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T'rom Godey's Lady’s Book, for September.
A DISMORY OF A PICTUHLR.
BY MARY C. NEFLY.

“Tar'memory of that picture haunts me, 1
never saw $9 periect a impersonation of despair
as in thatfgirlish figure, so rarely beautiful, -yet
crouchedtim such utter abandonment of woe ” in
tho shadow of the ksombre cedars. The picture
has a fascination, a haunting spell that the
mind with a vague and undefinable woe.”

The low voice of the plaintive breero

Hath sorrow in its gound ;
- Thg shadow of the cedar trees

Lied moveless on the ground.

All elowly rido the night hours on,

. -And darkaess shrouds the eky,

Wisre, *noath the codar trocs, alone
And desolate, sit I.

The disk face of the mournfal night

‘ Eroods darkly o’er me now;

The clouds have veiled her eyes of light
Ya trailing o’er her brow; i

The herned moon, lide an elfish thing,
Peers threugh the misty fold ;

The sullen clouds, for cartaining,
Have dimly round her rolled.

Awdery of thia bitter life,
And my own sore distress, .
Of all tho sin, and wrong, and strifs,
And utier wretchedness;
Awgary of contempt 'and soom,
[6 15 not strauge that I
Should wish I'never had been bora,
‘Or that [ now could die. ¢

Oh ! ones the winds, that sings so fres,
Had not » gayer song

Than my young heart’s, in its wild gles
And iundcence of wrong ;

-And oree the fairest flower I know
Was not more pure than I,

Bitgow [ bow my head in woe,
And wish that I might die.

1 em too young, too young in years,
Too young the beart-within, - ke
““To bo thus 61d 1 gricf and tears,
“In wretchednoss and sin, ©
Tsboald be glnd, and gay, and freo,
- And fall of frelic wild ; i
In all trush axd simplicity,
A true and happy child.

Tthought not when my nother died,
And lef; her ¢hild to roam

Ubguided through the world so wide, '
A tisme lile this wowld cowe ;

When' daridg not t0 speak her name,
Or 1ife my eyes an high, :

lecunld but hide my face in shame,
And pray for strength to die.

From Godey’s Lady’s Book, for September.

$LICE WARD,
_CR TE'S COMING.
By Pauline Forsyth,

At twenty-one, George Mowbray found hir.-
self not only ‘lord of himself;’ but of a hanc-
some fortune, which, by the early 'death of his
parents, had been accumulating for severl
years. Some business connected with his prc-
perty ealled him to a small town in the soutl-
west of England, and detained him there for
two or three months, Finding but little con-
gevial society in the place, and being fond o an
ont-door life, he spent most of his time in ram-
}):ﬁng about the picturesque country around.—
There was one spot in particular fo which he
frequently turned his steps, attracted by ite
wild beauty and perfect solitude. ~ By the side
of a stream, overhung with willows and other
trees, and from whose banks on either side the
ﬁ:'qluld rose in abrupt and rugged, though no:

ity, precipices, there was a large rock, i
which a couch as comfortable as a bed of stone
could be, had been scooped out by some fantar-
tic freak of mature. The upper part of the
rock: projected, o that the occupant of the
couch was ot only ]‘wrotected from the rays of
' “the sun, hut effectually concealed from the. cu-

riosity of those on the bank above,

Here George Mowbray would come, with his
¢ fishing-rod and line, aud with a volumie of po-
“eerym his pocket, and while away a long sum-

mer's day. reading aloud, when he was tired of
Lis spertyand malking theair vocal with thoughts
wor, feelings, soft, lofty, or impassioned, as the
fancy of the moment demanded. « Sometimes
a- few sandwiches, that he hrought with him,
sufficed for his noonday meal; but oftener hic
-eppetite. demanded the more substantial. ye.
freshoment he could obtain st 3 country ion,
s0T0€ two miles off, ; i 7

Jecasionally, be would compose. verses, him-
self, for he was in the very hevday of Lfe and
fecling; and-he Joved to lip and chant them tc
the eoft ‘swmmer ‘breezes, secure from all tn-
wympathctic listenms, ¥le had'a poculiar turn
for fprovising, and would sometimes amu ¢
himself for hours with his attempts at impromy
e vewsification, turning it to rhyme notonly lus

stories that had made any impression upon him.
The burden of most of his sengs were Iove, and
the object of them a certain Margaret, who fig-
ured in  various ' ballide, sonnets, pieces,
and even acrosties ; for so low did Mr Mowbray
steop, under a variety of names, from the stately
Margaret through the simple Maggie and
frolicsome 'Madge, down to the pet name of
Daiey, which seemed to be his faverite. :

By the confidential and touching revelations
thus made to the regardless carth, air, and wa-
ter around, it'appeared that, trueas Mr. Mow-

‘bry asserted his love to be, it had so far run

very smoothly along its course. Margaret had
smiled upon ilim, triends had been propitious,
and, if no disaster intervened, which he mplor-

ed fate in 2 most pathetic manner to avert, a few

months would witness the fulfilment of his wish-
es. 'The thought struck him one day that a
poem somewhat after the style of ‘The King's
Quhair,” might be made, ‘describing his first

‘meeting and subsequent fove for his ¢electedt

one.” He was engagedupon it for several days,
and waa reading it for about the twentieth and
last time, when he was interrupted by a stifled
shriek. At the same time, something fell from
the rock over hishead into the awiftly flowing
stream beneath him.

" e unvoluntarily stretched out his hand to
grasp the object, and succeeded in breaking its
fall somewhat.  He pulled it quickly from the
water, and a little girl, pale and trembling, with
curls dripping and matted around her face, stood
before him, gazing upon him with widely open
blue eyes, from ‘which ail expression but'that of

1 terror had fled.

¢ Please don't tell,’ said she at last, in a tone
of the most urgent entreaty. : ;

¢ Are you hurt P asked Mr. Mowbray, taking
no notice of her request.

¢No; but dont tell any one.’

¢ Why, whom shall I tell? What is your
name ¥’

¢ Kitty Jones.”

¢ Well, Kitty, how did you happen to fll into
the water in such a surprising way »’

The child began to cry; but. Mr. Mowbray
had a gentle, encouraging manuer, and he gra-
cually soothed her and induced her to answer
his question.” “Her aeplies were given timidiy
and reluctantly; but from them he gathered
that she had been in‘the habit for some time of
watching for him; and; as soon as - she heard his
voice in reading.or récitation, of ‘ereeping close
to the edge of the overhanging rock, where,

| sheltered by the bushés and brakes aromnd, she

could hear him while Lerself perfectly concealtd:
She had been so much interested by the story

1 he was telling about the pretty lady, she said,
| that she leaned far over the rock to watch him

while he told it, and so lost her balauce.

Mr Mowbray felt /a’ great ‘many twinges on
hearing that his'wild flights of fancy ‘had’ sach
i unwearied auditor. e was glad that she
was a simple, ignorant, child, as yet incapable of
ridicule or critieism's on ‘the contrary, Kitty
avidently looked upon him as a superior being.
Her reiterated entreaties that he would notteil
led to other inquiries, during which Mr Mow-
bry learned that she lived in a lonely place
about half a mile from there, with a man and
woman whom she called ancie and aunt—a My
Davis and ‘his wife.  Mr Mowbray had met Mr
Davis, or ¢ old Andrew,’ as he was gencrally cal-
led, in his fishing excursions, and had learned
that he was a person of doubtful character, who
had moved into this country within the last five
years ; and as he'was rarel§ known to work, and
nad no ostensible means of support, he was gen-
erally suspected of maintaining himself by un-
fawful means. Most of the petty robberies ané
thefts of the country around were ascribed to
hiim, and he was a general object of terror toall
the ‘children 2bout.

M whray did not wonder that the slender,
delicate little girl who stood trembling belore
him should dread-that 6ld Andrew or his surly
wife should know of her adventure, especially
& she told him that they had forbidden her to
o beyond certain limits, or to hold converse in
wy way with any person, If she was ever nd-
dressed, she wasnot to-reply, but to hasten
home under the penalty of'a severe beating.—
And, by her shrinking terror as she told. this,
it was evident that a beating was not an unknown
horror to her.

He promised her that he would not revesl
her involuntary visit to him, and: urged her to
run home and change her wet frock. She tu
away with meek aequiescence ; and unable
continue his poem just then, Mr Mowbray too!
up his fishing-red. Two hours after, on his
way home, turning suddenly round & projection
of the"bank, Mr Mowbray came again upon
Kitty. . She was sitling in the sun, trying evi-
(:emiy to remove all traces of her late adven-
ture irem her clothes. .His compassion was
aroused by her uneomplaining ‘patience and su®
fering.
He extorted from her the further confession
that she was afiaid to_go home &l night ; that
her aunt often beat her {for nothing rwould
certainly notallow a wet-freck to go unpunish-
ed ; that she had had'no-dinner; that she often
had none. * She ended by saying ‘that she' was
not 4t all hungry, which was contradicted. by

the evide tifiction with which she received
the few wiches Mr Mowbray had to' give

ner.

¢ Yousmy you liketo! hear me zoml, Kitty
asked he,

own feelings and thoughts, but incidents and |

> Hturned to the village,

‘ Very much. Better than anything in the
world.” '

*Then you can come cvery morning while I
am here and listen to me. rX'Zou lock like a very
quiet little ‘gixl’ said Mr. Mowbray, for his
pity was of an active, not &"passive kind.

Kitty's eye brightened.

¢ But if Aunt Phebe should find it out! said
she, with a-sudden misgiving. .

¢ Oh, I'll take care of your aunt Phebe. ' 8he
shall not be angry with yon. I have a charm in
my pocket which will make her quite zmisble.
1 bave never known it fail with any aunt Phebe
yet.]

Kitty evidently did not understand him.

‘1f L can come, I will, said she; ‘but you
will not tell

¢ Oh no, of course not.” And Mr. Mowbray
went lightly on'his way,

For the next three weeks Mr Mowbray went
regularly to the same spot where he was sure
to find the child watching for him. There was
something painfully toue in the sad, wistful
Little face, over which a smile seldom flitted.—
She had a staid, quiet, old-womanish way that
amused Mr Movbray, and he was especially
pleased by a certain supervision that, with all
her shyness, she assumed over him, watching
that he did not go too near the water or wet his
feet, or allow the sun to shine upon his uncover-
ed head, orleave his Look and papers behind
him, and especially that he should take his full
share of the substaitial launch he was careful to
take with him. _ On all these poiuts she had a
positive, decided way ' of expressing herself that
admitted of no debate.

Oiten Mr. Mowbray would leave his lLittle
companion fora solitary ramble ; but, on his re-
turn, he never failed to see her straining her
blue eyes to catch the first glimpse of him. This
went on for three weeks; then, suddenly, she
disappeared, and Mr. Mowbray looked for her
in vain, ‘The idea oceurred to him that she
might be ill, and he resolved to make some in-
quisies after her, for she had interested him ex-
ceedingly.  He soon found Mrs. Davis’s dwell-
ing, & dilapidated cottage. and, when the vioman
herself came to the doorin answer to hislkunock,
he did not wonder that Kitty stood in such
mortal dread of her, for he had seldom secn a
person 'with: a more, repulsive countenance,—
Her manners, too, were very forbidding; and,
when she discovered the object of his visit, she
almost closed the door in his face, saying, asshe
walked abruptly away, that “the girl was very
well, and that she needed no assistence in tak-
ingrcare of her.’ . As Mr Mowbray turned to
depart, after this repulse, the woman thrust her
head out of an 'open window te tay that ¢ the
idle good-for-nothing was playing some where
among the trees near.’ €0 27

That this was not true, Mr Mowbmy cenvine-
el himself by astriet searchi . Besides, he was

morally certain that, if' Kitty had been at liberty
she ‘would not have'left him 8o unceremonious-
ly.  Before this he had some vague plans. for
making the child’s position a pleasanter one, by
proposing to send her, at his expense, to the vil-
lage school or something of that sort; but now,
stimulated by this opporition, he determined
not to leave the village in which he was until
he had penetrated the mystery with regard to
Kitty’s movements.

Not having seen anything of her fora weck,
he again sought old Andrew’s cottage. Recei-
ving no answer to~his knock for admission, he
pushed open the door which sood a little ajar,
‘and entered . the kitchen ; there was no persen
to be scen, e called loudly for Kitty,and at
last distinguished a faint sousd in replving,—
Guided by this, he found his way to the cellar,
which was bolted on the outside. He opened
the door, and the little pale face of Kitt
was litted up towards his out of the dark-
nesg,

Mr Mowbray*could not indvee her to venture
ut of her dungeon.  8he wasin too great ter-
ror of Aunt Phebe to take sucha step. But he
iearred that their meetings- had - been discover-
cd ; that for ten days Kitty had been confined
in that miserable place, from which she was. not
to be released until his departure, Many other
things the little girl told him of the severity
with which she was treated, begging him all
the while to go away, for they had threatened

to kill her if she spoke with him again.

At last he yielded to her request, and, draw-
ing the bolt and cloging the outer door, so that
Mrs Davis might not. suspect his visit, he re.
But it was only te con-
sult ‘the proper authorities about the legal
means of rescuing the child from the hands of
such miscreants. He had great dificulty in do-
ing this, for Audrew Davisand his vife resisted
with the most unaccountable obstinacy the at-
tempts that were made to relieve them from :
the charge of the little girl to whom they acted
so barbarously.  First they claimed a right to'l
her as their uiece.  But it ‘was proved that Mrs
Davis had several times denied the r:;lat?onship
with the fitmost bitterness. . Then they brought
forward an indenture by which Xitty Jones was
leaally bound to them until she g cighteen,
It was decided that, by their cruelty, they had |
forfeitedall claim upon her in that way ; and at
Inst Mt Mowbray having justice, meri'f, and a
heavy purse ou his side, gained Lis point, and
the litt&e girlwas given up to his charge, as, in

order to hasten the course of justice, he had

romised that he would be answerable that ghe
:ould not come. upon the parish,

He was not quite in such a dilemma at this
stage of the proceedings a4 the men who wer
the elephant in araffie; but be was very much
perplexed to know what he should’ do with tbe
child.  His own wishes would have prompted
him to have her brought up us a lady, for whi
sphere he could bot ﬁclp fancying ehe had »
natural adaption; but he rocalled a sage maxim
that he had heard often repeated by eome whom
he respected as older and wiser than himself,
to the effoct that ‘it was a very unwise thing to
raise any oue above the position so which they
were by their birth entitled.” e had often
been accused of being enthusiastic and injudiciots
when his feelings were interested. e deter-
mined now to chow himself very discreet, in-
deed. = She had been evidently indentured asa
servant ; she should be trained for one. So Mr
Mowbray placed her under the care of a respect-
able but poor woman, she promised to be very
kind to her, and bring her up ecarefully for ber
(ltiesm]:&ed ;Losition ja stbn;l;ll yearly allowance ﬁl!::ﬂ

I Mowbray more than repaying her o vher
trouble, A L ] {‘:’

Pleased with having settled matters so well,
he took leave of Kitty, resisting with great diffi-
culty her earnest pleading to be allowed o ge
with him.  Apart from her love for him, which
had become very strong, she had a constant
ead of falling aguin into the hands of old An-
drew and his wife, and no arguments could
evince her of the folly of her fears. It was
with the submission of despair that she at last
unclasped her slender fingers from his arm and
allowed him to depart,

*'Four months had passed away, and Mr Mov-
bray’s wedding-day wes now but six months off.

event, and for the long tour that was to follow
it, when he received the intelligence that Kitty
had disappeared. As Mr." Davis and his wile
had left the country at the same time, there was
little doubt but that the child was again in their
possessien.  For a few days, Mr. Mowbray con-
tented himeelf with writing letters and offering
a large reward for Kitty's recovery; but, these
producing no effect, he resolved to carry on the
search, himself.  For he was a_man of a most
persevering nature, He had seldom been kuown
1o give up or to fail in an undertaking,

Mr. Mowbray was then “in London, where
Margaret Ward the lady to whoni he was en-
gaged, resided.  After a consultation with her
i ‘which she promised to find a home for Kitty,
it'he should recover her, he set ‘out upon his
search, On arriving at the village where he had
left Kitty, hefound the people generally inter-
ested in'recovering the child, but quité at a loss
ag'to the course he should pursye. Each one
had a suggestion to make or a plan to_propose,
but none could give him the least clue that
would be of any resl aseistanoe tohim. - He was
obliged to rely entirely on his ewn segacity, and
the indications by which he was guided were #0
faint and doubtful, that he hardly knew himself
whether they were not the creations of his wishes
and imagination rather than the work of re-
ality. e

After wandering a day or two-among the Lills
and valléys of Wales, he' came upion the “liftle
gitl suddenly, more by chance it seemed. ithon
by his own good judgment, He did, not recog-
nize her at fixst, for her curls had been . cut ‘otf,
her 1ir gkin stained brown, and her dress chang-
ed, ‘But her delight, almost painful in its in-
tensity; and her large blue eyes, scon conyinced
him timt she wes the child for whom he wos
seeking.  'Within an hour they were on their
way to Londen, As soon as they ayrived there,
betore going to his own residence, Mr Maowbray
sought Miss ‘Ward and placed Kitty in her
chaxge. It.-was well be did this; for, rapidly
as they had come to London, old Andrew was
there before them, and Mir Mowbray, as be
alighted at his own door, saw the old men
loitexig near, trying to conccal himself from
observation as he watched eagerly, evidently
expecting to see another person “follow Mr
Mowbray.

Ihe was in-the midst of prepavations for that

(To be continued.)
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From Bentley’s Miscellany.
OMIAR PAUCITA.

Ina work o difficult ag the regeneration of
an entire ngtion he had many fellow-labourers.—
Amongst them the first undoubtedly was mt
eminent man, whore talents as a diplomatist
Tondon and Paris have had occasion to notice.
and whom they have ¢ince been able to appreci=
ate as a statesman: we mean Reschid Pachar—
Wecall him a companion, and not-the chief of
the enterprise : for Reschid Pacha, indeed, tried
to transplant European civilzation to the empire.
though by measures which would have had ne
immediate utility without the activitys of Omer
Pacha., 'The prinéipal merit of a. reformer
of a reform does not always depend cn the ge-
nerality and comprehensiv of the plan : the
the ‘most applicable 1salways the best, Jyen
meaeures themselves most practical bécome in-
efficient when' they are left to the arbitrary and
unruly proceedings of those entrusted with their
application. "The Turkish s euting sheltered
thousands of abuses from the eves of the-cen-
tral government.” The people of the nrovinces
above all, suffered by and | were: indignang ‘at
them; foreign intvigue fomented their resent
ment ; and, unable to make their répresentations
reach the chiefs of ‘the  state, they ‘broxe inte
relicllion, and campelled the government to
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