay fine things to me, and tell me yon 
would ever love me better than yourself and 
all'the world, an that we should preserve our 
first love through all the changes of life.’ 

¢ Oh, the flattering, foolish fairy!’ said Hen- 
ry. * Bat did you believe it?’ 

¢ Did I believe you?’ said Mary, 
¢ With doabts and fears in your girl’s heart,’ 

responded the husband. ; 
« Nay,” said Mary, ¢ but with the entire 

faith of the devotee, when kneeling at the 
shrine of her, patron saint. Your words wera 
music which thrilled my whole frame, and ban- 
ished all diacords from the world. They led 
me back to the bliss .of ehildhood, or rather 
brought it back agrin, to me. I'became a child 
again in bliss, but with bliss more intense 
than the child’s, as my capacity of enjoying 
was ‘greater. Oh, Henry, it was a bappy 
time!” 

¢ And the fairy talked to you of all this? 
¢ Yes; and as it talked with your voice thet 

courting time came rolling down upon my 
heart and was the present time. As the wave 
blots out the foot-prints on the sea-sand, so 
did that white wave of happy thought blot out 
our little quarrels, and the heart flowers which 
had drooped in" the blighting winds of neglect 
or the frosts of indifference, lifted thew heads 
and bloomed in their original beauty, as the 
eun-light of that time and its dewy morning 
breezas played around them.” So saying, Ma- 
ry, throwing her arms round her hushand’s 
nack, hid her fice in his bosom and wept for 

Bending over ber Henry told }istale, which 
was the counterpart of his wife’s. The fairy 
had been with him all day ‘in the form 
of his Mary, as she first appeared to him, clo- 
thad in the beauty of virgin modesty and bash- 
falness—shunning him; ‘yet not forbidding his 
approach—repelling ‘the first advances of his 
love, yet ever ‘strengthening the silken cord 
ia which she held him captive—Parthian like 
fighting and -woondivg in Right, and still draw- 
ing him towards her, as the fabled snakes does 
the helpless bird. The fairy had led kim ove 
ec the old conrting ground, and Henry thus in- 
aspired, repeated the tale to his listening wife 
It was an hour in which the good and pare 
taings of past years were brought near, and 
the happy pair lived in the midst of them, as 
in a bower of bliss, shat in from all that was : 
evil in the world, Whether their own thoughts, 
bathed in the light of other days, coloured the 
scenery around the cotwage, or it was only the 
rays of the setting sun painting the variegated | 
foliage with living fire, we not determine; 
but as Henry told hig tale the whole seemed to | 
change, and ‘assumed the appearance which 
the heart in its" holiest moods gives! to the lost 
tarrastrial Eden, and the various sounds which 
serenaded the listening silence formed themsel- i 3 
ves into a song, as folows— 

Sigh not o’er vanished joys, 
Manleod or maiden, 

+ Lo, the .newbora hour 
Comes, hona y-ladea 
It holds thy heritage, 
Clearly or blindly; 

Work in it manfully, 
Lovingly, kindly. 

Unchanged, nnchanging, 
Heaven arches o’er thee; 
Changing 10 heaven-like, 
Earth spreads before shee 
Old loves but set awhile, 
Shaded by sorrow, 
To rise more divinely 
In mew’ry’s to-morrow, 

Biad them around thy heart, 
Lovingly, kindly; 
And manfally to the gaol, 
Look mot benind thee. 
Child of the ages, 
Or in the footsteps 
Of prophets and suges. 

Years passed en, bringing their chances and 
changes to the inmates of Sunny Burn, as 10 all 
the children of Adam. To day was never a 
mere transcript of yesterday, and to-morrow 
had its peculiarities distinct from both. There 
was growth in the invisible life within, as ia 
the cottage woed without, though in neither 
case was the process immediately visible. Cir- 
cumstances shifted, accumulated, changed, and 
the life which grew up in the midstof them 
changed also. In due time apether link was 
added to the chain of humanity which stretches 
back to Paradise. A child was born to Hen~ 
ry and Mary—an heir. to them and to ell the 
ages. We may be sure the fairy dic net fail 
to turn this event to good accouut. It clothed 
itself in the helpless beauty of the young im- 
mortal, and in all the beauty which had ever 
gladdened the heart of the parents. By a cun- 
ning magic which they felt thongh they did not 
understand, the good creature surrounded the 
litle stranger with an atmosphere of love, and 
drew a circle of .beauty around it and its pa- 
rents. Seated in this elysium the past was 
curdled into a point, and the best essence of 
it set as a feast before them. 

Such was the fairy’s high festivals. ‘Tt would 
have made a perennial fesuval of life, bvt this 
was beyond its power. 
together to itself. Other mystie presences, sus- 
picious, capricious or malignant, haunted Sun- 
py Burn, and too often succeeded in countea 
racting the fairy’s good offices. They were 
never able to banish it clean ont of sight, bat 
sometimes pushed -it far into the background, 
or turnod its best efforts into weapons te wound 
the hearts of the inmates. Mary, like her mo- 
ther Eve, was cunningly assailed by those 
tempters. They misled her by means of her 
best affections. When the fairy would cheer 
and bless her with the auroral vision of her 
Henry's first love, they threw into the fountain 
of ber heart the bitter wood of jealousy. They 
whispered that Henry’s love was not so warm 
as in those morning hours—was not centered 
solely ia her, but was divided among compan- 
ions and fiends, and ran riot among all forms 
of beanty in the wide range of nature. Poor 
Mary, it was a cold eclipse, She quarrelled 
ouiright with the fairy and passed-pon it a sen- 
tenceshe conld not execpte—ta wxpart from her 
presence lorever. She told it to give its gifts 
to her faithless husband, for she neither need- 
ed nor would have them. She did not know 
that she could not live without them—could not 
separate them from her very life; but it was not 
till after a long and self tormenting conflict that 
the truth dawned upon her, and she found 
that reconciliation with the fairy was the only 
way by which she could recover the Eden of 
love nd life which she had lost by listening 
to the lempters. 

The mother’s heart of Mary wound itself 
ground: her children, foar of whom were now 
romping about the hearth. In their gleesome 
youth she lived over again her own youth, and 
wee a child again among her children. A 
wonderful co-mingling of feelings there; like 
the meeting and mixing of morning or evening, 
or say, rather, of all the prismatic colors of 
light which brings forth the perfect white. Ups 
on a beautifa) midsummer evening Mary sat 
upon the wooden bench at the door mending 
Henry’s stockings, and expecting him in from 
the day’s toil. Two of the children were play- 
ing on the cottaga green before her, and other 
two were qaistly besy ameng the berry-bushes 
in the adjacent braes. The fairy had been im- 
portunate with its favors all the day, and Mary 
was in a listening mood. The joyous laugh- 
ter of the children on the green sent a thrill of 
gladness through her heart; and at this moment 
the fairy, from the wood, warbled forth the fol- 
lowing songz to a tender, plaintive melody: — 

The stars, in mystic height afar, 
Their ceaseless watches keeping 

The criflamme which morning waves 
Daily, o’er nations sleeping; 

The orean tides, obedient stil 
To night's fair queen of beauty, 

Are emblems of the mother’s heart, 
And mother’s ceaseless duty. 

The mothar’s heart—no line can sound 
It’ sacred love-filled fountains — 

No frosts can biud the streams which flow 
From uvature’s holy mountains, 

The mother’s heart, it never sieeps, 
Or prays while it is sleeping, 

And da legates its tender. charge 
To God and angels’ keeping. 

Theres room enough in mother’s heart 
For every son and daughter; 

Theres sorrow for their little woes, 
An echo for their laughter. 
The Grst-born filled the mother’s heart, 

But every love-winged portal 
Open’d at the feeble wail 
Of her second-found immortal. 

TR 
The mother’s heart, a boundless sea, 

All rivers ne’er o’erflow it; 
The mother’s heart—a storm tossed sea, 

All passion’s winds o’erblow it; 
The mother’s heart—a sunny sea, 

Beneath a tranquil heaven; 
The mother’s heart—the purest love 

‘Which God to earth hath given. 

. Mary listened with the deepest attention, and 
felt new emotions welling up in her heart, and 
new light, dawning upon her mind. 3 the 
morning sun of old touching ‘the Memmon sta-. 
tue, brought sweetest music out of it, shall net 
the day-spring of truth, touching the mere won- 
derful, make it musical also? But we need 
not only light, but to see it. Mary wendered 
she had never seen the hight which now dawns 
ed upon her. She felt she loved all her chil- 
dren, and each of them better for her love te 
the others. The fairy repeated the stanza— 

The first-born filled the mother’s heart, 
But every love-wing’d portal 

Open’d at the feeble wail 
Of her secend-found immortal. 

b
o
 

Mary now saw, with the vividness of inspi- 
ration,that Henrys love for her sprung from the 
great fountain of love which the Creator had 
hewn out in the heart of humanity, which be- 
comes larger and purer the more ils treasures 
are The forth on all living and lovely things. 
She felt that her Jove for him was a farther 
outpouring of her natural affection as a daugh- 
ter and a sister, and that the new life had not 
dried up the old, but each gave intensity to 
the other. If Henry had told her that ie would 
love her alone, and no one and nothing else, 
she blushed to find for the first time that it was 
a figure of speech with which lovers take li- 
berties, but which geod sense never fails right- 
ly to interpret. It now dawned upon her, 
(and such dawnings are sure heralds of the 
day) that the hnman heart cannot live on the 
Jove of one thing or person, but requiras for its 
healthy development the love of all things. 
The fairy again quickened her fast-coming 

\ ‘ H wv Tednab dot Abtciaetd aio thoughts with a stanza from the ¢ Ancient Ma 
riner.’ 

¢ He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 

For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.” 

Mary, in this gemal opening up of her na- 
ture, had a faint glimpse of another truth, 
which afterwards grew upon her, blessing her 
and strengthening her—that the dissatisfaction 
‘and life weariness which all experience more 
or less spring from the mistaken endeavor to 
find enough in too narrow a circle, in the vain 
endeavor to satisfy the infinite within us in the 
infinite, the limited. ‘Her own life lay open to 
her, curdled within the limits of inspection at a 
glance; and she saw that her affections bad 
een continually shifting and returning, and 

strengthening in the process, Like the bees 
she had extracted the honey of enjoyment, 
now from this object and then from that—from 
her love as a daughter, a sister, a sweetheart, 
a bride, a wife, a mother; and she felt that eves 
ry affection way purified, every love strengths 
ened, by her love for the lovely in all things. 

It were too much to say that the brood of 
tempers never rallied for more mischief, or ne- 
ver met with: partial suecess. Bul it is plea 
sing to gather from the legend that the good 
fairy never lost the triumph it had won on that 
midsummer evenisg, but held blessed nnd bles- 
sing sway all’ the days ‘of Henry and Mary. 
When years accumulated on their heads apd 
time drew the elasticity of life frown limb and 
heart, it was sti!l with them a thing of beauty 
and joy, which sorrow might dim but could not 
blot out. Occasionally in those evening days it 
clothed itself, as of old, in the morning lights, 
and chanted the songs of yeuth; ‘but niore fre- 
quently it flitted in the spirit wove garments of 
their own knowledge and experience, and 1s 
snatches of song seemed rather the pre- 
clude of the anthems of the blessed. * At rare 
moments it would appear as of old, and then 
dissolve like a sunbeam on semmer landscape, 
etherealising the things of earth, and revealing 
a fountain of immertality in every star. It 
searched everywhere for puritv. and beauty, 
and poured the gathered freasures oa the 
long-loved altar of the domestic hearth. It 
taught the human hearts to search and to find 
good in everything, even in snffering and sor- 
row. The far off” thoughts of earthly love and 
beuuty grew ap into a tree which overshadowed 
and transfigured all nature; and the more spi- 
ritoal thoughts—good immertal seed which 
eaunot die—which were planted in their hearts 
under the parental roof, or in the church of their 
fathers, blossomed and brought fruit ia those 
evening days. The divinest thought of all be- 
came diviner still. The thought whieh the 
child’s heart could not comprehend, nor.the 
man’s heartin its greatast strength fully mas- 
ter, culminated like a Bethleham star, as the 
san of life hang level on the western horizon; 
and time was eelling in eternity, and earth 
melting away like a dream, the curtains of \ 
sense were withdrawn, heaven was opened, | 
and tha eye of faith retred in ecstatic repose on 
ths divine form of our hamasity in the holy of 
holies. 

THE YOUNG MAN'S COUNSEL- 

LOR. 

ADVICE, 

He who rejects all advice is self-conceited 

| proud of his dignity. 

tossed by the gustful winds of the deep, and 
cannot gain the tranquil harbor, | y 

| ltis wisdom to pause, deliberate, and. take 
council, when an enterprise is perplexed and 
doubtful; but 1t is folly te hesitate when it is 
clear; and unequivocal, urged by duty; snd 
sanctioned by conscience, » : 

Self-sufficiency is usnally the concomitant 
of ignorance; and a man of this character, by 
his self-sufficiency, take away from ignorance 
its modesty, and refuses to listen te the coon- 
sale of wisdom. To object 10 a wrong meas 
sure which he is pursuing, is an affront to his 
self Jove; and to propose a good measure for. 
his adoption, is ar imputation on his under~ 
standing. a alle 
A man of an enlightened mind, however 

great his talents and extensive his experience, 
confident only in his upright intentions, is ever 
disposed to learn. Divested , equally of the 
pride of the pride of self love, and. the vbsti- 
nacy of ignorance, he thiaks it no disparage- 
ment to receive information or advice from 
whatever quarter it may come; but he weighs 
and selects it, according to his jadgment, and 
he has the merit of rendering. it in’ effect his 
own, 

If a man is hasting to danger, warn him as. 
a/friend; and if he disregard your advice, per- 
sists, and falls into. the danger, mark the se- 
‘quel, Taunt him with the neglect of your 
counsels and bis irritable feelings may turn ia, 
resentment on you; with prudent address tara 
his thoughts on himself, and his own heart may 
‘condemn him, and his painful experience teach 
him wisdom. 

STUDY AND BUSINESS. 

In learning, concentrate the energy of mind 
principally on one study; the attention divided 
among several studies is weakened by the di- 
vision ; besides it is not given to man to excel 
ia many things. But while one study claims 
your main attention, make occasional excorsi~ 
ons into the fields of literature and science, and 
collect materials for. the improvement of your 
mind, and the advancement of your favoriie 
pursuit, 

The union of contemplative habits constructs 
the most useful and perfect character; contem- 
plation gives relief to action; action gives relief 
to_contemplation, . A man unaccustomed to. 
speculation is confined to a nariow routine of, 
action; a man of mere speculation constructs 
viaipary. theories which have no practical ati- 
ity. 
Excellence in a profession, and success in. 

business are to be ebtained only by persevering 
industry., None who thinks himself above his 
vocation can succeed in it, for we cannot give, 
our attention tv what our self-impurtance des 
pises. None can be eminent in his vocation 
who devotes his mental energy to a pursvit 
oreign to it, for success in wh at we love is 
failure in what we neglect, 

People whose inclinations are in opposition 
to their duties, have ao security for their inte- 
grity. He who coveis the wages of industry 

ithout submitting to its labor, i1# prepared for 
dishopesty. He who is more anxious to reals 
ise the profits of an office than to discharge 
its duties, cannot be expeeted to discharge them 
faithfully. In every situation bring yoer iu- 
clinations into accordance ‘with your duties. 

PRIDE AND VANITY, Sra 
1t is natural and justifiable to feel complae-, 

ency in our mental endowments and external 
advantages, and it is requisite to have a just 
conception of their value. If we have no’ 
complacency in them we cannot know their 
value; and if we know not their value, we can-~ 
not be grateful to Supreme Goodness. This 
complacency, however, when it is fired on 
frivolous qualities or objects, or perverted by 
its excess into self-elation, is denominated 
pride. 

Besides feeling complacency in our mental 
endowments and external advantages, in ac- 
cordance with our meral sympathies, we desire 
them to attract the notice of those with whom 
we associate. This sentiment in its parity is 
equally natural and jastifiable, for our influen- 
ces rises with ocr character, and our useful- 
ness with both; but whan it rests on frivolities 
or ceases to be blended with humility and 
graced with modesty, it is designated vanity. 
Many words ameng a people, in their transi- 

tion fro.n virtuons simplicity to perverted re- 
finement pass ihrough different shades of signi- 
fication; and many qualities, to which we af- 
fix distinct terms, are really the same mental 
state with slight degrees of difference. 
The sentiments which we name pride and 

vanity. were, no doubt, pare in their original, 
impert,and corrupted in the progress of suciety. 
We think that we can distinctly describe the 
two qualiti s; pride w th a lofty, look demands 
deference; vanity with a smiling countepance 
courts praise; yet when we closely annalyse 
them, we perceive them to be modifications. 
only of the same principle. 

Pride under varions disguises, trencheronsly 
approaches the hesdrt, A person under its in- 
flaence will agsums a8 a merit what he im- 

tes as a defect in others. ls his bearing 
ofty ?—it is the dignity of virtae, and he is 

Is his bearing lowly 2— 
it is the humility of virtue, and he is proud of 
Lis bamibty. 
Are people vain of their personal appear- 

ance? Though disease spares, soon will years 
bring the infirmities of age, and whe wonld 
be vain of what is g6 uncertain and Heeting! 
Beunty and grace however are not in the fea- 
tares and manners; they are the expressions of 
mind embodied to the eye, and modesty i their 

and obstinate; he who receives every advics | highest charm. 
in imbecile and wavering, Both miss their 
destined harbor; one steers for a false light 
which ke mistakes for a beacon; the other is 

“Features which me allowed to be beantiful 
and manners which are allowed to be graceful, 
if’ they are associated with a eosrse and frive- 


