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THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES.

‘From Harper’s Monthly Magazice.
THR BALLET-DANORER.

Bur she rembered her adventure a long
long time, till the form and featares of
her unknown hero became idealized and
glorified, apq l_le gradually took the sta-
ture and divinity of a heroic myth in her
life. She used to pray for him morning
and evening, but as last it was rather as
if she prayed to him ; for by constantly
thinking of him, he had become, to the
dreams of her brooding fancy, like her
guardian angel, ever present, great, and
helptul.

When her savings, and the ten dollars
from her unkown friend had gone, Mabel
was completely at a loss. dlop-working
at the prices paid to her was a mere waste
of time ; yet how to employ this time
more prefitably * What to do, so that
Nelly might remain at the school, where
she was already one of themost promising
scholars, and held up her head with the
best of them. ‘

Livtle did Nelly think of the bitter toil,
and patient, motherly care it took to keep
l}Br at school and clothe her so prettily ;
little did she know how dearly she bought
those approving smiles, when she brought
home a favorable report ; nor what deep
trials were turned to blessings wnen, wich
all her heart full of love, and her lips red
with kisses, she would sit by the side of
her ‘darling Mabel,’ and ‘tell her how
she wasin Fenelon und Cramer. [t
was better that she knew nothing. hiabel
could work so much the more chorrily
while her favorite was in the sunshine
If Neliy sorruwed, Mabel would have
oWt todoT T

& at to do? This was
one day when her last shilli:;rl?:dcsﬁ?;
appeared in, Nelly’s quarter school-bill
Tears were running down her cheeks as;
she thought of her desolate condition ‘and
her inability to support the weight o
ponsibility laid on her, when some o
knocked at the door, openimg i withon:
waiting for her answer. A womap li:..
ing in the same house, entered, ¢ to. bor-
row some coals.! She saw that Mabe] was
erying ; and, seating herself by her, ghe
asked : ¢ What was the matter, and ,how
she could comfors her 7’

Mabel after a few more questions put in
that straightforward voice which goes di-
rect to the heart, told her little history ;
in which there was nothing to tell but vie
old sad burden of poverty and helpless-
ness. The woman listened to all with
a cur'cf'ul, contemplative air.

‘ You can do better than this,’ she saigd
after a pause. ¢ Can you dance ¥

‘ Yes) said Mabel’; for, indeed, this
s ono of the few things she had brought
away from school, where her lightness
!'l_nd activity had made her a grea: favg-
Tite Witk the old French dancing-mas-

ter.
‘ Then come with ! pai
o < me,” gaid the wo-
¢ Where * —what to do 7
ed‘ To the —— Theatrs.’ Mabol start-
; Does this frighten you »
es, a great deal.: She laughed —

not scornfully,
and round a s
had  disturbe
ther.

* Oh, never mj
Mabel Preston.
as well as I do,
ther places nor professions were much
Toa yoman who respects herself. g theq.
tre will be as safe asa torona. lyz is the
heart carried into a thing, not the thing

but as one who saw heyond
ub,;gct, of which a faction
d the weak sight of ang-

nd the name of & place.
£ you knew the world

you would know that nei- |

|

itself, that degradss’ Mab: i

{ 2 Mabel was J
struck with ?he remark. s
seemed 0 strong and tru
she falt weak angd
loo:xcd into her res
a8 1t was in fertare, it ex i

t  fexgare Xpression seemed
quite beautifal to Mabel. 3

‘ You will be subject
and tyranny,' adde:
thas all subordinates

énildish beside her.

to impertinence
d the woman ; *.bus
must bear. When

you carry home your work, I dare say you |

. hear many an ¢ath from the overséer :
and when you goon in the ballet, you
Will have many ‘a hard word said to you
by the ballet-master. If your petticoats
are too short or too long, your stockings

_ %o pinkor too white, if yon are paler
th_:lm usual or redder—any thing, in short,
:;: 1be made a matter of fault-finding when
3 e ballet-master is ina bad humor.

ut show me the inferior position where
you will not be subject to the same thing.
Unly dou‘tfanc] thut because you are a

ballet-dancer you must, necessarily be|

corrupt; for I tell you again, Mabal, the
heart is a woman’s safaguard of virtue,
not her position. Good-morning. Think
of what | have said, and if J can De of use

The woman | together.
e, that somehow |
She | ing Her.
olute, honest faco. Plain |

|

to you, tell me.

You shall come ¥with
me, and [ will take care of you. Iam
thirty-one, and that is a respectable age
enough.’

And go she left, smiling, half-sadly,
and forgeiting to take her coals. When
she remembered them, it was rehearsal-
time. 1

Days passed, and Mabel still dwelt with
pain and dread on the prospect of being a
ballet-dance. If her kind unknown, or if
the Miss Wentworths knew of it; what
would they say ? She fought it off for
a long time; until at last driven into a
corner by increasing poverty, she went
down to Jane Thornton’s room, and say-
ing : “Yes, I willbe aba lat-dancer I’
gealed in her own mind her happiness and
respectabliity forever, but secured her sig-
ter’s. Then June kissed ber, and said :
¢ She was a wise girl, and would be glad
of having made up her mind to it some

7

y.

It did not take much teaching to bring
Mabel to the level of the ordinery baliet-
dancer; she was almost equal to her work
at the oatset. The manager was pleased
with her beauty and sweet manners, the
b_a.llet-_ma.atcr with her diligence and con-
scientiousness; and the girls could not
find fauit with her, seeing that she left
their admirers alone, and did not wish t#
attract even the humblest. - She obtained
a liberal snlary. and things went on very
well.  She made arrangements for Nelly
to be o weekly boarder at her sehool, so
that she might not be left alone at night
when she herself was at the theatre, and
also 6o keep this new profession concealed
from her: for she could not get rid of  the
feeling of disgrace connected with it,
though she had ag yet found none of the
disagreeabl es ususl to youmg and pretty
woman behind the scenes. Bat Mabe
was essentially a modest and pure minded
girl, and ‘virtue has a divinity which even
the worst men respect.

She was sent for to the Miss Went-
wortbs.  Their nephew, Captain John
Wentworth, lately home from the Indies,
wanted anew set of shirts. Mabel Pres-
ton was to make them, and to bo very
handsomely paid.

“Well, Mabel, and how have you heen
getting on since we saw you 7’ agked old
Miss g\Ventworth. sharply. “She was
spreading a large slice of bread and butter
with jam for her.

‘ Very well lately, ma'am, answered
Mabel, turning rather red.

¢ What have you been doing, child ?

¢ Working, ma’am.

i ‘What at, Mabel 7 askod Miss Li-
iag.
¢ Needla-work, ma’am.’
']‘IWho for, Mabel ¥ asked Miss Pris-
cilla.

‘A ready mude linen warehouse,
ma'am.’

‘Did they givo you good Wwages,
child » PR

‘Not very, said Mabel heginning to
quake as the catechism proceeded. .

Ugh! So I've heard. growled ther old
lady from behind ber jam-pot. ¢ Wret-
ches! ¢

¢ What did they pay you, Mabel ¥ Miss
Priscilla jnquired. She was the inquir-
ing mind of the family.

“Six cents a ghirt, ten cents for a do-
zan collars, and so on,’ answered Ma-
bel.

There was & general burst of indigna-
tion. !

¢ Why, how have you lived? they ail
cried at once. g

¢ Mabel coloured deeper ; she was silent.
The three old ladies Jooked at one ano-
ther. Ilorrible thoughts, misty and un-
defined, but terrible in their foredoings,
erowded into those three maiden heads.
‘Mabel! Mzbel! what have you been
about —why do you blush so?—where
did you get your money ¥ they eried all

Mabsl saw they were rapidly conderr- |
Miss Wentwort had ‘left off
epreading jam, and Miss Lilias had gone
to the other side of the room. She looked
up plaiatively: “ I am o ‘ballet-dancer,’
she said, modestly, and courtesied.

The three old ladies gave each a little
seream.

¢ A ballet-dancer!' eried the eldest.

¢ With such short petticoats, Mabel!’
said Miss Lilia, reproachfully.

¢ Dancing in public on one toe ! ex-
claimed Miss Priscilla, holding up ber
hands. And then there was a dead si-
lence, as if a thunderbolt bad fallen. Af-
ter a time they all left the room, and con-
sulted among themselves secretly, iv a
dark closet by the stairs, with much un-
fuigned sorrow, and many pathetic expres

would be Wrong ta encourage snch immo-
rality, and that Mabel mast be forhidden
the house under all the penalties _of the
liw. They were very gorry : butit must
beso. It was & duty owing to roociety.

sions, coming to the conclusion that it

!and must be performe 4 at all saeritices of

personal liking, and natural inclina-
tion.

They Went back to the parlour in pro-
cession, |
*We are very sorry, Mabel Preston,’
began Miss W entworth, speaking for less
gruffiy than she would bave donstfshe
had: been praising lier, for the poor old
lady was really touched—-we are veny sor-
ry that you have go disgraced yoursolf as
you have done. No modest woman could
go on the stage.  We thought better of
you:  We have done as gnuch for you as
we could ; and lhink*?you had congul-

ted our feelings—

¢ Yes, consulted our feeling,” interrupted
Miss Lilias,

‘ And askoed our advice,” said Miss Pris-
cilla, skarply.

* You would not have done such & wick-
ed thing, continued old Miss Wentworth
considerably strengttiened by these demon-
strations. ¢ However, itis too late tosay
anything about it. The thing is over and
doue. ‘But you cannot expect us to coun-
tenance such proceedings. We are sorry
for you, but yon must gat work elsewhere.
We cannot bave our nephew, Captain
John Wentworth’s shirts made by a ballet
dancer. 1t would be setting & young man
far too bad an example.’. (Captain John
was past forty, but still, * our boy’in his
old aunt’s parlance).

Mabel courtesied, and said nothing.
Her modest faco and humble manner
touehed the ladies.

*Here, said Miss Wentworth thrusting
into her hand the hread and butter, ¢ take
thiz: we won’t part in unkindness at any
rate. it

Mabel kissed the shriveled hand of’ the
good old soul, and then in all hasts with-
drew. She felt the choking teurs sweil-
ing in her throat, and she did not wish
them to be seen. *She did not want her
reinstatement because she was weak and
whinin g, she said to hereelf; while the
maiden aunts epoke sorrowfully of her fall,
and said among themselves, that if it had
not been for their boy, they would not
have dismissed her—but & young officer,
and a ballet-dancer "

(To be continued.)
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TOUR TO THO RIVER RES-
PIGOUCHE
Meris, Lower Canada, July, 1853.

A queer, queer place indeed is this to
spend the night in; (the house of Jona-
than Noble,) after 2 journey of nearly
twelve hundred miles 1n pursuit of pleas-
ure. It is called the halt-way house be-
tween the Restigonche and Sc. Lawrence,
but one might fancy it to be the half-way
house between ths outskirts of civilization
and oblivion. 1t is a mere log cabin, con,
taining two divisions upon the first floor,
with a pair of closets honored with the
name of bed-rooms, and one spacious gur-
ret, the usual herding place ut night of
Sir Matapedia Noble snd his extensive
family ; mellowed to & rich vandyke
brown by the smoke of untold years are
all its rafters und roagh walls, snd so
feeble is the whole building {rorh the ef-
fects of the stormy winds of this northern
land that it has to be propped up with
massivg timbers to prevent ic from tum-
bling into the neighbouring stream. A
small but poorish farm sarrounds this
cabin, bespeakivg a kiadred poverty in
the proprietor, and we learn wich pleasure
therefore, that he receives a pension of
some twenty-five pounds (for he could
not otherwise survive) from the provincial
covernment to keep open house for stran-
gors, and to facilitate the weekly pro-
gress of the post. We attempt a twilight
reconnoitre of our location, but are soon
driveninto the honse by the black flies,
or, asthe Indians call them, ¢ Bite-um-no
see-um,’ 88 wellas by tue swoke irom
burning chips, intended to keep them off,
but even harder to endure. We usk for
water wherewith to refresh our faces,
and receive it in a dish which is yet
warm from performing very recent duty
upon the table; we usk for a towel, and
receive a dingy pillow-case’; we ask: for a
little supper, but so dubiously isit placed
before us that the salmon goes untasted,
and even the eggs and potatoes are look-
ed upon with many doubts, and we rejoice
with extreme joy that wo still have left a
portion of our Athol House supplies; we
ask for beds and do receive them, but
with accessories, numerous, magnificient,
minute, and venomous beyond the power
of common language to describe ; and
then, as if to increase the pleasure of our
condition, our ears are all night saluted
with the wolf-like howling oi two dogs,
and the watural emanations of a midnigat
brawl betaeen our hostess und her lord.

But now the day is breaking, and our
broken slumbers are at an end. The
ladies rush forth, and, in something like

l

make ten casts ofa fly inta deep pool, just
below the cabin, at the junction of the
two streams. [ expect only to kill a few
trout, but nevertheless I take my biggest
Conroy rod, and put on a Gillmore, fly.
My companions followed me, and also one
of the Noble boys. [ stand uponja gravel-
ly; point, and in a very few minutes seven
one and two-pound trouts are skipping
upon the green sward. The "ladies have
wet their feet, are also ‘tired, and bhave
started on their return to the cabin, when
they are summoned back again by a pret-
ty nérvous shout, accompanied ,with the
word sulmon. Just where thezwaters of
the tiwo streams come together, 1 have
hooked a splendid fellow, With one
single rush ‘he carries off two hundred
feet of line—one, two, and three leaps
high into the air, and another rush of
fifty feet or more —now he is quite doeile,
ind allows me to reel him almost to my
feet—another rush, and he has sought
the bottom, and is trying apparently to
break my hook upon the rocks ; he, fails
—another rush,’and then he comes gently
to the shore ; my attendant obeys instruc-
tions, wades into the stream, makes one
good sweep with the gaff and the van-
gnished saimon reaches a gbank of luxu-
rant clover--a fit place to breathe his [ast
—just in time to receive upon his silvery
side the first kiss of the uprisen sun.
Weight, a fraction over twenty-six
pounds ; length, forty-two inches; and the
Matapedia lives in my memory as the
paragon of streams.

The miseries of the night are partially
forgotton ; we breakfast upon trout, paesk
away our salmon, and continue our jour-
ney—slowly as before— up hill and down,
bus over a more rockyand nuneaven road.
I queytion friend Dickson about the Ma-
tapedia Inn.  He tells 1ae he has done all
in hig power to muke it a respectable and
| comfortable place, but without success.
| He hasg threatened to report the inn-keep-
er to tie government, and frightened him
into the propriety of keeping;on hand a
ham, a listle flour, and some white sugar
and tea, for the benefit of travellers * but
the travellers ‘have not come, and in self
defence the poor man and his family have
eaten up the dainty fare—the last assort-
ment, probablys while enteriaining for a
holiday week the organ player and his
boy. We now pass in review three or
four most lonely lakes, through which the
Mutapedia runs, and where it is said the
salmon come to spawn in immense quan-
tities. Anon, we come to a cabin only
about four feet high, where a courageous
young lacy, named Ritchie, accompanied
by her father and Mr Dickson, once spent
a night at midwinter, while journeying
on @ sledge drawn by dogs from Metis to
the Restigouche; and then a wooden
cross surmounting a grave altracts our
attention, and we are told that here repose
the ashes of a man who led on the party
which first surveyed the route for tue
Kempt road, and who was drowned in a
deep pool only & fow paces from his rest-
ing-place.

The day is nearly epent; twenty-nine

miles have been accomplished; we are

all fatigued, and, of course, arrive with

joyful hearts at the upper end of the

larger Metapedia Lake, and in a eabin,

kept by one Bruchet, and located on a!
pleasant, grassy point, we epend the night

in a comparatively eomfortable manner.

The lake in question is about two miles

wide, and a dozen long ; nearits centre is

a single island, said to be a fine breeding

place for loons; its immediate shores are

fiat, receding into highlands, and entirely

uncultivated, abounding in blocke of lime- |
stone resting upon a sandstone formation

and containing fossils of many varieties;
and the principal fish which1t yields are
trout, talud:, and a small species of white
fish. Like his neighbor Noble, Bruchet
is a pensioner upon the government, but
fulfils his obligations in & more ereditable
manner. Another dawn is weleomed ; we
breakfast upon a portion of our royal sal-
mon, and onward do we journey.

The same rough, and now exceedingly
monotonous, road contiuues, for no new
plants can be discovered, and the eye be-
comes weary with the excess of deep green
foliage, and we compass the' remainining
distance of twenty-seven miles to Metis
without meeting more than twe human
beipgs—the famous postman, Noble, with
his miail and three dogs, who tells us thas
he liad just seen a hear wpou the road,
and a French hunter coming out of the
woods, who joins our party, durrying upon
his bavk a small assortment of pelwies
and a fow common birds. The summit of
our last hill is attained, and we coms in
full view of the great St. Lawrence, wiih
ships gliding over its bosom like the spec-
tres of 4 a dream, and the far off Alpine
land of Labrador, and the ocean-like Gulf
of the St. Lawrence blending with the

a frantic meod, inquired how soon we!
can posgible resume our journey, to which
I very cqoily reply —iust as soon as [ can!

blue of the eky, while the foreground of
the pigture is composed of the parigh of
Metrs, withits cultivated fields and white

declivity, down which, to a comfortable
inn, we rapidly descend, sincerely thank-
ful that we have escaped the dangers of
the, great portage, and are onco more
permitted to enjoy the blessingd of Givi-
lization.

AMERICAN MANNERS.
Dr Porter, in a recent address at Albany
said :

| am a little afraid thata great many
people in this country are rather tgo prone
to “undervalue this part of education—
Certainly we have no admiration for ang-
thing finical or affected in manners. o
don’t went the manners of a village danc-
ing echool. But genuine good hreeding,
gentle manners, ease, modesty, and pru-
priety of bearing, we do exceedingly value.
When shall we cease to be described 24 »
sitting nation? as a Jounging people”?
When shall we cease tobe k?g:'gf Igr t?:é
slovenly spsech, by our practl Hing
with ogr lre)et higher tha}:l our heads ; Du-
ring an excursion’ of several montf : oo
Europe last year, [ met hundgeds of | Jj a-
lish at home, and on the aontinent 1n (M'T
ry sort of situation. I never saw - one
gpit.

1 cannot remember that 1 ever 2% t“_“z
one, however fatigued, lounging 0% gitting
in any unbecoming maner. So long A¥
tho state shall feel itself obliged to Pr®
vide ¢ epittoons’ for itslegislative ha lsd—
¢0 long as the direcctors of our railto d‘
shall find occasion 1o attach to the inslco
of their carriages, printed requests, f0 ¢ 0:
passengers to * use the spittoons’ and N .
the floor, and not to put their feet UPOm
the seats—so long as we shall continu® *%
fill our conversation and our political hﬁ“‘n
rangues with the slang of the fish n}ﬂ-ﬂ;" g
let us not be surprised. not angry, 1 1or
eigners sometimes make themselves witty
at our expense. And in the mesntimé
let all those who are entrusted with the
care of the young, use their utmost e~
forts to correct theso national barbarisms
and to form the manners of the rising g6
neration after a model more elevated 80 ;
more refined.’

FALSEXHOOD IN OHILDBEFE
Perhaps there is no evil into whicli
children so easily and so -universally fall;
as that of lieing. ;
f he temptation, too, is strong, H;T'd‘
therefore the encouragement to veracity
should be proportichally strong.  If 2
child breaks anything. and hpnest]y
avows it, donot he angry with Lim.
candor procures & good scolding, pesides
the strong efforts it naturally costs, depen
upon it, he will scon be discourage
such cages do net speak till yon can C"’g"
trol yourself. Say “[ am glad you ©0
me. Jt was a very valuable article. ‘“’1»
Iam truly sorry it was broken ; Dut, 1

: o
would have grieved me much moro t0 h:‘i’
my sen deceive me.”  But having Etho

this, do not reproachfully allude '©
accident afterwards. 1 was abou? tp_;ay
that children mever should be peni*i*

for what was honestly avowed : but Fl'“:'
haps there may be some cages wllcre""v 5;
do wrong, irom ths idea that an 3‘0-"?;1
will excuse them ; in this case thf{_y u:
the truth from policy, not from con‘si,xenwi
and they should be reasoned “f’tl.’ M\‘;
punished. However, itis the sd e side
to forgive a good deal, rather P}x‘an {:n
the risk of fostering bad Labiis.—5:7s
€hild.

WaiLsT engaged in watching ‘the sea,
the mind never becomes weary- }Lﬁuch BUC
cessive wave, ag it curls is silver foam ax_ld
dashes cn the shore, has gome novelty in
it. There is no monotony in the motou of
the waves, and the mind spcoulapea mo-
mentarily on each variety of motion #£¢
of foam finding in all an inexhaustible
found of amusement, excitement, pleasure,
and wouder. 1t is not lés frue than Y€
markeable, that the ocean is the only sub-
stance which, in its movement, hag 1ot &
wearying effect upon the gazer. All nthgr
forms, animate or inanimate, M8y AMUSE
for a moment, a minute, or an hour ; but
their charms is quickly gone.

LasT week a gentleman in A_Hglc"";y
wroto a letter fo his servant, desiring to
have one of his horses shod'immedmrelhy-
"I'ho nan, igaorant of English, had :h:
epistle read to him, and, after heartug .
injunction, lost no time in obeying 1% bb
cording tothebest of bis understanding, ly
having the poor horse shot. This may bo
taken as au old Joe MiHer, but it 18 W
notwithstanding.

Love is off the nature of & bwrning
glus, which kept till in a place, fircih;
changed often, 1t doth roth g,
THK reuson why the pangs of slzapm
and joalausy ape so sharp: 18 this—vanity
gives us npo aesistance 1 suppating
them, ;
No wise man cver wished to be youn- .

houses reposing quict]y at the foot of the

ger,
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