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An Episode to the President of the New England
Socéety, whs recommends the introduction of
Womsn in place of Wine at entertainments.

Oz, weak and foolhirdy reformer!
To substitute woman for wine,
The glow of whose presence is warmer
Than sunniest juice of the vine.

Believe me, less fatal are juleps
Than woman in witchery skilled;
For there oozes more venom from two lips
Than ever from grain was distilled.

‘Who barters for beauty his whisky,
The change will be certain to rue;
For her eyes shed.a spirit more frisky

Than lurksin the «mountain dew.™

Ah! those eyes at eacit meeting so merry,
You'll find to outsparkle champagne !
And ringlets more golden than sherry
- Will fuddle too well the poor brain.

More tapering necks than the bottle’s,

With mouths more bewilderingly crowned,
Will pout from their ravishing throttles '

A stream that a sage would confound.

If wine makes us brutes, love is able
To turn us to fools with like ease ;
If the one lays us under the table,
T’other brings us at least to our knees.

Btill at table some mischief she’s brewing;
Her feet scrape acquaintance below ;

Ah ! no heel-taps so pregnant with ruin,
As those hidden taps of the toe,

And hands, between courses at leisure,
Make friends when there's no one to mark;
Ab'! less poison yield grapes under pressure
Thaxz fingers thus squeezed in the dark,

As home reels the toper of beauty,

. How crimson s visage, poor elf!

How feyered he sleeps ! how his duty
If left to take care of itself!

‘When thwarted, how palsied his powers,
Till he sinks in despair at death’s door;

Oh! if woman her victim thus lowers,
Say, what can the bottle do more ?

No spiritso ardent as woman's—
So sure to intoxicate man ;

Her touch is ¢ delirinm tremens,"”
That maddens him more than he can.

The glance of her eye is ¢ blue ruin,*”
Her blush is the blood of the vine,
Her pout is a punch in whose brewing

Tart, sugar and spirit combine.

Bo sparkling, so heating, so heady,

No hope for her victim appears ;
Should her smiles only render him giddy,
Ue’ll surely bemade drunk with her tears.

Not the grape-juice of Iden madd Adam X
So stupidly forfeit his all ;

But thelure of his volatile madam
Led him tipsily on to his fall.

Not the wines of fair Cyprus the rover
So sure as the woman beguile ;

Better rest where is he, « half sea’s over,”
Than steer for so fatal an isle.

Oh! then shun such a tempter as this is,
Nor commence such hazardous court,
Who embarks on the waves of Ler tresses

Will grieve that he ventured from Port.

Trom Chambers’s Journal for April.
MILICENT.
IN TWO CHAPTERS,—CHAP. II.

We do not care to go into the details of the
warfare that inevitably raged between Milicent
and her relations. L he oppressed and the op-
pressor cannot strike hands unless the former
18 worthy of hLis fate ; and no consideration
could prevent the proud vehement girl from
betraying her fcelingsat times. For her sister’s
saise, she contrelled such rash speeches as the
one which had exasperated her uncle’s aversion
oc the night of her arrivat ; but her profound
georn for his character and conduct could be
read in tones and gestures which she did not
try L propitiate.  Mr. Rivington’s hatred for
the girl he had ipjured grew. morbid under
these provocations ; the glance of her eyes, if|
they happened to fall upon his face—and all |
thie more, it seemed, because of their beauty—
excited in him an" uneasy emotion of aversion.
Tke tones of ker clear rich voice grated on his |
ear ; he followed every lithe and graceful mo- |
tion with a fasciuated repugnance.  Zlmost !
to the same extent, but from a different cause, l
Augusta shared ber father's feelings. The
beauty of her cousin, the charm of her ardent
conversation, lightened by the fire of a crude

1 do,and I will be led ; come—aor, rather, never |

twould have been hard to say wh

who rarely deigned to exert herself from habit-
val indifference, and showed such contempt for
her own arts of pleasing, was very hard to
brook.

‘ How many admirers were you bent on ge
curing this evening ?* the young lady demand-
ed bitterly on one oceasion, when Milicent,
being excited to talk, had engaged all ears by
her grace and enthusi sm.

¢ None.  To try to be admired is'one of the
humiliations to ‘which nothing can bring nie
bat I don’t deny thst I enjoy myself to-night.
I found it pleasant to prove that 1 had not lost
everything with my fortune.’ ;

Mrs Rivington sueered: ¢ Omnipotent in
charms! I like your modesty: It wasa pity
they had not always been so powerful I’

It was impossible not to detect come insult
in the implication.  To bave let it pass, would
have been wisdom and dignity ; but it would
have been impossible to Milicent.  With the
keen intuition of her sex, she felt the blow was
aimed where it would Le sacrilege to let it
fall.

¢What do you mean ?* she demanded, scarce-
ly ‘conscious of the imperiousness of her. tone,
her whole form dilating, and cheek and eye
kindling together.

* Look at the girl!" eried Mrs Rivington,
exci‘ed in her turn. ¢ Are we her siaves, that
she dares to take sucha tone ?  Youseen to
defy me, madam, to tell my meaning. Iallude
towhat all the world knows, that you were
Jilted by Luke Forrester !’

¢ Because I was no longer an heiress# The
words were spoken very softly.  Milicent had
covered her flushed “face with her hands ; the
tears were falling unchecked through her fing-
ers. ¢

‘Let them think it I’ she said to herself,—
¢ To defend his character to these would bLe to
humiliate him.” She was dwelling on the
recollection of his worth: It lowered ber pride

¢ ButI am almost as happy now with you
Miily, as ['was then, the }Ou-nger would éav,
pressing against her sister’s side, and misin'g
fet: heavy eyes 'to the anxious eyes that
watched her ; ¢ only I never want to'go down
stairs.’ :

What hours Milicent passed when Lilly was
asleeys, after every point of love, regret, and
desire, had been touched to the quick in her
childish talk ! —how her love grew under the
pressure of self-reproach and hopelessness, un-
til the force of the cumulating fervour startled
herself | “What could she do at such times but
recall every trait of noble heart and generous
principle, who Lad been shown from the hour
when the boy-lover had knelt at her almost
childish feet, upto the day of their separation
—uwhat could she do in her present misery but
paint the future that might have been in impos-
sible ‘colours, and streteh ‘out her vain hands
after the unatlainable ?

¢ Does he loye. me still  was the question,
perpetually silenced to return again.

Mr Halford, who watehed her whenever he
had an opportunity, wondered a litlle at her
ceaseless restlessness.  ‘The colour for ever
fluctuating on her cheek, the light for ever
gleaming i the eyes, shewed a heart never at
rest.  lde had seen her in rare moments of ab-
straction, with her eyes fixed as if looking be-
voud present things, with an eager yearning
expression, and then soften iato tears. It was
strange ‘how this moved him ; he longed to
draw near and speak: gently and soothingly to
her ; he longed to meet thatasking look, and
see the satistied glance fall on himself. He
had many a time been conscious of an entirely
new emotion, when he had marked the tender
passion with which she caressed the timid
Lilly, or heard it vibrating inthe tones of her
voice.

‘ I'begin to fear 1 am in love.” he thought ;

to the dust ; it exalted 1t anew to think he had
loved her. Memories of low words, scarcely l
heard, but never forgotten; kisses dearer with
each reiteration ; golden  plans frustrated ; ',
life’s happiness sacrificed to the resentment of|
an howr—possessed and moved her beyond her}|
contral., ' Even his friendship rejected | ¢ Of- |
fer it to meagain, Luke, and I will take it hum- |
bly. Come and teach me what now Lought to ;
come rback, lest 1 sob out my
feer.”
¢If T had lost a lover, I would never cry for|
him,” said Augusta’s  voice, breaking up. the
love dream. ‘
Milieent raised her tearful face witha proud |
smile. ¢ Different principles move us, you |
know. I seldom shed tears; but thereare !
some tauntsa woman cannot bear.’ iy .
Augusta’s wes not a thoroughly bad nature; |
and it she hated her cousin, and tormented |
heras onl\" one young woinan can tormeunt ano-
ther, over and sbove all wasthe excuse of jea-|
lousy. }
Mr Halford had nevet declared himself as a
lover otherwise than Ly attentions sufficient to !
bind 2 man of a nice sense of horour ; but !
Augusta had long accounted him as such. |

love at your |

it
at had attract- |
ed him toher. e wasa man of good fortune |
much courted in society, and known as one of |
the most subtle and successful veviewers ot the |
day. He held such a literary reputation very !
lightly; some men on less would have demanded ;
laurels and a statue. Augusta was very pretty, |
very amiable, to him : she sang well ; and hei!
had a prejudice, he said, against clever wo-|
wen,  Moreover, he wanted a wife ; that he%
esteemed her worthy of the honour, his atten-

tions bad seemed to prove. e still paid his

couwrt to her, but it was in languid form. Even

while talking to her—or worse, turning over

the leaves of bhis favourite songs—his eyes |

4 were continually engrossed in watching Mili- |

cent. 1t was not absolutely a gracious scruti-|
ny, but it seemed an absorbing one ; and Au-|
gusta trembled, not only lest the unexception-
able match should escape her, she was an heir-
ess iv her turn, and might have locked higher
~—but lest the man she loved in ber degree
should dirappoint the hopes he had justly ex-
cited.

Mr Halford was nota man of punetilious
honour ; he said to himself, no word pledged
him to Augusta; the girl was the veriest but-
terfly, incapabls of love.—She was rich now,
and could look bigher; and, in trath, so at-
tractive a woman as Milicent T'vrrell had never
vefore crossed his path. ;

e did not see riearly as much of her as he
wished. = Lilly’s health” was very delicate jand |
if the weather was fine, Milicent would ke out
walking with her in the adjacent park ; other-
wise, engaged in teaching her— for she had un-
dertaken what education was practicable—in
another room. “the season was advancing into
summer : and  both sivters willingly availed
themselves of the seclusion of their bedroom—
the only privacy recure to them-——and here the
long evenings were perpetually spent.  Mili-
cent left nothing untried to soften to Lilly the

but brilliant genius, when curcumstances* over- {
cam® her haughty reserve—every gift and |
grace she possessed wasa heavy eross under |
which she groaned duly. To be eclipsed was a |
:pew thing to Augusta, whose sister mg] never !
‘eontended against her acknowledged mfeyxor- !
ity of attzaction ; but to be cclipsed by Milicent

change in her lot ; shetired her imagination in

weaving stories for her amusement, sang 1n un-

der-tones the songs which had a string in every’,

note, snd talked, to please the tender droopiny

child, of Roseneath and the agonising past, till

l!:_vr cheoked passionate heart was ready to
urst.

‘and with a woman witha temper !’

Circamstances ' precipitated this conviction,
One evening, on going to the house, he found
Milicent alone in the drawing-room ; she was
laying on the sofa, her face buried in the cush-
ions, and her whole frame trembling with ex-
citement. e dfined there had been sirife
amongst the women ; he knew what ‘would be
the chief weapons employed by the one side,
and he felt a powerful emotion of indigna-
tion.

+ Miss Tyrrell; forgive my intursion,’ he said,
¢ I thought the room was empty.’

Milicent sprang up precipitately, her cheeks
burning with shame. ¢ That.you should see
me thus !’ she begen warmly; but her listener
was gazing at  her with such compassion, that
it melted her pride, and she burst agun into
tears. ¢ lam overcome with what has just
passed,” she resumed, struggling successiully
against her tears, and turning a little away :
* it shall be the Jast dispute we have.  If I live
here ‘much longer, God knows what I might
become ! I can bear no more; I ought to
bear no more. <You have shewn a friendly
fecling towards us, Mr Halford ; will you help
us to get a living?’  She smiled s she spoke,
and wried to throw a tone of gayety icto the
words but ‘her earnestness mastered her, ¢1
am resolved to leave this house,’ she pursued,
interrupting Mr Halford’s- disclaimer ; ¢ and
equally resolved not to be dependent eisewhere,
Itisin your power to help me; it is not in
your power to dissuade me. I am not out of
my senses when Italk of getting a living. An
cld servant left me an inalienable annuity of
twenty pounds; I have good knowledge of
music, and can sing well. 1f 1 can get daily
pupils, we can not only live, l}ur. live beyond
fear of abject poverty, to which 1 would not
submit my sister. 1 have a friend, poor, but
of unguestioned respectability, who will let me
have a room in her house. Some people, whom
1 knew in my father’s lifetime, and who ad-
mired my singing, will, I dare say, have no ob-
jection to my teaehing their children ; Ishall
ask nothing else from them.  You have a large
circle of friends, will you speak for me? But
I forget ; you have never heard me sing.’

She was moving towards the piano at once;
she had spoken with suck breathless eagernnss,
he had not been able to interrupt her ; now he
suddenly stretched forth his hand, and inter-
cepted her intention.

‘ You would stoop to this !’ he exclaimed;
¢ you would - teach where you are known ! jou
would play for my approbation ! Milicens " ~ -~
He broke off abrupti— and took a turn through
the room. Milicent gazed at him in surprise.

¢ It Tam proud,’ she ssid coldly, ¢it is not
the pride that unfits me to submit to necessity.

{ Teaching music does not seem tome a degrada-

ton. I love musie,’ she added kindling, ¢ 1f
I have only pupils enough to provide what my
sister needs, I shall be happier thun [ have
been since—since long.’

‘1t is drudgery of the worst kind; it is
slavery of the mind and body ; it would be
deuth to you !’ intexjected Mr Halford hursidly.
* Milcent, you asked my services ; mine is the
place of suppliant: 1 scarcely.lmew L loved
you till this mement ; I feel it now in every
pulse of wy being ; accept my love; command
me as my wife.’

He had begun in doubt, without meaning to
g0 80 far; but,as she stood erect, incredulous,
beautiful beyond any other women he knew ;

1 his passion kud Lindled. e spoke at last fer-! temperament,

T,

e

vently ; he wished he had the power and elo-
quence of a god to conctrain or win her.-

¢ Mr Halford,’ said Milicent, coldly, ¢ you
are carried away by an impulse of generosity,
for which 1 might thank you, if I could see you
in any other light than my cousin’s suitor. Ler
us forget .what we have ‘said to one and-
thexi | shall be able to carry out my plane
alone,’

She turned away as stately and inaccessible
as ona former oceasion : but there was no un~
dercurrent of feeling now to flush tha pale cheek
or shine in the averted eves,

Mr Halferd, convinced of her siucerity, felt
animated by only one desire—to congrer her
indifference. She was more desirable 1o him
than ever.  With moreabandon than he would
have conceived possible an hour ago, he renew-
ed protestations and entreaties ; he even threw
himselfat her feet.

“For your own sike, sir, rise P exclaf-
med Milicent, indignantly ; * and do me the
honovr to believe what I'sa - 1 resent vou:
pertinacity asan insult; you have forgotten
your engagement ?  Iush ! 1 hear voices j for
pity’s sake do mot subjecs me to this new
contumely I’

It was too late; Augusta and her mother had
entered the room. There could be no doubs
of the position of the two; Mr Halford was
flushed and disconcerted ; Milicent Jooked in-
dignant and distressed.  Augusta turned pale
as the truth flashed upon her mind, and a3
down to coneeal her emotion ; she had enough
of digni’y to wish to hide from the man thas
had betrayed her, how deeply she felt the woung
She did not think Milicant had tried to seduce
his affection. but she rather hated her the more
that her triumph had been so involuntary and
uncared for, %

Mrs Rivington judged differently : she had
not a doubt that the whole uffair was the resuls
of the arts of the girl they had fostered ; she
bad complained of her position, had secretly
disparaged lier cousin ; it wasa tissue of ingra-
titude and deceit ! Wer face flushied ; words of
vituperation rushed to her lips ; but Mr Halford
interposed.

¢ You have surprised me at an unhappy mo-
ment, madam,’ he said, with heightened “color,
¢ Your niece is not happy in your home. 1 ‘was
beseeching her to become the mistress of mine
but:in vain,’

¢ Sir =My Halford—such-effrontery I never
heard--Augusta ! interjected Mrs Rivington ¢
but Mr Haliard bowed and was gone, and a mo-
ment after Augusta ran out of the room.,

Had the intention of leaving her uncle's
house not been formed in Milicent’s mind, that
hour would buve matured it. 'The late cause
of dispute had been her refusal to accompany
them ‘to Roseneath, whither the family were
about to proceed. Apart from the agomsing
associations and regrets the place would excite
she cou'd not baar to go to Luke Forrester’s
immediate neighbourhood. She had begged to
remain at home under any deprivations ; had
humbled herself to expostulation ; but in vain.
Now to the taunts and sneers her reluctance,
and at length her refusal, had excited, was ad-
ded Mrs Rivington’s abuse of her treachery
towards Augusta ; all that a eourse and vulgar
mind could suggest in the first outburst  of
wrath, was poured forth without  restraint,—
Milicent listened with silent scorn, ill some
epithet more approbious than the rest stung her
sensibility to the quick,

£ No more, madam ; [ can bearno more ! ghe
cried inan agony. ¢ If the alternative was
deathy I could not pass another night under
your roof.’ :

Milicent did not belin the confidence she had
professed to Mr Halford in her capability .of
earningo livelihood as a teacher of musie, but
brought nobly all her energies of mind and
body to the task. Without that gentleman's
assistance, she obtained as many pupils as she
wished ; and as the majority paid hLer, contrary
to custom, not according to her poverty, but her
desert, she had no difficulty in discharging all
her obligations, and provided for her sister the
comforts and luxuries that were indispensable.
fers was Xiot an easy task to fulfil; bred in the
refinement of wealth and rank,'she fols painful-
Iy the entire absence of these accessories, of
life which custom had made all but essential ;
and, above all othey deprivations; was that of
the pure keen air, the open cdowns, and wide
horizons of her native country.
£ O foralong, deep breath ot that exhilata-
ting air '—a moment’s glance over the froe
open lancscape 1o the ocean ! was so prepetual-
ly the uppermost aspiration of her soul, that it
threatened to become a complete malkeur de
poys ; and then Milicent’s fine sense and fort;-
tude rose to keep the evils incheck. Then the
physical and mental fatigue of her calling were®
new things to Milicent, but not of that class'
which were likely to find her vanquished by
them, Her health was g50d, and she had
never beer careful of fatigue ; mereover, the
long walks that were necessary frem: one house
to another, were ofien the best relief to her
restless and vehement mind.  The hardest ef-
for of ull was tobear with gentleness and patience
the dullness or carelessness o her pupils, whick
was torture to her quick intelligence and sensi-
tive ear. - Had there been some tender eve to
mark and applaud her efforts over her nztural
and scme high pelpable awazd




