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{From the Ladies’ Companion.) 

PAULINE ROSIER. 

IT was in the twilight of a cold No- 
Vember day, while a violent storm was 
aging as I hurried along the Rue De 

race, that I heard a feeble voice ex- 
claim, « Charity! Charity!” I turned 
' the spot from whence the sound pro- 
Ceeded, and there, in the dark recess of 
8h old building, sat a human figure 
Shivering in rags. The singular situa- 
Yon, and the wretched appearance of the 
Supplicant, caused me to pause On a 
closer examination, I found it was a fe- 
Male crouched upon the damp and chil- 
Y ground ; a tattered cloak was closely 
drawn around her person, but yet so 
Scanty in its dimensions, as to suffer her 
ams to be exposed to the fury of the 
Storm. Her neck and bosom were also 
Partially uncovered, over which hung 
thick black masses of dishevelled hai. 
Her face was pale and haggard, while 
er eyes flashed with a wild and un- 

“arthly Justre. On perceiving me re- 
Sarding her, she extended her right 
and, and in a voice of melancholy 

Sweetness, faintly again ejaculated— 
Charity! Charity!” Idroppeda piece 

of money in her palm—my heart filled 
1th sorrow at her desolate and cheer- 
Ss situation. “Poor woman,” I ex- 
o-dimed, “may God be with thee,’ and 
Urning away, I was about to walk on. 

ith a strong convulsive effort, she 
Sprang forward, seized my hand, pres- 
Xk Rtto her lips, then falling on her 
Nees, called a blessing on me. The 

Suddenness of the act caused her cloak 
© fall to the ground, and reveal to view 
yal, emaciated figure, in the veriest 
Lbiliments of poverty, while I particu- 
arly observed a miniature richly en- 
*ased in gold, suspended from her neck 
hy a faded black riband. Dim as was 
the light, I could, however, discover 

at it was the picture of a man—no 
Oubt g treasured remembrance—a gift 

ii appier times—a token of the affec- 
long that served 
¢ 

or 0 bring remembrance full before the view 
Of ne loved lineaments 

ote we ne'er must hope to meet again.” 

“ Pray rise, my good woman,” I said, 
“this is no place for sorrow ; and 1 en- 
deavoured to raise her, but my attention 
seemed only to increase her suffering; 
sobs deep and audible heaved her bo- 
som, tears streamed in torrents from her 
eyes; she held my hand with a gras 
like death—a strong hysterical laugh 
ensued, and she fell senseless before me. 
My situation was a most singular and 

painful one—alinosta stranger in Paris 
—an unknown female in sorrow and 
suffering lying stretched before me on 
the cold and stony ground—no one near 
to aid or advise, for such was the fury 
of the hour, that the streets were utter- 
ly deserted. To leave her exposed to 
themercy of the elements—tothe chance 
of recovery, or to the accidental meet- 
ing of some individual more able than 
myself to succor her, seemed an act of 
barbarity. A thousand ideas flashed 
through my mind with the rapidity of 
lightning, and I stood for séme minutes 
the being of irresolution, but humanity 
whispered to my heart, “ She is a wo- 
man.” My determination was at once 
taken, and unclasping my cloak from 
my shoulders, I wrapped it around her 
stiff and senseless form, and replacing 
her in the recess in which I had first 
discovered her, hastened to the nearest 
dwelling, to solicit for her shelter and 
assistance. 

It was with difficulty, however, that 
I could find one heart to lend a favour- 
able ear to my story, all to whom I ap- 
plied, appearing to regard my request 
as quixotic ; for such 1s human nature, 
ever too prone to receive with suspicion 
the prayer of misery, and to attribute to 
the wretched sufferer, the cause of his 
own misfortunes. At length I encoun- 
tered a feeling response in the person of 
a poor and humble woman, who listen. 
ed with compassion to my story, and 
telling her husband, whose heart, thank 
God, was as alive to my tale of wretch- 
edness as that of his honest partner, 
to accompany me; we returned to the 
spot where I had left the sufferer, and 
arrived in the very crisis of time, to res. 
cue her from two gens d’ armes, who 
were dragging her slong with brutal


