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u0 dear. ! what a naughty girl I am—I must be
naughty, for nobody loves me, and nobody speaks
kindly to me. My aunt and cousin tell me every
day I live, I am the worst girl in the world. It must
be so—and yet I don't know what it is that I do, so
very bad."—Little Blanch looked round, for she
thought somebody was close to her ear, and whis
peredu Nothing —nothing." But she must have been
mistaken. There was no one in sight , and now she
could only hear the wind kissing the little daisies,
and laughing in the willows, and teazing the long
slender branches, that stooped down to play in the

Blanch set the pitcher upon the green bank, and
bent over to look down, down, into the clear waters,
as they bubbled np in the shadow of the hill, and
then trickled away over the pebbles, eddying round

the roots of the old trees, and then sparkling away
off in the sunshine, flashing and dimpling in the light,
like some living, beautiful thing sporting in the mea
dow grass and the overshadowing trees.
Blanch began to feel quite happy, though she
couldn't tell why—and then she looked down into
the fountain, and saw her own eyes peeping up, and
she laughed—and the girl in the water laughed—
and both laughed together, 'till the old woods took

np the chorus, and the hills and rocks sent it back

" O dear, what a noise I am making—and my
aunt will be angry with me for staying so long."
Blanch looked once more into the water, but the

little girl from beneath did not laugh this time ; on

the contrary, her face was quite pale and sad, and

Blanch looked into her melancholy eyes 'till the

tears gushed to her own, and fell into the water. The

drops circled away in dimpling lines, growing larger
and larger, and completely hiding the face of the
little girl in the water.
Blanch rubbed her eyes,and looked again, for she

saw something exceedingly beautiful, stirring the

pebbles at the bottom of the fountain. She held back
her hair with both hands, and looked down close'and
still, for there, right beside her own face, she saw a

most lovely being, smiling, and holding up its small

pale hands.
Blanch let her hair tall, 'till it almost blinded her

eyes, and even dipped into the fountain, while she
held out both hands to the little lady of the water.
" Thank you," said the beautiful creature, spring
ing lightly to the bank, and smoothing her long curls,
and smiling in the eyes of the little girl.
" You are a good girl, Blanch, and I mean to be
your friend ; that is if you are always good— for
should you becomesinful you couldn't look upon me,
or I speak to you."
She said this in a low, sad voice, and the little
girl thought she was then even prettier than when
she smiled.
The lady sat still a while, plaiting the pretty flow

ers that grew around into a coronal ; for it is likely
she knew the child was so curious to mark her
strange dress, that she could hardly hear a word that
might be said.
Blanch had heard of water nymphs, but she had
been told they had sea-green skin and eyes, and hair
hanging like the sea-grass all about their shoulders.
She thought they must be very ugly, and was quite
certain the beautiful creature beside her coidd not be
one of these.
The lady's cheek and neck were of the pure colour
of the inner lip of the ocean shell, growing of a
brighter, and brighter hue, till just below the eye, it
became of that rich beautiful tint, we find upon the
shell as we look in, in, to its very heart. Then her
hair was soft and bright, like long threads of amber,
waving and glittering in the light. Her eyes were
of the deep, deepblue, seen upon the surface of the
muscle-shell, but so soft, so liquid in their lovingness
and beauty, that Blanch thought she could never tire
in looking at them. Her voice was like breathed
melody ; soft and murmuring, like the sound of the
shell when held to a human ear.
She had a coronal of pearls about her head, and
bracelets of the same upon her arms. Her robe was
curiously wrought of exceedingly small shells, like
gold and silver, all strung together. It was fastened
at the shoulder with a large emerald, and her girdle
was of amethysts and diamonds. Her sandals were
of pearly shells, streaked with pink, the tellina I
think, and were fastened with a fillet of the sea
weed.
" You may call me Fontana, Blanch," said the
lady, placing the chaplet of flowers upon the brow
of the child.
Blanch smiled, and pulled the little daisies, for she
couldn't just think what to say.
" Would you like some of these pearls, and dia
monds, Blanch?"
" Oh, they are very beautiful," said the child, " but
I should haveno time to play with them. Dear, dear,
how long I have staid ! Oh, my aunt will scold."—
She took up the pitcher and was hurrying away, in

great trouble, but Fontana detained her,
" You must not go yet, Blanch. I will see that
your aunt doesn't scold you ; so sit down and let us

talk awhile."
Blanch was very loath to stay, but Fontana was so

gentle, and promised so earnestly that all should be
well, that at last she sat down again by the foun
tain.
" If you don't want pearls and diamonds, Blanch,
what do you wish for? What shall I do for you?
Shall I punish your aunt and cousin for treating you
so ill?"
" Oh no, no," said the little girl vory earnestly,
"they treat me so because I am so very naughty.
How could you think of such a thing ? I'm sure I
did."
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Fontana smiled, and kissed the cheeks, and eyes,
and lips of the child.
" I love you dearly, Blanch, and do wish you could
think of something I could do for you."
Blanch dropped her eyes, as if thinking earnestly;
and then her face dimpled all over with smiles, as
she said,
" I wish you could help me to be good, so that
my aunt and cousin, and every body, will love me—
I should be quite happy then."
" What, don't you want to be rich, and ride in a
coach, and have servants, and dress grandly—and
then let your aunt and cousin be poor, and go with
bare feet,just as you do !"
"Oh dear, no," said Blanch, turning quite pale,
" how could you think of such a thing?"
" Well, let your aunt and cousin be rich, too, then
wouldn't you like to dress grandly, Blanch ?"
,' Oh dear, I only want to be good, and be loved,"
said the poor girl, turning her head away quite sor

rowfully.
Fontana took her in her arms, and kissed her
many times, and Blanch felt the tears upon her
cheek ; she heard sweet far-off melody;the sky seemed
brighter than ever, and she thought she must be
dreaming, she felt so happy. Then the lady placed
her upon the green bank, and when the child looked
round, there was nothing to be seen or heard, but
the birds singing in the trees, and the water leaping
over the white pebbles.
" Oh dear, dear, my aunt will scold me," and she
filled the pitcher and ran home just as fast as she
could go.
Her aunt met her at the door, and had opened her
mouth to utter hard words, and raised her hand to
give her a blow on the ear, when the sight of the
coronal upon the girl's head arrested her.
" Blanch, where did you get this ? Was there
ever any thing so beautiful !" and she tore it from
the child's head, and held it to the light where it did
look truly exquisite, for every litile leaf, and bud, and
flower, was made up of innumerable small gems of
the purest water,
" Come in, child, and tell me all about it."
Blanch did tell every word, for there was some
thing within, that told her she ought to tell the truth,
and the whole truth. Sometimes her aunt laughed,
and sometimes she frowned, but when she came to
that part, where the lady would have given her fine
clothes, and a coach to ride in, her cousin called her
" a poor, mean spirited fool— so then you only asked
to be good, you precious little fool, did you ?" she
said scornfully.
The tears came into Blanch's eyes, and fell upon
her lap.
"What is that rolling about in your lap?" said
Adeline. " I never saw such tears before; they don't
soak in ;" and the heartless girl shook them upon the
floor. Sure enough, they rolled away, clear, brilliant
diamonds, large as peas.
Adeline laughed and scrabbled after them, and told
Blanch to " cry away ;" she liked such tears. But
the little girl laughed as well as her cousin, and
scrabbled too for the diamonds, it made her feel so
happy to see smiling faces.
" I will go down to the well, too," said Adeline,
" and see if I cannot get something handsome."
She soon came back, flushed and angry ; she de
clared there was nobody to be seen at the well, and

Blanch must have found the gems, and then hove
invented the story as an excuse for staying so long.
She struck Blanch upon the shoulder, and shook her
rudely.
" Don't be angry, cousin, you shall have all the
pretty stones," cried the child, offering those shehad

picked up.
But she had no sooner openedher mouth to speak,

than pearls, and diamonds, and all precious stones

fell therefrom, and rolled upon the floor, and flashed,

and sparkled in the sunlight, 'till the room seemed

all paved with jewels.
For many days Adeline said nothing further
about going to the well, for both she and her mother

were so occupied in fastening the gems upon their

dresses, that they had no time, even to scold poor

little Blanch ; and she was now the happiest child in

the world—she smiled, and sang all day, and was so
attentive to all the wants of her aunt and cousin,that
she seemed to know what was desired even before

they spake. She wished, in the guilelessnessof her

young heart, that she only had a whole mine of

jewels to give them,so thankful did she feelfor gentle

words and kind looks.
It was soon found, thatjewels came from themouth
of Blanch, only when she returned a gentle reply to
the harshness of others—her tears were gems only
when they were the tears of compassion or of sorrow.

Adeline was making a lily, all of pearls—she
hadn't quite enough to finish it. Half in earnest,
half in sport, she gave Blanch a blow, saying, " Cry,

child, I want some more pearls."
Blanch had never felt just so before ; her face red

dened, and she was about to make an angry reply,

when she felt a dash of water all over her face. She

stopped short, and looked about, but no one was near

but Adeline. Then she thought of the sinful feeling

within, and knew it must have been Fontana, that

sprinkled the drops in her face. Blanch knew she

had felt wrong, and she shed tears of penitence
—

they were pearls.
" Come, Blanch," said Adeline, " take the pitcher,
and I will go down to the well with you—I like the
lady's gifts vastly; and shall know better what to ask

for than you did."
The child did as she was bid, stepping, with her

little bare feet, lightly over the stones and brambles;

and prattling all the way about the beauty, and dress

of the lady, and wondering she had never seen her

but once.
When they came to the fountain, all was still; the

waters looked clear and cool, and they peereddown,

down, but nothing was to be seen, but white stones,

rounded by thewater flowing over them, and thesmall

fish darting about in the sunshine. They sat down

upon the bank, hoping the lady might appear. But

she did not—no one approached, but a little old wo
man, with a lean wrinkled face, who came from the

woods, leaning heavily upon a staff, for she was bent

nearly double with age.
Both girls looked earnestly at her, till she drew

near, and sank down upon the grass beside them.
" I am faint and weary, ladies—will you give roe
to drink from the fountain ?" said the old woman,

»
a low, trembling voice,
Little Blanch descended the bank instantly, to

&°

as she was desired— but Adeline cruelly spurnedher

with her foot, saying, " Get up,you old hag, 1 would"
t

give you a drink, not I."
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The old woman glanced at the hard-hearted girl
with a severe and searching look ; and slowly rose
from the ground. The old staff became a wand of
ivory— the lean face became soft and round ; the
bent form erect and graceful, and the beautiful lady
of the fountain stood before them. She was even
more splendidly attired than before, and her look
more sweet and tender,
" Dear, dear Fontana," said Blanch, springing
towards her. The lady took her to her bosom, and
again, and again kissed her cheek ; then the child
heard yet again that low, sweet melody, as if the very
air, and every thing about were full of it—again all
was still— and now the two girls stood alone by the
fountain.
" How strange," said little Blanch, " when she is
gone, I can hardly think I have seen any thing in
reality— it seems so like a dream, or the pleasant
thoughts I have when I am all alone."
" Pretty well, too," said Adeline ; " she could only
frown upon me"—she stopped short, for just then a
small green lizard hopped from her mouth, and the
terrified girls ran home fast as they could go.
Adeline struck Blanch, and said she had bewitched
her; and every time she spoke, small snakes and
toads darted from her mouth—then she would cry
with horror and vexation, when bugs and spiders fell
from her eyes.
Poor Blanch stood by, weeping and wringing her
hands, and the pearls and precious stones rolled all
about the room, for no one heeded them. She

thought of a thousand things, but not one that had
any prospect of relieving her cousin.
"Oh dear, dear, I wish Fontana were only here!"
cried Blanch. She felt a slight sprinkle upon her
face,and then she knew the lady must be near. Then
shebegan to think Fontana very cruel to punish her
cousin so, and wished she were only visible, and she
would tell her so. All at once some one whispered
close to her ear, and said,
" Are not pride, and anger, and cruelty, like lizards,
and toads, and serpents?"
" Oh dear, dear, try to feel gentle, cousin Adeline;
perhapsthey come becauseyou are angry."
" Angry," cried Adeline, stamping with her feet,
"isn't this enough to make any body angry? I
wish I had hold of that old woman, and I would
tear her all to pieces."
Just then a large serpent sprang from her mouth,
and both her mother and Blanch ran out of the
bouse.
Years passed away, and Blanch had become an
exceedingly handsome maiden, with a skin like the
embrace of the rose and lily, and eyes clear, soft and
blue. She was still gentle and loving, like a little
child, with a smile always ready for a cheerful look,
and a tear for a sad one. Some thought it goodness
alone, that made her so beautiful ; others thought it
the kisses of the lady of the fountain, for she still
sometimes appeared, when Blanch was sad or un
happy, and spoke words of hope and consolation.
Adeline too, had grown a tall, proud girl, with

large black eyes of glittering brightness, and a step
like a queen. There were yet times when the reptiles
•prang from the mouth of the violent girl, in her
moments of pride or irritation. Sometimes amidst the
splendour and triumph of a ball, she would be obliged
to retire in the greatestconfusion, for pride,and envy,
and malice, would bring the reptiles to her throat.

Blanch still wept her pearls and spoke all sorts of
precious things, and the fame of the two girls spread
far and wide. Many caine to see them, hoping they

might witness things so very strange. But the girls

didn't speak gems or reptiles just to please strangers,

they came unbidden, indicating always the exact
state of their hearts.
In spite of the reptiles Adeline had many suitors,
for her beauty was of the noblest kind. She con

trived to keep Blanch out of sight, and so obscured
in old uncouth garments, that her beauty was only'

noted by those who observed her closely, or saw her

often.
So Adeline had all the lovers, and all the company

to herself; and poor Blanch wore old clothes, and

worked all day for her aunt and cousin. She gave

them all her jewels, and tried to make them look

beautiful whenever they went to the grand balls and

parties, to which they were invited ; while she staid

at home, and did all the work, and then got nothing

in return but blows and harsh words.

In this way, though Blanch was much talked of,
very few had seen her.
At last, a gentleman commenced building a de
lightful little cottage close to the dwelling of the two
girls. The gardens were arranged with the greatest

taste, and bowers with vines and shrubbery of every

kind, and ponds filled with fish, and brooks with

rustic bridges thrown over them, made all seem the

work of enchantment.
Adeline did nothing but arrange her dress and

jewels, and play upon her harp close to the window

where the stranger directed the labourers; and when

he would look up and smile, or present her flowers,

she was good-natured all day.
Blanch was delighted, and tried very hard to make

her cousin look beautiful; and did just as she was

bid, which was to keep out of sight of the strange
gentleman. Blanch thought it an easy matter to do

this, for she didn't much like his looks, and thought

him not half so elegant as a young servant she some

times saw in the garden attempting to arrange the

flowers, and to transplant them ; but he was so awk

ward, spilling the earth and breaking the pots, that

she couldn't keep from laughing to see him work—
then themasterwould appear,and scold and rave,and

Blanch would find her eyes filling with tears in spite

of all she could do.
She one day told Adeline she thought the servant

much handsomer than the master, and there was that

about him, that appearedmuch more noble.

Adeline was indignant, and said she was no judge,

and many other things that proud, love-sick girls are

apt to utter— but her mother seemed much pleased
with the idea; thought it might be so, and winking

to her daughter declared Blanch was quite in love,

and it would make an excellent match.

Blanch hadn't thought of this, and she blushedand
hnng down her head.
Every day now her aunt and cousin tried to throw
her in the way of the young servant, and even were
at some pains to dress her and arrange her hair, that

she might look becoming. Adeline, it is true, was

too much occupied with themaster to pay much atten

tion to the affairs of the servant, only so far as to

encourage his advances, for she thought this a fine

way to dispose of her poor cousin, by degrading her
into a marriage with a menial.
Poor Blanch was greatly distressed at all this ma
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ncEuvring, and grew every day more pale and gentle,
and a great deal more beautiful too j for love always
softens, as well as exalts the style of beauty.
She sometimeswished she had never seen him, for
she couldn't help looking through the lattice where
the vines grew thickly, to seehim at his work amongst
the flowers, and he would sometimes look up, too,
and she was certain he was growing pale and me
lancholy; and she thought it not unlikely that he
might be in love with her cousin Adeline, and grow-
ing sad because there could be no hope for him.
And Blanch wept in holy compassion for the poor,
young servant.
So she took her pitcher in her hand, and went
down to the fountain. She wept a long time, she
could hardly tell why. Fontana cameand kissed her
cheek, and wiped her tears with gossamer muslin.
Blanch saw that she smiled faindy, and looked quite
sad, so she tried to talk of pleasant things.
" How I love you, Blanch," said Fontana ; " you
must have all you desire. What shall I do for
you?"
" Smile upon me, dear Fontana ; there is no one
else to love me—and when you smile I am quite
happy."
There was a rustling in the bushes— Fontana had
disappeared,and the young servant stood beside her.
Blanch, hardly knowing what shedid, darted away,
but the stranger seized her hand, and begged she
would stay just for a moment.
" I know you are unhappy, Blanch ; I have often
seen you weep, and even now, I heard you say there
was no one to love you. 1 love you, Blanch, more
than I can express—"
His voice trembled, and he pressed her fingers to
his lips. Blanch looked up, and the kind, earnest look
of the stranger, and the gentle tones of his voice, so
wrought upon her young heart, all unusedas it had
been to kindness and sympathy, that she covered her
eyes with her hand, and burst into tears.
They were not pearls; they were the natural tears
of a young and trusting heart.
All at once she remembered that her cousin was
waiting for the water ; and disengaging her hand
she ran home, leaving, in her agitation, the pitcher
at the fountain.
When she reachedthe house,both aunt and cousin
were at the door, angry at her long absence—for the
stranger of the cottage had that very morning made
proposals of marriage, and Adeline was impatient to
arrange her toilet in the most captivating style.
"Where is the pitcher, you idling hussy?" they
both cried in a breath.
" I left it at the well," replied Blanch, trembling,
and blushing.
" Left it at the well !" said Adeline, striking her
on the face.
Blanch hesitated,but she felt the drops upon her
face, and knew she ought to confess the truth. So
she told all.
Adeline's anger gaveway to the triumph of malice,
for she was delighted to think Blanch would marry
the servant of her own husband. So while she
talked, the toads and snakes sprang from her mouth,
but the family were so used to them, that they took
no notice of them.
Poor Blanch only covered her face with her hands,
while the pearls fell from between her fingers, and
dropped amongst the grass at the threshold.

At this moment the young servant appearedat the
door, bearing the pitcher of water ; and he lookedas
if he knew just what it meant, when he saw the
pearls and reptiles all about.
For many days nothing was seen of the young
stranger, and poor Blanch grew quite pale and dis
pirited. Adeline was in high spirits, she ridiculed
Blanch, teased and scolded her all in a breath,and
then when shewept, she laughed,and said sheshould
have the more jewels for her bridal. Blanch disliked
Adeline's lover more and more every day; for thongh
she thought he might be rich, he seemed low-bred
and vulgar, and as ignorant as any dolt about. And
then he was so loaded with finery he must at the
very best be a conceited coxcomb. But as long as
her cousin was pleased she had no right to saya
word.
The day for Adeline's marriage arrived, andafter
Blanch had diessed her cousin, and done all thework
shecould do, before the arrival of theguests,heraunt
took her and thrust her down into an old cellar, half

filled with mire and water, that she might not beseen

by any of the company.
Adeline looked splendidly, with her proud beauty,
and magnificent attire. The ceremony was just over,

when they all heard the sound of carriage wheelsand
the trampling of horses. The bridegroom looked
from the window, and was the first to go out and

kneel to the stranger. All was awe and amazement.
The guests had just time to observe the splendour
of the carriage, and the rich livery of the servants,
and the six snow-white steeds, when a gentleman

richly dressed in velvet and cloth of gold, enteredthe
room.
" Where is Blanch ?" he inquired, looking sternly
round.
,' Blanch is dead," replied the aunt solemnly.
" Dead ?" repeatedthe stranger, turning pale,while
the bridegroom stared with astonishment.
" Dead !" he again repeated," it cannot be; ho,
here, search the house," he cried to his servants.
The bridegroom would havegone too, butAdeline

haughtily detained him.
The aunt rose in great rage. " I demand,sir, by
what right you order my house to be searched."
" The right that the king has over the lives and

property of bis subjects," replied the stranger with

great majesty. Then removing the plumed cap, and

velvet cloak, the young servant of the new cottage
stood before them. Every head was uncovered,and

every knee bent in the presence of the king. Adeline

and her mother turned pale. The king went on.
" The fame of the goodness and beauty of Blanch
had reached even to our palace, and I came here
disguised as a servant, that I might learn the truth.
I find the half has not been told me,and I have now
come to claim her for my bride."
The servants returned, but could find nothing of

Blanch. Aunt and daughter tried to suppresstheir

exultation.
At this moment the door softly opened,and Fon

tana appearedleading in Blanch, pale and tremblingi

but more beautiful than ever. She was dressed in

robes of the most maginficent material, and diamonds

glittered upon her brow and girdle, and pearls encir

cled her arms and neck.
Fontana laid the hand of Blanch within that of the

king, who knelt to receive it
,

while the fair g"

blushed and cast down her eyes.
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" Thus," said the lady, Mare the good sometimes
rewarded even in this life.*'
Then turning to Adeline and her mother, she said,
*■I leave you to the punishment prepared in your own
hearts—to the envy, and malice, and hatred, that
torture more than the fiends of darkness."
The same priest, who had married Adeline to the
servant of the king, performed the ceremony for
Blanch, and her royal lover.
Fontana pressed the bride to her bosom, and Blanch
heard again that sweet, low melody, as the beautiful

lady of the fountain disappeared.

We need not say that Blanch was gentle, and
loving, and good, when she became a queen. Her
subjects almost adored her, and the king used play
fully to say, " They were dutiful subjects to him,
only from love to his wife."
Blanch did all in her power to make her aunt and
cousin happy, and even sent for them to court ; but
their evil dispositions produced so much disorder that
the king banished them to the cottage he had built
beside their old dwelling. Blanch often wept for
them, and sent them many proofs of her kindness and
remembrance.

—
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THE RIVER, THE RIVER!
sY DR. J. K. MITCHELL.

The river, the river!
It flowson Torever.
By manya mouth,
Far, far to thesouth,

It pours its wild floodto theoceanforever!
From thehills of thewest,
From theeagle'swild nest,
From the lakesof the north,
His vast watershreakforth,

And father andgatherto swell thegreatriver.—
Tho' the pinesfrown in snow
Where his spring-watersflow,
Yet the lemonandlime
Blessthe warmsunnyclime,

Where meetsMississippi theoceanfor ever.
Chorus.

The lone Indian anddeer
On his wild cliffs appear,
Where the frowningold wood
Shadestho deepboiling flood.

As foamso'er the rapidsthewhite roaringriver ;
While in climesfar below,
Where thoorangetreesblow.
Stately cities areseen,
On the shoresmoothandgreen.

And imagethemselvesin thebroadglassyriver.
Chorus.

The fierceIndian'scanoe
Cuts thelonewatersthro',
As he hearsin thedark.
New to him, thewild bark,

Of the steamerthat ploughsto its sourcesthe river;
With the flameon herbrow,
And thefoam'neathherprow,
And hoarsethunderingsides,
On, themeteor-shipglides,

And castsher fierceglareon the far flashingrivrr.
Chorus.

The greatriversof earth
Ix)ve theclimeof their birth,
And the flowretsthat blow
At i In ir sources,still glow,

Where oceanis waiting their watersto gather;
But to him leapthe rills,
From theNorth's icy hills,
And to him flow thebrooks
Where the burningsuu looks

On fruits andon blossomsthat flourishtogether.
Chorus.

Father Time hegrewgray
As howatch'dthodecay
Of thowoodsof the East,
'Till their lonelinessccas'd,

And slowlywaspeopledeachfamousold river;
But 'twas herein a day,
That, like storm-clouds,away
Fass'd thewildncssand gloom.
Lone anddarkas thetomb,

And millionsandsunshinewerebright on tho river.
Chorus.

Aye, thewoodsman,whosestroke
The wild echoesawoke,
Of thedarkwoods,nowsees,
Where he fell'd thoold trees,

Fair townson thebanksandwhite sailson the river.
Mighty river thenon,
With thewealthof eachzone,
Bearingswiftly with thee
To tho full freightedsea

The tributeof virtue andfreedomfor ever!

Chorus,
Great river, greatriver I
Flow, flowon for ever:
And still may'stthoube,
From thy hills to thesea,

The homeof the free,and the blcss'dof The Giver I

[TheMusic, whichis original, will bepublishedsoon.']

Every wanton and causeless restramt of the will The last argument of the poor, whenever they have
of the subject, whether practised by a monarch, a recourse to it

,

will carry more, perhaps, than per-
nobility, or a popular assembly, is a degreeof tyranny, suasion to parliament, or supplication to the throne.


