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rOETB.Y. 

JOY AND GRIEF.  
One summer morn, when dewy flowers 

Displayed their fairest smile, 
Young Joy forsook his happy bowers, 

To frol ick forth awhile ; 
He hied him to a si l ve1· stream, 

That rippled down the glade, 
And there along its verdant brim, 

His thoughtless gambols play 'd 

High o'er his head the willow flung 
Its golden stems iu air , 

While many a cheerfnl warbler sung 
His jocund matiu there ; 

He laugh'd to list the bee's soft hum, 
Far frnm the haunts of men, 

And the wild partridge's distant drum 
Swell echoing through the glen. 

Aud oft his airy form be threw 
Sheer in the  dancin?: tide, · 

To pluck wild water-tlowers that grew 
Along the streamlet's side ; 

Soon 011 his fair unclouded brow 
A lovely wreath appears, 

Pure as tlw pearls of winter's snow, 
.And wet with night's own tears. 

Thus play'd he many a jocunu hour, 
With bosom glad and free, 

Till t i red he sought a neighb'ring bower, 
And slumber'd peacefu l ly .  

Deep from her cypress circled cell ,  
Grief spied the form of Joy, 

And softly steal i�g down the del l, 
Knelt by the sleeping boy. 

Aside she flung her locks of gold, 
And gazed with cieep'ning sigh, 

Till from her cheeks the tear-d rop rol led, 
And dew'd his half closed eye : 

He woke and sought with ready hand, 
To wipe the tear away, 

But ah ! 110 power at his command, 
Could dry that cank'ri ag spray. 

Pensive he left the sweet recess. 
And his bright home regain'd, 

Where still mid all his gladsomeness, 
That hapless guest remain'd : 

And thus whime'er his form we seek, 
In sce1ws beneath the sky, 

We find a smile upon his cheek, 
A tear•drop in his eye. 

LIN ES-Bv Miss SHERIDAN, 

THE SOCIALIST. 

That those I do love are not more l ike thee ! 
I do not love thee !-yet when thou art gone, 

I hate the s_ound ( though ,,10se who speak be 
dear,) 

Which breaks the l ingering echo of the 
tone, 

Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear 

! do no� love thee !-yet thy speaking eyes, 
vV1th their deep, bright, and most express ive 

blue-

_Between me and the midnight heaven arise, 
Ol tcner than any eyes 1 ever knew. 

I knorv I do not love thee !-yet, alas ! 
Others wi l l  scarcely trust my candid heart ; 

A nd oft [ catch them smi l ing as they pass, 
Because they see me gaziug where thou art. 

VARIE!JC'Y. 

a female, and _ yet, strange to say, Al\e11 
has been marr�ed 2 1  years, a nd h is  w i fe 
dep

_
o?ed that she suspected, but d id not 

pos1t1ve ly know, that he i- husband was a 
w_oma n ! Al len was a strong, act ive, i nge
m�us . wo rkm�n,  (_o� work woman,) of an 
a!Iect1 ona te d 1 spos1 t 1 on,  but warm temper ; 
a 1 1d  her  fe l low workmen never suspected 
hrr sex. 

A la_dy seamstress, an acqua i ntance of 
the ed i tor of tbc Bos ton Statesman, has 
r.c,unted the s t i tches i n a c ommon shi rt, 
and fiuds the 1 1 urnber to be 1 5 ,532. The 
edito r says-"_ th is  seams a I u rge number." 
It se�ms a shif tless busi 1 1ei,s, t h i s  cou nt i i lg 
of s_lnche� ;_ t he attempt would wear the 
patie nce o f some of our female acq uaint
ance th readbare. 

AMUSEMENT.-A fe l low shal l make a 
Thomas Crom�el l ,  Earl of Ess ex ,  was f�rtu nc by toss ing a s t raw from bis toe to 

son of a b lacksmith ; and  bei nr, raised to 
his nose ; one in particula r has fou nd that 

the h ighest hono
_
rs of  the ki ngdgm, was so 

eati ng fire is the most ready wa y to l i ve  -
fa r from forgcttmg " what he once was and an o ther, who j ingles several belh fix:� 
a nd from

_ 
whence he came," that he  too l� e� to h is  cap ,  1 s  the only man that I know 

a l l  occasions to remember  them. Ridino- of who has received e mo l u ment from the 
i n  his coac_h t hrough Cheapsi de, accompa� labors of h i s  head. A young author1 a 
n 1ed by the Archbisho p o f  Can terbu ry , he man o f_ good oatu re and learning, was 
saw a poor w oman, a n mhabitan t o f Houns- comp l a m 1 11g to me some nio-hts ago of th is 
lo w; which put  h 1 rn in m i nd , that i n  h is m isp lace<l gene·ros i ty of th; t i mes. ' Here, 
younge r year:5 he had run i n debt to her �ays he, have l spent part of my youth 
t he sum of  for ty shi l l ings. He caused her Ill attemp t i ng to i nstru ct a nd benefit my 
to be brought to h im ,  and  i nq_u i red i f  she fe l l ow �rea tu res, and all my reward has 
was no t h_i s  c red i tor. She sa id " yes ; but been  sol itu�e, pove rty and re p roach ; whi lP, 
was a fr� 1d lo ask for _t he money , though a fel low possessed of even the sma l lest 
she was  rn great necess i ty." His lordsh i p �hare of fiddl i ngme ri t , or who has perhaps 
b i d  her to go to his ho use, and stay ti l l  he learned to w hist le dou ble, i s  rewarded, 
come ; when he not on ly paid her debt care_ssed. Pr'y t ! 1ee, young man, says I 
w i th  i n terest bu t ga v e  her a pension of to l:im, a re_ you_ ignora nt that i n so large 
fou r pounds per ann um ,  a nd a l ivery once a c i ty as th is , it is- better to be an amusi ng 
a year  for l i fe. Mr. Frescobald i ,  a me r• than a usefu l  member of soci ety ? Can 
cha nt of Florence who bad assis ted h im  in )' Oll leap up and touch yo u r  fe-et four ti mes 
bis yo u nger days, being fal len i nto _ pover- before y ou come to the ground ? No si r. 
ty, he not only re l i eved wi th a l i bera l  baud, C,r n you s tand up on fou r horses at fu l l  
but gave h im money t o  pay b is  debts and  speed ? No s i r. Can you swal low a pen
l ive ha ndsomely i n t he w orld. At a nother knife ? No sir, I can do none of these 
t i me, being at a d inner  w i th  some other tr icks. W hy, then, cried I ,  there is no 

great men at the monastery of Shee n ,  he other p rudent means of su btiistence left. 
saw far off a po or fel low that rung the be l l ,  bu t to app rise the  town that yo u  spee dily 
and d id the drudgery o f  the conven t for i n tend to eat u p yo u r  _ow n nose ·by sub· 
h is bread. Hi s lordshi p cal led to h im,  3crip t ion . -Citizen of th1:. Wortd. 

and before a l l  the nob lemen at the table 
shaked h im by the hand, saymg, : ,  my lo rds, 
this poor creature's father was a good 
fri end  of mine. and gave me many a mea l 's 
v ic tua ls when l wauted it." Then he said 
to the poor man, 4 '  come to my house, my 
friend, and l w i l l  make a handsome p ro 
vis ion for thee ;" and d id it accord i ngly.-'-

Clark's Marrow of Excel. Hi�t. part i i .  p .  

A THANK ILL·I'LACED,- ''  How do you 
do, sa re ?" said a Frenchman lo an Eug
l i sh acquaintance. " Ra t her poorly, thank 
you ," answered the o t her. " Nay, my 
dear sare," said the Frenchman ,  • don' t  
thank  me for y�u r il lness, I cannot he lp 
it. , , 

49. I do not Jove thee 1-no ! I do not love thee ! A country gi rl recen t ly asked a city ac• 
qna i n fance to go w 1 Lh her to pu rchase 

A FEMALE HusBANo.-The London pa- some artic les, and  to act ail spokeswoman. 
pers co1 1ta in  au account of a cu nous dis- They en tered a shop i n  Washi 1 1gton- ;t. 

\ covery made on examini ng the body of !l " Have you a 11y hose ?" asked. the ci •y 
l do not love thee !-yet I know not why I Iaborer, named James Al l en , who was k i l l - _ gi rl .  '' I dou't want hf)es. said the COJ t1• 

·wh.tte'er thou dost seems well done to mt:- ed whi lst work i ng as a shipwl' lght a1 Dock- : t ry maiden, '' l want stockwgs."-Boston 

And yet when thou art absent I am sad, 
A nd envy even I hf' blue sky above thee, 

,vhos<' quiet stars may see thee and be glad. 

And often in my solitude 1 sigh- I head. 'fbe body turned out to be that of I Pat. 
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