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From the London People's Journal,

A NEW SONG FOR THE NEW
YEAR.

Loox alive! look alive !

There is plenty to be done ;
In_this busy human hive

There should never be a drene ;
Some now trinmph every day

Will'be ours if we strive ;
Shake all lethargyaway—

Look alive! look alive !

Look alive ! look alive!

Put your shoulder to the whee
Anud the time will soon arive

When the progress you will feel.
Nought by indoience is gained ;

We must toil if we would thrive,
*Twas for this we were ordained—

Look alive ! look alive !

Look alive ! look alive!
Whatsoever you may be ;
He who deep enough will dive
May bring pearls from every sea.
All abuses from the land
Every man should help ‘to drive ;
We have simple means at hand—
Look alive ! look alive !

Look alive ! look alive !
Shake all apathy away ;
We have only got to strive,
To securea better day.
There’s a task for every one
In this busy human hive ;
Let the work to do, be done—
Look alive! look alive !

From Chambers’s Journal.
THE DESERTED HOUSE.

Br the time my companion had reached
this point in his narzation we found ourselves
at the entrane of the village, where the
chuareh stood, and beside it the small house
occupied by the cure. It had a small garden
in front, and under the porch sat a very an-
cient woman, basking in the sun. Her head
shock with palsy, her form was bent, and she
had a pair of long knitting-needles in her
hands, from her marner of using which I
saw she was blinl. The priest invited me 1o
walk in, info'ming me that was Rosina 3
and addding; thagif 1 liked to rest myself for
h#ifan hour, he would ask her to tell me the
7est of the story. Feeling assuted that some
strange calastrophe remained to be disclosed,
Teagerly accepted the good man’s offer ; and
having heen introduced to Henriette's former
companion, whose memory, in spite of her
great age I found perfectly elear, I said [
feared it might give her jain to recall circum-
stances that wete doubtless of a distressin
character.

¢ Ah, madame,’ said she, ‘it is but putting
into words the thoughts that were always in
my head. I have never related the sad tale
but twice : for I would not for my dear mis-
tress's sake, speak of such thines to the people
about ker ; but each time I slept better after-
wards. I seemed to have lightened the hea.

" viness of my burden by imparting the secret
to another.’

“You were very much attached to Mdlle ce
Beaugeney 7' said 1.

¢ My mother was her nurse, madame, but
we  grew up' like sisters’ answered Rosina.
¢ 8he never concealed a thought from me ;
and the Virgin knows her thoughts will ne.
ver keepme an hour out of Paradise, for there
Was no more sin in them than a butterfly’s
wing might bear.

¢ I'suppose she suffered a great deal when
she heard of her consin’s death  said 1.
¢ How long was it before she married the
count? For she did marry him, I conclude,
from what ] have heard.

“Ay. madame,’ she did, about a year after
the—the news came, worse luck ! Not that
she was unhappy with him exactly. He did
not treat her il ; far from it ; he was passion-
ately fond of her, But he was jealons—hea-
ven knows of whom, for he had nohedy 1o
be jealous of. ~ Bnt he loved like a hot-headed
Spaniard, as he'was ; and I stppose he felt
that' she did not return his love in the same
way. But how could she, when she had gi-
ven her whole heart to her cousin? Stjl]
she liked the count, and I could not say they
were unhappy together ; but she did not like
Spain and the people she lived amongst there,
The count’s place was dreadfully gloomy cer-
tainly. For my part, I used to be afraid to
go at night along the vaulted passages, and
up those wide dark stircases, to my bed. Bat
the count doted on it because it had belong-
ed to the family time ou‘ of mind ; and it was
only to please her that he ever came to her
family home at all’

¢ But surely this place is very dismal too 2’
said |.

‘ Dismal.’ said she. ¢ Aye, now, T dare.
say, because there'sa eurse on it; hut not
then. Oh, it wasa pleasant place in old M.
de Beangeney's time ! besides, my poor mis-
tress loved it for the sake of the happy days
she-had seen there ; and when the period ap-
proached.that she was tto be confined of her
grst child, she entreated her husband to bring
her here. She wanted to have my mother
with her. who had been like a mother to her -
and as she told him she was sure g1e should
die if he kept her in Catalonis, he yielded to
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her wishes, and g0 we came. The doetor was
spoken to, and everything arranged ; and she
was so pleased, poor thing, at the thoughts of
having « baby, that as we used. to sit toge-
ther making clothes for the little creature

ithat. was expected, she chatted away so gaily

about what she would do with it, and how
we should bring it up, that I saw she was
now really beginning to forget that she was
not married to the husband her young heart
had chosen.

¢ Well, madame,’ continued Rosina, after
wiping her sightless eyes with the corner of
her white apren—* we were all, as you will
understand, very happy. ard leoking forward
shortly to the birth of the child, when, one af-
ternoon, when my master and mistress ‘were
out driving, and I was looking through the
rails of the garden gate for the carriage—for
they had already been gone Jonger than usual
—1 saw a figure coming hastily along the
road towards where I stood, a figure which.
ag it drew near, biought the heart into mny
mouth, for I thought it was an apparition ! T
Jjust took a second look, and then, overcome
with terror, 1 turned and ran towards the
house ; but before I reached it, he had opened
the gate and was in the garden.

¢ Who was ? said 1.

‘M. Eugene, madame—TEugene de Beau-
Beaugency, my lady’s cousin, answered Ro-
sina. ¢ Rosina, don't be frightened,’ cried he.
I'm ‘no ghost. T suppose that you heard
I was killed? But 1 was not, you see; I
was only taken prisoner, and here I am alive
and well, {thank God! How's my cousin ?
Where is she 7

tio
¢ I leave you to jndge how I felt on hearing |

this, madam,’ continued the okd woman. ‘A
black curtain seemed to fall before my eyes,
on which I could read wo! wo! woi I
could not tell what form it would take ; 1
never could have guessed the form it did take;
but I saw that behind the dark screen which
veiled the future from my eyes there was no-
thing but wo on the face of the earth for
these three creatures. The Lord have merey
upon them, thought I ; and for the world 1o
come I hope my prayer may have been heard
—bnt it was of no avail for this.

* Well, madame, my first fear was that the
count would return and find him there, for
well 1 knew there would be bloodshed 1f they
met ; so without answering _his questions.
entreated ‘him to go away instantly to my
mother’s, promising that I would follow him
presently and tell him everything ; but this
request, together with the terror and agita-
tion he saw me in, made him suspect the
truth at once ; and seizing my aim with such
violence that I bore the marks of his poor
fingers for many a day afterwars, he asked me
if she was married.

‘She is,’ said I: *the thought that you
were dead ; she had no money left; and yon
know it was her father's dying injunciion
that—’

‘ Married to the Spaniard—to Rny Gonza-
lez?' said he, with such a face, the Lord
deliver me !’ (and the old woman paused for
a moment, as if to recover from the pain of
the recollection.) * Yes said I, *fo Ruy
Gonzalez; and if he sees you here he'll kiil
you.

* Let him! said he.

* But it will be her death,’ said I ‘and
she's—she's'——and I had’nt the heart to go
on.

* What ?' said he.
* In the family way—near her confinement,’
I answered.

He clenched his two fists and clapped them
on his forehead,

‘I must see her! he said.

‘ Impossible,’ T answered, ¢ he never leaves
her for a moment.

* Where are they now 7' he asked,

¢ Ont driving,’ said I,

‘In adatk blne carriage 7

‘Yes; and I expect them every minue.
Go, go, for the Lord’s sake, g0 to my mo~
ther's’

* I'saw the carriage,” said he with a bitter
smile. It paseed me just this side of Nair
moutier, Little | thought'—and kis lips qni-
vered for a moment, and his features were
corvulsed  with agony. ‘I must see her,
continued he ; and you had better help me to
do it, or it will be woise for usall. Hide
me in her room, he does not sleep there, |
suppose ¢

¢ No, T replied; ‘but he goes there ofien”

to talk with her while she is dressing.’

* Pat me in the closet,’ said he ; ‘ there is
room enough for me to crouch down under
the book-shelves. - Yon can then tell her ;
and when he has lett her for the night, you
can let me out.’

¢ My God,’ I cried,.my knees beginning to
ghake under me, ‘I hear the carriage ; they'll
be bere in an instant.’

¢ Do as you like," said he,’ seeing the advan-
tage this gave him; ¢ If you wont help me
te see her, I'll see her without you. I shall
stay where T am " and he struck his eane
into the ground with a violence that showed
his resolution to do what he thteatened.

¢ Come away, for the Lord’s sake,’ cried I,
for the carriage was close at hand, and there
was not a moment to spare ; and seizing him
by the arm, I dragged him into the house ;
for even now he was half inclined to wait (or
them, and [ saw he was burning to gnarral
with. the count. Well, I had just time to
lock him into the closet’and put the key in
my pocket, before they hadghad alighted, and
were walking up the garden.

¢ You may conceive, madame, the state |
was in when I met the count and my lady ;
and my confusion was not diminished by find-
irg that he observed it.

‘ What is the matter, Rosina ? said he ;
* bas anything unusual happened 7' aad as he

‘I knew that her agitation would have betray-

1 was engaged to marry, called Philippe, who

‘room.’

spok= he fixed his -dark, piercing eyes upoa
me in such a way that T feltas if he was
reading my very thoughts. I affected to be
busy about my mistress, keeping my face
away from him ; but | knew he was watching
me lor all that. Generally, when they came
home he used to retire to his own apartment,
and leave his wife with me ; but now he
came into the salon, took of his hat and sat
himself down; nor did he leave her for two
minutes during the whole evening. This
conduct was so vnusual that it was plain he
suspected something ; besides, 1 saw it in
his countenance, though I did not know whe-
ther his suepicions had been roused by my
paleness and agitation, or whether anything
else had awakened them; but 1 felt certain
afterwards that he had seen the poor young
man when the carriage passed him; or, at
least been sufficiently strock with the resem-
blance to put the true interpretation on my
confusion. Well, madame, yon may imagine
what an evening Ispent. Tsaw ciearly that
he was determined not toleave mealone with
his wife ; but this was not of so much conse-
quence, since I had resolved not to give her
a hint of what had happened, till the count
had taken Jeave of her for the night, becanse

ed the secret. In the meanwhile she suspect-
ed no mischief; for although she observed
something was wrong with me. she supposed
I was suffering in my mind abowt a person

nad been lately very ill ofa fever, and was
now said to be threatened with consump-

n. 5

Whilst T'pretended to be busying myself
in my lady’s room. they went out to take
a stroll in the garden; and whea | saw them
safe at the other end, T put iy lips 1 the
keyhole, and conjured Eugene, for the sake of
all that was good, to be still ; for that T was
certain it would not only be his death, but
my mistress’s too, if he were discovered ; and
he promised me he would. ;

I had scarcely zot upon my feet again,
when I heard the count’s foot on the floor
of the salon,

‘The countess is oppressed with hezt,’
said he, ¢ and wants the laige green fan :she
says you’ll find it on one of the shelvesin the
closet.

Only thirk, madame ; only think! T tho’t
I should have sunk into the earth. 1 stood
for a moment aghast, and then began to fum-
ble in my pocket,

¢ Where can the key be ¥ said I, pretend.
ing to search for it; but my countenance be-
trayed me, and my voice shook so that he
read me like a book. Tam sure he knew the
truth from that moment. He looked hard at
me while his face became quite lived ; and
then he said in a calm deep voice :

* For the fan no matter: T'll take another;
but Isee youare ill : you have canght Philip-
pe’s fever; you must go o to bed directly.
Come with me and Tl lead you to your

*I am not ill, Monsieur le Conte, I stam-
mered out ; but taking no notice of what I
said, he grasped my arm with his powerful
hand and dragged me away up stairs; T say
dragged, for I had scarcely strength to move
my feet, and it was rather dragging than
leading. As soon as he had thrust me into
the room he said in a very deep, significant
tene :

¢ Remember you are in danger. Unless you
are very prudent this fover will be fatal, “Go
to bed, and keep quite still till T come to see
you,again, or you may not survive till morn- |
ing.

With that he closed the door and lacked it ;
and T heard him take out the key, and des-
cend the stairs. Then I suppose, I swoon-
ed; for when Icame to myself it was near-
ly dark; I was lying on the floor, and could
not al first remember what had happened.
When my recollection returned, I crawled to

bed and, and burying my face in the pillows, ’

I gave vent to my feelings in sobs and tears ;
for 1loved my mistress, madame, and I lovel
M. Eugene, and I knew there would be dead-
ly mischiel among them. I expected that
the eount would break open the closet, and
that one or both would be killed ; an{ consi-
dering the state she was in, T did not doubt
that the [right wonld kill the countess also.
You may judge, madame, what a night I pas.
sed ; somelimes weeping. sometimes listen-
ing. but 1 could hear nothing unusual; and
at length T began to fancy that the conflict
had occurred whilst I was lying in the swoon.
But how had it terminated ? ] would have
given worlds to know; but there I was,
a_prisoner, and T feared that 1f T tried to
give any alaim, I might only make bad
worse.

Well, madame, I thought the morning
would never break; ‘but at length the sun
rose, and I heard people stirring. It seemed
indeed that there was an unusnal bustle and
running about ; and bye and by I heard the
sound of wheels and 'horses’ feet in the
court, and I knew that they were bringing
out the carriage. Where could they be going ?
I conid not imagine ; but on the whole I was
relieved, for | fancied that the meeting and
explanation was over, and that now (he
count wished to leave the house, which, un-
der the circumstances, I could not wonder at,
He spared Eugene for her sake, thought I,
And this belief was strengthened hy master
entering my room shortly afterwards, and
saying— :

* Your mistress is going away ; I am afraid
of her taking this fever. When T think it
proper, you shall be removed ; till then, re-
member that yeur life depends on your re-
maining quiet.

He placed a loaf of hread and a carafe of

water on the table, and went away, locking 4

the door as before. 1 confess now that mnech
as | felt for M. Eugene, I eould not help
pitying the count also. What ravages the
sufferings of that night had made on him !
His cheeks looked pale and hollow,his features
all distorted, and his complexion like that of
acorpse. It was a dieadful blow to him eer-
tainly, for 1 knew that he loved my mistress
to madness.

Well, madame, I passed the day more
peaceably than | could have hoped ; but my
mind being somewhat relieved about my la-
dy, 1began to think a little of myself, and 10
wonder what the connt meant to with me. I
felt certain he would never let me see her
again if be counld help it, and that alone wag
a heart breaking grief to me; and then it
came into my head that perhaps he would
confine me somewhere for life—shut me np
in.a convent perhaps or a madhonse, As
soon as this idea possessed me, it grew and
grew till Ifeltasif I really was going mad
with the horror of it; and I resolved, though
it wasat the risk of breaking my neck, to try
and make my escape by the window during
the night. It looked to to the side of the
hounse, and was not very high up; besides,
there was soft flower beds outside to break
my fall; so I thought that by tying the
sheets together, and fastening them to an iron
har that divided the lattice, 1 might reaeh
the ground in safety. I was a little creaturs
and though the space was not large it sufficed
me to get through; and when all was quiet,
and I thought everybody was in bed, I made
the attempt and succeeded. 1 had to jump
the last few feet, and ] was over my ankles in
the soft mould ; but that did not signify—I
was free ; and taking to my heels [ ran off to
my mother’s, who lived then in a cottage
hard by, where we are now sitting ; and after
telling her what had happened, it was agreed
that | should go to bed, and that if anybody
came to enquire for me she should say T
was ill of the fever, and could not be seem.
I knew when the morning came that I should
be missed, for doubtless the count would
intomy room with food ; and besides that, I

had lelt the sheets hanging out of the win-

dow.

For two days, however, to my great sur.
prise, we heard nothing ; but on the third,
Philippe (the young man to whom [ was en-
gaged) hearing that I was not at the Beau-
gency house, eame to our cottage to enquire
about me.  We had not met for some time—
the countess having forbidden all communica-
tion between ug, as she had a horrible dread
of the fever, so that he could only hear of me
through my mother.

‘ Rosina is_here and unwell; said my mo-
ther: ‘ we think she’s got the fevers for al-
though we might bave trusted Philippe with
our lives, we thought it would be safer for
him to be ignorant of what had happened.
Upon  this he begged Jeave to see me; and
she brought him into my chamber. After
asking about himself, and telling him I was
very poorly, he said—

3 ;l"na: is indeed a sad thing for the count-
ess.

¢ What is 2 ] asked.

‘ You're being ill at this time, said he,

| ‘when your services are so much needed by

her.

¢ What do yon mean ; the countess is not
atthe house.’ said L
—* Don’t you know she’s come back,’ said he
‘and that she’s ill. The doctor has been
sent for, and they say that she is very dange-
rously ill.’

¢ Gracious heaven” T exclaimed; ‘is it
possible? My poor, dear mistress ill, and I
not with her.’

‘ Robert the footmon says. continned Phil-
lippe—* but he bade me not to mention it ta
anybody—that when they stopped at the inn
at Moutlounis, Rateau the landlord came to
the door of the carriage, and asked it she had
seen M. de Beangency ; and ‘that when the
conntess turned pale and said, * Are you not
aware my cousin was killed in battle ¥* he
assured her it was no such thing ; for that M,
Eugane had called there shortly before on his
way to ner house. Rateau must have taken
somebody else for him of course ; but J sup-
pose she believed bim, for she jeturned di-
rectly.’

¢ Rateau told her that he had seen M. Eu-
gene ? said I.

8o Robert 8ays; but Didier the mason
says she was ill before she went, and that
it was the ratsin the closet that frightened
her.

¢ Rats ! said, Tsitting up in my bed and
staringat him wildly. "¢ What rats 2—what
closet 7

‘ Some closet ip her bedroom.” said he—
¢ The count sent for Didier to wall it up di-
rectly.’

‘ To wall it vp?—wall np the closet? I
gasped ont,

* Yes, build and plaster it up. But what's
the matter, Rosina? Oh, I shouldnt have
told you the conntess was il he cried out,
terrified at the agitation I was in,

* Leave me in the name of God ! | screem-

ed, * and send my motherto me.

¢ I remember nothing after this, madame,
fora long, long time. When my mother
came, she found me in my night-ciothes, ty-
ing the sheets together in order to get out of
the window, though the door was wide open ;
but I was quite delirions. Wecks passed be-
fore I'was in a state to remember or compre-
hend anything. Before I recovered my gen-
ses, my poor mistress and her baby were in
tha grave, my. master gone away, robod
knew whither, the servants gll dilcbarge!.

and the aeeursed house shut up. Not long afs
terwards the news ceme that the coant had,
died in Paris)

¢ But, Rosina,’ said I,° are you sure that M
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