THE GLEANER
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AN

THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES,

yHE LIGHT-HOUSES 0OF THD
3 WORLD.

Courp a Christian community exist and
-stand in the family of civilized nations, and
shroud its shores in utter darkness? For what
do we see when we look around us? The Bri-
tish islands blazing with three ‘hundred lights;
France with more than onehundred and fifty;
the Baltic, the Mediterranean, the Fuxine, all
illuminated ; and even in the frozen Nerth, Im.
perial Russia lighting the American mariner on
his path way through the White Sea out to the
Polar Basin. The whole globe, from North to
South, from East to West, is encircled with
these living monuments of humanity and civi-
lization !—Duty of the American Usicn to Im-
. prove its Navigable Waters,

Darkness descends, and gives the spisit wings ;

The eye, emboldened, claims imperial right;
And, iying grandly at:my feet, I see

i The world at night.

Bebold the vision! How sublimely fuir:!
For myriad lights illuminate the sea,
Enelreling continent and ocean vast
+ . In one humanity.

Perchance some habitant of far-off star,
Born to the heritage of loftier powers,
Although we cannot see his glowing world,

Yet looks on ours.

May see these patient sentinels of night
May read their language, eloquent and grand
As, shining coldly 'neath the Northern light,
They warning stand ;

Or beaming through the still and fragrant air,
Where -coral reefs the vex’d Bemnoothos
guard,
O'er freight of human life may sco the Lamp
Keep watch and ward ;

Or streaming from Loucadia’s haunted eliff,
Where fiery ﬁenios sleeps beneath the wave
Touching with light the waters surging o'er
Alonely grave ;

©Or blazing bright amid Atlantic storm,
While bending masts are quivering with fear
The guardian Light upheld by see-git tower,
Aloft and clear,

Burn on with unextinguishable fire
‘Companions of the silent starsabove !
Resplendent types, amid a world ofstrife,

Of deathless Love.

From Hogg's Edinburgh Instructer.
FRRNLEY FALZL,
A TALE.

¢ e looks terrible deathly, indesd, miss?
mid Ann to Miss Vaughan in a frightened whis-
per, when they had assisted Mrs Smith to vlace
him at full length on the ground. * It’s a’most
like laying out a corpse.’

Mary shuddered ;and, with the housekeeper's
help, took her father’s head upen her lap, and
began to loosen his neckeloth and bathe jis
temples. In the meantime. good Mrs Smith
took restoratives from her basket, and poured
brandy down his throat, and applied bartshorn te
kis nostrils, In a minute or two the patient
heaved a‘sigh.

¢ He's eominig to, poor gent'eman,’ said Anng
¢ but he'll never be able to walk thisday. - Loos
he live far off miss ¥ ¢

¢ We live at the other end of the village,
Do-vou think my father will be abl: to walk so
far ?” inquired Mary, appealing to the elder of
the two women, whose quiet decisive move-
ments had already inspired her with respect.

#.No; he cannot walk home, I will go and
inquire for a carriage of some =ort.’

¢ Is that you, Mary * said Mr Vaughan faint-
ly, opening his eyes and closing them onee more,
¢ Where am I ?—what hgs happened #

¢ You are in the grounds of Fernly Hall, fa-
ther. You have fainted, and I was obliged to
to go for assistance. o you feel better now P

‘ Yes, my dear. Who was thut with youjust
now '

“ Only some kind women who Lappened to be
at the Hall, and wiks came at onece to help me.
One of thum is beside you now.’

Mr Vaughan opened his eyes, and after gaz-
ing at Ann vacantly for a moment, closed tliem
again: ¢ Is no one else with, you, my dear
child

¢ Yes, en clderly person—Dr. Fielding’s
housekeeper hag been here.  She has gone now
1o find a carriage to convey you home.’

‘Has no one else been here—no one but
strangers P’

¢ No, papa. You must ask no more questions !
now, she added, as she saw him looking eagerly
about asif in search of some one. f

Ann presently produced a little more hrandy, |
which she insisted on Mr Vaughan's swallowing.

"

+ Mrs Smith had érdered her to give it; and she

some one came. Such having been her ordesrs
from the housekeeper.

Mr Vaughan still remained with closed eves,
resting his head on Mary’s lap; Mary satched
him insilence, and thought of niawy things—of
the uncertainty of life;; of -her father’s sadnese,
and his love for her; of her mother, who had
died before she could remermber, and who nright
have been the sunshine of his days had she lived.
Then she thought of the old dwellers at Fernley
Hall—the gay dashing colonel and his lovely
daughter. 'They were exilzd, and new peeple
were come to fill their places. Then che
thought' of Grace Fernley’s marriage—a mar-.
riage without love, that could net come to good.
The recollection of all she hud noted In child-
hood, and tried to ferget for so many years,
combined with her fathers sudden indisposition
when'she had spoken of Miss Fernley and her
marriage, to make it feel sure that it wasa se-
cret but strong love for that lady which had
weighed so0 beavily on him all these years—
which had kept him a curate in the old place,
when he might have had goed livings elsc-
where. < He will not leave Fernley, I know,’
she said to hereelf; “and he has teld me the
reason now. He expects that one day Grace
Fernley will come back to the Hall, or, if not
there, to the village—perkaps worn by sorrow
and  sickness, perhaps in want. Ah! I have
nsever been able to make him forget her. 1
shall be worse than useless to him then. | had
better think of the situation Dr. Fielding offer-

| ed me as governess of his daughters.’

Just then the sound of wheels was heard on
the pathway, and presently a men appeared
drawing an old garden-chair.

¢ Mrs Smith could not come back herself but
sent me with this poor sick gentieman. Why,
i’s Mr Vaughan! "Ahy didn’t she tell me
that, and I’d ha’ come quicker.’

¢ Mrs Smiths like me,’ said Ann, with a toss
of her hoad; ¢ we come from London, where
people dont kuow everybody’s name they chance
to meet.’

¢ Ah, to be sure, yer'e all rew to our place.
Can he help himsclf at all, think ye, Miss
Vaughan P’

¢ Yes, Barnes—thank vou, said Mr Vaughan
feebly. ¢ If you will lend me your arm, I can

| get up; but 1 fear you must draw me home in

that chair.”

Mary’s support on one side, and Barnes’
strong arm on the other, were sufficient to place
Mr Vaughan in.the little vehicls; and followed
by Ann, who seemed to enjoy the adventure,
they proceeded to the gate by which Mr Vangh-
an and Mary had entered the grsunds of Fern-
ley Hall. The laster dismissed Ann with thanks
and a little money, and then walked home be-
side the chair, with' a full heart and mind, and a
cloguded brow.

¢ What's cometo you, oo, Miss Mary®
asked their old servant, some time after they
returned. ¢ Youdook as if you had had an
upset too.  Where have you been this even-
ing ¥ .

¢ Only into the grounds of the old Hall, De-
boran.’

¢ Ha ! it’s ill walking on bad folks’ land.’

¢ Do you cail the  Fernleys bad folks, De-
borah® _

¢ Ay, that do-T—chick and child. What's
bad, it’s not bad to drink axd swear, and let a
goodly esiate go to the dogs, ard then take
rent for it from a retired doctor 2 What's bad,
{fil’s not bad for a young lady to break a good
man’s heart—to love one and marry another ?
Dut it’s no use talking, child  What's dune
cannot be undone, and the least said the soonest
mended. We're none of us teo good, and had
each best mind our own ULusiness.. By the
same token, I'll go and mind mine. Somelbody”
been tapping twiee at the back-door.’ 3

Mary lingered in the kitchen, with the inten-
ti m of inciting Deborah to talk move freely
about Miss ¥ernly, or rather Mrs Rohertson’;

S

"but hearing Deborah return along with some

one, Miss. Vaughau slipped away to her own
reom, being in no mood to listen to the grieve-
ances of some poer villager ; and she had given
orders to Beberahnot to disturh her father yn-
necessarily that evening. e was lying on the
sofi In his study, reading or musing, and had
wished to be left alone.

The person who accompanied Deborah was
Dr Fielding’s new housekeeper and Deborsh
treated her with the respect due to her office
and respectable appearance.

4 Thank you, ma’am ; master's prrtty tolera-
ble again now. 'We are much cblized to you
for you? kindness. I should have done just as
you did; there’s nothing like a Little brandy in
such-cases,  His pulse is teo low 3 he reads and
thinks too much; and he's very sad and melan-
choly, poor gentleman,’

¢ His daughter!

¢ Oh, she's a very good daughter, but she fsn't
a wif: ; and he wants a wife—some one nearer
his own age. Miss Mary is a lively girl, and
living here moping away all her days in this vil-
lage where she has no companions, is speiling
her remper. - She wants a change.’
¢ Drielding has grown sous and daught-
ers.’

¢ Well, that’s good hearing ; but they may
not think & poor curate’s dsughter good enough
company for them, especially if they'are 1ot

dare not disobey. Mis Smith was so particularl
That done, Ann took up her dpo,sition, Lasket in
hund, beside the father and davghier, uniijl !

real gentry.?
¢ But they are,” interrupted Mrs Smish, smi-
ling alittle. ¢ Ihave hrought a nete from I

Fielding to suswer. Ishould be glad to have it
to-uight, if Mr Vaughan is well enough to read |
my master’s note,’
‘T will go and seereplied Deborah gracions-
Iy ; for she liked #Irs Smith's appearance, and
thought it would be a pleasant thing tobe on
good terms again with the housckeepers st the
Hall,

¢ You may shew the housekeeper—Mrs Smith,
is that her name P—1in licre,’ said Mr Vaughan.
¢ [ should like to‘thank her for her attention to
me. Bring in some cakes and wine preseuntly,
and candles. T can scerecly ‘see to wead this
note”

litle study after Deborah had elosed it. behind
her. Mr Vaughan rose from the sofa, and said
kindly: ¢Take a seat Mrs ‘Smith; Iam glad
to have this wepportunity -of thanking you
for’ :

He paused in surprise; for she stepped quick-
ly across the room to him when she found they
were alone, aud took his hands in hers. !

¢ You do not know me yety old friend ? Suf-
fering had changed me more ‘than you.’

‘There was something in ‘her vaice which
woke #n echo .in the heart. TFe trem-
bled and drew her tewards the window, that he
might sec her face.  The lingering twilight, as
she removed her ‘bonnet, showed a trace that
still retained traces of beauty, but so complete-
Iy mingled with those of time and serrow, that
the expression must have beon greatly changed.
A few marks of the small pox, some fiint lines;
on the brow,a pale complexion, mild yet firm:
eyes, hair sprinkled with gray, and neatly braid-
ed under a widow's cap: such were the special-
tics of a portrait on which Mr Voughan gazed
with a bewildered look.

¢ You do not know me, I see,’ she said, turn-
ing away; ‘and if you do not know me, no one
else here will.

¢ Stay yet a mement—look at ‘me -once
more.’

She Tocked him  steadily in the face, with
\teed creet,as in the days of old. Ah! he
knew her wow. His eye brightens, his cheek
is flushed, and his voice is choked with emotion
as he speaks once more.

¢ It is—it is—Grace Fernley!? Merciful Fa-
ther! this is this worn and sorrow stricken
woman is, indeed, the fairest child of thine !’
He covered his face with his hands, and she
saw the tears trickle through his thin fingers.’
She remained motionless, and watched him.—
Presently he looked up at her, and said grave-
Ty: foy have yourcome tosme?

" ¢ came to ask forgiveness, Voughan.?

+ 1 loved you, Grace : there is no need to ask
forgiveness of me.’ The gentle tenderness of
his tone wes indescribable.

At these words her pride and strength broke
down ; she sank on the nearest chair, and burst
into tears. - He drew a seat beside her, and
whispered words of consolation in her ear.—
After a time. she recovered, and looking hastily
around the room, as if sha feared intrusion, said
—¢ Do not let any one see me; I wonld not be
known. But I must speak longer with you this
night.’ ‘

<] will seeto it’ And he lefi the room, and
retwrned with some wine, having taken it from
[ Deborah, and told her not to interrupt him, and
! to tell his danghter that he was engaged in busi-
{ness of imporiance. When ke was seated by
| his visitor again, she began ina low broken
| yuice, which grew steadier as she procecded.

‘You cemember as wellas I do the day of
{ my ill-stared, wicked marriage ; when I promis-
led to Iove and honour a ereature whom I des-
pised, to gratify a vile pride of race.

¢ And, as you thought then, to save your fa-
ther from ruin, and preserve him in honourable
condition for life ¥’

¢ True. I did think that; but I was blinded
by ambitien and a cold heart. - 1had no excuse;
for were ‘you not near to love and guide me—
you, were truly all a woman eould desire in a
husband ? I married Glanville Robertson, and
you have beer well avenged. For seven years
I bore the burthen: at the end of that time, I
escaped from him.’

. So I heard. Youhad no children®

¢ No; God be thanked! left him to his
luxury and his infamy : he*was in Paris. I fled
to Fngland—to Scotland, and strove to earn my
bread.’

¢ Why did you not come to me-—Fernley ¥’

¢ I dared not : I was too wretched. Besides,
I was still young, and you might have felt your
old love revive. I was married—blighted—un-
fit for you and your child

¢ But why not go to your father ?

y Ah, you do not know that worst, cruelest af-
fliction. 1 could not live with him. His house
was no fitting home for any but womea lost to
all self-respect 1 had tifed my utmost before
to win him {rom his vices; at that time he was
at his worst—and I avoided him. | took the
name I now bear,and got employment as gover-
ness—oompanion— housekeeper, in various fami-
lies. My hushand sought for me in vain A
vear ago, he died. 1 heard my futher was in
England searchin for me - seeking for the pit-
tance that fell to me after his debts were paid
from my husband’s estate. Isaw him, I will
not :lttc'mpt to describe that interview ; but you
can imagine it, when you remember what my
father was when angry, and that the wicked al-
ways feel contempt for each other when they
have been unsuccessful. A fow months later, he

et

Mr Smith still stecd near the doer of thel.

[ wrote to.inform me that he had length fousd &

purchaser for Fernley 1lall.,

¢ Is it s0ld ¥’ asked Mz Vaughun.

‘ Yes, my fiiend,’ she replyed eadly; * its now
Dr. Fielding’s property. Tt is a just punishment
to me. Xcommitted a crime to retain JroRses"
sion of the old place, and, by a strange but in-
telligible decree of Providenee, I have come 10
serve in the house where I was formerly mis-
tress. ‘They are good peaple, these Field ngs.
and will bring a blessing with them to the place
It it please God, I will work a while and then
dic as I hoped to die—in I'ernley, in the old

fall i

* Nos in this parsonage, Grace.’

* Hush, Frank Vaughan, that cannot be, My
keart is swollen righ to bursting now at your
kindness, ot my own unworthiness.  Henceforth
we must be strangers. Mary will not know in
Mrs Sinith the former Miss I ernley ; no one i
the place wiil know me. We shall meet in the
church on Sundays,and yon will pray for me.’

“ And:may we not meet elsewhere?’

‘No. But there is :a service,

we part, My father lies dead in London: will
vou for the sake'of 6ld times, go and see him
laid decently in the earth? There is morey,
for he died penniless ; and unless the body be
claimed by %nis friends, it will be buried by the
pavish in which he died. He has no triends
save myeelf and you.’

‘I will go to-morrow. Give me the ad-
dress?

¢1t is written in the letter which you have
not yet opened. All particulars are given there.
Good-night ; I must not stay.’

¢ Not stay ! 'Who has a better right to }atay
in my house P’

¢ Your daughter.
strangers.’

* But shemay notalmays remain with me.——
She wearies of this dull household; she msy
marry.

Mrs Smith took his hand, and seid affection-
ately, : * It isa rore struggle, as you know, te
do right scmetimes. I would gladly pass the
last years of life with you; but for Mary’s sake,
and for your own fame’s sake, I will not eome
to younow. When she marries, or leaves you,
I willl come and be your housekeeper—your
nurse— your wife—if you please: I will then
declare myself the last of the house of Fern-
ey’

For her seke we must be

- - L ] L4
Two years afterwards, the bells of Fernley
ehurch rung jogfully. Dr Fielding’s eldest son

{married Mary, the handsome daughter of the

curate. Mr Vaughan himself performed the
ceremony ; and after the bride and Lridegroom
had departed, and the wedding-guests had gons
to the 1Ml to dance and ‘nake merry, he re-
mained alone in his little study to conipose his
mind after the emotionsof the day.

e had not been alone more than an bhour,
when ¢ Mrs Smith from the Hall’ stepped into
bis apartment and said: * Do not disturb your-
self Deborah knews zll. I have come to fulfil my
promise. s

The good curate smiled. *¢Mary prepared
me for this. She is most anxious that you
should be knows for what you are. Again there
will be a marriage of old people—but when you
smile and are happy, you don’t look old, Grace
—that shall not be unwise nor ridiculous. We
will go to London togethér, and return men
and wife. As Mary may one day be mistrens
of Fernley all, you may draw your last breath
whete you drew your first.’

¢ Ard my old age, thanks to your geodness
will be more blessed than my youth.’

BATING.

WE most firmly bedeve, that if animals could
speak as Asop and other fabulists make them
seem to do, they would declare man the moss
voracious animal in existence. There is scaree-
Iy any living thing that fiies 1n the air, swims in
the sea, or moves on the land, that is not made
to minister to his appetite, The Esquimsux

the South Sca Islanders are fond of dogs; the
Africans relish ants and monkeys ; the Chinere
thinksrats, mice and cats exquisite delicacies ;
the polished Parisianis partis] to frogs; the lta-
lians regale themselves wi h a jelly made of vi-
pers ; the entrils of snipes are eaten with avidi-
ty among us at game suppcrs by el tree eji-
cures; while the New Zealander’s favorite dish
is a roasted missionary.

Perhaps, if the sfovesaid animals were eaps-
ble of diserimination as well as speach, they
would declare the Yankees the moxt vorzeious
of a varacious family. And who that is familiar
with hotel and steamboat life, would deny the
truth of the insertion ?  What valorous trench-
ermer. we are, when, after having been key
back by bolts and bars and an army of blaes

dash upon the viands at the first summons-ef
the welcome gong or bell. Flew the oveter,
and ham, and jellies, and hot rplls; and biscuits
disapprar! W hat remorseful agonies and inex-
porable nightmares ensue !

The Greatest Organ in the World.—the Or-
gon of speech in Woman j—an organ, too, with~
out a stop.—

A Secret wurranted to Keep in any

St limeate
A& Woman's Age,

: : pressing and -
| immediate, I would ask of you thig night ere

devours raw fish ; the Tartars eat horse fiesh ;-

waiters, while the supper table is being set, we
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