“"The wishing bridge is with me still.
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THE WISHING BRIDGE.
BY JOHN J. NEWTON.

T old bridge from the city grey
Lies little further than a mile;
O'er many a sequestered style,

And many a daisied meadow way.

And thence into a lane, that seems
S0 cool and quiet—not too wide,
With hedgerows upon either side—

A place you sometimes see in dreams.

fnd’neath the bridge a streamlet flows,
With mingling sounds of song and sigh;
And listless breezes wander by,

Laden with dreamy long-agos.

The trees around hide heaven from sight,
Save one small speck of summer sky,
That gazes like a calm blue eye

Entranced with a strange delight.

Those leafy trees, that gurgling rill,
"T'is years since 1 beheld them last;
But arching oe'r the shapeless past

A place becomes almost a part
Of us, when linked unto the place
Is some dear old familiar face

Or some strong feeling of the heart.

In childhood, what a glad belief
We give to each wild legend’s truth !
Alas, that joys ol early youth

Should be the seeds of after grief!

For oft before the sleepless eye
Each dead wish, rising from the dead,
At night-time with faneral tread

In mournful muek’ry shall pass by ;

Each, shrouded well in time’s dark pall,
Shall pass a troop of sable woes—
Wheneo'er the flickering night-lamp throws

Its ghastly shadows on the wall.

Yet what tried spirit bath not seen,
And seeing, chid his heart’s wild lret—
That it were idle to regret

He is not what he would have been?

TFor God hath measured unto all
Their nature rather than their fate,
And some of us he maketh great,

And some of us he maketh small ;

And grants to none so close a span,
And gives.to none so dark a doom,
That hath not in the wide earth room

I'o work and prove himselfa man.

Go there, dear friend, in trust—for you
Have that strong trust that nothing shakes;
You have the fervent faith that makes

A trath of thatit would have true;

Go when the sun, that soon must set,
Lingers in love about the place,
And earth is asan angel’s face

O'ershadowed by a vague regret ;

Znd when the dizzy insect hum
Is hushed in reverence to the power
And solemn beauty of the hour

That makes the glens and valleys dumb :

Then baptized with the setting sun

In liquid hues of dving day,

Look up to the great heaven, and pray
Your only wish—* Thy will be done I’

From Chambers's Edinburgh Journal,
CONTESSIONS OF A SHY MAIN.

Ao the minor miseries of life, there is
none greater than the misery of shyness. I
speak feelingly, for 1 have all my life' been
under the dominion of that evil spirit, which
1 have in vain attempletﬂl to exoicise. And
here, before proceevdina: 1urthef with':he nar:
rative of my sufferings, 1 yvouxd rectify a mis-
taken supposition entertained by many per-
sons, that it requires greater confidence ty
nnbosom one's self to the public than to an jn.
dividual. Quite the contrary I know to be
the case. In confiding one’s woes to Ehe pub-
lic, there is no accompanying dread oty a cold
word or a cold glance —no fear oi one’s com-
munications beiny received with that ma.
nifestation of indilference, or air of abstrac.
tioa, Which is agony to the shy man, b:fcnuse
it makes him feel as if'he had been_ guilty of
folly or presumption—ihus establishing more
firmly than ever the thrall of his tyrant foi-
ble. Inaddressing the public the man is shel-
tered behind the author. He is not as in the

alone orunpitied. But to return to myself.
Many would call me one of the fortunate of
the earth, and in outward circumstances I
have reason to esteem myselfsuch. Butphi-
losophers have agreed that the seed of happi-
ness is in the mind : one would say, there-
fore, that when the mind is in a constant
state of uneasiness, theie can be little real en-
joymeat. Iam one oftwo brothers, the chil-
dren of parents in easy circumstances, belong.
ing to the great middle class of society. In
disposition my brother was rem:n-k:abiy the
reverse of myself. He possessed that easy
grace, that winning confidence of manner
equally remote from forwardness on the one
hand, and from shyness suchas mine on the
other. I was early sensible that he was with
everybody a much greater favorite than I was
—even with our father and mother ; not that
they intended this to appear—for they were
good and just parents, and wished .in every
respect to do rightly by their children, and in
all substantial marks of their regard ever
made them equal ; but they replied to my bro-
ther’s affectionate demonstrations by caresses
which were never lavisbed upon me. A]l
this was perfectly natural. Perhaps_ they
thought I did not care for such manifesta.
tions of love, as I did not court them ; ‘but it
wounded me to the quick, and 1 frequently
withdrew to my own little room to wee
alone and 11npitied—my grief aggravated by
the consciousness that while over seusitive-
ness was the fault of my nature, I was regard-
ed as an indifferent, apathetic child. And yet
I would havedied rather than my tears should
have been seen or their cause guessed. At
these times I frequently felt jealous of my
brother; but this frame of mind seldom con-
tinued long, for I admired him greatly, wag
peculiarly sensible of the fascination” of his
disposition, and even passionately desirous of
being valued by him. With these sentiments
towards him, I served him in evely way [
could devise, screened him when he got into
scrapes, and wrote his Latin version ot Greek
verb for him when he was idle or puzzled, for
I was not only moie painstaking than he was
but my intellectual powers were greater. No
one, however gave me credit for the last kind
ot‘superiority ; I was generally considered a
¢ plodding boy.! In common minds there is
always a sort of showy effectiveness asso.
ciated with idea of talent ; aad most persons
erroneously regard industry as the virtue of
dulness, or at best of mediocrity, instead. of,
as it ordinarily is the concomitant of stperior
abilities. My brother meanwhile rewarded
my.good offices now and then by informing
me that I'was ‘a very geod fellow after all,
though it was a pity I had so little pluck ¥

As I drew towards manhood, the agony I
endured from being obliged to go into society
was indescribable. The company of wo-
men in particular was formidable to me. I
was plain and insignificant in appearance,
andawkward in manners, and I fancied that
they despised”my attentions, and even some-
times made merry at my expense. A party
was for me but a succession of mortifications.
One lady in particular, an intimate friend of
my mother’s, was a constant source of terror
to me. Iwould willingly have walked ten
miles any day to avoid her. She was not,
however, generally considered a disagreeable
person ; on the contrary, she was a favorite
with most people. She was a lively sharp-
witted weman, fond of saying smart things,
and thoughtless of the pain they might give.
Her heart I believe was good and true, and
she would not have intentionally done an in.
jury to any one; but her sympathies were all
with wit, brilliancy grace and fashion. My
brother was a prodigious favorite with her,
She invited him to all bher entertainments
and he was her right hand man upon every
occasion. Me she was constantly iwitting
with my sheepishness, stupidity and want
of gallantry. She was merciless witty at the
expense of my awkwardness and blunders,
and denied that diffidence had anything to do
with them. On the contrary, she declared
that I frequently said and did ruder and more
forward things than any body she knew. And
making allowance for her exaggerated style
of speaking, there was truth in her accusa-
tion; but she little dreamt of the desperation,
the mortification, goaded for the moment to
recklessness by her jibbeting, satirical 1e-
marks which prompted my unmannerly con-
duct. Such a disposition as mine was quite
inconceivable to her—totally foreign to her
own nature. Had she comprehended my
character, her conduct. I believe, would have

een different. for as I have said before, she
was far [rom being a bad-hearted woman, and
h{ld been my mother’s tried and constant
friend from “childhood. Bat in my beha-
Vviour she only saw obstinacy and disagreea-
bleness,

My mother had died while T was a school-
Yyand Twas still little'more than a youth
when my father followed her to the grave. He
had realised a considerable fortune, which he

bo

society of his fellow men, so flurried and ner-

vous that, kfiowing not what he savs ordoes, |
he is guilty of absutdities foreign to his real'|

character, In the quiet of his own study, with
only his pen for his companion, he preserves
his presence of mind, and can be himself,
which, with others, the shy man never is, or
can be. Trve when his productions are fair-
iy launchied on the cold, merciless waves of
public opinion, he may feel many misgivings:
he may seek more than ever to abstract him-
self personally from the notice of the world ;
but he buoy$ himself up with the belief that
some will understand his sorrows, and, in
spirit at least, yield him their sympathy : he
indulges the hope that to the hearts of those
who share the same unfortunate constitution,
his words, foolishness as they be to others,

left to be equally divided between my brother
and myself, My brother embarked his share
in the concerns of a mereantile house, in
which he wag o partner ; I succeeded to the
profession of my father—that of solicitor in
2 large town.—Y am now approaching what
I may term the romance of my life; for even
my lifejpale, coloiirless. and ‘negative as its
general teanor has heen. has had itsera of ro-
mance; orat least of romantic feeling.

After my fathey's death 1 rarely went into
company, but corfined myself to the soeiety
ofcler’.\'s_inu! Musty parchments during the
day, while in the” evening [ held converse
with the mighty minds of sanity through
the medium of boeks, 1 } become "a sort
of city. beymit. T was now resigned to my
fate. ‘In the complete seclusion 1n which T

will carry the consolation they suffer not!lJived, I was no logger duily subjected to'my

former mortifications. I enjoyed a sort of
negative contentment, if not a positive felici-
ty. But the calm of my life was broken at
Jast. - One day I received an invitation to an
entertainment, to be given at the suburban
villa of an old and intimate friend of my fa-
ther’s, and the senior partner in the firm to
which my brother belonged. The invitation
was an unwonted one, as, from my evident
disinclination for society, everybody had giv-
en upasking me. This was to be quite a gay
affair: there was to be daacing within doors,
and the grounds were to be lighted with co-
loured lamps. The evening arrived. How
well Tremember it! A warm August night.
with'a soft, starlit sky, and no moon. 1 had
not thought much about the party, and had
notat all made up my mind whether I should
go or not. Now, however, I decided on' go-
ing. 1 thought I shouldlike to take apeep at
the ‘world once more, as a mere spectator,
and by way of adding to my materials for phi-
losophising. 1 went and 'to my amazement
was received by my host and hostess almost
with distinetion. By them I was immediate-
ly introduced to their daughter, the heroine
of the.night, for the ball was given in honor
of her birthday. Ihad notseen her since she
was quite a child, as she had been absent at
school for several years. And now, how shall
I describe her, so as to do justice to her grace
and beauty, and to the goodness and intelli-
gence which spoke in every featurs of her
lovely face!  Mary—for such was her name
—seemed about eighteen or nineteen, of a tall
graceful, and yet girlish figure. Her com-
plexion  was very dark, but uncommonly
smooth and elear. A rich roseate glow,
changing with every emotion of her sensitive
heart, mantled on her cheek, and added bril-
hancy to her soft dark eyes, while the ex-
pression of her exquisite month bespoke the
sweetness of her temper. Long luxuriant
curls ol the richest and darkest hair fell a-
round the fresh, blooming, joyous, young face.

An overwhelming fit of shyness seized me
the mdment this lovely vision met my eyes.
I made a more than usually awkward bow,
for my muscles seemed suddenly to contract
and stiffen. I stammered, and said nothing,
feeling as if suddenly: bereft of ideas. A
glanceina pier-glass completed my discom-
fiture.  There, beside my radiant companion
my defects were more striking. My shabby
ungainly figure, my pale, harsh featnres, m}'
awkward attitude and disconcerted aspect,
formed a strange contrast with her brilliant
figure and graceful deportment. 1 felt that
I looked like a fool, and vet ITknew I was not
a fool. 'But my fate (so it seemed to me)
had condemned me ever to appear like one.
I would have shrunk into an obscure corner,
had not Mary, in a fiank and lively tone, be-
gan to talk 1o me.. By degrees I became
more at ease. There was a fascination in her
voice, and under itsinfluence, for a fow brief
minutes, Iforgot myself and my shyness in
the pleasure of listening to her. She asked
me if I had danced. Ireplied in the negative,
How I'wished Lhad. In the excitement of the
moment I believe I might have asked Ler to
Jjoin‘a quadrille.

We were standing near a window which
opened upou the lawn. I ventured to admire
the picturesque effect of the ladies white
(il'fesseg seen through the trees, and the lamps
glittering among the dark foliage.

¢ Have you been out? she enquired.
¢ No,’ [ replied.

“Should you like to go ¥

~“If you will accompany me,’ I said hesita-
tingly, and in amazement at my own, cou-
rage.

* Willingly,” she answered ; and the next
minate I found myself sauntering down a
shady alley, partially illumined by the green-
hlkfi‘ll;;hls of the coloured lamps. the stars
skining through the rents in the lealy roof,
tae sound of music borne on the peifumed
and tepid air, and the most charming woman
[ had ever seen learning on my arm. It was
like enchantment; and now when I look back
upon it through the long vista of years, it re-
sembles a dream of fairy land. The buief
moment of intoxication was soon over. [
Was notagain that night near Mary ; but irom
a remote corner 1 watched every movement
of her light, bright figure—every turn of her
sweet, gleeful countenance.

From that day forward 1 thought and
dreamed only of Mary. I never had sanother
conversation with her: she never leant op
my arm again; but when 1 met her, she he-
stowed on me a sweet sunny smile, and a
kind ‘ How do vou do, Mr Charles ® gy
these were the golden moments of my life, T
lived upon the remembrance of them for
days and weeks. 1 would have given the
world to have been able 1o accost her: but [
never eonld, and I believe she thought I pre-
ferted to be unnoticed. I would have walk-
ed ten miles any day to lm\'m'allghtag!impse
of her; and the very sight of a light in the
window I imagined to,be hers would make
my heart beat violently : little did she dream
{\f the fond idolatry with which I regarded
her.

Half a year had elapsed from the time. of
the memorable ball, when one day my bro-
ther Jooked into my private writing room,
and with his handsome face lighted up with
more. than usual Sﬂtliﬁ‘«clion, informed me
that he came to tell mesome news : he was
going to be married, and bade me guess to
whom, I could not.

¢ What'do you think of Mary ——— 2 he re-
plied. it

Thanks to the leng confirmed habit of sup-

pressing all outward demonstrations of my
emotious, which my shyness had rendered al:
most instinetive, though unable to make any
reply; Teontrived to maintain a calm ‘demea-

e

upied
nour. My brother was too mich ocyfl}’psi-
with his own satisfaction to observe on his
lence.  After expatiating some timeé

S : .all upon
felicitous prospects, he left me 10 call “Pde‘

. Mary, his countenance beaming wit

light.

: }l\s soon as he was gone, I gave ;’;d
should not . be disturbed on a
whatever, locking the door of my apar;";‘::;t
that I might indulge my feelings “"m,(;‘e]med
I felt stunned, wretched and. over¥ emed
with abitter sense of loneliness. 1t S€¢ i
to me asif, by an irrevocable doom, pa-
been thrust beyond the pale of human !by:t it
thy. In Mary’s eyes I was prob:\}ﬂy l-hom

odd, insignificant, outre sort of being .
her gentle heart led her to compassio
and my bfother was the object of het
My heart was torn with jealousy, an% -ty
with envy. I cursed the “hour of MY 7o
my many -disadvantages, and the cm“fron;
eviliof my 'shyness, which prevef)md me 485;
making use even of those I might pogsnot
How that wretched afternoon passed Ica"u,
tell.  But ‘time and the hour runs ”Il;") 7
the roughest day ; and pass it did. l)aﬁe"
grees 1 became resigned to my. fate, an¢
long struggles, 1 almost brought m,ys;:a pi-
rejoicein the prospect of my brothers p ¥
ness.. I could not; however, so fa
my feelings as to be able to call on ™ ear-
in-law elect,and I excuse myself [rom gﬂr;'ésg,
ing at the marriage on the plea of lwol‘s‘
Andin tmth 1 was ill—in one cf the
stages of life’s ¢ fitful fever. g the
When the honeymoon was over; a“me 1
young couple settled in their new hothe,ﬂh
overcame myself so far.as to vmtthemMary’s
The kindness, nay, affectionateness of d me:
manner towards me almost maddene ere”
With playful grace she rallied me on m{-ome
mitish propensities, and invited me t?of my
to-them any evening that I ft,‘]t‘lilr(’( v
own company, or every evening if 1P
Sometimes, but rarely, I availed myse 4
invitation; for though I always 1€ othen
kind welcome, I fancied somehoW m;o thei
that my presence was a drawback 1led 0™
ease and enjoyment. As the years 10 for WY
however, the adoration I had once gglt ades
brother’s lovely wife, settled down }mghou 5
voted but calmfriendship : the happ1es any
of my existence were spent in her ¢0 P
and 1 was no longer so mad as to T€g
tie which had given me a claim t0 dear 815°
ety, and a title to address her as my .
ter Mary. je
Mary and my brother had been hm:}:uef
for more than twelve years; when " : Poort
was killed by a fall from |\i5.h°‘se'e first
Mary had hardly recovered from }] q cald”
poignant anguish caused by this sudde b
mity, when intelligence was receive od that
vessel inwhich nearly all her fortune &% iy
of her children was embarked, had ne sam®
atsea.' Her father beinginvolvedin thfr and
mistortune, could do nothing *o help '1:]1,8 in
she was thus left almost penniless. e
telligence of this last sad blow was lCZonod
nicated to we by herself in a note fol ea?ked
sense and good feeling. She at on¢ ot Der
me to afford her some assistance t0 a0, she
boys elucated. Her little girl, she 5:1 easily
should teach herself, while she cou i W
maintain both by giving instruction ‘q ofi*
sic, in which she was allowed to be ‘te the
cient. As soon as I had sead" this no]‘ the
contents of which had caused me ¢ Jed

eys that
pretext

¥y sister

ret b

truly

e ing'
deepest concern, although there was n} satis”

with it & strange and selfish feeling @ = ije
faction, which Iin vain endeavouret o of
from myself, T hastened in the d','ec,‘ differ
Mary’s house, which was situated i0 ¢ y
rent quarter of the town, I foun he;d 3
writing, and surrounded by letters 8% ipg
pers. My brother’s widow was dresset & g
deepest mourning; her magnificent dar slin
were all now drawn beneath her close akel
cap; the bright bloom of youtn had Oli hef
her cheeks ; she was sad and pale: bu beauti‘
noble, patient sorrow, she was still @
ful woman s Jdea?
“This is another heavy afflictioh pres
Charles,” she said, as she affectionately ping
sed my hand; * but it would seem P9 o
aftet the last” (heve her lip trembled, “’(‘)r v
eyes filled with tears) *if it were noa,, And
children. The poor boys, Charles ® red in
Mavy looked the petition she had prefer

i her note.

e
Now, being asked a favour, always n(:ned
tenfold to my shyness. I stammered, sttt
away my head, shufiled mylimbs, and rc at
ed no answer. Then,as I stole a glﬂ"l and
Mary, 1 saw'that her countenance € n”li d:
she began hastily to say, ¢ Oh,never haps
perhaps you cannot. I'shall be able, Peniw[,
to ‘et one ol them into Christ's Host
and” ——
3ut T hastily interrupted ‘her. Spe,
fool, Mary; but you must forgive me:
here is my will. * Read it. het
It wasa will by which I bequeathed 10 ot
the bulk of wy propesty, and in succe‘?Sﬂs,
to her daughter.  Her face as she reat sh-
sumed an expression of extreme astont
ment. i
“You see, Mary’, I said, ¢it isalli? o
ed for you. I need but little at any W:N!
so take it 'ow ; educate your boyS: yo.
keep what remains for yourself and little
ry.’ i
¢ No. no, Charles—dear, generous brntherl
But this will| I see, was made long 2389
thought' you had wot cared for me?
“Oh, Mary ! T have always thought 0
highly ofiyou than of any other in the W"‘r 1
and T'wished you 'to know, at least alt’ o
whs dead. how I had valued your goodnes
and feit all your benevolence tewards mé: v
‘ My dear Charles, I am more and .mm,,,
amazed ! I fancied you disapproved of 3
you came so seldom to see us Sometime
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