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RAIN ON THE ROOF.

Waen the humid showers gather
Over all the stairy spheres,
And the melancholy darkness
Gently weeps in rainy tears,
Tis'a joy to press the pillow
Of a cottage chamber bed,
And to listen to the patter
Of the soft rain overhead.

Fvery tinkle on the shingles
" Hasanechoin the heart,
And a thousand dreary fancies
Into busy being start ;
And a thousand recollections
Weave their bright hues inte woof,
As I listen to the patter
Of the soft rain on the roof.

There in fancg comes my mother,
«As she used 1o, years agone,
To survey the infant sleepers
Ere she leit them till the dawn,
I can see her bending o'er me,
As I listen to the strain
Which is played upon the shingles
By the patter of the rain.

Then my little seraph sister,
© With her wings and waving hair,
And her bright-eyed cherub brother,
A serene angelic pair,
Glide around my wakeful pillow
With their praise or mil reproof,
As I listen to the murmur
Of the soft rain on the roof.

Aund another comes to thrill me
With her eyes delicious blue ;

I forgot, as gazing on her,
That her heart was all untrue ;

I ramember that I loved her
As I ne'er may love again,

And my heart's quick pulses vibrate
To the patter of the rain,

There is nought in art’s bravuras
That can work with such a spell,
In the spirit's pure deep fountains,
Whence the wholly passions swell,
As that melody of nature—
That subdued, subduing strain,
Which is played upon the shingles
By the patier of the rain.

!

From the London People’s Journal. -

THE SACRIFICE AND THE
REWARD.

" BY ELIZABETH O'HARA.

MaepaLen and Clara Forrester were mo-
ther and daughter; though from the very
vouthful appearanee of the latter, they wera
irequently taken for sisters, while they seem-
«J equally to require the surveitlance of Miss
Y{ooper, Mrs Foitester's maiden aunt, who
had brought her up from infancy, and seemed
only to live to worship her. Clara was a wi.
dow—a young, beautiful and wealthy widow,
released from what was to her the matrimo-
nial shackles. Can we imagine a happier be-
ing?

;!’he late Mr Forrester married his young
wife whan she was a child in mind and feel-
ings while he was a stern old man—older
1han her father, primmer than her governess."
she loved him because she was told to do so,
ard because, though harsh to all, he was ever
pentle toher. But there was no congeniality |
between them, no interchange of thought';
she-was his petted darling not his wife .
theirs was not the affection which survives
death, which defies oblivion—theirs was not
fave. And when Mr Forrester djed, Clara,
though properly shocked, wept but little more
‘nan when duty, some years previously, sum-

love to recall past scenes of enjoyment ere
grief fell on us.  Are we sufficiently grateful
for this—for the antidotes a benificent Crea
tor has so benificently scattered in our path.

Still, enduring happiness is not the lot of
man.  Even in this case the storm was ga-
thering to burst on their heads, the cloud
was now but a speck on the horizon, while |
mother and daughter were equally uncon-
scious of its approach. Miss Hooper, too,
that careful guardian, where was she? Alas |
even Argus once slept; and Miss Hooper
was but an unsophisticated, unworldly maid-
en aunt.

Tais peril-fraught cloud rose in the person
of Gerald Deane, a young and handsome
man, a distant connection of Mr Forrester,
and as such, a constant visiter at his widow's.
Clara loved society, but she was ton happy,

and, shall we say, too indolent toseek i¢:
those who came were doubly welcome, and !
Gerald was soon domesticated in the family |
—a dangerous inmate, an intimacy fraught |
with perils toall. How was Geraid to en- .
counter two lovely and agreeable women !
without yielding fo their fascination, or, |
worse still, were they to meet him daily and
familiarly, and yet not feel his. influence ?
With him there really was safety in num- |
bers ; he sang with Magdalen or played chess |
with her mother as she lolled on her couch
and indolently toyed with that scientific
game, and scarce knew which employment
was preferable. With all man’s thoughtless.
ness in these matters, he yielded io the enjoy-
ments of the moment, and cast not a thought
beyond ;s with them it was very different,
These are the cases in which woman bears a |
double portion of the curse ; Magdalen could
not blend her voice night afier night with
Gerald’s, and feel his rich notes melt in hers,
without danger 1o her peace of mind, What
50 seductive as music!  You papas who de-
mur at a waltz, and deprecate the proximity
of polking, be assured there is far more to be
feared from a duet. A flirtation trips on and
off'in a ball-room, and leavos a track as light
as if on a tandy shore—the rext wave washes
it away, the next comer confuses it; but|
when we lean over the same instrument, |
when our voices and ideas have seemed to |
mingle, whatever happens, those cherished ,
suains must recall that houg when, thongh |
but for a space, we were as one. Music is !
indeed a great bond.  Chess, too, is danger. |
ous; and Clara played oftener with Gerald |
than is quite sale for a pretty widow, even
though she have a grown up daughter, when, |
as was the case with our frierds, there
were but very few years between the ad
versaries.

Gerald was seven or eight-and-twenty, ar
officer in the Indian army, returned on fur.
lough. On his arrival in India he visited ths |
Forresters rather frequently ; and then Cla. :
ra, in the dignity of her matronhooul. treated
the youny ensign as a boy, and petted him as
her kind husband’s relative. Nor had she lost
the habit when their respective stations weie
insensibly changed. She, fiom her quiet and
luxurious lite, had still preserved the fresh- '
nes¢ of her-early beauty ; and ‘when Gérald
was a man, and looked the veteran, and ac-
complished veteran, Clara was, in appearance
and habits, a young woman, The disparity
in their ages had disappeared ; Gerald ‘was
now the protector, though each seemed . un-
conscious of the change, So entirely 50, that
Magdalen, who had sprung " forward with all
the eastern precocity, never once dreampt
that Gerald could look on her mother with a
lover's eye : and thus she went on innocent-
ly forming an altar where he was enshrined
and  worshipped. Mother and daughter
thus were rivals though tnnocently and un-
suspectingly. !

It is said that lookers on see most of the
game ; but then they must be hoth impartial
and uninterested. Now Miss Hooner was fat
fiom this: with all woman's sometimes '
senseless self-devotion, her whole life had
been spent in adoring Clara. Her only sister

woned him from his intant and niy wife, and Pdied in giving birth to this idol ; and from |

sent him into ':he r*}m"tel: parts of [ndia,
while they remained in strict and dignified
seclusion near Calcutta.  Born and bred in
that enervating clime, Clara, though l:mural-
iv amiable, was a true specimen of the Asja.
vic. Her mind, like her body, had always
listlessly reposed ; her bearers cariad hey
about ; her doting aunt thought and acted for
ber. Her first joy was her child, her firg
prief was parting with her when the phyg;.
cian’s words banished hertoa more temper.
ale clime.  Ciara supplicated for permission
1o accompany her treasure, but her husbang
was_inexharable; he daily expected that he
hitself would soon be enabled to reiun to
England, and would not allow his young wifs
1o precede him.  Year by yeardragged on and
still the Forresters were scattered ahout \v'hen !
death by claiming one united the others. The
widow, then but thirty, hastened to comolete
her Indian affairs, and a: length was rcs(o::ed
1o her beautiful Magdalen, then almost six-

teen, and old enough to be companion and
{riend to her enraptured mother, It was thus
we found them when we opened onr story ;
and we hope this short preface will excuse
them from blame, even when we own that |
the widow aud orphan falt no regrets to mar |
their felicity; they might now be siid to be
eajoying perfect happiness.

es, even 0 this * working day world’ of |
ours there areé Moments of perfect unalloyed
happiness; fleeting perhaps, but oh how
sweet —how their memory lingors with us, |
and throws a 1INge OVer sadder moments ! :
In joy we think not of sorrow 4 come ; in
our - eepest misery, OUT Severest trials when
struggling in poverty, when death, or the |
world and our own evil passions, have sever.
ed us from wur nearest and dearest, still we

. child, romping, literally romping with her

the day when the aunt first clasped the infant |
darling in her arms, she had no thought but |
for her happiness—iun this world, only alas !
her mind soared no higher. She had refused
numberless handsome offers that she might
watch over her idol. In her narrow estimate
of good, she had perhaps marred her fate.
She it was who contrived this wealthy match
for Clara’; wealth and station were the first
requisites with her, and now that her niece
had secured these, her next was to gratify
her heart, and not sce her a second time mar-
ried to one whom she could ot love, She
had been almost jealous of Clara’s love for
her baby, since it wasa pleasure in which
she could not share; and though Magcalen
Now was dear to ber. it was only a reflaction
of Clara ; Magdalen’s iuterests must ever be
subservient to her pampered darling’s ; and
then Miss Hooper would again play the same
sell sacrificing part for this younger Clara—
again immolate hersell' before their shrine.

Gerald might at present, without dispa-
ragement to either party, almost be compared
to A certain animal between two bundles of
hay : fnd yet if pe had a preference it was
ro{r M.agdalen. She was better educated, ani
oia finer and higher tone of character than
her mother ; and yet so artless, enjoying eve-
rything so thoroughiy. Now an enthusiastic
woman, Well judging and eloquent ; now a

—

dog ; shouting With {aughter amongst a
band of merry childrep | scrambling in the
hedges for wild flowers ;' or dancing down a
solemn partherin the nolka. When such a
girl does rot degenerate into the tomboy, she
is irresistible with most men : there is some-
thing so exhilirating in gracefyl activity !
Who does not like to watch a kitten bound-

i and yet what has her life been ?

ingabout, or a lamb frisking in the exube
rance of youth and life ?  Gerald, therefore.
though he sincerely admited Clara, was,
more inclined to love Magdalen ; and had not
so guarded himself but that the laiter was si-
lently conscious of his prefererice.  There is
something delightful in that state of—no, not
uneertainty—when we feel that we are loved

though no avowal has passed ; when we give |
ourselves up to our new feelings, well awae

that they are reciprocated, though our sceret
isstill unsuspected by others, and we are spa-
red the torments of publicity. Then it is
that we treasue up halfwords, looks, tones,
that caunotbe repeated even to a mother,
and yet are * confirmation as strong as holy
writ’ to us, though perhaps in themselves no-
thing. .

This was Magdalen's position ; she loved,

| she felt that she was loved, but the love on

either side was unavowed ; and unsuspected
by Clara; who was beginning to feel a
warm attachment for Gerald. It was thg
first time that she had thus been thrown into
the society ofa young and highly gifted man,
and we must not wonder if she yielded to his
influence. 'She little thought that Magdalen

} was her successful rival ; and being accus-

tomed from infancy to consider herself and
ber own attractions paramount, received his
attentions with undisguised pleasure, believ.
ing them intended: for herself; while he and
her daughter supposed that she was actuated
by other sentiments, and was countenancing
their attachment. - Miss Hooper was more
clear sighted ; she at length iperceived the sj-
tuation of the parties, and determed to put an
end to their suspense.  She actordingly one
day, when alone with Magdalen, began by
asking her if she had noticed the great change
in her mother's looks.

*In mama's looks! Surely—no, my dear
aunt—surely, surely you do not ' think she is
i

No, not ill, perhaps Magdalen at present ;
but I fear for her : her mind is very uneasy.
Poor thing ¢ her’s has been a life of great tri.
al’

¢ Of trinl,aunt 2 I cannot, I do not under-
stand you. I always fancied mama had been
80 happy, except in parting with me and los-
ing dear papa ; and now, surely 'we are all
very happy.. What can you mean, my deay
aant ¥

‘ Yes—you, like others, Mapdalen, only
judge byappearance. ' Because your dear mo-
ther has been exempt from poverty, you con-
clude that she can never have known sorrow;
Look at her
—a young and Jovely woman, married when
a child !~ Your father was a kind and good
man, Magdalcn ; still be was many years old-
er than his wife—no companion for her. But
even his presence was denied her. Separated
from him and-from ler child, she was con-

. demped to a lonely life tor many years ;' and

now that she is at length entering into society
for, which she is so well fitted, [ begin 1o fear
for hec peace of mind.’

¢ Aunt !

' “Yes ; you cannot be so blind as not gee
the impression Mr Deane’s attentions have
made on her.

‘Altentions to mama !' 3
“And why not to your mother. my dear
child. Is she not still very young and beau-
tiful ¥

¢ She is, indeed—but—but—1 do not think
that Gerald—Mr Deana is paying her atten-
tions.!
| * Then for whom are they meant %—for me?
I know enough of the woild to feel assured
that a young man like Captain Deane does
not visit a house like ours daily without ulte-
rior views.  Were not: your poor mother so

i unprotected, if she bad any wmale relations

this' should ve looked into, Something
mutt-be dope ; your mother’s happiness must
not be sacrificed. I can see that she is daily
becoming more attached to Mr Deane, and no
wonder : he i3 a most delightfu] young man,
and his altentions are unmistakable. But he
does not declnre himself; and I can see how
Clara suffers from his silence. I must take
some steps.’ .

¢ No, no; don't aunt; don't deay annt,’
Magdalen gasped out, *Do not compromise
mama's name by interference. If it be us you

{ say, he will speak—but there must be some

mistake.'

If there be a mistake, it is one that ig kil].
ing your mother.’

Magdalen wept inagony. In her inmost
heart she felt that Gerald loved her—that he
bad paid hev mother no more attentions thaa
were her due ; still he had uever syid any-
thing, - She was young and. inexperienced:
could her vapity have misled her? | But even
it she were vight in her conjecture—if Ger-
ald did love her—then her mather's happiness
was wrecied ; for she must love him.  Who
could see him so often and not love him?
Oh, it was misery, misery everywhere,

“Iv will kill your mother, Magdalen? Miss
Hooper repeated.  * She has never.loved till
now, Tknow ber well: she s uo child. fan-
cyingan attachment in every passing fancy ¢
she loves. I know you have asartiof prepos-
session for Mr Deane ; but youy feelings can-
notequal your wother's in intensity. She
has a0 suspicion of your penchant ; if she
had she would sacrifice herselt 1o it and make
Mr. Deane miserable ; for, after all, you are

‘quite unfitted for him ; there is such a dispa-

rity of age between Vou—vou are scareely
sixteen, he nearly thirty.’ (Artful Miss Hoop-
er! you understood addition and substyaction
well.) ¢ Depend upon it, a marriage between
you would be for the happiness of neither ;
and itis for that reason that ] speak to you
in time.'

These wily words rang like a knell in Mag-
dalen's ears.” How tell her aunt—tkat plain

Y e

spoken personage—that she loved Gerald bet-
ter than life !—how doom her mother to
hopeless wisery | Her resolve was taken :
Gerald had all but declarad himself to her;
she knew that that very evening was to bate
decided his fate—they were to have strolled
to some favorite haunt; and she felt, with
woman’s intuition, that he would thea say
the words £he 50 longed yet dreaded to hear.
And now that those words must not be apo-
ken, he must be led to her mother's feet. Jler
peace of mind must not be destroyed : conte
what may she must be spared. , .

Gerald eame—Mhis lingering hesitation dis-
elled.  Full of Magdalen, he found her, cold,
aughty, coquettish ; while her mother was
still unchanged.  For the first time, she as-
sumed the air of the heiress and beauty ; and
her lover thought that she wished to. try her
power. Never had she been so disag:eeab}e.
nay, almost impertinent. Clars wae surpris-
ed, and, almost hurt at this new manner,
sirove to atone for it by renewed kindness te
its victim.. 1t became indeed a relief to him
to turn from the capricious Magdalen to the
kind and gentle Clara.

Miss Hooper, too, played her part with con-
summate art.  She invited a distant relation,
a titled and rich man, to the house, with
whom Magdalen appeared to be wholly occn-
pied 5 while Gerald “stood aloof in indignant
Jealousy.  This was the severest trial to the
poor girl.*  She wished that he should cease
to love her, but to respect her, no. Was it
not hard for her to look on unmoved, to hide
her real feelings, to assume another charac-
ter, and see her mother daily winning fiom
her the heart she had so gloried to call her
own ?  Yet she bore all this, and smiled of
and on, while those around thonght her hap-
py and envied her lot. Ah, we know our
own uials : how little do we guess the up-
speukable sufferings others undergo. :

At length Clara became Gerald’s bride.
Magdalen bore up to the last ; she heard Ger-
ald take that solemn vow which once sb¢
thought would have bound him to her; she.
offered ber cheek to his paternal embrace
while it still glistened with her mother’s tears
—then her strength gave way.

‘ Love me ; pray, pray love me!' she mur-
mured, as they bore her serseless from the
room,
praised her warmth of feeling ; few dreampt

of the meaning of those bitter words, her mo-
ther least of all; she followed her in great

agitation. begging ¢ ber husband to assul®
their child that she must always be their des-
est daughter—that her mother could never
loote her affection for her in her new ties.'

Now that ail was over, and Clara's wishes
satisfied, Miss Hooper had leisure to think 0
the gentle, uncomplaining sufferer, and none
could be kinder or more earnest in their sym-
pathy than she.

Time and change of scene do wonders; the
very feeling that an evil is irrevocable resigns
us toit; and Magdalen’s mind and spirit®
were in some degree returned to their former
tone when she was once more summoned t0
her mother’s side. Clara was ill—a little
stranger was expected; she was fond, very
fond of her daughter, though she was noW
no longer her first object : and Gerald—his
whole thoughts were centered in his wife

- her hoped-for child. Perhaps it was all well;

for Magdalen, finding herself so entirely a se-
secondary object, gradually ceased to regret
ber loss, whii’e her motber's evident happiness
was her best reward, .

At last a day of joy and suffering, of anxie
ty and pride, arrived—an heir was born to Ge*
rald Deane; and as Magdalen clasped the
tiny, precious form in her arme, and s8W
even the father's triumph lost in the hus-
baud’s emotion, not one regret crossed her:
she kissed her baby-brother, and felt she had
dcquired a new tie in the world—that she had
another being to love.

We have seen her sacrifice, where was her
reward 2—in her mother's joyeus looks ; it
that happy home ; in her aaut's increased af*
fection ;' In bher own approving consciente:
Her trial was great, her reward was unutter-
ably sweet. But, to those who look fof
worldly rewards also, tor poetical justic®
(alas ! too often poetical ! ) we will just sa¥
thit Magdalen is now herself a joyful wile
and mather, in a rank far more elevated tha®
her mother's, and mistress of far greate’
wealth.  Still, she will never forget her firs:
great trial, nor the recompense that ever 8%
tends a self sacrificing spirit!
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A TOUCHING INCIDENT.

I went ore day to see a comedy. T9?
chief actor was a favorite one, and the theat™®
was very crowded. The curtain drew uP
and amid a buist of applause, the hero of th¢
piece made his appearance. He had hard!f
uttered twenty words when it struck me th®
something strange was the matter with h")':"
The play was a boisterous comedy of the ©
school, and required considerable gpirit 809
vivacity in the aclois to sustain it proper¥ ;
but in this man there was none; he wa ¢
and faiked like a person in a dream; his bﬂv
points he passed over without appeariog !
peiceive thew; and altogether he appe? .
quite unfitted for the part. His smile 54 |
ghastly, his laugh hollow and unnatural § '"-.
frequently. he would stop suddenly 19 h‘r
speech, and let his eye wander vacantly o¥¢
the audience, .

Fven when, in his character of a silly BV
band, he had to. suffer himself to bek"’khe
about the stage, by the young rake °“e_
comedy, and afterwards to behoid that €3’
less individual making love to Wis wife, ."'.
eating his supper while he was shut UP l:il
closet, from whence he could not emqu"-h"
cantortions of judicrous wrath, whit fap
never before failed to call down pleaty of 3P

Some called this affectation, others
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