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LITERATURE, &ec.

THH EMPEROR’S LITTLE FLOWER
GIRL.

At St. Heleaa, when the weather was favo-
rable, Napoleon always .rode out, either in
his carriage or on horseback, but as soon as
he had become familiar with the confined
space allotted to him there, he often preferred
exploring the secluded groonds.  After hav-
ing finished . his . daily task of dictation, (for
ons of his favorite vccupations was the dictati-
on of his memoirs,) and spent hours in reading,
ha dressed about three o’clock and weat out,
accompanied by generals Bertrand, Goorgand,
or Moaas. Las Cass.

" His rides were all directed to the neighbor-
ing village, which he took much pleasure in
exploring, and where he foand himself free from
-observations - Though the roads were 1n some
places almost impassable, his taste for explo-
ring seemed to increase rather than diminish
—even the pleasures of ranging this valley
was t0 him a species of liberty. The only
thing to whieh he had an ancommmon aversi-
on was meeting the English sentinels, who
were constantly stationed o watch him. In
one of these rideg he found a sequestered spot
in the valley, which afierwards became a dai-
ly retreat for meditation.

One day he digrovereC a neat cottage among
the racks of'the valley, and entered the gare
dea attached to it, whizh was racdiant with
Sowers and geraniume, which a young girl was
watching, = The young girl was a brunette,
and as fresh as the flowers; she had large blue
eyas, of a most pleasant expression, and Napo-
leon, always an admirer, of the fair sex, was
much struck with her beauty.

¢ Pray, what is your nawme?’ he asked.

¢ Heunrietta,’ she answered. '

¢ You seem very fond of flowers.’

¢ Thay are all my fortune, sir.’

¢ How is'that 2 1

¢ Every day I take miy geraniums to town,
where | get a few sous four my bouquets.

¢ And your fall)sr and_mother, what de they
do?’ " .

¢ Alas, sir, [“have neither,’
young girl, with much emotion.

* No parents ? :

¢ Not'one; I am quite a stranger in this land.
Three years ago my father, an English oldier,
Jeft London with me for the Indies; but my
father died on the voyage and when the ves-
sl reached this island my poor mother was
o ill that she could not proceed farther, and
wa were left here.
time, and having no resources for our support,
1 was advised to sell flowers,
the town, who made iuquiries as o our pros=
pects, took pity on us, and gave this cottage,
where my mother’s health improved, and
where she lived nearly two years, during which
time we were supported by the salé of flowers.
About a year ago my poor mother hud a re-
lapse, and obtained a release Irom all her
earthly sufferings.  On her death bed she re-
commended me to trust in Providence, aad 1
feel a pleasure in obeying her last wish.’

The young girl having thus spoken barst in-
to tears, - During this short recital Napoleon
was very muci affecied, and when she barst
into tears, he sobbed loudly. At length he
said—

#:Poor child, what sin could you have com-
mitted .that you should have beer exiled here
so miserably 2—Like me, she has no country,
no familv—she has no mother, and I1—I have
no child!’

After pronouncing thesc words the Emperor
ngain sobbed audibly, ‘and 'his tears flowed
frealy. Yes, this great aan, whom' the loss
of*the most brilliant throne in the world affect-
ed not, and who was calm amidst desolation
iself, wept at the recital ofthis poor girl! Af-
ter a few moments: he resumed his customary
firmness, and said to her—

¢ 1 wish totake Lome with me a sonvenir
of my first visit to your cottage. Gather some
of your best flowers, and make a grand bou-
quet.’

Heorietta quickly made the boaquer, and
when Napoleon gave her five louis d'ors for
it, cried with astonishment—

¢« Ah! grand dies! why did you not come
sooner ? My poor mother would not then have
died.”

+ Well, my child, these are very good sen-
timerts. I will come and see you again,’

"Then blushing and regarding ‘the Gve pieces

replied the

of gold, Henrienta replied, “ Butsir, [ can ne- '

ver give you flowers enongh for all this mo-
ney ’
‘Do oot let that trouble you.” answered

Napoleon, smiling, * you will ‘come and fereh :

them.”

He then left her. ~When he guined his
companizns-he-informed them of hisdiscovery,
e seemed happy in having one as unfortunate
an himselfto enanavla; and on the spotihe young
Heariatia angmented the epecial nomenclature
of Longweod.

He cilled her tha Nymph of Saint Helena,
for amongat his friends Napoleon habitually
baptised all that sarrounded him by a familiae
asgnomen.  ‘Thoa the part of the island which
he most frequented was callad the ¢ Valley of
Silence,” Mr Balcomb, with whom he sayed
on his first areival at St. Helara, was * Am.
phytron.”
abon! 81z foet high, was called the * giant,’
dir George Cockburn was designatad as Mr

Admiral, when the Enperor was plessed, but | waking. Hevias ‘wab deadt
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The Editor of the Providence Star has seen

! a man * who minds his own business.’
description of him giveu.

whes he had cause fgr complaint his only title
was * the Shark.’ ;

Jome days after his visit to the cotiage,
Napoleon said vhen dressing, that he should

She was ill for a long !

A gentleman in i

His covsin, the major, who was |

return to his pupil and perform his promiss.
He found the young girl at home; she had
learned since his absence the name of “her be-
nefactor; and much moved, not so much by
his past grandeur as by bis present calamities,
entreated him to accept the hospitahity of : her
humble cottage. She then brought him some
figs and. water from the spring of the river vai-
ley.
’:Sim,‘ said she to Napoleon, ' I have
waited at home for you since you were last
here, nnd have consequently not been able to
procure wine for 'you, as your bounty will now
enable me to do.’

¢And if you had,” said the Emperor, *1
shonld have scolded you well. When I come
to see you, I wish nothing better than this
water, which is excellent. On this condition,
I am but an old soldier, a8 your father was,
and ha who is not satisfied with figs and water
is no soldier at all.” :

Erom that day Napoleon did not visit the
valley without calling at the eottage of Henri-
etta. On these accasions she presesented him
with a wagnificert bouquet, especially pre-
pared for himn, and after a friendly chat with
her he would continue his ride, familiarly dis-
coursing with those who accompanied him on
the great and excellent gualitiés which this
young English gjrl possessed. 1n the following
year Napolson began to suffer from' the at-
tacks of the malady which afterwards pyoved
fatal. Henrietta not receiving visits from her
berefuctor, went to ingquire after his health ;
and after having left the castomary boaquet
with one of his sttendants returned home dis-
consolate.  One'fine day, shortly afterwards,
ag she was’ sitting mn her garden, she heard
the round of an approaching carriage, and
ranning quickly to the gate, she found hergelf
in the presence of Napoleon.  As soon as “she
behe!d him her face assumed an expression of
.great sadness,

,*You find me much changed, do yon not,
my child 2’ ‘said hein a faint voice

* Yes, sire, 1 do _indeed, bat 1 hope that
you will soon sgain be restored to health.”

¢ I doubt it,” eaid he, shrugging his shoulders
with an air of credulity.” ¢ Nevertheless, |
much wished 1o pay you a visit'to day, to see
you and your flowers again.”

He then slowly descended from the carriage,
and leaning on'the arip of Bertrand. he reach-
ed the cottage. When he was seated he ob-
, served -~
{ ¢ Give mea cup of water from the spring,
my dear Henrietta, that will perhaps conl the
fover which consumes me here,’” (laying his
hand un his side.)

The young girl hastened 1o fetch some.
{ When Napuleon had partaken of it, his coun-
tenance, till then contracted , suddenly became
serene,

¢ Thanks, thanke, my dear friend.” said he
—+ this water has eased ‘my sufferings a litye,
111 "had taken it soomer perhaps 1——* he
added, raising his eyes to heaven; but now
its too late.”

¢ Ah, replied Henrietta, affecting a  gaietv
of manner, * [ am 8o happy that this water
does you goed. I will bring you some every
day; it will perhaps care you.’

¢ No, my dear child it'is useless now—all
is over. 1 fear this will be the last visit I
shall make here. There is a settled grief here,
which is consuming me, (the Emperor touch-
ed his side), and as J wmay never ses you
again, 1 wish 10 leave you a souvenir of me.
What shali 1 give youn 2’

At these worda the young giri conld contain
herscif no longer, hut burstiug into tears, fell
at the feet of the Emperor, crying—

¢ Your blessing, sire!"

—

ling gravity; for he always had respect for the
‘cread) of others. From that day Heurietta did
not fail to visit Longwood regolarly. She car-
ried water from the spring and her customary
‘bouquet, but alvays returned disconsolate;

alarming accounts of the health of the Empe-
ror.

At the ebommercement of May, 1821, when
the san shone more brightly than usual, Hen-
rietta was informed that the Emperor was
much better, that hix reason was restored.
She arrived at Longwood, but alas! the reality
waa the reverse ef her hopes  Sho found eve-
rv one in covsternatton.  Thig time, fearing
he was dying, and wishing to see hirq once

again, she desired fo he adwnitted te his pre-

‘gence. She was told he was too ill, and that
it was impossible. - Her snpplications and en-
treaties prevailed, and she was admitited to
his chamber.

It was at the moment Napoleon, surronn-
ded by his faithful friends, and Javinz on his
deathbed, requasted them to place the hgm of
his son befors him. ~He then bade nffectionate
farewell to his friends and the French people,
whom ha had loved 20 well, His arms then
hecame contracted with eonvalsions, bis eyes
beesme fixed while ha gasped ¢ France—my
son!’ and &ll was silent. Napoleon had ceas-
ed to liva.

At thess words the flowers which the young
girl had brought dropped from her trembling
bands, she fell on her knees by the b“‘.""‘ie 5
. then making an effort she geizad and !.rmd to
press the hands of ‘Napoleon to her lips, but
{immediathly her hend fell back, her mouth
{ discolored, her eyes fixed, »and she sank. on
| the floor, buried in that sleep which knows no

No

_From the London People’s Journal.
GENIUS AND TALENT.

Genins is a poet, Talent a lawyer; the one
struggles and strives in a garret, while the
other lives in.a great house, and sports_his
pretty persor in a coach and four. And yet it
is the ambition of the: last to be thought the
first, and so, it often happens, as goosebery
wine is occasionally taken for champagne, and
by some esteemed the be:ter tipple, that man-
kind, with eyes blinded by the meretricious
rays of u mock sun, give one the credit of be-
ing a profonnd geniug, who, intruth possesses
only a somewhat n:ore than ordinary share of
talent. Dot talentis a very useful possession
inits way,'as it enables its fortunate possessor
to lay up, sometimes, riches for himself—and
wealth, by most, is considered the end of life;
and while genias 18 singing and soaring like a
lark at the gate of heaven, talent like a
mole is digging and delving in the dark earth;
and not unlike the mole, it borrows with a
purpose; and the purpose, mostly, is the at-
tainment of comfortable quarters.

‘Che gift of genius is vouchsafed to few, but
all men possess a talent for something, though
it be only the trifling though elegant art of
sucking a lollypop.  Genius invents, talent ap-
propristes. Genius paints a pictare, T'alent
makes a copy. Genius walks through the
world, with its eyes up-looking towards its
futnre home n heaven. Talent fixes its gaze
upon the earth, and finds there a fitting  re-
compenge. When Jupiter divided the goods
of the world among the inhabitants thereof,
the poet looked on ;" and when the god had
finished his distribution, humbly put up his pe~
tition for a little share.

“You are too late, my friend,” said Jupiter;
I have piven the land to the farmers, “the
merchandize to the merchants, and the towns
and eities to the traders and workmen.
Whera were yon when all theso good things
were civided 2’

¢I was listening to your voice, and gazing
on your face,’ replied the poet.

¢ Alas! said Jupiter, ¢ yours was an unpro-
fitabie occupation, What ean I do for you ?
Theire is nothing left. The fruits of the earth,
the wmerchandize and wealth are not mine to
bestow; but if. yon are content to dwell with
me in heaven, yon shall be welcome there!’

And this is the true poet’s portion; now, as
of old, selfish and siogle minded, Genius tri-
umphs over Talent—for it lives forever.

Talent 18 a respeciable possession, neverthe-
lees, and he who has it may well be proud;
for, better than Genius, it takes care of pum-
her one—of the earth earthly. T'he grand er~
ror, however, is when it mistakes itsalf for its
more ethereal relative, and fancies itself hard-
ly done by because the world is slow to ac-
knowledge the assumption; but recovering its
senses, it has its revenge upon the world, and
hecomes important in spite of the prejudices
of the prejudiced.

Talent is rich in the world’s goods, Genios
must be content to remain poor: blind old Ho-
mer begged and sang throvgh the cities which,
after he was dead and buried, quarrelied for
the honor of having given him birth; and
Thorss Otway starved to death in the public
streets.

Genins and Talent are foster brothers,
nursed at one breast. But as they grew up
they were divided, for the oue was the rich
man’s heir, and the other the poor uurse’s
brat. . Bat in virtue of that early companion-

| #hip, they bave a resemblance to, and a liking
' for, each other; and were it not for the dif-

Nupoleon rose and blessed her with becom- |

for each. day she recaived mere and more ,
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ference of apparel, they might be esteemed
the children of one parent. But their puths in
lite are different. By patient plodding, and
not too particular industry, Talent contrives,
somehow, to shuffle itsell into the first rank ;

i while Genius, too often idle and thrifiless, ha-

ving been born poor, is content to remain for-
ever hamhle—happy i the liberty of feeding
the life Jamp witk ‘a scanty supply of the ol
of wealth; and dying, oftentimes, as he has
lived, obscure and wnappreciated : but the
gpark that glistened in his eye, and made his
meagre face all beautiful, was divine.  And
when he sinks, unattended, possibly, and un.
known, into a panper’s grave, the anrld sud-
denly awakes to the knowledge that a great
spirit has departed; and shrugging its ponde.
rous shoulders, immediately busies itself in
raising a subscription to do marble honors to
his dead remains.

But the picture is not all shadow; for, whila
Talent clothes itself in purple and fine linen,
and fares sumptuously everv day, Genws livey
in a world of ite own ereation, and discovers
beauty and order everywhere. Everywhera,
in the most foul and unhkely objects ; in the
crowded city streets no less than in solitary
forests, and beside the giant relics of an ei-
der world, While Talent in planning, copy-
ing, imitating, stealing—Genius is creating;
while Tulent is bowing its stately head in ne-
knowledgment of the world’s honors, thickly
surging like the waters of a mighty river, at
its feet, Genins with its handa in its pockets, is
thinking grent thoughts, to which the ‘world
will, ome duy, be proud to render homage
tov.

Trae Geniae is modest and unnuuming;
hut it is difficult oftentimes to distinguish the
trae from the false; and herein lies the great
secret of profound eriticism.  No sooner does
a man feel, or tancy—it is jnst the same—that
ha possesses the slightest claim to be cnlled
originsal in his ideas than he immediately takes
paine to appenr differant from the rest of the
world: no mooner doen ho feel the cacoethis
scribendi, than he must needs neglect all the
small ameaities of life ; and, putting on an
air of great abstracticn, strives to make bim-

self ridiculons in the eves of his fellows. l!g !
siness henceforth must have no place in hi#
recollections, and the payment of tradesmens’ -
bills becomes a thing of no importance. Thi#
is the very affectation of genius, and serves
only to make its wearer look absurd and fool:
ish—a clown .in a royal garment.  But tajent
never falls into this error, True, Genius mayy
and does, scmetimes, assume the mot'efs
but it is only worn as a permanent garmest
by fhe ignorant pretender, 4
Genwus and Talent are, a5 we said, Wit
brothera; but they have sort of cousin-germss
called Taei, who assumes the dress, and par-
takes the characteristica of both, occasionsliy;
and of the two, is perhaps :he most clever—
certainly the most business like. For while’
Genius is devising, and Talent striving to com=
prehend, Tact, with a skill peculiarly his ov_l';
contrives to make practical, Gemns concei¥=
ed the railroad, Tact constracted the tunneld
and vinducte, bat T'act formed the compzn)s’
and managed to gel the bill shoffled throngh
the House—not forgetting te make himsell
chairman of the directors or chief engineer
the line. i
If Genius writes a book, Talent and Tath
contrive to pocket the profits of its publication:
If Genius discovers a new law of nature, of
invents an original machine, Talent and Tact
apply thein to the ordinary affairs of ':2
and get the credit of the both. Geni
ja life personified, "Talent is life in reslily—-lbj

first represents the mind, the last the breeche#
pocket; and the world is ever ready to rendef
honor to that which is nearest its comprehen
sion : we are more apt to admire the besalf
of a paintec picture than to comprehend the
glory of a living landsczpe whence the artifh
drew hig inspiration. And it is ever so;
unreal has more attraction tham. the real
and though truth is stranger than fiction,
admire the last rather than the first, becas
wa have the ‘l'alent to appreciate in greatef
proportion than the Genius to discover. G#
nius is a wedding garment; Talent an eve
day suit. It is given to man, somatimes, !
wear them both; and blest is he who wea
them worthily.

A MAIDEN LADY'S SOLILOQUY,

¢ Tis wondrous strange, how great th
change, since 1 was in my teens; then | b8
a beau and a billetdoux, and erjoyed the gat”
est scenes,  Bout lovers now have ceased 1
vow, no way they now centrive, to poiso®
drown or hang themselves—becanse 1’
thirty five. ~ Once, if the night was ero
bright, 1 ne’er abroad could roamn, wilhaul;i
* The bliss, the honor Miss, of weeing you o
home.” But now 1 go, through rain er mqb‘ﬁ
—fatigued and scarce alive—throagh all 9%
dark, without a spark—because 1'm thiny”

five. ;
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Conmmunications.

Extract from DR. DOW’S Work on Sedl
Life.

; MARRIAGE. d’

Young Man, dow’t make mp your mind "
live u Bachelor’s hife. 1 regret to say it, 10*%
when a man pesses a certain age, withowt PO
seesing or havieg a cinim on one of tho
creatures which man is prond to esll the wesk™
ersex, he, asa general rule, becomes a ]
bler, and sometimes deserves to be ealled®
erosa, irritable, nour-faced, disconsolate OF
Bachelor. There are, however, many hono!
ble exceptiona; for [ poustively know sof
men who would rank among Bacaelors, whe
heurts, if possible, would be ae large as
moon ; their faces are pleasant at all um
their conversation is always agreeable,
their woras are received with pleasure,
by th~ Leadies; and [ sincereiy belisve
this class wounld long since have been ent®®
gled in the bonds of matrimony, had they P
seased less love, The trath is, their hearts
#o Jarge, that they cannot show partiality
any one lady, preterriog general love for

There ia a second clsen of Bachelors, ¥
would have beea married long sgo, but th®
have not the moral courage o pop the guestio®’
and 0 they have dodged it, 1o their own ¢
sdvantage. The later clase are glwaye res®”
1o sprak of the weaker sex—yet g plesss™
lively, wide awake, go ashesd, ennming, pret'ly
insinuaiing woman will play Aide and go #°
with hie heart, unit! there is ot mueh 1=
waorth seeking or hiding for : und then £
him a &)y, know'ng Jook, znd say weaker #
arinu. 1t may be well to talk about bel®®
Lords of Creation, yet the weakar sex |##%
vou just as they please, add where they ple
You sometimes say Jwon't and st their 2
quest move about a<quiet as a lawb,  Whel
lady asks, you cannot refuse. !
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Aqd should she usk a favor ever,

She is persuasive, aweei and «o very cle¥

That you can't but listan, amile, i
And love and grant,

Yovrg men, 10 advising you to gat a ,,il:fi
would not advise you to gel a coquerte; peit
wounld 1 advige yoo 10 marry ona who is bY
world etyled a lady, Dow’t s=ek for one
wears gloves while eating, for fear her frie®
may mistroal that she bas been cookinga d'”g
per. Don't select a wife from 8 class '.‘;
thiok it vulgar 10 be caught in the kiteh%2
The troe gphere of Woman is the domestic e
cle ; and she who can most adorn the dom‘:‘i
cicle i8 the bes: calculated 1o elevate oy
adorn sociely. Any woman ean be a ladf

the atreet, but is she a lady at homc_'! '(“
scek ber for a wife. Youog mag, it isb¢
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