
4 THE GLEANER. 
TE Cv 

THE | SPIRIT: / OF, THE MAGAZINES. 
— 

NY TIMES ARE IN THY HAND, 
«Faruer, know that all my life 

Ts portioned out for me, | 
And the changes that will surely come 

++. Ido not fear to see ;— ; 
But I ask Thee for a present mind, 

Intent on serving Thee. © «= 

_ T'ask Thee for a thoughtful love, 
By constant watching wise," 

To esi he glad With cheerful smiles, 
© And to try the weepin, eyes; 
Aula or Ra from itself, 
To soothe #xd sympathise. 

"Task Thee for the daily strength, 
To none that ask denied, ~~ = 

. And 2 mind to blend with outward life, | 
. While keeping by Thy side; 

~ Content to fill a little space 
“© 50 Thou be glorified. 

- And if some things I do not ask 
"| In my cup of blessing be, ~~ | 
+ £ would have mpsamisio flied the more 
+ With grateful love to Thee; «© 

a4l 

: And anxious, leds to serve Thee mush, 
: © Than to please Thee perfectly. * 

There are thorns, besetting every path, 
| AVLIcR call for watchful care; | 

oi Thoce is a.cross in every lot, 
~, 1» And an earnest need for prayer; 
«But a quiet mind thattests on Thee 

' 1 I3 happy anywhere. £80 § ob eve 

"In a service which Thy'love Appoints 
, 1, There are po bonds, for ne, 
For my secret heart has taught the truth 
+ Which makes Thy people: free; 
And a life of self-renouncing love 
© Isa life of liberty. Cokes 

Zs 

(Bibs Sof foi' Shiites Magdsine. 
is PEE. ATADROON GIRL. 
‘THE tfopical heat of noontide Was over; but 
the air wasstill sultry and oppressive, A slight 
breeze had, indeed sprung up, but too langid to 
~raise the heads of the drooping flowers, it.only 
whispered (to them; perchance in’ praise (of their 
luxurious grace, and then died’ again into stiil- 
ness. : 
There was but one moving figure to be seen, 

and it ill accorded with the desolate character 
of the landscape, for Lueille, the Quadroom 
girl, was very beautiful, and, clad in the bril- 
liant hues which so well became her, seemed to 
tread the lonely path by the light of her own 
loveliness. di " 

It ‘was indeed a dreary scene, for she was 
approaching one of those extinct volcanoes with 
which the island of Martinique abounds, and the 
rugged ground was seared and darkend by the 
‘hot breath which’ had passed over it. Here 
and there the masses of gray stone were clothed 
‘with the exuberant vegetation of that glowing 
oclimate, but for the most part ull was bare and 
black, as though some ancient curse rested upon 
the spot, and chilled the generous hand of na- 
ture. - 

Lucille seemed little to heed the scene ; her 
large eyes, dark as might,” were sadly ‘gazing 
eastward, and her small head set so proudly on 
the column like throat, was bent dejectedly, Oc- 
casionally she mised it to reconnoitre, and at 
last a gleam of pleasure and: recognition shot 
across her face. A stranger would never have 
dreamed of human habitation in that wild spot, 
but Lucille’s eves sought out: a..dark hollow in 
the rock; and ‘already distinguished withir. it 
the stooping formiof an'aged woman. © As she 
approached, her stép’ gnickened, and at last, 
seemingly, in unconquerable impatience, che 
darted forward into ‘the cavern. 
“What, Lucille! arid hast thod come at last ?* 

said the old woman, ‘and will naught bug sor- 
Tow ever bring thee to my side ® Nay, deny 
it not, there are tears in thy heart, hanging 
“like thunder rain if tae heavens ; and see, the 
first touch of my hand has brought the torrent 
down!" : 

It was true, Liicille Nad ‘fling herself to the 
ground in an agony of tears, the violence of her 
sobs shaking. down her hair into a wilderness of 
darkness round her polished shoulders, ~ Very 
soon however, like the storm-drops to which the 
old crome bad compared them, the large tears 
ceased to How, and she looked up. 3017, 
Mother youware nght,’ she sid ; ¢ Whether 

by the power of that dark art which all aseribe 
to you, or whether by the love you. bear me, 
1 know not—bnt you read clearly as ever the 
sceret of my heart, and I dare 
deny it.’ eon 

¢ Gabriel has ELL jf 
¢ Itis so, mother, but oh! te]] me, tell me 

at least, that my heart is stillmy own—that he 
bas striven to free it, but cannot,’ : 

¢ Lucille, 

+ Oh! mother, there is nothing I could net 
‘bearif hebut lovesme still—~did I not tei you 
long since, when first 1 bent over him ‘in that 
wild fever, that T could die content; nay, 

canst thou Lear it 21 ctf tell thee 
| 

{ whithered lips. ¢ Even now, 

‘at the sound of his ig 
0 

could live, and see. his face no more, if but 
once I heard kim say that he loved me »’ 

¢ And thou hadst that wish.’ 
¢ Yes ! dear mother, you foretold that I should 

live. to hear those precious words, and I 
did’ 
“No great wisdom was needed for that pro- 

phecy, child,’ rejoined the other, with a fond- 
ness or'tone that came Siogsly from her thin 

marvel as I see 
thee, that he could ever gaze enough on those 

| eyes of thine. 
‘ Hush ! mother, hush P said Lucille, impa- 

| tiently, snatching away a silken lock which the 
old woman was smoothing over her fingers; 
¢ you said you had somewhat to tell me; con- 
ceal it not, if it concern him or his.’ 

~~ ¢ Thine own fears have sufficiently forewarn- 
ed thee,’ my child. The girl hid “her face in 
ber loosened hair. ¢ He will marry ! she whis- 
pered at last, as if afraid to give voice to the 

| words. ‘But, mother, may he not love me still ? 
{Oh ! the white woman's eyes may bs as blue as | 88 
‘our summer heavens, but will she love him as I 
have done ? will her pale cheek burn as mine, *_will she toil 
for him through the heat of neon, and watch 
through the silence of the night ?’ Lucille 
raised not her head, and her companion, 

{in compassion as it seemed, broke the | 

‘My child. he max lova thee yet.’ + allid 
« Oh ! thanks, mother, thanks, your words are 

ever. true—now will I cast off the selfishness of 
this sorrow, and, 1f only he will sontetimes 
we , that he loves me still, be happy as of 

¢ Lucille, what of thy ¢hild ?" he is wont so to 
fill thy talk, and to-day thou hasttold me no- thing of im.) = : 

There was, alas no shadow of shame on the 
young girl’s'cheek as ‘she answered ;—¢ He is 
well, mother, and fairer than ever ; you say that 
my skin bears scarcely a trace of the swarthy 
hue of our people, but his—oh Lit is purer 
than moonlight, our darkness has -ail fled into 
hiseyes! . 1 would that they had been blue, 
bat he kas at least his father's rosy mouth, and 
clustering golden hair. Did I tell yon, mother, 
hat when last Gabriel saw him, he wept P| 

¢ Thou didst not, child. Iam glad for thy 
sake ‘that the babe isso fair, perchance even 
yet he may save thee; or even if Gabriel wed 
this Madeline de’ Beauceur, who is doomed by 
‘sore fate or other to cross thy path in life ; 
even her heart may be touched by the beauty 
of this child, and knowing the wrongs of our 
race, she may stoop ‘o. save him from poverty 
and labor, and set. him. amongss his father's 
poe. Thou wouldst be a happy mother then, 
ucille I’ 
¢ I know not that I could take 

her hand,’ answered the girl, proudly, looking 
unconsciously so majestic in the queenliness of 
her beauty, that her companion wondered for 
the hundredth time how Gabriel Delacroix, 
even with his pride of descent and worldly arm- 
bition, could resist its influence. = © 
A moment's thought. however, and she sigh- 

ed deeply What availed the charm of that 
mien, or the warmth of that’ heart ? Did a 
European ever wed with. one of. her despised 
race ? and was not. Madelaine de Beaucour, 
whose name rumor bad united with that of Ga- 
briel, a daughter of the wealthiest family of all 
their wealthy oppressors ? 

Lucille at that moment was saddened by no 
such sorrowful reflection, her elastic nature had 
already thrown off for the time the burden of 
her grief. © Of her poverty she thought little ; 
a flower-maker by trade, she could always’ earn 
a sufficiency by the exercie of her graceful art, 
either amongst the luxurious ladies of the is- 
land, or by exporting her handiwork to Paris. 
To her position, sanctioned, alas ! by custom 
amongst our race, there attacted little idea of 

aught from 

disgrace, and could she have hoped to retain | 
something of her lover’s affection, and. to bring 
up her child in greater ease and refinement 
than she had known herself, she might have been 
happy: : Mother, she said, aftera pause, ¢ it would 
of this white woman, Madeline; I know her 
father’s chateau well, I will take thiebhy in my 
arms, and’if she is alone, I will éven speak to 
her, and hear the. voice that bas Charmed my 
Gabriel. She cannot seg the child unmoved, 
for he is frizer than the fairest habe ever cradled 
beneath their rich: roofs! 5 : 

¢ Do.as thou wilt, my Lucille.” replied the old 
croue fondly, “and, she added, with a bitterness 
that seemed far better to accord with her harsh 
features, ¢ woe unto. her and hers, if she show 
tien aught of the overweening pride of her peo- 
8. &- = 
It was a bright burning day, with scarcely a 

breath stirring-even through the cool jalousies 
of the Chateau Beaucour. 

not; if T'would | th 
| by the soft, 

ied, and on 

“The fair Macelaine lay Jlanguidly on/a sofa, 
the delicacy of her transparent skin enhanced 

white drapery and rich laee in which 
she was robed. The room was partially darken- 

one side of lier kaelt a servant, who 
gently agitated the air with a large fan of beau- 
tiful eastern workmanship, while on the other, 
a.young girl, who served as a companion to the 
heiress, was reading to her; the last French 
novel, roa ox 

Within the'sh rubbery, and not many paces 
from the house, 

relieve my heart to look upon the. beawty’ 

accomplish her objet, and the fear of detection, 
having induced to take up her station 
much earlier than was necessary, 
The excessive heat, and the want of nourish- 

ment, had made her very faint, though her 
child, whom she had fed, and rocked to sleep 
in her arms, lay still and peaceful as a waxen 
image of infancy. : : 
She had dressed herself with unusual care, 

and bore 1a a light basket on her arm, some of 
the choicest specimens of her skill—delicate, 
night-blossoming buds, and gorgeous tropical 
flowers, imitated with wonderful accuracy and 
grace. : 
At length her child awoke, and she 

to fear from his restlessness that she should be 
obliged, for that day at least, to give up her 
lan, when from the lofty door ef the - chateau, 
adelaine de Beaucour, attended by a lady and 

gentleman, entered the grounds. Lucille’ 
eyes dilated, and her bosom heaved, but no! 
it was not he, she saw that at a glance, and her 
aze was again rivetted om the lady. Some- 

thing like disdain flashed across her beautiful 
face as she looked, ‘and then fided into an ex- 
pression of reliefand congratulation ; truth to 
tell, the lady, with all the adjuncts of wealth 
land luxury around her, could not bear a mo- 
‘ments comparison with the dark-eyed Qualffoon, 
and Lucille felt this instinctively. he 

Awhile she paused, irresolute, then caressing 
her child, ‘slowly advanced, with her stately 
tread to where Madelain had seated herself; 
but her tongue failed her, and she could. only 
silently display her gracefully-fashioned flowers 

swer to her companion’s warm comments. on 
the raze beauty of the mother and. child. 
gaze was directed to the proffered flower-basket, 
and after turning over its contents with a care- 
less hand, she glanced at the Quadroon. : 
‘Your own work, I suppose? Al! I would 

have purchased some, for they are really ver 
weil dove, but you have nothing all white, I see 
and these gaudy colours hadly suit my com- 
plexion— : 

¢ Strange, is it not ¥ she’ continued turning 
languidly to her companion; ¢ that the absence 
of refinement in these people should be so pre- 
ceptible even in their dress— they all prefer 
those glaring colors.’ i 

¢ Nay,” he answered quickly, but with as lit- 
tle care to subdue his tones as she had display- 

this ‘splendid creature, they should wear no 
other hues.’ 

Lucille stood motionless, only her curling 
lip betraying that she was conscious of their 
words—* Would the white magnolia, or the sil- 
ver, lotus, please the Lady Madelaine ?’ she 
asked in her soft rich voice. i! 

‘ Yes ; either would do,’ replied the lady. 
You may make me a wreath of the white 
magnolia, I think, and bripgit here: by next 
week—not later,’ she added, with a half smile, 
and waving her ‘hand in token ‘of dismissal, 
But the young girl by her side had started up 
—* Oli t Madelaine, the child, have you noticed 
it? [never saw anything half so lovely ! what 
magnificent eyes ! may I not hold him a mo- 
ment,’ she. continued, with a pretty besesching 
look at Lucille, aud already taking one tiny 
hand in hers. 

The mother’s face softened, though she held 
the boy still closér to her bosom. 

“ Therese, Therése, of what ave vou dream- 
ing ?’ exclaimed Madeline, angrily, rising from 
Ler seat. I forbid you to touch the child; 
every other girl, of common modesty, shrinks 
from these low-born creatures,’and the offspring 
of their depravity :* and she swept haughtily in- 
to the chateau with her companions, the abash- 
ed girl giving a deprecating glance at Lucille. 
The Quadroon followed Madelaine’s retreat. 

ling steps with a leok of fiery disdain, and long 
{after the party had disappeared, still she stood, 
transfixed to the spot, every muscle quivering 
with suppressed anger. Sw. 

Her boy's soft fingers wandered in wonder 
over her averted face. tecalled her thoughts, 
and she turned away with a step of yet statelier 
"Pride than the lady, 

Through that night and the next, and again 
the next, two women sat together in the, cavern 
of the gray rock. Of naught. pure and holy 
was their talk, far as the honrs sped by, the bean- 
tiful fuce of the younger woman was transform- 
‘ed to smething like the bitterness and cruel 
rage of the elder. Her occupation accorded 
little with the expression of her features, for she 
was skiifully fashioning, into all but living beau- 
ty, the snowy flowers and swelling buds of the 
white magnolia. 

‘ Are you sure that it cannot fail, mother #’ 
she whispered, after a long pause. 

‘ As sureas that the sun will rise to-mor- 
row, 

* But you have not tried it, she added, with 
a creeping shudder. Ee w 

Forall answer the old crane tottered across 
the room, and uplifting the folds of a bright- 
hued shawl which lay heaped upon the fier, 
displayed the motionless form of a small moun- 
tian goat. It seemed to have [#in down and died 
there without a struggle, 8 ponsans| was its at- 
titude, The girl shuddered violently as her 
companion dragged the body across the cave, 
and precipitated it over the hill sido, 

¢ No son shall she live to bear him, mutter- 
poer Lucille bad lain, crouching 

that I'in the stifling heat, for many hours ; anxiety to 
ed the old woman, fiercely, as she took the 
wreath from the girl's) hand ; then drawing a 

began | of pearls ; bring the girl here, 7 

The lady omg coldly, and made no an- | 

Her! 

¥ | occu 

ed; «if they have all the gorgeous beauty of 

phial from her bosom, she poured into. each 
open cup and balf-closed bud, a few drops of 
clear white liquid. - 

The following day was one of rare festivity at 
the Chateau Beaucour. A grand fete, at which 
the heiress, in her bridal array, was to appear 
for the last time as Madelaine Beaucour, had 
been planned ; for the next morning was to see 
her the bride of Gabriel Delacroix. As she 
sat in her chamber, robing for ‘the ball, she wae 
told that a Quadroon girl waited without, ask- 
ing to see her. : 

¢ Ah! my white magnolia wreath,’ she said 
gaily, ¢ ’twill be more becoming than this tira 

herese, quick- 
To With her own hands, Lucille placed the 

ustering flowersamid the lady’s hair, and then 
retired with a deep. reverence. Through the 
blr windows she watched the bride elect, 

reading with HIM the graceful mazes of 
the —— her cheek flushed, her blue ‘eyes 
spar o fests l 

Still she watéhed on, ‘and ed with 
‘clenched hands, until she saw the ays cheel blanch, and her hand seek her brow with o 
troubled gesturs, Then she laughed wildly, 
‘and sped away from the perfomed air and the 
brilliant light of that festive scene. Even as she fled, the bride had fallen to the carth, and was 
borne to her room, silent and motionless. Only 
when they uncovered her pale bosom, and 
loosened her shining hair, her hand, in obedi- 
ence to some strange spell; sought the: flow- 
Soe on. her = brow, and none could remove 
them, d 18 
The next: sun rose upon her, a bride indeed 

in her bridal array, fair and flower-crowned, but 
cold, voiceless, and still forever. 234075 

THE POSTMAN AGAIN. 
JE postian is an everlasting topic. We 

will not, repeat commonplaces ; but has it eve: 
rred 10, our readers that he is the only Go- 

vernment official of whose incivility complaint 
are not made, and almost the only public man 
of small means and very humble functions whom 
no ene thinks of treating with disrespect P 
For ourselves, we have always felt a distines 
emotion of respectfullness for the postman. 
We can laugh at the scavenger, atthe sweep, 
at the undertaker, at the soldier, at the po- 
liceman—they are all fair food for fun ; but let 
no one burlesque the man who delivers the let- 
ters! Hashis livery ever been treated with 
ridicule ? * Never! . Was ._ his! cockade ever 
flouted ? Never!' And this although the tar- 
dy postman, the purloiing postman, the ‘stu- 
pid postman, the careless postman, be neither 
of them an uncomnion type. © We never ‘even 
disrespected the almost idiotic old fellow who 
used to deliver letters in our own district, and 
whois now superanniated. He was the widest 
divergence from the true pestal type ‘we ever 
knew. He never .condescended to knock. = He 
loitered on, his way. He would sto a little 
girl with a clothes-basket to talk to Ra Sup- 
pose be has a letter for you. Snppose your 
name is Hands. Suppose he nas brought let- 
ters to your lowly cot a kundred times before. 
You are roused by a wild stamping on the doot- 
step, which makes you think somebody must be 
wanting to tumble through'into ‘the coal-cellar, 
and is trying to remove the iron trap lid for 
that purpose. ~ You hear a fierce, cracked voice 
shrieking, © Letter ! letter !! letter!!! Now, 
then, good people, letter, letter, letter. * hm 
Yau go out, and stretch forth your hand for the 
missive, Don’t you wish you may get it! He 
holds iv away at arm's length saying severely, 
“ Name o’ Ponds live here ?”” No, you reply 
Hands —con't you remember. Then why the, 
devil can’t people write plaifer ® That ere let- 
ter's is the greatest ‘consekence to you, I'm 
sure on it by the looks of it: and vou migtn't 
never ha’ got it cos its directed so had. Bones, 
did you say? No Hands! Hands, indeed, 
itsa good deal more like Pondy; here take it ; 
people ought to be ashamed o such writing— 
and off he goes grumbling down the street, till 
he meets some crony, or passes a heer-shop. — 
We are not exaggerating ; ‘this sort off scene 
was enacted time after time, till the poor old 
man was Inid by. Yet we never lost temper 
with him, and. if he had been our own father 
we could hardly have treated him more respec- 
tively than we did, And we think there is a 
general tendency to respect the postman. The 
leading journal, in one of its happiest vein- 
challenged. the other day, the effisiency of 
scholastic examination as a test ot suitablenexs 
for public duties under Government. Might 
not a postman, it was asked, be strong in the 
brains aud weak in the calves ? No one ‘can 
deny it I “But how pleasant to meet a post-man 
who is strong in calves and brains too ; ‘who 
cultivates letter as wetl as delivers them ; who 
frequents the Olympian Hill! Perhaps the 
fact that we have met one or two such postmen 
‘has something to do with our respect for the whale body. ~ Anyhow we do respect the pos- 
mau £ aorap , 

A Schenectady editor describing the effects 
of a squall upon a canal boat, says :(~—\When 
the gale was at its highest, the unfortunate craft 
heeled to larboard, and the captain and another 
cask of whiskey rolled overboard, 

When a person losses his reputation, the very 
last place where he goes to look for it is where 
Be lost if. 


