THE GLEANER.

Literatue, &r.

OUR WIDE. WIDE WORLD! WHAT IS
TP pes

Our wide, wide world! "Iis a myétical thing,

A mystery past our knowiag ;

With itfsi.clou‘ds that gather, their shadows to

O'er our pathway here, as they rapidly wino
Their flight to thye land where riystle?ry );nergaz
Itsclf in the ocean of light, whose surges
Will dash o’er our way, and will scatter their
spray.
Its foam o’er our spirits throwing,

Our wide, ;vide world! °Tis the trumpet that
peals
When souls are in battle contending ;
‘Wheh the conquered heart on the stained earth
kneels
In prayer to its Gog, while its lire blood seals
dts passports through death to the far-distant
regions— .
To eternity’s rest, undisturbed by the legions
That here upon earth mingle sorrow and mirth,
il and good ever blending.

Our wide, wide werld! 'Tis a mournful tone
To the spirit whom sorrow rendeth;

When the drooping willow, the cypress moan’

Bends over, and speaks, to the soul that’salone,
Of a form that has fled, of a heart forsaken,
Of an eye that will never on earth awaken;
Earth bath no sound of a life beyord—

Of a night that surely endeth,

Our wide, wide wozld! *Tis a joy-swelling
strain, i
That deep in the soul is vibrating ;
In sweetness undying, it echoes again,
‘Wherever a heart can he found that would fain
Mingle with oursina friendship unbroken,
Speak ijr: those tones that on earth are unspo-
en,
The language of Heaven, to those only g?ven,
Where Love performs the translating,
Our wide, wide world! Tt is wide, my friend |
Arc they many the things that we cherish ?
The mystery, confiict, and sorrow shall end,
When our wide world shall in eternity blend;
But the love that has cheered ug, our burdens
lighteping,
Our sorrows here sharing, our pathway bright-
ening, .
In glory will stand in that far-distant lang,
Where its harvest will nevar perish.
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POVERTY.

PausE with mea awhile at the daoy of yonder
room. whose small window overlooks a litile
court below. Itis inhabited by a widow and
her daughter, dependent entirely on the labors
of the needle, and those other slight and pre-
carious resourres which are all that remain to
woman when left to struggle through the world
alene. it contains all their small earthly store,

sand there is scarce'an article of its little stock
of furniture that has not been thought of, and
toild for, and its price calculated over and over
befors everything could be made right fer its
purchase. — Yvery article is arranged with the
utmost neatness and care ; nor is the most cost-
ly furniture of a fashionable parlour more sedu-
lously guarded from a stratoh or a rub than is
that brightly varnished bureau, and that neat
cherry table and bedstead. The floor, too,
hoasted once acarpet; but old Time has been
busy with it, picking a hole here and making a
thin place there ; and though the old fellow has
been followed u ) by the most indefatigable zeal
in davning, the marks of his mischievons fingers
are 1oo plin to be mjstaken' [t istrue a
kindly neighbour has given a bit of faded baize,
which has been neatly clipped and bound, and
spread down over an entir ly’ unmanageable
hote in front of the fireplace ; and other places
have been repaired with picces of different colors,
and yet, after all, it is evident that the poor
carpet is not long for this world. But the best
face is put ypon everything. The little cup-
board in the corner, that contains a few china
« cupsand one or two antiquated silver spoous,
relics of better days, is arranged with Jjealous
" neatness, and the white muslin window-curtains,

albiet the muslin be old, has been carefully |

_whitened and starched, and smoothly ircned,
vand put up with exact provision; and on the
urean, covered by a snowy cloth are arranged
a few books, and other memorials of former
times, and a faded minature, which, though it
haslittleab ut it to interrest a stranger, is more
valuable to the poor widow than everything he-
sides. « Mrs. Ames is seated in her rqc'king-
chair, supported by a pillow, and busy cutting
outiwork, while her daughter, a slender, siekly-

dooking girl, is sitting by the window, intent on j der you will insist cn having such thin
Mrs. Ames, in former days|

some fine stitching,
was the wife of & respectable merchant, and the
mother of an affectionate family,
tune hac followed her with a steadiness that
seemed like the stern decree of some adverse
fate rather than the ordinary dealings of a mer-
¢iful Providence. First came a heavy run of

losses in business; then long and expensive
sickness in the family and the death of children,
Then there Wwas the selling of the large house
and elegant furniture, to retire to a humbler
style of living ; and finally, the sale ol all the
property, with the view of quitting the shores of
a native land, and commencing life again in &
new one. DBut scarcely had the exile family
found themselves in the portof a foreign land,
when the father was suddenly smitten down by
the hand ef death, and his lonely grave made
in a land of strangers. The widow, broken-
hearted and discouraged, had still a werisome
journey bLefore bher ere she could reach any
whom she could consider as her friends. With
her two daughtery, entirely unattended, and
with her finances impoverished by detention
and sickness, she performed the tedious jour-
ney,  Arrived at the place of her destination,
she found herself not only without immediate
resources, but considerably in debt to one who
had advanced - money for her travelling ex-
pensss,” With silent endurance she met the
necessities of her situation. Her daughters,
delicately rared, and hitherto carefully educa-
ted, were placed out to service, and Mrs, Ames
sought for employment as a nusse. The young-
er child fcll sick, and the hard earnings of the
mother were all exhausted in the eare of her;
and though she recovered in part, she was de-
clared by her physician to be the victim of a dis-
ease which would never leave her till it termi-
nated her life. Assoon, however, as her daugh-
ter was so far restored as not toneed her imme-
diate care, Mrs. Ames resumed her laborious
employment. Scarcely had she been able, in
this way, to discharge the debtsfor her jour-
ney and to furnish the small room we have de-
seribed, when the hand of disease was laid
heavily on herself. Too resoluteand persever-
ing to give way to the first attacks of pain and
weakness, she still continued her fatiguing em-
ployment till her system was entirely prostra-
ted.  Thus all possibility of pursuing her busi-
ness was cut off, and nothing remained but what
couald be accomplished by her own and her
daughter’s dexterity at the needle.* Itis atthis
time we ask you to look in upon the mother
and daughter. ~ Mvsl Ames is sitting up; the
first time for a week, and even to-day she is

street. a

and getting everything you boys and girls say|as

you mus: have, we are poorer, if anything, than
we were then.—¢ Ma’am, here’s Mrs Ames’s
girl come with some sewing,’ said” the servant.
¢ Show her in,’ said Mrs Elmore. Ellen erter-
ed timidly, and handed her bundle of work to
Mrs Elmore, who forthwith proceeded to a mi-
pinute scrutiny of the articies : for she prided
herself on being very particular as to her sew-
ing. But, though the work had been execu-
ted Dy feeble hands and aching eyes, even Mrs
Elmore could detect no {auit in it. ¢ Well, it
1s very prettily done,’ said she. ¢ What does
your mother charge ¥’ Illen handed & neatly
folded bill which she bad drawn from her mo-
ther. ¢ I'must think your mother’s -prices are
very high,’said Mrs Elmore, examing her near-
Iy empty purse; ¢ everything is getting so dear
that oue hardly knowshow to live.' Ellen look-
ed at the fancy articies, and glanced around the
room with an air of innocent astonishment, ¢ Ah
said Mrs Elmore,’ ¢ I dare say it seems to you
as if persorfs in our situation hod no need of
cconomy ; but for my part, I feel the need of
it more and more every day.” As she spoke
she handed FEllen the three dollars, which,
though it wag not quarter the priee of one of
the handkerchiefs, was all that she and her
sick mother could elaim in the world. ¢ There,’
said she ; ¢ tell your mother I like her work
very much, but I donot think I can afford to
employ her, if Ican find any one to work chea-
¢r.’ ¢ Now, Mrs Elmore was not a hard-
iarted woman, and if Ellen bad come as a beg-
gar, to solicit help for her sick mother, Mrs
Elmore would bave fitted out a basket of provi-
sions, and sent a bottle ot wine, and a bundle of
old clothes, and all the“et cetera of such occasi-
ens ;: butthe sight of 2 bill alwaysaroused the
instinctive sharpness of her business fike educa-
tion. She never had the dawning of an idea
that it was her duty to pay anybedy .any more
than she could possibly help ; nay, she had an
indistinet notion that it was her duty as an eco-
nomist to make everybody take as little as
possible.  When she and her daughters lived in
Spring stree, to which she had all\{deq, they
used to spend theggreater part of their time at
home, and the family sewing was commoniy

But evil for- ) these and her father is no richer than

scarcely fit to do so; but she remembers that
the month 1is eoming round, and her rent will
soon be due ; and in her feebleness she will
stretch every merve to meet her engagements
with punctilious exactness. Wearied at lengih
with cutting out and measuring, and drawing
threads, she leans back in her chair, and her
eyes rests on the pale face of her daughter,

{ done among themselves. But since they had
moved into a large house, and set up a carriage,
and addressed themselves to be genteel, the
girls found that they had altogether too much
to de to attend to their own sewing, much less
to perform any for their fatner and brothers.
And their mother found her hands abundantly
full in overlooking her large house, in taking
‘who has been sitting for two hours intent on her | care of her expensive furnitnre,and in superin-
stitching. ¢ %llen, my ehi'd, your head aches | tending her increaSed train of servants. The
don’t work so steadily.’—¢ Oh, no, it don’t ache | sewing, therefore was put out : and Mrs Ll-
much,’ said she, too conseious of looking very 'more felt it a duty to get it done the cheapest
much tired.  Poor girl! had she remained in| way ‘she could. Nevertheless, Mrs Elmore
the situation in which she was born, she wouldiw.ms too notable a lady, and her sons and
have been skipping about and enjoying life as | daughters were altogether too fastidious as to
other young girls of fifteen do ; but now there ! the make and quality of their clothing, to ad-
isno choice of employments for her— no youth- | mit the idea of its being done in any but the
(ful companions—no visiting—no pleasant walks | most complete and perfect manner. Mrs El-
m the freshair. Evening and morning, it is all | more however accused herself of. want of charity
the same ; headache or sideacke, its all one — ! for the poor ; but she had never considered
She must hold on the same unvarying task—a | that the best class of ‘the poor are ‘those who
wearisome thing for a young girl of fifteen. But |neverask charity. She did’ not consider that,
see! the door opens, and Mrs. Ames's face by paying liberally those who were honestly
brightens as her other danghter enters. . Mary {and independently - struggling for themselves,
has becume a domestic in a neighbouring family, | she was really doing a’greater charity than by
where her faithfulness and kindness of heart | giving indiscriminately to a° dozen applicants.
have caused her to be regarded moreasa daugh- ¢ Don’t you think, mother, she says we charge
ter and 2 sister than as a servant, ¢ Here | to high for this work !’ said Ellen, when she
mother, is your rent money,’ she exclaimed, |returned. ¢ I am sure she did not kn‘ow how
¢ so do put up,your work-and rest awhile. Ican | much wirk we put into those shirts. She says
get enough to pay it dext time before the |she cannot give us any more _work, she must
month comes round again’ ¢ Dear child, I do ' look out for somebody that will do it cheaper.
wish you would think to get anything for your- | [ do not sce how it is that people who live in
self,’ rsaid Mrs. Ames. ‘I cannot consent to |such houses, and ha’ve‘so many beautiful things,
use up all your earnings, as I have done Jately, | can feel that they cansot afford to pay for what
and all Ellen’s too ; you must have a new dress | costs us so much.—¢ Well, child, }110)" are
this spring, and that bonnet of yours'is not de- | more apt to feel so ﬂmn} p'eo;z‘le] who live plain-
cent any longer.’—¢ Oh, no, mother! [ have{er.>~ Well, I am sure,’said Ellen, ¢ we canaot
made over my Llue calico, and you would be | afford to spend so much tlm(’,as we have over
surprised to see how wellit looks; and my best these shirts for less money.’ - ‘-Z\ ever mind,
frock, whep its washed and darned, will ans- ‘g my dear,’ said the mother, soothingly ; ¢ here
wer some time longer. Aund then Mrs. Grant jisa §un(11e of work ‘that another lady has sent

whitened and trimmed it will look very well. {for our rent,and something over to buy bread
And so,’ she added ¢ I brought you some wine | with,’

this afternoon ; you know the doctor savs you| Ellen repaired to t.hf; lady’s residence, and
nesdwine’—¢ Dear child, I want to see yon take | brought back the material for making six fine
some conifort of your money yourself.’~~ Well { shirts. These were finished oh Saturday ¢y zning
I do take comfort of it, moather. 1t is mere’ and taken home.

comiort to be able to help you than 10 wear all | DISAPPOINTMENT.

afiantt o H 1d ? ry T $
the {x_ucat dresses in té)c w(;)r.d g g ! ¢ Why didi’t you make these shirts as 7 told
o i : s yhy J : g s
We aze now introduced to the abole of I vou ¥ said she. sharply. ¢ We did,’ said Ellen

WEALTH. [ mildly ; * mother measured by the pattern eve-
Mrs Elmore was sisting in her splenidly | ry part,and cut them herself.” ¢ Your mother
furnished parlour and around her lay various I must be a fool, then, to make such a piece of
fancy articles which two young girls were bu- | work. 1 wish youn would just take thep back
sily unrolling. * Whata lovely pink scarlet !'|{and alter them over 3 and the lady procecded
sald one, throwing it “over her shoulders, and/| with the directions, of which neither Ellen nor
skipping before » mirror ; while the other ex- | her mother tili then had any intimation. Un-
imed, ¢ Do look at these potket-handker-iusedto such language, the frightened Ellen
s;mother ! what elegant lace '—* Weil, | took up her work and slowly Walked homeward.
girls,’ said 3rs Elmore, ¢ these handkerchiefs |« O, dear, how my head does ache ! thought she
area shameful piece of extravagance. 1 won-|to herseif; *and poor mother! she said this
hings.’—  morning she was afraid another of her sick

* La, mamma, every body has such now; Laura | turns was coming on, and wo have all this work
Seymour has half 2 dozen that cost more than | to pull out and do over. See here, mother,
; urs.’i, said she, with a disconsolate air, as she entered
—* Well,’ said Mrs Elmore, ¢ rich or not rich, | the room ;¢ Mrs Rudd says, take out ail the
it seems to make very little odds; we do not|bosoms,and rip off all the collars, and fix them

has giyen me a ribbon, and when my bonnet is | in, and if we get it done, we ¢hall have enough |

-~ 4

. . . . . . . -
What with new furnishing the house,| ten, for hereit is. Look, mother ; it is exactly

we made them.—¢ Well, my child, carry
back the pattern; and show her that it i8 s0.’
— ¢ Indeed, moiher, she spoke so cross to me,
and looked at me so, that Ido not feelas if [
could go back.’—¢ I will go for you, then,’ said
the kind Maria Stevens, who had been sitting
with Mrs Ames while Eilen wasout. ¢1 will
take the pattern and shirts, and tell her the
exact truth. Tam not afraid ot her. Maria
Stevens was a tailoress, who rented aroom on
the same floor with Mrs Ames, a cheexful, re-
solute, go-forward little body, and was ready
to give a helping hand to a neighbour in 1xow-
ble. 8o she took the pattern and shirts, and
set out on her mission. But poor Mrs Ames,
though she profeseed te take a right view of the
matter, and was very earnest in showin. Ellen,
why she ought not to distress herself shout it,
still felta shivering sense of the hardness and
unkindness of the world coming over her, The
bitter tears would spring to her eyes, in epite of §
every effort to suppress them, as she sat mourn-
fully gazing on the little faded miniature before
mentioned. ¢ When he was alive, I never knew
what poverty or trouble was,’ was the thought
tkat passed through her mind, And how
many a poor forlorn one has thought the same.
Poor JMrs Ames was confined to her bed for
most of that week. The doctor gave absolute
directions that she should do nothing, and keep
entirely, quiet—a direction very sensible§ in-
deed in the chamer of ease and competence,
but haid to be observed in poverty and want.
What pains the kind and dutiful Ellen teok to
make her mother feel essy ! How often she
replied to heranxious questions, ¢ that sha was
quite well,” or ¢ that her head did not ache
much !” and by various other evasive expedients
the child tried to Eersuude berself that she was
speaking the truth. And during the time her
mother slept, in the day or evening, she accom-
plished one or two pieces of plain work, with
the price of which ste expected to surprise her
mother. It was towards evening when Ellen
took her finished work to the elegant dyelling
of Mrs Page. “ Ishall geta dollar for this,”
said she ; ““ enough to pay for mothers wine and
medicine.”— ¢ This work is done very neatly
said Mrs Page,  and here is some more I should
iike to have finished in the same way.” Ellen
looked wistfully, hoping Mrs Page ‘was oing
to pay her for the last work, But Mrs age
was only "ching a drawer for a patern which
she put inWF Ellen’s hands, and after expliring
how she wanted her work done, dismissed her
witheut saying a word, without the expected
dollar.  Toor Hllen tried two or three times,
as she was going out, to turnround and ask for
it ; but before che could decide what to say, shé
found herselfin the street, Mrs Page was an
amiable, kind-hearted woman, but one who was
so use to large sums of money that she did not
realize how great an affuir a eingle dollar might
}5‘3“’ to other persons, For this reason, when
“llen had worked incessantly at the new work
put into her hands, thai she might get tha
money for altogether, she again dicappointed
her in the payment* Ll send the money round
to-morrow,” said she, when Ellen &t last found
courage to ask for it. But to-morrow came and
Ellen was forgotter ; and it was not until one ar
two applicationa more that the small sum was
puid. But these sketches are already long
enough; and let us hasten to close them, Mrs
Ames found (liberal friends, who could apprecis
ate and henour her " integrity of principle and
lovelines of character, and Dy their assistance
she was raised to see more prosperous days ;,
aud she wyd the delicate Xllen, and warm-
hearted Mary, were enabled to have a homs
and fireside of their own, and to enjoy some-
thing like the return of their former prosperity.
We have given these sketches, drawn from real
life, because we think there is in general too
little consideration on the part of those who
give employment to those in situations like the
widow Lere deseribed. The giving of employ-
ment is a very important branch of charity, in-
asmuch as it assists that class of the poor who
are the most deserving, It should be looked
on in this light, and the arrangements of a fa-
mily should be so made that a suitable compsn-
sation ean be given, and prempt and cheerful
payment be made, without the dread of trars-
gressing tha rules of economy 1t is better to
teach our daughter to do without expensive or-
naments or fashonable elegancies ; better even to
deny ourselyes the pleasure of large donations
or direet subscriptions to public chariti® rathex
than to euxtail the smail atipend of her whose
“ candle goeth not out by night”and who la-
bours with her needls for her self and the help-
less dear ones dependent on her exertions,

Luxury.—If we decipher the inscriptions on
the tombstones of great nations, wé find that
the disease which brought them to the grave
was luxury, Disobeying that law of the moral
universe which requires riches to be diffusedand
imported —not absorbed— they swept together
the wealth of the world and heaped it up at
home, till from excess, it stagnated, and byed &
datal corruption.  Hardy and vigorous in youth,
their energy brought prosperity; prosjperity
brought luxury, and luxury ruin. 'These stages
appear to succeed ecach other in the progress 0i
nations ag regularly as summer eucceeds t©
spring and gutumn to summer. Men will not be

p ot =54 . . ey = % . £ 1helr
seem to havebalfas much money to spare as we, quite another way. She eays they are not like | taught in this matter by the experence of thel

did when we lived in the lLittle houge in Spring ' the pattern she sens

; but she must. have forgot * predecessors ; neither will natiens.
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