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THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES,

From Chambers’s Journal, for December,
AT THE LINN-SIDE.
O Lrving, living water,
So busy and so bright,
Up-flashing in the morning beam,
And sounding through the night—
» O golden-shining water, s
Would God that I might be
A vocal message from his mouth
Into the world, like thee!

%

O happy, happy water, -
‘Which nothing e’er affrays,

And, as it pours from crag to crag,

“Nothing e’er stops or stays.

But past cool heathery hollows,
Or gloomy deeps it flows,

By rocks that fain would close it in,
Leeps through—and on it goes.

‘O freshing, sparkling water, ,

O voice that’s never still, :
Though Winter her fair dead-white hand
Lays over brae and hill. . . )

Though no leat’s left to flitter
In woods all mute and hoar,
et thou, O river, night and day
‘Thou runnest evermore.

. No foul thing can defile thee ;
Thou castest all aside.
Like a good heart that midst the ill
Of this world doth abide.
-0 living, living water, _
~_ Btill fresh and bright and free,
God lead us through this changing world,
g ,3For ever pure, like thee!
Lo From Chambers's Journal for November
LIFE'S UNDERCUARENT,
~IN FOUR CHAPTERS.—CHAP. I

' MANY years have come and gone since T first
formed the resolution to narrate the events of

¥

“) my obscure lite ; but I have been prevented by

doubts and fears.  Would the world care
to know anything about Charles Graham, his
_privations or sorrows ;. ene who vever left his
native country, and never mixed in events of
startling interest ;. whose daysand years were
passed in the undercurrent of saciety, unheeded
und unknown ?

The first four years of my life are dimly im-
pressed upon my memory ; I had then a home
and parents. My father’s image is but faint ;
not 0 my mother’s, Even now, in my dreams

. Lsee her, and sit upon her knee; she playing
with my yellow locks, that are now gray and
scant.  There is one scene in my father’s house
no time can ever efface: my mother in her
shroud, my father weeping over her, and, by
and by, a number of strangers carrying her

- &way. I wept because my father wept : I knew
not the sad loss 1 had ‘sustained. 1In a few
weels after, he followed her to the grave him-
self, and I was left alone in the wide world.

Relations | had none, that any of the neigh-
bours had ever heard my pareats speak of :
they were from a distant part of the country,
and poor. He was but a labouring man, who
had no trade; his abode was in a garret of an
old decayed house, where poverty findsa shel-
ter while any feeling ot independence remains,
and all privations are endured to shun the work
house. ¢ Among the uneighbours that inhabited
the same flat of garrets, there was one called

Annie, a poor old woman who had been most
kind and attentive to my parentsin their ill-
ness, and was most kinc to me. When the
athers proposed to throw me upon the parish,
the good Annie would not hear of it, but said :
¢ L will look to poor Charlie while I live ; and
at my death it will be time enouyh then. The
others took 1o interest in the disposal of me, so
long as 1 was not a burden upon them ; and

Annie got her own way. With her 1 lived for

six years : I shared her bed, and often scanty
meal ; but she always gave me the larger share,

e loved me as her own child ; and I loveq
and obeyed her as if she had been my mother,
aud still revere her memory. :

Poor Annie's wag a common lot. Born of
poor but respectable parents, she had been gent,
in earlylife from her father's home to serviee,
in which she continued, with o fajr character,
for many years.  With styret econnmy, she
had saved out of her wages a good snm of
money for ‘her station, and became a prize
worth winning to Young men in her sphere of

Inanvevil hour for her,
came the wife of one who proved unworth_y of
hor... Short was her dream of bappiness, “Her
husband, who had no money of his owny, got ail
sbe had to commence business for berself; like
many others, he could be g servany, but not a
master. - With money in his power he had not
toiled for, he became improvidens and dissipa-
ted : in a few vears, all was gone,
comfurt had Jong before fled poor A
side ; now eare and want' had beeo
stant inmates; still Annie strugg
‘the flood of poverty. At length

© ite-work : her husband died and
tute.  After his death, she main
by lubor, until old age rendereq 1

she was won, and be-

Feace ang
rnie’s fire.
me its con.
led on to stem
dissipation dig
left her desti.
tained hersels

| city at the first peep of dawn : I remained in
| bed until her return.  Very soon, however, she

| sallied forth with Annie, my little basket on my

forth m tne “evening on our weary rounds.—
{ During the intervals between our wanderings

{ourlittle window, and learned my alphabet;

perform a whole day’s work, and recuced her to
her present low estate.

. How strong is woman's love! Young as 1
was, I remebered how her eyes brightened when
she spoke of her husband—her favourite theme
--of hix good looks; then all his evil doings
were forgotten and buried with him ; his good
alone survived. Then would she weep, and say,
¢ Save a few faults, he was the best of men.’ 1
never heard her murmer at her lot.  She often
said to me : ¢ Charlie, put your trust in God, |
and He wiil never forsake you. 1 am now old,
and He has supported me through many trials,
for my trust was in Him,
piery a poor gatherer (ehiffonniere), than 1 was
Eefore ; for when | was adding to my wealth, 1|
was full ofcare; and when my hnsband was
squandering it, I had both care and sorrow. Now
I can lift my heart in humble dependence on
One who is stronger than I; no care for the
morrow disturbs my mind. ' I can say in. sin-
cerity of heart : # Sufficient for the day is-the
evil thereof.”’

I was t00 young for many months to accom-
pany her through the street and lanes of the

taught me to be useful to her. 1kindled the
fire before her return, and ran messages for the
neighbours, and throve apace, and became
sharp and active for my years At length, I

arm, to wander with her in the gray of a sum-
mer morning; searching among the ashes and
rubbish for anything we could turn to account,
triflos that had been thrown into the streets by
people a few grades better off in their circum-
stances than poor Annie. “Again we wandered

Anuie plied her wheel and spun,and J sat by
for she had got some teaching in her youth,
could read her Bible, and scrawl a few lines—
not very easy to decipher. Such wasmy teach-
er, and I made progress.

For weeks and months 1 sat at her side, and
was patiently taught by her, uutil | could reud
my catechism, and andwer ever question it con.
tained. Her well-thumed Bible next she made
me read aloud to her. The first feeling of pride
Lever felt was when she sid; ¢ Charlie, you
read the blessed book  hetter than i can. 1
had toil and privation ; yet I looked back on
these as happy days.

Our quiet hearth was often disturbed by the
brawls of our neighbours; for dire necessity
compelled Annie to liveamong the offscourings
of saciety, where intemperance and profanity
prevailed ; still "the most abandowed of our
neighbours. respected Annic,  Such is the
homage vice pays to virtue. -~ Tven in this re-
treat of ahject poverty, there were diffgrent
grades of charaeter, and some froe from any
stain save poverty.  Of such was one we used
to call the Mourning Lady.,

In the next room to Arnie lived this mysteri-
ous female. No one knew her name ; the
neighbours in the garret called her the Mourn.
ing Lady, for ‘she was always in deep mourn-
ing ; but not that of awidow. ¥From her man- |
ners and dress, she could not, in former years,
have been the child of poverty. She was not
an old woman. Herface was finely formed, but
very pale, and she looked sad, and spoke hibi-
tually low m her pleasant Euglish accent. Com-
pared with the others, her voice was music to
my younger ear.  She held intercourse with
none save Annie, and Annie loved and respect-
ed her. ' Neither of us was everin her TO0m—
the ladyseldom ever left it, and then only after
nightfall.  Once or twice, she was absent from
her room for a few days, and was always sadder
when she came back. ~ She appeared to us to
have no mode of living ; for she neither spun
nor sewed, yet never wanted food as others did
often. It was enlyon the sabhath evening that
she came to Annie's room, when we went to
church together—1 under Annie's cloak to hide
my rags. - On our return, she nevey spoke of
anything but religious snbjects,  Afier a
short stay she would retire to hey room until
the follnwing Sabbath,

One afternoon, a short time before
I set out on our rounds, the lady came into our
room, and asked me to earry o letter to a hotel
in town, and wait an answer, Away I ran. It
was with difficulty T could get the proud waiter
to take the letter tram me. and deliver it ; but
at leogth he did." T waited only o short time
on the steps outside the door—I"was tno ragged
to stand in the lobby. Whena fetter wuga',:i‘
ven tome I ran home with it, The Mourning
Lady wasstill with Annie : she opened it.  As
she read, I saw the tears yun down her pale
face.. - She spoke -not oue word, but *‘I'hank
you, Charlie,' and retired into her own
room.

Next forenoon, sfter our return from the
morming's gathering, she took Annie into her
room : | was by herside. The lady was more
gemposed. A small bundle in a black silic hand.
kerchiel lay on alittle table, » Anuie, said she
‘Iam gping nowy to leave you, I would reward
your kindness, but I have not the power.
Whatever js in this room, I leave to you ; it is
not much. Farewell, good -Annie ; we ghall
vever: meet again until we meet in heaven.’
Her voice faltered. ; both wer

Anuie and

1ex unable to

: 2 in tears. [ oot
the little bundte on my head ; ¢ God comg)rt

Iam now far hap-|

rask five shillin

When we came within a few doors of the hotel
the lady took tae bundle from me and gave me
a piece of silver - There was a post-chaise at
the door ; a gentleman handed her in, and it
drove away. I returned to Annie, and showed
her my rickes, elate with joy ; but Annie was
weeping.

That day, we removed what was of use to
Annie, and she disposed of the ther articles.
There was not much ; but it was g treasure to
poor Annie, and enab}
veral little comforts,
hand dress,

Of a very different character was Miss Jane,
who exhibited, in the room on our left, a melan-
choly specimen of human frailty ; her life was
a:series of broken resolutions, sin, and repent-
ance.. Her relations were wealthy and respec:
table, but she had 'worn out their endurance by
her evil hahits, and' she was ‘disowned by themn
the last for ardent Spirits was her bane. She
was not always, however, under the influence
of this passion ; ‘but’ would for weeks be sober
and mdustrious.  She was expert at needle
work of the highest quality, and could maintain
herself genteely and comfortably,

In her lucid intervals she was all penitence
and self upbraiding ; ¢he was even religious,
and attended chiureh regularly, - At theae times
annie would say : ¢ trust Miss Jane is at last
a reformed woman,” Vain hope ! Perhaps next
movning, as we went out, e would find her a-
sleep at her door, in a helpiess state of intoxi-
cation. - Then she would continue a new course
of drinking until all hey former earnings were
gone, andany elothes she could spare in pawn,

ed her to procure se-
and me a cheap second-

to be redeemed again by toil and in penitence.

Such was this vietim of a low passiot — still
young and handsome, when dressed and in her
sober neriods, Annie often remonstrated and
exhorted with her, She would say : ¢ Poor
lost woman! It in this world and the “'0}'“
1o come ; for the seriptures say again and again :
* No drunkard shial] enter into the kingdom of
Heaven,”?

Miss Jane.would tartly reply : “Annie, I'am
not a drunkard—J only take a ramble at a time,
but for weeks I never taste or care for it: not
like some of our neighbours, who are never so-
ber when they can get drink. I scorn the name
of drunkarq 1’ Such was Miss Jane.

After the Mourni:xg Lady left us, the room

S00n got anew tenant, Like her, he had not the |.

ppearance of the usual occupiers of these
wretched dens, for rooms they could scarcely
be called—they were low and campeeiled, the
windows smal}; anq looking only on the sky, or
the roofs of the opposite buildings. The new
tenant’s appearance was gentle and subdued ;
but there wasa fire in his eve attimes, as it
glunc_ed from under his high pale brow.  His
clothing was genteel, but bare, aged, and well-
k“l"ﬂ- Isoon learned taat he was en unsue-
cessiul artist, who had come to the city, un-
known to fame, to court he favours in a new
sphere of action, When not reading to Annie,
| Spent my time in his room, gazing in wonder

on the creations of his pencil—the beautitul
forms that,

rise out of n
the pannel,
but I could

othing, and remain permanent on

Isaw them assume their forms,
ot comprehend how; 1 thought it
Was something more than human.

Beautiful as they were, he could not live up-
on them, scarcely by them. 1 was his agent
n the sale of his pictures, and carried them to
+1€ pawn or the deajers, asking a small sum,
i g v e o e

0 Cthoice, however : one 1 was told to
two shillings i]f“]’r,\‘bmught m? u'“. 0(?&1‘ (.)f onl?;
i & SIX pence ; this was among
his first. T carrieq back to him, and told
\V!mt} had been offered. I knew he had not
goL his breakfast, and had nothing in the house.
With a (lc'*l_’"lldiﬂg look, he said: ¢ Charlie, I
}}ave 0 choice : o, take the money ; but it is
tar too small a sum for such a picture.’
A‘\'a}'ll ran back 1o the dealer; but he wouid
s artist sighed when | gave him t‘h‘
pittance, and seng e for bread and cheese with
the half of i¢. 4
whzl).il U[S il(;«’u?(tlru:'ékled {m, iaking for his works
e tar Be% At times, I was told to

k with ar ¥ i 4
t another. The artist never
went himself: &

< he was 100 baghful—q feeling 1
kuew nothing aboyt, at this time, Tor sevcf'ﬂl
;no.mhs. l‘ne had struggled on, and was getting
,O“er and lm-er. I spirits,  His piczurés did
1oL, by the prices 1 80t from the dealers, ap-
PEAr 10 vise in the public opinion, and want was
pressing hard upon him. + Charlie, said he to
me, I wili make one effort more : I have a
fn\'o}mte sk.etch I have kept for hz;pnw: times :
Lwill try jt ot my utmost need, If iy fails, 1
l‘)ull_ forsake ¥t 308 over; dor T eannot . Lvé

¥, it anth must have mistaken my talent,’

; ﬁxe Pleture was taken 1o 4 dealer : he gave
me five shillicg for it, and bade me call again in
a day O two with another, returned to the.
§}‘}2‘8t Tejoiemg, and tn)d what the dealer lad
;(;1. ‘,.but I never 2% him 80 much depressed,
1o WFOUBKE nane for the negt two days. A
i;mff:,h hunger pressed ; 1'got one that he had
fo."r t;}‘}ls’a"f tn to thp dealer. ¢ 1 do not care

1S, he saiq ; « bring me a companion to
::"E last, and [ i}y 8ive you the same sum for
Ibegged him ¢ take

the
he gave me two gk i arolghl, ind

¥0u, poor lady,’ said "Annie as we'went out.

lings forit. T wan to the

artist with the money, and told him the order I |

yhad got, thifking he would rejoice ; for five
shillings seemed 30 me a Jarge sum.

1 expected 1o see him pleased—not o ; he
groaned, and buried his face in his hands. ls
it come to this ?’saidhe, ¢Iow can ] have
mistaken my vocation so murh P At le ngth he
raised his head—liis eyes were damp: -+ My
povertys and not may will, consents.” The Dic-
ture was finished, troe to the time,and I was
despatched with it. It was on a small panel,
for the artist was too poor to paint a large
one, or time from his wants to spare : he paint-
ed ior bare lite, .

When I reached the shop, alniost breathless
with the haste I made. there was a gentleman
in convercation with the dealer. 1 have said |
was not bashful ; so I went boldly up to tte
counter, nor heeded ths gestures the deales
made me to keep back and leave. the shop, ‘I
was too anxious to get the money, and earry it
to the aitist ; and placing it upon ‘the eounter
before him, said » * You promised me five shil-
lings ; it is the same size as the other one. He
wotld have covered the picture, but it was noy
vetdry, T pertinacionsly stood by the counter
and insisted upon hay ng the money. The
gentleman looked ut the picture, then at the
dealer, :

* Why.” said he,ithis is the companion to the
one I bought from you the other day, fer
which you charged me two gumeas. What is
the price, boy ¢ : ;

‘ Five shillings, sir,’ was my answer. He
looked at the dealer, who was looking a3 me
as if he could haye killed me on the
spot,

‘! For shame " said he tothe dealer. * 1
will deal with the artist himself. Here, pecr
boy, are the two guineas I was to have paid for
it, and a shilling to yourself. Give this eard to
to the artist, and teéll him to0 call on me. 1
ran out of the shop, and reached home breath-
less from joy and the speed with which 1 had
run up the long turnpike stair to our gaaret. I
ran first to Annie to give hermy shilling,—a
great sum to her, {or she was now in bad health
anc very frail, and unable to wander far at ni.gb',.
or morning. ‘The anxious artist heard my joy-
ous voice as I told her my good fortune ; he
came in hastily, and | gave him the two pound
notes and the two shiliings, with the eard, and
told him what the gentleman said.

He leaped for joy, then sank into a chair, and
remained silent for some time, yazing on the
card. The money he seemed not to care for—
it remained in his hand unlooked at ; he seem-
ed to me a5 if bhe cared not about the money~~
the small ‘it “of eard engrossed his whole
thonght.  When he rose to go into his own
room—¢ Chaylie ’ said he, ¢ here are the. odd
shillings for vou : Tam still your debtor,” This
was a white day for usall.

That same d.ay, the artist’s garb was improv-
ed, and he came'home with a larget canvas than
[ had ever seen him use before. He was in
great SPIrits ; and he set to work, and whistled
or sung from daylight until twilight : the canvas
| glowed under his brush as | stood by his side

10 my young mind, he made to|gazing in admiration, At length the picture
e B b

was finished, and taken home.  On his return,
joy and hope shone in his countenance : he was
most liberal to me. He paiated only two or
three moye pictures in the garvet which Le left
for a more respectable Jodging. He was at
length known to fame, and no longerat the
mercy of the dealers, who would now have of-
fered pounds for the shillings they had giv-
en me. 3 .
1t will seem surprising that in a community
like ours there was a miser ! ‘I'here was, in-

deed, a revoking chaxacter, o neighbour - in the

garret, the poorest of the poor inmates, for the
was haunted by the demon of poverty, in the
spirit of greed. e was alw;\ys‘ whining and
complaining, yet, the iomates affirmed that he
had money, and could live better than he did.
tle was not an aged man, yet lean and haggard
m hisappearance, as if bowed down by years.
He was always begging from the other inmates,
he denied himself even necessary food, He
had 2 box of hardware, spectacles, and other
goods ;. but, if we couid believe him, he never
made any sales ; he begged from his neighbours
a share of their scanty meals, and sat by their
firesides until he was unwelcome. But_ he cared
not for their hints to retire—even insult feil
unheeded on his ears, so long as he enjoyed the
comforts of a fire, a thing he never had in
his own room. X 4
Yeu this miserable man had once lived in
affluence, and was liberal and hl}mune, antyl,
by some mishap—I never knew of what nature
—was sunk to beggery, when his whole nature
changed. He had one daughter, who had been
for a time the companion of his misfortunes. In
his most abject want, she had been married (o
an industrious tradesman, depending only on
his Jabour, and having little to bestow on ber
father. Several times she came to visit him,
and bring a few comforts, such as she could
spare from her poor home——ll'\er father accept-
ing everything, yet grumbling. He was al-
ways in want—the pest ot the wbolc garret. [
will not dwell much longer on him. :
At length, after four days of continued ab-
sence, Aunie and the neighbours became anx-
ious to know what had become of this miserable
being, for no one had heard him go o I was
sent to his daughter, and brought her with me.
Wken the door was forced, | shall never forget
the sight Lhat presented itself.  Upon the wl.




