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THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES. 
wa Sloe sas MAYA y Roa dn Ratlads | 
Upnris a sweet, melancholy strain ; whose 

Oh, let thom rest, the buried griefs, 
: ‘Why should we drag them to the day ? 
They lived their hour of storm and shower ; 
p+ They lived end died and pass'd away. - 

‘ther res aves are green: 

_ The dews shall weep, the blossoms peep, | 
.. ‘The#lowersof sympathy SERRE is “odasovo ll diBl scons? oof 

t—their “thet 

: 

‘The soldiers’ graves are bright with flowers, 
~The wild thyme blooms, and sweet perfumes 
Attract thE Toamers of the bowers, | 

trays the bee to gather sweets, 
ives _hi#booming trumpet rest; 
vé-the heath its Hy wreath, | 

there the linget bul er nest 

y he Bet Su aad a { 9 

Qn Life's po =a their graves are placed— 
: T 5 owers look upward tothe sky. © 

No 4% 5 {6 
‘Harmony in” discord is the ‘philosophy 'of 

16vers’ quarrels ; and here it is for the cunning 
ian to give breathit in ‘+ Discords.” © 

~ How beatiful igsunshine” ° ~ 
Phat follows after sai! a 
ow pleasantare,the dzeams of ease 

hen purchased-bya pain Io, 
swéet when true love ‘quarrels 

dp makéitup again 17 «4 © © 

How mefry 16 the streamlet ~ = © 

OH ow blesséd is dhe dailyall 07 0 
#201 2 That brings refreshing sleep 1— ’ 

: Then prythee, love, a quarrel; * | * 
© But neither long nox deep. 

: How dull would: be the morning, 
Hadnight gone before ! i" 

How tame would be the summer days 
+ .Were't not for winter hoar 3, 

cv. And were our life all pleasure, 
(++. Delight would be no more ! 

- After the ‘dark the dawning ;— 
After the cool, the heat ; 

. After the rain, the buds of spring ;— 
«3.07 or After the sour; the sweet; 

And after all thy chiding, 
Behold meat thy feet ! 

= Very tender and beautiful, and with a sigh 
, wf the hawthorn blossom in the verse, is + The 
*“Becrbts of the Hawthorn, Tree.” 

No-one knows what silent secrets. 
“92900 Quiver from the tender leaves ; p 
"No one knows what thoughts between us 
.+.1 Pags in dewy moonlight eves, ; } 
~ Roving memories and fancies," 
Travellers upon hought’s deep sea, 
aunt the gay time of our May-time, 

© 71410 thou szow-white hawthorn tree! 

** Tiovely wis she bright as sunlight, © 
«Pure and kind, and good and fair ; 

 Y¥hen she laugh’g, the ringing music 
+, Rippled through the summer air. 

ooo 4 If you love me j—shake the blossoms !” 
+ 1+,% Thus I said too bold and free ;— 
2 (Down they eame in showers of beauty, | 

“hou beloved hawthorn tree’! 

“Sitting on the grass, the maiden 
“i Yow'd the vow to love me well ; 
7" Vow'd the vow and oh ! how truly, 
~ --Ng-one-butmyself can tell. 

Widely s 3 the smiling woodland 
dR e fair to see’; 

But thy charrcs they cannot equal, 
O thou happy hawthorn tree ! 

The words of Protestation” in their flow. 
ing metre almost sing themselves. © 5 

If the apple grow : 
On thes REIS CBR he 

And the wild wind blow: 
O’er the wild wood free ; 

And the deep stream flow 
Ns the deeper sea ; : 
nd they cannot help growing, 

And blowing, and flowing, i 
+ cannot help loving thee. 

i = z 

71 Xe) if wild: inds blew 
% Never more on the lea; 
And no blossoms grew 
errr Onthe th fee yr HAA »e “the r we to" bets. 9 

"sEpiniaad Escaped the'mea: ras’ von 

90 8 Ans 0 AE lhe Sra, go 
3 ‘And growing, and flowing, 

I'd ne'er cease loving thee, = : 

hee dhe fdr RT Hare ate 
: Eh \g das l5.Op Bright, soto 2 Sos 0 ¥ | 

a faa 6 odd hot lower, oo. 4) 
TUT Or Tat the bloom or the blight : 

In my reaping or'sowing, 
My coming or going, 
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{the merchant’ counting-room, leading his boy 

| education, and who now wished his further edu- 
| |€ation to be of a practical kind. . A friend had | ment, or a drop of extra: comfort... No’ boy 

1 | careful consideration of the boy's qualities. — 

4 yet 

i {'wife’s brother, sir.’ 

| to pay for his studying 

“berth you have secured for your hoy. 

| rather sadly. 

“twin could make no objections, though he was 

“Ialready taken upon himself, and he could do no 

\ or safe and untarnished.’ 

‘ {and then the parent left. j 

{gazed around on the wilderness of cloth, and 

+1 jthen informed Bim that bis first duty. in the 

THE MERCHANT'S APPREN- 

«sr OR NO SALARY THE F BAB. 2d 
- 730 GOODWIN cobb caer 
tothe (great, city for he had; obtained, as he 
thought, an excellent place for his boy. It, was 
a situation in’ the store of Mr Andrew Phelps. 
MrPhelps-was one of the heaviest: merchants 
in the tity—a ‘dealer in cloths, of all kinds, des- 
criptions, qualities and-quantitige. He had no 
partner, for he was one of those exact, nervous 
men, who want no second party in the way.— 
It was nearnoon when Mr Goodwin - entered 

by the hand. iso 
Gilbert Goodwin was fourteen years of age, 
‘rather small, but with energy of mind and body 
Se. ‘to ae up for jt.” ri Lie was 

high anc open—his eyes of ‘a mild, yet deep, 
ccd oteh pie dbl Bi up for 
truth'and goodness. “His father was a farmer, 
honest and poor, who had given his son a good 

once advised him to make a merchant of the 
'boy—it was the village school-master—and the 
advice came not as flattery, but as the result of 

By the assistance of other friends this opportu: 
nity had becn fond. i clpm Se 
.. “1 have brought my son, Mr Phelps, as we 
had arrariged, and’ I am sure you find him 
‘punctuul and faithfol?. ~ 00 saa | 
. “Ah—master Gilbert—ahem—yes—I like 
his'looks. Hope he will prove all you wish.” _ 
. Asthe merchant thus spoke ina matter-of- 
fact sort of way, smiled kindly. upon the way, 
and then ‘turning to the parent he resumed :— 
© Have you found a boarding place for him 

+ ¢ Yes, sir, hewi | board. with his uncle, my 

This great city isa ! “Ah, that is ortunate. 
ys without friends.’ bad place for 

vey hope you will overlook his affairs a lit- 
tle. . . 

¢ Certainly, what ean. But of course you 
are aware that I shall see little of hiny when he 
is out of the store. as N rl 
Mr Goodwin said ‘of course,” and there was 

a silence of some moments. .. The parent gazed 
down upon the floor, and finally be said : 

¢ There hasbeen notbing said yet, Mr Phelps, 
about the pay.’ plot cid ba 

¢ Pay ?” repeated the merchant. ) 
* Yes, sir, what pay are you willing to allow 

my son for his service : 
“Ah ssid Mr Phelps with a bland smile.—- 

‘I see you are unacquainted “with our customs. 
We never pay anything the first year,” 

¢ Not pay ?' uttered Mr Goodwin, somewhat 
surprised. ‘But [ am to pay Gilbert's board 
myself, and T thought of course you would al- 
low him something for pocket-money.’ 

¢ No, we never pay anything the first year. If 
you were going to send sour son toan academy, 
ora college, you would not expect the teachers 

SNo ain) os F : 
“Just so it is here. We look upon an ap- 
prentice here as a mercantile scholar, and for 
the first vear he can be of little real benefit to 
us, though he is all the while reaping valuable 
knowledge to himself. /Why, there are at 
this moment fifty youngsters whose wealthy 
parents would be glad to get them into the 

¢ Then you pay nothing® said” the parent 

‘ Not the first year. That is our role, We 
will teach him all we can, and at the end of 
that time we shall retain hin, if he is faithful 
and worthy, and pay him something. is 

If that was the custom, of course Mr Good- 

much disappointed. But he had laboured hard 
to secure the place for his son, and he would 
not give it up now. He had strained his slen- 
der means to the utmost in doing what he had 

mere. 
. * Never mind, my son,’ the parent said, when 
e and his child were alone, You have 

clothes enough tolast you through the year, 
and you can get along without much more, — 
Here is one dollar, it is all what [ have overand 
above what T must use to get home with— that 
will find you in spending money for some time, 
But mind'and be honest, my boy. Come home 
to me when you please, come in rags and filth, 
ifit may be, but come with your truth and hon- 

The boy wiped a tear from his eye as he 
gave the promise, and the father felt assured, 
It was arranged that Gilbert should have two 
vacations during, the year of a week each; one 
in the Spring, and the other as ‘Thanksgiving, 

On the following morning Gilbert Goodwin 
entered the store to commence his duties. He 

siondered where tha people were who should 
uy all this—but he was disturbed in his reverie 
‘by a spruce young clerk. who showed him [Onee 
where the watering-pot and broom were, and 

morning was to sprinkle and sweep the floor.— 

| Goodwin came to ity to se 

i # Of course, sir,” added Mr ‘Goodwin.  ¢ And | 

‘And so Gilbert's mercantile scholarship was 
commenced. . For ‘awhile. he was homesick, 
but the men at the store only laughed at him, 
and ere long he got 7id of the feeling. ‘A 
‘month passed away, and at the. end of that 
time his dollar was spent. He had broken it 
first to purchase a‘ pocket-knife, ' which he 
could not well do without. That teok half of | 
it. Then he attended a scientific lecture, for 
which he paid half of what was left, and the 
rest had dwindled away until now he was iith- 
out a penny. But he bore up for-awhile. - He 

had money to spend, but then he thought: they 
had rich fathers. «He knew that his father bad 
nothing to spare. He knew that the generous 
parent had already burdened himself with more 
than he ‘was realiy able ‘to beat ‘with comfort 
to himself 50 he would not send to him. And 
re it was unpleasant to be without money==to 

in that great city, where there was so much 
for amusement and” profit, without even a pen- 
ny with which to purchase a ‘momerit of enjoy- 

could be more faithful than was Gilbert in the 
store. The clerks and salesmen all loved him, 
and Mr Phelps otten congratulated himself up- 
on ‘having obtained so excellent an apprentice. 
He "worked “early and’ late—and he worked 
hard-—performed more of real physical labor 
‘than “any one else in the store, if we except the 

sed away, and then ‘Mr 
e his son, Gil 
ating mind, and 

Four months 

-
 

‘bert possessed a keen, discriminating 1 : 
he knew that it he Ra vpide complaint of his 
penury, his father would be unhappy —¢o’ pe 
said nothing of it, but only professed to’ be 
very much pleased with his situation—and the 
parent shed tears of joy, when he d the 
wealthy merchant praise his:son, ids 

- “Je your dollar gone, ‘Gilbert the father 
asked before he started fordhiome,? sao andy 
* Nes, said the boy, witha faint smile. 
¢ Then I must give you another, for’ T  sup- 

pose you need a Little. "Has Mr Phelps given 

“No, sir. Aud I will not ask him, for I know 

‘That’s right, my son. But" take “his. I 
wish I could make'it ‘more. \ 

.. Andso did Gilbert wish 'it, but not for the 
world would" Le have said so. He too deeply 
appreciated: all his father was doing for ‘him to 
complain, Hil pal 
Mr Goodwin returned home, and Gilbert 

once more had a little money==but it lasted not 
long. A dollay was a small sum for such a 
plate. A portion of it he expended for a few 
small articles which he absolutely needed-—then 
he attended a concert with his uncle's folks, 
and ere long his pockets wasagain empty, His 
position was now more unpleasant than before. 
There were a thousand simple things for which 
he wanted a little money. His little, bright- 
eyed cousin teased him for some slight tokens, 
and his older-cousics wondered why he did'nt 
attend any of the concerts and lectures. 
One evering afler the store was closed, Gil- 

bert stood upon the iron steps with the key in 
his hand—for he was now entrusted with that 
important implement—when he was joined by a 
lad named Baker, who held the same position 
in the adjoining store that Gilbert did in Mr 
Phelps's. ! = 
* Say, Gil, going to the concert to-night? 

asked Baker. 
* No—I can't.’ 
¢ Can't » Why not ?' : 
¢ Why, to tell the plain truth, Jim, I haven't 

got the money.) ~~ ’ 
“Pooh! Comealong. [ll pay the scot.’ 
¢ But I don’t wish to run in debt, Jim, for I 

may never pay you’. 
“Pay me ? Who talked about paying ? Tt 

I offer to pay, that's enough. Come along. It'll 
be a glorious concert.’ 

¢ But I must go home and get some sup- 
per. ¥ : A 1s 

* No, go with me and get supper.’ 
But Gilbert could not gn without letting his 

aunt know, su Baker walked round that way 
with him, Then they went to the restaurant 
—here Baker paid for the supper. Ie had se- 
veral bank notes, and poor Gilbert gazed upon 
them with longing looks. Oyifhe could only 
haye a little money.. Say one dollar a week, or 
one dollar in twa weeks, how much happier he 
could feel ! | Asisoon as they had eaten supper 
they went to the concert rooms, and Gilbert 
was charmed with the sweet music ‘he heard. 
He fancied it had a noble influence upon him, 
and that it awoke more generous impulses in 
his soul. But ‘alas I Homéana manor yofith 
be pry with ‘an empty pocket al 

rom this time, James Baker was Gilbert's 
firm friend, asthe world goes. The latter told 
all his’secrets to Jim, and in return he heard all 

ney 2 er asked, & they were together 
vening in front of the store after having 

locked wp. + 00 0 0 au » 
.* Why,” returned Gilbert, with oie hesita 
tion, ¢ to tell you the plain truth, my father is 

No at it ‘the boy went, and when this was done 

TU ne'er cease loving thee, 
he was set at work carrying bundles of cloth up | 
staics, where a man was piling thém away. 

too poor, Fle has done enough for me now— 

saw that the boys in the neighbouring’ stores | 

1On the following 

¢ Say Gil, how is.it you never have any mo- | 

me to school, and now he is paying my bonrd 
while Llearn to be a mezchant, - But my father 
is good, if he'is poser,” » v7 : 
LOf course he is," warmly replied ‘Baker. 

¢ That's where you find your’ ‘good hearts, 
amopg the poor. But don't you make the store 
pay for taking eare'of it * © 1 : 
‘No, Mr Phelps pays nothing the first 

‘ Why, sre you in earnest Gil? Haven't 
you ever got sny money for your hard 
work ¥’ : us 

+ ¢ No, not a penny. Two dollars is all the 
money Ihave had since I have been here, and: 
those my father gave me.’ zi 

* Well, you're a’ moral improbability, a regu-- 
lar anamoly. Why, I make them pay me 
‘something. Mind you—I don’t call it stealing, 

Tt isn't. My. master receives the benefit of my work, and { am enfitied to something in re- 
turn. Hes rich, while fam poor. My nard 
work turns money into his till —and shall 1 dig and delve and Jug my }ifs away for nothing * 
No. - When ¥'want-a little money, 1 takeit. 
Did I take ough to squander and waste and 
gamble away, as some do, I should call it steal 
ing—but I don't. Yer I'must have something. 
‘How do you suppose our masters think we live 
‘without money ?_- The ’t think-so —i do, they mush bo natu bom ol Thos welt 
I've got to say abeut it © © 

‘ Bnt how co you doit asked Gilbert, tre- 
mulously. : ¥ prof} o elt 

myselfto & 
sometimes 

4 How ? Why, sometimes I 
few handkerchiefs which Isell:: and. 
I take a gentle peep at the drawers © | oily 
When Gilbert Goodwin went 46 bed that night, there ‘was a demon with him. The ten 

tation had ems | , For a long time there bd 
ng t been a shadowy, misty form hovering a 

him, but not until now had it taken palpable 
shape. + He allowed himself to a reason on 
the subject, but not yet was his mind, made up. 

day he met young Baker 
again, and he learned that all the apprentices on 
the street did the same thing, 
“A week passed on, and during, all. that time 
Gilbert gave the tempter a home in’ his m. 
He daily pondered upon the amount, of physi- 
cal labor he performed. + He sawall the others. 
with money, ond he wondered, ifany one scould 
possibly get along without that circulating com- 
modity. Finally the evil hour came. ‘The con 
stant eompanionship of young Baker bad had 
itsinfluence, and the shaft had struck its mark. 
A bright-eyed, lovely girl ‘had’ asked: Gtlbert 
to carry her toan evening's entertainment. The 
boy loved that girl—loved her with” the ‘whole 
‘ardor of his youthful soul—and he eould not 
refuse. At noon he was left alone in the store. 
Several people came in—mestly tailors—and' 
bought goods, paying the cash, - Gilbert did 
not stop to consider—the spell was upon him— 
and he kept backa two-dollar bill. * That af- 
ternoon he suffered much. He dared not look. 
the clerks in the face, though he was sure that 
some of them did the same thing. In the eve. 
ning, he accompanied his fair companion to the 
entertainment, and though he tried to be happy 
yet he could not, 1 

That night the boy slept, and while he slept 
he dreamed. His father and mother came to 
him all pale and sad, and told him he had dis- 
graced them forever. *O, my boy, my own 
loved boy, thou hast lost thy truth ‘end “honor 
forever # So groaned the father.” The sleeper 
started up, and for a moment he felt relieved 
when he found that he only dreamed—tus 
uickly came the truth upon him—the trath of 
the day before, the terrible certainty: of his 

theft—and he groaned in the agory of a’ bowed 
and contrite heart. He started up from bis 
bed and paced the floor. It wae not long be- 
fore he stopped. and then he had resolved upon 
what course he would pursue. He remember- 
ed the oft repeated words of his father: ¢ A 
sin concealed is a second sin committed.” It 
was hard for him to make wp his mind to the 
resolution he bad taken, and ‘when once the 
word had passed his lips, his soul was fixed. 
" On the following morning he entered the: 
store as usual, and his duties were performed 
silently and sadly: “The clerks asked him if be 
was an he told them no. Towards the 
middle of the forenvon Mr Phelps came in, aud 
entered his cousting-room.. Gilbert watched 
him until he was alone, and then he moved to- 
wards the place. - His heart beat wildly, and hie 
face was as pale as death, but he: did not hesis 
‘tate, He entered the counting-room and sank 
into a chair. I r1%1 
in “Gilbert, what is the, matter?’ uttered the 
merchant, kindly, ‘ 
The bay collected all his energies, and in » 
low, painful tone, he answered: “°° 

¢ I have come to tell you thai I can remain 
here no longer, gir. 1—1-—! hu : 
«What? Going to leave mo? Gtter the 

merchant, in surprise, 8s the boy hesitated, — 
No, no, Gilbert, If you are sick you shall 
have a good physician, I can’t lose you now’ 

‘ Here me, sir,’ resumed the boy, somewhat 
emboldened hy his master's kind tote, bit yes 
speaking in*great pain. ¢ 0, I must tell you 
all, PE | I trust in your generous soul for pav-. 
don, But I cannot stay here. Listen, sir, And 
blame me as you will, but believe me not yet, 
lost. My father is poor--too poor to kepp me 

more than he car well afford. He hag never 
asked me to work on his farm, but he has sent 

here. 1 have learned the ways of the city, and 
1 have longed for some of these innocent 

- 


