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POETICAL FOUX9TT.
" Here Nature's minstrels quaff inspiring draughts."
THE LAMENT OF THE WIDOWED INE¬

BRIATE.

BY1 DDGAN.NK.

I'm thinking on thy smile, Mary.
Thy bright and trusting smile.

In the morning of our youth and love,
Ere sorrow came.or guile.

When thine arms were twined about my neck,
And mine eyes looked into thine,

And the heart that throbbed for me alone,
Was nestling close to mine !

I see full many a smile, Mary,
On your lips are beaming bright,

And many an eye of light and love
Is flashing in my sight;

But the smile is not for my poor heart,
And the eye is strange, to me,

And loneliness comes o'er my soul,
When its memory turns to thee !

I'm thinking on the night, Mary,
The night of grief and shame,

When with drunken ravings on my lips,
To thee I homeward came;.

O, the tear was in thine earnest eye,
And thy bosom wildly heaved,

Yet a smile of love was on thy cheek,
Though the heart was sorely grieved !

But the smile soon left thy lips, Mary,
And thine eye grew dim and sad,

For the tempter lured my steps from thee,
And the wine-cup drove me mad :.

From thy cheek the roses quickly fled,
And thy ringing laugh was gone,

Yet thy heart still fondly clung to me,
And still kept trusting on.

O, my words were harsh to thee, Mary,
For the.wine-oup made me wild;

And I chid thee when thine eyes were sad,
And cursed thee when they smiled:.

God knowB I loved thee even then,
But the fire was in my brain,

And the curse of drink was in my heart,
To make my love a bane.

'Twas a pleasant home of ours, Mary,
In the spring time of our life,

When I look'd upon thy sunny face,
And proudly called thee wife :.

And 'twas pleasant when our children play'd
Before our cottage door.

But the children sleep with thee, Mary,
I ne'er shall see them more !

Thou'rt resting in the church yard now,
And no stone is at thy head ;

But the sexton knows a drunkard's wife
Sleeps in that lowly bed :.

And he says the hand of God, Mary,
Will fall with crushing weight,

On the wretch who brought thy gentle life
To its untimely fate 1

But he knows not of the broken heart
I bear within my breast,

Or the heavy load of vain remorse,
That will not let mo rest:.

He knows not of the sleepless nights,
When dreaming of thy love,

1 seem to see thine angel eyes
Look coldly from above.

1 have raised the wine-cup in my hand,
And the wildest strains 1'vo sung,

Till with the laugh of drunken mirth
The echoing air has rung:.

But a palo and sorrowing face look'd out

From the glittering cup on me,
And a trembling whisper then I heard
That I fancied came from thee !

' Thou art slumbering in the peaceful grave,
And thy sleep is dreamless now,

But the seal of an undying grief
Is on thy mourner's brow ;

And my heart is chill as thine, Mary,
For the joys of life have fled,

And I long to lay my aching breast
With the cold and silent dead !

Civility is a desire to receive civility, and to
be accounted well-bred.
The constancy ot the wise, is only the art

of keeping their disquietudes to themselves.
The gentlest, and perhaps one of the most

effectual, methods of stopping the progress of
vice, is by removing the temptation.
Ceremony was always the companion ol

weak minds; it is a plant that will never grow
in a strong soil.
We may give advice, but we cannot give

conduct.
A wise man, by his speeches, may do things

which a hundred armies conjoined could not
execute.

POPULAR SELECTIONS.
41 From grave to guy, from lively to severe."

From the New York Organ.
THE PROBLEM.

CHAPTER I.

"Well, George, here is the money I borrow¬
ed of you some time ago. I take shame to

myself to have kept you out of it so long after
the time I had fixed for the payment; but some¬

how or other my savings would slip through
my fingers."
"I could have wished for. your own sake you

could have been more punctual; but no apolo¬
gy is necessary, as the delay has not occasion-
ed me any inconvenience."

" You are very good natured."
" I am afraid not, for if I had wanted the

money, I should not have scrupled to ask for it
at the promised time."
This conversation passed between two clerks

in a mercantile house; they were both the
same age, neither was there much difference
in their capacity; but Edward having been in
the counting-house several years, was now in
the receipt of a salary of one thousand a year.
George, aa his junior in point of time, received
only six hundred.

After the last remark of George, Edward re¬

mained silent for a few moments, apparently in
deep thought. It was some minutes past the
usual hour of closing the counting-house, and

George was preparing to go.
" Ah, you are going home. Well, I some¬

times fell as if I could wish I had a home to go
to, for a bachelor's lodgings don't quite come

up to my idea of the world."
" Why don't you marry, then ?"
"And how am I to support a family? when

I can hardly pay my own way without borrow¬
ing ! And yet" Here he relapsed into

thoughtful silence.
"You seem to be in trouble. If so, and if I

can be useful to you "

" No.I am only solving a problem."
" I did not know you had a turn for mathe¬

matics."
" I believe you will prove the abler arithme¬

tician. But I give it up for the present. WelT,
I wish I knew where to go."

" Suppose you go home with me for once."
"Well, I don't care if I do. I had partly

made up my mind to go to a party; but I am

pretty well used up with last night's jollifica¬
tion, and my head aches consumedly."

" We will give you a cup of tea to set it to

rights."
Edward did not anticipate much gratification

in passing an evening with his friend. "He is

married, poor fellow," thought he, "and I have
heard has three or four little ones. IIow can

they all live on six hundred a year, while I
hardly can on a thousand? I dare say I shall
find the whole family crowded in a little back
room on a second or third floor in some dirty
street, furnished with a rag carpet, a pino table
covered with oilcloth, four or five wooden chairs,
and as many ragamuffin children ; and, perhaps,
to complete this picture of comfort,«the mother
of the Cracchi' at the wash-tub. Oh, faugh !
but I am in for it for once."
They passed several streets, and also several

of what an unsophisticated stranger might have
supposed to be streets, had they not been label-

j led at the corners with the unpretending and
unaristocratic appellations of "Squares," or

"Places." We are a democratic people, and
especially the aristocracy of wealth is unknown
among us.or ought to be.
At last George paused before a decent two-

story brick front house, in a respectable-look-,
ing street.

" Here we are at last. This is a pretty long
walk from the counting-house ; but you know
rents are so high down town, that a man in
moderate circumstances can hardly get a room

that way, except in some street of doubtful re¬

putation."
Edward's apprehensions were realized in

one respect, for they ascended to the second
floor. He was eomewhat relieved, however,
to find that his friend led to thefront room ;
and when the door was thrown open, he was

taken by surprise ; for the apartment was fur¬
nished with neatness and even elegance. A
lady very neatly attired was engaged in needle
work, at the time George opened the door, and
a handsome little boy, seated near her, was

reading to her. " This looks like comfort,''
thought Edward. He was introduced and re¬

ceived with courtesy.
" Where are your other little ones ?" he ic-

quired of George.
" Don't you hear them laughing and romping

in the back room? I will call them in "

" No, if you please, we wont disturb them.
I would rather step there with you, to look on

at their diversions."
" With all my heart," said the pleased father,

giving Edward rather undue credit for an in¬
terest in children. In fact, finding they also
occupied the back room, Edward wished to see
how far this circumstance explained the neat-

ness of the parlor. 44 No doubt," thought he,
»' they have to crowd a great deal of dirt and
discomfort into one room, to keep the other
nice." But he was mistaken. The back room,
though less elegantly furnished than the front,
exhibited an appearance of neatness and com-

forL Some might have objected to the litter
of playthings scattered about the floor by the
children; but for our own part, we think it
spoke of comfort, more than all the rest.
"And all th3 children are well dressed!"

thought Edward. They returned to the room.

Edward had already noticed, with some sur-

prise, a handsome book-case, and he now went

up to it to examine its contents. He expected
to find little besides shilling literature. The
collection proved to be not very extensive, but
so far as it went, was composed of the standard
works of English, American and French lite¬
rature, in the best editions and neatly bound.

44 This appears to be a valuable collection."
" Too valuable, perhaps, for my meaus. But

this is my besetting weakness. 1 am an epicure
in books, and can no more enjoy a favorite book
miserable got up, than an alderman can enjoy
his favorite dish miserably cooked."

441 commend your taste; but it must have
cost you considerable to gratify it."

44 Why, if I had been told the sum total of
the cost of such a collection at first, I believe
I might have been a little alarmed; however,
it has been made so gradually, that I have
hardly been aware of the expense."
Tea was now announced. There had been

no time for extraordinary preparation, yet the
table was furnished with plenty and elegance,
and Edvvard enjoyed the repast far more than
his last night's expensive rout. After tea, the
conversation became general. Edward hap¬
pened to speak of the late Oratorio, but a mo¬

ment after secretly blamed himself for alluding
to an entertainment he could not suppose they
wero acquainted with. He found, however, in
the course of conversation, that they were

familiar with all the higher order of public
amusements. By some occasional prattle with
the children, he perceived that they were pretty
well educated. He inquired what school they
attended, and found it was one that not only
bore a high reputation, but charged a high
price.
As he rose to take his leave, he thankfully

accepted the invitation to repeat his visit. His
friend, on lighting him down, observed an air
of deep abstraction on his face; and as they
stood in the door, asked him if his headache
was still troublesome.

44 Oh, no, it is entirely dissipated. How plea¬
sant the evening has been ! By the bye, ex¬

cuse me for asking.have you any means of
income beyond the counting-house 1"

44 Not a farthing. May I know why you ask?"
411 will tell you to-morrow after counting

hours. What an inexplicable problem !"

CHAPTER It.

The next day, the friends remained in the
counting-house after the usual hour of closing,
for the purpose of conversation.

441 have been thinking," said George, " of
your inquiry last evening, and incline to sup¬
pose from it you had some idea of suggesting
an increase of my salary. 1 am sensible of the
kindness of your intention, but have no doubt
the firm will do what is right at a proper time,
without any hint, and I am very well contented
already."
Edward heard him out, without a smile, and,

shaking his head, replied.
41 You give me too much credit for good in¬

tentions. The object of my inquiry was merely
in the expectation of a solution to a problem;
but your answer only made it mora intricate."

44 Cannot I assist you ! 1 have dipped a little
in Euclid."

441 believe you can without the help of alge¬
bra or geometry; and I have to request you
vvill, for I am fairly at a non-plus."

44 Well, I will see what I can do," said
George, taking up a slate and pencil.

44 In the first place," said Edward, 141 under¬
stand that you have no source of income beyond
your salary of six hundred a year; out of which
you pay a pretty good rent, so far as I can

judge from your accommodations."
44 Only a hundred and fifty."
44 And that leaves just four hundred and fifty

for all your other expenses. You have a wife
and three children to provide for. Your house
is well furnished, your family are well dressed,
your table is well furnished, your children are

well educated. You do not appear to deny
yourself any rational and elegant amusement,
and in one respect you even indulge in a luxury
of taste. Nay, you have been able to oblige
me with a considerable loan, and to wait pati¬
ently for its return. Is not this all true !"

441 thankfully admit it."
44 On the other hand, I have no one to pro¬

vide for but myself, and my salary is a thousand
a year. Yet somehow I am continually getting
in embarrassments, find nothing saved at the
year's end, and on looking back do not find that
I bavo realized more enjoyment, nflr as much

as you appear to have experienced. Your six
hundred appears to be worth more than my
thousand.there is the problem."

" And you have applied to the right quarter
for a solution, for it is one that I have had occa¬

sion to make out for myself. In my bachelor
days I found my expenses exceeding my income,
and was obliged to deny myself some indulgence
of my more refined tastes, by a scarcity of funds.
Still, I never thought of the practicability of a

better state of affairs, till I happened to see a

lady whose amiable qualities engaged my affec¬
tions. It was obvious even to me that before
inviting her to share my fortunes, I ought to
have some fortune to share. But where was

it to come from 1 I applied for an increase of
salary, but without success. I then hegan to
consider whether I could not reduce my ex¬

penses, and for the next three months kept an

account of them, living at my usual rate. At
the end of that time I examined the account-
I found that for board and clothing I had not

expended more than was reasonable and proper,
and that the amount of those items fell far short
of my other expeuses."
"Pray what were they 1"
" Segars, wines, mint-julips, standing treat."
" Ob, I begin to understand."
"I now seriously examined myself how far

any of these items was a necessary expendi¬
ture, and how far they had contributed to ray
real enjoyment. I was compelled to acknowl-
edge that I had not made, nor deserved to make,
any real friends by treating them to what each
could have provided for himself for a couple of
shillings, while the aggregate expense had
emptied my pockets; and the enjoyment had
generally been marred by riot, quarrelling,and
subsequent sickness. Satisfied on this point,
I at once cut off some, heavy items of expendi¬
ture, but still indulged in what I considered an

innocent enjoyment, and acquired by the usages
of society. One evening, however, as I was

sauntering through Broadway, undecided which
way to go, I observed a number of ladies and
gentlemen entering the Tabernacle, and thought
I would look in to see what was going on. A
gentleman had just begun his lecture. The
subject was temperance. After a vivid des¬
cription of the evils of intemperance, he made
a sudden and startling appeal to the moderate
drinker. I felt an irresistible conviction that
I had not done my duty either to myself or

others. When he concluded, several, at his
invitation, stepped forward and signed the
pledge, and I did not hesitate to follow then-
example. I little thought that my Julia, whose
absence from home had occasioned my being
abroad that evening, was a witness of this ac¬

tion. Released from the customary drains on

my pocket, I soon found that I could live within
my income. I now offered myself, and was

accepted. Some time after, in a confidential
conversation, I learned from Julia that her con-

j sent would never have been given but for my
recent reformation ; that she could never have
been persuaded to trust her happiness to one

who stood on that slippery brink of intemper¬
ance known by the name of moderate drinking.
And verily mine has been a rich reward. Eve¬
rything has prospered in her care. She is pru¬
dent without meanness, neat without parade,
cheerful without folly, and pious without sul-
lenness. And then"
"Say no more. The problem has been solved

to my satisfaction, and from this hour I am de-
termined to profit by it."
And we trust that some of those who read

this story may adopt the same resolution.

A DOMESTIC SKETCH.

HOW TO CORRECT A HUSBAND'S
FAULTS.

BV FANNY GRAY.

" Now, just look at you, Mr.' Jones! I de¬
clare ! it gives me a chill to see you go to the
drawer. What do you want? Tell me! and
I will get it for you."

Mrs. Jones springs to the side of her hus¬
band, who has gone to the bureau for some¬

thing, and pushes him away.
" I here, now! just look at that hurra's nest

you have made. What do you want, Mr.
I Jones?"

The husband throws an angry look upon his
wife; mutters something that she cannot un¬

derstand, and then turns away and leaves the
room.

" It is too bad!" scolds Mrs. Jones to her¬
self, commencing the work of restoring to
order the drawer that her husband has thrown
all topsy turvy. " I never saw such a man!
He has no kind of order about him; and then,
if I speak a word, he goes off into a huff But
I won't have my things forever in confusion."

In the meantime Mr. Jones, in a pet, leaves
the house, and goes to the store without the
clean pocket-handkerchief, for which he had
been in sean h. Half of the afternoon passes
before he gets over his ill-humor, and then he
does not feel happy. Mrs. Jones is by no

means comfoi table in mind. She is really
sorry that she spoke so roughly, although she

does not acknowledge, even to herself, that
she has doae wrong; for, every now and then,
she utters, half aloud, some censure against
the careless habits of her husband, habits that
were really annoying and inexcusable. They
had been married five years, and all that time
Mrs. Jones had complained, but to no good
purpose. Sometimes the husband would get
angry, and sometimes he would laogh at his
wife; but he made no effort to reform himself.

" Mr. Jones, why will you do so?" said Mrs.
Jones on the evening of the same day. " You
are the most trying man alive."

" Pity you hadn't a chance to try another,"
retorted Mr. Jones, sarcastically.
The offence given, was a careless overturn¬

ing of Mrs. Jones' work basket, and the scat¬

tering of needles, cotton, scissors, wax, and a

dozen little et ceteras about the floor.
The reply of Mr. Jones hurt his wife. It

seemed unkind. He had brought home a new

book, which he intended reading, but the face
of Mrs. Jones looked so grave after the over¬

turning of the work basket, that he felt no dis¬
position to read to her, but contented himself
with enjoying the book himself

It must be said, that Mr. Jones was a very
trying man indeed, as his wife had alleged.
He could open closets and drawers as handily
as any one, but the thought of shutting either
never entered his mind. The frequent reproofs
of his wife, such as, " Had you any doors in
the house in which you were raised?" or,
" Please to shut that drawer, will you, Mr.
Jones?" or, " You are the most disorderly man
in existence:" or, "You are enough to try the
patience of a saint, Mr. Jones,*' produced no

effect.' In fact, Mr. Jones seemed to grow
worse and worse every day, instead of better.
The natural habits of order and regularity
which his wife possessed, were not respected
in the least degree. He drew his boots in the
parlor, and left them in the middle of the floor
.put his hat upon the piano, instead of hang¬
ing it on the rack in the passage.tumbled her
drawers whenever he went to them.left his
shaving apparatus on the dressing table or bu¬
reau.splashed the water about, and soiled
the wall paper in washing, and in spite of all
that could be said to him, would neglect to
take the soap out of the basin; spattered every
thing with blacking when he brushed his boots,
and did a hundred other careless things, that
gave his wife a world of trouble, annoyed her
sorely, and kept her scolding at him nearly all
the time. This scolding worried him a good
deal, but it never for a single moment made
him think seriously about reforming his bad
habits.
One day he came in to dinner. It was a hot

day. He went up into the chamber where his
wife was sitting, and threw himself into a

large rocking chair, took off his hat, and tossed
it over upon the bed, right in the midst of half
a dozen lace collars newly done up, and kicked
off his boots with such energy, that one of
them landed upon the bureau, and the other
jn the clothes basket, soiling a white dress
just from the ironing table. Poor Mrs. Jones
was grievously tried. The husband expected
a storm, but no storm broke. He looked at his
wife, as she lifted his hat from the bed and
put it upon the mantel-piece, and took his
boots and put them in a closet, from which
she brought out his slippers and placed them
beside him, but did not understand the ex¬

pression of her face, exactly, nor feel comfor¬
table about it. Mrs. Jones did not seem angry,
but hurt. After she had handed him his slip¬
pers, she took the soiled dress from the clothes
basket, over which she had spent an hour at
the ironing table, and attempted to remove the
dirt that the boot had left upon it. But she
tried in vain. The pure white muslin was

hopelessly soiled, and would have to go into
the washing tub before it would be again fit
to wear.
" If you knew, Henry," she said, in a voice

that touched her husband's feelings, as she laid
aside the dress, u how much trouble you give
me, sometimes, I am sure you would be more
particular."

" Do I really give you much trouble, Jane?"
Mr. Jones asked, as if a new idea had broken
in upon his mind. " I am sure I am sorry for
it."

" Indeed you do. If you would only be more

thoughtful, you would save me a great deal.
I shall have to wash out this dress myself,
now, for the washerwoman is gone, and I
can't trust Sally with it. I spent nearly half
an hour in ironing it to-day, hot as it is."
" I am very sorry, indeed, Jane. It was a

careless trick in me, I must confess; if you
will forgive me, I will promise not to offend
again."

All this was new. Both Mr. and Mrs. Jones
felt surprised at themselves and each other.
He had offended, and she did not get angry;
she had been annoyed, and he was really sorry
for what he had done. Light broke into both
their minds, and both made an instant resolu¬
tion to be more careful in future of their words
and actions towards each other; and they were
careful. When Mr. Jones offended, as he still
too often did, his wife checked the instant im¬
pulse she felt to upbraid him. He perceived
this, and appreciating her self-denial, com¬
pelled himself, in cpnsequence, to be more or¬

derly in his habits. A few years wrought so

{reat a change in Mr. Jones, to use nonyper-
ole, he hardly knew himself. He could shut

a closet door as well as open it; could get a

handkerchief, or any thing else, from a draw¬
er, without turning it upside down; could
hang his hat upon the rack, and put his boots
away when he took them off. In fact, could
be as orderly as any one, and without feeling
that it involved any great self-denial to do so.


