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¢ Oh, I'm sure, my lady, she would b_e very
proud. I'tl go and tell her your ladyship Las
something ta sy ‘o her.

Oh no, not on any account, Thank you,
that will do;’ and as the hostess retired curtsy-
ing, Lady Helen returned through the porcig.
in which Hester still sat. Playing for a mi-
nute with the flowers which clung about the
trellis, Lady Helen, addressing Hester, said,
¢ What lovely and enjoyable weather it is ! will
you have one of these I offering her 4t thesame
timea sprig of jessamine.

¢ Thank you, miss.’

¢ You are going to Londor, are yoa not ?—
You must be sory to leave the country while
everything is 80 beautiful ; Tam so happy at
finding myself in it again.’

Tears filled Hester's eyes, ¢No place looks
beautiful now to me, miss ;' and then she hesi-
tated and stopped.

“ How so? It is sad to hear one €0 young
as you are speak thus. I see by the ring you
wear that yon are married : is your husband in
business in town ' ;

‘I dou’t know, miss ; I am going in search of
him ; he has left me these many mgnths past,
and [ do not know whether he is dead or
alive.’ :

¢ Poor thing, poer thing! have you friends
in London ? ’ : ]

« None,' she replied in a faint voice,

‘ Have vou ever been there before P

¢« No,’ in & voice still fainter,

Helen paused, and then bending down, said,
< My poor girl, are you well provided with
money ? I fear not : do take this.’

Hester's wan fice flushed crimson as, gently
-putting aside Lady Helen’s hand, she answered,
“You mean kindly, miss, 7 am sure, but I
have never asked or received charity, and can-
not aceept it now.’ 4

‘1 do not mean it as charity,” persisted He-
len ; ‘ you shall repay me when you can. See,’
she said. takinga card from her reticule, ¢ when
vou find your husband, which God grant you
‘may soen do, you can remit the little loan
i have made to you; the address is written
here. I wish I could assist you further.’ and
she Ilaced a bank-note in Hester’s trembling

bani
»

carriage was by this time ready, and Lord
nd, seated in it, waited for his daughter.
sgler had scarcely recovered sufficient com-
w&’:f utter thanks, when her benefactress
It had not been Hester's intention, to take
an inside place, but the beauty of the weather
having tempted most of the passengers to tra-
vel outsice, she fouud herself, as the mail
droveup, compelled, against her will, to incur
an expense too great for her scanty means; but
a kind Providence was agaia watching over
ber, 2ad providing another friend for the lonely
rirl.
An old lady, the anly occupant of the coach
with lester, interested in her appearauce, en-
tered into conversation with her, and listened
with the deepest commisseration to the story
she presently unfolded.

A very discerning old lady she was, or one
very unsuspicious, for neither doubt, nor fear of
imposition, seemed to enter her mind to deter
her from her charitable purpese, when, havirg
reached London, she bade Hester enter t}.le
hackney-coach she had provided, and getting in
beside her, took the poor wanderer to her own
omfortable home.

¢ 1 shall call you * Hester’ at once; and re-
member, you pass for my cousin, and then the
servants and neighbours need have nothing to
gossip about : and by the by, my name is Mor-
ris—Miss Morris : thank goodness I never had

" ‘& husband to control me.  We must look into
this business of yours, my poor child. It was
providential that I.met you in the coach to-day;
i,:mdun 18 a_dangerous place for young and
beau — [ mean unprotected women. We
shall find this husband of yours at last, 1 h:;.vei
19 doubt—never fear.’

('T'o be continued.)

From Chambers's Idinburg Journal.
THEE SPAN OF LIFZ.

Tue fashion is to morlize on the speedy me-
tamorphosis of the muling and pukmg' thld in-
10 the lean and slippered panzalonn: ! .lhe swift
and merciless approach ot death, kicking at the
Hoor of cottage and palace with impartial fnm_,|
wnd interrupting alike the plans of the governed |
wnd the governor, the ignoramus and the'scho-'
lar, is oten dwelt upon with rowething like af-
fectionate pathos, not unfrequently in a tone of
querujous reflection. Mr Gmw]cr..a. very wor-
thy and practical gentleman, tjmbodmvx his senti-
ments somewhat 1n this fishion :—* Threescore
years and ten are equivalent to forty and odd
years of selt-consciousness, _representing my
twenty and odd years of activity.  When this
short period has elapsed, the spring of life has
run itself completely down.  If native centrifu-
gale nergy keep the machine moving yeta fittle
while, it jerks and creaks like a rusty fiy-wheel,’
A phlaintive statistician parchance adds, !hat the
term of life mentioned by the P.'ullmh‘t. and
adopted by Mr Growler, is considerably over
the average derived from the tables of mortality.
The poets, with great }mrade of mctaphor.and
rope. flourish of mournful trumpets,and wailing

of Molian lyres, frllow humanity makes capital
of the evanescence of life, It may be worth|

while to enquire how far this reflection is philo-
sophically correct, and practically useful.
Things temporal must ever shrink into no-
thingness in the presence of things eternal.—
The solemn voice of religion warns us of the
infinate expanse lying bevond finite time, and of
the infinate possibilities folded in the breast of
the future. Vet we may reasonably question
whether the grave import of this warning would
be lessened to contemplative minds though the
span of mundane existence were lengthened to
five hundred yeare. Let us imagine such an or-
ner of things to exist, and that our friend Mr
Growler has reached his grand elimacteric of four
hundred years, and is eng in meditation on
the fleeting nature of sublunary things. Is it
not likely that the decline of life would appear
to him precipitous and sudden, and the slopes
of memory terribly foreshortened in the men-
tal review ? Without much strain unon the
fancy, we may suppose that Methuselah in his
green old age sometimes mourned over the pre-
mature decease of a contemporary cut off in the
flower of youth at the age of fifteen score years
after a lingering illness of rather more than a
century, Whatever the given term of human
life might be, the boundless margin of darkness
lying around it, and the doubtful eventualities
of pestilence and disease, would still render
needful the illumination and solace of religious
faith, :
In actual life, we do not find men much 1m-
pressed witn the brief duration of their probable
career. The jubilant spirit of youth, and the
celm strength of manhood, are tempered by the

| uncertainty rather than the brevity of existence ;
and trustfullness so moderates even this sense |,

of uncertainty, that it does not interfere, in
healthy minds, with the steady and laborious
pursuits of earthly aims, although it is sufficient
to furnish food for reflection, and stimulate to a
holier purpose. The Supreme Will has thus
ordained with benificent intention, for history

teaches us that the assurance or strong probabi- | k

lity of untimely dissolution operating on Jarge
communities of men, is the reverse of beneficial
to their moral and religious nature.
of Athens in the classic era, and that which de-
solated the cities of Europe in the middle ages,
afford this lesson. In the pages of Thueydides
and Boceaccio, is ample proof that the result of
such a feeling is moral disorganisation and reck-
Jess despair. - The wisdom of faith becomes sup-

lanted by the shallow philosophy—* Let us eat,
grink. and be merry, for to-morrow we die.'—
But in a normal state, such a presentiment does
not predominate. The child regards life as of
vague, indefinate extent; youth is confident of
& sufficient career 5 and the patriarch, reposing
on his henours, and receiving the reverence of
a new generation, still hopes to add more years
to the winter of his age. The uncertainty of
life, and the certainty of -death, operate inde-
pendently of the rapid efflux of time, to teach
humility to the human heart.

Strictly speaking, however, ife is incommen-
surable with length of days and the flight of
seasons.  We do not sail over life's solemn
main with the uniform velocity of an astrono-
mical rotation. If the log be thrown over from
time to time into the current of life, we shall
observe great variation in the number of knots
per hoxr that we make ; and in order to deter-
mine the space traversed, we must caleulate the
rate of progress as well as the duration of the
voyage. How much of our course do we pass
over in half and bour? It may be, we float byt
tazily upon the sluggish waters ; it may be, we
bound along before the breeze of passion. Half
an hour waiting for the train, half an hour in
the society of a brilliant woman, half an hour on
the eve of battle, half an hour with guilty con-
science, half an hour with the reward of virtue,
half an hour with half a hundred other thoughts,
persons, and things, cannot be reckoned as equa
elements of what we call our Jife. We might
as well estimate quantity of electricity by the
duration of the lightning s flash, or the cubieal
contents of ocean by the beating of the surge,
Days are but the ripples of the sea of life, and
years its long heaving swells,

The astvonomical clock does not mark the
epochs of existence, else why should we “count
thegray barbarian less than the Christian child.’
The truth iz, time is no more a correct measure
of life than of light, heat, or magnetism. It men-
sures the duraiion of an external phenomenon
with reference to other phenomena also exter-
nal, but not with reference to subjective feelin
Neither the quantity nor quality of our vitality
can be estimated by the lapse of time. Life
can only be rightly measured, in Guantity, hy
the succession and number of ideas; in quélity
ard intensity, by their nature and degree, Fs-
timated by this rule, which of them shall we say
bas lived the most -~ Milton or Methuselah,
Newton or Old Parr, Shakspeare or Jenkins,
Alexander von Humboldt or the eldest of the
last list of centenarians recorded by the Blank
shire Chronicle ? A modern writer has remar
ked on the immense amount of thought that
soft pulpy  mass.we call the brain can secrete
before its functions cease. Fancy how many
folio volumes, double-columned, and in dia-
mond type, would be filled, were we to note
down —which Heaven forbid!—the rank and
file of ideas, good strong lusty notions. too, that
have passed through the cranium of John Smitk
for the last twenty years! We wish some sa-
vant, of an arithmetical turn, would calculate
the number of years which would glide away in

The plague | b

a persevering endeavour to catalogue, accord-
ing to the concisest method, the thoughts of an
average octogenarian. The Jetter A of such an
inventory would ontrival its renowned namesake
of the British Museum. Al the labors of Her-
cules would be light as a Jady's crochet work,
compared with the encrmous enterprise. It is
tie boast of sanitary reformers, and Bot without
Justice, that the average duration of human life
in this country hag been augmented of late years

Y Detterair, food, dwellings, and apparel:  We
may fairly congratulate ourselves on the fact, al-
though the work of amelioration {s ns yet only
balf accomplished. The genius of disedse,
avoiding the light of science, skulks in our lanes
and alleys, and, with God’s help, shall be ulti-
mately caught in a eul de sac¢, and restrained
with the bounds of His divine authority. - We
ought to be thankful for what has been achieved,

ut, at the same time, not disguise from our-

hanced infinately more by better mental culture,
ready access to hoarded wisdom, rapid and facile
nterchange of thought, than by the addition of
a few uncertain and weary years to the lease of
existence.  Sanitary improvements supply, as it
were, oil to the wheels of life and polish to their
centres, or remove obstacles to their free motion,
and the wear and tear of the material are there-
by d_lminisbed; whereas improved culture may
be likened to improved machinery, . Jt/is the
spiaitual power-loom by which ideas are fabrica-
tedand multiplied with wonderful speed and at
Inconsiderable cost, while a comely and tasteful
pattern is woven into the web oflife for the rai-
ment of the soul.

* Art is long, and life is fleeting.” True, Mr

oct, and yet what a spacious edifice of art,
science, and learning may be raised in this
fleeting life | The mante of his ancestors does
Dot yet hang too loosely on the stalwart limbs
of Prince Posterity. Genius in its hot, youth is
still able to foray heyond the frontiers of actual
nowledge, and
ness. The vast amount of good or evil. that a
short-lived, evanescent mortal can achieve before
€ passes away, is & continual testimony against
grumbling and discontent about the trivial due
ration of our pilgrimage. Those whose hours
are cast away and bear no fiuit, will certainl
find the time allotted to them. brief enough :
but if any man labour with a true heart and

igh purpose, he will generally find whatever
may be hig vocation, ample opportunity to ac-
complish the beneficent ends of his being, Only
prodigal and thriftless servants need be remind-
ed how few are the hours of day that remain to
them ere the night cometh, 1If we use & wise
ceonomy, thirty years of good energetic action
&ve Do mean appanage. There is space enough
Heaven knows, for all industriously ¢ working in
the walls of Time’ to build for the indwelling
of virtue a temple of good works, or, for its
charnel-hovse, a pyramid of hideots iniquity,~~
What matters it if life be but for a moment
when that_momont can contain somuch ? W hy,
when a spirit has passed behind the curtain, do
we enquire how many years did he wear his
mortal coil? Let our question rather be, how
much or how little did he live ?  After all, the
heroes of history, thinkers and doers, are not
remarkable for Jongevity. There is no time to
waste, but plenty of time to lahour, so let every
man proceed cheerily on his journey of life,
without hurry, without rest.’

A OALIFORNIAIN LANDSCAPH.

Our of sight of land, at gea, one experiences
a certain feeling of isolation : there is nothin
to connect one’s ideas with the habitable globe
but the ah_ip on which one stands; but there is
also nothing to carry the imagination beyond
what one does see, and the view is limited to a
few miles. But here we were upon an ocean
of grass-covered carth, dotted with trees, and
sparkling in the sunshine with the georgeous
hues of the dense patches of wild flowers, while
far beyond the horizon of the plaing, there rose

seen, 84 to leave no uncertainty as 1o the shape
or the relative position of any one of them, and
fading away in regular gradation till the most
distinet, though clearly defined, seemed stil} to
be the most natural and satisfactory point at
which the view: should terminate. it was as if
the circumferance of the earth had been lifted
up to the utmost range of vision, and there melt-
ed into aIr. Such was the view ahead of us as
we travelled towaads the mines, where wayy
outlines of mountains appeared, one above ano-
ther, drawing together as they vanished, and at
last indenting the sky with the snowy peaks of
the Sierra Nevada “On either side of us the
mountains appeatipg above the horizon were
hundreds of miles distant, ard the view behind
us was. more abruptly terminated by the coast
range, which lies between the Sacramento river
and_the Pacifie.— Bosthwick's Thres years
in California,

AN ATRICAN MARKET.

IN the market there was a live lion for sale.
He walkedabout with great unconcern, confined
merely by a small rope round his neck held by
the negro who had caught him when he was
noi two months old, and having had him for a
period of three months, now wished to pars with
him. He was about the size of a donkey colt,
with very large limbs, and the people scemed

to go very close to him, without much alarm,

to another part,

selves that the earthly sum of human life is en-

ring ia spoils from the dark- |

y | rious chance where nature

8| themselves by

mountains beyond mountains, all so distinet]y !

notwithstanding he struck with his foot the icg
of one man who etood in his way, and made the
blood flow copiously. They opened the ring
which was formed round this noble animal ag 1
approached ; and, coming within two or three
yards of him, he fixed his eye upon me in a way
that excited sensations 1 cannot :iesgribe, from
which I was awakened by the tellow *calling 10
me to come nearer, at the same time laying his
hard on the animal’s back. A moments reco!-
lection convinced me that there could be no more
danger nearer than where I was, end 1 stepped
boldly up beside the negro, and Ibelieve should
have laid my hand on the lon the next mo-

ment ; but, after looking carelessly at me, he

brashed past my legs, broke the ring, and pull-
ed his conductor away with him, overturnin
several who stood before him, and bounded o
where there were fewer peaple.

MOTHERS.,

BY the quiet fireside of homie the true mo-
ther in the midst of her children is suwing as in
vases of earth the seeds ‘of ’;ﬁl"nts“that shall
sometime give to heaven the r;gran‘ce of their
blossoms’and whose fruit be a rosary of angelic
deeds, noblest offering thatfshe can make through
ever ascending and ever expanding souls of
her children to her Maker. lg\q'ery word - that
she utters goes from heart to heart with
a power of which she little dreams. Solemn is
the thought, but 10 more solemn to the Chris-
tion mother than the thought that every word
that falls from her lips; every expression of her
countenance, even in the sheltered walk and
retirement, may leave an indeliible impression
upon the young souls around her, and’ form as
it were the underlying strain of that education
which peoples heaven with that celestial being,
and gives to the white brow of the angel next
to the grace of God its crown of glory.

CONTRADICTIONS OF LIFE.

Most of us bave heard from the poets, if we
have not. learned by experience, something
about, the malice of ‘Fortune, how she crnses
people in Jove, in ‘work, and in war, puts them
to business they have no mind to, plants them in
places they are not fit for, flings down the glo-
1 has given no capa-
civy, does all she can to hide the light under a
bushel, and in short make a mess of the warld.
The capriees of the old lady with the wheel
have called forth innumerable comments from
all the ages, but there are contradictionsamong
us still more unaccountable. Can any philose-
pher explain the motive power which ‘makes go
many. of . mankind act in direct oppo-
sition to their own mental tendencies, when
neither parents nor guardians can .be made re-
sponsible for the fact. - What ‘induces the man
to whom o thriving shop in Cheapside seems
the nearest approach to the golden age now

racticable, to establish bimself on a dairy farm
in Gloucestershire. * Wherefore does the youth
to whom the newest tie and the best cigars are
indispensable sigh for somebody whose face is
their fortune, and why is the damsel who bows
down in adoration to galf a shade of rank, the
first to go to Gretna-ward with the bntler P—
Yet things like these occur eve day, and re-
F}ain among the unsolvable problems of humsn
ife. :

THE INTELLIGENCE OF
ANIMALS.

ANIMALS are far more temperate in their ap~
petite than men ; they gratify their desires no-
cordicg to the laws of nature, without exciting
factitious means to a disgraceful
intemperance. In what republic, ancient or
modern,.did there ever reigr. a more beautiful
regularity than amongst the ants ? What king-
dom ig better organized than a hive,from which
those high and powerful lords, the drones, are
chased away, when they wish- more than their
share of the honey distilled by the laborious
bees? Is it purely instinct which instructs
swallows, and other hirds of passage, when they
ought fo change their climates P gWhat archi-
tect taught them to build their nests, 50 as to
protect them from the wind and the rainp—
The beavers, our first master in architecture,
have they no other guides than instinct ?  Had
the famous lion of Androcles, and the elephants
who waked in the night to repeat their lessons
in dancing, no other stimulus than instinet p—
What web of cashmere, what mushn of Indio,
is comparable to the fineness and smoothness of
the spider’s web? - What shipright ever launch.-
ed upon the wave a move beautiful- and secure
vessel than the haicyon’s nest ? - Animals have
nothing but instinct! What power then acts
upon them in theirsleep, and when they dream,
as wellas we do? It iy ppt material objects
alone which strike their senses, but- their ima-~
gination must be go disposed as to be able to
represent imaginary beings'; for, as the most
philosophical and ingenious of your writers has
observed—the hare which 4 greyhound fancies
in his dreams, is a haye without coat and with-
out bones.  Animals have a force of mind not
merely equal, but very superior to our own ;
we do not see them so often attacked by mad-
ness, and in thejy sufferings what patiert resig-
nation ! They never descend to the foolish
cowardice of ‘suicide. ‘The lever is the moxt
beautiful discovery of Archimedes, and yet. it
13 known to the ant, who uses a_blade of grass

to move a heavy bBurden over oy ittle emi-
nence. .

n 4



