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LITERATURE. 

THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES. 
Td » From Godsy’s Lady’s Magazine . 

THRER SCENES IN THE LII'E 
OF A WORLDLING. 
‘CONTENTMENT BETTER THAN WEALTH. 

SCENE FIRST. 
to urge me, Brother Robert. 

: world I must go. The im- 
>is on me. 1 should die of inaction uere.’ , Ba 

“You need not be inactive. There is work to do. I shall never be idle.’ : _ “And such work! 
grovelling close to very 
What? Oh no, Rober 
sores beyond 
sheltered vale.’ 

Out into the 
pulse 

‘ 

Delving in and 
ground. And for 
t. My ambition 

your * quiet cottage in a 
My appetite craves somic- 

le herby and water have set ny heart on ing wealth ; and, where there is a will, there is always a way.’  Contenrment is. better than wealth. fe proverb for drones,’ 
FR William ; iris a proverb for the 
“Beit for the wise or monly understood it is 
Me, <4 

simple, as com- 
i no proverb tor 

life. 5 4 poor p. odder along the way of 19, 3 wore impossible for me to know vontent, So urge me no farther Robert, 
1 8m going out into the world a wealth. seeker, and not until wealth is gained do 
purpose to return.” vals at 
© What of Ellen, Robert? Sis. 
he young man turned “quickly to- 

wards his brosher, visibl y disturbed, and 
fixed his eyes upon him wich aL éurnest 
expression. i we. = ; 

* [love ker as my life,’ be said 
strong emphasis on his words, 
‘Do you love wealth more than life, 
William» © = : 
~ * Robert © 
‘If you love Ellen as 

, with a 
i & 

your life, ‘and 
leave her for gate of geting riches, 
hn you must love money ke than if. atl 8. OF 

* Don’t talk to me after this fashion. 
cannot bear it. love Ellen tenderly 

and truly. [wm going forth as well for 
ter sake ag my own. In all the good for- 
tane thas comes as the meed of effort; she 
Will bs a snaver.? wi 

: You will see her before you leave 
uw? 

“No. 
#olf by a parting interview. 
this letter and this ring. . 
A few hours later, and the ‘brothers 

Stood wich tightly grasped hands, gazing 
10to each other's faces. ; 

¢ Farewell, Robere.’ 
¢ Farewell, William. Think of the 

ld homestead as still your howe. Though 
itis wine, in the division of our putrimouy 
1et your hears come back to it as yours. 
Think of iv as home ; and should fortune 
cheat you with the apples of Sodom, re- 
warn gu ic agam. Its doors will ever be 
open, and iw hearth-fire bright for you 
as'of old. Farewell he OB 

~ And they turned from each ofber, one 
going out into the re-tless world, dn e4 ger 
seeker fur its ‘wealth und honors ; The 
Other $0 linger among the pleasans places 
dear to him by every association of ehild- 
100d, there vo fill up the measure of his 
days —not idly, for ue was no drone ‘in the 
social hive, re. 
Oa the evening of that day two mai- 

dens sat alone, each in the sanctuary of 
her own chamber. There was & warm 
BOR the cheeks of one, and a glad 
ight in her eyes. Pale was the other's 

face, and wet ber drooping lashes. ~ And 
she that sorrowed held an open letter in 
hor hand. It was full of tender words - 
but the writer loved wealth more‘than the 
maiden, and had gone forth to seek the 
mistress of his soul. He would “come 
ack 3 but'when ? Ab, what a” veil of Macertaiaty was upon the fature! Poor | Stricken heart | "The ‘other maiden — she of the glowing cheeks und daucing eyes — held also a lottér in her” hand.” I; was from the brother of the woalth-seeker ; 
oe it was also full of lovieg words ; and 

said that, on the morrow, he would ome to bear her aga bride in his plea- sant home, Happy maiden ! . 

Send her 

SECOND SCENE. + 
TEN years have passed. And what of 

theseaker * las he won the glit- 
rise! What of the pale-faced 
© lefy in tears ? Has he retorn- 

oes she share now his 
Nog since the day. 
ouse of his child- 
telli gence from the 

d ; and, to ga 43 td 
is now as one who has, 

Yet: ho still dwells bourne, 'y, 

fur away, sunny. climerstands a 

tering 
maidon 

, to 

ll vi 

for ? But, in this, last 

I will neither pain her nor my-} 

stately mansion. We will not linger long 
10 describe the elegant exterior, to hol 
up before the reader's imagination a pic- 
ture of rural beauty, exquisitely beighten- 
ed Dy art, but enter its spacious hall, and 
ass up to one of its most luxurious cham- 
rs. How hushed and solemn’ the pre- 

vading atmosphere ! ‘he inmates, few 
in number, are grou around (pe on 
whose white fore! Time's trembling 
finger has written the word * Death.’ 
Over her bends a manly form. "here— 
his face is towards you. Ah! You re- 
cognize the wandersr—the wealth-seeker. 
What does he bere? What to him is 
the dying one ? His wife! And has he, 
then, forgotten the maiden whose dark 
Inshes lay wet on ber pale cheeks for 
many hours after she read his parting 
words ? He has not forgotten, 1but been 
false to ker. "Eagerly sought he the 
rize, to contend for which he went forth. 
ears came and departed ; yet “still hope 

mocked him with ever attractive and ever 
fading illusions. To-day he stood with 
his hund just ready to seize the object of 
his wishes, to-morrow a shadow mocked 
him. At last, in an evil hour, he bowed 
down his manlicod prostrate evento the 
dust in mammon worship, and took to 
himself a bride, rich in golden attractions, 
but poorer as a woman thad even the 
begoar ut her father's gate. What a 
thor in his side #he proved | A thorn 
ever sharp and ever piercing. The closer 
he attempted to draw her to his bosom, 
the deeper went the points to his own, 
until, in the'anguaisi of ‘his’ soul, ‘again 
and again he flung her passionately from 

Five years of such a life! Oh, what is 
there of earthly good to home ae 

did the worldling gain the wealth 

the only ¢hild of a man whose treasure 
might be eounted by hundreds of thou- 
sands ; bat, in doing so, he had failed to 
sacure the fasher’s approval or eontidence. 
‘I'he stern old man regarded him as a mers 
cenary interloper and treated him as such. 
For: five years therefore he fretted : and 
chafed in the narrow prison whoso gilded 
bars his own hands had forged. How of 
ten, during that time, bad his heart wan- 
dered back to the dear old home, and the 
beloved ones with whom he had passed | 
lis early years! And ah! bow many, 
many times came bstween him and the 
aimost hated countenance of his wife the 
gentle, loving face of that one to whom 
be had been false! How often her soft 
btuc eyes rested on his own | How often 
he started and looked up suddenly, as if 
her sweet voice came floating on the air ! 
And so the years moved on, the chaia 

galling more decply, and & bitter sense of 
numiliation as well as bondage robbing 
him of all pleasure in life. a 

Thus it is with bim when after ten 
yeurs, we find him waiting. in the cham- 
ber of death, for,the stroke that is to 
break the feiters vhat ‘so Jong have bound 
tim, iv has fallen. He is free again. 
In dying, the sufferer made no sign. Sul- 
lealy she plunged into the dark profound, 
80. impenetrable to mortal eyes, and as 
she turbid waves closed, sighed, over her, 
he who had called her wife turned from 
the couch on which ber frail body re- 
mained. with an inward * Thank God! [ 
am 8 man again 2 
One more bitter drug yet remained for 

his cup. Not a week had gone hy, ere 
the father of his dead wife, spoke to Lim 
these cutting words— 
‘You were nothing to me While my 

daughter lived—you ave less than nothin 
now. It was my wealth, not my child 
‘that you loved. She has passed away. 
What affection would have given ‘to her, 
dislike will never bestow on you. Hence- 
forth we dre strangers.’ 

When next the sun went down on that 
stately mansion, which the wealth-seekor. 
bad coveted, he was a wanderer again — 
poor, humiliated, broken in spirit.” 
How bitter had heea thé mockeey of all 

his early hopes! How terrible he pu- 
nishment be had suffered ! fe | 

SCENE THIRD. 

One more eager. almost fierca struggle 
with alluring forvune, in which the world- 
ling came near steeping hissoul in crime 
and then fruitless “ambition died in his 
boson. a FOE 

* My brother said well,’ BY sohriitited ; 
asa ray of light fellsuddenly on the dark- 
ness of his spirit; © ‘ Contentment 7s bet- 
ter than wealth.” Dear Brother! Dear 
old hame! Sweet Ellen! Ah, why did 
I'leaye you * Too late! toolate! == 

A cup, fall of tlie Wine of life, was at 
my lips : but 1 tarded my head ‘away, 

askin lery ; draught,” Mow vividly Gomis boro ua 
now that parting scene! [ am lookin, 
into my brother's face. I feel the 
grasp of his hand. 

: 5 Sister! 
| For here. where tho tide hag left its & 

for a more fiery and exciting f 

words, I hear them now, even more ear- 
nestly than when they were fiest spoken. 

les of Sodom, return to your home again. 
ts doors will ever be open; and its hearth- 
fires bright for you as of eld.’ ‘Ah, do the 

sub [ dare not think of her. It is too 
late—too late! Even if she be living and 
unchanged,in her affections, 1 = PR 
lay this false heart at her feet. Her I k 
of love would smite me as with a whip of 
scorpions.” pi 
The stop of time had fallen se lightly 

on the flowery path of those to whom con- 
tentment was & higher boon than wealth, 
that few footmarks were visible. Yet 
there had been ehanges in the old home- 
stead. As the smiling years went by, 
each, as itlooked in ut the cottage win- 
dow, saw the howe circle widening, or new 
‘beauty crowning the angel brows of hap- 
y aimed No thorn in his side Lad 

Boberoe gentle wife proved. As time 
passed on, closer and closer was she drawn 
to his bosom ; yet never a point had pier- 
ced him, Their home was a type of pa- 
radise. t ~ ian 

it is near. the close of a summer ‘day, 
e evening meal is spread, and they are 

about gathering around the table, when a 
strange enters, - His. words are vague 
and brief, his manner singular, his air 
slightly mysterious. Fugitive yet eager 
glances go from face to face. ‘ 

* Are these all yoar children © he agks, 
surprise and admiration mingling in his 

es. : : 
ON ours. And, thank God ! the little 
flock is yet unbroken,’ ] : s 

‘Lhe siranger averts his face. He is 
disturbed by emotion that it is impossible 
to conceal. TH 

+ Contentment ¢s better than wealth,’ 
he murmurs. ‘Oh that (l had earlier 
comprehended this truth I 
The words were not meant for others ; 

but the utterance has been too distinct. 
They have reached the ears of Rubert, who 
instantly recognizes in the stranger 
his long wanderings, long mourned Lro- 
ther. «is y dat iba 

The stranger ison his feet. Ae oment 
or two the brothers stand gazing at each 
other, then tenderly embrace. 

‘William !’ 
How the stranger starts and trembles 

He had not seen, in the quiet maiden, ne: 
ving among and ministering to the chil- 
dren so unobtrusively, the one he had 
parted ‘rom years before, the one to whom 
he had been so false. But her voice has 
startled his car with the familiar tones of 
esterday. ER 

. ‘Ellen! Herois an instant oblivion of 
all the intervening years. He has leaped 
back over the gloomy gulf, and ds 
now as he stood ere ambition, and lust for 
gold fured him away from. the side of his 
firso and only love. It is well both for 
him and the faichful maidea that he can 
80 forget the past as to take her ia his 
arms and clasp her almost wildly t0 his 
heart. But for this, conscious shame 
would have betrayed his deeply repented 
perfiay. , 3 
And here we leave them, reader, ¢ Con- 

tentmens is better than wealch.” So the 
worldling proved, after a bitter experiance 
which may you be spared! [iis far 
better to realize a truth préceptivéely, and 
thence make 16 a rule of action, than to 
prove its verity ina life of sharp agony. 
But how few are able to rise into sucha 
realization ! 

Ni 4 
eS . 

TYPHUS AND CHOLERA. 
" AN ECLOGUE- 

Sorve—A Lodging house. Typhus 
over a Crowd of Sleepers. 

cHOLERA (without). 
Sister! Sigler! 

“hovers 

5 

+ TIsm here, 
Doing my work for to-morrow’s biac. 
Nine snd seven lay each in a row— 
Two are goue and wwo will go. 

~~» CHOLERA (enters fg 
‘pister ! you work #00 We Het 4 

To mix with the filth of a hundred draine, 
Ard the hovels are rotting in damp and pr] 
While the landlord is countivg bis daily gaios, 
And his slaves are groaniug with chiopic 

paine, 
You Hbger about, till famine and gin 
Muse fiuish ths work which you begin. 

ws 1472 TYPHUS. 
Chide me not sister! * My work is ¢ure.’ 
The days are wany since last you came; 
Bat you puss away, and your fearful name 

Wes gooa forgotten ; but [ endure. * 

Agiinl coms, Le 
“Ln knell shall bo tolled, © 

IP
F:
 

od Jialie ut ou at the set of sun eh ’ H 
- Some work shall be done; | oid 
[Fox Shun diss shall these glee hald, 

a Aud the proud si 

His voice is in my| = 
ears. Dear brother! And his parting! No meddling epics 

then think of the earth's 
poor scum. : gras J 

cia TYPRUS. ? 
disvarb my go 

¢ Should fortune eheat you with the ap-| 

fives still burn? How many years have | 
passed since I went forth ! And Ellen ?| 

| fashionable 

by crook. 

The black ditch erceps in the populons lane; 
Hl the power cellar 2 Bo hi huddle ; 
The alley is dark with the filt y puddle 5 
Aud he breath of heaven ne'er visits the den 
Where the poorest dwell. Leave, loave me 

here. we 
1 make no noise, and the well fed m 

See my victims die,, 
And pags quietly by ; 

. Wiih uo vain lament and no idlo fear. 

en 

i a CHO 
Me they shall fear. 

y TYPHUS. 

pe 

But stay not long. DOE Take a fow away that are, wholly mine ; y pleasant places are willingly thwe, 
But go not the rich and the happy among. 
£3 OHOLERA. & 
Ill take thy leayings, with noblor prey. 

IL wretches pine beneath thy sway, 
Aud those escape who have kuown the wrong ? 

TYPHUS. 
Leave me, rash sister, leave me here, 
To fill the graves from year to year ; 
For our trade shall ¢o to a swift deony 
If you gather tho erop from day to day. 
Then the hovels will fall and houses rise : 
The rich and the poor will both get wise ; And the law will open its hoodwinked eyes. 
No more shall we ride ou the tainted gals, Where foul trades flowrish and men grow palo; 
Where the slaughter-house floods the slippery 

stones, ir 

‘And ihe reek is heavy of boiling bones. 
They wid drain their streets, and build their 

soboole, 
And hunt us gut. 

CHOLERA. : 
Twice warned, the foels 

Still keep us here, and they still will keep; 
For the justices wink and the vestries sloop, 
And red tape ties the willing hand, 
Aud ladssez-fure still vules the land. 

VELVET RELIGION. 
Unper this rather quaint title, the 

Cleveland Plaindealer makes some par- 
ticularly plain remarks on one of the sc- 
companiments of fashionable church- 
going. The perusal thereof will, at least, 
do those for whom they are intended no 
particular’ harm, and we give them a 
place in our columns for the perusal of 
all whom it may happen to'concern. 

‘ Iivery time the golden gates of a rew 
week open, and usher in a fresh-born 
Sunday, many a man who has" his ‘thou- 
sands and, coach and two, repair to the 

ble church. Entering the sanc- tuary with an air of reverence he treads 
the soft carpet of the aisle of the pew, 
and seats himself upon the velvet cushion, 
opens the  guilt-edge, morocee-bound 
hymn book, and goes” through the entire 
service to the inward satisfaction of him- 
self’ and the admiration of all. How ma- 
jestically he walks out as she last prayer 
has been: uttered! As she volumingus 
notes of the organ swell upon lis ear, 
his heart beats with a throb of pride and 
he mentally ejaculates, ‘what a good 
man am [. ¢ 

All this while. e (in a bitter cold day in 
winter remember, ) the driver of his ecach 
and two bas heen busily employed at the 
chiurch door in self flagellation, and nu- 
raerous ill-natured staps on the carriage 
floor in order to keep up the circulation of 
his blood.  Thers he must wait and wait 
thinking the sermon is very long, and 
wishing he might enter the precincts of 
the temple, if only to warm his feet. 
He cannot help thinking— for that red- 

nosed half-{rozen inanimate has a mind— 
that his master has precious little religi- 
on, and less kindness. Soon: he is inclin- 
ed to believe that he has none of either. 
Finally by a logical deduction, he arrives 
ab the conclusion that he has something 
worse than either—he has hypocrisy, 
pride, cruelty and heartlessness—and the 
driver stamps his feet unusually hard, 
perhaps as mach to give vent to his in- 
dignution, a8 to drives the frost out of his 
boots. Without endrosing the sweeping 
denunciation. we must say we agree with 
him, that it does not look exactly Chrig- 
bien ; and it is a sight to behold every 
Sunday. “Perhaps isis a ne essary ovil, 
and perhaps not. Perhaps he loves to be 
“frost: bitten, and perhaps fot. At all 
events it looks very singular, those twen« 
ty or thirty carriages in a row before the 
‘church every Sunday. It speaks to us of 
velvet religion.’ 

THere is 8 firm in. New York, under She falld and soothing bitle of (oo and te. oy pip / & sy Vidar Those sheets devoted to ‘spiritual rap- pings’ are now termed {wrapping pa- pers. fo, 
A Bookseller once informed the public thut all tho soarce books, out of print might be had ¥ applying at his store. 

WHEN isa chair like a lady's dres 7! 

MWHY are siepherds and fishermen like Naso ause they-live by ool: and 

Che Yoon. 
THE BRITISH PRESS. 

From Wilmer & Smith's European Times, 

EUROPEAN AFFAIRS: + 

The Bank of England bas given the 
screw anotlrer turn this week, by raising 
the rate of discount to five per cent, which 
makes, ginog the opening of the year, & 
positive increase of three per cent. in the 
value of money,—a state of things which 
cannot be viewed Fu A by hi 

resent position of our foreign, domestic, 
Rl 400 relations. Contempors- 
neous with this great Se ho yi 
are feeling the effects of the + Brel 
pression ie value of railway or 4h 
coming seriously depreciated and the spec 
in the East is daily becoming larger i 
more ugly, if we are to credit those who 
desire war at any and'all hazards. wh 
This condition of things is seriously is ser ; 

be deplored, because it is affecting the ve > 
Ine of all property, and is hit. 
more or less, every kind of industria lic 
duction. At the present time the Pubi® 
mind is in a very nervous state, and 1t 85 
comes necessary to inquire whether o> 
existing evils are transitory, and may 
removed by the causes which pr 
them ; or whether they are such’ 
naturally out of the almost unin ae 
prosperity which we have enjoyed du 
the last five years, and which can 
appear until we have passed thro ( 
a panic as will “purify the ir 
world, in the same way that storms do b 
physical atmosphere. ~The leass veffpetion 
we think, will serve to show that there 1 
no legitimate ground for the pre or 
easiness ; and although prudence, at sl! 
times a virtue, is especially necessary now 
in this time of transition, yet, as faras we 
can jude, there is nothing on the cards 
to justify the extraordiny fluctuations 1m 
the value of the public securities, still les 
for the belief entertained in some quartets 
that matters will become worse before they. 
mend. For ils goat 

The three primary causes of the pre 
derangement are—the state of & 
the East, over production, and a de 
harvest. It is asserted that the ma 
ducement on the part of the Bank of 
gland to raise the discount to five pe 
this week is to check, as | 

- 

far as’; 
the gambling in the corn trade 
now going on, and which is rapidly: 
the value of the cereal products in ¢ on 
markets of this country, and relatively \¥ 
those of other countries. If this be : 
motive, the directors will naturally his 
credit for very patriotic feelings in ality 
acting. But’ patriotism has, in Te Tho 
very little to do with the business. 
directors dealin gold, they find 
ed demand for it, and they may 
cused for obtaining a higher pr 
use when the opportunity present 
This demand. whether caused by ga% ffect 
in corn or otherwise, is merely the Es 
of a cause, and it appears to as worse th 4 
useless to be heaping odium on. vo poe 
<culators beeause they take advantogr sod 
deficient season in order to. Serve Rin 
selves; for with their interest: oi P 
the interest of the millions who  * ane 
sume the corn which they bring. on 
shores. - Corn, now that We pans ge, 
trade ia it, is like every other articie « 
commerce—it will not command more in 
the market than itis worth. The paige 
itis true, may be temporarily enhance 3 
under the fear of scarcity which ROW gl 
vails ; bus if the scarcity is fadlacigy 7° 
exaggerated, the pessons who will ole di 
tely suffer most are the speculators Fok 
selves. Competition will always br pe 
prices to their natural level, and unyth ‘i 4 
like a general conspiracy to bouy. A » 
article like @orn beyoud its intrinsic 
is out of the question. ow ? 

vary to But of the [three primary Causes 
which we have referred, us tro 
in themselves the origin of the ba oof 
vetary derangement, undoubtedly, The 
them are very intimately blend pe 
resent apprehended scarcity wou tas- 

beett less dreaded had the silisutderty had 
ing between Turkey and Russia be orm 
an existence. The rapid rise in th pati 
markets of England, uuring no % 
week, may be traced to the i pred a 
dustriously propagated that the £0 

Wax a porsip is afflicted with a_cold, | fleets of England and France bad acai! 1 enerally sures you it is a bad one. entered the Dardan th TIL ed 
ad any person ever hear of a good Gold ? | was at'an end.— and oo Be Bets TE Toca angel Tx | bese oo A Aline a Fg, SAN een icp pr of some (i OF flave mot tho courge to wait for |may possibly have been the d : 

wires at work in o (peraté on the markets of this country; OF the news mp 
have been forwarded in the belief that 1g 
Wai true, for the entrance of the two En. 
glish and two French frigates in the Dar! 


