| times, have lost much of these advantages; and they are
- but in a small degree counter-balanced to the inhabitants
- of large towns and cities, by the custom of depositing the

' mine, and see if the carriage which your aunt kindly lent

|| counted the papers she had written.

- Tadies while ¥ am present, for I excel them all in beauty,
riches, and talent.

- herself to remark her mother’s sadness, and the tears
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with pleasure, and invite the reader to indulge with me
in contemplation of the advantages which must have
attended such a practice. 'We might ruminate on the
beauty which the monuments thus placed must have
borrowed from the surrounding images of nature, from the
trees, the wild flowers, from a stream runmning within
gight or hearing, from the beaten road stretching its
weary length hard by. * % * % 'We, in modern

dead within or contiguous to their places of worship, how-
ever splendid or imposing may be the appearance of
those edifices, or however interesting or salutary may be
the associations econnected with them, Even were it not
true, that tombs lose their monitory virtue when thus
obtruded upon the notice ‘of men oceupied with the cares

of the world, and too often defiled eud sullied by those {
' cares; yet still, when death is in our thoughts, nothing

canmake amends for the want of the soothing influences
of nature, and for the absence of those types of renova-
tion and decay which the fields and woods offer to the
notice of the serious and contemplative mind. To feel the
force of this sentiment, let 4 man only compare, in imagi-
nation, the unsightly manner in which our monuments
are crowded together in the busy, noisy, unclean, and
grassless churchyard of a large town, with the still
seclusion of a Turkish cemetery in some remote place,
and yet further sanctified by the grove of cypress in
which it is embosomed.”

THE YOUNG COUNTESS.

““FELICIA, close your harpsichord, if you please,” said a
lady, who. seated at a small table, was writing on large
sheets of stamped paper, and paused for a moment to
seek in the calendar the day of the month.

“The 20th November, 1759,” replied a little girl,
about thirteen years old, without stirring from her place.

““There! that's finished,” said the lady, rising.
 Felicia,” she continued, “ put on your mantle, give me

us, is at the door.”
* Are you going out ? * asked Felicia.
““Yes, into Paris,” replied her mother.
“ But we shall return to dinner, mamma ? ”’
“Y hope s0,” said the lady, in an absent tone, as she

“ Ah, we must, dear mamma,” ingisted Felicia, with
the air of a spoiled child; “recollect that my admirers
dine here to-day, M. Marmontel, M. Helvetius, M.
Mondorge, and the Abbé Antoine. I intend to wear my
beautiful new dress, and after dinner to recite Rousseau’s
¢Ode to Fortune.” Then I will sing my last new song,
and play my brilliant cantata on the harp. You’ll see
that I shall be the first and most admired girl in the
drawing-room. No one will look at the othéer young

Ah, mamma, how happy I am1”
A deep sigh was the only answer to this conceited
speech; but the young girl was too much occupied with

whick: ran down her cheeks, as taking her daughter’s
hand, she led her down stairs. They entered the carriage,
and the lady said to the coachman, “drive to No. 12,
Rue Traversiére, St. Honoré.”

" Then turning to Felicia, she said,

““ We are going to pay & very important visit; and I
trust, Felicia, you will be particularly gracious and affable
tow?’rds the daughter of the person whom we are going to
see.

““ How you say that, dear Mamma? Ave they princes
of the blood ?” :

- | politely.

e

“No,” said her mother, ““but be silent now, for I
want a liftle leisure to reflect.”

Not another word was spoken until the carriage stopped
at the entrance of a narrow passage. '

““Are we going in here?” asked Felicis, with surs
prise.

““Yes,” replied her mother, and descending from the
carriage, she led Felicia a few steps down the alley, and
knocked at a wicket gate. It was opened by an old
woman wearing a dirty apron, and from the culinary
regions within, proceeded a strong odour of roasted onions,
which was far from agreeable to the refined visitors.

““Is M. Pierre Cannelle at home ?’ asked the lady."

“Yes,” replied the old servant, ““you may come in;
he’s in the garden with his daughter.”

* Announce us,” said Felicia, haughtily.

“ Announce who, what?”? : _

“The Marchioness of 8t. Aubin and the Countess de
Laney.”

“Y see one of them plain enough,” remarked the
woman ; ““but where’s the other

““I am the other, the Countess de Lancy,” replied
Felicia, proudly. .

“Ha! ha!” laughed the servant; ¢ you little rogue,
what a fide countess you'd make, indeed !”

At that moment a pretty young girl, very neatly
dressed, appeared, saying, ‘ Who is it, Gothon ?”

“Two fine ladies, who want to see your father, Jean-
nette’; take them into the garden, for I must go look
after my soup.” ‘

**¢ Please to come with me, madame,” said Jeannette,
“T trust you will excuse the manners of my
old nurse. She has taken care of me since I was born,
and forgets that I am no longer a baby; but she is an
excellent creature, we are very fond of her.” Thus
speaking, she led them into the garden, where a man
of ahout fifty years old was busily employed pruning the
fruit trees. He was meanly dressed, and in place of a
hat, wore on his head a crimson cross-barred handker-
chief, folded like a turban. ,

Pierre Cannelle, for it was he, advanced to meet the
ladies with an air of mingled surprise and civility.

“The Marchioness of St. Aubin, papa,” said Jean-
nette. :

The red handkerchief was immediately doffed. I
can guess what has caused me the honour of your lady-
ship’s visit,” he said, with a smile.” * Will you please
to come into my office, and the little girls can remain
here.” ,

“The little girls!” repeated Felicia, as she saw her
mother, with a timid, almost supplicating air, following
this mean-looking man., ¢ The little girls! Whom does
your father mean, Mademoiselle > she added, fixing her
disdainful eyes on Jeannette.

¢ He means you and me, Mademoiselle.””

¢ Say Madame, if you please,” said Felicia drily.

¢ Madame!” and Jeannette laughed merrily; ‘“are
you, then, a married lady ?”

“No; but I am the Countess de Lancy, and 8o have a
right to be called Madame.”

“*Madame, be it,” replied Jeannette, carelessly;
“but while our parents are speaking on business, will
you come into the house and accept some fruit 2

“The house appears to be as ugly as the garden,”
said Felicia, contemptuously. * However, if you were a
musician, and could play on the harp or guitar, I would
ask you to do me the honour of performing.”

“ Oh! in our rank of life,” said Jeannette, ‘“we have
no time to learn useless things.”

“ And what may your raok of life be 2 i

« My father is a groeer, and keeps a large shop in the
Rue St. Honoré; but I believe he intends to retire from
business.” ot

“ Then,” said Felicia, ‘it is really very strange what




e
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business my mother, the Marchioness of St. Aubin, can
have with a grouer, who béars the very plebeian name of
Cannelle.”

“ Not ab all” said Jeanmette, I 'can understand the
 business they are speaking of; for, as T am thirteen
vears old, T keep my father’s boons, and erte ‘many of
his letters.”

1 am also thirteen years old,” said Fehcla, i o1t
have very different things to attend to. My music
occupies me six hours a day; then dancing, drawing,
languages, dressing, and visiting — but, I suppose,
Mademoiselle, you don’t understand these thmgs ; and
no wonder, when I am so rich and you are poor.’

At these last words Jeannette gave a look of such
mingled surprise and compassion that Felicia turned very
red, and was about to ask for an explanation ; when the
grocer’s daughter turned off the subject by once more
inviting her visitor to enter the parlour.

It was a small square room, perfectly clean and neat,
but very plainly furnished.

“Do you live here?”
scornful glance around.

“Yes,” replied Jeannette, smiling.

‘I should die here.” '

“ My grandfather died here also,” said Jeannette ;
““but then he was ninety-four years old ! ”

At that moment the door opened, and the Marchioness
of St. Aubin appeared, followed by M. Pierre Cannelle.

¢ Then, Monsieur,” said the former, ‘it is arranged
that you and your charmmg little daughter will dine with
us to-day.”

“Thank you, Madame, replied the grocer, ““1I shall
only ask time to clean myself a little. Jeannette, my
duck! go put on your best bib and tucker. We ’re to
dine at the Chateaun '”

Jeannette blushed deeply as she saw the ironical smile
with which Felicia listened to her father’s vulgar expres-
sions. But she bowed gently without speaking, and
hastened to place chairs. '

The Marchioness thanked her, but declined sitting
down ; and taking a polite leave, withdrew with her
daughter.

asked Felicia, as she gave a

“ Come, Victoire,”” said Felicia to her maid, *‘ you must
dress me beautifully, for I want to dazzle the eyes of that
grocer’s daughter who is to dine here to-day.™

“That will be easily done, Madame.”

“ Indeed I should hope so,”” said Felicia, who did not
perceive that her attendant was making behind her back
various gestures expressive of ridicule;  for certainly few
young ladies in Paris can be compared to me in beauty
| and accomplishments, not to speak of my splendid for-
tune! But tell me the names of the guests who are
already arrived.”

¢ First, Madame, there is the gentleman who invented
a method for teaching a person to read in six weeks with
a box of counters, and a Jetter of the alphabet on each
counter.’

“Ah! M. Bertrand, the Principal of the Institution
where my brother is placed.”

‘“ Then there is your uncle, M. de Mezicre, and Mes-
sieurs de Marmontel, de Mondorge, Gossek, your teacher
on the harp, Vaucanson, the poet Bertin, the painter La-
tour, d’Alembert, and many ‘ot,hers, both -ladies and
gentlemen,”” :

. ““ Well, Victoire, make haste, fasten these flowers and
feathers in my head-dress, and give me my handsomest
ornaments. Are the grocers come yet?’

“ Oh! indeed they are, Madame, and if you could only
have seen them getting out of their shabby old hackney-
goach’  The little girl is dressed in a plain Whlte frock,
without 2 single ornam°n+ in her hair.”

“ Then, Victoire, shan’t I astonish her with my splen-
¢id costume ?”

“ Certainly, Madame, you ’Il make her ery with eavy £

said the maid, who found it her inferest to ‘flatter. t:he:E

foibles of her spoilt young mistress.

The toilette of Felicia being completed to her entire’
satisfaction, she went to seek Jeannette in the garden,!

M. Cannelle having been from the moment of his arrival
closeted with the Marchioness. ' The young Countess

gathered a nosegay, which she graciously presented to he’

guest, and then invited her to enter the drawing-rvoom,
where the visitors were assembled. Asthey approached the
door, Felicia heard one of the gentlemen pronounce her
name. “ Praising me already !”” thought she.

incense offered up to her vanity, she whispered to her to
wait until her hair was a little better arranged. ‘Jeannette
was of a frank, unsuspicious disposition, and not under-
standing the manceuvre, readily consented.  Felicia
caused her to kneel down, and began busily to arrange

the glossy curls of her hair, listening meanwhile to the
What a disappointment! it |

conversation of the guests.
was of the grocer’s daughter they were speaking !

¢ She is a sweet little girl,”’ said M. Marmontel.

‘¢ So simple and so modest,” added M. de Mondorge.

¢ And such a lively intelligent countenance,”
painter, Latour.

“ I have known her from her infancy,”
d’Olivet ; it was I indeed who made M. Cannelle known:
to the Marchioness; and what I admire most in his’
daughter is her admirable steadiness. 'When very young
she lost her mother, and since then has devoted herself
to promote her father’s comfort. She keeps his accounts,
and manages his house, as well as if she were thirty years
old.” :

“ Come,” said the gentle voice of M. Gossek, *“'we

And un<
willing that Jeannette should lose a breath of the sweet.

said the Abbé

said the |

have talked enough of this young stranger; tell me now,
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what you think of my pupil ?

“Oh!” said M. d’Alembert,
met a more ridiculous,
this young girl, who desires to be called ©the Countess
de Lancy,” just as if she were not quite absurd enough
without that addition.”

Two or three times during the progress of her own
praises, Jeannette had tried to escape from her position,
but Felicia, who hoped that they would afterwards speak
of herself, and who was holding her companion by the
hair, forced her to remain where she was and listen. As
soon, however, as the attack on Felicia commenced,
Jeannette, with her hair but half arranged, stood up
resolutely.

¢ Stay,” said Felicia, with the courage of despair,
““ stay, my friend ; perhaps I need this lesson, and I will
submit to it.”’

“1 have made a great many automata in my time,”
said M. Vaucanson, “but I should feel thoroughly
ashamed, if the springs and wheels of any one of them
were as visible as those which move both the mind and
body of this little premature woman. She does nothmg
naturally ; all about her is made up and artificial.”

‘“ Besides,” observed M. Rameau, ‘“ her mother, who
is as conceited as herself, dresses her in the most absurd
costumes. At one time she used to appear as Cupid,
with a bow and quiver; then in a semi-masculine
costume.  Now, I believe, she affects the robes of a
countess.” Y

““ Well, well, gentlemen,” said Gossek, ““ in spite ‘of
all these follies, which; after all, proceed in great mea-
sure from our flattery, you must confess that my pupil
has naturally a sensible, courageous mind, together with
considerable talent and beauty. »

““Yes,”” replied d’ Alembert, “a fine dlsposxtxon sp01led
a rose eaten up by caterpillars.”

“ And we are the caterpillars,” said the Abbé @ Olivet.

Once more Jeannette made an effort to get away; but
Felicia, looking at her with tearful eyes, said softly, 1

I don’t think I ever
vain, disagreeable animal than |
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am justly punished, dear friend ; for my motive in detain-
ing you here, was to make you hear my praises, and now
they have said nothing of me but evil. This is the first
time I ever heard the ftruth; may I have courage to

profit by it!”’

~-So saying, Felicia quietly removed the mass of feathers

| and artificial flowers which disfigured her pretty head, and

having dried her eyes, smoothed her hair, and taken off

- her rings, bracelets, and necklace, she appeared suddenly

metamorphosed into a graceful, modest little girl.

A moment afterwards, she entered the drawing-room,
holding Jeannette by the hand, and the guests who had
just spoken of her so freely, were amazed at the change
in her appearance. .

- After having sung and played the harp, Felicia quietly

' retired to her place, and when one of the gentlemen
- approached her with the usual compliments, she replied

in an humble tone, ¢ Monsieur de Marmontel, please not
to flatter me.  If my music has given you any pleasure,

- Iam glad of it; but I know I am only a child, and if

your praises should make me fancy myself a prodigy,

- perhaps you would laugh behind my back at my silly

credulity.”

Man of the world as he was, Marmontel felt confused
at this home-thrust, and turned away without replying.

Dinner .was announced, and after it was over, and the
servants had retired, the Marchioness de St. Aubin thus
addressed her guests :—

¢ A sudden reverse, my friends, has taken place in my
fortune ; and in the support of religion and the assurance
of your sympathy, I seek consolation. I have no longer

- a right to my title, for I have sold the property which
. conferred it.

This gentleman,” she added, pointing to
Pierre Cannelle,  has become its purchaser.”
Had a thunder-bolt burst over the head of Felicia, she
could not have felt more astounded.
. ““ Oh, my mother!”” shecried, ‘ are we then ruined ?”
- ““Yes, my child, we have lost all our possessions

' except a small yearly pittance, and now are without a

roof -to shelter us.”

“(Oh! Madame,” cried the grocer, ‘“don’t say so;
you are heartily welcome to occupy my house in the Rue
Traversiére as long as you please.”

For a moment no one spoke, until Felicia, bursting
into tears, exclaimed :

“ So many humiliations in one day! All the illusions
of .vanity gone, and my fortune gone with them! And
then to be thankful for the offer of that small mean house
which, a few hours since, I so heartily despised !’

““ My child!”’ said her mother, ‘“my child, let us say
of our fortune what King David said of his child: ‘The
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken it away. Blessed be
the name of the Lord!’ Henceforth I am no longer the
Marchioness de St. Aubin, but Madame Ducrest.”

¢ Forgive me, my mother, forgive me!” cried Felicia,
embracing her. ‘“This weakness is unworthy of your
daughter. See, it is overnow; and with the help of God,
I will employ the accomplishments of which I was so
vain, for your support and comfort.” Then, with a
radiant smile, she seated herself at the harp, and ac-
companied her clear sweet voice in a splendid cantata.

All present were filled with astonishment at the strength
of mind and soberness of judgment displayed by this
young girl, whom they had hitherto regarded as the
spoiled plaything of a doting mother. '

“ M. de Meziere,”” said Marmontel, ¢ your niece will
one day be a remarkable woman.”’

“Ah!” replied her uncle, ‘“a noble nature is always
proud in adversity—it is in the crucible that we recoguise
the pure gold!”

Marmontel’s prediction was fulfilled. After the loss
of his property, Mademoiselle St. Aubin’s father went
to St. Domingo, leaving his wife and daughter in France.
After a short time. he realized some money, and when

returning with it, was seized by the English, who were
then at war with France, and carried a prisoner to England.
Among his companions in captivity was a young man,
the Count de Genlis, to whom the ex-Marquis de St.
Aubin became much attached, and frequently showed him
the letters which he received from France. The greater
part of these were written by Felicia, who was fondly
attached to her father, and wrote to him with inimitable
grace and talent, After a time, through the instrumen-
tality of M. de Genlis’ uncle, who was minister of foreign
affairs, both the prisoners obtained their liberty, and re-
turned to France. There the young Count became
acquainted with Mademoiselle de St. Aubin, and shortly
afterwards married her. ey

Presented at the court of Louis XV,, Madame de Genlis
became universally admired. The Duchess of Orleans
attached her to her person, and entrusted her with the
care and education of her children.

The eldest of these, Louis Philippe, became afterwards
King of the French, and together with his brothers and
sister, both loved and revered his early instructress.

Madame de Genlis wrote several valuable  works,
chiefly on education. She lived to witness the first
revolution, and the restoration of the Bourbons to France,
and died in the year 1830, at the age of eighty-four.

THE LATE INSURRECTION AT DRESDEN.

[The following particulars respecting the late melancholy occur-
rences at Dresden, said to be from the pen of a trustworthy eye-
witness, are taken from a German newspaper, the Deutsche Zeitung.
In all fatal commotions of this nature the innocent suffer with the

guilty.]

Ox the morning of the 9th of May, while the insurrec-
tion was going on in Dresden, I was disturbed from my
slumbers, at the Golden Stag, by a loud cry in the
adjoining room. I sprang to the door and saw the boots,
who called to me to dress myself quickly and to come
down, as the next house was attacked by the Prussians.
On descending to the parlour I found there six gentle-
men, among whom were three students of forest-law,
with whom I was acquainted. We agreed to remain
quietly in the room, to take our breakfast, and await the
result. We were perfectly calm, but cheerful and even
jocose. We had no arms nor ammunition of any kind,
and supposed that no attack would be made on strangers.
We had closed the shutters and struck a light. In ten
minutes a Prussian rushed into the room, fired off his
gun, and stretched one of our party on the ground;
the ball is still to be seen in the window-frame.
The smoke having extinguished the light, we concealed
ourselves as well as we could. “ Come out,” we then
heard shouted out, ‘‘ come out, you scoundrels, to
the light.” We obeyed, and saw about half a dozen
Saxon and Prussian soldiers in the court-yard, by one of
whom a shot was again fired at one of our party, who
fell to the earth. Why was he shot >—Because he wore
a Calabrian cap. I was taken in charge by a Prussian,
dragged through the passage to the streef, where I saw
none but unarmed citizens, flying away in all haste from
a crowd of soldiers who were firing upon them from the
two corner houses. The soldier seized me by the neck,

and threw me from him to the distance of many feet, -

then sprang upon me, dragged me up, and flung me from
him again, until we reached the barricades at Engel’s,
the restaurateur’s. The soldiers from the two corner
houses roared out, ¢ Shoot the rascal, dead.” At that
moment, when they were about to do so, the chief can-
noneer, Von R., came out of the restaurateur’s, and took
charge of me. At my entreaty he took me through the
lower apartment of the house and the entrance-hall, up
to the billiard-room, Going through the passage, 1 saw
the Saxon infantry of the body-guards engaged in plun-
dering the cigar-vaults of the merchant M., which were
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