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THE HEART AND THE WORLD:
BY WALTER ROWTON.

A chaste, confiding, truthful heart
Was pitilessly hurl'd,

By harsh, unyielding circumstance,
T'o battle with the world.

All joyously it sped its way,
To sip th sweets of life, ‘
Unwarn’d that they embittered were
By enmity and strife.

And hopefully, one sunny morn,
The Heart its flight began,

And stray'd, ere yet 'twas eventide;
To where a river ran—

.

‘Which, in the sunshine, rippled on,
And cherished with its spray

_The flow’rs and truits it flow’d among,
That, else, would die away. ]

“ I see in thee my destiny 1”
The Heart exclaimed alond—
And noted not the swift approach
Of an o'er spreading cloud.

Which, envious, burst, and sullied o’er
The beauty of the scene,

Till scarce a single trace remain'd
Of what it once had been.

**’Tis this shall be thy destiny,
Thou too, oo trusting Heart 1"’

It heard the voice, but heeded not,
And straightway did depart.

But speedy woe and misery,
False friends and blighted love,
Prov'd but too soon how truly spoke
The warning from above.

Bat, ever trustful, still it hoped,
And fresh air-castles built,

Which only rose to be o'erthrown
By enmity and guilt.

1ts claims to earthly happiness
The sellish world dented;

It's triuth unknown, it's virtue scorned,
It early pined and died.

Thus, crushed by woe, and wrecked up-

on
Afiliction’s hidden shoal,

The Heart fled throngh the vale of death,
Beyond the world’s control,

Torgiving all who injured it,
1ts sins were all forgiven,

And happiness, denied on earth,
Was found at last in heaven,

From the same.

HOW PHILIP CLAYTON PUT HIS
MONEY OUT AT INTERZST.

BY GEORGINA C. MUNRO.

‘T smarn be very happy—wont you 72—
when we have a little money laid by, said
Philip Clayton’s pretty wife as she poured
out tea for him in their cheerful little parlor,
through whose open window stole the soft
bieath of summer, laden with the fragrance
of the sweet briar that fringed the grass-plot,
and the honey-suckle that draperied the rustic
porch.

‘I am very happy now,’ replied Clayton,
smiling, as he glanced from the fair face that
Jooked on him to the laughing boy who was
romping with a spaniel on the grass.

¢ Well, and so am I said Mys Clayton
smiling also:: it would have been stranwe i'f
she wag not happy, with a hasband who loved
her devotedly. and no sorrow ordanger sloom-
ing on the sunny horizon of her life, ¢ But
you know what I mean—it will be a great
comfort and satisfaction when we aye able to
lay up something asa provision for the future.
Arnd think what a pleasure it will be to find
the interest coming in at once to help yg v

‘ No, noy’ laughed Clayton ; “ to carsy ont
the thing properly we must not spend the in-.
terest, bus lay that up also to accumulate jnto
a large fortune by the time we are three or
four score years old. Butcome, Hetty, let yg
not concern ourgelves so much abouta future
that may never come. If it does come, God
will, T trust; enable us to provide for ity
but the blessings of the present are ours to
enjoy and be thankfal for. So give me ano-
ther cop, and then let me hear that song you
sung me yesterday ; it has been echoing in
my ears all day; and every line I wrote
seemed to be accommodating itself to the
tune.

30 the song was sung and others follawed,
drawing the child dancing in trom his gam-
bols to hear the musie, and the evening pass-
ed pleasautly as it was wont to do, making
Mrs Clayton forget in her happiness of the
present her anxiety for the future,

Years passed by, and found and left great~
er happiness at the little flower wieathed cot-
tage—for other childish voices made its walls
resound with merriment, and not one blessing
had been' reczlled to leave a shadow on te.
membrance ; 20, moreover the cherished
wish of Henriel!a seemel on the point of be-
ing realized ; for the first hundred pounds

" were very nearly amassed, by their care and

frugality, out of Philip’s salary from the bank-
king house where he was a clerk ; and alrea-
dy his anxious wife reckoned tha five per
cent. iaterest in those days given, as the small

yet welcome addition to their income which
ghould enable the second hundred to be more
uickly collected,

Even Philip knew not how great a hold
the desire of providirg against contingencies
had on the mind of his pretty and amiable
Henrietta. His own nature was generous
and hopefil ; and, beyond doing everything
‘for the best, hedid not much ponder over

coming years, cheerfully trusting that if they
brought him misfortune, they would bring
him the means or the strength' to struggle
against it, or endure.  He had at the outset
ensured his life, which secyred seme provi-
sion to his family, should he be taken from
them, and he saw no cause for doubt that his
exertions would maintain them comfortably
while’ he lived ; and pleasant were his
thoughts as evening after evening he walked
a mile through quiet lanes, where the' trees
met and the birds sang sweetly above his
head. to the village where he dwelt among
scenes
where his occupation lay.

On the other side of the clear stream which
glided quietly through the village, stood a
house, whese inmates had known far less of
prosperity than was the portion of the Clay-
tons. Yet there had come a'brightness over
their prospects ; and after many misfortunes
Richard Allen thought that the darkest
clouds had passed at length, and the long de-
layed sunshine was gleaming forth; for a si-
tuation as manager of a brewery promised
him not merely a competence, but the means
of setting his son, a fine boy of fifteen, for-
ward in the world. He Jd been six months
in his situation, and twice that time in the
neighborhood, where he was of course but
little known, though that little' was calculated
to win respect; and of ‘all, Clayton perhaps
knew and liked him best.

One evening ‘they were leaning over the
bridge which spanned the stream, watching
Frank Allen as he altered, and worlked at, and
launched, and guided-on its course the little
bark which Harry Clayton—six years his
junior—was unalle to make sail down the
stream, and they smiled to see how the child
clapped: his hands with delight, and plea-
ed Frank was to aid the ignorance and awk-
wardness of his little companion,

‘ Strange,’ said Allen, ‘that as men we
should lose the feelings which seemed inhe-
rent to us in childhood and in boyhood, In
those years our first impulse is to help those
who are weaker or more inexperienced than
ourselves.  Butas time passés those feelings
die away and are forgotten ; and haw seldom
it is that we find men eager and willing to
extend a heping hand to those who are less
fortunate than themselves! How much
more frequently do they appear to exult in
their advantages all the more that others are
without them. And if they do aid a feebler
brother, is it not usually and reluctantly, as
an acknowledged but disagreeable duty, in-
stead of with the pleasure and alacrity which
characterized our boyhood’s exertions to help
those who needed.”

‘¢ There are exceptions,’ replied Philip
Clayton, * and I would wish to think they are
numercus.’

¢ So would I, said Allen, ‘ and they ought
to be numerous ; for surely every year of oir
lives shows us more and morc how depen-
dent men are on their fellow creatures in
some shape or another : it seems designed to
teach us mutval kindness, charity and for-
bearance ; but the lesson is toc often unheed-
ed, and sornetimes read backward to serve a
different end ; but don’t think me a grumbler
or a misanthrope because I say this. Iknow
there is much good in the woild ; but I can-
not help saying that there might be and
ought to be much ‘more.

¢ I suspect we need only look into our own
hearts to own the truth of that,’ said Clayton,
smiling, ‘ But here comes Mrs Allen, and
I know my good  little housewife has been
patiently waiting for us this hour past.’

And so she had been ; for with all her
prudence and frugality, Mrs Clayton was very
proud of her cakes and preserves, and the
Allens were at all times among her most
welcome guests. There were but themselves
this evening: and long was it remembered at
the cottage, and often in after days Henrietia
would tell how, when they were going away
Mrs Allen went back to kiss the children
a second time as they slept, and how Mr Al-
len said as he shook her hand—
se:] }’Vhat a very happy evening we have pas-

She and Philip steod at the door until their
friends crossed the little bridge homewards ;
they watched the crescent moon sink behind
the distant hills, and then, closing the door
upon: the dimmer light which streamed in
starry rays en bough and stream, there soon
Was rest and silence in the coitage as every-
where around.

It might have been two hours alter when
the barking of a dog awakened Clayton. His
first iden was that it was bioad daylight, so
E’”%ht a light was shining through the win-
dow. But in another moment he was con-
scious that the glow was redder than the red-
dest Morning. And springing to the window,
he saw flames bursting from Richard Allen’s
house.

Clayton hurried to the spot. A crowd was
beginning to oather around the house, but
its Inmates still slept. Efforts were made to
arouse them to 5 knowledge of their danger,
which became every instant more imminent,

so rapidiy the flames spread and strengthened,
i and the door was forced open at the same in-
{ stant that a wild shriek rose from within ;
¢ but suffocating smeke rolled through the
{ doorway, and flames darted their forked
{ tongues round the staircase, and nobody dared
to enter.

what might be the freight and fortunes of the |

so different from the large town

{* Aladder! a ladder ' was loudly called for
{ but there was nove at hand ; and while some
i ran off lo the nearest place to get one, the un-
| happy woman cast herself down upon the
| gravelled walk to escape the fiery death she
dreaded. She was taken up insensible and
carried to the cottage which she had quitted
in health and happiness so few hours pre-
| viously. In another minute Allen, who had
{ gone to rouse his'son, came with him to ano-
i ther window. The ladder had arrived and
was quicksy planted at it, and he was observ-
ed desiring Frank to descend.

¢ Allen !’ save yourself; your wife has es-
caped,’ cried Clayton.’

The last words never reached the ear they
were addressed to; but were lost in Allen’s
answering cry of ¢ No, no l—my wile! my
wife ' as he disappeared to seek the partner
of his many years' wanderings and  misfor-
tunes.

¢ Allen! Allen? wag echoed 'in twenty
voices to call him back. Bat a crash follow-
ed—some part of the flooring had fallen in—
and he was never seen again.

Wildly the flames rose and fell, despite the
quantities of water from the stream which
had been so lavishly cast upon them, flick-
ering, and dancing, soaring up towards the
sky, whose stars were row invisible ; and
casting a broad, red radiance on the crowd.
the wide, smooth meadows, and the waters of
the quiet stream. Frank Allen sat on the
grass, gazing on the fiery mass, which gazed,
and hissed, and crackled, above the form he
nad so loved and honored. Just old enough
to feel to its full extent the anguish of that
moment, without the capability of endnrance
which added years might have imparted, he
watched the remorseless flames with an in-
tensity of grief which forbade all attempts
at consolation, and 1esisted -every endeavor to
withdraw him from the spot.

The night passed, the fire began to die out,
and the rising sun found a heap of smoulder-
ing ruins where he had left a happy dwelling;
while beneath them lay what had then been
a living-and breathing form, in full health,
and all the strength and energy of manhood’s
prime..  Then Clayton led away the sorrow-
ing boy to his own home, where, for the first
time he learned that his mother, whom he
had thought safe and well, was suffering
greatly—it soon proved, dying—beneath the
same roof; and the dawn of another day
found Frank Allen alone—an orphan and!
destitute, without a relative and or a friend
from whom he had a right to claim protection
or assistance.

But this thought did not at first come to
grieve him, for all considerations of self were
lost in deep and overwhelming sorrow; and
he alone was careless of his futuve lot, while
the whole village was busy talking aver it,
and wondering what it would be. There bad
been gome doubt, oo, about the funeral, when
it was known that the Allens left*nothing;
but Clayton set that at rest at once by charg-
ing himself with the expenses; and when
that day was over, Frank Allen's fate was
the undivided subject of conversation in the
village.

Several of the most prosperous inhabitants
were talking together on the subject. None
of them were rich, but all were capable of
spending a good many pounds on anything
they chose, without much caring whether
it was wisely spentor not; yet notone, while
wondering what should be done with the
boy, ever spoke of doing anything for him
beyond the merest trifle.

‘T wonder what he is fit for, observedsone
of them.

‘I think his father spoke of sending him
to sea; said another. X

¢ And the . best thing that could be done
with him; added a third: ‘ I daresay we
conld collect money to fit him out; I shounld
not mind‘a few shillings myself towards it,
and I should think the parish might do some-
thing.)

¢ Ah, his father thought of sending him in
in 2 very different: manner I’ said the first
speaker, pityingly. ¢ But all that’s one now,
and Frank must be content tc get his living
as he can

Philip Clayton stood by in silence. He
could not join in those remarks, their tone
and manner jarred upon his feelings ; and as
he walked alone along the streamlet's bank
he thought of Allen’s words on the last even-
ing of his life. Truly they were soou verified;
a few pounds from each of those men and
Frank might be given the power of working
his way up in the world. :

¢ But poor Allen was right,’ sighed Clayton,
‘ the impulses of our maturer years are not
aid the weak and helpless’

It was a long waik which Philip Clayton
took that night. When he retured he found
Frank Allen still watching the heap of rains
with which he thought all the happiness of
his life Lad fallen forever. And even so Clay-
ton mused ; his own Harry, yet younger and
more helpless, might have mourned over the
desolation of his home, and been cast upon
the coldness and charity of strangers, Bat
his mind had been made up fully during that
long and solitary walk, though indeed the
purpose had been gathering there stronger
and stronger all the while,

Yet he feared to tell his gentle loving Hen-
rietta, for he knew that though she tended
Mrs Allen as though she had been a sister,
and wept with Frank, and strove to soothe
and comfort his griel'WRh all a woman’s ten-

sake of one whom she pitied and sympathised
with so deeply. But Philip was resolved ;
and though on hearing that he was going to
pay fiflty pouads as an appreatice fee for

Mrs Allen was speedily seen at a window., |

derness and softness, still money was too dear ;
to her to be easily parted with, even for the '

x R
Frank, to secure for him proper "_‘“"“i:};n
in the line for which his father destined lhis,
his wife shed more tears than Wor 90{ 16~
had ever caused her to shed before, ant i
proached him bitterly with thruwl“!: i
the money they had so slowly g“th‘”;]"env'
still was firm ; for the memory of human
words came as a bitter reproach to HUME
nalure in which he could not bear to sbl""n,
‘ You. ought to think ot your chll(rge}
said Henrieita, pressing the youngest which
bosom, as if to gaard it {rom some evil W oy
his father's action was drawing down vp
it

“ I do think of my children,’ replied PHilP
with much emgtion, as he took the other
tle one in his arms, and glanced out af tri-
field opposite, where Harry was \'al"|y| 'oﬂ'
ving to draw_Frank from his sorrowf® l:em.
templation of the sad dark spot beforgl‘hm
¢ Ido think of my children ; and that, i £ o
were nothing else, would bid me act ”f p
doing.  For I think, Hetty, thatone o

; U
beloved ones might have been left desolat® ®

Frank has been. And I think also, Hett}s

that we know not how much they may 3;.”:“',
dependent on the kinda@ss and bounty ¢’ By
ers. And this thought alone would m ent’
do to Frank as I would should be done
my own children.

* But this will only make them pooi®h
more likely to be so dependent,’ agaif pos
ed Mrs Ciayton, in a tone of feebler Te™
strance,

¢ Oh Hetty,” said ber husband, ‘I “’”nd::
that with so much of love there can be :,‘:“e
devotion to Mammom in that kind "h”
heart. Do not forget that poverty im’d ne
depend on a mightier will than ours * Hen-

¢ Then I suppose it must be so,’ sighed EeP
rietta. ¢ But it must be a long while )’?tm.
fore we can have any money out at 1P
est.

Clayton did not answer’; but he learnét o/
know that this wasindeed a bitter disapPo
ment. However, the letters were writief 'e"
quiries were made, and by using every e"h_
tion he got Frank most advantageously P
ced on board a ship trading to the East. i

Five or six months after, Clayton l'ecel‘! of
a letter by some encountered vessel, fu de
the outpourings of a young heart’s gratitt i'
and a year after there come another, bu! 18
was the last. Inanother year Clayton W"’ip
to the owrers, when he heard that _the i
had been chartered and emnployed in 3"“’0'
from one part of India to another, and hadl?ﬂ‘
returned, but that no accidert to Frank A 0
had been reported.  So as his own letters *’
Frank remained unanswered, Clayton supp?
sed that his young charge had grown W”e‘
of gratitude.  Yet, thongh Henrietta Bﬂ"‘ri'
times dryly intimated that it was an .unmeer
ted return for ail his kindness, Philip "CVM
tegretted the part which he had acted, fof |
wanted not gratitude and thanks, but mere?
the consciousness of doing right, and the :fr
proval of his own heart. This was pleasal g
to him than the gratification ot ber darfin
wish—the having money at interest, whic
had been at Jast attained—was to his pfet":
gentle and amiable, but anxious and calc¥®
ting wife. W

How quickly years glide away, and hoo
soon people are forgotten when they ar# p
longer seen ! It took little time for FT‘E,
to pass from every one’s temembrance but ¢ %
Claytons’. And then Clayton moved t0 =
distant seaport town, where a higher sals
was given him by another bank, and he 87
his were soon forgotten.’

The fléeting years were pleasant to ‘bs
Claytons. Their children grew up fair 31
proruising. Already Harry was in a soli¢®
tor’s office,an articled clerk ; the younger bo¥
William, was to be a medical man, and ¢
little Violet was as lovely and honest as hef
name-flower. And Henrielta had anotbef
happiness—they had laid by many hundred®
now ; and it was not wmerely the usual 1
terest that was received for them, for Clayto®
had been admitted 1o a share, though a &
trifling one, in the concern, and the !“‘"“
small as it was, that he invested, return®
him a per centage far larger than that given 10
depositors.

. But sunshine cannot last forever. The firsf
clond was a change in Clayton’s health.
severe illness, followed by a stroke of paraly”
sis, left him with his powers of mind uni®
paired, but so infirm as to preclude all bop?
of future exertion.. Then what comfort !
was that they had so well guarded agal™
an evil ‘day, And what a satisfaction that
Clayton had obtained a small share in th®
banking concern, now that he could do.no‘h'
ing to make an income ; and the mere inter”
est ottheir savings would have been very Jit’
tle for their support. But within a couple®
years the bank broke and all ‘was lost, the tr*”
fling share which had scemed such a blessing
ouly serving to make ruin more complete; o
he was involved in the liabilities, and the P
licy of insurance, which had always render
his mind easy on his wife’s account was 18%°
en from thern.

Still there were their sons—Harry two and
twenty and William seventeen—who wer®
eager to exert themselves for their pMC""
and sister. The younger’s prospects of cour®?
were altered; but a situation in the custo™”
hotise was obtained, enabling him to be ¢
once an assistance 1o the family. And Harty
was in high hopes that he should get ini®
practice as a solicitor, for which he was n
qualiied. He appeared to be doing so for f
few months ; when an election came on. dor
ing which a portion of the hustings fell, 8°%
Harry Clayton was carried home, 1iving 18

rer, Iﬂ‘
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deed, but with a spinal injury with which he
might linger on for years, but only to
over the thought of being a burthen ®
he boped to have supported.

grieve
those




