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Frem Harpse’s “lonthly Magazine
TID 33N3ITIVE MOTHER.

‘ Wren you are married, Isabel, and

ave children of your own, you will then
8w how much {love you.’

‘ Uknow you love me. dear mother. If
I did not acknowledge and understand
Your love what should [ ba bus the most
ungrateful of living beings »

‘No one who is not a mothar herself
can rightly understand & mother’s love.
What you feel for me, and what you fancy

fell for you, comes no nearer the reality,
Isabel, than the chirpof the sparrow does
to the song of the nigntingale. The fond-
st child does not fully return the love
of the coldest mother.’

ears came into Jsabel's eyes for her
mother spoke in tender, querulous accents
of uncomplaining wrong, which went to
the daughter’s heart. Mrs. Gray was
one of those painfully introspective peo-
ple who live on themsclves’; who think
noone loves as they ]'ovo‘ no one suffors as
they suffer ; who helieve they give their
heart's blood to receive hack ice and snow
and who pass their lives in a :)Mw,
those they would die to honefit. 5\ more
I')‘!el,‘/"heurt_f‘d woman never, in her own
opinion, existed, although her hushand
]‘::gwsz,ﬂr tlhou.ght, acertain affection “rom
her ; but any recal heart sympa-
thy, any Jove equal to her fond adoration
of him, was no more like her own feelines
than stars are equal to the noon d;y
sun.

¢ Not a bad simile, my dear,” Mr Gray
ones answered, with his pleasant smile,
% since the stars are suns themselyves—and
if we qould change our point of view we [
might find them even bigger and bright- |
er than our own sun. Who knows but, !
after all, I, who am such a clod compared
to yon-—who am. you say. so cold and un-
Imaginative—that my stucis nota bigger,
stronger sun than yours. !

. His wife gave baek a pale smile of pa- |
tient suffering, and sawd. sadly: < A%,
Herbert ! if you knew what agony I en-|
ure when you turn my affection into ri-‘
icule, you would surely spare me.

The frank, joyous hushand, was, as he
oXpressed it, ‘ shut up for the evening.
Aund then Mrs Gray wept gently, and

" called herselt the family killjoy.

With her danghter it was the same.
Isabel’'s whole soul and life were devoted
% her mother. She was thecentre round
which that young existsnce steadily re-
Yolved. The daughter bad nota thought
of which her mother was not the priunci
pal ebject, not a wish of which her mo-
ther wasnot the actuating spirit; yet Mrs
Gray could never be brought to believe
that her daughter's love equaled hers by
countless degrees. Isabel worked for her,
played to her, read to her, walked with
her, lived for her, *Duty, my Isabel, is
ot love, and [ am mnot blind enough to
Mistake the one for the other.’ ‘T'his was
all the reward [sabelreceived. Whenshe
fell in love. asshe did with Charles Hough-
ton, Mrs Gray's happiness was at an end.
Henceforth her life was one long weak
wail of desolation. She was nothing now :
her child had east her ont of her heart.
and had given the dearcst place to anc- |
ther ; her own child. her [sabel, ber trea- |
sure, her Iife. her soul. Her hour had |
passed ; but even death seemed to have|
forgotten her. No one loved her now. |
She was & down-trodden worm ; a poor
despised old woman ; an unloved childless |
widow! Ah! why couid ghe not die ! |
What sin had she commitied to be so!
sorrowly tried ?

Isabel had many sorrowful hours, and
he}d many long dehates with her con-
science, asking herself more than once
Whether sha onght not to give up ber
engagement with Charles Houghton if its
%ontinuance made hier mother so unhap-
PY; also whether the richt thing was not
always the most painfal. But her con-
®cience did not make out a clear czse of
filial obligation to this extent, for there
Wasa duty due to her betro‘hed; and
Isabel folt she had no right to trifla with
Any man after haviog taught bim o love

¢t She owed the first duty to her pa-
Tents 5 but she was not frae from obliga-
Yion to her lover; end. even for her mo-
ther's sake, she must not quite forget this
obligation. 8o her engagement went on,
5“-'3 ened by her mother's complaints.
b My love,’ said her father. * Houghton

as been speaking to me of your marriage,
""'ld‘{’:‘)mﬁ into my study.’
kera?athl; paleand red by turns, followed

- T, dreading both his acquiescence
2{’ l:efuml. In onp she heard her mo-

7’8 sobs, ia angther her lover's des:
Pae,
* Ho says, Boll, that you have been on-

g?:l Abota a year. W{ must not be hard
tm,  He is vativally desirous to beve

| to your mother, child.

the affair settled. What do say ?* Will
a month from this seem to you too goon
for your marriage ¥

* As you wish, papa,’ said Jsabel, brea-
king up 2 spray of honey-suckle. :

¢ No, no, a8 you wish, my dear chx_ld.
Do you think you would be happy with
Houghton ? Have you known him long
enough ¥’

‘ Yes, papa; but—"

¢ But what, love ¥

¢[ hesitate to leave mamma’ (her head
sorrowfully bent down.) g

¢ That is the trial of life, my child,’
said Mr Gray, in a low toune : his face full
of that quiet sorrow of & firm nature
which represses all outward expression,
lest it add & double burden on another.
¢ Yot it is one which, by the nature of
things, must be borne. We ean not ex-
pect to keep you with us always : and al-
though it will be a darkdsy to us when
you are gone, yet if it is for your happi-
ness, it ought to be so for ours. Tell me.
Bell : what answer do you wish me to
give v

* Will he not wait a little time yet?
and the girl erept eloser to her fatber.

¢ I see | must act without you,’ he said
smiling, and patting her cheek.

¢ Poor Charles !’ she half sighed.

Her father smiled still, but this time
rather sadly, and said : ¢ There, go back
You are a baby
vet, and do not know your own mind
better than s girl who has to choose
two toys. You do not know which to leave
and which to take. lmust, it seems,
choose for you.

¢ Ob, papa !’

. Yeaf-y‘()m need not lock so distressed.
Trust to me, and meanwhile ~go : your
mother will be wearying for you.

Although this little scene had sunken

d , into his heart, Mr.
?;:x(gdwﬁm:hen ge joined the family,
calm. almost merry.

He challenged
Charles to a game of bowls on the lawn,
and ran a race with [sabel round the gar-
den. When he returned to his wife she
told him pettishly, ¢ that it was a marvel
to her how he could be so unfeeling. See
hew she suffered from the terrible mar-
riage’  And yetshe hadno right to suf-
fr more than he; but. sighed the lady,
‘noman ever loved as much as woman
loves !’

¢ And don’t you thiek I feel, my dean
heeause I don’t talk ?  Can yeu not un-
derstand the duty ofsilence? ~ Complaints
mav at times be mere selfishness.’

He spoke very mournfully. She shook
her head * People who can control them-
selves so entirely,” she said ¢ have seldom
much to control. If you felt as I do
abuut our darling child, you could neither

| keep silencenor feizn happiness.’

Herbert smiled. but made no answer;
and Mrs Gray fairly cried over [sabels
hard fate in having such an indifferent
father.

1t was all settled: Tsabel was to be
mareied in a month’s time. Charles mild-
ly complained of the delay. and thought

a fortnight ample time for any prepara-|

tions ; but fsabel told him that a month
was ridicalously soon, and she wished her
father had dounbled it; ‘only I long very
much to see Sentland. They were to go
to the Highlands to spend their honey-
meon.

Mrs Gray was entirely incopsolable.
The poor woman was not well, and her
nerves were more than ordinarily irritable.
She have herself a good deal of extra
trouble, too—much more than was neces-
sary—and took cold by standing in a
dranght, eutting out a gown for Isabel ;
which the maid would have done a great
deal better, aud would not haye eomplain-
ed of the fatigne of standing su long,
which Mrs Gray did all day long. Her
cold, and her grief, and her weariness
made her the most painful companion, es-
pecially to & devoted daughter. She wept
day and night, and coughed in the inter-
vals. She did not eat. and answered eve-
vy one who pressed any kind of food on
her reproachfuliy, as®if they had insulted
her. She slept very little, and denied
even that little. She was alwayslanguid,
and excess of erushed hopes and unrequi-
ted affection ' gtimulatea her into a fe-
ver.

The marriage-day drew nearer. The

reparations, plentifully interspersed with
g’[rs Gray's sighs, and damped by her

tears, savored less of a wedding than of
a funeral, at which Mra Gray was chief

mourner. The father, on the contrary—
to whom Tsabel whs the only bright epot
in life, who would lose ail in losing her—
was the gayest of the Eurty‘ Isabel her.
self, divided batween her lover and her
parents; was half-distracted ymh her e¢on-
flicting feelings, and often wished she had
never seen Charles Houghton n}: g.ll. She
told him 80 once, to his great dismay, af-
tor a scene of bysterios and fainting fits
performed by her mother.

T§ wanted only a week now to the mar-

riage when Herbert Gray came down to
breuskfast alone.

¢ Where is mamma ¥ asked Isabel..

+ She is not well, my dear, and will have
breakfast in bed.’

¢« Poor mamma !—how long her coid
has continued. What can be done for
her ¥ i by

« We must send for Dr Melville if she
does not get better soon. I am quite. un-
easy about her, and have.been sofor some
time ;, but she did not Wwish & physician
to be sent for.’
\ f%:re isno danger ¥ asked Isabel, anx-

iously. %
Her father did not answer for a B0~
ment ; then he said, gravely : * She was

never strong,and | find her much weaken-
ed by her cough.

By this time breakfast was ready, and
Isabel prepared to take up her mother’s
trav. She looked at her father lovingly
when she passed bim, and turned back
at the door, and smiled.  Then she soft-
ly ascended the stairs. A fearful fit of
coughing seemed to bave been suddenly
arrssted as she entered her mother’s:room.
She placed the tray gently on the dress-
ing-table. ' ;

There was a faint moan ; amoan which
caused Isabel an agony of terror. On
tearing back the_curains, she beheld her
mother lying like @ corpse—the bed-
clothes saturated with blood. Atfirst she
thought of murder, and looked wildly
about the room, expecting to see some one
again clutoh at thas sacred life ; but Mrs
Gray said faintly, * 1 have only broken a
blood-vessel, my love : send for your fa-
ther. A new nature seemed to be roused,
inJsabol. Agitated and frightened us sbhe
was, a womany self-possession gcemed to
give her"double power, both of act in vi-
sion, and to bury forever all the child in
her heart. She forgot herself.  She
thought only of her mother. and what
would be good for her. As with all strong
natures, sympathy took at once the form
of Belp rather than of pity. She rang
the bell, and called the maid. ‘ Go down
and tell my father he is wanted here,’ she
said quietly. ¢ Mamma is very ill. Make
haste and _tell my father; but do not
frighten him.’

She went back to her mother's room,
quietly and steadily, wibbout a sign of
terror of bewilderment. She washed the
blood from her face gently ; and without
raising her head, she drew off the crim-
soned cap. Not to shock her father by
the ' suddenness of all the ghastly evi-
dences of danger, perhaps of death, she
threw elean linen over the bed, and placed
wet towels on her mother's breast. Then
as her father entered, she drew back the
curtain, and opened the window, saying
softly, ‘Do not speak loud, dear papa.
She has broken a blood-vessel.’

Herbert Gray, from whom his daughter
had inherited all her self-command, faw
at a glance that everything was already
done which could be done without pro-
feseional advice; and giving his wife's
pale face a gentle kiss, he left the room,
saying, simply, * God bless you! and in
less time than many a younger and more
active man would have done it, was at
Doctor Melville's door.

(To be continued.)

From Godey’s Lady’s Magazine.
QUACKERY.

¢ Tie great success of quacks in Eng-
land has been altogether owing to the real
quackery of the regular thsicinns.’—
What does that mean ?  Just this, that
the mortality of many legalized practi-
tioners, even of the higheat grade, 18 not
one remove sbove that of tbe Morisons
and St. John Longes, whose dishonest
ractices they are so constantly decrying !
Now this, you will say. is a startling
statement—and much will doubtless de-
pend upon the character of Lhe. person
making it, whethrer *yon treat it with
a laugh of conterpt, or listen to it with
something like respectful attention. ‘Lhe
man who deliberately put that on paper
(and [ quote him to the latter), was no
less u person than Adam Smith, the au-
ther of the * Wealth of Nations !’ 1f sueh,
then, was the certain and settled convic-
tion of that very keen-sighted obrerver of
mankind, will any assertion, any assce
verations on the part of individuals 1niter-
ested in declaring the contrary, weigh
with you one straw against the evidence
of your own sense, when you choose 0 ex-
amine this matter fairly and fully for
yourselves ?  So far as my own expers
ence goes —that is, from what I bave scen
of the profession in London and the Eng-
lish county towns—eminence in medicine
i8 less & test of talent and integrity than
a just reason of suspecting the person
who has sttained to it, of & complete con=
tempt for both ! T eay suspecting—for |
have met With exceptions, but not many,
to the rule. Could you only soe, as 1
{ have seen, the farce of & medical consulta-
irion, I think yeu would agree with me

that the impersonation of physic, like the
picture of Garrick, might be best painted
with comedy on one side and tragedy on
the other. In saying this much, not on-
ly have T acted against everything like
medical etiquette, but I shall be sure to be
roundly abused by the medical profession
for it. The truth, however, | maintain
it to be, but noc the whole truth! for the
werld must have its eyes a little more
open before it can believe all I happen to
know upon the subject. By and by, I
shall tell the English people something
that will make their ears tingle ! Dr.
Sumuel Dickson’s Fallacies of  the Facul-

ty.

THE TEXAS TARANTULA.

Tris Texas of ours is an astonishingly
prolific dountry. ~Every field stands luxu-
riant, crowded, 8o that it can scarce wave
under the breeze, with corn or sugar, or
wheat or eotton. KEvery cabin is full and
overflowing, through all its doors and
windows, with white-haired children.—
Every prarie abounds in deer, prarie hens
and cattle. very river and ercek is
alive with fish. The whole land is elec-
tric with lwards prepetually darting
about among the grass like flashes of
green lightning. We have toe much
prarie and too little forests for a mul-
titude or variety of birds : but in horned
frogs, scorpions, tarautulus and centi-
pedes, we heat the universe. Everybody
nas horned frogs.  You see them iu jars
in the windows of apothecaries. You are
cntreated to purchase them by loafing
boys on the levee at New Orleans. They
have been neatly soldered up in soda
boxes, and mailed by young geuntlemen in
!'exas to fair ones in the old States. The
fair ones receive the neat package from
the post-office, are delighted at the pros-
pect of a daguerreotype, perhaps jewelry,
open the package early, and faint as the
frog within hops out, in excellent health,
upon them. A horned frog is simply a
very harmless fiog, with very portentous
horns. It has horns because every thing
in its region—trees, shrubs, grass even,
bas thorns, and nature makes it in keep-
ing with all around it. A menagerie of
them would not be expensive. Ihey are
content to live upon the air, and can, if
desired, live | am told, for several months
even without that. ;

The scorpions are precisely like those of
Arabia—inthe shape of a lobster exactly,
only not more than three inches long.
You are very apt to put one upon your
face in the towel you apply thereto ufter
washing. If you do, you will find the
sting about equal to that of a wasp—no-
thing worse. They are less”poisonous
than the scorpion of the East ; in fact,
n{ma except new comers dread them at
all.

But the tarantula! Youremember the
astonishing elasticity with which you
sprung in the air that time you were just
on the point of putting your raised fout
down upon a snake eoiling in yuor path.
You were frighteved, through every fibre
of your body. Very probable the snake
was as harmless as it was beausiful.
Spring as high, as utterly frightened as
possible, when you avoid stepping on a
tarantula. Filthy, louthsome, abumina-
ble, and poisonous, crush it to atoms be-
fore you leave it ! If you have never seen
it, know henceforth that it is enormous
spider, concentiating all the venom, and
spite, and ugliness of all other spiders liv-
ing. lts body is some two inches loog,
black and bloated.

It enjoys the possession of eight long,
strong legs, & red mouth, and abundance
of stiff brown hair all over itself.—
When standiog, covers an area of a saucer.
Attack it with a stick and it rears on its
hind legs, gnashes at the stick and fights
like a fieod. 1t even jumps forward a foot
or two in its rage —wud 1f it bite into a
vein the bite is death ! I have been told of
the battle fought by one on board a steam-
boat, Discovered at the lower end of the
saloen, it came hopping up the saloon,
driving the whole body of passengers be-
fore it, it almost drove the whole com-
pany, crew, and all overboard,

The first 1 saw was at the house of a
friend. Ispied it erawling slowly over
the wall, meditating murder upon the
children playing in the room. KExces-
sively prudentin regard to my fingers, |
at last, bowever, had it imprisoned in a
gluss jar, unburt. There was a flaw in
the glass jar, as well as a hole in the cork
by which it could Lreathe ; but in ten
minutes it was dead from rage! Sooon
after, | killed tbree upon my place. crawl-
ing upon ground trodden every day by
the bare feet of my little boy. A month
afier, I killed a whole nest of tbem
They had formed their family eirc'e un~
der a door step, upon whieh the aforesaid
little boy played daily. Had he eeen one
of them, he would, of course, have picked
it up as a promising toy ; aod I would
bave been childless.

I was sitting one day vpon alog in the !

woods, when I gaw one slowly crawl out
to enjoy the evening air and the sunset
scenery. He was the largest, most bloated
one I ever saw. As I was about to kill
him [ was struek with the conduct of &
chance wasp. It, too, had seen the taran-
tula, and was flying slowly around it. The
tarsntula recognised it as & foe, and
throwing itself upon its hind legs breathed
defiance. For some time the wasp flew
around it, and then, like a flash, flew
right against, and stung it under itp bloa-
ted belly. The tarantuia gnashed its red
and venomed jaws, and threw its lo_ng and
hairy legs about in great rage, while 'the
wasp flew round and round it, wa_.tchms'
for another oppportunity. Again an
again did it desh 1ts sting into the rep-
tile, and escape. After the lelh‘ stab the
tarantula actually fell over on'xts _bnek_,
dead ; and the wasp, after making iteeli
sure of tke fact, and inflicting 0 Jast sting
to make matters sure, flew off. happy in
having done a duty assigned it 1 Crea-
tion.

AUTHORSHIP OF THE BISLE.

There are in all sixty-six b00k°vu.““
comprise the volume of the Holy V f‘:’
which are attributed to more than thirty
different authora or writers of the whoie:

Half of the New Testament was comPo
sed by St. Paul, and the next larger Wi
ter is the gentle and beloved St. John.—
With the single exception of Paul, peithe®
history nor - tradition has testified the®
those powerful thinkersand writers evér
enjoyed the benefit of education, or th%
they were trained to echolarship and lear~
ing ; yet, how ably bave they writtel:
what eminent characters have been chrts
nicled by them, and what great events ré*
corded, both for time and etesunity.

Jeremiah is sorrowful ; Isaiah sublime:
David pocticalf; Daniel sagacious ; Hebak-
kuk and Haggia terible and denunciatory ;
but they all seem to have exercised their
natural gifts tnder the influence cf Di-
vine direction and inspiration. Moses
with his vast knowledge, and profound in-
telligence —the legislator, the reformer,
the deliverer, commenced the work; and
John with his depth of feeling and exqui-
site tenderness and simplicity, completed
it.

And what do we know of the livesof all
those. or even of the two last mentioned.—
Nothing that human vanity mighy exult
in.

Moses was rescued from the oozy rushes
of the Nile, and John diedin his old age
an exile on the same Island of Patmos.

THE MERCY OF GOD IN
Iicm.

I tho langour and exhaustion of are-
cent illness, my mind dwelt much on t0®
mercy of God in ice. As it quencted MY
panting thirst or cooled my bursing
brow, | came to the conclusion that. t
the siek, it 'was the queen ofrcomforts:
rejoiced that I had outlived the ancient
prejudice against its use in sickncss-.d‘
wished I could writ a psalm like Dav! l.
in its praise. And I thanked the Holy
Children, that, in their ¢ Benedicite omnic
opera Domini.’ they had remembered "(’i"‘_
0, ye lceard Snow, bless ye the Lore ;
praise Him and magnify Him for €ver:
1 then remembered that, to the sick p(:]or,
this great comfort was a luxury, T8¢ le‘:
than an impossibility, and the thoug
occurred to we, thagif I were Tich,
woald found, in one of cur great ciues
an ice-house fer the sick poor-

- As [ am not, and never expect to be,
the next best thing is to suggest it 1o
those who are, and if any of them have
felt, as I have, the mercy of God in icé
they will hasten to show forth their gra=
titune in providing for these his breth-
ren. *And whosoever shall give to dribk
to one of these little ones acup of cold wWa-
ter, only, in the name of a aisciple, be

shall in no wise lose his reward.’
———

MARRY.

Jeremy Taylor says if you
sure, marry— if you prize TOEY healtt;‘,
marry—and, even if money be your ob*
ject, marry. A good wife 18 heaven’s
last best gifc to man—his angel and mi®
nister of graces innumerable -~ bis Kc“;l"
many virtues ~his casket of jewels— his
voice his sweetest music-—her smiles; ;
brightest day—her kiss, the g_uardum .
his innocence —her arms, the palo o bad-
safety, the balm of his healtt, 'tbo A
sam of his life- her industry bis llm‘ed
wealth — her economy, his safest at.ewu‘:'
—and ber prayers, the ablest advocs
of heaven's blessings on his h

are for plea~

BB i
A PROMISING WOUTH-
7 gsked s traveller of

¢ What eaun you do? b
a courtr i e saw in front of a
¥ urchin who phr: whih ‘W

farmer’s honse, ticklin
straw.

+Oh, I can do mor'n considerabls. T
rides the turkeys to wator Cbrds dowu the

-
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